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I love racing. Going down to the tracks and watching all those big, well bred horses going all out is the 

hugest thrill in the world. Watching their muscles work, bunch up, release, and ripple as they run makes 

you wish you could be a horse. 

 

One day I thought that I would love to see these beautiful animals up close, and why shouldn’t I? I’m not 

a child, it’s not like it’ll hurt anything if I just went down to look at the horses. So after the races were 

over I went down to the stable to see them. There were riders walking around and talking to trainers, 

people with bags of feed running here or there, and everyone brushing down or doing something to 

every single horse. The horses themselves just stood there and snorted or danced around with pent up 

energy. The second I entered the stable everyone quieted, and all that could be heard was the sound of 

big horses stamping and huffing at their handlers to keep brushing. I didn’t care, my daddy owned this 

racetrack. If they didn’t want me here then that was their problem. I walked up to the nearest horse, a 

black, wild eyed stallion, who breathed me in and immediately quieted.  

 

“What’s a girl like yourself doing here? This is a restricted area, employees only.” 

 

The man talking was small, perhaps an inch or two smaller than me, with a five o’clock shadow and big 

meaty hands and arms. He smelled like manure, and I couldn’t help but crinkle my nose at him. 

 

“I want to see the horses, what’s this one’s name?” I ask, placing my hand on the black stallions flank. 

He rears in the air, and I’m surprised to see that his penis has poked several inches out of its sheath. 

 

“You didn’t hear what I said? I said you shouldn’t be here. You’d best be leaving.” Even the horses 

seemed to have quieted now, and everyone is watching me. 

 

I cleared my throat. “My daddy…” 

 

“Owns this place, yeah. Listen lady, I don’t normally repeat myself, and I’ve been very patient with you 

so far, so listen to me now. Leave the way you came.” His face looks like its set in stone, but his eyes 

blaze with a world of male stubbornness. I know how to fix that. 

 



“No, you listen to me. If you don’t give me a complete tour of this barn and show me every single horse 

right now I’ll have my daddy fire you.” I smile and watch his face, waiting for the sting of my words to hit 

him, wanting for all the world to embarrass this arrogant little hired help in front of all his friends. His 

face doesn’t move, but everyone draws their breath. Someone says “oh shit, she’s in for it.” The little 

man looks me in the eyes, and says… 

 

“Fine, I’ll give you a tour, starting with black lightning here.” 

 

A grin of triumph is spreading across my face when I hear the doors at either end of the stable slam shut 

and their locks thrown. Two men from either side of me grab my wrists and armpits, practically lifting 

me off the ground, and guide me over to black lightning. 

 

“Lightning’s already taken a fancy to you, hasn’t he? He could smell your pussy a mile away. Well miss 

prissy ass, I know your kind. Think you own the world? Well, your daddy’s money doesn’t mean shit 

here.” 

 

The two men tie ropes around both of my wrists, then my ankles, and bales of hay are brought out into 

the center of the big stable. I’m powerless to stop them, but then I get my head together again and start 

to scream. As soon as I open my mouth a filthy old rag that tastes like it was used to wipe down a horse 

is stuffed into my mouth, then duct tape is wrapped over my mouth.  

 

“I’ll bet you’re a cock tease too huh? Find some other rich faggot and bang him so you might move up in 

the world? Well I think Lightning will be a step up from the little pricks you’re used to. After tonight, that 

pretty little cunt of yours will be useless for anything but horses, which is a good thing ain’t it boys?” 

 

Sounds of agreement echo throughout the stable. I’m lead by the ends of the ropes over to the bales of 

hay, and am forced to lay down on my back. I’m crying now, I wish daddy was here. I wish someone 

would come in and save me, but no one does. All I see are grinning faces. The ropes are pulled taught to 

the sides of the bales of hay and tied down, forcing my legs apart and my arms straight out. The ropes 

on my legs, however, allow for me to kick and move my legs front and back, so I aim a kick at an 

unremarkable man with a dirty face who is walking up to me and staring unabashedly at my crotch. With 

a grin, he dodges through my kicks, then starts to slide my skirt down my legs, exposing my panties and 

my… private areas. The panties are skin tight and very erotic, shouts of approval ring out from the 

spectators. The man’s thick and rough fingers hook themselves into the elastic of my panties, and ever 

so slowly pull those down as well. By fractions of an inch my pussy is revealed to the open air. 

 

“Look at her, she’s already wet!” says someone in the crowd. 

 

“She’s as horny as a filly in spring!” shouts another, and everyone laughs. 

 

Another man comes up with a pot of something, and says “Not that it looks like you need this, but here 

you go none the less.” He takes a handful of the stuff, which looks like Vaseline, and smears it all over 



my pussy mound, making me try to arch away from him. It’s cold and gooey, but then grows hot and the 

skin that it’s touching grows all tingly. He takes another handful and, using his finger, starts stuffing it up 

into me. I can’t help but respond to his finger, gasping at first then spreading my legs wider. He smiles 

knowingly at me, and gets another handful of the stuff to push up into me, but then he leaves me, 

letting my pussy drool the goop into the open air. 

 

Then yet another man comes up, this one skinnier and less muscled than the others. He’s carrying a 

needle and a large syringe filled with a clear liquid. 

 

“What’s that!” I try to say, but not a word gets out. The man with the needle seems to understand me 

though. 

 

“This is about one dose of horse hormones, and by that I mean one dose for a horse. Who knows how 

many doses it is for a human.” He has a scratchy, though sophisticated voice. My guess is that he’s a 

large animal vet. 

 

“Among other things, its immediate effect on you will be to make you smell like a horse. The hormones 

will be in your sweat and any other bodily secretions, including and especially your urine. The ‘other 

things’ I think I’ll leave as a surprise. Looks like you’ll be the new mare on stud duty, eh?” The vet guy 

takes the long needle, and sticks it deep into my ass cheek, but that pain is nothing compared to when 

he starts injecting me with the hormones. I scream my lungs out into the gag as the vet keeps steadily 

depressing the plunger until finally it’s all gone. I’m breathing pretty heavily through my nose now, and 

the world starts to spin. I can’t get enough air! Panic starts to set in as I try to get the gag out of my 

mouth. 

 

The short arrogant man from before walks up to me again, watching passively as I hyperventilate. His 

face is as grim as ever, etched in stone. 

 

“I’ll take the gag out, but if you scream it’ll go right back in. Understand?”  

 

I nod my head yes, tears in my eyes, and he rips the duct tape off then fishes the dirty horse rag from my 

mouth. I won’t need waxing for a while at least. 

 

“Good, I think you’re ready.” I start shaking my head no, not trusting my voice, but Lightning is lead in 

anyway. His dick is hanging out of its sheath already, and even flaccid and pointing at the ground it’s a 

good foot and a half. His head is flat with a pronounced conical point, but angled, and his pee hole is 

smack dab in the middle of it, sticking out a little. The head is about as big around as a silver dollar. He’s 

lead up to my wide open pussy. 

 

“Oh shit, oh God, oh no. No no no no.” I say quietly, not wanting to be gagged. “Please don’t do this. I 

won’t tell anyone, I’ll even give you all a raise! A big raise if you don’t do this.” 

 



“No can do missy,” says someone next to my ear. “You dissed ol’ Slim. You’re gonna get to know each 

and every one of these stallions.” 

 

Lightning is lead up to me, then someone lets go of his rains and unbridles him. The first thing Lightning 

does after being released is bow his nose down to my crotch and start sniffing me. I’m sweating now, 

and either I’m imagining it or maybe the smell of the stable has already soaked into me, but I swear that 

my sweat smells just like horse sweat, and I ought to be able to tell, especially since the rag in my mouth 

tasted of horse sweat. I smell just like a horse, and Lightning must think so too because he takes one last 

lungful of me before carefully walking on top of me, two men helping him step over the ropes on my 

ankles. His dick has gotten much harder, and as he walks over on top of me it slides up my belly, leaving 

a trail of pre-cum. His dick lies from my slit to up between my breasts, his head resting right in front of 

my mouth, but then he starts walking back slowly. 

 

I’m starting to think that Lightning has done this sort of thing before. As he walks back, his dick retraces 

its path along my belly until it reaches my slit. I panic, and start twisting my hips this way and that, but 

the fork of my legs keeps him on target. When he feels his huge head touching flat with the bottom of 

my puffed out and lubed slit, he stops. Slowly, deliberately, he presses his head against my pussy, and 

slowly my pussy lips spread until they engulf his enormous head. That’s all Lightning needed, apparently, 

as he now starts pressing much harder on my pussy, and my slicked pussy, no matter how small, can’t 

possibly begin to deny him. To his credit, he was rather gentle about it. 

 

“SRRRRRIIIIIIIIIIEEEEEEEEEEK!” I scream, at the top of my lungs. The short guy, Slim, had been right about 

one thing. Lightning was a league away from my current boyfriend. As my pussy is forced wide, it feels 

as if the walls of my vagina are being torn apart, but still he presses into me, his monster of a dick 

disappearing into me smoothly. The world around me fades, the jeering from the crowd dies out, the 

prickling of the hay in my back is gone. There is only the musky smell of Lightning, the fur of his belly 

rubbing mine, the taste of horse still in my mouth, and the snorts of Lightning as he finally bottoms out 

inside of me. My pussy has never been more stuffed. Lightning loses all control then, and begins pulling 

in and out of my tight pussy with inhuman force and speed. He makes his long strokes, where he nearly 

falls out of me, seem short, and perhaps they are short to him. To me it’s unbelievable. 

 

“Oh! God! Good! God! Oh! Jesus! AHHHHH!” I scream with each ram. My pussy is exploding with an 

unstoppable amount of pleasure. The end of each thrust is punctuated with my high pitched grunt/gasp 

as he hits the very depths of my pussy. He’s so big that each stroke is rubbing my clit, dragging on it in 

and out. All too quickly I feel an orgasm building up inside of me, and though I try to repress it, it hits my 

pussy anyway. 

 

“HOLY FUCK!!!” I scream as my pussy clasps down on Lightning’s continued thrusts. Because of my 

orgasm, the sensations coming from me down there doubled, and I scream as my pussy sprays my juice, 

his pre-cum, and the mystery lube all down my legs and on his balls. My belly is being inflated with each 

pump, and you can clearly see the outline of his dick from the side, including his head, through my skin. 

Lightning is still going like he won’t ever stop. 



 

“Oh Lightning, don’t stop.” I hear myself saying. “Oh God, don’t let it stop.”  I feel the ropes on my 

ankles and wrists fall off as if the knots were never there, and I fling my arms up to wrap around 

Lightning’s belly as he pumps me with amazing stamina. I hook my feet behind Lightning’s legs and pull 

myself down on him in time with his thrusts. Unbelievably, I’m already recovered and building up for 

another orgasm, but I don’t think I can take another, not this soon. 

 

Nevertheless, it looks like I’m going to have to. In no time, I feel the pinnacle point of our fucking 

approaching, and at the same time Lightning starts fucking me faster and more energetically. Right as 

my orgasm hits me, he plants himself into me one last time, and together with me clenching my pussy 

he unloads his balls into me. I don’t know how much horses are supposed to cum, but the men fill three 

cups full of his seed as it sprays out of me. Still more of it lines my all the inside of my pussy and has 

pooled in the back. Exhausted, I lay there with him in me, that gargantuan cock softening inside of me. 

After an eternity of contented, blissful rest, he pulls himself out of me with a sopping sound, and I 

wearily sit up. I look down at my pussy to see a gaping hole, which is slowly recovering and closing 

together, but I know that it’s permanently stretched wide by Lightning. 

 

“Now, would you like to continue the tour?” asks Slim, for the first time a smile breaking his face. I’m 

surprised to see perfect teeth. 

 

“NO! Oh god no, please!” I can’t help it, I start crying.  

 

“Good, looks like you’ve learned some respect. Clean yourself up, and when you’re done Jim here will 

show you to your stall. 

 

Jim is a big, Irish, lumberjack type. He has a no-nonsense face, and knuckles like lugnuts. Jim points to a 

water trough, and I do my best to clean up with the water, finally pulling my panties and short skirt back 

up. I still feel horribly naked. 

 

Jim leads me over to a horse stall separate from all the others, but that’s all it is. Just a horse stall.  

 

“Now give me your clothes,” says Jim as I walk into the stall. I spin around, and am about to say no, but I 

stop myself in time. Instead, I ask “Why?” 

 

“Fillies don’t wear clothes, you won’t be needing them for what you’ll be doing, and it helps make sure 

you won’t run away. I doubt you want anyone to know what happened tonight right?” 

 

I nod my head. If anyone found out about this I would be black marked for life. Still, it might be worth it 

to get even with Slim. Daddy will know what to do. I’ll need clothes though. 

 

“We, of course, will deny anything, and it’ll be your word against ours. If your daddy fires any of us, 

especially all of us, we’ll just contact the union and sue for being fired for no reason. If we have to go 



public we will, cause there is absolutely no evidence of your story besides that jizz in your belly and that 

stretched out pussy. We’ll just say you did that yourself, and hell, you’ve got to admit. I doubt even your 

daddy will believe you. Now go on and strip.” 

 

He folds his thick arms over his chest, and waits, so with a sob I take of my clothes, trying to hide myself 

at the same time. He holds out his hand, and I put the pathetically small amount of material into his 

hand. He takes my clothes and leaves. 

 

I sit down in a corner of the stall, bringing my knees up to my chest and wrapping my arms around 

myself.  

 

 

 

I must have fallen asleep, because I’m suddenly aware of Slim standing over me. I’ve slipped into a 

laying position, and I quickly sit up and cover myself, but slim steps back and two men pull me up by my 

arms again.  

 

“It’s time you met Thunder, Lightning’s son. He’s been getting jumpy on the track lately. Drink, eat, and 

relieve yourself if you need to.” 

 

I’m led to a trough of water, and am handed a bag of horse feed. 

 

“I can’t eat this, and where’s the restroom?” 

 

“You can eat that, and you will if you don’t want to starve to death. The only restrooms here are out in 

the public areas, but for all intents and purposes you are a filly now, an animal. Go anywhere, all the 

horses do.” 

 

I smell the bag, then take out a small pinch of the feed. It has oats, wheat, ground corn, and some other 

stuff in it that I don’t recognize. Reluctantly, I taste it, and it melts in my mouth pleasantly, and I chew 

up the hard bits of kernels and un-milled wheat. It must be the same stuff they feed the race horses, and 

it doesn’t taste half bad, especially since I’m starving. I chew up mouthfuls of it with water, drinking lots 

of water in between. Finally the bag is empty, but after having drank all that water I really have to pee. I 

look up at Slim and his buddies and grimace, but squat down anyway and pee with my hand hiding me. I 

clean up with the water from the trough and my hand. Looking down at myself, however, I notice 

something unusual. My previously small and neat bush is thicker now, and stubble has grown where I 

didn’t used to have stubble, and this stubble is coarse. In fact, the stubble goes down my legs a bit and 

up my belly! Other things indeed! 

 

I am led to a special area in the middle of the stable, closed off from everywhere else, and there jumping 

around is another horse, this one is black with a white streak down his back. As soon as I’m led into the 

room his nostrils flare, and he rears into the air. In front of him is a pommel horse, not he long one with 



handle bars but the wide, angled one used for running and flipping over, and three more men waiting. 

As embarrassing as it is, and no matter how much I try to control myself, I’m starting to get hot. My 

pussy starts swelling as it engorges with blood, puffing out my pussy lips, and a trickle of my wetness 

drips out. I’m already slick as hell, betrayed by my own puss. The men pull me over to the pommel 

horse, then stick the horse rag, now damp with fresh horse sweat, into my mouth and put more tape 

over it. I’m forced to lie across the pummel horse, but this time I’m not tied down. They know I’m not 

going anywhere. 

 

Thunder is lead up to me, and just like Lightning he goes down to sniff at my pussy. Out of nowhere, I 

have this incredible urge to pee, even though I just went, and I can’t stop myself from pissing right there. 

Thunder doesn’t even blink, and smells my pee with quick snorts. Looking back over my shoulder at him 

is see his dick slowly swing down out of his sheath, then suddenly jump back into the air rigid at hell, 

pointing straight at me.  

 

He rears into the air, then walks up onto me, coming down with his full weight on my back. My breasts 

are smashed against the leather of the pommel horse, but amazingly I’m ok. Then thunder’s dick lunges 

forward and shoots up between my ass cheeks, then under the pommel, then again right on my right ass 

cheek, probably leaving a bruise. 

 

Someone shouts ‘woah’, then grabs Thunders lunging penis. Guiding it, it smacks its way down from my 

ass cheek toward my pussy. My pussy hole, I know from experience, is lined up perfectly, and when 

Thunder is brought on target his dick slides right up my poor pussy, bottoming out on the first stroke! 

 

I scream into the rag, but not out of pain to my astonishment. Thunder immediately starts ramming in 

and out of me, twice sliding completely out of me and once needing to be re-aligned to my pussy. 

Thunder hammers deep into my pussy, but he obviously wants more of his dick up in me. He rams so 

hard up into me that it becomes painful, bruising whatever is back there, but then I feel the wall that 

Thunder has been bruising begin to open up. With each thrust the breach widens, and the pain deep 

inside of me contrasts wildly with the maddening pleasure from my vagina. I cum hard, screaming as 

Thunder hammers harder and harder on my pussy, and finally after I had begun sobbing the wall inside 

of me gives way, and Thunder slides a further foot inside of me. The pain is replaced by a whole new 

kind of pleasure as Thunder continues pulling out almost completely then slamming back through the 

demolished remnants of my wall, filling me with two and a half feet of horse dick! It’s like I have a whole 

new part of my pussy that I never knew existed before, and I’m immediately sent back sky high as my 

entire body grows rigid with tiny involuntary muscle convulsions. It seems impossible that I could have 

this much dick inside of me, and it’s so thick too!  My entire slit is stretched wide over the base of his 

thick cock, and I scream as I build up for another orgasm.  

 

Perhaps horses can time their orgasms, because just as I climax and orgasm like I never have before, 

Thunder plants himself deep inside of me and unleashes his formidable seed. His seed is burning hot and 

thick, and my belly immediately distends with the amount of his cum. As more and more cum erupts 

from his dick deep inside of me, it finally starts to spray out of my cunt, and again the men collect it in 



cups. While I am sure that Thunder had cummed at least twice as much as Lightning, they are only able 

to fill two cups. Most of it is still resting inside of me.  

 

Thunder drops off of my back, his dick suddenly leaving me empty, and as I stand up, albeit with weak 

legs, a spasm twists my pussy and great globs of horse cum are ejected from me with each spasm, 

splashing all over my feet. After a moment the spasms recede, and a big pile of cum, perhaps two cups 

as well, now steams and slowly spreads between and around my feet. I can still feel a whole lot more 

cum still settling inside of me. 

 

I am gently lead back outside to wash up in the water trough, then am put back into my stall after 

removing the gag. The water trough that’s built into the stall has been filled, as well a similar, yet smaller 

trough with more horse feed. I eat, then lie down and sleep soundly. 

 

 

 

When I wake up, the place is apparently busy. I can hear horses racing in the distance, and the shouting 

of the crowds. I wonder if daddy is looking for me, and if he might check the stables. 

 

Sitting up, however, I am distracted from my thoughts. All of my belly, down my legs, up my chest, 

halfway down my arms, and all of my back is covered with short, coarse brown hair(my breasts are also 

furry, but my nipples are not). Standing up, I feel something brush against my legs, and reaching behind 

me I feel a long horse’s tail that has sprouted out of my ass-bone.  

 

“OH Shit,” I can’t help but say, turning around and around to better look at the tail. I can move it from 

side to side. 

 

On top of that, my breasts hurt. It must be from when Thunder had slammed down on me, he probably 

bruised my breasts. They definitely feel swollen. Even my nipples are sore, and I rub them to try and 

sooth the ache. My fingers come away wet. 

 

“Well for the love of &@#%!” I shout. I’m freaking lactating. I’m starting to really hate this, I mean. A 

stretched out pussy is one thing, it doesn’t show unless you want to fuck. But a tail? And fur?!? My 

breasts really hurt too, and I realize that I need to be milked or something. I try and milk myself, but it’s 

painful and I can only get small, unsatisfying jets of milk to come out, and without any regularity. And, of 

course, now that I’m actually looking at my breasts I see that besides being bigger, they no longer hang 

like they’re supposed to. My breasts are now tight against my chest, and are much firmer. On top of 

that, my nipples have changed slightly as well. They’re much darker now, practically black, wider, 

shorter, and a bit more leathery. At this rate I really will be a filly by the end of the week! How is this 

possible? How could horse hormones do all of this? Could hormones really be responsible for all of this 

in a horse? I stand over the water trough, and move so that the glare is just right to see my reflection. 

Well, I can’t say I don’t look good, it looks as though I’m wearing a skin tight leotard, but in the water I 

see some other things too. My ears are a bit furry and pointed, and even through the fur I can see that 



my muscles have become significantly more defined. I hear someone coming, and my ears, completely 

of their own accord, line up to point at the sound. Jesus, I hope that this isn’t permanent. 

 

Slim opens the stall door, then his eyes widen with surprise. 

 

“What in the hell did you do to me!” I ask, walking right up next to him, standing on tip-toe. 

 

“That’d be a good question,” he answers, a little slack jawed. “Them hormones were supposed to make 

you smell like a horse, and maybe if we were lucky you’d lactate, but I’ve never seen this before.” 

 

“Fix it!” I scream.  

 

“Can’t,” he says simply. “Besides, I think I rather like this. You’re really fitting into your new station in 

life, eh?” 

 

I scream in frustration, a scream that quickly turns into a sobbing cry. 

 

“My breasts hurt,” I say, crying. “And I can’t milk them.” 

 

“Well, that’s what I’m here for, we gotta take care of our horses. Follow me, we’ve got a milking 

machine from a cow rancher set up, they work just as well on horses. 

 

I’m led through the stable, oddly uncaring about my nakedness now that I have fur, and am led to 

another stall, this one with two hoses hanging from hooks on the wall. The hoses are attached to a box, 

and the box has one more hose that joins another long hose that looks like it’s already milking someone, 

or something. Slim sees me looking. 

 

“What, you think you’re our only filly here? We have loads, and sometimes they get pregnant you know. 

When that happens we like to keep ‘em lactating, so we can sell the milk, or use it for any foals we got, 

you know?” 

 

“But won’t my milk contaminate it all?” 

 

“Nope. You see, when we gave you them hormones for some reason or other your producing 100% 

horse milk now. It won’t be any different in the slightest from the other fillies and mares.” 

 

He turns on the box with the flip of a switch, and takes the two, four inch long metal cylinders on the 

end of the hoses and expertly attaches them to my nipples. 

 

“Just like a freaking filly,” he mutters, somewhat in awe looking at my breasts. 

 



The milking machine is incredible, and the second the hoses are attached I feel an intensely satisfying 

stream of milk being pulled rhythmically from my breasts. Inside of the metal cylinder is a rubber wall 

that, as the hose sucks strongly, squeezes and pulls on my nipples at the same time. It’s both amazingly 

gentle and powerful at the same time. I can’t help but sigh, and watch contentedly as my milk joins the 

milk of the other fillies. 

 

After about fifteen minutes I’m out of milk. Slim turns off the machine, and while disconnecting the 

hoses, probably to clean them, he looks at a little gauge on the side of the box.  

 

He whistles, “Half a liter, not bad. The most I might expect from a milking is one litter, or sometimes one 

and a half litters from bigger mares, and I have a hunch you’ll be getting there soon too, huh? That’s a 

good girl, now we’ll need to milk you probably four or five times a day, so you’ll be here most of the 

time I think. How’d you like to go outside now and run around a bit, get some fresh air and stretch your 

legs?” 

 

I nod my head, eager to get out into the open for even a little while. I had been feeling a little 

claustrophobic. Slim takes me outside to a large, closed paddock of grass. It’s completely hidden by 

trees. 

 

It’s a bit nippy outside, even with my new fur, and to warm up and release some pent up energy I run. I 

had always liked running, it always calmed me down and now was no different. I ran and ran in circles, 

faster and faster with big loping strides, forgetting the world around me as I ran and ran. I don’t feel in 

the least bit tired, but soon a sheen of sweat shines my body, and heat is rising up off me in swirls of 

steam. I’m barely breathing heavily, and I’m ecstatic at my newfound stamina. 

 

But eventually I do start to grow tired. I have no idea how long I had been running that circle, but it felt 

like forever. I’m brought back in, and Slim towels me dry and brushes me down just like a horse. I hate 

to admit it, but I’m starting to like Slim, especially after the brushing. Maybe being covered in fur isn’t so 

bad. 

 

The races must be over, and we won’t be open again ‘til next weekend. Horses are being walked in, and 

it isn’t long until Slim comes to fetch me. He takes me to the milking station again, and again I contribute 

about half a liter. After he turns off the machine, he says, 

 

“You’ll be meeting Arrow today, he didn’t race and he’s been getting jumpy around the handlers. A good 

filly is just what he needs right now.” I feel myself grow wet at the thought already. 

 

I’m led into the same room as before, and now a large dark chestnut colored horse, with a black mane 

and tail, is standing in front of the pommel horse. I can’t believe he’s a race horse, he seems too big, but 

that hardly matters right now. I walk obediently over to the pommel horse and lay across it, displaying 

my fanny in the air with my swishing tail. Arrow immediately shows interest in that fanny, sniffing and 

snorting in my smell, and I oblige by again having the uncontrollable urge to pee, and this time with a 



half full bladder. I lift my tail up as my pungent horse-piss splashes onto the ground, and Arrow starts 

huffing and snorting louder, apparently in love with the smell of my pee. His dick slides out of his sheath, 

though a little more slowly than Thunder, but no wonder. It’s huge, even for a horse cock! Is stretches 

out, nearly touching the ground, and he walks around looking at me from different angles for a few 

seconds. During those seconds, I’m able to realize that my tail will be in the way, and lift it off to one 

side, right as his dick suddenly and sharply swings up to become rock hard and aimed at me. At the same 

time he rears up and lands heavily, though gently, on my back. These horses obviously are experienced 

maters. His prick is already slamming into my ass cheeks, and again the handlers take control, aiming his 

forceful thrusts down toward my pussy, and suddenly his dick connects with my pussy, going only a third 

of the way in. My pussy is stretched tight anew, and I’m sure the horses aren’t used to this tight of a 

pussy, since he immediately whinnies loudly, and follows up with another hop/thrust and rams right 

through my still weakened wall deep in my pussy, quickly bottoming out inside of me. His dick is so 

huge, and even though he lightly hits the newly discovered back of my pussy with his huge head he still 

has a foot to spare and begins fucking me with all the energy that is a horse. He neighs and whinnies 

with each thrust, and I make similar noises. My clit, like before, is pressed right up against his pounding, 

sliding member and I scream in orgasmic bliss, a scream that doesn’t half sound like a horse’s screaming 

whinny. My fresh cum and his pre cum further lube our sexes as he continues furiously fucking me, 

distending my belly with his mammoth dick. His dick goes all the way up into my ribcage, somehow my 

pussy seems to have elongated or something! I scream again as a second orgasm follows right behind 

the first at this realization that my pussy is getting bigger, I feel so happy that soon I’ll be able to fit an 

entire horse’s cock in my pussy! The area beyond the broken wall only has a dull ache, and is starting to 

get sore from the unaccustomed pounding from a dick, so I would be ever so grateful if could better fit 

these horses. Irrepressible surges are being sent down my pussy, roiling muscles that I’ve never used 

before and kneading hard on Arrows impossibly thick dick. I’m tipping over the edge of another mind 

blowing, pussy aching orgasm just as Arrow plants himself as deep into me as he can go. We orgasm 

together, and his dick erupts with unimaginable amounts of cum. Strangely, though, only some of it 

leaks past my tightly closed pussy lips and the base of his dick, almost all of it pooling deep inside of me 

and lining my pussy. 

 

Arrow lays there a while on my back, then slides out of me as he drops back onto all fours. I stand up, 

and again thrills shoot down my pussy, but this time whoever is in charge of the cups is ready, and as my 

pussy ejects more and more cum I fill up three cups, and more is still dribbling out of me. Arrow and I 

are led away, and again I wash up. I’m milked twice more, each time yielding about a half a liter of milk 

before going back to my stall and falling asleep. 

 

The next day is relatively uneventful, though I start to produce just a little more milk per milking. I think I 

might be getting taller, since Slim used to come up to my nose, and now he’s just under it.  

 

The next day, after running off some energy and being milked before and after, I realize that I really am 

getting taller. Slim now only comes up to my chin, and I feel bigger. After I’m milked for the second time 

that day, right after a good run and having eaten some feed, (I like to eat it by the handful, constantly 

throughout the day), I’m taken to my new stud. His name is Star. 



 

Star is a relatively young stallion, and maybe partly because I had grown some, he seems small and lean. 

What he lacked in size, though, he made up in spirit, cause when I walked in he was bucking while one 

of the handler’s held onto his reins and tried to subdue him. When I walked up next to him, however, he 

immediately stopped his bucking and turned his attention to me. 

 

He sniffed me and I breathed him in. I was beginning to really like the smell of horse, especially these 

stallions. The stallions seem to have a whole other smell that’s so erotic compared to the geldings that I 

see, for obvious reasons I suppose. Star nuzzles my neck, and his dick pokes out of his sheath, so I turn 

around, and lean my hands against the pommel horse instead of laying on it, I lift my tail up and to the 

side. Star immediately rears up onto me, still only half flaccid, and begins humping me. His dick quickly 

straightens up and turns rock hard, slapping against my belly. He backs up, then lunges back at me, 

hitting my ass crack and sliding up my back. A horse handler grabs his cock, and begins to guide Star 

down, when by stroke of bad luck his head hits flush on my asshole. His head seems to briefly stop, then 

plunges into my virgin asshole, ramming up into me three inches before pausing slightly and ramming 

further into me. Strangely, while my sphincter burns something awful, nothing feels like its tearing and 

Star quickly pushes deeper and deeper into my ass. In four strokes, he’s bottomed out in my ass, and 

starts going to town. He’s not as large as Lightning or Thunder or Arrow, but that’s a very good thing. As 

it is, he stands a good chance of seriously injuring me, but at the moment I don’t really care. I’ve never 

had it in my ass before, and I didn’t realize that it would feel this good. It’s not the same as my pussy, it’s 

a different kind of pleasure. New areas of me are being filled and rubbed and pushed, and while I feel 

like I have to take the biggest dump in the world, it’s strangely erotic every time Star pulls out, since it 

feels as if I really am taking the largest dump in the world, only to have the enormous turd shoot back 

up into me over and over. It takes a little longer for me to build up an orgasm, but when I do it’s worth 

it, my pussy streaming down my legs as it clenches hard on nothing. Shortly after, Star plants himself 

deeper into my ass, and cum fills me up, ballooning my large intestine with the hot, sticky stuff. He pulls 

out while still cumming, but none of his cum escapes my ass. Only now am I aware of the mutterings of 

the stable hands, them saying things about wasted sperm and how now they have to wash off Star’s dick 

again. 

 

 I feel like I need to take a dump, and since I’m a “filly” right now I go ahead and take a big dump right 

there, first shitting out all of his cum, then actually shitting. I’m not in the least surprised when my shit 

looks and smells just like horse shit, since it had made the transition yesterday. This time I’m led past the 

trough where I normally wash up at, and brought to an area that is three stalls wide, and has a drain in 

the middle. Slim leads me on top of the drain, then taking the hose that is coiled up on a wall sprays me 

down with the hot, pressurized water. Boy does it feel good, especially compared to the cold trough 

water that I used to splash on myself. 

 

After that, I’m again toweled off and led back to my stall to be brushed down. A horse blanket is laid 

across by back as I lay down to rest. I’m pumped three more times that day, each time yielding more 

milk than the last. 

 



 

 

The next day I wake up yet again in my stall. Standing up, I feel a little off balance, and a whole lot 

bigger. Just a few days ago I weighed 110 pounds and was 5’5”, and now I’d bet I’m over 6 feet tall, 

maybe 6 and a half feet, and at least two hundred pounds. 

 

Just look at me, I mean, how can hormones do all of this? It’s impossible, it’s unheard of is what it is. 

You’ll never find this kind of thing anywhere, not even in the tabloids.  

 

Slim walks in. He sure has uncanny timing. He takes one look at me and seems a little stunned, though 

he doesn’t show it on his face. I can tell by the way he kinda stops breathing. 

 

“I don’t think that was just hormones the vet guy gave me. Hormones don’t do this, even I know that.” 

 

“I was thinking the same thing,” says Slim, stepping back to let the vet guy through. He has glasses on 

now, and does a double take at me. 

 

“Good Jesus! I thought everyone was jerking my dick! You really have a tail?” the vet guy looks like he’s 

about to fall over, especially when I flick my tail on accident. 

 

“This is Dr. Keith,” says Slim, introducing him. Then he looks at me sideways. “You know, we never did 

name you. What’s a good name for her do you think Doc?” 

 

Dr. Keith is still staring at me, his hand halfway in the air as if we wanted to touch me but was afraid. His 

hand drops back down to his side at the question. 

 

“Um, well. She’s a rather plain brown color. Well muscled to be sure, good coat. I dunno, something like 

a plant? Maybe Fern?” 

 

“Fern it is, Doc, this is Fern. Now she put up a good question, what did you put in that syringe exactly?” 

 

“Well, I used up the rest of one bottle, so I grabbed another one and used the rest of it too. I think it was 

a good-will sample or something from the suppliers for buying so much of the stuff, came in its own 

package too. Was a tiny bottle though, barely had enough for the full dose.” 

 

“Can we see the bottles?” I ask. 

 

“Sure, they’re in the trash, but I haven’t changed it lately. I’m sure they’re still in there.” The doctor runs 

off. 

 

“While he’s doing that, I think you need a milking. Let’s go.” 

 



Slim takes me to a milking machine, and I’m still being milked when Dr. Keith comes back. He glances at 

me, then turns to Slim 

 

“Here they are.” 

 

The big one says HORMONES in big, bold letters, with the word horse under it and some more, technical 

looking writing about how much to use and stuff. It looks like it could hold a hundred doses worth of 

hormones too. The other bottle is much smaller, and instead of being big and fat, it’s long and tubular. It 

looks a whole lot more expensive too, like someone went through a lot of trouble to protect whatever is 

in that vial.  

 

“It’s some new kind of vial I think they’re testing as well, these big ones break a lot easier than this one 

ever would I’m thinking. Cool huh?” 

 

Slim takes it, and turns it around. On one side is a smallish label with only two lines of type on it. It says 

“H.A.R.M.O.N.I.K. version 24.3134” and under that “horse”, and nothing else. 

 

“What?” says Dr. Keith when we both turn to look at him. 

 

“This isn’t hormones doc.” 

 

“What’d you mean? Of course its hormones, I don’t get anything but hormones by mail.” Dr. Keith 

squints through his glasses at the label. 

 

“It says hormones right there, don’t you see?” he says, smiling, but the smile dies as he looks at Slims 

stony face. 

 

“Get new glasses doc,” says Slim, then Slim reads the label out loud. 

 

 

 

 

Ok, I’m going to go ahead and post this much. If you find errs and stuff like that, well I literally wrote this 

entire thing over the course of a day and a half ***edit: Yeeeears ago, lol***. You might say I caught 

inspiration. Post if you want me to continue this one ***edit: I plan to in the near future***. 

 

Notes: 

3-7 litters per day or 1.35 gallons per day or 1 litter five times a day 

Large animal vet needs glasses, used a vial of something called H.A.R.M.O.N.I.K. ---horse. He thought it 

said hormones, and when one vial of hormones didn’t have enough for a full dose he used the rest of 

said vial. Vial is from gov. Gov comes and tracks down vet guy, and vet guy leads gov to me. I run, and 

am caught by a horse breader farm ranch that’s not a nice as the track. By this time im entirely horse. 



After more sexual adventures they try to brand me, and might be successful depending on how I feel at 

the time while writing, and escape back to the track. Once there, meet gov dude who wants to talk to 

me, apparently the H.A.R.M.O.N.I.K stuff was part of top secrete spy stuff, but it hadn’t been working 

until me. Want me to spy, yadda yadda, possibly in return for being turned into human again, but they 

can’t find or can find suitable dna that was mind. Sex with target animal required to further 

transformation. Possibility of different animals being used in future stories featuring same serum and 

the government. Might turn into a trend for short story triggers when I feel like writing a quick short 

story involving random animals. Bleh. 

 


