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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.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- P R 0 \
: /4]
4

“ONI THE RANCH

. A SPICY. OMY.W STORY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





