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Chapter One

 


Tania knew she was there for window dressing
and nothing more. The trainers and owners were always old men, the
jockeys were too short and wiry to be photogenic, and the few women
with any actual connection to the horses were often practical women
who, at best, could be described as plain. Through a friend of a
friend Tania had found herself invited to the private box at the
racetrack to be there to attract “the right kind of attention, the
right kind of eyes, and the right kind of media.”

“How do you know all this?” Tania had asked
Beth.

With a roll of her eyes Beth answered, “I’ve
been doing it for a few years. You’re expected to dress and play
the part. It’s all very discrete. The money’s under the table, and
it’s good money, just don’t discuss the fact that you’re being paid
to appear there. You at least have to pretend to have an interest
in horse racing.”

She needed the money because this summer she
hadn’t been able to land even a small role at a paying theater
production. Taking the train up to Saratoga and hobnobbing with the
moneyed elite didn’t sound so bad. It wasn’t an imposition to be at
the track every day, well-dressed and coifed, to cheer on whichever
horses she was told to. It was a bit of a drag after a few days,
but when the owner’s personal assistant slipped her an envelope
after the first week and she saw the cash in side, Tania resolved
that she could somehow struggle through six weeks of horse racing
in the afternoons and the endless, dreary, society-laded parties
that followed in the evenings.

It was made plain that she was expected to
pose for pictures with both the horses and the owners when
requested. A lot of that took place on the track, but even more
took place in the barns and private practice tracks outside of the
city. As a result, she started to become friendly with the
assistant trainers and many temporary helpers that were hired
during the summer. This was her crowd; more friendly and open for
adventures and fun. They weren’t looking to be seen in a magazine
or a society report, they were just living the life.

Seeing that Tania was lithe and athletically
built, at one point an assistant trainer convinced her to pose on a
horse. This started an overly-friendly relationship with Chuck.

“Chuck?” she asked. “Who names their kid
Chuck? Please tell me it’s short of Charles.”

He looked shyly at the ground and then
managed to meet her gaze. “Would you believe it’s actually short
for Charlemagne?”

She laughed at him. “No.” Once he showed her
his driver’s license she believed him. He was handsome if a bit
short. In heels she was taller than him, but she didn’t mind that
at all. When she was done with all the poses on the horse she asked
him. “Now what?”

“What do you want to do?”

Tania blew a lock of her long brown hair out
of her face. “Not pose for more pictures or pretend to like the
owners. Jesus, what do you guys do for fun around here. I’m
bored.”

Chuck looked around the barn and said,
“Mostly the guys get drunk, get high, or hire prostitutes.”

She laughed, flirting with him. “None of
those interest me right now, especially the hiring of prostitutes.”
It was impossible for her not to smile. “I’ve never had to pay to
get it.”

“Never?”

“Pretty girls get what they want.”

Chuck was nervous but asked, “What do you
want?”

After a quick glance around the barn Tania
asked, “Is there anywhere private we can go around here?”

The barn was intended for just one purpose:
training horses, but trainers and jockeys and grooms could be
creative when they had to be. Chuck led Tania to the private office
that was nothing much more than a desk, a phone and a filing
cabinet. The room was small and what little available space
remained was filled with various bits of riding equipment.

They fell onto each other. The smell of horse
was strong on Chuck which Tania didn’t mind but made her wonder
what she smelled like. His scent was mixed with the odor of the
various oils and waxes that were stored in the office. While she
hated to admit it, the smell was starting to turn her on. She could
feel the dampness in her panties. For the pictures she had been
given formal riding clothes. The tight gray pants hid almost
nothing to the imagination. The form-fitting jacket and white shirt
also gave an obvious outline to her body. After she kissed him,
Chuck understood he had her permission to use her body, and
consequently stripped off her clothes.

He didn’t so much as strip her as just push
aside her clothing. The button down shirt was easy enough to open
up and expose her athletic bra. This he pushed up to expose her
tits where he could kiss and bite the nipples; the way his stubble
scrapes her soft flesh tickled and delighted her. She gasped at the
rough treatment but encouraged him along. Her pants he just pushed
down to her knees, along with her plain white cotton panties that
wanted to stick to her wet shaved pussy. He kissed her again, once
more roughly and fiercely, as his hand went between her legs,
sliding along her slit.

She was wet; she knew that, and his fingers
went right inside her pussy, making her shudder. Since he worked
with his hands all day, his fingers were large and strong, filling
her up and increasing her desire for more. Without permission he
spun her around so she faced away from him. “From behind?” he
asked.

“That’s the way I like it,” she replied.
Tania didn’t really care how she had sex as long as it was good.
Facing away from Chuck be bent her over one of the saddles on a
heavy stand that occupied the corner of the room. To give himself
enough space, he stepped on her pants, forcing them the rest of the
way to the floor. She only brought one foot out of the tangle of
material, that was all that was needed to fully open her legs and
allow him access.

Bent as she was over the saddle, Tania arched
her back and invited him in. It had been a long time since she had
had sex with someone she barely knew and she was excited at having
a new lover. As a result she was more than ready for him which was
good because Chuck didn’t bother to go down on her, to make sure
her pussy was ready, nor did she put her mouth on his cock. He just
opened up his jeans, took out his manhood, and put it between her
legs.

There was no effort at all for him to fit the
head between her lips. They parted and opened up nicely. When she
reached down to help guide him in, Tania was first delighted, and
then alarmed, at how big and firm he was. “Holy fuck,” she gasped
as she ran her fingers along his length. He was massive, at least
as far as she could determine with just her fingers and not seeing
his cock.

“I know I’m big,” Chuck said sounding
half-apologetic as he spoke. “I’ll take it easy on you.”

“I don’t mind,” Tania gasped as he starting
pushing deeper into her channel. “I like ‘em big.”

“I’ve had some women complain.”

She laughed deep and low in her throat, her
amusement mixed with her lust. “I won’t complain. The bigger the
better for me.”

“Are you a size queen?” he asked. Her fingers
were still down between her legs and used them to check to see how
much further he could go. It was more than she could imagine.

“I guess so. Yeah. I don’t like small
dicks.”

“Is mine good enough for you?”

“So far,” she moaned. “Is this why you work
with horses?” she asked as she was finally able to reach his balls
and squeeze them gently. “Because you have a horse cock?”

He chuckled. “You could say that.” Now he was
all the way in and she was proud of herself for accommodating all
of his length—and width. Chuck wasn’t a slouch in the width
department either. He had filled her up more than any man before
him, stretching her to ridiculous dimensions. She knew other women,
including some of her friends, who complained about men with big
cocks who didn’t know how to use them, how they were just painful
to have shoved into their pussies, how the man just expected his
partner to fall to her knees and worship him just because he was
packing more meat between his legs than average. Tania had never
really understood these women. She loved a big cock and had ended
more than one relationship because her partner was smaller than
what she needed.

Chuck pulled out a little bit and then
started thrusting back and forth. His length scraped right along
the most sensitive part of the inside of her pussy, making her
tremble with delight. That wasn’t enough, of course, she kept her
right hand down on her pussy, lightly circling her clit, as she
held her weight against the far wall with her left hand. Chuck was
holding her hips with both hands while the majority of their
combined weight was held up by the saddle and its stand. She hoped
it would be able to hold both of them.

“I hate to do this to you,” Chuck said, “but
we have to make this quick. We don’t want to get caught.”

She nodded her head and looked halfway over
her shoulder at him. His brow was furrowed in concentration. His
light brown hair fell in his eyes as he moved his body back and
forth. The angled light coming into the office played over the
stubble of his three-day growth of beard. While Chuck might not be
tall, he was perfectly sized in other ways. “Make me cum at least
once and I’ll give you a second chance later on.”

It was a hollow promise, not that she didn’t
intend on following through with it, but because she was going to
sleep with him a second time no matter what. Tania didn’t easily
give up on a horse cock.

Her climax was quick and sharp, the way she
liked them. She actually had to bite down on the meat of her thumb
in order to keep from crying out too loudly. Once he knew that she
had climaxed her finished and all but flooded her pussy with a
heavy dose of spunk.

“Oh, god, I needed that,” Tania said as he
collapsed on top of her.

“Thank you,” he said politely. Neither wanted
to break the tie of their sexes, but eventually even Chuck’s big
cock started shrinking to the point where it was impossible for him
to remain inside of her. As he withdrew and then pulled his jeans
into place he said, “Don’t move.”

“Why?” she asked and then teased. “Do you
want a picture of it?”

“I was going to clean you up a little.” From
a box of supplies on the floor he had found some paper towels. He
reached between her legs and wiped away both her juices and his
semen. There were plenty of both. This was a bit of a
disappointment to Tania because she liked the feel of a man’s
leavings as they dripped out of her. Still, it was probably a good
thing. She didn’t want to deal with her boss—and Chuck’s—with a
giant wet spot on her riding costume.

Once she was moderately presentable and their
clothes were back in place she said to him, “You only half
satisfied me. A gentleman knows how to please his lady.”

“Tonight?” he asked.

“I have the races to attend and then a dinner
party. Ten o’clock?”

“Sounds fine.”

“Where?”

“Here.”

She frowned at his suggestion.

“We’ll meet here,” he clarified. “I’ll take
you somewhere else.”

“As long as it has a bed.”
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