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Chapter One


“So, what you’re telling me is that I can order a man, just like a pizza?” Kayla Foreman asked with a small frown, raising one slim auburn eyebrow doubtfully at the woman across from her. Usually this particular look caused panic among her subordinates, but it wasn’t having the desired effect today. The current recipient of her Dragon Lady Stare seemed strangely oblivious to her intimidation tactics.
Kayla couldn’t actually remember the last time she’d been unable to fluster an opponent. She was a firm believer in keeping the upper hand, no matter what. Today, however, she was feeling more like the mouse than the cat for a change. A slither of discomfort slid through her at the thought of giving up even an inch of power to anyone else. Especially this woman who sold sex for a living.
Trying to appear casual and detached, Kayla crossed her long, silk-clad legs and picked imaginary lint off her tweed skirt as she waited for a response.
“Not at all,” said the elegant woman sitting behind the large, marble-topped desk. She smiled indulgently at Kayla, and leaned back in her chair for a moment before resuming her rigid upright position. “A pizza has a limited amount of options, and isn’t guaranteed to satisfy you. Our product, however, is only limited by your imagination. And if we somehow fail to live up to your expectations, we will gladly refund your money.”
Kayla gestured around her at the tastefully opulent office space owned by Delta of Venus Inc. “Miss Bright. I’ve been running my own multi-national sales department for the past six years. Surely you don’t expect me to believe that you can make this kind of profit in this economy without some kind of stipulation to prevent you clients from demanding a refund. Whether they’re satisfied with your product, or not?”
“I can honestly say that in the eight years this branch has been in operation, we’ve only been asked to issue one refund. And that was due to an ethical dilemma, rather than client dissatisfaction.” Miss Bright frowned at the memory, as if still offended by their imperfect record.
“Only one? That’s very impressive. What was the dilemma exactly?” Kayla asked, expecting her to decline to answer, or change the subject. She was quite shocked when Miss Bright returned her enquiring gaze directly and answered her with refreshing candor.
“The client and the Scene Facilitator fell in love. And technically it was not the client who asked for the refund, but the gentleman. He felt it was wrong to take her money once he became personally involved with her, so we respected his wishes and issued a refund.” She shrugged her shoulders and smoothed one hand over her already flawless platinum chignon.
“You call your hustlers ‘Scene Facilitators?’” Kayla asked with a smile, making air quotes with her fingers at the expression. “Talk about grandiose language. Be honest. Your stable of studs can’t be that much better than what you would find in an upscale brothel. Only the gender of your clientele is different.”
Instead of appearing offended, Miss Bright seemed amused. She gave a tinkling little laugh and shook her head in disbelief. “Our hustlers? How delightful. Our SFs are a far cry from the street prostitutes you envision. Most of our gentlemen have prominent careers; absolutely none of them are on drugs. And they do this because they want to, not because they have to.”
“They want to have sex with strange women for money?” Kayla asked doubtfully.
Miss Bright nodded. “Why wouldn’t they? How many people can say they fulfill fantasies for a living? It’s a dream job for many men. In fact, if you asked any random fellow on the street, I’m positive he would gladly join our ‘stable of studs’ as you so eloquently put it.”
Kayla crossed her arms and frowned. “But they have no choice. If a flatulent grandma with a goiter bigger than my head hires them, they still have to perform, don’t they? Or do you have Viagra on hand at all times to help out when your boys can’t get lead in their pencils?”
Miss Bright’s smile widened at Kayla’s expression but she didn’t lose her professional demeanour. “Erectile enhancements are not typically used by our SFs, unless specifically requested by a client. Some women require a man with a great deal of stamina to achieve their release. But artificial means are rarely necessary.”
Kayla’s eyes widened in disbelief. “They never go soft?” She nearly shouted. “Is this what you’re telling me? No matter what the situation or how weird the request? How is this possible when half the guys out there either can’t get it up, or can’t keep it up?”
“Half? Really? How interesting. And sad. No wonder our service is so popular. But as I said earlier, erectile dysfunction would certainly be grounds for a refund considering our objective is sexual fantasy fulfillment. And yet it’s never been an issue. But this may be related to our screening process. Not only are all our SFs given thorough physical exams by our licensed medical staff to ensure they are free of disease and in prime physical health. They’re also subjected to comprehensive psych evaluations to ensure that they have the proper attitude towards our clients and their roles.”
“And what is the proper attitude exactly?”
“Why, it’s very simple. They must adore and respect women. And feel honored to be providing this very specialized service.”
“So, they really enjoy doing this?” Was it possible? Kayla’s career required her to be tough and occasionally even ruthless, but she prided herself on being fair. Exploiting another person to meet her needs didn’t fit in with the ethical standards she required of herself and those around her. She had some real reservations regarding the idea of paying for sex. However, if Miss Bright was correct, then maybe some of the shame and guilt could be alleviated and she could actually go ahead with this rather unconventional method of fulfilling her fantasy. She hadn’t been having much luck with traditional methods, so maybe her only alternative was to call in a professional.
“Of course. In fact, one of our gentlemen once told me that doing this for a living made it difficult to settle for regular sex.”
Kayla snorted in disbelief. “Really?”
“Really. The complexity and detail required to fulfill a client’s fantasy made him re-think his entire approach to pleasuring a woman. It’s a stereotype, but it also happens to be true that a man’s fantasy life often extends to the physical attributes of his partner or partners, and maybe the sexual position they assume. If he’s feeling particularly inspired, maybe wardrobe, such as lingerie might play a part. But a woman needs a setting, a story, and some kind of connection to feel safe and aroused. Our SFs provide those things.”
“Interesting. So this gigolo, he felt he was serving a higher purpose by screwing these women for money?”
Miss Bright ignored her sarcastic tone. “In a way. Does this make you feel better about proceeding with your registration?” She leaned forward and pulled a red folder towards her. Opening it she scanned the documents within for a moment and then looked expectantly up at Kayla over her stylish rimless glasses.
Kayla shrugged her shoulders and waved a hand at the folder. “I don’t know. This all seems very strange. Cold, somehow. Choosing a sex partner should be more passionate and personal than making out a grocery list, shouldn’t it?”
“But you aren’t choosing a sex partner, Miss Foreman. You’re selecting a living sex object. Chosen based on your preferences and 100 % willing to participate in a scenario designed by you for your ultimate sexual experience. And that is quite different from selecting a cantaloupe at the market or a sex partner. That term implies that you are on equal footing in deciding how your scene will be played out. In this situation, however, you are all powerful and make all the choices. They are merely enthusiastic props in your fantasy.”
“Wow, talk about dehumanizing. If they’re just sex objects, then why don’t I save myself the ten grand and just buy some batteries for my vibrator instead?” Kayla knew she was being outrageous, but she really wanted to shake this woman’s icy calm.
To her credit, Miss Bright didn’t flinch. “Only you can answer that question. Obviously, your personal satisfaction device isn’t providing you with what you need. I’m fairly certain we can come up with a situation that can.”
“I’m still not sure. Doesn’t this seem fairly extreme? Maybe I should try internet or speed dating first. Isn’t that what women do today when they want a man?”
“Those methods are all excellent options for someone looking for a mate or even a tryst. You, however, are looking to live out a fantasy. I suppose you could post some kind of tawdry advertisement on the internet.” Miss Bright waved one elegant manicured hand at the stream-lined computer monitor sitting to one side of her desk. “But who knows how long that would take or what kind of individual you might attract. And you still wouldn’t be completely in control. Whoever answered your ad might not want to play by your rules. Besides, those methods really don’t seem consistent with your nature. You’ve become a very successful business woman by employing the most direct and efficient route possible to attain your goals. I really don’t see why this should be any different. Do you?”
This annoyingly calm woman made an excellent point. Kayla had come from nothing and achieved everything she had ever wanted by the relatively young age of thirty-four. Through determination and hard work she had escaped the mediocrity she had felt was her destiny, and had never let indecisiveness enter her thought process. She was a woman of action and logic, not emotion. Never emotion.
Unfortunately, one can deny their humanity for only so long. And lately, it had become fairly obvious to Kayla that she needed more than just work to satisfy her. She was lonely, bored and unfulfilled. Not to mention, horny as hell. If she could just live out this one fantasy, the one that had plagued her since she was a teenager, she was convinced that she could move on with her life and maybe pursue some more conventional dating methods. Find someone suitable to share her life with rather than a few sweaty hours attempting, unsuccessfully, to relive the past.
“Okay. I think I’m ready. Just one more question and then we can get down to the details.” Kayla reached across the desk and tapped the red folder with her own nail-bitten fingertips. “Isn’t this illegal? I mean, you are sort of a pimp, aren’t you? And your ‘Scene Facilitators’ are really just ridiculously expensive hookers, right?”
This sparked an actual laugh from Miss Bright, and it transformed her face into something lovely, warm, and almost human. “I’ve never actually thought of myself or them in those terms before, but I suppose that would be an accurate description of our elemental roles. And yes, soliciting for sex is illegal. A victimless crime, but a crime nonetheless in the eyes of our misguided legal system. Definitely illegal in Vancouver. In Nevada, however, where all monetary transactions will occur, prostitution is a very common service. So, you will be paying D.O.V. Inc., a consulting fee, and we will simply be providing you with an appointment time and a location where you will meet with one of our representatives for a consultation.”
Kayla frowned. “I’m going to end up in a cell with Big Bertha Bull-dyke, aren’t I?”
Miss Bright grinned wickedly. “Only if that’s your fantasy. And believe me we can arrange it. Otherwise, I can assure you that you are perfectly safe from prosecution. Some of our past clients are very powerful and affluent women. And they're diligent in ensuring that our little operation exists under the radar of the legal system. You see, their images would become extremely tarnished if their activities with us became public knowledge. So, really, you have nothing to worry about. Shall we proceed?”
“I think so. What do you need to know? Everything is there in my application, isn’t it? I’ve checked all the relevant boxes, haven’t I?”
Miss Bright took a pen and circled something on the page she was looking at. “Not quite. There are still some minor details to determine. For instance, it doesn’t say anything here about condoms. Do you have a preference? Ribbed? Lubricated? I assume Magnum-sized is a requirement?”
Kayla stared at her for a moment before answering. It was downright disconcerting shifting their discussion from dodging the law straight into penis size. She hoped her scene facilitator was a lot more proficient at foreplay than Miss Bright. “Magnum-sized?”
“Yes, of course. For the gentleman who is rather generously endowed?”
“Ummm… let’s check that box. Definitely. But generous for a normal adult human male. Not for a rhinoceros or a sperm whale, right? In case I need to work the next day. I don’t want to be walking funny.”
This time Miss Bright actually giggled. “Our Scene Facilitators are usually limited to the human race, so no worries regarding adding bestiality to you list of legal transgressions.”
Kayla couldn’t help it. She gaped in shock. “Seriously? Women actually come to you with fantasies about animals? Wow. My cowboy fantasy must seem ridiculously tame by comparison.”
“Not at all. Every fantasy is unique and fascinating. And when I refer to limiting our SFs to the human race, I didn’t mean that we would indulge a client who wishes to engage in intercourse with an animal. That wouldn’t be an option since a non-human could not give consent. We also do not cater to individuals with a taste for children. Not even the pretense. All scenarios are between consenting adults. Though not always completely human consenting adults.”
Kayla shook her head as if to clear it. “I thought you said no animals?”
“Well, with the popularity of all those vampire books and movies, we do occasionally stage scenarios with supernatural elements. We have one rather hairy SF who makes a passable werewolf. With some help from our make-up and prosthetics team, of course. And don’t forget alien abductions. Some women find an anal probe quite titillating.”
“Clearly, I had no idea of the range of services you provide.”
“We do enjoy a challenge, but most women are just looking to live out something they’ve coveted their whole lives, but haven’t had either the confidence or opportunity to pursue. For some that means experimenting with multiple partners, or individuals from a different race, or gender. For others, like you, it’s a situation that you may have encountered, but which has never been resolved. And you need to experience it to its logical conclusion so you can move on. To exorcise it, if you will.”
“How did you know that? Maybe I just have a thing for cowboys. Many women do. At least judging by all the romance novels featuring them.”
“Perhaps. But if that was the case, you would have just asked to simply have carnal relations with a man in a cowboy hat. Maybe some chaps. Instead, you’ve requested a very specific scenario where you, ‘secretly watch a tall, well-built ranch-hand pleasure himself.’ Is this correct?”
Kayla couldn’t help it. She blushed madly. Despite Miss Bright’s detached tone, her fantasy sounded positively twisted when said out loud. “Umm… Yes. That’s correct.”
Miss Bright tapped the page with her pen. “We seem to be lacking some detail here. The more specific you are, the more vivid we can make your fantasy. For instance, in your fantasy, does the ranch-hand find his release from masturbation alone? Or does he find it with you?”
Oh God. Was she actually talking about this with this icy stranger? But she didn’t see how she could avoid it if her fantasy was going to become a reality. “Hopefully, both. I mean, I would, uh, like to watch him finish. And then after he discovers I’ve been watching him…” She couldn’t say it. She couldn’t say, then I’d like him to fuck me, good, long, and very, very hard. This very proper woman before her seemed about as sexual as a robot. She couldn’t possibly know what it was like to hunger for the weight and heat of a man. His deep penetration and overwhelming, single-minded passion.
“You’d like him to become aroused again and provide you with multiple orgasms through oral and then vaginal sex? What about anal?”
Kayla just blinked for a moment. “I think I’d rather not check that box. Thanks. I’m not a prude about it, but I think that’s probably not part of my fantasy. Is it a common request?”
“Hardly. But it does come up every once in awhile. Some women are curious about it and don’t feel comfortable asking their regular partners because they think they’ll be judged. Or they don’t trust their partner’s competence in that particular brand of pleasure.”
“Okay then. No, to the anal. Is there anything else I need to tell you?”
“Actually, yes. You said you wanted the cowboy to discover you spying on him. What do you envision his reaction to be? Angry? Embarrassed? Playful?”
Kayla paused. What did she want his response to be? How would Jake have reacted? Funny, she’d never thought about that. She'd just imagined him kissing her at the time. Not how he would have felt about her watching him. As she grew older, and her fantasies regarding that day had grown more raunchy, kissing had turned into enthusiastic and gradually kinkier sex. But would he have been angry? Probably. He had definitely thought of her as a pest, not a sexual creature at all. But she had loved him with all her adolescent, angst-ridden heart.



Chapter Two


The event that had become the basis for her obsession had occurred one sunny afternoon just after her fifteenth birthday. She had been in the loft of her family’s small barn, hiding from her mother’s constant nagging attention. She’d been lying on a great pile of hay, with her library books around her when Jake had come in from the field.
At eighteen, he was tall, lanky, and more beautiful than anything she’d ever seen. A friend of her older brother, he’d been staying in their barn that summer, doing some work around their modest farm to earn his keep. There was still a bruise, high on his tanned cheekbone, from his last altercation with his domineering step-father who bullied him unmercifully. That final fight had drove Jake out of his home and into the Foreman’s barn. There just wasn’t room in their tiny home to accommodate him there, but her family had done what they could to make him feel welcome.
When he entered the barn, she held her breath, hoping to avoid detection. If he saw her up there he’d tell her mother where she was and then she’d be forced to go back to the kitchen to learn how to be a “proper wife.”
She had zero interest in being a farmer’s slave/mate, but her mother still felt it was her mission in life to demonstrate to her daughter what was required of a woman living in their rural Alberta community. As far as Kayla was concerned that meant a lifetime of drudgery and poverty, without any relief in sight. A two bedroom house with six people sharing a single ancient bathroom was not her idea of living.
Even at 15, Kayla, or Katie as she was known then, did not want to emulate her mother’s meager existence. She wanted money and power, and she wasn’t going to get that by learning how to bake the perfect pie crust, or how to get cow manure stains out of area rugs. Education was the key to her future, so she spent every spare moment absorbed in the books that introduced her to new ideas and other worlds. Bigger, more important worlds than the dismal one she currently occupied. The only bright spot in her tiny town was Jake, and he was completely disinterested in her.
Looking down through the cracks in the floor, she saw him pass directly beneath her. He had taken off his hat, and his blonde hair was dark with sweat. Dust motes swirled around him in the late afternoon sunshine as he walked with some urgency toward the small pallet he slept on in one of the empty stalls. There was a small, blue pitcher on a table there and he dipped a rag into it, raised the rag over his head, and dripped water onto his upturned face in an attempt to cool off.
She watched as he dipped the cloth into the pitcher again and brought it to the back of his neck and then inside the collar of his plaid work shirt. Impatiently, he ripped open the snaps on his shirt and threw it on the pallet. Leaning down, he picked up the water container, strode to the middle of the barn floor where there was a drain, and dumped the water over his head. It sluiced down over his tanned, smooth skin and she drank in the sight of him, shiny and slick with moisture.
She’d watched him at the local watering hole this past summer, and she certainly wasn’t the only girl there who’d noticed how broad his shoulders had gotten or the way golden hairs had sprouted below his belly button. But seeing him here was different. More intimate. Like he was performing just for her. She felt an odd tightening between her legs as she heard him sigh in relief.
He shook his head like a dog and his shaggy hair sent droplets of water flying around him. Reaching for the clean, but threadbare towel hanging over the side of the stall, he rubbed his chest and shoulders with it as he walked back into the stall where he’d left his shirt. He set the pitcher down on the table and turned toward the wall.
She expected him to leave at this point, but instead he seemed to be taking an unnecessarily long time drying his body. When she performed this task it took all of 30 seconds, but Jake was prolonging the act of toweling off for some reason. His back was to her, so she couldn’t see his expression, but she imagined he had that quiet, concentrated look on his face that she knew so well. The same look that overcame him when he was performing a task that needed his complete focus, like mending a fence or feeding an animal.
In the complete silence of the barn, the sound of a zipper going down was unmistakable. She nearly giggled, thinking he was going to change his clothes right in front of her, but he didn’t remove his jeans. Instead he seemed to be reaching inside them. Is he going to urinate right here in the barn? She wondered, shocked. That seemed an odd thing to do when there were all kinds of bushes out back. But she didn’t hear the distinctive sound of urine hitting the floor. Wildly curious, she moved out of her nest of hay so she could get a better view of what he was doing. She perched on a bale, and peered down from directly above him, glad he seemed too distracted to notice when some hay she’d disturbed fell around him through the cracks in the loft floor.
The first thing she noticed from her new position was the harsh, almost pained expression on Jake’s angular face. His white teeth were clenched and his gaze was focused on the wall in front of him. She angled her position and was able to see a picture was taped there. She couldn’t make out the details, but it looked like a snap shot of Jake’s girlfriend, Hannah, in her stupid, red and white cheerleading uniform. Hannah with the enormous chest and complete disinterest in her boyfriend’s tragic living conditions.
Looking down from Jake’s transfixed face, she allowed her gaze to touch on his naked chest, the tiny brown nipples and the ripples of his tight abdomen. Then she noticed what he was doing. She could see his penis. He was rubbing his hand up and down the shaft in gradually quickening jerks. He was masturbating. She had three brothers, so she had heard them talk about ‘spanking the monkey’ before, but she’d been totally grossed out by the thought of them doing that. Seeing Jake touch himself, however, was shocking and wildly exciting. Watching him, sharing this with him, even without his knowledge, she felt that tingling between her thighs intensify and she pressed her palm there to relieve the pressure.
It didn’t help, so she experimented with cupping the mound between her coltish legs. She mimicked the motion of Jake’s fist as he boldly pumped his penis faster and faster. She pressed her fingers as deep as her denim shorts would allow and it felt divine. Up and down his hand went, and she watched hungrily as he flexed his hips in rhythm with his palm. She widened her stance on the bale of hay and was delighted when this new position allowed her better access to that odd sensitive spot she’d never really noticed before but which now demanded her attention.
Jake was making sounds now. Grunts and harsh exhalations that were both animalistic and beautiful in their urgency. She found that she was fighting to hold back similar mewling sounds in her own throat as the pleasure between her legs intensified.
“Oh God!” Jake cried, throwing back his head. His hand was moving so quickly that she could barely track its movements and his flesh made a sharp slapping sound as he pumped his fist wildly.
Suddenly, there was the sound of a car door slamming outside, and she could hear her brother, Robert, calling Jake’s name. She immediately yanked her hand away from where it had been buried in her crotch and edged as far away from the ledge as possible. If her brother saw what she had been doing she would die of embarrassment.
Below her, Jake stopped touching himself and froze like a rabbit scenting a predator. “Yeah, I’ll be right there,” he called, his voice surprisingly normal-sounding considering what he’d been doing just seconds before. He hung his head and took several deep breaths. When he was calm, he tucked himself back in his jeans with a pained expression on his face and rearranged the tail of his shirt to disguise his aroused state.
She watched him leave, silently bereft at being left alone in her own fevered condition. Closing her eyes, she could still see him there, touching himself and making those oddly arousing sounds in the back of his throat. Lying back on the hay, she moved her hand between her thighs again and wondered what it would be like if Jake ever kissed her. She squirmed in delight as the thought sent another wave of heat rushing through her. Clasping her thighs tightly together around her hand, she ground herself against her fingers and felt something wonderful loosen inside her, and then pleasure washed over her. Her quiet cry of exultation echoed in the dim barn, and she rolled to her side, thinking of that lonely boy who never once thought of her.

“I think I want him to be turned on by it,” Kayla said, looking at Miss Bright with challenge bright in her green eyes. “Yup, he should like being watched. A lot.” Why hold back? It was her fantasy and she needed to communicate what she wanted. This Miss Bright seemed uncommonly intuitive, but she couldn’t read minds. Or could she? Nothing would really surprise her about this woman.
Kayla had to be honest and quit worrying about being judged. What did she have to be embarrassed about anyway? Sex is a biological function and people are driven by their need for it. Wanting it is normal. She’d been denying herself for so long that she’d become some kind of repressed, workaholic spinster. Pursuing her fantasy was probably the most human thing she’d done in awhile. She was finished with being ashamed of her desires.
Miss Bright nodded. “I think I know just the gentleman. You are in for a treat.”
“Really?” Kayla asked, eagerly. “You already have someone in mind?”
“Oh. Yes. He’ll be perfect. But I have one last question. Don’t you think he would want to punish you? Just a little. For watching him?”
Kayla’s eyes widened. Was this woman serious? Did she look like she wanted someone to hurt her? A masochist? “What are we talking about here? A firm nipple twist? Or cigarette burns on my ass? Definitely do not check that box.”
Finally, the unshakeable Miss Bright looked a bit flustered. “Cigarette burns? Oh my. No. Nothing like that. Pain to that degree isn’t really something we encourage in our scenarios. It certainly has its place in BDSM culture, but it takes time and trust to build those relationships. So, I would never suggest something like that. What I was thinking was that maybe you might enjoy a little spanking. Many women do. A little twinge of pain can often intensify the pleasure.”
How the hell did this woman know she had always entertained a mild curiosity about spanking? It was unnerving how she seemed to know so much about her preferences. Things she’d never even admitted to herself. At least not seriously. “That sounds interesting, but I’m not really sure it’s something I’d be into. Do I have to commit to that now?”
“Absolutely not. It was just a suggestion. I was thinking about your scenario and how it would play out. Since you have stated that your previous sexual encounters have been fairly conventional, it seemed like the situation was perfect to explore something a little bit out of your comfort zone. But never-mind. You can definitely let him know at the scene if you’d like to try it.”
“How will that go exactly? Excuse me, Mr. Gigolo, but I’ve decided that I’d like you to beat the hell out of my ass with a hairbrush before you go down on me.”
“Well, yes, you could say something like that. But it might spoil the mood a little. Why don’t we come up with some safe words that you can work into your conversation that will indicate the direction you want to take.”
“Conversation? There’s going to be conversation?”
“Of course. Did you imagine that you wouldn’t be talking during your scene? Is that something you’d prefer? We can certainly accommodate you, but it probably won’t feel all that natural without a little banter between you,”
“Hmmm…I honestly never thought about it.”
“So, then dirty talk is not something you’d be interested in?”
Wow, Kayla thought. This is getting positively eerie. How did this woman know she loved a vocal man. Not one of those weirdoes who’s into calling women degrading names in bed though. Nothing made her pussy pucker faster than some woman-hater using demeaning language to get himself off. Talk about twisted.
That had happened to her recently. In a motel room in Dallas, she’d been unsuccessfully attempting to live out her fantasy with a rodeo champion. Things had been going okay, not exactly fantasy material, but pretty raw and exciting. Then he’d demanded that she get down on her knees and suck him off like a good little slut. She’d paused, not liking the phrase, but had been prepared to go along with it, thinking that it was a game and he’d reciprocate afterward. Then he’d grabbed her by the hair, attempted to gag her by ramming his monster cock down her throat, and added insult to injury by calling her a filthy whore as he did it.
She’d given his balls a good squeeze and left the room with her blouse open and her pride bruised. That had been her last sexual encounter, more than eight months ago. Definitely not what she had in mind when she thought of sexy talk.
If a man really wanted to turn her on, all he had to do was tell her exactly what he wanted to do to her, how much she was going to love it, and how good it felt when he did it to her. She felt a little shiver of anticipation slide through her just thinking about the way a man’s voice became so rough and guttural when he described how he was going to fuck her.
“Can you put an extra large check mark next to the dirty talk box, please?” Kayla said with a grin.
Miss Bright nodded her head and returned Kayla’s smile. “Dirty talk will definitely be on the menu then.” She made a show of circling something on Kayla’s application and then returned her attention to her client. “Is there any other requirements then? I imagine that since you're contemplating being spanked, you’d want to assume the submissive role? You want him to be in charge?”
Kayla though about all the people at work. The men in particular who seemed incapable of doing anything without her input or direction. She was proud to be respected and even feared a little, but in her fantasy she didn’t want all the responsibility resting on her. It wasn’t exactly politically correct, but some small part of her longed to be dominated. At least for a few minutes. She could give up control for the sake of her fantasy, couldn’t she?
“How about we start out with him in charge, but them we play it by ear. Maybe we’ll switch things up as things progress.” Kayla suggested.
“I think this is shaping up to be a very interesting fantasy after all,” Miss Bright said, closing the folder. She took a card from a holder on her desk and handed it to Kayla. “If you have anything you’d like to add or change, please let me know and we’ll do our best to make it happen. Now, is there anything else?”
“Not really. But can you give me a hint about my cowboy? What he looks like?”
“Well, if the gentleman I’m thinking of is available, then you’re going to be very pleased. Not only is he uncommonly attractive, but I believe he worked at an equestrian stable. In Australia somewhere. He’s not exactly a cowboy in the traditional North American sense, but very close to your ideal.”
“Please tell me he still has the accent.”
“No. I’m sorry. He’s lost most of it.”
“Too bad. But he sounds amazing. Are you sure he’s okay with all of this?”
Miss Bright reached across the desk and patted Kayla’s hand in a reassuring gesture that was uncharacteristically warm and friendly. She quickly pulled back and resumed her professional distance. “I’m absolutely certain that he will be quite happy to satisfy all your needs. Why wouldn’t he? You’re a beautiful, strong, intelligent woman. Any man would be thrilled for the opportunity to pleasure you.”
“If I’m all those things, then why am I paying for sex?”
“You are not paying for sex. You are paying to have your fantasy fulfilled. There’s a very big difference.”
“Perhaps. But I still feel like a pervert.”
“Don’t deceive yourself. Everyone has a bit of pervert in them. You’re just willing to let the little devil come out and play. Now. One more thing. What about filming?”
“Filming?”
“Yes. Usually we film all of our scenarios so the client can relive their fantasies in the privacy of their own homes. We also use the footage for training purposes. But if you’re opposed to this practice, we can either refrain from filming, or you’re welcome to wear a small mask to protect your privacy.”
“A mask? Why would I want to wear a mask?”
“Well, some individuals are very concerned about their likeness popping up on the internet somewhere. Many careers have been ruined over a risque sex tape getting into the wrong hands. We are extremely diligent about ensuring the discretion of our clients, but they are still rightfully paranoid on the subject. So, if they wear a mask, their identity is less likely to be compromised. Also, some clients are concerned about being recognized by their Scene Facilitators out in the real world. In your case, he doesn’t live here in Vancouver, but he does travel extensively. If you wore a mask you wouldn’t have to worry about the awkwardness of encountering each other again.”
“Will he be wearing a mask?” She hoped not. Good Lord. If he was wearing a Zorro mask while he jerked off she was going to start laughing. This was starting to sound like a masquerade ball rather than her fantasy.
“I suppose he could if you desired it, but I think it might be distracting. Not to mention, a bit our of character for a cowboy. Unless he wore one of those bandanna-type of masks, like a train robber. But it could make any oral activities quite challenging. What is your preference? Mask or no mask? Filming or not?”
Kayla thought for a moment. If she said “no” to the filming there really wasn’t any guarantee that they wouldn’t go ahead and film anyway. But she wouldn’t get a copy of the footage. And she was highly intrigued by the idea of being able to see herself on screen, having sex, and living out her fantasy. She squeezed her thighs together imaging being able to watch her cowboy pleasure himself as often as her DVD player would allow.
“I think you can go ahead with the filming, but I’ll probably wear a small mask and possibly a wig, just in case your security measures fail and the video gets out,” Kayla said, watching with fascination as Miss Bright’s face flushed in indignation.
It obviously took a mighty effort not to show her irritation at Kayla’s insult, but the cool blonde’s voice was calm when she responded. “I can assure you that will not happen. We have filmed more than three thousand scenarios, and not one of those has become public. You really have nothing to worry about.”
Kayla shrugged. “Still. I’d be ruined if any of my employees stumbled across it, so a disguise is probably in my best interest. For me. Not for him. I don’t think I’ll really notice the mask on me. Who knows. Maybe it will add to the whole role-playing fantasy. But I want to see his face. His expressions. Everything. And a mask will take away from that.”
Miss Bright checked one final box and closed the folder again. “I agree. Some women like the anonymity of the mask. It makes their SF seem less human. More of an object. But like you, I think the point of living out a fantasy is to connect with another person, if only on a very sexual level. Masks can obstruct that connection.”
Is that what she was looking for? Kayla asked herself. A connection? No. She didn’t want that at all. She really just needed to see the raw emotion on his face as he touched himself. Jake’s expression still haunted her and she was hoping to erase that image with something more tangible. Hopefully, her SF would not resemble a gasping fish as he climaxed. That would not be sexy at all.
“So, that’s it? This is actually happening?” Kayla stood up and smoother her skirt down her thighs with her suddenly sweaty palms.
Miss Bright also stood and put the folder under her left arm. Coming around the desk she gestured towards the double mahogany doors to the hall. “But of course. Let me walk you out to the elevator. Our offices can be a bit of a labyrinth.” She lead Kayla out of her office and they proceeded down the hall past several luxurious yet empty offices.
Miss Bright nodded at the flawless Asian receptionist as they entered the waiting area of D.O.V. Inc. She turned to Kayla as they reached the impressive art deco elevator and reached out to shake her hand. “A copy of your contract will be in your email inbox by the end of the day and expect another with all the details of your assignation to follow sometime in the next few days. We already have your certified check. So, it would appear that everything is in order. Thank you for coming in today. I hope your fantasy is everything you could want. And more. You’ll be hearing from me soon.” She smiled and gave a little wink.
Kayla thanked Miss Bright and entered the elevator alone. As the door shut she pushed the Main Floor button on the panel and contemplated the plan she had just set in motion. Her fantasy was actually going to happen. What if it was a complete disappointment? Would she be forced to live the rest of her life trying to capture those precious moments in the barn with Jake and failing miserably?
Watching the numbers light up as the elevator descended, Kayla decided she really had nothing to lose. Except her pride. And she was pretty sure that had left her the second she’d contacted D.O.V. Inc. The mysterious business card with just the words 'Your Fantasy' and a phone number printed on it had been slipped under the door of her London hotel room at the International Sales and Marketing Conference last month. She still wasn’t sure what had possessed her to call. Hopefully that one moment of insanity would help her to leave her past behind her, where it belonged, and focus on the future.



Chapter Three


As a child, Kayla had definitely been an unsophisticated country bumpkin. Adult Kayla, however, was a confirmed city girl. As a result, she rarely got behind the wheel of her black BMW convertible. Today, however, she drove uneasily along the unfamiliar country roads between Blaine and Lynden, Washington. She passed green fields full of horses and the occasional cow, but didn't really notice them. Pastoral settings did nothing for her, except as a backdrop to her fantasy. She much preferred the steel, glass and concrete of her adopted home over this dirty, smelly environment.
According to her GPS, she was getting close to her destination. She was looking for a red barn with the words, 'Got Milk' stenciled on the roof next to a picture of a smiling cow. Not exactly discreet, but at least it should be eye-catching and hopefully easy to find.
Anticipation was a dull tingle thrumming through her body. Despite her outward calm, she felt skittish and distracted. She wished she'd taken the limousine Miss Bright had offered so she wouldn't have to concentrate so much on the road. She had wanted the freedom of her own vehicle, in case she lost her nerve and bolted. Also, the thought of a limo driver waiting out in the car while she got her cowboy fix was not appealing. Right now, however, a comfy, luxurious limo would have been a drastic improvement over this grim drive through nowhere. It would be a miracle if she arrived without accidentally steering into a ditch, or possibly just wandering into the other lane of oncoming traffic. Her mind was not focused, and that was a rarity.
Mostly, she wondered if she was going to be able to go through with this. Now that it was actually happening, she felt a little ridiculous. The wig and small mask sitting on the seat next to her didn't add to her comfort level. She would have been mortified if the Peace Arch border crossing guards had discovered her disguise. As it was, she'd had to fight the giggles when they'd asked her the purpose of her trip. She'd been so tempted to tell them that she was meeting a well-hung, cowboy-impersonating, man-whore for an afternoon of dirty, anonymous sex. Instead she had just chirped 'shopping' a tad too brightly and they'd waved her through after doing a cursory examination of her passport.
Ahead of her and on the right, there was a red barn. As she drew closer, she saw the smiling cow. This was it. She pulled over to the side of the road to get her bearings and slow her elevated heart rate.
Calm demeanor in place, she put the car back in gear and drove past the shiny red barn until she came to a gated driveway several miles up the road. The gate was open, so she slowly drove up the winding road until she came to a massive, modern stable surrounded by several empty, fenced pastures. No one appeared to be around, but she was early, as usual. She liked to have time to get organized before a meeting. Even one as unorthodox as this one.
She couldn't help but notice how modern and tidy this building was compared to the musky, dilapidated shack her family had used to shelter their two mangy horses and single milk cow. This stable looked like it could comfortably house a race track full of thoroughbreds, and a few people as well. Jake never would have left if they'd had a place like this. Instead, the cruel Alberta winter had forced him back to his family, at least for awhile. Until he'd run away and never been seen in their shabby little town again.
Kayla shook her head to ward off the ancient memories. She needed to stop thinking of Jake and focus on what was about to happen. Pulling up behind the stable, she parked and took a deep breath to calm herself again. She yanked the vanity mirror attached to her car's visor open and reached for the small, black lace mask on the seat behind her. Donning it, she admired her reflection for a moment. She had expected to feel foolish wearing something so dramatic, but instead she looked mysterious and sexy, even in the bright afternoon sunshine.
Next, she smoothed on the platinum wig and was surprised at how the chin-length bob accentuated her high cheek bones and lush mouth. She looked like another person. A woman quite comfortable living out her fantasy, rather than the tight-ass she'd become. Exactly the look she was going for. If the video of her adventure today somehow ended up in the wrong hands she was certain no one would recognize her. She barely recognized herself.
Stepping out of the car, she glanced down and yanked at the hem of her denim skirt until it covered a decent amount of thigh. No one was there to see her practically exposing herself, but she felt embarrassed by the immodest display anyway. She was used to being firmly buttoned up from knee to neck. She hadn't worn this particular skirt since high school, and had forgotten how it had a tendency to ride up until her panties were practically visible. She had loved this particular item of clothing back then. Loved how it and her red cowboy boots had gotten her so much attention. Not from Jake, but from every other guy in the county. Her white off-the-shoulder peasant blouse, with strapless bra beneath, completed her country look. She was strangely comfortable in these clothes, considering she had been trapped in restrictive fitted skirts and high heels for the past six years.
Idly, she wondered if her fantasy man would approve of her simple attire. She just couldn't think of him as a 'Scene Facilitator.' That sounded entirely too clinical. And the word 'gigolo' reminded her of that Richard Gere movie from the eighties. Yuck. Until she found out his name, fake or not, she was going to think of him as her cowboy.
Walking into the stable, her eyes quickly adjusted to the dim lights and she was struck by the familiar scent of animals, leather, and hay. Closing her eyes, she breathed in and felt a lump form in her throat as she thought of her former home. She sent money to her parents to keep them afloat, but she hadn't visited in years. She was just too busy. At least that's what she told them. In truth, it was just too painful to return there.
When she thought of home, her memories usually consisted of her dad constantly working but still struggling financially to make ends meet. Or even more vividly, she could remember the endless teenage years of being at war with her mother who tried so valiantly to make her into a clone of herself. But Kayla had wanted so much more and her mother had resented her for not being satisfied with a 'normal' life. Her childhood home had felt like a prison, but despite her bitter memories of never fitting in, she still had some nostalgia for it and her family. And Jake, of course.
Looking around at the ostentatious display of wealth before her, she felt a little out of place. In fact, she felt like a complete interloper. That poor little girl from nowhere certainly wouldn't belong here. Very few people would feel comfortable in a place like this. Kayla's career had brought her into contact with people of extreme wealth and affluence, but this represented a whole other level of privilege. The person who owned it obviously had money to burn if he or she could afford to keep their animals in this degree of luxury.
The stable's ceiling was so high the space resembled an airplane hangar. At the far end, a massive stained-glass window the size of a mini-van depicted a horse running through a green field. The sun passed through that glass to send dapples of multi-colored light streaming down onto the floor.
Instead of concrete, the wide corridor was paved in red cobblestone. It separated two rows of stalls, at least ten on each side. Each room-sized stall had a large, wrought-iron sliding gate and a name-plate was attached to many of them. The stall she was currently looking for was to be labeled, "Kingmaker."
She quickly found the stall she was looking for on the left.. She quickly stepped into the empty stall beside it where she had been instructed to wait. There were a few hay bales along one side, and the floor was covered in a thick blanket of clean straw which completely covered the bottom half of her boots. She edged into the corner where the iron gate stopped and the wooden frame began. From this vantage point she had a clear view of the tack area beside the entrance, but should be invisible to anyone outside the stall. Across the corridor, various horse grooming instruments hung on a rack attached to the wall, and the huge rustic table beneath it held a saddle, a few horse blankets, feed cones, and other horse paraphernalia too sophisticated for her to recognize.
Looking down at the thin platinum watch circling her wrist, she wondered how long she was going to have to wait. Around her, in the silence of the stable, she could hear a horse rustling around and somewhere else a tap was dripping, but otherwise it was completely still. She was alone in a barn in the middle of nowhere. Her stomach knotted in dread as she thought about walking back to her car and forgetting completely about her fantasy.
There was no way in hell she could go through with this. She was stupid to be attempting to recreate that afternoon in the barn with Jake. So what if she was obsessed with a man from her past? A boy from her past, actually, who was probably married, bald, and portly by now. Most women were fixated on their first crush to one degree or another. And no matter how hot her cowboy fantasy guy was, there was no way he could compare to her memory of Jake. Time had turned the small, shameful act of watching a lonely boy masturbate into the epitome of eroticism for her, and she didn't think anything could change that. She was doomed.
If she went through with this, she was going to leave this ridiculously over-the-top stable feeling used, empty, and disappointed. And that was the best case scenario. What if this guy was some kind of psycho and hurt her? They were alone. No one knew she was here except Miss Bright, and she didn't completely trust that woman. If this guy wanted to get his rocks off torturing her then she was basically at his mercy.
If he was a maniac, and somehow she managed to escape, she couldn't even go to the police without admitting why she was here. And there was no chance she was going to tell the police she had driven out to this isolated barn to meet a male prostitute. She was pretty sure she wouldn't get much sympathy.
Panic started to set in. Just as she was about to dart out of the stall and sprint to her car, she heard hooves on cobblestone, and a soft, low voice murmuring from the opposite end of the stable. She held her breath as they came into view.

She saw the horse first. It completely blocked her view of the man walking along the far side, leading the animal towards the tack area across the corridor from her. The stallion was a giant, at least 18 hands high and so sleekly muscled she could see every flex and ripple of its flesh as it walked. The horse's shiny black coat shone dully in the stable's dim light and she couldn't help but admire his elegant form. This was obviously a very expensive piece of horseflesh.
Leaning down, she could see some long, denim-clad legs on the other side of the horse, but that was it. From the sounds coming from the man's direction it sounded like he was grooming the horse, rubbing it down and ensuring it was clean and comfortable before he put it in its stall for the night.
"Now, that was a good day's work, wasn't it?" A deep voice said from the other side of the animal. "Man, you are one lucky son of a bitch. You get to laze around all day, and when you do have to work, it takes about three minutes out of your whole month, and no one complains. If I took that long, there would be hell to pay. Let me tell you."
He was talking to the horse like they were having an actual conversation? Kayla felt herself grinning like an idiot. This wasn't exactly what she'd envisioned when she imagined spying on a cowboy, but it was entertaining. Her panic left her and she tried to imagine what the man attached to that wonderful, playful voice might look like. Anyone who conversed with a horse couldn't be too dangerous, right?
"You live the life of Riley, don't you?" The man said in a jovial tone, and the horse nickered agreement.
"Yup. All you have to do is hang around, and wait for someone to bring you a sweet little filly to service every few weeks. Me? I get to watch you do your thing and all I've got is my right hand for company. Not fair, I tell you. A man shouldn't be envious of a horse. Am I right?" The horse blew air out of his nose and threw his head back as if offended.
"Now, don't get all uppity like that. I'm glad you had a good time and all, but what about me? My needs, huh? If I wasn't so overworked, I'd bring a woman here and show you how it's done. 'Cause I gotta tell you, you really need to work on your finesse. No offense."
Kayla nearly laughed. Anyone who had ever seen a stallion cover a mare knew exactly what this man was talking about. Foreplay was non-existent and the actual mating between horses could be quite savage.
The appropriateness of her environment finally struck her. She was meeting her own stud at an actual stud-farm, not a dairy farm as she'd believed on her drive down. They bred racing stock here. That explained the luxurious surroundings and even the nameplates on the stalls. Kingmaker? Wasn't that the name of one of the descendants of a Triple Crown winning thoroughbred? Good Lord. Was that him? Being groomed by her fantasy man? She wasn't big on racing, but still couldn't help being impressed. That beast must be worth several million dollars in stud fees and yet he was following her cowboy around like a puppy on a leash.
Finally, the man came into her sight line. He was maneuvering around the horse to groom the opposite side of its tremendous body. Kayla pressed herself tightly into her corner to avoid detection. She could only see his back, but it was a mouth-watering view.
He was wearing a red and white plaid shirt with the sleeves ripped off, and faded jeans that looked like they'd seen a lot of work. His black hat was pushed far back on his head, so she couldn't see the color of his hair. The skin on his heavily muscled arms was deeply tanned. The light caught a few golden hairs on his corded forearms, so she suspected he would be blonde, just like Jake.
Similar coloring was where the similarity to that lanky boy ended. This was definitely a man. He was tall. At least a few inches over six feet, with a lovely wide back, slim hips and powerful-looking thighs. Unlike many large men, he seemed to move with an easy feline grace around the horse. Completely comfortable in his skin, and with his surroundings.
She watched in admiration as he gently brushed the horse while keeping up a constant patter of one-sided conversation that seemed to enthrall the animal. Its velvety ears twitched as he registered the friendly tone of this man's voice, even if it didn't understand the words. The cowboy's hands moved over its hide and Kayla couldn't help but imagine what those callused palms would feel like kneading her own pliant flesh instead.
He wasn't even touching himself, yet Kayla felt her breasts grow heavy as she watched him work. The way his muscles flexed under his smooth skin was hypnotic. She thought how alike he and the horse were — two prime specimens. The very best their respective species had to offer. Physically well worth the stud fees, as far as she was concerned. Though she suspected she had the better deal over the filly who had come to be impregnated by the four-legged stud this afternoon. Unlike that poor beast, she would get some foreplay out of the deal. Hopefully, a lot of foreplay.
"Well, now. I think you're ready to take a load off after your exhausting day. What do you think?" He asked the horse as he tossed the brush on the table and walked around to the animal's head. He gently ran his hand down its nose, and the horse nuzzled his fingers for a moment. "C'mon then, Studly. Let's get you fed and bedded. I've got work to do. And miles to go before I sleep." He took the animal's lead and walked him toward the stall next to Kayla's hiding spot.
He passed within two feet of her and she finally got a good look at his face. She had been half-hoping he would be scarred, or flawed in some minor but interesting way. In reality, pretty men were not her thing. But he was more than pretty. He was rugged and gorgeous with a square chin, wide cheekbones and lips that were full, but infinitely masculine. She tightened her thighs together as she noticed that there were several days of golden stubble covering his cheeks and chin. She felt herself get quite warm imagining the severe case of whisker burn she was going to have on the inside of her thighs tomorrow.
Every small detail she'd wanted was there. Unlike the men she dealt with on a daily basis, he was raw and deliciously rough-looking. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but it looked like Miss Bright had found her the exact embodiment of all her cowboy fantasies.
He fed the horse, left the animal with an affectionate pat on the rump, and slid the gate shut. He stopped for a moment, just a few feet away from her, and hit a large button located just outside the stall she was hiding in. The stable door came sliding down, whisper-quiet to avoid startling the horses. Kayla felt fear rise in her throat once again as she realized her closest escape route had just been eliminated. The other entrance, at the opposite end of the stable, now seemed a million miles away.
Strolling back to the tack area across from Kayla, the cowboy slowly stripped off his leather gloves and threw them on the table. They were followed by his hat. Wiping a forearm across his sweaty forehead, he moved towards the far wall where there was an industrial-sized stainless steel sink and a hose neatly attached to the wall beside it.
Kayla bit down on her lip and watched as he began unbuttoning his shirt. The back he revealed was smooth, tanned, and exquisitely muscled. He leaned forward, exposing a fantastic denim-clad butt that was round, tight, and perfect for squeezing. Her panic retreated and lust took its place at the forefront of her mind. She couldn't wait to get her hands on that ass.
Bringing the hose up to his head, he sprayed water all over his damp hair and grunted as the water slid down his back. He flipped his head and a shower of droplets flew onto the floor behind him. After washing his hands in the sink, he turned off the water, dropped the hose, and sighed as he stretched his massive back until it cracked. Turning around, he closed his eyes for a moment, and leaned against the brick wall.
She could see all of him now. His chest, sprinkled with light brown hair, was ridged with muscle but not bulky like that of a weight lifter. His body was typical of men who came by their impressive physiques through a lifetime of hard work rather than rigorous sessions with a personal trainer.
She was so busy admiring his body that she hadn't noticed when he opened his eyes. Was it just her imagination, or was he looking exactly in her direction? But why wouldn't he? He knew she was there. She'd been so caught up in her voyeuristic fantasy that she'd forgotten he was playing a role. He was just pretending to be a hard-working cowboy who was completely oblivious to her presence. Still, it was disconcerting the way he seemed to be staring exactly where she was standing.
Still looking in her general direction, he ran both hands through his wet hair and wiped water off his face. Drawing his palms down his smooth torso, he skimmed some moisture off his chest. He paused to flick a few droplets off his fingertips and returned his hands to his stomach where he seemed to trace the defined ridges of his abdominal muscles for a moment before reaching down to cup his bulging zipper with one large hand.
Kayla felt a rush of moisture flood her panties as she watched him boldly caress himself through his jeans. Her own right hand travelled down her neck, past her breasts, and settled low on her stomach, teasing herself, as she watched him tweak one of his flat brown nipples with the hand that was not squeezing his impressive package.
Slowly, he unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his slim hips a few inches. The masculine notches of his hipbones became evident, and then he eased his penis out of its denim prison. "Ahhh," he gasped, and wrapped his hand around the thick shaft.
Kayla caught her breath. His cock was both long and very thick. It jutted out from his body as he slowly pumped his fist from the wide base to the plum-sized head. With his other hand, he eased his jeans down another few inches until they caught at mid-thigh. Now she could see the tangle of his light brown pubic hair, his testicles, and the thick muscles of his upper thighs, flexing as he slowly moved his hips in time with his hand.
This was not some teenage boy furtively touching himself in an attempt to ease some sexual tension. This was a man who was familiar with his body, and knew exactly what to do to wring as much pleasure from the act as possible.
She watched, riveted, as he reached down with the other hand and cupped his balls, widening his stance for better access.
"Oh God. Yeah." He gasped, throwing his head back until the veins stuck out in his neck in sharp relief. His hand moved up and down on his big cock, very gradually picking up speed.
Alone in the stall, standing on the bale of hay, Kayla slid her skirt up her thighs until her white cotton panties were completely exposed. She cupped her cleft over the damp cotton and gave it a squeeze. She feasted her eyes on him as his expression became tight with building pleasure. His hand on his shaft moved smoothly, circling the head and then squeezing along the base.
Kayla shifted her panties to the side and fluttered her fingers along her slippery folds. A little sigh escaped her and she hoped he wouldn't hear her as she circled her aching clit with one fingertip.
From his intense expression it would seem that he hadn't noticed a thing. His technique had become more erratic now and his hand and hips were pistoning jerkily in counter rhythm to each other, faster and faster. His teeth were gritted together and his brows were lowered over his tightly shut eyes. She wondered what he was thinking about as he jerked himself off. A Centerfold maybe? Or a girlfriend? It didn't really matter. Right this second he was hers. No one else, past or present, mattered.
From the soft grunts he was making it was becoming evident that he was quickly losing control. Wanting to share this with him, Kayla plunged two fingers deep into her sheath and ground her clit against her palm, thrusting her fingers and moving her hips in cadence with his accelerating movements. It was so fucking good. She tightened her thighs around her hand to increase the friction and bit her lip to avoid crying out as pleasure washed over her.
Across from her, a guttural cry escaped his lips as he came. White jets burst forth as he jerked his hand along his shaft one final time and then was still.



Chapter Four


In the silence of the stable, his breathing was very loud. His longish golden hair fell forward and obscured his expression, but she could see that he was not smiling. Kayla slumped against her corner and tried to regulate her own exhalation. Straightening her clothing she watched as he cleaned up using a small hand towel that was hanging next to the sink, and then tucked himself back into his jeans.
Unexpectedly, she felt something warm brush the back of her neck. Startled, she squealed as she realized Kingmaker was trying to sniff her through the gap in the wood between the stalls. She covered her mouth, but it was too late. He'd heard her. Her cowboy was striding towards her hiding spot and he didn't look happy at all.
He slid the stall's iron gate open a few feet and stood there with his hands on his hips. His expression was grim. He let his eyes travel over every inch of her, from the red boots to the blonde wig. A smart-ass grin cracked his stony face and he crossed his arms over his finely-sculpted chest. "Well, Kingmaker, buddy. What do we have here? A fox in the henhouse? Did you enjoy the show, little fox?" He asked, raising one arrogant eyebrow at her.
Fox? Was he referring to her being a red-head? How would he know that? Did Miss Bright supply him with a picture for reference? Or maybe he just liked the out-of-date term for an attractive woman. Oddly, she kind of liked it too. It was certainly better than 'baby,' or worse yet, 'babe.' Calling her that would be a deal-breaker, so she supposed 'fox' was preferable, if a little weird.
But she really was not crazy about the blatant way he was checking her out. She was pretty sure she hadn't paid to be treated like a piece of meat. Or maybe she had. Either way, this particular cowboy needed to be put in his place. Hot bod or not, he was too cocky by far. Literally.
"Not really," she said with a haughty sniff and a glare. "It was a very short performance." She knew she was supposed to be playing along, but it wasn't in her nature to allow anyone to treat her disrespectfully. If he was going to dominate her, he was going to have to work for it. At least a little.
She took an ungraceful step off the bale of hay, and attempted to walk around him. With her most disdainful look, she angled her body away from him as she brushed past. She was completely shocked when he had the temerity to grab her around the waist as she passed and brought her back flush against his front so tightly that she could feel every bulge and muscle. And there were a lot of them. Especially when he bent forward and curled his body around hers.
His breath was warm and incredibly erotic against her neck as he whispered, "So, you were disappointed then? Maybe I should check to see if you're lying right now. I bet I'd find your panties as moist as a rain forest." He reached down with the hand that wasn't wrapped around her waist, trailed it under her skirt and along one bare inner thigh.
"Let me go," Kayla cried, pretending to struggle, but not very hard. She really didn't want to get away from him at all. He smelled like warm, clean man, leather and sex. An intoxicating mixture that made her want to turn around and lick his neck to see if he tasted as incredible as his scent suggested.
Even if she wanted to, she didn't think she could get away from that steely arm. She felt completely at his mercy, and was surprised to find that she was aroused by the sensation of losing control. But she didn't want him to know that just yet.
Reaching down, she gripped his wandering hand tightly before he discovered exactly how much she had enjoyed watching him.
He turned his hand around in her grasp and threaded his fingers between hers, holding her hand like a boyfriend, rather than a hired stud. The gesture was unexpectedly sweet and she felt her lips turning up in a smile.
"If you admit you liked watching me, I'll let you go," he said in a teasing tone.
"I just came to see the horses, and you startled me, so I hid." She spoke slowly, as if to a somewhat dim child, and tried to ignore how warm his naked chest felt against her shoulder blades. Even through her blouse she could feel how his hard flesh gave off what felt like an unnatural amount of heat. She could easily imagine sharing a bed with a man like this on a cold winter night. It would be heavenly.
"Oh. I get it. No wonder you were disappointed. I can't compete with a stallion. You're into horse porn."
"What?" she screeched. Part of her fantasy was to play the role of a simple country girl, but she was pretty sure she hadn't checked the depraved pervert box on her application. Horse porn? Ewww.
"You know what I'm talking about." He shrugged his broad shoulder, and stood upright. His grip tightened around her waist in case she thought escape was an option. "Some gals, like you, are really into watching the horses breed. There's something primal about it that gets your juices flowing, so to speak. It totally get it. Personally, I'm into women, but to each their own."
"I am not into horse porn. I got lost." She gave another pull against his arm, but he just released her hand and wrapped the other arm around her shoulders. Now, she was completely surrounded by his heady scent. And they were moving. He was practically carrying her out the stall's doorway, and across the corridor toward the tack area.
As they drew closer, she felt a little shiver as she noticed that there were several implements that could be used for spanking spread across the table's surface. He didn't stop propelling her forward until her stomach pressed against the edge, directly in front of an elaborate western saddle. Removing his arms from around her waist and shoulders he stood behind her, plastered against her from shoulders to thighs. She was effectively trapped between him and the table. Exactly where she wanted to be.
Placing his hands on the table's rough surface, he pressed his hips into the small of her back. He was so much taller than her that their bodies didn't line up. She wished she could feel his cock hardening against her buttocks instead. But even when she stood on her tiptoes, that lovely prominent bulge was far from where she wanted it. Even wiggling to encourage him to bend his knees didn't help.
"Hey," he said against her neck, and gave her a little jiggle. "No judgment about you being into horses. Whatever gets you hot, I'm all for it." He brushed his lips against her nape in a devastatingly light caress. "But old Kingmaker needs the great outdoors to get in the mood, so the breeding usually happens in the pasture down the hill. So, you missed out on his show. I thought I'd give you something else to watch."
"You knew I was here?"
"Of course. What, you think I take time out of my workday to jerk off all the time? Hardly. I new someone was here the second we walked in. I could smell you." He leaned in and breathed in her scent. "Ahhh…like flowers, vanilla and musk. You smell delicious." He nipped her collarbone and the hairs on the back of Kayla's neck stood up in reaction.
"So, you deliberately put on a show, without knowing who was trespassing? What if I was your employer's wife, or daughter? Or a cross-dressing jockey?"
"The boss isn't married. Besides, I knew who it was. I could see your red boots through the cracks between the boards."
"And I suppose you recognized me? I'm pretty sure we haven't met."
"Listen, I've seen you around town. Hard to miss those boots you always wear, not to mention those legs. I know you work at the dairy down the road. And I've been trying to figure out a way to meet you for months. I know this isn't exactly typical, but I couldn't resist when I saw you spying on me. I though you'd stop me before things got out of hand."
Kayla couldn't see his face but she suspected that he was smiling at his own double entendre. "I probably should have. But I liked it. Liked watching you. A lot." She admitted it quickly, but didn't turn to look at him. Despite the role playing, she still felt her cheeks grow hot at the admission.
He cleared his throat. "Yeah. Well, I liked feeling your eyes on me too. I got carried away. But if it makes you feel any better, I was thinking of you the whole time."
She snorted doubtfully. "Seriously? You expect me to believe that?"
"Absolutely. I swear. I was thinking about the last time I saw you. A week or two ago. I was coming out of the gas station in town and you were bent over, facing away from me, pumping gas. Your cut-off jeans were just barely decent and I thought to myself, 'If I could just feel those legs wrapped around me, just one time, I could die a happy man.' So that was what I was thinking about."
"Me? Pumping gas?"
"Not exactly."
"Me? Pumping you?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
Kayla angled her head around until she could see his gorgeous face. He was actually blushing. She couldn't help it. She laughed outright. Who knew a prostitute could be so charming? Not to mention such a terrific actor. She hadn't been expecting this level of performance at all. She was certainly getting her money's worth. She reached out with one hand and caressed his angular cheek with her fingertips. His stubble was long enough to feel smooth and silky. All pretense at struggling to escape left her as she looked deeply into his bright blue eyes, and ran her thumb along his full lower lip. An invitation to kiss her.
He slowly leaned down until his warm mouth was just a hairsbreadth away from hers. "By the way, I'm Nick," he said, placing one hand on her neck to angle her chin up to him
"Katie," Kayla breathed as his lips settled on hers. She wanted to hear her real name on his lips. The one Jake would have used. It seemed appropriate.
Initially, his kiss was very gentle. She had expected him to be forceful and overwhelming. Everything about him shouted dominant alpha male, so she doubted seduction was part of his repertoire. But he surprised her once again. He slid his bottom lip against her top one with slow intent, pressing softly, and then shifted his attention to her lush bottom one, sucking it gently between his lips and then releasing it.
Closing her eyes, she let herself be lulled by his sweet approach. At least for now.
Deepening the kiss, he flicked the tip of his tongue against one sensitive corner of her mouth. She opened eagerly to receive the silky thrust of it, but he barely breached her lips before pulling back and kissing her gently again.
With each invasion his tongue licked more deeply into her mouth and she thought to herself, This is how he's going to fuck me. Just like this. Gradually, deeper and harder until I'm begging him to give it all to me. Every single hard inch of that giant cock. The coarse thought shocked her, but also caused a fizzle of excitement to ignite between her thighs.
He pulled back and looked at her heatedly, as if he could read her dirty thoughts or smell her arousal. "You have the softest lips," he said, rubbing his thumb across her bottom one.
Looking into his eyes, she knew he wanted her to go down on him, and even though it was really not part of her fantasy, she would have sunk to her knees in a moment if he'd asked. That longing look on his face was so compelling. All she wanted to do was please him. This man she barely knew.
Instead, she grabbed his hand to keep it still, and watched his reaction from beneath lowered lashes as she slowly wrapped her lips around his thumb and tugged it into the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. She sucked on it for a moment and then released it with a plop.
He looked stunned, but then he leaned forward to kiss her again. This time he was not subtle in his approach. He thrust his tongue deeply, over and over, possessing her mouth with his.
Kayla tried to turn in his arms so the front of her body could enjoy some of his heat and hardness. She really wanted to explore his lovely chest with her fingers and lips, but he wouldn't let her shift her position. He kept her body firmly where he wanted it and apparently that was trapped against the table. But since he kissed like an angel, she wasn't going to complain too much. At least not for another minute or two. She compromised by reaching around behind them with one hand and squeezing his amazing ass.
Nick gasped against her lips as she slid her other hand between their bodies to cup his package through his jeans. She could feel how hard he was and the image of how incredibly hot he had looked with his hand on his throbbing erection flitted through her mind. A quiver of lust shot through her body at the thought. He would look even hotter with her hand around that gorgeous cock.
"Take it out," she whispered against his lips. "I want to touch it. Like you were earlier."
Pulling back, Nick shook his head as if to clear it, and then moved a few inches away from her. Gently, he removed both of her hands from his body and placed them on the saddle in front of her.
"Nick?" Kayla asked, nearly wailing in disappointment. What was he doing exactly?
"Wow. You really distracted me for a second there." He leaned forward and pressed a kiss to her shoulder as if trying to placate her. "And as much as I would love to have your hands on my dick, we've got some business to tend to first. So, keep your sweet little paws on the saddle and we'll get this over with as fast as possible."
"Business?" She asked, turning to watch him. Surely he wasn't talking about the money. She'd given that to Miss Bright at the beginning of their interview.
He held her in place with one hand on her lower back and searched through the items on the table with the other. "Yup. Business," he said, dragging something small and heavy over with one booted foot and placing it directly behind the heels of her boots.
Kayla looked down between her spread feet and saw that it was a small step stool used for helping riders get into the saddle.
He brushed his lips against her temple. "You see, if my boss knew that I came across a trespasser and didn't do anything about it, he'd be pissed. And he can be a real stickler about security. So, I can either call the cops, or punish you myself."
Kayla felt an odd mixture of dread and excitement at his words. She'd already lived out her fantasy by watching this beautiful man pleasure himself, so satisfying her curiosity about spanking was really just a bonus. She didn't need to go through with it, but she was tempted. She was pretty sure he wouldn't really hurt her. He didn't seem the type. This was just a game. He'd give her a few taps on the behind and then they'd move onto the good stuff.
"But the gate was open. I had no idea it was private property," she said, looking up at him and feigning innocence rather convincingly, she thought.
"Yeah. I may have accidentally left it open when I let in the other owners," he said as he wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her onto the step stool. Then, he pressed down on her shoulders until her chest was leaning on the saddle in front of her and her bottom was in the air.
He cupped one round, firm buttock through the denim of her skirt and then trailed his hand down the back of her silky thighs which were mostly exposed by the garment's short hem.
"If you left the gate open, then maybe you should be the one being punished," she said hopefully. An interesting thought. She'd never really considered physically disciplining a man before. She verbally disciplined them all day at work and it wasn't particularly sexy. But this cowboy would look exceedingly fetching with his perky butt in the air. She supposed it was too late to steer her fantasy in that direction and avoid getting her own bottom pummeled, but she would certainly entertain the idea in the future.
"Nice try." He chuckled. "But trespassing is a crime. I can't just overlook it, can I?"
"I'd be okay with that. But do what you have to do. Know this though. I will make you pay later."
He actually laughed at her threat. And gave her bottom a playful swat. It was just a flick of his fingers against her flesh. It didn't hurt at all, but heat flooded through her throbbing pussy as if more rough treatment was exactly what it craved to get off.
"Look at those legs," he said in a reverent tone, like he was looking at a great work of art or an incredible view. He leaned down and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the back of one of her knees.
Kayla felt that kiss all the way to her womb and shivered in response.
He stood back up and placed one hand on the back of her neck, caressing her gently and looking into her eyes through the black lace mask. "Do you have any idea what looking at those legs does to me? I mean, seriously, I feel like Kingmaker when he gets a whiff of a mare in season. Like I'll go crazy if I can't get to you." He leaned forward and kissed her, hard.
"But first things first." He stood up and held an object up in front of her face so she could get a good look at what he was holding. It was a riding crop.
Kayla's eyes widened. What was that damn safe word again? Pizza? All she needed to say was 'pizza' and they could go back to normal, painless, vanilla sex. She didn't want that scary thing anywhere near her bottom. She had expected him to use his hand or maybe one of the horse grooming brushes, but a riding crop? That would leave marks. What was he thinking? She was a novice with the whole spanking thing. Riding crops were definitely meant for someone in the advanced class.
"Umm…maybe not," she said, attempting to stand upright and mover her posterior out of his reach.
He pushed her gently back down, and leaned over her. "Katie," he whispered against her ear. "You don't have to go through with this part, but if you'll trust me not to hurt you, I'd really like to give you the rest of your fantasy. I think you'll always wonder about it otherwise. Now. Pizza or no pizza?"
Would she regret it? Maybe. When would she ever get the chance to explore her kinkier side again? If she went through with her plan to find a nice, safe, boring man to settle down with, she probably wouldn't feel comfortable asking him to give her a few good whacks on her fanny, now would she? She was wildly curious to explore the spicier side of her sexuality. And that swat he'd given her earlier had given her tingles through her whole body, especially between her thighs.
"Alright. Hold the pizza for now," she conceded, getting comfortable against the saddle again. "But don't get carried away. I bruise easily."
He nodded his approval. "I can see that. Your skin is like cream silk," he said softly. Standing directly behind her now, he gently began sliding her skirt up her thighs and over her buttocks. Putting an arm around her again, he lifted her slightly so he could bunch her skirt up around her waist.
Kayla could feel his prominent erection against her buttocks now. When he set her back down, she rocked back against him, trying to maximize her contact with that delicious bulge. But he moved away from her. She sighed in disappointment. "You are such a tease," she muttered, resting her cheek against the saddle.
He chuckled again and ran his large palm over her bum. "Just be patient, and you'll be getting as much of my cock as you could possibly want. Believe me. I am going to fuck you senseless."
Kayla’s body clenched in anticipation at his words. "Promises, promises. Patience is overrated." She said, and waggled her bottom in invitation. "Why don't you give it to me now instead?"
Thwack! The riding crop snapped across her buttock and she flinched in reaction.
"Ow! That's not what I meant." After the mild pain subsided, heat rushed through her cleft and she brought her thighs tightly together to hold in the sensation. Her clit flared to life, highly sensitized by the confusing mixture of pain and pleasure thrumming through her body. She rocked her pelvis to provide some relief, but it wasn't enough.
“Nope. None of that," he said, kicking her booted feet apart on the stool, none too gently. "If you come too soon, what kind of punishment with this be? We'll have to start all over again. So, keep those gorgeous thighs wide open, okay?"
She nodded, squeezed her eyes closed, and braced herself for the next strike. But it didn't come. Instead she felt his lips. On the small of her back. He had exposed an inch of skin between where he'd bunched her skirt up around her waist and where her panties began. Now, he was alternating butterfly soft kisses and velvety licks of his tongue there. It was exquisite. She couldn't remember anyone ever kissing her there before.
She squirmed and rubbed her breasts against the saddle, needing more stimulation. She was already on the brink of orgasm, but was unsure how to attain it without touching herself or getting him to touch her where she needed it most. This really was torture.
This time she heard the swish of the riding crop as he brought it down on her opposite buttock. She gave a soft grunt in response that sounded incredibly sexy to her ears. It was the cry she usually heard echoing through her bedroom when she was enjoying a particularly enthusiastic session with her vibrator.
She was surprised to note that this stroke had been much harder than the first and yet it seemed to hurt less. The pleasure was also much more intense and she had to fight her impulse to bring her thighs together to squeeze and rub until she could come. But he wouldn't let her. She was growing desperate for something, anything to stimulate her poor, neglected pussy.
As if reading her mind, he touched her. Not with his finger or even his tongue, but with the leather hand-grip of the riding crop. He slid it between her open thighs and rubbed her slippery folds with it through her white cotton panties.
"Yes. Yes." She cried, opening her legs even wider to allow him better access to her folds. "Please, don't stop. That feels so good."
"You have no idea how fucking beautiful you are, do you?" He asked, rubbing her clit indirectly with the textured handle as he drew her panties down over her buttocks. "You should see how pink your ass is." He leaned down and gave one ass cheek a little bite. "Now, I need to get rid of these soaking wet panties of yours. Do you think you can hold the crop right here while I do that?" He wiggled the long instrument against her lower lips.
"Yes. Oh, yes."
"Just tighten those sweet thighs around it to hold it in place, alright? But don't come. If you come we start again, okay?"
She nodded eagerly and brought her legs together. This was exactly what she needed. Something hard to rub against. His rock-hard erection would be better, but she was too greedy to care at this point. Hoping he wouldn't notice, but not really caring, she writhed against the leather handle and bit her lip to hold back the cry as sparks lit up behind her closed eyes.
Whack! This time he used his open palm on her bottom. The force of the blow brought tears to her eyes and sent her sprawling against the saddle. She righted herself quickly, but didn't stop writhing against the riding crop. She was too close to bliss to stop. She came with a shudder and slumped back over the saddle, crossing her thighs around the object to draw out her orgasm.



Chapter Five


When she recovered enough to function again, she turned her head and glared at him defiantly. But he wasn't looking at her face. She watched as he took a small knife from the table and slid it between her hip and the side of her panties. Good Lord. What was he doing now? She'd have to drive home and cross the border without any underwear. The idea both horrified and excited her.
"Did you think that was it then?" He asked, grinning at her with an unholy sparkle in his eyes. He flicked the knife and one side of her panties fell away. "Three strokes and it's over? Now if I came after three strokes, wouldn't you be disappointed? We really need to work on your stamina. I'm afraid we're going to have to start again and see if you can behave yourself this time. Now, spread your legs."
She eased her legs apart, felt another small tug as the knife cut through her panties, and the other side of them fell away. Just the riding crop and her own body's moisture held them in place.
Gently, he removed the riding crop from between her thighs and placed it on the table next to the saddle. Next, he eased her damp panties away from her flesh and brought them to his face. He breathed in deeply and sighed. "Damn, girl. You smell so sweet." He dropped the small pile of damp cotton on the table beside the crop.
Kayla could small her musky essence on both items and she flushed in embarrassment. Now that her lust was sated, she felt shame rearing its head. Had she actually just done that? Masturbated with a riding crop in front of this sexy stranger? He must think she's some kind of nymphomaniac. She buried her head in her arms, and shook her head. What was wrong with her?
"You okay?" He asked, leaning over her, real concern in his voice. "I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"Well, yeah. You did. But in a really good way. I'm just a little shocked at my behavior. This is not like me at all." She said, her voice small and muffled by her arms.
"Katie. Darlin.' You have nothing to be ashamed of." He whispered against the back of her neck. "That was the sexiest thing I've ever seen in my life. The way you just took what you wanted and went for it. I nearly shot my load just watching you."
She lifted her head. "Really?"
"Yes. Really." He proved his point by grinding his hips against her upturned buttocks. His erection in his jeans was like an iron bar against her bottom. "Can you feel that? How much I want you?" He stood up and grabbed her hips with both hands, adjusting her position so he could thrust against her moist folds from behind. His breath hissed between his teeth as he felt exactly how wet she was.
"God, I'm going to come," he rasped, sounding shocked.
"Do it. Do it now. I want you to." She sighed, standing up on tip-toes to give him better access to her cleft. "Let me feel you come. Just like that."
"No," he said, but continued pistoning his hips forcefully against her. He let go of one of her hips and reached underneath her to palm one of her breasts through her bra. He tweaked the nipple and made a strangled gasp when he felt it immediately tighten into a hard bud against his rough fingers.
"Oh God. Nick. Please. I can't take anymore foreplay. Forget about the spanking, and let me feel you. I need it." She began thrusting her hips in earnest to increase the friction between them, to help them both climax, but it wasn't enough.
"What do you need? Tell me." He groaned, reaching down to cup her between her thighs.
"I need your cock. I need it inside me. All of it. Hard. Now." She fumbled between them to undo the buttons on his jeans, but it was too late. He'd stopped thrusting against her and moved his hips out of her reach. She nearly screamed in disappointment as he removed his long, blunt fingers from between her legs. They had both been so close. What new torture was he planning now?
"Turn around," he said, his voice rough and commanding.
She didn't hesitate. She stood up and turned to face him, finally. Standing on the stool in front of him, they were nearly the same height. Feeling a bit awkward, like maybe she'd done something wrong, she looked down at the floor instead of at him. What if he was disgusted by her blunt talk. She'd said the words she thought he'd wanted to hear, but perhaps she'd gone too far. It seemed unlikely. He was a prostitute, after all. It was so easy to forget that.
He lifted her chin and looked into her eyes. "Katie. I want to fuck you so bad, you have no idea. I want to bury myself in your creamy pussy until I can't see straight. Do you understand?"
She gulped and felt a new wave of heat spread through her at his direct words. Apparently he was more than okay with blunt talk. She felt her knees go weak and nearly fell back against the table, but he caught her by the waist before she could stumble off the stool. "Yes. I understand. I want that too."
"But first I need to taste you." Roughly, he pushed the saddle behind her to the side and swept the other items to the floor. Then, he unbuttoned her skirt and dragged it down her thighs until she could step out of it. He placed it carefully on the table behind her and lifted her onto it so her lovely legs dangled off the edge.
She flinched as her bottom came in contact with the hard table.
"You're not sore, are you?" He asked, reaching behind her to caress her ass with one hand. "This doesn't hurt, does it?"
"A little bit. But it's okay," she said absently. She was much too distracted by his warm, tanned skin, and her new unlimited access to it to care about the slight twinge of discomfort in her posterior. She trailed both of her hands down from his wide shoulders, across his collar bone, and over his powerful chest. She scraped her short nails over his small brown nipples, and watched in fascination as they contracted.
Stepping between her spread thighs, he caressed those long limbs while looking down at the small patch of reddish hair adorning her pussy. "Look how pretty you are," he crooned, and reached out one finger to trace her landing strip.
Slowly, he sank to his knees before her until his mouth was just inches away from the juncture of her thighs. His warm breath tickled over her moist flesh, and she looked down at him, thinking to herself what an erotic picture they made. Him on his knees before her with his bulging zipper, and her, flushed with pleasure, but still mostly dressed from the waist up.
She bit her lip in anticipation as he gently placed her thighs on his shoulders, so her calves rested on his shoulder blades, and her red-booted feet dangled down his muscular back. Not able to wait anymore, she leaned back on one hand and used her other to guide his head down, exactly where she wanted it. She watched as his tongue flicked out and circled that small patch of hair on her mound and then he shifted to one side to lazily trace one hip bone.
"Do you like that?" He asked lazily, using his thumbs to part her folds, he blew a puff of air over her sensitized flesh and looked up at her.
"Yes," she gasped as he trailed kisses to the other hipbone. "But I want you to lick me now. Right there." she reached between her thighs and circled her exposed clit with one finger. "Please. I can't wait anymore."
She half expected him to tease her some more, but this time he did exactly what she asked. His velvety tongue lapped delicately around her bud as he slowly penetrated her sheath with one large, rough finger.
"Oh. Yes. That's good," she sighed, removing her own finger, she buried her hand in his silky golden hair to keep him in place. "Please. Don't stop." Unable to control herself, she groaned as he added a second finger and slowly began pumping them in and out of her throbbing pussy.
"You’re so tight. I can't wait to feel you around my dick," he whispered against her. He added a third finger as he flicked her clit with his tongue once, twice, and then sucked it gently between his lips.
Kayla felt herself lose control an instant later. Her breathing grew ragged and her hips moved of their own volition in rhythm with his deeply penetrating fingers. As her climax seized her, she clutched his hair tightly and ground herself against his lapping tongue.
As soon as Kayla's sheath stopped convulsing around his fingers, Nick gently disengaged his hand and gave her pussy one last chaste kiss. Looking up at her through the frame made by her creamy, white thighs, he brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked on them, holding her gaze. "You taste so good, darling. I knew you would. Now, we need to give you a little riding lesson. What do you think?" He grinned at her and slid her thighs off his shoulders.
Kayla released her death-grip on his hair and looked down at him with a dazed expression. "Riding lesson? Umm…No." She shook her head with more enthusiasm than required. Her wig slid out of place and she tugged it back where it belonged. "I seriously don't think I can take anymore. Not without some vitamins, and maybe an IV drip. Why don't you get started without me and I'll take a little nap in the hay over there." She pointed towards the stall she'd been hiding in earlier.
Standing up, he took her hand and placed it on the front of his jeans. "You can have whatever you want, but are you sure you want this to go to waste?" He said, guiding her fingers over his prominent erection.
To her surprise, Kayla actually felt a tingle of desire flicker through her. His cock was incredibly warm and solid under her palm. Despite her recent gluttonous indulgence, her pussy surged with the need to be filled with his hard flesh.
She traced him through his jeans and glanced up at him. He grin was gone and his expression was pained as she toyed with him. "Well, since I'm here an all. Maybe a riding lesson would be okay. What did you have in mind? A nice sedate trot, I hope." She gave him a little squeeze and smiled as he winced.
Without warning, he removed her hand from his package, placed both her hands on his shoulders and wrapped her legs around his waist. Sliding both of his hands under her pert buttocks he picked her up effortlessly from her perch on the table, turned and walked toward the stall across the corridor.
"You are about two seconds away from getting the rest of that spanking," he said with a growl as he walked. "After all this foreplay, I'm so horny this riding lesson is going to look more like bronco busting than a sedate trot."
She giggled. She never giggled. She couldn't remember the last time she'd had so much fun. Why couldn't she meet a guy like this out in the real world? Probably because guys like this didn't exist there. Just in her fantasy world. Or back home. Certainly not in her corporate world where men were tame, polished, and boring. Not raw and hungry like this cowboy.
Leaning forward, she wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered against his ear. "And how long do you think I can stay on? Eight seconds? Of maybe you'd prefer a… Long. Hard. Slow. Ride?" She punctuated the last four words with a flick of her tongue against his soft earlobe and was rewarded with a groaned curse.
Reaching the stall, he hitched her thighs higher around his waist so he could let go of her ass with one hand long enough to open the gate.
The friction of his denim-clad erection sliding against her naked cleft caused her pussy to come flaring to life, and a little "oh" of pleasure escaped her mouth.
He stopped in his tracks and stared at her for a moment, his eyes burning with heat and desire. "Make that sound again," he demanded and slid her slippery folds against his zipper again.
Kayla couldn't help it. Another little sigh burst forth from her lips. There was just something about the way he was built, the texture of his flesh, and the scent of his skin that created the perfect instrument for her pleasure. Dry humping with this man was simply better than anything she'd ever experienced before. Though judging by the wet patch she'd created on the front of his jeans, dry humping wasn't actually a very accurate term for what they'd been doing.
"Do you have any idea what you're doing to me?" He asked, looking into her eyes with wild intensity.
Kayla shook her head and traced one of his golden eyebrows with one thumb in a gesture that was unexpectedly tender. "Why don't you tell me exactly what I'm doing to you. In detail." She said, returning his heated look with one of her own.
"I swear to God. I have never been so hard in my life. I just look at you and all I can think about is how much I need to be inside you." He kissed her then. Roughly. With one hand holding her mound tight against his pelvis and the other gripping the nape of her neck to hold her in place, he thrust deep and fucked her mouth with his tongue.
Kayla tightened her arms and legs around his incredible body, and enthusiastically responded to his insatiable kiss. His passion was so overwhelming. She felt completely at his mercy. She, who made grown men tremble, was loving the way this man dominated her. The more forceful he was the more he made her squirm with desire.
He pulled back and closed his eyes for a moment, obviously trying to gain some measure of control. He rested his forehead against hers, and took some deep, ragged breaths.
Kayla smoothed his hair back off his forehead and watched him, surprised and delighted that she was able to make him so crazed. She wondered if he was like this with all the other pathetic women who paid him to service them. Women like her. But was she really like all the rest? It didn't seem possible that this was all just a scene. But it was, and she needed to remember that. He was doing this for the money, and not out of any real desire for her.



Chapter Six


Once he was calm again, he opened his eyes and grinned at her. "Now, how about that riding lesson?" he asked, quirking one brow. Not waiting for a response, he slammed the gate closed and strode to the corner of the stall where she had stood watching him pleasure himself earlier. Turning around, he sat down on the bale of hay with her straddling his lap and promptly began undoing the buttons on her blouse.
"I have been aching to get my hands on these little beauties since I first saw you standing right here," he said, parting her blouse to reveal her white, strapless bra. He palmed one soft mound and molded it with his hand, feeling the nipple grow rigid and thrust against the centre of his hand.
Kayla, always insecure about her small breasts, couldn't help asking the question that always flashed through her mind at this point. "Are you sure? I mean, I thought maybe you didn't like small breasts, and that's why I still have my top on." She knew he would tell her exactly what she wanted to hear, but needed him to say the words anyway.
"You still have your top on for two reasons. One, because I never would have lasted this long if you were completely naked. You're so hot, I'm having enough trouble keeping my dick in check as it is, as if you hadn't noticed. And two, because she told me you were a little camera shy, so I though maybe you'd feel less worried if you weren't completely bare. I had my back to the camera when we were out there, so even if the video got out, no one would be able to recognize anything of yours."
Kayla felt strangely touched. He had been protecting her the whole time and she hadn't even realized it. "So, we're not being filmed anymore?"
"Well, the camera is right there," he said, pointing upward to a beam just above where she'd been standing earlier. "And it's aimed the other way. It’ll probably pick up a few of those sexy little moans you make, but other than that, it's just you and me." He grinned at her mischievously, like a boy cutting school.
"But aren't we supposed to stay on camera?"
"Like everything happening here today. That's completely up to you. We can move the camera, or go back out to the corridor, or anywhere else you want. But I kind of wanted you all to myself for a bit. Do you mind?" He cupped one of her cheeks and looked at her seriously for a moment.
Kayla gulped. Did she mind? The atmosphere within the stall suddenly felt much more real and intimate than before. Their sex play up to this point had been fun and wild, but now it almost seemed like they were themselves rather than their roles. Part of her wanted to resume her slutty dairy farm worker persona, but a bigger part of her wanted to see what it was like to be with someone she felt connected with for a change. And prostitute or not, if she was honest, she was feeling more with him than all of her other one night stands combined. She liked him. A lot.
Instead of answering, she removed her black lace mask, flung it down beside them and looked at him for the first time without that barrier between them.
He smiled at her sweetly. "You're even more gorgeous than I imagined. Now, how about that wig?” He gave it a gently tug. “It must be hot as hell. Wouldn't you be a lot more comfortable without it?"
How did he know she was wearing a wig? Was it that obvious? Did it look like she had a white cat on her head? The heavy fringe on the blonde wig covered her eyebrows, so it couldn't be that. Blushing, she remembered his intent look when he'd seen the reddish patch of hair between her thighs. He must have figured it out then.
She raised her arms above her head and slowly pulled off the wig. The gesture brought her small rounded breasts up toward his mouth and he leaned forward to lick the slope of one, and then the other.
Leaning back against the wall, he watched her with hooded eyes as she unpinned her hair. "God. You are just the sexiest thing I've ever seen, do you know that?" He caressed the inside of her thighs with both hands, gradually sliding his fingers closer to the apex with each upward stroke.
Kayla shook her hair out and it fell around her shoulders and down her back in a silky auburn mass. She had forgotten how sensual it felt when she left it loose. She could even smell the clean, flowery scent of her shampoo wafting around her. She rarely left it down, especially at work. It had a tendency to curl and was a complete nuisance to deal with. Besides, she didn't really think the wanton appearance it gave her really helped win anyone's respect, so she kept it firmly slicked back in a proper bun, or in a ponytail if she was in a hurry.
Today, however, feeling those silky strands sliding around her head made her glad she'd kept her hair long and wild. It made her feel sensual and womanly, very unlike her usual self. Judging by his admiring look, her cowboy was also glad she hadn't gone for the practical pixie cut her hairdresser had been pushing at her for years.

Looking down at him, she shifted her position until her knees were on either side of his thighs and gave a little shimmy against his lap. She smiled knowingly at him, acknowledging that he was still hard and aching against her naked flesh.
Feeling empowered by his heated expression, she held his gaze as she unbuttoned the rest of her blouse and pulled it off. He reached for her breasts, covered only by her flimsy white bra, but she grabbed his hands. "You said we can do this anyway I like, right?" She asked him in a teasing tone.
He nodded, but looked at her breasts hungrily, licking his lips in anticipation.
"Well, this is how I want it." She took both his large hands in hers and kissed the rough knuckles gently. Then, standing up on her knees until her breasts were pressed against his face, she raised his arms over his head until they touched one of the gate's support bars. Taking her time wrapping his fingers around the bar, she shivered as she felt his warm breath against her breasts, and then his lips nudging at one nipple through the satin of her bra.
She pulled back abruptly and gave him a stern warning look. "No, I do all the touching and you just behave yourself and keep your hands on the bar. Okay?" She said, bracing her hands on his wide shoulders she slid her wet, naked mound down his ripped stomach. It contracted against her and the friction caused little pings of sensation throughout her core. When she was seated firmly over his throbbing shaft again, she wiggled against him, causing him to groan.
"'C'mon, Darlin'. I've been waiting all day. Don't I deserve a reward for all my patience?" He leaned forward as far as he could without loosening his hands from the bar, and placed a warm, open-mouthed kiss against the side of her neck.
Kayla allowed his kiss for a moment. His warm lips were electric against the sensitive skin below her ear and she instinctively arched her neck to give him better access to that sweet spot. Just as he was edging down toward her breast, she pulled back so far she nearly tumbled backward off his lap. Clutching his shoulders to steady herself, she shook her head. "Reward? I don't think so. I promised you payback earlier, remember? And now you're going to get it." She gave one of his small, flat nipples a tweak and smiled at his gasp of surprise and pain.
"Seems to me you were going to punish me for paddling that hot ass of yours. But we both know how much you loved it, so let's forget about the revenge and get onto the riding lesson, okay?" He thrust his hips upward as if to remind her why they were here and began lowering his arms, fully prepared to take charge again.
Kayla stopped him just as his hands were about to land on her breasts. "I'm not punishing you for that. I'm getting you back for teasing me unmercifully all afternoon." Firmly, she pushed his hands back up over his head. Looking around, she saw the lace mask on the bale of hay beside them and snatched it up.
His groan vibrated between her breasts as she secured his hands to the bar with the scrap of lace. It was stretchy and more for show than anything, but it got her message across. She was in charge. Just where she wanted to be. Being submissive had been very exciting for a while, but she was curious how he would react to being dominated. Would he be as convincing as her sex slave? Somehow, she doubted it.
Sitting back, she surveyed her handiwork. He was glaring at her, but was otherwise mouthwateringly gorgeous sitting there with his muscular arms framing his head and his sculpted chest thrust forward. She noticed that his armpit hair was touched with gold and reached out one finger to caress it. He flinched away from her as if burned.
Oh, he was good. Now he was going to pretend to be her reluctant prisoner. Where did Miss Bright find this guy? He seemed able to adapt to her fantasy no matter what she threw at him. He went from dominant to submissive in the blink of an eye. It was obvious that this wasn't his natural role, but he certainly put on a good show. Looking at him, at all that barely restrained power just seething to be unleashed, she wondered how far she could push him before his natural dominance would surface and demand to take over.
"What's wrong? Don't you like it when I touch you?" She asked, running her hands over his wide chest and down his stomach. His skin was warm and roughened with hair. It felt delightful tickling across her palms and between her fingers.
"No, I don't. At least not when I can't touch you too," he said through gritted teeth.
"I think you're lying. I think you like it a lot," she purred, gazing down at his lap where his huge erection tented his jeans. "Maybe if we made you a little more comfortable, you'd like it even more. What do you think?" She edged back a bit on his lap and began slowly unbuttoning his jeans.
"I think I regret not finishing that spanking when I had the chance," he gasped as she reached inside his jeans and touched him intimately for the first time.
Pushing his clothing down his hips as far as she could, she revealed his throbbing cock. It was even bigger and harder than it had looked when she'd watched him earlier. Her hand looked positively tiny wrapped around it.
"Oh my," she said, momentarily awed. Experimentally, she slid her hand up his shaft and back down again, mimicking his actions earlier. His erection seemed to grow even larger and a small pearl of white fluid appeared on the tip. With her thumb, she rubbed that drop into the head of his penis.
His breath hissed between his teeth and he groaned. "Katie. Please. There's a condom in my pocket."
"Hmmm? But I want to play with you some more. We don't need the condom quite yet, now do we?" She began alternately squeezing each of her hands up his cock from base to tip, one after another. Fascinated, she watched as more fluid gathered at the tip.
"You're killing me. You know that, right?" He asked huskily.
"Am I? But I thought you liked to play." She said with mock innocence.
He growled and closed his eyes tightly, as if the sight and sensation of her was too much for him to withstand at the same time.
Suspecting that he was reciting baseball scores in his head, or possibly imagining his grandma naked to keep from losing control, Kayla took mercy on him and removed her hands from his impressive erection. She admired that hard column of flesh for a moment, watching how it stood so proudly, nearly touching his navel with the engorged head. Fishing the condom from his pocket, she ripped open the foil package with her teeth and deftly smoothed it down his shaft.
She was tempted to immediately impale herself on his tempting rod, but instead she slid forward until her chest was flush against his, and his erection was nestled against her stomach and warm pussy. She kissed him then. Just touched her lips to his in a teasing caress, and then moved to the corner of his mouth and onto his chin. Her hands smoothed over his shoulders and she began rubbing her breasts against the hair on his lower chest.
Reaching behind her, she unsnapped her bra and threw it on the floor. Finally, she was completely naked before him and it felt wonderful. Her nipples were pale pink and felt heavy and sensitive from abrading them against him. She pinched them to make them contract into tiny buds and almost laughed at his intense expression as he watched her play with her breasts.
Raising up on her knees, she cupped one of them in her hand, and brought it up toward his lips. With the other hand, she grasped his hair and brought his head down toward her chest. "You've been very patient, so I'm going to let you kiss my breasts now. Would you like that?"
He nodded, and blew warm air against her taut flesh. Opening his mouth, his tongue flicked out and swirled around the crest. Not content to just taste it, he surged forward, and drew the entire tip into his mouth hungrily, feasting on her breast with his lips and tongue. When she didn't draw away, he began sucking rhythmically on her nipple, trying to fit as much of her mound in his mouth as possible.
She palmed her other breast and pulled on the nipple in rhythm with the motion of his mouth. She felt that tugging sensation deep, deep within the core of her body, and a gush of moisture gathered between her thighs, coating his erection where it stood just below the entrance to her body.
Not able to wait a second more, she let go of her breast and his hair and braced herself against his shoulders as she slowly began to sink down on his hard cock. She opened her mouth and sighed as she felt him begin to stretch her tight sheath. He was too big to take all at once so she hovered with just the head breaching her for a moment. And then she rose up on her knees again and allowed him to almost slide out of her. She fucked him like that for several strokes, just allowing an inch or two of his erection to shallowly enter her, and then retreating.
"Please. Katie. I'm begging you. I'm going to lose my everlovin' mind if you don't take all of me. Right now." He surged his hips upward just as she sunk down on him and it was done. He was finally inside her sweet pussy.
Slowly, she began riding him. Tightening her muscles around him as she slid up and down his shaft in an easy, relaxed rhythm that made sparks ignite behind her eyes and little mewling cries escape her open mouth.
Not content to be just ridden, Nick began flexing his hips at a less leisurely pace, urging her on and making her breasts bounce against his face. Her small gasps turned to cries as she ground herself against the base of his thick erection. Knowing she was too far gone to notice, he took his chance and loosened his wrists from the strip of lace holding him captive. He brought his hands down to her hips where he anchored her against him so he could get the leverage he needed to sink every last inch of his cock into her slick passage.
When he was finally embedded in as far as he could go, he circled his hips and gained another inch. “You feel so fucking good. Your pussy is squeezing me so tight.” He growled against her neck. "God. I love it. Do you want more?"
She nodded, and wrapped her arms around his neck. "Yes. Give it to me. Please, Nick."
Nick grabbed her by the buttocks and slid off the bale of hay and onto his knees on the hay-covered floor. Placing her gently on her back, he wrapped her thighs around his sides and covered her body with his. She crossed her ankles in the small of his back and held on tightly as he began pumping his hips in the driving rhythm they both needed. Their cries echoed off the stable walls and startled the horses as they built quickly towards orgasm.
Kayla climaxed first. She tightened her thighs around him, milking him with her inner muscles as the tremors convulsed through her.
That was all Nick needed. He plowed her like a beast and bellowed out her name as he thrust deeply one last time and was finally still.

It wasn't under hours later that she realized that he hadn't called her Katie when he came. He'd called her Kayla.



Chapter Seven


She woke alone and naked in the hay with just a blanket carefully tucked around her. She should have felt used, empty and a little cheap. But instead she felt liberated. And extremely sated. Her body was still vibrating with pleasure, even an hour after her final intense release. She'd never experienced sex like that before. It had been primal, almost animalistic the way he had just taken her at the end. It gave her gooseflesh just thinking about it. She felt claimed somehow. Like her body would never quite belong entirely to just her ever again.
She knew she was being ridiculous. She was usually a very practical woman. She was just having an emotional reaction to so much excellent sex after an extended dry spell. It was natural to imagine a connection that wasn't really there. Instead of beating herself up for it she was going to enjoy it. She had felt something for a man. Something deep. And for her, this was progress. If she could feel something for him, perhaps there was someone else out there who could make her come alive. Someone other than a very talented prostitute.
Sitting up, she looked around and noticed that her skirt, shirt, wig, mask and bra were draped over the bale of hay in the corner. Wow. She must have passed out not to notice him gathering up her clothing. No sign of her panties though. She stood up and felt a twinge of discomfort between her legs. It was a good pain. It reminded her of how deeply he had filled her and how much she had loved being on the receiving end of all that unrestrained passion.
She got dressed, smiling to herself as she thought of the way she'd teased and tormented him. How was she going to go back to one night stands with random strangers after this? She was ruined. As for her original fixation, she hadn't thought of Jake since she'd seen Nick's rugged face. It was good to be free of that obsession. Before this afternoon, she had thought watching a man masturbate would be the height of eroticism. Now that fantasy seemed quite tame compared to the x-rated thoughts that were running through her head. Mostly centered on what she would do to that cowboy if she had the chance again.
It felt a little odd to be walking around without panties, but this new sensual Kayla ignored her discomfort. She could walk around with her bush flying in the breeze if she felt like it. At least until she could get to a mall and buy some new panties.
Leaving the stall, she stopped and looked around at the setting of her recent debauchery. It looked so normal. The stable door was now open. In the bright light streaming in she saw that all the items he'd thrown on the floor earlier when he'd sat her on the table were now neatly piled up next to the saddle.
She gave a cursory look for her panties, but they weren't anywhere to be found. She couldn't help but notice that the riding crop was also gone. Too bad. She would have enjoyed that particular souvenir in her private time. Probably for the best. She didn't really want to explain that particular item to the border guards when she went back to Vancouver that afternoon.
Walking out to her car, she winced as she got behind the wheel and her bruised bottom came into contact with the seat. She was going to be reminded of that particular part of her fantasy for days. But it made her smile, remembering how he had been too excited to finish punishing her.
Fishing her keys out of her pocket, she unlocked the glove box and grabbed her wallet, passport, cell phone and sunglasses. As she was setting these items on the passenger seat, she noticed a white envelope lying there, completely camouflaged by the pale leather seats.
Frowning, she slid the envelope open with her keys and looked inside, expecting a receipt of some sort. Instead she was shocked to find her cashier's check for ten thousand dollars nestled inside.
Kayla looked around, expecting her cowboy to appear and explain. But he didn't. She was completely alone. She thought about driving around the property searching for him, but wasn't sure what his circumstances were. What if he actually did work here and she got him in trouble for fraternizing at work? He'd obviously played some kind of devious joke on her, but that didn't warrant getting him fired.
Instead, she looked through her wallet until she found Miss Bright's card. She punched in the number on her cell phone and waited impatiently for the woman to pick up. It rang many times before she heard Miss Bright's clipped voice on the other end.
Kayla interrupted before she could finish saying hello. "What exactly is going on?"
"Kayla? What do you mean? You sound distressed. I thought everything went so well. Nick has already reported in and it sounds like your fantasy has been successfully fulfilled. Did something not meet your expectations?"
Kayla thought about that question for a moment. In truth, her expectations had been exceeded, but that wasn't why she was calling. "Miss Bright. Everything was wonderful. So, why is my own check sitting in my hands right now? Am I to understand that you've issued your second refund? Without my input? I find that very unlikely."
Miss Bright gave a very unladylike snort on the other end of the phone. "No, I can honestly say that I would not issue a refund in this particular case. Nick, however, said that he felt his performance was not as client-based as it should have been. It did not meet our professional standards."
"He said that?"
"Not exactly. His words were more like, 'I acted like I was out on my first date after five years in prison.' You should take that as a compliment. Nick has never, ever been compromised like this before. He's usually a very cool customer."
That did not sound like her cowboy at all. "Did he say anything else?" Why did she suddenly feel like she was back on the farm, looking for an inkling of interest from Jake. The question was beneath her, but she held her breath waiting for an answer anyway.
"Just that he apologized if you were disappointed."
Disappointed? Was he kidding? How could she be disappointed. She was getting wet again just thinking of him. "That's really not necessary. In fact, I'd like to schedule another appointment, just as soon as I get back from Chicago in two weeks."
"Miss Foreman. Surely you read your contract. Fulfilling a woman's fantasy is an isolated event. We do not entertain repeat performances."
Kayla rolled her eyes. "But this would be a completely different fantasy. So it wouldn't be a repeat performance."
Miss Bright responded, sounding almost exactly like a robot. "Irrelevant. Any subsequent fantasies will not be considered." She softened her tone and continued. "I'm sorry, but we do this for the benefit of the client. Fantasies can become an addiction, just like anything else. The first one is so sublime that the client can easily find themselves forever trying to match that experience with greater and greater perversity. Believe me, it's not in your best interest to travel that road."
"This is about money, isn't it? What if I doubled the price?"
"Well, considering you paid exactly nothing for this experience, you do not make a very enticing offer."
"No. I meant twenty thousand."
"We're flattered that you feel our service is worth such a sum, but the answer is still negative. And even if I did make an exception, I don't think Nick would be willing to take money from you anyway. Not that he needs it. He's been retired for years. Obviously, he was not ready to come back." She sighed, sounding somewhat human for the first time in this conversation.
"Retired? You mean he doesn't do this on a regular basis?"
"No, none of them do. He just happened to be in town, and I thought he'd make an excellent match for you. But obviously I was wrong." It was obvious from her tone that she was quite disturbed at this possibility.
"You weren't wrong. He was exactly what I needed."
"I'm glad to hear that. Now, is there anything else I can do for you?"
"Evidently not," Kayla said, a little more snidely than was absolutely polite.
Miss Bright ignored her tone. "Then I will conclude this conversation by wishing you well and reminding you that most of our references are through our clients. So, if you know a woman, like yourself, who would benefit from our service, please do not hesitate to put her in contact with me."
Kayla didn't really have any close female friends outside work, but if she did, she couldn't imagine sending them to Miss Bright. Delta of Venus Inc., provided a quality product, but if there was even the slimmest possibility of an acquaintance of hers being set up with Nick, she would surely go mad imagining them together.
She closed the conversation with Miss Bright by promising to let her know how the digital recording of her fantasy turned out, and then threw the phone down on the dashboard.
That was it then. Her fantasy was fulfilled, but by an ex-prostitute, not a current one. She didn't know why that changed things, but it did. With the money back in her hands, it felt more like she'd been on a really hot date with a man she was falling for rather than just a financial transaction. Was she crazy to think she could have a relationship with someone she'd met through a fantasy fulfillment agency?
But it didn't matter. She had no way of getting hold of him even if she could overcome their unconventional first date. She needed to forget about him and focus on finding someone more suitable. Someone she liked and desired who wasn't a current or former prostitute. Why did that suddenly seem like such an impossible and unappealing task?

One week later…
Kayla sighed inwardly as yet another suit entered the hotel elevator. She didn't even look at them anymore. They just blended together. Same dark clothing, slicked back hair, and covetous expressions on their faces. But this was the price she paid for trying to be more approachable.
In an attempt to find someone to take her mind off Nick, Kayla had come to this conference in Chicago with a plan. She was going to get over her dislike of the corporate drones, and give them a chance. Since she usually dressed like a stylish librarian in neutral, conservative clothing and understated makeup, her current low-cut, emerald green silk blouse and slick red lips made her feel a bit like a five dollar hooker.
For the most part, her plan had worked. She definitely drew more attention than ever before. At previous conferences, she had spent at least part of her evenings fending off horny executives who thought she must be easy prey because she was one of the few young, unattached, and somewhat attractive female participants. She had quickly relieved them of their delusions with her sharp tongue and cool demeanor.
Dressing a little more provocatively and leaving her hair down had not been a good idea. It was like dragging a juicy pork-chop through a pack of famished wolves. It didn't seem to matter to these men that she wasn't enthused about their interest. The fact that many of them were married was equally irrelevant. Conferences for them were like a giant frat party rather than the networking and education platform the organizers had intended.
Leaning back against the wall of the elevator, she ignored the last batch of men exiting and their lecherous glances. She was on her way up to her room on the 40th floor to change. Hopefully, she would feel more comfortable and less like prey in her conservative armor.
She just needed to accept that her plan had been a bust. It was the last night of a four day conference and no one appealed to her, despite her best efforts to be more open-minded. She was simply bent towards men with a bit of a rugged edge to them. She couldn't seem to help herself. She had a type and Nick had embodied it.
She was beginning to fear that she was on a fruitless quest to find a man to compete with her cowboy. It was just like the Jake obsession, except much worse. Unlike her childhood crush, Nick seemed to return her interest. Yes, it was his job to reciprocate emotions, but there was no way he could fake that kind of passion. She was convinced there was something real between them. The way he had shouted her real name as he'd climaxed had convinced her. But she had no idea how to find him.
Right now she was stuck in Chicago for the next five days. Her boss had requested her assistance in developing some training materials that were being piloted at the branch here. It was a great opportunity for Kayla, but she longed to get back to Vancouver. She'd decided that she was going to return to the scene of the crime and try and find Nick. He obviously had some kind of relationship with the owners of that stud-farm, and that was a good place to start. She felt like a crazed stalker for even entertaining the notion of trying to track him down, but she really needed to resolve this. If she did find him and he seemed less than thrilled, she would just ask for her panties back. But at least she would know if she'd imagined their connection.
Relieved to be alone, except for one last man facing away from her, she watched the numbers flash by above his head. Bored, she took her first good look at him. He was tall and well-built, which was appealing, but he was also wearing a ridiculously expensive, pin-striped suit and shiny black Gucci loafers. Just another corporate robot.
His sandy hair was cut military short in a style that wasn't corporate-chic at all though. No shiny product marred its softness. She felt herself growing curious about him. She couldn't even smell any offensive aftershave wafting towards her. Just a hint of soap and clean skin. Usually being in elevator with a man in a suit was like being trapped in a cologne factory, so she usually took the stairs. Today, she was wearing four-inch pumps and forty floors was a lot. She'd learned recently that she liked a bit of punishment, but not that kind of torture.
She was just moving forward to get a better look at him when he reached towards the elevator control panel and hit the stop button. The elevator obeyed with a lurch, and Kayla grabbed the hand-rail to keep herself from stumbling.
The man in the suit turned towards her and gave her a familiar naughty grin. Kayla's heart lurched. It was him. Her cowboy. But he didn't look like her cowboy at all. He was still gorgeous, but the stubble, messy hair, and thread-bare clothing were gone. This guy looked like a complete corporate shark. And yet she still found him wildly attractive.
She looked at him in shock for a moment, so thrilled to see him again that she thought about just grabbing him and kissing him and forgetting completely about the elevator maintenance staff that were probably already alerted. Then reality set in. Had he followed her somehow? Was he some kind of deranged stalker? Was she now trapped with someone dangerous?
"Nick? What are you doing here? And why have you stopped the elevator. They're going to throw us out." She said, reaching out toward the panel to hit the release button.
He grabbed her hand and pulled her towards him, until she was pressed up against his side. "I need a few minutes with you to explain. Just give me that and I'll get us moving again."
She frowned at him and removed her hand and body from his grip. "Two minutes and then we need to get out of here."
"Would you believe me if I said I belonged here?" He asked cheekily as he reached into his pocket, brought out a card and handed it to her.
She took the card from him and moved away to look at it. It said his name was Nicholas Finnegan, and he was the CFO and Founder of Anin Industries. She looked up at him questioningly. "I don't get it. Why would you be working at a stud-farm? Or as a prostitute, for that matter?"
He handed her another card. This one was very familiar. It was the same one that had been slipped under her door at the London conference last month. "Let's just say I have a vested interest in both."
She stared at him incredulously. "You mean you own both?"
"Well, I have the majority of shares in Delta of Venus, so I don't technically own it outright. But the farm is mine." He looked at her hopefully.
"I can't believe this." She shook her head and handed the cards back to him. "You set the whole thing up then? What if my fantasy had been something weird, like I wanted to dress you up as a baby or something?"
"I guess I'd be shopping for some really big diapers then."
"You're serious? You wanted to sleep with me that badly?" A small, pleased grin stole across her face.
"Well, yeah. Of course. Eventually. But more than anything I wanted to get to know you. Unfortunately, you weren't exactly the most approachable. I'd seen you burn a lot of guys, and I didn't want to be one of them. I thought if I could meet you under different circumstances, I might stand a better chance of not being totally rejected."
"I don't get this. We haven't even spoken before we met at the stable, have we?"
"Nope. Not a word. I know this is going to sound kinda creepy, but I actually noticed you last year at another conference."
She reached around him with a glare and hit the elevator release button. It started moving again, but very slowly. "A year. You've been watching me for a year? Do I need to call the police or something? You haven't been sitting outside my home with binoculars, have you?"
He grinned sheepishly. "Of course not. It started off very innocently, I swear. I watched how you were really kind to all the waiters and bar staff. Then, I was at that presentation on staff motivation you gave and you were so professional and confident, and yet a little bit of humor kept sneaking into everything you said. What can I say? I was intrigued."
They reached the fortieth floor and the elevator doors slid open. Kayla wasn't sure what to do. She thought of how happy she'd been to see him and how much trouble he'd gone through to gain her attention. Why was she angry with him exactly? Hadn't she contemplated stalking him just as soon as she got back home? Pretty hypocritical to criticize his methods when she was fully prepared to infiltrate his work environment to hunt him down.
He'd deceived her, for sure, but if he'd approached her in his current corporate mode of dress, would she have blown him off? Probably. She seemed to have some kind of weird prejudice against men in suits. Maybe it was her humble upbringing, but somehow she had developed an aversion to them. She didn't want to believe she was that superficial, but apparently she was.
She looked at him now, standing there looking irresistible, with his powerful arms holding the elevator open. He was waiting impatiently for her to decide if she was ready to take her fantasy cowboy and make him part of her real world. Suddenly it seemed very obvious what she wanted. Just him. Her cowboy who could exist comfortably in both her worlds. They had a lot to discuss, but it could wait. Now she needed to get him out of that suit.
For once, she did something very impulsive. Grabbing him by his very proper tie she backed him into the elevator. She hit the stop button as she passed the control panel and pushed him against the back wall. Reaching up on tip-toes, she kissed him. Really kissed him with all the pent-up longing of the past week.
Nick responded with a groan and kissed her back hungrily. He turned them so she was backed up into the corner and angled her chin up so he could kiss her neck. After a minute of this he came to his senses. Pausing, he moved back and looked into her eyes. "Kayla, I'm so sorry. I should have told you everything at the stable, but I totally lost my nerve. Tell me you'll give us a chance. That I didn't totally blow it. Because I want to be way more than a fantasy to you."
Kayla smiled gently at him and ran her hand over his very short hair. "You're already way more than that. You have been since I heard you talking to that horse." She gave him a stern look. "But I do think you need a little punishment for your behavior. Too bad that riding crop has gone missing."
He grinned and trailed one finger down her cleavage. "Well, actually, it's in my room. I've been carrying it around for a week."
She laughed and playfully swatted his firm buns with one open palm. "I knew you had it."
"Yup. I've got it, and you can give it to me later. But right now I have an elevator fantasy I'd like to fulfill." He sunk to his knees in front of her and began kissing his way up her smooth thighs.
Kayla eased her legs apart and bit her lip, waiting for the exquisite pleasure only her cowboy could give her.
When the elevator maintenance crew arrived, they discreetly waited until the moaning stopped before prying open the doors. Apparently, they were very familiar with Nick's particular elevator fantasy.
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