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  The Slave Mare and the Breeding Farm, Chapter One: Breeding Stock

  Breeding Stock
The stable hand groaned, wiping the sweat from his brow as he straightened up the muck heap with a pitchfork and shovel. At a busy breeding yard, there always seemed to be too much work to complete comfortably, particularly during the leading edge of summer when the foals would be born, if all had gone to plan with the breeding program, that is. They liked to have the foals strong and able before they faced the Autumn chill apart from their dams. Muttering over the hum of his own thoughts, the chestnut stallion dug the pitchfork into the mess of straw and manure, tossing it up to the side of the mound.
"Aren't you done yet? Oi, you! Sean!"
The horse on the muck heap frowned and stood up tall, putting the pitchfork to one side. A scruffy equine, Alan, in ripped jeans and a worn, black t-shirt stood in the middle of the small sand arena - or pen - the sun gleaming on his pale palomino coat. Grinning broadly, he whistled to regain Sean's attention while the other pinned his ears back, flicking his red tail like the pendulum of a clock.
"'Course I'm not done yet," he said coarsely, flicking his damp mane. "Though it would go a right side quicker if you came up here and helped me."
"Nah, can't, mate," Alan shook his head. "We're breeding the new mare today."
"Breeding? Today?" Sean's ears twitched curiously. "Mite late."
Alan laughed obnoxiously, tossing his head back so that his blonde mane flung back as if in a dramatic film scene. There wasn't a drop of sweat on the bugger, thought Sean, grumbling over the fact that the other hand had done a fair job of skiving off yet again.
"Wrong mare, mate. Wrong one," Alan chuckled throatily. "It's the new new one. You coming to see?"
Ah, so it was not the four-year-old cob that was being bred, Sean comprehended after a moment. Instead it was the fine, little filly that would have a stallion on her back this time. It didn't matter so much when the slaves were bred; they were easier to accommodate throughout the colder months with foals, more so than your average four-legger.
Shrugging, he followed Alan to the top stable block, patting the nose of his own horse as he passed him - a rescued Thoroughbred that was blind in one eye. If Sean had not bought him at the local auction, a crowded country affair, the smart gelding would have swiftly become dog meat. And he couldn't have let that happen - he was still a good jumper, if a bit spooky in traffic.
They stopped at the door of a stable with the top and bottom doors bolted, two neat but rusted padlocks ensuring that the occupant was safely and securely contained. Alan slid a key into both padlocks and tossed them aside on to the concrete floor, one of them tumbling into a puddle although he didn't bother to retrieve it. Swinging the top door open with a pretentious creak, he peered in to the clean and well-kept stable, light slanting in through a high, glassless window.
"Rise and shine, darling," Alan smirked. "Time to make some foals."
The pretty appaloosa mare scrambled up on to two hooves, brushing stray pieces of straw from her white coat, which was spotted with black ovals. She glared and snorted derisively, turning back to her half-eaten hay net, which was tied at a comfortable height for her to pick at throughout the day.
"Fuck off, arsehole," she snapped, flattening her tail over her buttocks. "Not today, come back tomorrow, thank you, goodbye."
"Aw, don't be like that, cutie," he drawled sickeningly. "You know you'll love it."
"Hah? From you?" She made a rude gesture and shifted so that her back pressed against the wall, though it only drew attention to her full breasts and crotch, begging the interest of any stallion. "What have you got down there, hm? A carrot? I couldn't even feel that. Need something bigger to play with a mare like me."
"Ah, so it's gonna be the hard way, is it?" Alan grumbled, swiping at Sean who chuckled at the spirited filly, liking her attitude.
Ignoring her quip of, 'not so hard today', Alan clopped around the corner and grabbed a bridle and several lengths of soft, worn rope, originally white but grey with use. He wasted no time in barging into the mare's roomy stable and wrestling her into the bridle. Squealing and kicking out, she pushed him away but had nowhere to run to, backed into the corner as she was. She rolled her eyes as the stronger stallion dragged the bridle over her muzzle and thrust the metal bit between her teeth. Indignantly, she brought her paws up in a rebellious attempt to unbuckle the leather but suddenly Sean was there, brandishing a riding crop with a triangular flap on the end.
"Ah, ah, ah," Sean said, wagging his finger in front of her muzzle as if she was a naughty foal in school. "You're a pretty thing and no one wants to see you get yourself hurt now. Be a good girl now and put your paws down."
She remembered the sting of that riding crop. She remembered the whistle of it as it whipped through the air. She remembered her own muffled squeals as she tried to escape the pain. No, she didn't want that. Though her anger blazed, she lowered her paws slowly, letting them hang limply at her sides, her fingers loose if not relaxed.
"There we are, that wasn't so hard," Sean said soothingly, stroking the angry appie's mane. "Come along now."
"Yeah, come on, slave," Alan grunted, hauling on her reins. "Sean, get the others."
While Sean went off to retrieve the appaloosa's partner, the palomino towed her unwillingly to the pen that he had prepared earlier. For the slaves, there was a special mounting bench that had been adapted from the contraptions used to 'milk' semen from stallions when they were not available for stud. He shoved the mare in the small of her back so that she lay over the padded top of the bench, her arms and legs dangling comically to either side. Though she grumbled and whined, Sean was professional and efficient in lifting her arms up to the supportive 'shelves' on either side of the bench, tying them to the conveniently positioned metal rings with the lengths of rope. Her legs received similar treatment and when she was bound tightly, Sean dispassionately grabbed a tail bandage and wrapped the entire length of it before securing it into a handy 'loop'. He playfully tugged on it and laughed at her offended squeal, muscles twitching furiously beneath the skin.
She struggled to turn her head and widened her eyes sharply. A powerful stallion pranced on the end of a red lead rope, the end of which was clasped firmly in Sean's paw, though the horse tugged good-spiritedly at the restraint. He had caught the scent of the fertile mare from some distance away and his cock had slipped free of its sheath to bounce against the black horse's belly. A calmer stallion plodded further back on the end of a loose lead rope, his dappled grey coating shining with good health; he had seen it all before unlike the younger fellow dancing out his arousal.
"I'll nether take that!" The mare mumbled through the bit gag. "Lemme go! 'E's too bigth!"
"And you were just bragging about how much you could take, weren't you?" Alan smacked her rump, making her jump in the bonds. "Shut your trap. We'll have a better use for it soon enough."
"Whaaaaa?"
"First up!" Sean joked passing the black stallion to Alan. "You take wild thing here and I'll stand back with Blue. Good thing he's well behaved."
"Yeah, the only one who'll stand patient and wait his turn," Sean said absently, accepting the first horse's lead. "All right, get back then. Let's see what Danny Boy's got in him today."
The mare shook her head and squirmed uncomfortably, giving a shrill whinny as the sedate horse was lead away. Oh, why couldn't she have that one first? He wouldn't hurt as much... She shivered as Alan gave the stallion a loose rein that he was all too swift to take advantage of. Snorting hot air, the feral horse nuzzled under the mare's tail, peeling back his upper lip to better take in the scents. He brought his muzzle back to his temporary mate's sex and swiped his tongue over her warm folds, which were already dripping with more than his saliva. The appie moaned and, below the stallion's belly, his cock stiffened, seeking a warm cunt to plough.
"Ohhh..." The mare shuddered, jerking her wrapped tail up. "Pleesh stop. Pleesh."
No one was going to stop nature from taking his course and with a proud neigh, the stallion reared, dropping his weight on to her back. He gripped her waist with his bent forelegs and snorted again, jabbing his member forward wildly until, after a few frenzied thrusts, he sank the flat tip into the mare's cunny. She tongued the bit and closed her eyes, trying to ignore the invasion. She was tight, too tight to take him comfortably, and still he pushed on, grunting like the animal that he was until the full spire was buried in her warm snatch, dribbles of pre cum squirting against her cervix. Moaning, the mare panted and tried to spread her legs for 'her' stallion, falling prey to instinct and wanting to feel that log of flesh stroking her insides again and again until she came and he filled her belly with his seed.
Moving his hind legs closer, the stallion bucked in short, sharp thrusts that stabbed the mare's cervix repeatedly, his flanks damp with sweat. Beneath him, the little mare whimpered and arched her neck in invitation, trying to angle herself so that his cock struck that sweet spot inside her cunny. She only wished that it could last longer, now that they had gotten started. The stallion nipped her arched neck and dug his blunt teeth gently into the exposed curve, holding her in place even though it was unnecessary with the ropes, grunting and pounding even deeper into her cunt. Then, with a triumphant neigh, he jabbed his dick against her cervix and the head flared out to empty his virile cum into her passage, thick, milky-coloured drops running down the slave mare's thighs when her cunt overflowed.
Dismounting with a deceptive groan, the stallion perked his ears and sniffed the mare's rear, almost disinterested with her after using her as he should. Breathing heavily and severely aroused, the appaloosa rested her muzzle against the padding, wishing that it was all over so that she could bring herself off in the privacy of her dark stable.
"Next one," Alan said, though his voice was unsteady and a bulge in his jeans proved that he was enjoying the show. "And, this time, I think I'll have a bit of fun too."
"Bit of fun?" Sean wrinkled his nose and exchanged the lead ropes with him, taking 'Danny' to the far side of the pen and tying him securely to the fence. "You play with the slaves?"
"Sometimes," Alan answered evasively, allowing the grey horse to scent the mare. "You should try it sometime."
"Really now?" Sean shook his head sceptically. "I don't know, that seems a bit...wrong."
"Aw, c'mon," Alan cajoled. "Look, mate, I'll take my due from her later - you amuse yourself with her now." He paused and smirked, winking to Alan out of the mare's line of sight. "She has a great tongue."
Thinking that it couldn't do any harm and with an uncomfortable tightness in his jodhpurs, Sean cleared his throat awkwardly. The mare glanced up at him calmly, need instead of fear simmering in her eyes. It only took a little to turn the slaves into submissive sluts, he mused to himself, unzipping his jeans and pulling his half-hard cock out; Alan bit back a grin at how his co-worker was not wearing underwear and wondered if it was a regular thing. All the better for easy access to this sweet muzzle.
The mare shook her head and stretched forward, conflicting feeling ricocheting inside her head. Oh, she wanted to cum so badly... The grey stallion nuzzled her rump and ran his tongue over her winking vulva, ignorant of the semen that he scooped up on his fleshy tongue. All he smelled was a mare in season, ready to be bred like his stable mate had done. His mottled pink cock stiffened in front of his heavy balls, swinging back and forth with unspent seed: he was as ready as he would ever be to take his due.
He shoved the mare forward as he mounted her, pushing her nose into Sean's crotch. Wincing at the harsh motion, the slave flicked her ears back and ran her tongue up the length of Sean's bobbing dick, unable to do more than lick with the bit in her mouth. As if realising this problem, Sean quickly unbuckled the two straps that would allow the bit to be slipped from between her teeth and hung it carefully on a handy hook positioned on the mounting bench (they had to have somewhere to hang straps while the slaves were being bred, after all). With her muzzle mobile, the now submissive mare took his cock gently between her lips, allowing him to push into her throat without gagging at all; she had had plenty of practice as a cock-sucker with Alan.
Giving a muffled yelp, the mare felt the second stallion hit his mark and thrust his cock into her cunt, seed squelching out around his pole as he, in effect, took his sloppy seconds. The mare snorted heavily through her flared nostrils and sucked hungrily on Sean's dick, spurred on by his appreciative moans and gentle petting of her mane. He was so much gentler than Alan was... Groaning almost like an anthro, the stallion pounding her cunny threw his weight into it, unable to get his full length into her, but not for lack of trying. By gods, was it bigger? His balls slapped her crotch with every powerful thrust, hitting her clit in such a way that she fought the urge to cum on the spot, wanting to save the pleasure for a little later. He was so large and dominant... She knew that if the first stallion's seed didn't take, this one's surely would and she would have a large belly soon enough.
It wasn't so bad a thought.
"What, you eager or something?" Alan joked, licking his lips as Sean fucked the mare's muzzle, dribbles of pre cum smearing her lips.
Sean shoved the palomino's shoulder and smiled good-naturedly; he was close to cumming already and Alan's joke wasn't wrong. He hadn't been pleased in so long - nice mares didn't want to give blowjobs. Huffing, he held himself back, almost nose to nose with the horse pounding the slave's cunt, feeling his warm breath puffing against his shirt. The feral stallion suddenly lurched forward with a satisfied grunt and fell still, quivering all over as he emptied his sperm into the breeding mare, too much for her cunt to contain. That did it for Sean: he tossed his head and nickered as he exploded into the mare's muzzle, thrusting his cock down her throat so that she was forced to swallow every drop. Gulping rapidly, the mare struggled to keep up as she was filled from both ends, her stomach swelling and pressing against the bench. She felt as if she was already carrying a foal with the amount that had been pumped into her.
Blue rested on the mare's back for a moment and Sean swore that the stallion was enjoying his orgasm as much as he was. Beneath them, the mare shook and Sean laughed lightly to no one in particular, suspecting that she was having a small orgasm of her own. Good: there was no reason why she shouldn't, this time. He withdrew his cock from her muzzle with a wet slurp and she gasped for breath, her chest heaving and nipples rubbing tantalisingly against the bench top.
"There you are, girl," Sean ran his paw along her muzzle as Blue dismounted, a small flood of semen pouring from her stretched cunt. "One of them will take and you'll have a lovely foal in ten months time."
He looked over her to where a foal was attempting to get his dam to play with him in the field, leaping into the air and crashing down into the soft loam in a bid for her attention. The exhausted appie nuzzled his cock, bringing him back to reality and submissively pushed her tongue out of her mouth, begging for more if he chose to give it.
"And I'll be sure to use you in the meantime."

 
  The Slave Mare and the Breeding Farm, Chapter Two: The Drunk and the Stallion

  The Drunk and the Stallion
Written by Amethyst Mare

Leaves rustled across the bare stable yard, scudding along the ground and stirring up the gravel, carried by a bitter wind. Work on the yard had been completed hours earlier and cheers from the white house boasted a celebration to which all friends had been invited, a direct contrast to the peace of the deserted yard. By the feed shed, a fox scratched, glancing about warily as he scavenged for edible scraps, carelessly left behind for one such as him to discover. He scarpered from the raucous laughter emanating from the house, brush stiff and straight behind him, and disappeared into the night, leaving the drunken party-goers to continue without a friendly fox scream.
A chestnut stallion stumbled from the house, supported by a petite brown and white mare who fussed over him like a dam with her foal, taking his arm with two, delicate paws. He brushed her off and swore under his breath, the world swaying sickeningly around him: it had been a bad idea to drink that night.
The skewbald mare tossed her mane over her shoulder and huffed at him as he reeled against the wall, clinging on to the rough surface for the semblance of support.
"It's your own damn fault, Sean," she snapped, rubbing the corner of her eye in tiny circles to relieve the tiredness there. "Go and sober up, dunk your head in a water barrel or something. Sit down in the cool. It's too hot in there for anyone to breathe."
"Sure, girl," he groaned, leaning heavily against the wall, little particles of grit digging into his palm. "An' I'll be back soon enough, don' you worry now, darling." She snorted.
"Sure you will, Sean, sure you will," she rubbed the back of her paw over her eyes, smearing her smoky eye make-up that had been so carefully applied, the long, fake lashes comically askew. "Damn stallion can't even remember my name by now," she added in an undertone, shoving him towards the yard. "Git on, off with you, colt!"
The chestnut blew her a sloppy kiss but the door had already slammed closed, the harsh noise hurting his ears so that he flattened them back slightly, rubbing the side of his head. Staggering through the open gate that linked the small, unkempt house garden to the yard, he blinked rapidly, trying to make sense of the shadowy shapes and colours that rocked before his gaze. Blue. The water barrels were blue. He had to wash his face like...like the mare said. Clean up.
There was a water barrel at the corner of the dirty white block of stables on the upper end of the yard and, somehow, the unsteady stallion made his way over to it. He collapsed over the barrel with a weary sigh, as if the walk over had drained him entirely, and dipped his paw in the cold water, splashing some on to his muzzle half-heartedly. What was the point in cleaning up now? Nothing was going to happen between him and that mare, he knew it. It had been such a stupid idea to have so much to drink. Alan had plied him with the stuff, mocking him when he was unable to keep up with the palomino horse's number of shots, glasses of liquor... The drinks had blurred into one. Stupid, so stupid.
With his face clean and a measure of sobriety returned, Sean wandered through the yard, not yet feeling well enough to return to the party. Some of the horses looked curiously over the bottom half of their stable doors, eyes bright as they anticipated a late night treat or scratch across their withers. Sean paused at his rescued racehorse, the smart, bay gelding that was blind in one eye, to pat his nose fondly.
"We'll go out tomorrow, we will, my boy," he crooned, brushing the horse's forelock out of its eyes. "Go out for a gallop down the railway line track. You'll like that, won't you? We'll have a blast, a right good blow out."
The horse blew warm air into his face as if he understood every word and Sean believed he did, smiling as he walked away to continue his aimless wander. The yard was a very different world during the night, away from the hustle and bustle of daily life - it was a lazy, sleepy time, even if winter's chill nipped at his coat. Early November. What a horrible time of year to work. He yearned for the warm, summer mornings where he could take his horse out for a hack before even beginning work, dishing out the morning feeds when the sun was up rather than still weakly rising, if that.
He stopped, swishing his long tail that had grown all the way down to his fetlocks; he needed to get it trimmed again. Rubbing away an itch behind his ear, Sean rested a paw on the arena fence and wondered what had drawn him down here, away from even the horses. It was a bare, cold patch in the equine warmth of the stables. Another slave mare (a stroppy black) had been bred earlier that day and the breeding stand, complete with immobilising bondage, had been left in the middle of the arena, perhaps forgotten by Alan or himself. Sean couldn't quite remember. But he had more fun breeding the two-legger mares than he used to - it had certain added pleasure for him. Oral pleasures, that is. Anal, if the mare was fit for it.
Slipping the catch on the gate, he paced inside and his hooves sank into the moist sand, which was scattered with wisps of half-eaten hay; an empty water bucket stood at the far side. He went over to the breeding device and ran his paw over the top, patting it as he would a horse, though not understanding his own actions. One could put it down to intoxication.
"And you see here, boy," he said loudly as if instructing a new stable hand. "You see here, boy, you have to get the mare across this...thing...contraption, an' she'll be nice and tied in. She won't be able to move an' the stallion-boy can 'ave 'is way with her."
"But how does the mare get on to the contraption, Sean?" Another voice asked out of the darkness. Without thinking - his brain was functioning more slowly than normal and his surroundings had a dreamlike quality to them - Sean stepped forward and rested the upper half of his body awkwardly over the stand.
"Like this," he told his observer. "She puts her paws...here...an' her legs...here....an' - oi!"
Somebody grabbed his paw and fastened a leather cuff around it, dragging it into place on the stand so that he could not yank it back. And before he could even stimulate his tired body into unfastening the cuff himself, the strange 'other' fur had secured his previously free paw too, leaving him helpless and forced to lie across the stand like...like a mare to be bred.
"What the hell is going on?" He yelled, coherency suddenly returning to him. "Who's there? Fucking show yourself!"
An all too familiar palomino shape stepped into his line of sight and Sean swore under his breath.
"Alan! You bastard!" He snapped. "Let me out right fucking now, you lazy arsehole!"
"But why would I do that, Sean?" He laughed wickedly, swaying slightly from side to side; he had had a few too many to drink too, or so it seemed. "Lighten up, have some fun! Or I can just have my fun..."
The chestnut stallion writhed, swore and kicked like a foal being approached for the first time, but his drunken contortions were not enough to prevent Alan from grabbing his fetlocks and cuffing them to the device with shocking ease. With all four limbs bound, Sean was helpless to prevent the prankster stallion from lashing his midriff down also, leaving him completely immobile. Sean craned his neck to look back and grunted in pain, his body pulling at the restraints.
"What the fuck are you playing at, Alan?" He muttered, his muzzle flushing with shame.
"Just having some fun, you silly bugger," Alan chuckled, pulling his phone out of his back pocket. "And just a few pictures..." The camera-phone snapped a shot, the click audible in the quiet.
Sean thrashed and heaved but no amount of movement could dislodge his body from the tight, expertly administered restraints or even tip over the stand. Sighing and hanging his head, he let his forelock flop into his eyes and resigned himself to his fate. He was sure worse had happened to others and he would get back at Alan when the opportunity presented itself...by gods, he would!
He swore and cursed fluently as, to further humiliate him, Alan yanked down the bound stallion's smart jeans and boxers, leaving them stretched between his knees; his legs were spread apart, 'hugging' the stand, so they were unable to go any further down. Snorting and pinning his tail over his rump, Sean closed his eyes as the flash on the camera-phone blinked again, further documenting his degradation. The things he would do to Alan when he got hold of him...
"Fuck you, bastard," he groaned. "You've had your fun, let me up now."
"Nah," Alan grinned, pocketing his phone. "I think you can 'chill' there for a little while. Have fun!"
"Alan, you're not serious? Alan - wait! Get back here!" Sean yelled, but the palomino was already gone, flicking his ghostly white tail in the moonlight, forgetting to close the gate behind him.
"Damn him," Sean said, shivering.
He was suddenly aware of how cold it was and he resettled his tail, hoping to cover his rump a little more with the thick hair. It did no good, however, and Sean hoped fervently that Alan would return quickly, just wanting to psyche him out - make him believe that he was going to be left alone in the cold, dark arena for hours. Sighing quietly, he rested the side of his muzzle on the padded stand and listened to the sounds of the night; if he had not been so positioned and bound, it would have been quite relaxing to sit there in the peaceful yard. The gate creaked and the stallion turned his head anxiously, giving a frightened nicker as a dark shape slipped into the arena.
"Who's there?" He asked nervously, licking his lips. "Alan? What are you doing now? Just me up, all right, mate? Come on now."
Nobody answered.
Twitching and praying that he was not about to have an even worse practical joke pulled on him, Sean twisted from side to side, desperate to work out what was going on. He almost laughed aloud when a familiar nose bumped against his side, the stallion snuffing at the strange scents on his clothes.
"Basil!" Sean chuckled. "Got out of your stall again, did you? That bastard must have forgotten to slide the bottom bolt. What the heck are you doing in here though?" He asked the piebald stallion, who stood at about sixteen hands.
The horse snorted, brushing his lips against Sean's clothes. Sean dropped his muzzle and left the horse to his investigations, thinking that he would do no harm. That was until the curious Basil's muzzle touched his displayed rear and the horse nipped the flesh, startling a yelp from Alan.
Fuck! He thought with wide eyes, white rims of fear showing around the edge. I'm on the breeding stand! He thinks I'm a mare! He thinks....oh hell!
"No!" Sean shouted. "Fuck off, Basil! Oi! Guys! Guys! Help me! Get down here now! Alan, wherever the fuck you are, get the hell down here!"
But nobody answered and Basil nuzzled under his tail, investigating what he was to claim. He had been led to the breeding stand many times before and the piebald only understood one meaning behind it. Sean's objections counted for nothing.
Groaning, Sean drew in a deep breath, preparing to scream as loudly as his lungs would allow him. Basil shoved his muzzle forward though and swiped his tongue between Sean's tail hole and his balls, searching for the hole that allowed him entry. The breath rushed out of Sean again and he bit down on his lower lip so hard that the metallic taste of blood washed into his mouth. Coming from a four-legged horse, it should not feel so good, but his body trembled when the stallion's tongue circled his anus, flicking over the tight bud several times in quick succession as if the horse was trying to taste a mare, test her readiness.  He didn't know that a stallion lay before him.
"Basil...go away," he said weakly. "I'll never hear the end of it if someone catches me like this. Please, fuck off, Basil, please."
The stallion flicked one ear forward and then back to a relaxed position again, ignoring Sean's quiet pleas. The chestnut was torn. Did he scream again and summon help? Or did he stay quiet and hope that it would be over soon? Help and humiliation or pain and silence? There would still be humiliation either way: oh the choices... He sighed and quivered, the stallion's tongue scraping against his tail hole, which he flexed nervously, keeping it as tight as possible to keep out the warm, moist tongue assaulting the ring. He couldn't even hear anything from the house and he knew that they would be busy for hours yet... One more try, just in case Alan was still around.
"Alan!" Sean screamed, coughing as his lungs refused to sustain the shrill, fearful note. "Get back over here now! I fucking mean it! Basil got out! If you're there, get back!"
He was met with only silence. Nobody was going to come. Hanging his head in resignation, Sean trembled with fear, terror making him colder than any bite of chill wind could have done. Basil nipped and nuzzled his exposed rear as Sean clenched his teeth together hard, refusing to make a sound that would betray his situation. If he was lucky, he could get out at the end of the humiliation without an outward scratch, though his pride would take a hit.
When Basil backed off, Sean waved off the flicker of relief, knowing that the worst was on its way. The bound stallion huffed anxiously and clamped his tail down, a futile barrier against Basil's attack. The feral horse whinnied and pranced, stirring up the sand around his large hooves, peeling his upper lip back from his teeth to sift through the scents in the air, although he had no alluring mare to mount this time: that did not matter to this stallion. He reared up with a grunt and landed heavily upon Sean's back, half-crushing the smaller anthro beneath his bulky weight. Sean tensed up and looked away into the dark night, counting the stars above in hope of a distraction, pretending that he was not really there.
Something fleshy and smooth jabbed eagerly against Sean's rear and he tried to move away, hopelessly, his breath suddenly coming in shallow, short gasps as if he could not get enough air into his lungs. The stallion on his back was incredibly heavy and, if he had not been in bondage, he would have been rendered unable to move anyway beneath the powerful, lustful beast. They had always commented on the strength and virility of the stallions; two-legged stallions had nothing in comparison to a normal horse. The thick pole of flesh rubbing between his ass cheeks bore testament to the size difference and Sean quailed inwardly, imagining being torn apart from the inside. But some of the mares seemed to enjoy it...
Pressing aside his target's tail with the sheer mass of his body, Basil edged his hindquarters closer to the stand, bouncing his cock against his belly before it touched something that sank in very slightly. Sean gave a strangled howl as the flared head of that cock violated his passage and the stallion, sensing that he had hit his mark, thrust forward sharply, brutally breaking through Sean's defences. The chestnut whimpered and shook his head from side to side, unsure if the trickle of something wet around his tail hole was the horse's pre cum or his own blood. He supposed a bit of both.
The pain of having the cock forced into him thrust by thrust was excruciating and it was all Sean could do to refrain from screaming and crying out to vocalise his hurt. Silent tears rolled down his cheeks as the horse's balls slapped against his, showing how deep the stallion had been able to penetrate him. Sean groaned and breathed heavily, his nostrils flaring sharply as the beast above him grunted, thrusting powerfully into his abused, torn depths. And, as he bucked into his 'mare' Sean jerked in his bindings; the pain giving cock had hit something more sensitive within his tail hole, something that sent a spark of surprising pleasure rocketing through his system.
But the pleasure was gone as quickly as it had appeared and the stallion nipped at the back of his head, though Sean whipped his head around and glared at him. The stallion was unfazed and nuzzled Sean's cheek affectionately, pumping his hindquarters forward and scraping the head of his cock against that sensitive spot that made the chestnut pant and writhe, forgetting the pain and violation for but a very brief moment.
"Bastard," Sean swore at him quietly. "I know it's not your fault you - ah! - fucking fool, but you are a fucking bastard too."
Whether the stallion agreed with him or not was not vocalised, as the horse jabbed forward more roughly, catching Sean's flaxen mane between his teeth and yanking at it as he thrust himself towards climax. Sean moaned against his will as he was pressed into the thick padding, used to satisfy the horse's primal urge to breed and no more, although the experience was taking longer than what he had seen before with a feral horse. Perhaps the different stimulation had assisted him in terms of stamina but Sean dreaded being filled with sticky horse semen. At least he already stank of horses, so a different scent would not be immediately obvious.
Basil huffed and stilled suddenly, spilling his cum into the loosened orifice with a groan of what Sean supposed was equine pleasure. The feral horse flagged his tail proudly, cum travelling up his cock from his round balls, and grunted contentedly, happy to fill his 'mare' with his seed. Under his barrel of a belly, Sean hissed between his teeth, feeling pressure in more than one place as he was filled; his cock had half-swollen from its sheath and pressed painfully against the bench, which had only been designed for mares and had no room for a cock.
Like most stallions, Basil dismounted immediately after he was done, his softening cock hanging beneath his belly, showing Sean in all too graphic detail just what had been inside him. He felt as if his tail hole would never tighten up again and, with the last ounce of his strength, Sean tucked his tail back over the throbbing hole, protecting it from the bitter cold at least. Exhausted, Sean dropped his muzzle down limply and half-faded from consciousness, blinking at the darkness that shifted and changed shape in front of his tired, uncertain gaze."
Shush," a disembodied voice hushed him. "Shush, you're okay."
"I-I'm okay?" He questioned, stumbling over his words; his lips seemed to have turned numb and his tongue was too large for his mouth. "How...how do I look okay? Do you think I'm okay? I'm not okay!"
"You are okay," the voice, now decidedly feminine, insisted. "If I can take it, so can you."
What? Sean thought through a foggy haze of whirling thoughts. Who's that? What?
He raised his muzzle slowly, though all he wanted to do was lay his head down and go to sleep, and snorted in confusion; there were spots dancing before his muzzle. Black spots on a white coat...
The appaloosa slave mare stroked his muzzle gently, going around to his side and pulling his jeans and underwear back up to preserve his dignity, although she was naked from head to hoof. She undid his bindings with deft paws that worked quickly as Sean struggled to comprehend what was happening now more than he did when the stallion was raping him. She put her arm around his shoulders and tugged him sideways, her other paw ready to grab on to him.
"Come on," she encouraged him gently. "Slide off to this side. I'll catch ya."
Trusting her for some unknown reason, Sean did as she said and allowed his body to slip to the right, where she stood, and half-swung his hooves beneath him. She caught him, just as she'd said, and helped him stand up straight, a good head and shoulders taller than her. Sean leaned upon her as the world spun and fumbled over his words.
"Where're we -"
"Shush, come with me."
Unwilling to argue in his current state, Sean allowed himself to be led like a foal up the stable yard and to the staff room, which faced away from the house. As if she was well versed in the layout of the room, the mare sat him down in one of the old, creaky chairs and made herself busy in the small kitchen. In a matter of seconds, she had put the kettle on to boil and was dropping a tea bag into a chipped, red mug, milk and sugar containers in her paws.
"Milk and sugar?"
"Both...please," he answered after a pause, watching her about her work.
The mare hummed a tune to herself and clinked a silver teaspoon against the edge of the mug as she stirred in the sugar and milk, leaving the silverware in the sink when it was no longer needed.
"Here you go," she murmured, passing the steaming mug to him. When he did not take it straight away, she lifted his paws and wrapped them around it. "Take it. It'll steady ya."
Nodding, Sean leaned back and sipped the warm tea, feeling the warmth seep down his throat and into his belly, warming him from the inside. His rear felt very sore and he shifted uncomfortably in the chair, unable to find a position that felt 'okay' in the slightest way. To distract himself, he glanced at the mare attentively standing a step to his left.
"Why did you help me?" He asked, unable to meet her eyes. "After...everything."
She pursed her lips and rested a paw on her stomach; his eyes widened as he realised that she was beginning to show - her pregnancy with the earlier breeding, three months ago, with the four-legged stallions. He had had a part in that and...and in other things.
"You were nice to me," she said simply. "You came in to my stable a few times since we met and you never hurt me, not like the others."
"I used you..."
"I'm a slave. That's what happens."
Her matter of fact attitude astounded him and he fell into silence, brooding over events and 'her'. Sighing, he made as if to lean forward and cried out sharply.
"Are you hurt?" The mare's eyes narrowed in worry.
"I just got fucked up the arse by a bastard stallion," he said wryly, finding a scrap of his old self in the situation. "I guess I'll live if I'm still alive now."
"Let me see. Stand up."
Running his tongue over his bitten lip, Sean swallowed and stood up, waiting for the mare to take a look. He thought that she might be better versed in injuries that resulted in being mounted by stallions. Gently, she unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down to his fetlocks, his boxers soon following suit. She paused at the head of his cock, which had failed to retreat fully into the sheath, but crouched behind him to lift his tail carefully out of the way for inspection. She probed the outer edge of his tail hole carefully and slowly slid a finger inside - Sean tensed up but she soothed him with her free paw - to check through feel alone. He had not seen such a kind side to her before.
"There's a little blood," she informed him, letting his tail drop and walking away to wipe her paws. "But I think you'll only be sore for a few days. Think of it like...bruising. You'll need to keep the area clean too and try not to sit down too much until it stops hurting. You can lie down instead."
"I can help with something now though...if you like?" She asked him as an afterthought, a shy blush creeping up her neck. Sean looked at her, nonplussed.
"Help with what? I mean, thank you, but help with...oh."
The slave mare folded sinuously to her knees and nuzzled Sean's balls, lapping over them with the flat of her tongue to cover them in a slick coat of saliva. Her paw massaged his sheath confidently as shook tongue one ball very carefully between her lips, rolling it back and forth softly as Sean moved his hips forward in silent encouragement. Wondering at this strange turn of events, Sean rested his paw on her head rather tentatively and gave an appreciative moan; she really did have a talented muzzle.
Releasing the chestnut's balls and moving around to his rear, the slave leaned in close to him and bathed his twitching tail hole in a series of very soft licks, soothing the hurt that the stallion had caused. Sean's paw groped back until he found the chair and he clung on to it tightly as if it was the only stable and certain object around. He fought a nicker of pleasure and unconsciously lifted his tail high, giving the appaloosa easy access to what he now considered his most intimate, private region.
But it felt good.
"I'm going to have to catch that bloody stallion," Sean blurted out awkwardly; the mare giggled and poked his leg.
"Oh, shush," she told him, pumping her paw along his cock. "I'm showing you how things can feel good here and your mind is on that? Someone else can get him. Shush now."
As if she was anticipating a treat of some kind, the slave kneeled in front of him once more, lapping along his hard and throbbing cock, which had risen to full mast under her tender rimming. She licked her lips and dived down on to his dick, taking the full length into her muzzle and throat with such skill that only an equine slave could master; no gag reflex was a bonus for this mare. Moaning with more pleasure than he had experienced previously that night, Sean twined his fingers with her mane, snorting and whinnying his very vocal approval.
Sliding her lips down to the base of Sean's cock, the appaloosa curled her tongue around as much of his member as she was able to, only pulling back when the urge to take a breath overpowered her. Imagining the taste of his cum and the pleasure that she was giving a stallion that she cared more about than anyone else that she had encountered, she suckled all the more eagerly, her ears flicking back and forth. Her paw found its way back between his legs and she caressed his balls with a lover's touch, rolling each between her thumb and forefingers in a way that made the chestnut buck his hips.
"S...Slave," he stuttered, only knowing how to call her as she had always been called. "I'm going to cum."
He had expected her to pull away at this - what mare would swallow cum willingly? He wanted to give her the choice this time - but, to his surprise, she pulled back a little, keeping half his cock between her lips and stroking a paw along the remainder of the shaft. She sucked and licked as if there was nothing else that she would desire more, her eyes half-closed and a low murr rising from her throat. When he spurting his cum into her mouth, she gulped and swallowed every drop with a particular relish, unwilling to let a single drop go to waste.
Panting, Sean stroked her mixed black, white and grey mane, lifting it off her neck that was a little damp with sweat. She blushed and looked up at him affectionately, wrapping a paw around his leg as if she was afraid that the stallion would pull away from her like the majority of feral horses had in the past.
"What's your name?" Sean asked suddenly. "I never thought to ask you before."
"It's Skylark," she said quietly, self-consciously rubbing at an invisible spot on her arm and running her tongue along the underside of his cock to catch a stray drop of cum. "My name is Skylark."
"Skylark," he repeated, testing the sound of the name on his lips. "Sky. You're coming home with me, Sky, sweetheart."
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Sean's
lips turned down in a frown as he mucked out his seventh stable of the day. The
pitchfork froze to his paws and he had been forced to uncover a ragged pair of
bright purple gloves to ward off the cold. There was a hole in the little
finger of the left one and he scowled at it as it stared him down, mocking his
attempts towards warmth. The gloves did little to improve his mood as he
wheeled the barrow out to the muck heap, dumping yet another load of soiled
straw and dung at the precipice. It was a mess, quite frankly, straw piled high
and spreading as if it wished to claim the yard for its very own. He sighed and
eyed it distastefully. It would have to be at the very tail end of the day, or
perhaps during his lunch break, but, at some point, the muck heap would require
taming.




Turning
to face the stables with a groan, he swished his tail, agitated. There were ten
more stable boxes to go, alongside the rest of the work he had left to do. A
hole in his jodhpurs glared starkly, smack across the knee, and he picked at
it, unwillingly breathing in the cold air raking his lungs with the sharpness
of a hoof pick digging out mud.




He
scowled. Even with one of the other lads - a strange lizard anthro with slick,
green markings, informally known as 'Keon' - jaunting off on his holidays, he
did not receive any more pay than normal. Sean shook his head, flaxen mane
sticking to his neck, which shone with sweat, his chestnut coat dark. Why did
Keon get to go off and have fun while he was stuck at the yard? There was the
same amount of work to do and not enough time to complete it regardless of who
was there and who was not. Alan had it easy. He begged off at the end of the
day with a little flick to his cream tail. It was easy if you did not care
about your job and had someone else to rely on. Someone like Sean.




The
chestnut equine heaved a sigh, breath frosting in the air, and paced back into
the stable to tie up a well stuffed hay net and fill the water bucket. Fresh
water always seemed a bit of a waste to the youngsters and he begrudged
emptying the previous day's aqua vitae every morning, spilling it down the legs
of his jodhpurs. Since one old stallion, a crafty bastard, had shown them how
to dunk their hay in the water, leaving it to soak, they had all started doing
it. Only then, once they had had their fill of soaked hay, they deigned to
drink from the bucket at all and stared over their half-doors with forlorn
eyes, begging for just a little glass of water, please.




Swallowing
his gnawing belly, snarling for sustenance, Sean swept the stable clean, the
coarse rasp of the broom soothing in its rhythm. Money was an issue and sleep
even more so, though the sleep issue and long hours would be rectified once the
holiday-goer returned, hopefully refreshed. Money, on the other paw... He
flattened his ears to his skull in distaste. Money was hard to come by. There
were bills to pay and, truth be told, he was rather second guessing the
sustainability of his most recent 'bill', so to speak.


"'Morning!"




Alan
sauntered up with a grin, his palomino coat shining in the winter sunshine. The
stallion grunted a reply, hunching further into his worn green gillet, the long
fleeced sleeves of his top doing what they could to keep out the cold. They did
not help all that much. Alan clapped him on the shoulder and he shrugged the
bright equine off, unwilling to be Billy best mates with him when the horse was
being such an obstinate prick about work. Did he not have better things to do
than pester him during mucking out? Was he already done? How could he have
finished already?




The
palomino stallion took no note of the snub, tail swishing merrily.




"Where's
that spotted mare gone then?"




Alan
peered into the stable behind Sean as if he thought the stallion was hiding her
from him. He had gone without the pleasure of her warm muzzle for too long, at
least in his mind. Gulping - it was going to come to light sooner or later -
Sean shook his head, focusing hard on shovelling muck into the barrow.




"Not
here," he grunted when Alan did not leave after a period of silence. "She's not
here."




Sweeping
his mane back, Alan puffed cold air from his nostrils like a dragon, squinting to
see the condensing moisture disappear before his muzzle. If he had not been so
peeved, Sean would have laughed at his antics, his idiocy. Simple things for
simple minds, that was the saying. But sometimes the simple things were what
made him smile the most.




Alan
raised an eyebrow.


"Not here? Huh. Didn't think they'd sell her on when she was preggers."




Sean
grimaced.




"They
didn't either. Sell her on."




"Hey?"




He
took a deep breath, steeling himself for the backlash that was sure to come. He
would be forgiven his little moment of insanity, infatuation, though it was
doubtful that others would be so immediately accepting. Least of all Alan, of
all that he knew.




"I
bought her."




The
palomino blinked foggily, alcohol still working its way through his system
after his usual round of Monday night drinks the previous day. Realisation
dawned upon him like a ray of sunlight and he stared incredulously, tail still
against the back of his thighs. The stallion did not even breathe. Sean paused
in his work, wondering how long he should wait before consulting further help -
how long could Alan hold his breath? - eyes narrowing just a fraction in
concern. It was only a few seconds later that rowdy mirth took hold, however.




"Buying
a slave mare for yourself? Hah!" Alan snorted and slapped his thigh. "Mate,
would you even know what to do with her? And how the hell are you gonna look
after a foal too, her four-legged little foal on the way?"




Sean
glared, anger seething below the surface of his usual calm exterior.




"Well
then?" Alan pressed for an answer, obstinate.




"I
don't know!" Sean snapped. "There was just something about this one, I had to
have her. You know how it is with horses, right? The four-legged ones now."




Alan
tilted his head from side to side, musing over the question. Thoughts of his
own gelding, a stunning bay Warmblood, flickered through his mind and a smile
graced his lips, if briefly. He wouldn't give up his feral boy for the world,
even if it was still frowned upon to own a four-legged creature of one's own
species, expecting illicit affairs to take place on a frequent basis between
them. It was legal, if frowned upon in the public eye. Behind closed doors,
there were few that outwardly objected to an anthro mating with a feral. His
boy, his Barney boy, was for competing only, not for anything dodgy. No one had
any illusions as to what most got up to with anthro slaves, however.




"I've
fallen for my fair share of four-leggers, that is true," Alan conceded, if
grudgingly. "They are a fair side easier to care for than an actual anthro
slave. How on earth are you going to afford it? It's a bomb to look after
them."




Sean
winced: he'd hit the nail right on the head. What was he going to do? His bank
account looked very sorry for himself and there was no time to take on an extra
job without exhausting himself. He would wear down to the bone. Pursing his
lips, he tossed the fork and spade in the wheelbarrow with a clang, setting his
sights on the eighth stall of the day. The sun was as high in the sky as it would
be for winter and he was already behind schedule. Alan would have to pull his
weight for once.




"I'll
figure something out."




*




Skylark
fidgeted in the car, wearing nothing but a worn out leather bridle. Glancing
sideways at her as civilisation peeled away from them, leaving open fields and
farmland, he winced at its crude design. The thing did not even fit her
properly, too large across the brow band. If he could have afforded it, he
would have bought Skylark the fanciest bridle in the world, with all the
sparkles and gemstones she desired. The slave mare was yet to discover
diamonds. He smiled. What would she say when she first looked into their cold
fire? She had missed out on the finer side of life and he would change that, if
he had any say in the matter.




And
he would have a very big say indeed, if everything went to plan.




They
spoke little as he drove them further into the countryside. She pressed her
nose to the window and observed with wide eyes, having seen too little of the
country she had been born into. Born a slave, all she had seen of the world was
the inside of a horsebox and the yards they had worked her on. Rolling fields
and sweeping forestry were beyond her range of experience and the white appaloosa
mare drank it all in with bated breath. Sean chuckled, though did not answer
her curious glance. The little mare had much to learn.




Without
warning, he slowed and took a right off the main road, following a narrow,
bumpy track with a sign stating 'Barefoot Sanctuary'. Skylark squeaked and
clung to the seat with both paws, grumbling her discomfort as the car jolted
from side to side. A run around intended for getting to work and home again,
the abused blue vehicle had seen better days and Sean held his breath as he
eased the car through the pot holes. The road needed serious work and it was
with some relief that he drove on to a stable yard strewn with straw, the meagre
crew halfway through mucking out.




The
yard was small and seemed to boast more fields than stables, populated with
equines of all breeds and sizes. All were four-leggers and one particularly
curious black equine with a narrow stripe down his face leaned over the white painted
stable door, playing with the bolt as if planning an untimely escape. Sean
smirked. He knew a few that were too quick off the mark if he forgot to kick
across the bottom bolt on his own hard, monsters they were.




Skylark
followed her owner's lead as he got out of the car and stretched, a lead rope
swinging from one paw.




"Why
are we here?" She asked innocently, tail swishing.




Sean
paused. How much could he say? How much should one say to a slave? To buy
himself time, he clipped the lead rope to her bridle, ignoring the reins that
fell over her shoulders and down her back. They would come in more useful later
and, as her bridle currently boasted no bit, a lead rope would do the job just
as well. It was also a side less likely to break than the fraying, dark brown
reins.




"We're
here for you to pay your way, filly," he said at last. "Come now."




Skylark
trotted on the end of the lead rein and picked up her hooves happily. Pregnancy
suited her and the swell of her belly was clear in broad daylight, curving up
from her white stomach spotted with black. Absently, Sean caressed it with the hoofed
fingertips, drawing a nicker from her lips. Her lingering enjoyment at his
touch was music to his ears. What was the point in an unhappy slave, he asked
himself. Why, there was no point at all!




A
brown cow with soft grey eyes raised her head from sweeping in front of the
stables, several small piles of hay in her wake ready to be collected in the wheelbarrow.
Huffing, she flicked her ears and straightened, stretching out the kinks from
her back. She was older than most stable workers and clearly felt the weight of
her years, edging towards an age where she should have been taking it easier.
Sean nearly turned tail and fled but steeled himself to continue. It was the best
chance he had for Skylark. Who knew what would happen to her otherwise?




The
cow raised her paw in greeting as they approached and her muzzle broke into a
smile, brightening her expression tenfold.




"You're
early," the bovine smiled and spread her arms wide. "Welcome to Barefoot! I
hope you didn't have any trouble finding the place."




"Not
at all." Sean coughed into his paw and rubbed the arch of his neck. "Bit of a
drive though."




"If
this little one is the filly I'm looking for, a 'bit of a drive' should not be
a problem at all for you."




She
hesitated, bovine tail flicking. The tufted tip was almost completely devoid of
hair. Sky's eyes followed it avidly, though the mare half-hid behind Sean, wary
of this strange fur that was not of her species. It was said that slaves that
had not been socialised were often more comfortable around their own species,
though it was the first instance of anxiety he had seen in Skylark. Sean ran
his fingers through her mane reassuringly and she arched into his touch,
leaning in closer.




"Please,
allow us to adjourn to the office," the cow said, stepping back and gesturing
with a little jerk of her head. "As for introductions, most call me Sandy.
You'll have to excuse my appearance - it's been a very busy day."




"That's
no problem," Sean said. "I know what it's like on a busy yard, trust me.
Getting today off was a struggle."




Sandy,
as she had been so named, brushed dirt off her worn jeans and strode out
confidently around the side of the stable, only a few strides away. It truly
was a petite yard that could have done with a hefty dose of TLC, Sean thought
privately, unwilling to query its state aloud. All would soon be clarified, he
was sure. The office swiftly revealed itself to be a storage container - a
common feature on stable yards for tack storage - and the cow stepped inside on
to the hollow floor, cloven hooves ringing out. 




The
container walls were lined with saddle racks and bridle hooks, stocked to the
brim with various tack and rugs on a separate stand closer to the back. A desk
hid just inside the door and Sandy plopped into the chair behind it with a
groan, stretching out her legs to relieve tension in the muscles. The fat on
her thighs squashed out to the side of the muscle, drawing attention to her
plumper than average body shape, and her breasts hung large and heavy beneath a
simple pink t-shirt. Though the colour clashed with her soft, brown coat, it
had been chosen for workday comfort and not fashion.




She
studied Skylark carefully, paying Sean less attention for the moment.




"Are
you clear on why you are here?" She asked Sky, drumming her fingers upon the
desk.




The
desk shuddered as if it was about to topple over at any second. Skylark
blinked.




"I'm
here to pay my way," she answered simply.




Sandy
chuckled and rubbed her throat.




"I
suppose you could think of it like that," she conceded. "I see your owner
hasn't explained how this works to you very well."




Skylark
raised an eyebrow and studiously avoided looking at Sean, her owner. It was
difficult to think of him explicitly as such.




"Does
he need to?" She asked plainly: it was as clear as day to the slave mare.




"I
suppose not..." Sandy's lips twisted and she fixed Sean in her fiery stare. "Do
you treat all your slaves like this?"




He
lifted and lowered one hoof uncomfortably, fingers curling around his forearm.




"Skylark
is my first, Sandy," he mumbled, looking down. "I'm not really sure what I'm
supposed to do, if I'm to tell you the truth."




"And
you haven't sough guidance?"




He
shook his head, flaxen forelock falling over his eyes.




"Everyone
thinks I'm nuts. But it didn't sit right with me to have her used as a breeding
mare on that yard. They're treated well but...there's something different about
her."




He
trailed off with a nervous snort, scuffing his hooves over the floorboards
lining the interior of the container. Words failed him. Sandy leaned back and
locked her fingers behind her neck, little fingers grazing the bovine tuft of
hair atop her head. Sean tried not to grin or let his eyes drift to it, seeing
that it was in need of combing. The cow was certainly one that cared more for
her cause than her appearance and he could not help but like that about her.
She also wanted to make sure he was looking after Skylark properly, which was
another plus.




"To
clarify what is happening here today," she began, "you can see that the
sanctuary is in need of additional help. There's a lot of work that needs to be
done around here and we need more hands on deck to get everything taken care
of."




"Do
you want me to work here?" Skylark flicked her tail, confused. "I'm not sure
how good I would be."




"Not
quite like that, slave," Sandy held up her paw to stave off further questions.
"You are experienced with feral equines, yes?"




Skylark
nodded and smiled, confidence returning to her in a flash of familiarity.




"Yes,
I am." She glanced down at her belly, resting a protective paw over the
pregnant swell. "Better at pleasing with my muzzle and paws though, if I may be
so frank, ma'am. Though I've been mounted...as you can see."




"Excellent.
We can work on the second part but, to be concise," she paused as if unsure how
to phrase it. "To earn money for the sanctuary, so we can continue to rescue
horses in need, we need to go one step further than traditional fundraisers.
Sex between feral and anthro creatures is hardly taboo now but we have an
untapped market when it comes to pornography.
The sex acts have always been for breeding purposes and never anything more."




Her
eyes shone and she leaned forward, inching her elbows across the desk as she
told of her plans.




"I
will pay your owner for your use in films," she said, licking thick lips with a
pink, fleshy tongue. "You may start by doing what you say you are best at -
pleasing the horses with your mouth. God knows, they've been through enough
that our stallions deserve a bit of pleasure where they can get it. This will
be filmed and sold on, so that I may fund the farm and your owner may earn
money from you."




The
mare shivered and covered her breasts, placing opposite paws on her shoulders
as if suddenly realising that she was exposed. There was no protecting her bare
cunny, however, and she stared at the tack for a distraction. None of the tack
was designed for anthro equines. She straightened, clear blue eyes meeting
Sandy's with all the resilience she could muster.




"Well..."
Sky squirmed under the scrutiny. "I guess it would be okay. I don't have a say
in this really...do I?"




She
looked back at Sean, who had allowed her to speak uninterrupted with Sandy. He
rolled his shoulders helplessly and raised his paws.




"You
do," he said. "You have a choice here. But I am worried that I will have to
sell you to someone else if I am unable to care for you."




His
tail drooped and the stallion gnawed the inside of his cheek. He felt like a
failure for admitting it but it was true. He was too weak with too small a
monthly pay cheque in his account to provide for Sky. He had no other way to
pay for and care for his slave, for his Skylark. If she wanted to stay with
him, she had no choice.




Or
perhaps he was giving her the choice to stay or move on, as she pleased.




Skylark
shifted her weight, muscles quivering beneath her coat. Decisions were not
something that a slave frequently encountered - not when they had a choice in
the matter, even if small. Twitching, she took a deep breath. Either way led to
something that she was used to, but one choice had a particular added benefit
that could not be ignored, if Sean was to be believed.




"Okay...I'll
do it."




She
stepped sideways until her shoulder bumped Sean's arm and he automatically
raised it to wrap around her waist, fingers curling on to her ribcage. He
brushed his lips over the top of her head in a chaste kiss.




"If
it means I get to stay with Sean...my owner..." Sky gulped, tail flicking.
"Then I'll do it, yes. I will."




"It's
settled then!" Sandy did not allow them time to think and stood from her seat,
eyes shining. "I'll fetch our first stallion for a test run today and some demo
footage, just to make sure that all is suitable."




A
cocky smile flitted over her blocky muzzle.




"Though,
with your experience, I don't foresee any problems."




Sky
blushed and huddled into Sean's embrace, nosing the lead rope for comfort. He
held her tight as Sandy disappeared around the edge of the container to the
stable block, clucking to one of the horses as she prepared him for what was to
come. Clearing his throat, he tried to clamp down on what Sky had said about
staying with him. She could be so sweet when she wanted to be. Was that who Sky
truly was?




"A
horse will be thinking you're getting sentimental about him now," Sean grinned
shyly, ducking his muzzle.




Skylark
swallowed and twisted her fingers together, glancing out the door where Sandy
was fetching one of the stallions from the small stable block.




"Maybe
I am."




There
was no time for further conversation as Sandy called them from the yard and the
equines trotted out to meet her, Sean unclipping the lead rope from Sky's
bridle. For good measure, he removed the bridle too, leaving her completely
exposed in the cool air; he wagered that she would not feel the chill for too
long.




Sandy
led out a stunning black stallion with a clip-clop of unshod hooves, the red
head collar stark against his coat. There was not a drop of white on his hide,
though he was of uncertain breeding, somewhere between a Warmblood and an Irish
Draught, Sean suspected. It was difficult to tell with horses that did not have
a passport and rescues were rarely. He sported a freeze brand across his
withers to ensure he would never go unidentified again and the stallion lowered
his head to whuff at the ground, nostrils flaring at the fresh scent of mare.




Tying
him to an O-ring outside the stable, Sandy produced a handheld video recorder
from a small, green bag and switched it on to capture the magnificence of the
rescue stallion. He stomped and pawed at the ground, anxious for something to
happen. Sky raised her chin defiantly, daring nerves to get the better of her
when it came down to the crunch.




"Pretend
I'm not even here," Sandy instructed, crouching down with the camera for a
better angle.




Dropping
to all fours on the paving, Sky chuckled and arched her back, thrusting her
rump out to the camera in a way that made Sean's cock jump in its sheath, tip
pushing out into his boxers. He willed it to settle down and looked at the
stallion instead of his slave, admiring the health Sandy had coaxed back into
his gleaming black coat. He was a beautiful specimen indeed.




"I'm
used to being watched," she told the unblinking lens.




Licking
her lips to moisten them, the mare crawled beneath the stallion, trusting that
he would not kick her. She kept her rump pointed towards the camera as she
cooed and ran her paws over his nearest hind leg, marvelling at his muscle. She
appeared to be in her element as she nuzzled his stomach, keeping the majority
of her body out of the way of any stray kicks. Sky lipped his balls expertly,
testing his reaction - she did not know if he was used to this manner of
attention from an anthro or not - and he reacted the same as any male equine
did.




Eagerly,
his cock dropped from the fleshy sheath, mottled pink and black drooling
proudly into the sunlight. She coaxed it out to its full, proud length with
gentle touches of her fingers on his sheath, tongue lapping languidly over his
balls. Nickering, the stallion tugged at the lead rope and flicked his tail,
catching Sky on the rump with the stinging tips. Though she jumped, she made no
complaint as she eased her lips down the length of his cock, supporting its
weight with one paw as her lips parted over the tip in an intimate kiss.




Sean
groaned and self-consciously tugged at the front of his jeans, adjusting how
they sat across his crotch. If Sandy had not been there, he would have dropped
his trousers and taken his cock in both paws at the fine show he was being
treated to. When a mare like Skylark was so sultry in her approach, it was
little wonder that he and the other stable hands had taken advantage of their
services at the breeding farm, even if they were not permitted to impregnate
them.




That
was for the studs and the studs alone.




Putting
on a show for the camera, Skylark squatted and pushed a paw between her legs,
fingers thrusting into her pussy. Already damp with arousal, male pheromones
clouding her senses, her cunt accepted her fingers in eagerly and she thrust as
if imagining a male taking her, digits rough in their urgency. Nuzzling and
licking down the underside of the stallion's cock, she teased him into
heightened need, enjoying the slick feel of skin beneath her lips and the power
of muscle surrounding her, hind hoof stomping. She shuddered. He wanted more.




Taking
the head of his cock between her lips, which were parted as widely as she was
able, she slowly eased him into her mouth. The stallion grunted and pawed,
hindquarters quivering as if remembering the feel of thrusting into a mare.
They had no idea whether he had been used for breeding or not, given his past,
but the equine understood what was going on regardless of what they did or did
not know. Sky pressed her tongue to the underside of his cock and brought both
paws up to the length, one dripping with her own juices, stroking as she
carefully took him deeper.




Gulping
on the sidelines, Sean exchanged a look with Sandy who could not stop grinning,
her smile so wide that it stretched from ear to ear.




"This
is gold!" She whispered, barely able to stay still and contain her excitement.




Sean
bobbed his muzzle, not trusting himself to speak. His cock pressed against his
boxers, only restrained by the fabric of his jeans, though he feared that that
would give up at any moment. He imagined her sucking his cock, looking up at
him with those wide blue eyes as he fed her every inch, pussy dripping with his
cum. The foal in her belly could be his.
As Sky convulsed, the head of the feral horse's cock nudging the back of her
throat, he ached to be behind, ramming into her cunt with all the force and
dominance of a wild stallion of the plains.




He
smirked, rubbing the back of his paw across his crotch as discreetly as he was
able. Maybe later?




Sky
pushed her muzzle down on the stallion's thick shaft as if she had been doing
it her whole life - which she had. She had experience and was not afraid to
show it off. Tail flicking, she gulped down his pre cum with her eyes
half-lidded and pumped his length with both paws as she suckled as if on a fine
treat. The taste of stallion cum could be addictive to one that had guzzled
down enough of it. His girth strained her lips so wide that her jaw ached, but
she was unwilling to ease off, to give up. Her throat worked, swallowing the
flat head as the flare grew, glands scraping down her throat and over her
tongue as she bobbed, mimicking a stallion's thrusts. She had to keep going,
had to ignore the strain. If she gave up, she could not live with Sean any
more.




He
was getting close - she could feel it in the anxious shift of this hind legs.
Stallions never did last long and she groaned inwardly, craving more even as
her heart thudded with greater urgency against her ribcage. Encouraged by his
rising need, Skylark caressed his balls with one paw, driving her muzzle down
his dick to shove it straight into her throat. She had no gag reflex, only
remembered from anthro instinct and the force it took to actually penetrate an
equine throat. Her nose pushed down his length, past the medial ring, to the
soft sheath and her nostrils flared. She could not breathe! It was too much,
she would have to pull back!




And
then his balls, cupped in two paws, seemed to pulse, though that could have
been the little mare's imagination and desire tampering with reality. The
stallion's front hooves left the paving as his cock throbbed, depositing a
thick load of cum down Skylark's throat. Even though his cock kept her throat
snugly filled, the slave mare swallowed automatically, working the muscle there
to give her stud of the afternoon even more pleasure. He whickered above her
and rocked forward, shoving her nose into his sheath.


The musky sweat of his maleness overpowered her senses and she withdrew with a
splutter to the tip of his cock, sending the final spurts over her muzzle. She
closed her eyes in time to avoid an untimely splattering and parted her lips as
she panted heavily, cum drooling off her tongue and lips. She shuddered, tail
flagging to show off her needy pussy to the camera, juices dripping down her
inner thighs as her need grew. Giving a feral equine a blowjob never failed to
make her feel like a wanton slut.




And,
secretly, she would not change that feeling for the world.




The
stallion nickered, cock softening between her paws, and she lavished attention
on the sensitive glands, kissing and licking until he drooped fully.
Disinterested by the mare after having his fill of her, the equine shook
himself bodily and rubbed his poll against the wall to sate an itch that had
thus far gone unnoticed. Snorting, he turned his head, searching for the
evening feed that he was sure was coming his way, sooner rather than later now.




As
Skylark licked cum from her lips, she hesitantly peered back over her shoulder
at the camera, tail swishing. Had she done okay? She tried to duck her muzzle
coyly and reached between her legs to spread her pussy lips wide.




Fuck me...




"Well..."
Sandy broke the silence. "I think this one is going to do very well indeed!"




She
winked at Sky with her cum painted muzzle, breasts heaving as she regained lost
breath.




"Welcome
to the film team, little filly!"
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