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SPURS (Wild, Wicked Burnetts #1) / Lola Rivera – 1
st
Edition

Chapter One

 

 

Daphne's stomach quivered at the metallic jangle of spurs and heavy boots on the wooden floorboards. For the rest of her life that sound would conjure only one image in her mind:  Cord Burnett, the sexiest, most drop dead gorgeous cowboy she'd ever seen.

Growing up in Houston, Daphne had attended the world famous livestock show and rodeo every year of her life. She had seen—and lusted after—her fair share of cattlemen but never had any of them compared to Cord.

From the moment she'd clapped eyes on him, she'd just known he was the man for her. Unfortunately it didn't seem as if Cord shared her sentiments.

She tried not to dwell on that miserable fact as he drew near. Instead she settled deeper in the corner of the comfy sofa and pretended to be engrossed by the article on gravitational waves in her scientific journal. The footsteps came closer, the jingling spurs surprisingly noisy in the empty ranch house.

When Cord drew near, Daphne's entire body flared with awareness. He was so close his body heat penetrated her arm and the side of her face. As he moved around to stand in front of the couch, his smell filled her nose. Leather. Sweat. Horses.

If only she could bottle it and keep it for those lonely nights she'd soon face once she left his ranch.

“Where is everybody?”

His gruff voice shook her to the very core. She looked up slowly, savoring every second of raking her eyes over his dusty, muscular form. Those piercing blue eyes made her shiver. His square jaw with its five o'clock shadow lent him a roguish look. The Stetson sitting atop his head hid most of his prematurely graying hair. She couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to be wrapped up in those big, strong forearms.

Shaking off her momentary enthrallment, Daphne met his gaze. “Kate and Derek decided to drive into Austin for the weekend. They won't be back until Monday morning.”

She noted the smallest tic in Cord's jaw. He had done his best to avoid her during her two week visit to his ranch. “Why the hell did they leave you behind? Surely you’d rather be on 6
th
Street than stuck here on this dusty old place.”

God, he really was blind. He didn’t see it. How could he not see it?

“I’m not big on the bar scene. I wanted to stay here.”
With you
, she left unsaid.

His expression turned skeptical. “I don’t know why.”

She had never imagined his dislike of her ran so deep. The knowledge he couldn't stand to be alone with her stung painfully. Daphne looked away, not wanting him to see the hurt in her eyes.

“I made dinner but don't feel obligated to try it.” She tried to make light of the situation with an impish smile. “I'm not known for my cooking skills.”

Cord's expression softened a bit. “I'm sure it's just fine. I need a shower first.” He gestured to his filthy clothing. “Half an hour okay?”

“Sure.” Her gaze drifted to his backside as he walked away from her. She had never seen such a perfect ass. The denim stretched taut across his butt only exaggerated its perfection. It was all she could do some days not to reach out and swat it.

What would Cord do if she did such a wild and brazen thing? She doubted he would be very impressed. He would probably do something shocking and old school and toss her across his lap and spank her bottom while muttering things about ladylike behavior.

Not wanting to be carried away by those types of salacious thoughts, Daphne dropped the magazine onto her lap and leaned her head back against the sofa cushion. She buried her face in her hands and tried not to cry or shout with frustration.

When her best friend and soon-to-be sister-in-law Kate had first floated the idea of this visit, Daphne hadn’t been very excited. Three weeks on a cattle ranch? It wasn’t her idea of a relaxing vacation, but her brother had pushed and Kate had cajoled and somehow Daphne found herself tossing her favorite clothes into her Pégase Légère and agreeing to come out to the middle of nowhere.

Kate had been so excited to bring Daphne and Derek out to the sprawling ranch where she had spent her childhood. Orphaned at seven, she had been raised by her older brothers Cord, Logan and Jay. She had run away from the ranch at her first chance for the big city and had never looked back. Now that she was engaged to Derek, she would have the cosmopolitan life she had always wanted.

Unlike Kate, Daphne and her brother Derek had led a rather cushy life in Houston. They had both attended the best private schools and had both graduated from top notch universities. Derek now worked with their father and was being groomed to take over the family business. Marrying Kate in the spring was just the next step on the path their parents had laid out for him almost as soon as he had been conceived.

Daphne, on the other hand, was wandering far from that path. A PhD in astrophysics wasn’t exactly what her mother had planned for her. She was supposed to go to SMU, rush a sorority and get her Mrs. Degree before coming back to Houston to host galas and fundraisers and sit on charity boards and join her mother with the ladies-who-lunch crowd.

These days bagging a blue-blooded husband with high earning potential and the “right” connections was the last thing on Daphne’s mind. She needed space, some time to decompress after four years of studying astrophysics. She had been planning to run away to Europe with her cousin Lara, but Kate’s invitation to visit the ranch had been a perfect substitute.

Until she'd met Cord and all her plans were shot to hell.

Falling in lust with her best friend's oldest brother had to be the very worst thing she had ever done. Not that she had any control over it, of course. It had simply happened. One look at that rough, raw man and she was gone. She smiled wryly at the irony of her situation. Generally she had to beat men off with a stick but the only man she had ever craved wanted nothing to do with her.

Annoyed, Daphne tossed the magazine onto the coffee table. She heard Cord's bedroom door close and almost instantly the naughty images started. In her mind, Cord undressed slowly, stripping out of those dirty, dusty clothes and revealing inch after delicious inch of tanned, toned body. His thick cock stood at attention. He stroked the length of his rock hard shaft as he pointed to floor in front of him. She hurried to comply, kneeling at his feet and staring up at him with such hunger. She desperately wanted to taste his cum, to suck his cock and hear him groan with pleasure.

As Daphne entertained her filthy fantasy, she allowed her hands lift up the fabric of her long skirt. Her fingers slid inside her panties and between the lips of her throbbing sex. Eyes closed, she imagined Cord's cock in her mouth as she stroked her clit. The little pearl begged for attention. She flicked her fingers over it as she enjoyed the fantasy of Cord pressing his cock between her wet lips. His phantom fingers tightened in her hair as he pumped his hips and fucked her mouth just the way she wanted. He breathed heavily as he neared his climax.

The excitement of behaving so wantonly and of risking Cord finding her masturbating on his living room couch only made Daphne hotter. As imaginary Cord came in her mouth, she slid her fingers inside her slick channel and thrust them against that spot that made her toes curl. No lover had ever been able to bring her to climax but she'd never had a problem achieving the Big O on her own.

With such a dirty fantasy racing through her mind, Daphne had no problem coming now either. She pinched her nipples through the thin fabric of her dress and strummed her clit with her thumb. Mouth open but no noise issuing forth, Daphne came hard.

She might not be able to have Cord in real life, but in the realm of her fantasies, that man was all hers.

Chapter Two

 

 

Cord cursed his rotten luck as he stood beneath the pounding spray of his shower head. Of all the times for Kate to run off with her fiancé for a weekend in Austin! Being alone with Daphne was going to kill him.

For the last twelve days, he had walked around with a permanent hard-on. The second Daphne had stepped out of her brother's SUV that hot Saturday afternoon he hadn't been able to get her out of his mind. A stiff breeze had kicked up her blue skirt and bared a tantalizing glimpse of brown thigh and baby blue panties. He had tried to do the decent thing and look away but it had proven impossible.

Then she had yelped, a high pitched squeal of surprise that had driven him crazy with the dirtiest thoughts. He could think of a dozen different ways to cause Daphne to make that sound again. As she had walked toward the house, he'd prayed for another gust of wind, another peek of those cotton panties—and felt like a huge pervert.

Daphne was way out of his league. Hair as black as the coffee he drank every morning. Silky skin the deep, rich, life-giving color of the land he worked every day. Dark eyes that seemed deep and endless as the skies she studied.

And those curves! Daphne was obviously a girl who enjoyed a good meal and understood that some men—men like him—wanted their women soft and round and full. She was brilliant, beautiful, disgustingly rich, and young—twenty-five to his thirty-four. Too young for a rough old bastard like himself.

But even knowing all that Cord couldn't stop the fantasies. He hadn't been prone to wet dreams in ages but having Daphne just a few doors down had driven him to the point of insanity. He had washed an alarming amount of laundry over the last few days. No matter how hard he tried not to think of Daphne, his cock seemed to override his wishes.

In his dreams, he could have her any way he wanted. Over him, under him, bent over the kitchen table—his dream self had fucked Daphne six ways to Sunday. Even now he ached for her.

Desperate for relief, he stroked the rigid length of his soapy cock. He fisted the head and fondled his sac. If he closed his eyes and concentrated, Cord could practically taste her. He yearned to bury his face in her sweet pussy. He could hear her shrieking his name as she came against his lips. He wanted to lap at her like a hungry bear, to swallow every last drop of honey leaking from her core.

And then he'd shove his fat cock inside that tight pussy. He would give her the ride of a lifetime, pound her right into the mattress until she begged for mercy. Maybe he would tie her up first, bind her wrists and ankles so she wouldn’t be able to do anything but wiggle that big, thick ass he wanted to swat.

With a strangled groan, Cord came all over his hand. He leaned against the tile and caught his breath. Shame filtered through him. It wasn't right to fantasize about her like that. She wasn't some pinup intended to fuel his dirty thoughts. She was a brilliant, beautiful young woman who deserved to be treated with respect.
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