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Hayride

Old habits apparently died hard for Connor, he lay on the itchy straw dreaming about his wife Ella. Wife, he wasn’t sure if he could really call her that anymore, even in his head. It had been over a year since she had sent him to the barn, then he had gone willingly, excitedly even. She had finally agreed after months and months of him bothering her to play out his dirty little fantasy. He had asked her time and time again to keep him in the old barn on their property as her pony. He had fixed up the barn to make it a bit nicer, built a small chariot she could attach to his harness, so she could ride him. He had already purchased all the gear including the bit that would keep him from speaking. He had bought her a fine leather whip and riding crop along with high black leather boots and a set of nice tan jodhpurs which he had previously given to her as a gift.

She had finally relented agreeing to keep him in the barn for two weeks where he would stay, not allowed to be released early nor be treated like a human during that time. He could still remember that night, he had been completely ecstatic when she helped him into the restraining harness and put him in the barn that first night. He rode an incredible high that night, but the rest of the two weeks turned out to be unlike what he expected. 

Connor tried to resist playing out the memories of that time in his head as he had done countless times before, it always bothered him, but he just couldn’t help it. Before he could stop himself, he was vividly recalling all of it, down to the slightest detail and with achingly painful clarity.

Ella just kept him there in the barn that first week, barely even letting him out of the stall. She checked on him twice a day but there had been no sexual interaction, no flirting or teasing like he had hoped for. She hadn’t worn the clothes he had bought her nor taken him for rides with the chariot he had made. She had only ever pet him a few times but mostly she just filled his feed and water before leaving again. By the end of the second week, she was scarcely paying him any attention at all and only visiting in the morning to make sure he had food and water before immediately exiting the bar, not to return until the following day. As the end of the second week approached Connor was incredibly bored and horny as the harness he was kept in didn’t allow him to reach his dick in order to masturbate. In his desperation, he had even tried to find something to hump in the stall, but nothing worked.

The final day, the day of release he had been so desperately waiting for finally came. When she arrived at the barn however something was a bit off. Ella’s hair was disheveled and the top few buttons of her shirt undone. She leaned against the fence just staring at him in his stall. Her behavior was incalculable, and Connor didn’t know what to make of it.

Connor’s brain kicked into high gear, racing with nervous adrenaline. What was she doing? She was going to let him out right? What was she waiting for? Why was she staring at him like that? Finally, with a heavy sigh, the beautiful curly haired brunette moved into the stall with him, looking resigned and downhearted.

What the hell was that about? Connor wondered to himself, why does she look so upset. He took a nervous step or two in the awkward bonds that he had been kept in helping to enforce the aspects of his position as a pony. Ella began to undo some of the clasps and harness buckles, necessitating her getting close to his cock. As she brushed it with her hand Connor became painfully and instantly hard. He had already been semi-hard, anxious to finally end this farce of a fantasy. Connor noticed something seem to stir in his wife though when she brushed his cock. She seemed to actually be paying attention to him for the first time in the past two weeks. She started unbuckling the harness a lot more slowly and Connor began to prance in anticipation. 

“Something the matter boy?” Ella asked, before reaching between his legs and fondling him lightly. The contact was electric for Connor as if someone had just touched a live wire to his spine. He went rigid and moaned into the bit gag. 

“Oh,” His wife giggled. “Someone does like this.”

Connor tried to turn to view her as she stopped fondling him and took a step back. The look in her eye intrigued and at the same time terrified him. She was staring at his cock intensely but dispassionately as if examining it logically and scientifically.

She took another step back putting a hand to her chin as if thinking. “No, I think….” She said softly as if speaking to herself. What was she doing Connor wondered, the harness was almost off, he was close to having sex with his wife and ending this horribly failed fantasy.

“I think.” She said again. “You can stay like this.” Her words became louder and firm as she stopped talking to herself and started talking at him, at him as if he was just a pony.

No Connor yelled or tried to through the binding bit gag. All that came out was an unintelligible garble.

“Calm down boy,” Ella said in a commanding tone.

Calm down? Calm down? Connor thought wildly, he couldn’t calm down. He couldn’t be left like this. He immediately started bucking and wriggling, trying to free himself from the rest of the harness, jerking wildly on the teether around his neck attached to the back wall of the stall.

“Connor!” Ella said commandingly. “Calm down!”

He ignored her and continued his desperate bid for escape, shrugging and jumping, trying to free himself. The harness was loose, but enough buckles weren’t undone, perhaps he could snap a few of them he thought desperately. Sudden pain blossomed along his exposed ass, sharp and distinct. A second later he heard the crack, he felt another lash of pain upon his thigh this time and he dropped from the unexpected feeling. 

His wife stood just outside the stall having taken the whip off the pegboard where it had hung set out for her by Connor when he had prepared the barn for his two-week stay. She hadn’t used it, she hadn’t even touched it the entire time, until now.

“Connor!” She said in an authoritative tone. “You stay still and lay right there, or I will whip you again.”

He lay on the ground gasping in pain into the gag, he had never realized just how much a whip would hurt. Of course, he had never expected her to use it in earnest, this was way beyond his fantasy. Ella eyed him suspiciously before stepping quickly into his stall. She immediately redid up his harness, fastening the buckles securely before stepping outside of the stall and closing the gate.

“Now, I know you're excited Connor, about remaining my pony.” Ella began.

Connor missed the next bit of what she said. Excited? How could he be excited? How could she have misread the situation so badly? How could he be excited about remaining like this? Her next words brought his attention back to her.

“But you can’t go jumping around like that, someone could get hurt. So, it’s clear to me you will require extensive training, perhaps a couple of months or more. I think I have a good idea of just what to do to get it for you, and it will work out wonderfully for me too.” She blew him a loving kiss and left the barn.

Connor lay there on the pile of hay absolutely stunned. Had she really just left him here when he was supposed to get out? More importantly, had she really said the word months? Surely, surely she wouldn’t do that. This must just be her idea of the game perhaps? Finally, playing along with him when she saw how aroused he had become? That must be it he told himself, because the other possibility, the possibility where he was trapped here like this for several months was simply too much to take.

Even though it was morning Connor felt exhausted, his previous hard on dissipated; he simply tried to get as comfortable as he could on his bed of hay before falling asleep. He awoke the next morning tired and groggy from oversleeping to a pair of voices. The first he recognized as his wife, Ella. The second voice was unfamiliar to him, but it sounded strong, a female voice tinted with a stiff accent.

“There he is,” Ella said as the pair of women came around the corner. His wife was dressed in far more provocative clothing than was her usual and she looked far cheerier than her normal disposition. The woman standing beside her was dressed in what two weeks ago would have been Connor’s ultimate fantasy. She had long, dark, and perfectly straight hair with a black riding helmet tucked up under one arm. She had on a tight-fitting white shirt, tan riding pants, and long black leather boots. She held a riding crop in her other hand and swished it expertly through the air. “You! Up, Up, UP!” She said loudly at Connor who had already been rising.

The new woman looked him up and down critically. “Yes, I can see I have my work cut out for me.” She said in her slower, almost strung out accent. “Is good that you called.”

“Yes,” Ella replied happily. “You have a great reputation with training ponies. He seemed to really get excited about the whole situation and his new life, so I wanted to make sure I found the best trainer possible. Money isn’t really a problem for me, I have access to all his bank accounts, so I can afford to pay you fees. I even have a couple of spare bedrooms, I’d be happy to pay extra so you can stay here and get more training time in with him.”

“I think we can work something out. I will discuss the possibilities with you tonight at dinner, yes?”

“That sounds great. I’m got to get going now, I have things to do.” Ella responded joyously. She reached over the gate and patted the side of Connor’s face fondly. “Have a good time with Sasha Connor, I’m sure she will take good care of you and have you in perfect pony form in no time!” With that, she left the barn, a visible spring in her step.

What the hell was she so excited about Connor wondered. He turned to eye the stern-looking Sasha. She stared at him, it was practically a glare, he shied away from her gaze as subtly as he could, but he didn’t miss the look of satisfaction that crossed her face when he did. 

“Well, first things first ya?” Sasha said opening the gate and stepping into his stall. Connor backed away, but she grabbed ahold of his teether and positioned him so that his back was to her and he couldn’t do much other than sway back and forth. “We must establish which one of us is in charge, and which one of us is the horse.” With that she brought her riding crop down on his ass, it was a swift sharp sting and he winced.

“Ohhhh, pony.” She said. “We are only just getting started.”

Close to an hour later Connor was slumped against the wall. His ass cut and bruised from Sasha’s crop. She stood behind him looking satisfied with her work. She loosened his tether so that he could move about his stall again. “I am going to have lunch now, I will be back, and we’ll begin your training with some simple exercises to get you into shape for your owner.”

Connor just lay there, his ass on fire, he didn’t think he would even be able to get up let alone do any sort of simple exercises. Oh, but how he was wrong, Sasha was nothing if not a taskmaster, and so it went. The first few days were the worst for him. Sasha was relentless, and she pushed him far past exhaustion, she drove him so hard he didn’t have the strength to resist. Not that he would, she had made it clear to him the first day if he ever did she would make the first session with the crop seem like feather tickling, promising to use the whip Connor himself had given his wife.

By the end of the month, Connor was the perfect pony, and his wife was joining Sasha for rides in a chariot he himself had built for this very purpose. They ran him along various trails through the woods surrounding Ella’s house. Some days they would stop and have a picnic drinking wine while he stood tethered to a tree, other days Sasha would make him jump hurdles in mock tournaments, competing against impossible times that Sasha had made up, insisting that other “ponies” could do it. During these Ella would sometimes stand at the sideline clapping enthusiastically whenever he cleared a jump.

It wasn’t till one summery evening when the two women were stabling him for the night that Sasha told Ella his training was almost complete. “There isn’t much else I can teach him, Ella, he still has far to go before attaining any semblance of mastery, but the basic skills are there. There is little more for me to do.”

“I see.” Said Ella “So what do you think I should do with him?” She asked Sasha as if Connor couldn’t understand the conversation going on right in front of him. 

Sasha shrugged a non-caring shoulder. “Ride him? Keep him to fulfill your desires or let him remain unused here in the barn for the remainder of his life. If neither of these things suits you, you could always sell him.” 

“Sell him?” Ella asked, her tone implying she was more curious as to how such a thing would work rather than aghast at the idea of actually selling her husband. Connor’s mind blurred as the conversation continued, the women not taking notice of the grunting noise of distress he made through the gag.

“Yes, he wouldn’t fetch the highest price or anything but there are those who would pay well for a pony with his basic instructions. I can give you the names and contact information if you like.”

Ella finally glanced at Connor and saw the pleading he was attempting at putting in his eyes, hoping she could read his feelings. “Perhaps,” Ella said slowly “I’ll take the information just in case, thank you, Sasha. I’ll finish bedding him down for the night and see you for breakfast in the morning?”

“Of course,” Sasha responded, and she left Ella alone with Connor in the barn.

Ella turned to face a desperate-looking Connor, as he tried to beg her with his eyes to simply take the gag out. Connor was sure if he could just talk to her, just explain this was all a mistake, that this wasn’t what he wanted anymore. That he wanted everything to go back to the way it had been before all this, that she would understand and set him free.

Finally, Ella spoke giving no indication she had understood his silent pleadings at all. “Things can’t go back to the way they were Connor.”

Connor’s face fell as his heart plummeted at his wife’s crushing words. “You see Connor I have a boyfriend, I’ve been seeing someone behind your back, even before we tried all those pony stuff.” She waved her hand indicatively at the barn and its contents. “He makes me truly happy and I enjoy being with him. I had him over every night those first two weeks you were locked down here in this barn and it was Glorious. We made love two or three times a day at least and his cock is so satisfyingly thick.” She said, her voice taking on a tone of lust. She glanced at his slightly less than average-sized cock. “Unlike yours Connor.”

She paced the stall’s gate in front of him and he tracked her with his eyes, unable to look away as she sentenced him to this life, permanently. “I was dreading the day I had to let you out, those two weeks had been so wonderful with you locked up down here and I just couldn’t stand the thought of things going back to the boring way they had been, but then I saw just how much this being a pony business turned you on. It was then that I realized the solution to both our problems. I can keep my boyfriend and all your money, and this wonderful lifestyle and you get to live your lifelong dream of being a horse. I remember how often you used to tell me that fantasy about being kept like this forever.

She looked at him, getting very close, her face pressed near his in some kind of euphoric desperation for him to understand. “So, you see Connor, this really is perfect for all of us. My boyfriend and I can keep fucking and you can keep being a horse.” With that his wife leaned forward and kissed him on the head before withdrawing for the night, leaving a crushed and broken Connor behind.

Connor managed to pull himself out of his self-abusive thoughts of those first few weeks well over a year ago as he heard a loud noise coming close to the barn. He got up quickly and tried to peek through the crack in one of the wood slats on the barn. He could just make out what looked like a trailer. Not a moment after he managed to identify the thing outside the barn several people came into the barn talking to each other. It startled Connor and he took a nervous step back inside the stall. The only people in his year and a half spent in the barn that had ever come in had been his wife Ella and the trainer Sasha though he hadn’t seen her in close to a year.

However, she stood among the crowd of people now, dressed as he had seen her before. With her were what looked to be two strong men, dressed like farmhands. Standing a little apart from her was another woman, older and dressed in rich refined clothing. Beside them was Connor’s wife Ella and a man Connor had never seen before, he was tall, dark, and handsome. The boyfriend Connor guessed, he had never come down here before. Even now a flash of shame ran through Connor at being cuckolded and kept as a horse by his wife, the feeling doubled down by being seen in such a predicament by so many strangers.

Ella stepped forward, away from her handsome boyfriend. “Connor, today is a very special day. You see” She held up her hand in front of his face so that he could see a diamond ring on her finger. “Amell has asked me to marry him and of course I said yes.” 

Connor stood stunned facing the crowd and his wife, now-former wife. Unable to even make a sound.

Ella blushed happily “I know you are just super excited for us but as you can imagine this does present me with a bit of a problem. However, I’ve come up with the perfect plan. I’ve already filled the divorce papers so that part is taken care of but since I can’t have you hanging around and I don’t want to ruin your dreams of being a horse I’ve decided to sell you to Lady Margaret. You see she has a stable where she keeps several ponies, so you’ll even have someone to frolic with at her pasture. This way we both still get what we want.”

“Noooo” Connor tried to say into the bit gag but as always it came out unintelligible.

Seeing the desperation and pain in his eyes Lady Margaret announced. “I’ll take him. Carlos, Bart, load him into the trailer please.” She then turned to Ella. “Shall we conclude the paperwork in your office?”

“That sounds lovely,” Ella responded. “I’d like to get this settled and done with as soon as possible.”

The End
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