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I’m supposed to be mucking out stalls at this job I didn’t even want to take. I’m not supposed to be daydreaming about my brother’s best friend. But here I am, leaning on my pitchfork, watching as Landon checks the fencing on the far paddock. Something about the way his shoulders flex under his worn t-shirt makes my stomach flutter. At thirty-two, he’s ten years older than me, and those added years give him an authority that makes my knees weak.

I snap back to reality when I realize he’s heading my way, his expression unreadable beneath the brim of his cowboy hat. Shit. How long was I staring? I think taking this job was a mistake.

“Working hard or hardly working, Hailey?” he calls out, his deep voice carrying across the stable yard.

I roll my eyes dramatically. “Maybe I’d work harder if the view wasn’t so distracting,” I shoot back, immediately regretting the words. What is wrong with me? I basically just told my brother’s best friend I was checking him out.

Landon goes very still, and the playful atmosphere evaporates instantly. His jaw tightens as he steps into the shadowy barn, pushing his hat back to reveal those intense green eyes.

“What did you just say?” he asks, and his voice has gone dangerously low.

Oh fuck. What have I done? My heart hammers against my ribs, and the pitchfork suddenly feels slippery in my sweaty palms. I should apologize, but something about that stern look makes my core clench traitorously.

“I was just joking around,” I mumble, trying to sound casual but failing miserably. “You know, making conversation.”

“That kind of conversation could get you in trouble,” he says, moving closer until he’s standing right in front of me. The scent of hay, leather, and sun-warmed skin envelops me.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I lie, looking down at my dusty boots. My cheeks are burning, and I know he can see right through me.

“Don’t you?” He takes the pitchfork from my hands and leans it against the wall, then crosses his arms over his chest. “What am I going to do with you, Hailey?”

My pussy buzzes at his words, and I press my thighs together, trying to ignore the heat building between them. Please let it be something dirty. 

The thought flashes through my mind, and I’m mortified at myself. I should get out of here before I make a fool of myself. Landon got me this summer job at the ranch he works at, and he’s technically my boss. This could cost me my job and my summer housing since I don’t have anywhere else to go until college starts up again in the fall. 

“Look at me,” he commands suddenly.

I should apologize and get back to work. Instead, I find myself raising my eyes to meet his, my breath catching at the intensity I find there.

“Listen, I—” I start to say, but the words come out all wrong—too breathy, too eager.

“Turn around and place your hands on the stall door,” he instructs, his voice leaving no room for argument.

I should refuse. I should tell him this is inappropriate and walk away. Instead, I turn slowly and place my palms flat on the rough wooden door, my heart threatening to beat right out of my chest.

I hear him move behind me, and then I feel the heat of his body, not quite touching mine but close enough that I can feel it radiating off him. Holy shit, what is he planning to do?

“You’ve been testing my patience since you got here,” he says, his breath warm against my ear. “Always with the smart comments and watching me when you think I don’t notice.”

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, though I’m not sorry. 

“No, you’re not,” he replies. “But you will be. Ten swats should help remind you who’s in charge here. And you’re going to count each one.”

My breath catches. Is he threatening to spank me? “Landon, someone might come in here.” 

I glance nervously at the barn entrance.

“Everyone’s at lunch,” he says, and something about the fact that he’s thought this through makes me wet. “Now, are you going to accept your punishment?”

I swallow hard. “I’ll accept it,” I say. I’ve had a crush on him every since my 18th birthday when he came over with my brother for a family dinner and he brought me a silver tiara. I’m not going to miss this chance to get his hands on me, punishment or not. 

His large hand comes to rest on my ass, smoothing over the worn denim of my jeans, and I shiver uncontrollably.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and those two simple words send a zing of pleasure straight to my core.

SMACK. 

His hand comes down firmly, and fire blooms across my right cheek. I gasp, unprepared for how it feels—painful, yes, but it also sends shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

“Count,” he reminds me, his voice stern.

“One,” I whisper.

“Louder,” he demands.

“One, Sir,” I say, and something about saying ‘Sir’ makes this extra dirty. I’ve never called anyone Sir in my life, but it feels right—necessary, even.

SMACK. 

The second blow lands on my left cheek, harder than the first.

“Two, Sir,” I say without prompting, my voice steadier now.

By the fifth swat, I’m squirming, but not to get away. This should hurt—it does hurt—but my pussy is getting wetter with each spank, and I’m pressing back slightly, almost asking for more.

“Halfway there,” Landon says, his voice huskier than before. “How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” I gasp, not willing to admit how turned on I am.

“Just fine?” His hand slides around my hip, then between my thighs, and I freeze as his fingers press against the seam of my jeans. “Are you sure you’re not wet?”

“Oh God,” I moan, mortified and aroused in equal measure.

He unbuttons my jeans and slides his hand inside to find my wetness through my cotton panties, and he groans. “Fuck, you’re soaked.”

I should be embarrassed, but the way he says it, with that note of wonder in his voice, makes me desperate for more.

“Please, Sir,” I whisper, not even sure what I’m asking for.

“Tell me what you want,” he commands, his fingers still teasing me through my underwear.

“I want you,” I admit, my face burning with the confession. “I need you to touch me.”

He pauses, and when he speaks again, his voice is serious. “Are you sure? This changes things between us.”

“Yes, please,” I breathe, rocking against his hand. 

He slides his hand inside my panties, and when his fingers make contact with my clit, I nearly sag against the stall door. 

“Holy shit,” I gasp as he circles my clit. My hips buck involuntarily, and I widen my stance, like a shameless slut. Who lets an older man finger them like this and enjoys it? 

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his other arm wrapping around my waist, steadying me. “Let me hear you.”

Something about his approval makes everything more intense, and I moan loudly as he slides a finger inside me, then two, stretching me in the most delicious way.

Pressure builds in my core as he works me with his fingers, and I chase the feeling, rolling my hips against his hand.

“I’m going to come,” I warn him, my voice breaking.

“Do it.” He curls his fingers to hit that perfect spot inside me, and I shatter, crying out as waves of pleasure crash over me.

I collapse forward against the door, little tremors still rippling through me as he gently removes his hand. When I finally catch my breath and turn around, his eyes are dark with desire, but there’s something else there too—concern.

“Are you okay?” he asks softly, brushing hay from my hair.

“Yes. That felt amazing.” I tell him honestly, my heart still racing.

He pulls me against his chest, and I rest my head there, listening to his heartbeat. Something about the way he’s  holding me, protective and possessive all at once, tells me this might happen again. 

And for the first time since coming to this ranch, I’m glad I took the summer job here. Mucking stalls might suck, but if this sexy older man is going to give me orgasms, I might just make it through the summer. 
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I’ve been avoiding Landon for three days since our encounter in the barn. Not that it’s easy to avoid someone on a ranch this size, but I’ve managed by volunteering for the most remote tasks and switching my lunch schedule. Yeah, I’m a coward. But every time I think about what happened—him spanking me, his fingers inside me, the way I came all over his fingers—I panic. Plus, I’m actually a virgin, not that he knows that, but thinking about what a little slut I was makes my face burn, and I can’t think straight. 

Today, though, my luck runs out. I’m in the tack room, organizing saddles that don’t need organizing, when the door opens and closes with a click.

“Running from me won’t work forever, Hailey.”

Oh God. Something about his voice sends tingles straight down my spine.

“I’m not running,” I lie, still not facing him. “I’m working. Which is what I’m paid to do.”

“Look at me,” he says, and it’s the same commanding tone from the barn that makes my knees weak.

I turn slowly, crossing my arms over my chest like some kind of shield. “What do you want?”

He’s leaning against the closed door, looking unfairly good in worn jeans and a button-down with the sleeves rolled up to reveal those tanned forearms. Something about the casual way he’s blocking the only exit makes my pussy
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