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Chapter One

Horses. They were what I knew. What I’d grown up knowing, riding, grooming, tacking in the small Alberta town where I’d lived. 

I missed small-town life. Ottawa wasn’t a huge city, but it was big enough, crowded enough, it made me crave the peace and quiet of a smaller life.

My friend Mitchell hadn’t told me much about the Braided Crop Ranch except to say the place was secluded deep in the heart of the Muskokas in Northern Ontario, which turned out to be an understatement. 

From my calculations I was only about twenty minutes away, but the brush had thickened, and the GPS wasn’t making sense. There wasn’t even a proper road. Out of desperation, I pulled my car over to the gravel on the side of the dirt track. I left the car on, air conditioner blasting, while I looked up the name of the man who’d interviewed me over the phone: a Mr. Adam Marsland. I found the number quickly in my contacts and hit call. 

“BCR, Connor speaking,” a chipper male voice announced after a few rings.

The voice didn’t belong to Mr. Marsland. 

“Uh,” I hesitated. “Hi. I’m trying to reach Adam Marsland?”

“Who’s calling, please?”

I cleared my throat, feeling like an idiot. Nothing like starting a new job and not being able to find the place. “This is Jensen Moriarty. I’m supposed to be there at noon, but I—” 

“Oh, hi, Jensen. I’m Mr. Marsland’s personal assistant. Would you like me to get him for you?” 

“I just need directions. My GPS isn’t making sense.”

Connor laughed. “He should have told you not to rely on the GPS. You should be using the map from the email.”

Email? “What email?”

There was a pause. “You didn’t get the welcome email? The one outlining our policies and practices? I’m sure I sent the form to you a few days ago…”

I wracked my brain but didn’t remember seeing an email. Unless the message had gone into my spam folder. “No, I didn’t get it. A map would be…helpful.”

“Sure, yeah, let me text the map to you. Hold on a second.”

“You might as well text me the other info as well.”

Connor cleared his throat. “Yes, well, I’ll let Mr. Marsland explain everything when you get here.”

I heard a notification and saw the map had come through. I opened the file quickly and had a look.

“Looks like I’m not too far.”

“Okay, come to the main building when you get here. You’ll see the BCR sign on the wall.”

“BCR?” I asked, wiping a crushed mosquito off the dash.

“The Braided Crop Ranch. That is where you’re trying to get to, right?”

“Yes. I just— Yes, that’s where I’m headed.” God, could I make a worse first impression?

“I’ll make sure Adam is here to greet you.”

“Thanks,” I said. 

As I’d suspected, I wasn’t far out. If I followed this dirt road and turned onto another called Rattler’s Revenge in about three miles, I’d be there.

Would they put me to work right away, cleaning stalls and looking after the horses? Mr. Marsland hadn’t described my exact duties during our phone interview, but Mitchell had said they were looking for a stable hand.

Marsland had seemed like a nice guy. He’d appeared more interested in the kind of person I was rather than in any experience I’d had. I’d explained I needed a job that would give me some direction along with a decent salary so I could pay off my student loans.

The business degree had been a waste of money, no matter what my parents said. Turned out I hated accounting. Yeah, I was good with numbers, but working with them all day and night was too much to ask.

I needed to be outside. I needed to be interacting with other beings, human or animal. I needed hard work and adventure.

Now I had no idea what I wanted to do. Except for horses. I wanted to work with horses. Living on a ranch with a bunch of other cowboys wouldn’t be so bad either. Even if they didn’t share my orientation, the eye candy would be heavenly. 

I’d been surprised when Adam told me the salary I’d be earning. The level was high for a stable hand. He’d also mentioned something about the special stock at the BCR so maybe they only housed Arabians or something. That would be a treat. I’d never seen a full-blood Arabian horse up close.

After following the serpentine curve of Rattler’s Revenge for about fifteen minutes, the brush thinned, and I emerged into a large clearing with the impressive outline of the ranch spread before me. The path took me to a set of steel black gates with BCR in big iron letters affixed to the bars. 

A black intercom box perched on the stone wall to the left of the gates. I pulled in close, lowered my window, and pressed the button.

There was a crackle and then Connor’s voice. “Name please.” 

“Jensen Moriarty. We spoke on the phone.”

“Awesome. I’ll buzz you in.”

An electrical humming noise sounded as the gates unlocked and slowly swung open.

“Welcome to the BCR, Jensen,” Connor said.

I drove forward and rolled up the window to keep the heat out. 

An array of bright red and brown buildings crowded the far distance. In front of me stood an imposing clapboarded farmhouse with these words, painted in black, spanning the wall:

THE BRAIDED CROP RANCH STABLES

~ Pony shows every month ~

Pony shows every month, huh? Looked like I’d have my work cut out for me.

I parked in the small lot to the left of the front door and turned the car off. I wondered if driving all the way out here had been the right thing to do. At any rate, the job provided a new beginning and somewhere to spend the summer. If I enjoyed the work and found the people to be friendly and helpful, maybe I’d stay for a while.

There wasn’t much for me back home in Ottawa. Growing up in small-town Alberta, I’d become habituated to being outdoors among the trees, shrubs and farmlands, not surrounded by tall buildings and concrete. Except for the lack of mountains, heading up north into Muskoka country reminded me of home. If I couldn’t have mountains, I’d take forests and lakes any day.

I opened the door and stepped out, boots scuffing on gravel. As I stretched my aching legs and yawned, I wondered if the weather would be this hot all season. The muck and mud of spring had gone, but the dry heat and dust of high summer could be equally as troublesome, especially if I was expected to keep the horses and stables clean and tidy.

Grabbing my worn grey cowboy hat from the passenger seat, I placed it carefully on my head, dusted off my jeans and the blue button-down I’d ironed that morning, and walked purposefully to the large wrap-around porch. My boots thumped on the old wood as I climbed the three steps and grabbed the handle of the main door, opening it quickly, ignoring the butterflies in my belly. Starting over was always difficult. But I wasn’t scared. I was excited.

The image greeting me when I stepped inside stopped me in my tracks. I’d never seen a farm building this clean, and it unsettled me.

The wood floors were polished to a sheen; there was no dust I could see, or dirt stains from hands that had been to the stables and back; and the hallway in which I stood was airy and bright with modern fixtures. It threw me because usually places where people dealt with animals were less polished than offices you’d see in the city. But this place—well, I could have been back in downtown Ottawa instead of the middle of nowhere.

A sign with the word ADMINISTRATION was visible, with an arrow pointing down the hall to a large desk, fronting what appeared to be a line of offices.

A young guy about my age, whom I assumed to be Connor, looked up and blinked, eyes scanning me from head to foot while his face lost some of its color. I looked down at my shirt, in case I’d dripped some sauce on the front while I’d eaten my fast-food lunch on the go. But my shirt looked as clean as when I’d dressed that morning.

C’mon Jensen. Fake it till you make it.

“Hi. I’m Jensen Moriarty,” I said, removing my hat and striding forward as I extended my right hand.

Connor stood up, covering his uncertainty with a smile, and glanced over his shoulder as an older man came out of the office directly behind Connor’s desk and gazed at me with similar confusion.

I stood there awkwardly, my hand extended. 

The older man glanced at Connor before recovering. He flashed me a warm smile as he shook my hand.

“Welcome to the BCR, Jensen. I’m Adam Marsland. It’s nice to meet you in person. Connor said there was a mix-up with the email?”

“Yeah, I guess so. I never got the email. You said you’d try me out. A probationary period to see if I’m suited to the position.” I swallowed, feeling unprepared. “I can show you references…”

“No, no. It’s all right. Your credentials are excellent. But I just realized, I never explained what the job actually entailed. Those details would have been in the email you didn’t get.”

I grinned, putting my hat back on. “Well, I’m assuming it’ll entail a lot of shoveling dirty hay and manure and grooming your horses, Sir.”

Mr. Marsland looked away and cleared his throat. “I had assumed, since Mitchell recommended you for the position, he would have gone into what we do here in some detail?”

I frowned. “No, not really. He just told me you were looking for a stable hand.”

Mr. Marsland exchanged a brief glance with Connor, who looked as though he wanted to be somewhere—anywhere—else. Then he smiled at me and gestured toward the room he’d recently exited. 

“Why don’t we sit down in my office for a moment.” 

He gestured for me to precede him. “Connor, please hold my calls. I don’t want to be interrupted while I brief Mr. Moriarty on his duties.”

“Yes, Mr. Marsland. I’m sorry about the mix-up.”

“It wasn’t your fault, Connor. Hopefully, we can straighten everything out.” 

There wasn’t much conviction to his words, which made me nervous. What was going on here?

“I’m sure whatever your requirements are, I can meet them, Mr. Marsland. I’m young, strong, and highly motivated. And not afraid to get dirty.”

Mr. Marsland made a sound halfway between a laugh and a choke as he sat in the large leather chair behind the desk. “Sit down, Mr. Moriarty. I’m afraid there may have been a slight miscommunication.”

My stomach did a flip. I knew it. I fucking knew this position was too good to be true. I’d driven all the way out here, assuming they had a job for me. I wasn’t about to give up easily.

“I can do the job, Mr. Marsland. I won’t let you down,” I said, trying not to show how desperate I felt. If not for the air-conditioned office, though, I would have become a puddle of sweat on the floor.

I watched Mr. Marsland shuffle through some papers on his desk until he drew one out. “Mr. Moriarty—Jensen. Can I call you Jensen?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Jensen, this isn’t about you not being willing to work for me. I can see you are very motivated, and you look strong and fit.”

I nodded, feeling some relief. “I thought I had a good chance of getting the permanent position from the way we spoke on the phone,” I admitted, turning my hat over in my hands and rubbing my calloused finger along the edge of the brim. 

Mr. Marsland held up his hand. “Jensen, you still have a good chance. But… I might have left out some very important details about the kind of ranch I’m running here. You might not want the position once you learn more about us.”

Marsland’s deep-brown eyes conveyed a genuine warmth, which I found comforting, since his words didn’t give me much confidence. An inch taller than me and at least a decade older, Mr. Marsland seemed the kind of distinguished-looking man I could imagine as the lead in a romantic film. But I banished those thoughts and focused on my objective.

“I’ve never worked with Arabians before. But I know I can handle the challenge.”

He stared at me, lips twitching as though he was trying not to smile, or laugh. He ran a hand through his short, slightly greying hair. “I’m sure you could,” he said, leaning back in his chair, assessing me. “But we don’t have any Arabians at the moment.”

“Oh. Lipizzaner horses, then? Obviously, you must have some rare horses here.” I was scrambling. I had no idea what was going on.

Mr. Marsland used the tip of his finger to push the paper containing my information slightly forward as he gazed down at the form and said, “Jensen, we don’t have horses here…at all.”

I blinked. No horses? But, I applied for a job as a stable hand. “Uh, I’m not sure what you mean. This is a ranch, right?”

Mr. Marsland inclined his chin, trying to maintain a straight face. “Yes, but—”

“I don’t see what’s funny about this,” I said. Part of me wanted to stand up and walk out. But I needed this job.

Mr. Marsland nodded, clearing his throat and forcing a serious look onto his handsome face. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I never foresaw this situation, and now it’s actually occurred, I’m not sure how to deal with it.”

“Why don’t you show me some of the livestock you do have on hand? And I’ll let you know if I think I can be an effective stable hand here.” I wouldn’t leave without a fight. 

Mr. Marsland stared at me for a long moment, then nodded. He stood and opened the glass door of the cabinet behind him, pulling out a large leather-bound book.

Okay, now we’re getting somewhere.

Marsland dumped the heavy-looking album on the table in front of me, making me jump, and opened the book to the first page.

I think I stopped breathing, though I didn’t know what I was looking at for several moments. When the meaning of the image began to come clear to my startled brain, I wasn’t sure I’d ever breathe again.

“That’s a— That’s a—” I stuttered, eyes flying up to Mr. Marsland’s sympathetic features and then back to the photo. My body was in full-blown DEFCON 1 mode. “I need to sit.”

“You are sitting.”

Horses. There were supposed to be horses. What the fuck was this?

I pushed the chair out and stood. I took off my cowboy hat and waved it at the desk, eyes wide and skin suddenly clammy. “What? I mean! That’s a…guy!”

Marsland nodded.

I took a step back and stared wildly into Mr. Marsland’s calm eyes, then glanced down at the photo again. I took a step forward and looked more closely. I glanced up at Marsland.

“I mean. Jesus Christ.”

“Breathe, Jensen.”

I took a breath and then another. I couldn’t stop staring at the photo.

“You okay?” Mr. Marsland asked.

Was I? I shook my head. “Sure.” I might never be okay again.

“You don’t look okay.”

I froze, realizing the impression I was making. Get yourself together. I swallowed and took a deep breath, then put my hat back on and sat down in the chair.

After a few moments, during which I stared at the photo in front of me, I nodded. “I’m fine.”

“I told you we don’t deal with horses here at the Braided Crop Ranch. What you’re looking at is a pony. A human pony. A man.”

Oh, my fucking God. “I mean, shit. I mean, is this what you do here?”

Mr. Marsland smiled an understanding smile. “And much more.”

“Holy fuck.” I was going to murder Mitchell! Why hadn’t he told me? But I knew the answer to that question. Because if Mitchell had told me the truth about this job, I would never have come.

There in the photo was a man. A beautiful, black-haired, blue-eyed man, about my age, naked except for scuffed, black Docs, a leather BDSM body harness, and a bridle with a silver bit spreading his red lips and white teeth. His muscled torso shone with sweat and dirt; his black hair stuck to his broad forehead. His arms were bound behind him, forcing his chest out. The man’s erection, contained in some kind of cage causing the flesh to bulge between the steel bars, jutted out. 

Jutted out!

I started to hyperventilate.

“Let me get you some water,” Mr. Marsland said, moving to the door. “Connor, please bring Mr. Moriarty a glass of water.”

“Of course.”

Mr. Marsland resumed his seat and leaned forward, placing a calming hand on my shoulder. “Are you okay?”

No. I will never be okay again.

I nodded. I wouldn’t screw this up, no matter what might be going on here. I was open-minded. I could handle this. But, Jesus Christ.

“Take a deep breath. Count to ten,” Mr. Marsland said, closing the album.

When Connor brought the water, I downed it quickly and leaned back in the chair, taking my hat off again and fanning myself with the brim. “I’m sorry, I just…wow. I was expecting horses. Real horses, you know?”

“Is he okay?” Connor asked. “He looks like he might pass out.”

I sat up straight. “I’m okay. I’m fine. I didn’t know this wasn’t a regular ranch. I thought it was a ranch ranch.” My voice sounded strangled.

“I’m sorry the email didn’t go through. I didn’t get a notification,” Connor said, closing the door and taking the seat beside me.

“It’s okay,” I said, staring at Connor and finding it hard to believe both he and Mr. Marsland were running a stable of…human ponyboys. For what reason exactly? God, I had so many questions.

“I’m still confused. Do you need a—” I swallowed. “—a stable hand?” I tried, unsuccessfully, to meet Marsland’s eyes. “Or not?” 

Mr. Marsland smiled. “We need a stable hand, Jensen. And your qualifications are excellent. But you have to be aware you won’t be grooming horses. You’ll be grooming men.”

Grooming men.

I made a half laugh, half gasp. A bloom of heat, which had begun in my cheeks, expanded over my entire face and neck.

Connor smiled. “I think he’s still in shock.”

Mr. Marsland said, “Our stable hands are responsible for the same things they’d be doing if we did house real horses. Keeping the barns and equipment tidy and clean, maintaining the grounds, and making sure the stock is clean and fed.”

I blinked. “The stock?” 

Mr. Marsland leaned forward. “Do you have any issues with nudity, Jensen?”

I thought for a moment. Was getting aroused at the sight of a naked man in pony gear a problem? I cleared my throat. “No, Sir.”

“You don’t have a problem being around naked men or women?”

I coughed. “Uh. Nope. Not a problem, exactly.” I fiddled with the edge of my hat, looking down at the bulge in my pants. Maybe getting aroused was a problem.

“You like looking at naked men and women?”

My gaze drifted up to meet the frank expression on Mr. Marsland’s face. “I, uh.” I cleared my throat again and nodded curtly. “Men.”

“I’m not allowed to ask you about your orientation, Jensen. But being gay or bi might make your job easier and more enjoyable.”

I shifted in my seat, trying to make my dick behave. “Are you fucking serious?”

“About what?”

“About the fact my job would be looking after…gorgeous, athletic men, and cleaning them, and, like, grooming them, and…um…keeping them pretty?” My voice went up three octaves at the end of the sentence.

“I think we’ve got ourselves a new stable hand, Connor.”

“Yeah, I’d say so. Much as I thought I’d completely screwed up when I took a look at Mr. Moriarty here.”

I blinked at Connor, then at Mr. Marsland.

“You look like a cowboy, Jensen,” Connor said with a grin.

I looked down at myself and at the hat in my hand. My voice sounded faint and faraway when I spoke. “Yeah. I guess I kind of am one. Always been with horses. My whole life.”

Mr. Marsland shook his head, smiling at me. “I’m sorry. I assumed, since you were referred by Mitchell Garr, he’d explained everything.”

I shrugged. “He only said your ranch was a great place to work.”

“Well, we certainly think so,” said Mr. Marsland. “And I’m pretty sure at least a couple of our ponyboys will get a kick out of being tended to by a real cowboy.”

Home, home on the range. Where the kinksters and the ponyboys play.

I smiled weakly. “Well, if you’re not prejudiced against real cowboys, I guess I’m not bothered by not looking after real horses. At least, I can try the job out.”

Was I nuts? Was I really going to do this? 

I looked at the photo again, feeling my cock swell more and my brain explode.

Yes. Yes, I was.

Mr. Marsland looked like a huge weight had been lifted from him. He sank back in his chair and let out a relieved laugh. “Okay, I need a goddamn drink.” 

“Me too,” Connor said, standing up and heading for a cupboard in the corner of the office. 

“Same,” I said weakly. 

“Scotch?” Connor said as he peered into the cupboard.

“The good stuff, Connor.”

When we each had a glass of Mr. Marsland’s Macallan in hand, Mr. Marsland raised his, clinked it with mine, and then Connor’s.

“To our new employee, Jensen Moriarty. May he find looking after our ponyboys to be as rewarding as tending to the beautiful Arabians of his imagination. And much more stimulating.”

I almost choked on the potent liquor as my mind swirled with images of handsome, rugged men in nothing but cock cages and scuffed Doc Martens.


Chapter Two

“I want to explain the business model behind the ranch. It’s important for you to know because we all have a place and you’ll see how the BCR makes money.”

“Okay.”

The pleasing burn from the aged scotch tickled the back of my nose as Mr. Marsland, who had told me to call him Adam, explained how the ranch was set up.

“I manage the ranch. I’m an employee under the owner, who visits occasionally but not often. We keep in touch through email and an occasional phone call. I employ four trainers and four stable hands—you’ll make a fifth until Brian leaves for his master’s degree. We’re paid a yearly salary. I believe I already quoted you a level.”

I nodded.

“We are employees of the Braided Crop Ranch. The ponyboys, the men who come here to be treated like animals, are actually members of the BCR. We operate as a private club. We have service members—the ponyboys—and guest members.”

“I mean, I have seen some of this stuff online. I never thought I’d actually…”

“Encounter pony play in reality? Jensen, this is going to blow your mind.” Adam looked me over, taking in my traditional cowboy get-up. “If your mind is open enough to take it.”

I smiled weakly. “Here’s hoping.” 

I knew my mind was open enough, but I worried my body would betray me every step of the way. Now the shock had worn off, and the scotch had mellowed my nerves, the appeal of the job began to come into focus.

I’d hoped to be privy to the benefits of watching some hot cowboys working around the ranch and getting down and dirty with some honest labor. But those faceless men of my imagination had been clothed and not voluntarily submitting to the treatments offered here at the BCR. I didn’t know what those activities were exactly, but I could guess. 

The situation was so strange and unexpected. I was a little surprised I took this stuff in so eagerly and adapted so readily to the thought of this new reality. Go figure. I keep surprising myself. 

“Our guest members pay a yearly fee based on how often they want to visit. There’s a well-appointed resort with twelve large suites facing the lake. The resort is open daily, but the ranch and stables are only accessible to our guest members on weekends. It’s enough to attract a regular clientele who enjoy being pampered during the week and experiencing the unique nature of the ranch on weekends. 

“If they only want to come twice a year, they pay the lowest fee. If they want to come for four weeks per year, they pay at the next level. Our blue-ribbon members can stay up to eight weeks per year, meals included. We pride ourselves on offering both a unique and elite experience,” Marsland explained with pragmatic frankness.

I blinked, trying to wrap my head around the idea. “Okay. So, when they are here, what can they do?”

Marsland smiled. “You mean besides enjoy the beauty of the lake and the luxury of their accommodations?”

I smiled. I liked Marsland and the way he obviously enjoyed explaining how the BCR functioned.

“Ah, so, we have to obey certain legalities in order to stay in business. Our service members are not sex workers. Which means, our guest members are limited to observation only.”

“A voyeuristic vacation like no other,” Connor said, a dreamy look in his eyes.

I could believe it but I’d never realized places like the BCR actually existed.

“Exactly. Sometimes we invite them to watch the trainers put the ponyboys through their regular routines. Once a month we put on pony shows, in either the indoor or outdoor arenas.”

My eyebrows lifted. “Pony shows?”

“Yes.”

“If you stay, you’ll see one in a few weeks,” Connor added. He glanced at Marsland, then smiled at me. “The ponyboys show off their skills at various physical activities, and the trainers try to outdo each other. Very entertaining. And the outfits are a little fancier than the ones used on weekdays.”

“But no sex, right?” I said, trying to understand.

Marsland blushed and gave a small laugh. “Well, not exactly.”

Mother of God. Not exactly?

“Our trainers, being employees of the BCR, and our ponyboys, being members, can legally cross the line if it’s consensual.

I sat up straighter. “So…the guests can pay to observe a trainer and a ponyboy…” I looked back and forth between Marsland and Connor.

Marsland held up a hand. “Engaging in various forms of dominance and submission, often to the point of orgasm. Not intercourse. Most of our ponyboys and trainers wouldn’t be open to that kind of public display and intercourse isn’t permitted between trainers and ponyboys, even if it’s consensual.”

“But…other kinds of public displays?”

“Sure. A certain amount of exhibitionism is a part of the experience for our ponyboys. We have contracts for each of them, containing detailed information on what they will and will not consent to. They have safewords they can use at any time.”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Jensen said softly. This place was like a Disneyland for fetishists. It was fucking brilliant.

Marsland grinned. “What’s yours?” 

“What?”

“Your safeword. Jensen, if this is all too much for you, say so.”

“It’s not. It’s not too much for me. I just—” I looked around the office at the ordinariness of everything and at Marsland and Connor. “I feel like I’m having a really intense dream.”

“Dream?” Marsland asked. “Or kinky nightmare?”

I laughed. Marsland really was quite charming. I tipped my hat further back on my head and sat up straighter, licking my lips as I met Marsland’s gaze. “Wet dream?”

Marsland stared at me. I threw him a wide smile and a shy look. I was embarrassed, and I felt like a total newb. I still wasn’t sure I could…handle…everything. But I had to see this for my own eyes.

Connor laughed. “Wait until you see—”

“Connor, you should get back to the phones. I’ll take Jensen around the stables,” Adam said, flashing Connor a stern look.

“Yes, Sir. Thanks for the scotch.” Connor stood and placed his empty glass on the tray with the decanter.

“Connor? Next time, make sure the email goes through, will you?” Adam said.

“Yes, Adam. Sorry.”

“No worries. It appears to have worked out all right this time.”

*

As we headed across the grass toward the large red barn, Adam ran a hand through the hair at the back of his neck. “Maybe we should start with the arena. Give you a feel for what we do here at the BCR. We can get into the specifics of your job later on.”

“Sure,” I said. It was a wonder I could talk at all right now. My brain felt like it was alternately exploding into fireworks and folding in on itself at the same time.

The scent of the dry grass, the dirt, and the wood of the buildings soaking in the summer sun reminded me of all the ranches I’d been to, except for one overwhelming factor. The pervasive and pungent smell of sweaty horses and manure was absent, and the lack of that familiar scent threw me. More than anything I’d seen or discussed in Marsland’s office, that olfactory omission told me this was not a standard ranch. 

My stomach felt tight as we approached a sizable barn, and I wondered at something so familiar feeling so threatening. There were no horses inside, or anywhere nearby, and the thought alone made my palms sweat and my head feel light.

Adam stopped in front of the large wooden door. He turned to me and raised his eyebrows. “Ready?”

I swallowed, hoping Marsland couldn’t see how panicked I felt as I nodded. “Sure.”

Adam laughed softly and opened the door.

The odor of human sweat and thumping of boots on hardwood assaulted me as we entered the brightly lit space before the sharp crack of a whip sliced the air. 

“Five more rounds, please,” someone ordered in a loud, confident voice that stroked over me like a firm hand. “Luke, if you don’t keep your head up this time, I’m taking you for extra training after supper. Ben, you need to work on your foot placement, but you’re coming along.”

My heart thumped in my ears as we walked along the grey wood wall toward a bearded man dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, wielding a bullwhip in one hand and a riding crop in the other. For a moment, I became transfixed by the man’s olive skin and the curve of his forearm as he hefted the whip. Then my eyes found the others. 

I inhaled so deeply and suddenly I barely avoided swallowing my tongue. The photo in Marsland’s album didn’t do justice to the ponyboys in the arena. The accoutrements were slightly different, but the sight of the three almost-naked young men in Doc Martens, thick leather body harnesses and collars made my blood rush through my veins and my breath come quickly. Especially when I noticed they wore the same metal cages on their penises as the man in the photo. Also, like the photo, their muscular arms were held behind them, crossed over the small of their backs, in broad leather cuffs running from wrist to elbow and buckled together, forcing their chests out and keeping their backs straight.

One of the ponyboys turned his head to glance over and stumbled.

The handsome trainer cracked his whip against the floor. “Face forward. Keep your stride.” He appeared to be of Middle Eastern descent with a neatly trimmed goatee and thick, arched eyebrows above deep-brown eyes. He was fucking hot.

“Kamal.” Adam greeted the whip-wielding man. “How are they doing today?”

Kamal shrugged, gaze roaming his charges as they jogged around the arena. “Not bad. They’re coming along.”

Adam motioned in my direction. “Kamal, I’d like you to meet our new stable hand, Jensen Moriarty.”

I forced my eyes away from the ponyboys and remembered myself. I yanked the dusty hat off my head and nodded at Kamal. “Good to meet you.”

“Pleased to meet you as well, cowboy,” Kamal said with a wink. “Welcome to the BCR.” He looped the crop over his wrist and held out his hand.

Kamal’s hand was warm and rough, his handshake firm and friendly. I tried not to let my gaze wander to the whip, but it was useless. Kamal noticed. “The whip is to get their attention, really. And a bit of a threat besides, although I’d never actually use the bull whip on them. Only they don’t know that for sure.”

I cleared my throat and let go of Kamal’s hand, replacing the hat on my head. It made me feel better, more like myself, when I wore it. I needed the comfort more than ever in such strange circumstances.

Adam grinned. “Jensen is under the usual probationary guidelines to see if he fits in here and if he can do the job. He assures me he can. Even though he only recently became aware of what the job might entail.”

Kamal raised a dark brow. “Oh?”

I felt my cheeks flush. “It’s fine. I’m fine.”

“There was a slight mix-up with the emails, and I might have neglected to mention during the phone interview that the BCR wasn’t an ordinary horse ranch,” Adam clarified.

Kamal blinked at Adam, looked at me, then barked a deep laugh. “So, you’re a real cowboy? Not just pretending?”

I shrugged, wanting to run but standing my ground. Kamal must have sensed my unease.

“Sorry.” Kamal peered at his charges, who obediently kept jogging the outside wall of the arena, but couldn’t help stealing curious glances my way. “Well, the boys are gonna love this. A real cowboy to tend them. Don’t you think, Marsland?”

Adam chuckled. “Oh, I imagine.”

Kamal narrowed his dark eyes at me. “So, you thought you’d be looking after animals?”

I nodded curtly. “I did. I have a lot of experience with regular…livestock.”

Kamal gestured toward the men in the arena. “They aren’t so different. In fact, if you can treat them the way you’d treat an actual animal, with certain subtle differences, you’ll keep them, and us, very happy.”

I tilted the hat back on my head, watching the way the men moved gracefully in their restraints.

“What do you think?” Adam asked me.

What did I think? They were extraordinary.

I followed them with my eyes. “They’re magnificent,” I said finally, glancing at Kamal. 

Adam laughed and patted my shoulder. “Yeah, you’re gonna do fine here, Jensen.”

Kamal grinned his approval. His eyes drifted down to my crotch. I glanced down at myself, then back up at Kamal. “Oh shit, sorry.”

Kamal shook his head quickly. “Happens all the time with newbies. Means I’m doing my job and they—” He gestured with the whip at the ponyboys. “—are doing theirs.”

 “We pride ourselves on a very open and inclusive philosophy toward sexuality because our job is to satisfy the voyeuristic fantasies of guest members and the submissive fantasies of our service members,” Adam said. 

He leaned against the wood wall and shoved his hands in his pockets, watching the ponyboys. “You’ll find, Jensen, your first few days here will be difficult, but in a good way, I think. In the regular course of your duties you will be in direct physical contact with the ponyboys. It is understood by our service members that in order to enrich their experience they will be on the receiving end of some very intimate physical care from our stable hands.”

Intimate. Physical. Care.

I cleared my throat and adjusted my hat. “Right. Sure.”

Kamal grinned. “They all have contracts, and there is a safeword they are free to use at any time. You will know of any hard limits restricting the intimacy of your care, although I can’t think of any of our current members whose limits affect the stable hands. More so what they do with the trainers, which can be more extreme. But you’ll find out soon enough.”

My brain spun in circles and my palms sweated as I imagined what my duties might entail.

“Call one of them over, Kamal,” Adam said.

My body vibrated with excitement and terror. Excitement at seeing one of the beautiful men up close and terror I would embarrass myself, and they would know how innocent I was, how out of depth I felt. 

Kamal cracked his whip. “Luke! Come forward. The rest of you, take a break.”

I took an instinctive step back as the blond-haired ponyboy broke from the group and approached us. God, he was something.

I couldn’t keep my eyes from roaming over Luke’s heaving chest, down his belly, over his captured cock and down his long, powerful legs, then back to his collared throat, where his Adam’s apple bobbed seductively and his blue eyes gleamed with intelligence and curiosity.

I stared at Luke, and then out of instinct, removed my cowboy hat and nodded a greeting. Luke’s broad lips curved into a smile before Kamal touched the tip of his crop to Luke’s stubbled chin, forcing him to raise it. The smile vanished.

“Head. Up,” he ordered. “If I have to put you in the brace again, you’ll feel this crop on your beautiful ass. You hear me?”

Luke blushed. His gaze flew to me for a moment before moving back to Kamal as if drawn by some powerful magnet to those of his authoritative trainer.

“This is Jensen. He’s a…” Kamal leaned in to whisper loudly in Luke’s ear. “A real cowboy. He’s used to breaking horses, so I’m sure a spoiled pony like you won’t be much of a problem, hmm?”

I held my breath as the full force of Luke’s intense gaze met mine. Luke’s eyes were a deep ocean blue, which stood out against his platinum faux hawk. His features, except for the piercing sharpness of his intelligent eyes, were soft and boy-next-door handsome. Luke nodded in polite response to Kamal’s question, but he didn’t smile, which challenged me in a way that made my cock throb.

Kamal withdrew from his intimate closeness with Luke and stood aside, leaving a firm hand on the back of the ponyboy’s neck as if to remind him of his presence.

“Why don’t you give our pretty pony a pet, Jensen?” Kamal said.

Luke’s whole body shuddered as something flashed in his blue eyes. A warning? Or a dare?

I licked my dry lips but couldn’t think of a thing to say, mesmerized by the gorgeous creature in front of me.

“You’re going to have to touch them, you know. If you’re going to be a stable hand,” Adam said, a smile in his voice.

I closed my eyes and replaced the hat on my head to take a moment to disconnect from Luke’s gaze and gather myself. I opened my eyes with renewed intention. 

I was the stable hand and Luke was the pony. My job would be to have hands all over these ponyboys, and as much as the responsibility excited me, it challenged me too. I could do this job. And I wouldn’t be a slave to my baser impulses, no matter how much they wanted to rule me at the moment. They—Adam, Kamal, Luke and the rest of the ponyboys—needed me to be professional. And I would be professional if it killed me.

Fake it till you make it.

I took a step forward and regarded Luke with what I hoped was an assessing manner. I tried to pretend Luke was an actual horse in my care and did what I would do if it were so. I placed a hand on Luke’s shoulder and squeezed gently, then ran my hand down Luke’s arm to his wrist, where I circled it as if taking his measure. The man’s skin was warm and covered with a sheen of sweat, but I felt a humming of energy beneath. He was electric.

“How old?” I asked, releasing Luke’s wrist and bending to run a knowledgeable hand slowly up the man’s leg from the top of his boot to his knee.

Luke made a huffing noise and struggled to stay still, exactly like a horse might, and I tried not to smile. Maybe this job wouldn’t be much different after all.

Kamal nodded. “Twenty-eight. Healthy as a h—” His eyes met mine, and he tried not to laugh at his error. “Well, he’s very healthy. A bit too headstrong for his own good, but we’re working on his behaviour.”

I straightened as I moved my hand along Luke’s naked flank to the dusting of soft hair on his belly, where I laid my hand flat and looked upward, meeting Luke’s gaze. I felt the power and the energy contained within this incredible specimen of a young man, and a thrill rushed through me. Luke blinked, eyes wide, and gazed back at me with something like respect. At least for a moment. Then he shook his head and snorted, moving away from my touch and closer to Kamal.

“Easy there, you devil. You’ll stand for him in the grooming barn, or I’ll hear of it and punish you for such bad manners, understand?” Kamal said, the hand on the back of Luke’s neck tightening. “Understand?” 

Luke coughed and nodded, his face the caricature of a sulky teen.

“Very good, Jensen,” Adam said. “You have exactly the manner of a perfunctory stable hand the ponyboys enjoy and we demand. The more you can think of them as lesser creatures than yourself, yet still respect them in all the ways they deserve, the better you’ll be.”

Kamal snapped the tip of his crop against Luke’s thigh, very close to where the ponyboy’s penis swelled in its steel cage. 

 “Getting a bit tight there, Luke? You like our new stable hand.”

Luke whined and shifted his feet, then let his eyes run over me as I felt an electric jolt go through me. 

“Oh, shit,” I couldn’t help muttering as my hand instinctively came down to rub against the aching cock in my jeans. I blushed and let my hand fall to the side, embarrassed.

Luke’s chest rose and fell as his eyes pierced mine with obvious interest and white-hot desire.

“Luke’s a little pent-up these days,” Kamal said. “You’ll have to excuse him.”

“Why? He not performing adequately?” Adam asked, looking critically over the blond ponyboy.

“Nothing I can’t handle.” Kamal grinned. “I’ve been giving him some motivation in the form of deliberate neglect of certain needs until he gives me what I’m after.”

“I see. An excellent technique.”

“I’ve always had good results with orgasm denial.”

“Except he looks like he wants to fuck our new stable hand into the ground right now.”

“Jesus,” I breathed. “Christ.”

A loud guffaw and a curse word broke the silence. Kamal turned and cracked his bullwhip in one fluid motion. “Enough! I expect you two to be able to stand in silence while I’m otherwise occupied!” he said, boots stomping on the wood floor as he marched over to the others.

“Both of you, turn and place your forelocks to the wall. Spread your legs.” The men were quick to obey. “You’ll wear your tails for the rest of the afternoon. That should help you to remember your manners.”

I glanced at Luke and Adam. Luke watched Kamal with interest as Adam stroked the ponyboy’s blond hair absently. Neither evinced any surprise at Kamal’s declaration.

Kamal threw the whip and the crop to the side and walked to a wooden table set up against the wall of the arena.

“Why not get Jensen to assist you? We’ll see if he can handle the job. We might as well find out now,” Adam said.

Oh hell no. What?

“Jensen, come over here, please,” Kamal ordered. 

Heart pounding in my throat, I took one last longing look at Luke and walked to where Kamal had opened one of the drawers of the cabinet.

Kamal took two objects from the drawer and placed them on a clean table beside the cabinet. Then he plunked a large jar beside the objects and opened the lid.

“Cover them with the stuff. I want these to slide in easily,” he said, glancing at the ponyboys. “Well, as easily as possible, anyway.”

I stared at the objects. 

“You’ve seen a butt plug before, Jensen?”

“Sure,” I lied, feeling out of my depth but determined to fake it. I’d heard of them, but never seen one. 

Kamal passed me a box full of latex gloves, and I pulled two out. As I drew them onto my shaking hands, I watched Kamal do the same. 

Then I looked at the objects again. “Are you going to—”

“Yes.” Kamal said bluntly. “Hurry up. I haven’t got all day.”

I nodded, scooping a handful of white cream from the jar and coating one of the large plugs with the stuff, trying not to touch the handsome tail. They really were quite clever, and I could imagine what they would look like once inserted. When I’d finished coating both with generous amounts of lube, Kamal picked one up.

“Bring the other and follow me. I’ll do one and you’ll do the other. Part of your job will be preparing the ponyboys for special performances where they will need to be fully decked out. As you can imagine, these plugs aren’t exactly comfortable, especially when the ponyboys are required to be active. But they look so very pretty.” Kamal grinned at me as he moved to the nearest ponyboy and placed a gloved hand on his pale backside. “This is Ben.”

I resisted the urge to laugh hysterically as I stood beside Kamal, holding a lubed butt plug horse tail. “Uh-huh. He’s very…well-proportioned.”

Kamal grinned as he slid the tip of the plug down the man’s ass crack as the man in question made a whimpering sound. “Open for me, Pony.”

If I thought too much about this, I wouldn’t be able to continue. I had to distance myself from the reality of what I was about to do. Never in a million years would I have believed I would be called upon to insert a butt-plug horse tail into a complete stranger’s ass, by another complete stranger, during a job interview. 

I had to think like a stable hand and believe I was learning new skills as a handler of a very unique breed of human horse. Sure, the act was sexual. It couldn’t not be sexual, considering I was attracted to men and here were two magnificent specimens of manhood, certainly. But at this moment, the two attractive men wanted to be horses, and who was I to deny them? This was their space, and I’d come into this environment unexpectedly and a little naively. But I wouldn’t ruin the experience because I was too conventional to think outside the box. 

Because I most certainly wasn’t. I could see what was going on here, and I supported everything I’d observed. I certainly didn’t believe there was anything wrong with the expression of a fetish. In fact, this fetish fascinated and aroused me, but if I thought about that too much, I wouldn’t be able to function either. So, I watched Kamal’s actions and pretended to be a stable hand learning a new skill, instead of the participant in a strange sexual ritual. Even though both were true. 

Ben widened his stance as Kamal moved the tip of the well-lubed device to the wrinkled skin of Ben’s anus. “Firm but gentle,” he said, rubbing the nub against the man’s hole and nudging steadily until the object began to push in. He kept up an even pressure as the rubber tip sank deeper and deeper into the man’s backside. Ben gasped as the largest part went in and groaned as his hole closed around the neck of the flange, holding everything inside. The black horsehair cascaded from the pale globes of Ben’s ass down over his muscular thighs.

Kamal removed his gloves and arranged the fall of hair carefully, tickling the delicate skin of his charge with deliberate intent as he did. “Very nice. Now go stand beside Luke and Adam.”
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