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Her Cowboy 

 

1.

 

Mary

 

I hated Jess and the way he made me feel.

He woke things up inside of me that I wished would stay asleep.

"What are you going to do when he gets back?" Sarah asked.

We both sat on the swinging bench on my porch. Well, my family's porch. My daddy's porch.

I was 18. I wanted out of this place. I wanted to go to college. Go and see the big city.

But my parents wanted me to stay here, watching over our Texas ranch.

"Give him a piece of my mind. Tell him I want nothing to do with him," I said.

The porch swing creaked a little every time it rocked back and forth. I used my toes against the wooden boards of the porch to swing it.

Creak-creak, creak-creak... 

"He is really handsome at least," Sarah said.

Sarah was my best friend from high school. She lived in town, but he parents let her borrow their old truck to come out here and hang out with me.

She was going to school in the fall. Just like she wanted to. I couldn't help being a bit jealous.

"Yeah, he's that," I said.

Irritably, I tugged the shoulder strap of my dress back up into place. It was an airy summer thing. I wished I could wear something with the skirt above my knees, but my daddy balked at that.

The flower pattern of the skirt descended down under my knees, showed off my calf muscles.

I did a fair amount of work around the ranch, which gave me a girlish if taut body. The small amount of cleavage showing wasn't just the dress's fault, but also mine for having a small chest. Handfuls at best.

I flicked my hair back as well. It was long and wavy and dark honey in color. I wanted to chop that off, but that was another thing my parents—my daddy in particular—wouldn't stand for. 

A woman needed long hair. For what, I didn't know. It was fun to flick around, at least. Like a horse flicking its tail.

Not exactly the best analogy, since my daddy also said I was like a wild filly that just needed a good breaking in.

Sarah saw the snarl pass over my face.

"What is it?" she said.

"Nothing. Just thinking about him," I said.

"He" meant Jess. Jess Matthews, the man who owned the ranch next to ours. A real cowboy type. Not that much older than I was, but he already had the respect of the menfolk around these parts.

He was also the man my father wanted me to marry. He had big dreams of our two ranches combining into one large one.

I couldn't care less about that. I wanted to get to the city. Austin, Dallas, Houston. Maybe even farther away. What about Los Angeles, or New York even?

"He's handsome, though," Sarah said, "At least he has that."

I couldn't argue with her there. Jess looked good. Nice square jaw, big shoulders, dark hair over a pair of smoldering eyes.

I admit that once or twice I maybe fantasized about him a little. About him kissing up my thigh until he found that little tattoo very high up that I'd gotten in secret last year.

Fantasized about him continuing that line of kisses farther up my thigh, feeling the prickle of that dark stubble he always wore against the smooth, sensitive skin there.

My heart picked up just thinking about it. Galloped, even.

"You have him, then," I said. I didn't want to think about Jess anymore.

"Maybe I will," Sarah said.

Jess had a reputation around town, too. A womanizer. It made the other men a bit jealous, if only because he had his pick of any of the young women and often took said pick.

A trail of broken hearts followed him.

And women still threw themselves at him. Because of that cowboy aura, the good looks, all that.

"Amy Perkins from the general store said that he took her in the back, held her down, and..." Sarah started.

But then we heard the engine.

I recognized the sound.

It was Jess's big Ford 4X4. A truck that he put through its paces all over the region.

Because the men around here also admired Jess since he actually worked around his ranch rather than hiring out like so many others did.

Jess pulled his truck even with Amy's and got out. He wore a pair of broken-in leather boots, his blue Levi's tucking into them and belted at the waist.

His flannel shirt was tucked into those jeans, showing off his lean waist, and the sleeves of that shirt were rolled up partway to his elbows, showing off tanned and tawny forearms.

He was handsome, I had to admit. Confident and cocky, too. You could tell by the way he held himself. By the way he smiled and looked you right in the eye.

Sarah pulled in a sharp breath. Even I felt a prickle of desire run up the front of my stomach, hardening my small nipples until they ached.

I shifted my butt on the porch swing. There was an uncomfortable and insistent heat building between my thighs, and the pressure made it worse.

He was handsome and confident and good looking and all that.

But he also represented everything I wanted to get away from. That old style of life. That old style of manliness and the old style of womanhood that it demanded.

Jess sauntered over to stand at the foot of the few steps leading up to my porch.

He stood with his thumbs hooked into his belt loops, head cocked slightly.

"Aren't you going to invite me in?" he said.

"Now why would I do that?" I replied.

He appraised me, eyes lingering on my bared calf muscles, on that bit of cleavage.

A ball of heat spread out from my belly, flushing my skin. I felt that blush begin crawling up my neck.

"Because it's polite," he said. He looked at Sarah and nodded a greeting at her.

She giggled girlishly and started down at her lap.

You’re such a little whore, I thought. I also thought that if he asked her to hop into the bed of his truck for a quick roll she'd jump at the chance. Literally. 

"Guess I'm impolite," I said.

He watched me, one corner of his mouth crooked in a slight smile like he knew something I didn't. "Not impolite. Strong-willed."

"You say that like it's a bad thing," I said.

He shrugged. "Nothing a good man can't sort out for you."

"A good man like you?"

He shrugged again, those eyes never leaving me. That flush of heat intensified and I wished he would stop looking at me like that.

Or at all.

"I'm going inside. To my room," I said, "I'll see you tomorrow, Sarah."

"Sure thing," she said.

I stood. My knees felt like water.

That spreading flush of heat had gone down as well as up. Quivering heat between my thighs.

I couldn't be there any longer. I rushed for the door.

 

2.

 

Jess

 

I watched Mary make for the front door of her family's old ranch style house. She hauled it open and went inside.

She had nice legs. The dress hugged her hips, showed off her figure. Which was girlish but still attractive.

I wanted her. She was one of the only women in town who hadn't yet succumbed to my charms.

A wild filly who needed taming. Needed a real man to lasso her and reel her in. Give her a good mounting and she'd be eating out of my hand, I knew.

The urge suffused me. I was a man of instinct and desire. I knew that and didn't care.

I ate when I wanted, drank when I wanted. Fucked who I wanted and when I wanted. And I saw nothing wrong with that.

Sarah got up. She wore a pair of those skinny jean things girls liked so much. A tee clung to her waist, showed off her bust. She flicked dark hair back over her shoulders.

"Guess I should get going, too," she said.

I saw the way she looked at me. That flicker of a glance up, then down at her feet. The rosy spots of color in her cheeks.

The way she practically thrust her chest out at me.

I knew that look, that attitude, well.

She wanted to go for a ride.

And I almost took her up on the offer. I was in need. That need pulsed in my belly. Made my Levi's tight.

But I kept my sights set on another.

"Guess you're right," I said, sidestepping to clear her way down the stairs.

I watched the way her hips moved when she took each riser. A pretty little thing.

She came to the bottom, started past me. I grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her back against me. Her butt pressed against the front of my jeans.

"Maybe you and I will have a little chat sometime soon, before you get off to college. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

I folded my arms around him, my hands resting just below the level of her navel.

She smelled good. Fresh, like soap.

She also trembled against me.

"Maybe," she said.

She didn't stop me when I slid one hand down between her thighs, feeling the heat of her mound pulse through her denim.

The breath caught in her throat.

"Something for you to think about in the meantime," I said.

I let her go and gave her a pat on the ass to send her on her way. I ignored her while she got into her truck and drove off.

Inside, I went and spoke with her daddy for a while. Business stuff, mostly.

It was getting late, the sky already dark with night when I said I should go.

"Where's that daughter of yours? I need to tell her goodnight first," I said.

He practically tripped over himself telling me to do so. And that he thought she'd gone out to the barn to take care of a few chores before turning in.

"Good," I said. That would do just fine, I knew. The two of us alone together.

I needed to take care of that aching urge.

Outside, the crickets chirped. The wind whispered through the branches of the oak out in front of the house, the branches chittering against each other.

There was a light on in the barn. I went in, found her.

 

3.

 

I grabbed a bale of hay, the twine digging into my fingers, and tossed it down with the others. 

It was good work, honest. Got the heart pumping good. Good enough to wear me out for the night if I kept it up a while longer, I knew.

I needed that. If I wasn't totally worn out I'd lie in bed just thinking. Thinking and needing.

Until I finally gave into that urge and slipped a hand down between my thighs. Until that hand eased the ache there.

But I didn't want to do that. Not tonight. Because I knew I'd be able to think of no one but him. But Jess.

I heard the door open and shut. Figured it was my daddy coming in to check on me, or my mother coming to tell me to quit doing such things. She hated when I did what she liked to call "men's work." 

"Be in soon," I called in the direction of the door. I needed more time. More work.

Because that aching heat persisted between my thighs. I could feel my sex, all flushed with desire. Wet. So wet already.

I also needed to admit that I was jealous. Jealous of the women Jess already took.

Because they got to experience a man.

I was a virgin still. My dad made sure of that. Made sure that while school was on I came home straight away. That I didn't spend time alone with boys or men.

I looked forward to college also so that I could actually date.

Because I was so goddam horny. I wanted a cock and I wanted one bad. Longed for one.

"Your daddy said you'd be here."

I started at the unexpected voice.

"What is it you want, Jess?" I said, hoping he didn't notice the way I jerked in surprise.

I didn't even look at him. Instead I went back over to the pile of hay bales and grabbed the next, grimacing a little when the twine bit into my flesh again.

"You know what it is I want. Don't you play coy with me, girl," he said.

I caught sight of him from the corner of my eye. He leaned against the big doorway that looked into the storage area, his arms crossed and the light glinting off his leather boots and his shiny belt buckle.

"Guess you're in for disappointment, then," I said.

I hated being alone with him like that. This feeling rose up inside me. This thought. That he knew how I felt. That he could sense my own desire, somehow.

"Time's come for you and me to hash this out. This thing between us," Jess said.

"There's nothing between us," I said, "Never was, never will be. I think it's time you were on your way back to your own home."

"It isn't," he replied, "Not yet. Put that damn thing down. Look at me when I'm talking to you."

"No," I said simply. I tossed the bale I held currently and went back for another.

I picked it up. He came over and wrenched it from my hands. He tossed it away as though it weighed nothing.

"Let's take care of this, here and now," he said.

"There's nothing!" I said again, this time looking at him.

He grabbed me by the hips. He pulled me against him. My heart just about lurched from my chest.

My knees gave way when he kissed me, his stubble rough on my cheeks. I hated him for holding me up, for not letting me fall.

I used that burning hate.

I forced my arms between our bodies. I pushed us apart.

He smiled at me. I needed to wipe that smile from his face.

I slapped him. Slapped him hard so that my hand hurt. He didn't stop smiling.

I tried slapping him again. He caught my wrist in his hand. My arm trembled, trying to force forward.

He held me easily.

"You bastard!" I spat.

"That's the spirit," he said.

He used his grip on me to pull me against him again. This time with my back to him.

His rough mouth found my shoulder. Found my neck. I'd put my hair in a ponytail so that it wouldn't get in the way while I worked. 

And I'd given him clear access, it seemed.

His mouth was hot on me.

I could feel my body betraying me, responding to his advances. Could feel the pulsing heat in my pussy, the slickness of it. My breasts ached, my nipples stiffened.

My breath came in quick, sharp gasps.

I struggled, but couldn't get away from his strength. I could feel my own strength, my own will relaxing, surrendering.

"I'm going to break you in," he said, "Show you what a man wants in a woman." His breath rushed hot across the bare skin of my throat and shoulders.

And I felt his cock, too. The hard bulge of it against my ass. The way it throbbed when I pushed myself back against it.

He was big. Bigger than I thought a man was.

That wetness inside of me got worse.

"You want it. I can tell. You want it bad," he said.

"Not from you," I said, "Never from you."

"I think it's because I'm the one here you want it so bad. You want to be this new sort of woman. Free and educated and all that. But underneath you still have the instinct. You still have a woman's needs. Her real needs, that is."

"No," I said again.

But I could feel my willpower draining. Could feel it crumbling in the face of something much more powerful.

Need. Desire. Instinct. His body called to mine, and mine to his, in a way I couldn't quite get my head around.

And I felt so hot. Every inch of me, inside and out. Even my thin summer dress was torture to wear.

I let go of his wrist, my fingers relaxing. I melted against him.

"That's it, give in," he said.

He put his hands on my stomach while he kissed my bare shoulder. He ran those hands up my body, cupped my small, firm breasts with them. He squeezed and I groaned.

His cock throbbed when I made sounds like that. And it throbbed even more when I pushed my ass back against the hard bulge it made.

He ran his hands up my arms until they reached my shoulders and the thin straps of my dress. He started pushing them down my arms. My skin pebbled with gooseflesh.

Then I stamped down on his instep.

He jerked and grunted in pain.

I made my break. 

I thought I got away.

Then he grabbed me.

"You little fucking vixen! You little fucking tease!"

He tore my dress down, ripping the thin fabric. My breasts spilled out. My traitor body revealed to him.

He saw the how stiff and hard my nipples were. Saw the flush of rosy heat in me.

I tried slapping him again, first with one hand and then the other. He caught them both. Pulled me against him again.

I struggled at first. But then my struggles flagged. Then I didn't want to struggle.

That liquid heat inside of me wouldn't let me anymore. My hips gyrated against him, rolling the lowest point of my stomach against the hardness of his cock.

He kissed me hard, ran his mouth down my cheek, down my throat to my shoulder. I let him. I kissed him back.

I hated him. I fucking hated him.

But I needed him. I needed to fuck him. Needed him to fuck me. Fuck me hard.

He'd won and I'd lost and I didn't care anymore.

He reached a hand up under my dress, squeezed my thigh. Grabbed my ass and squeezed.

And he found that hot wetness between my thighs, too. Found it and touched it. Pushed his finger into it and made it worse. Made me moan like a little whore. A little bitch in heat.

When he found the little bean of my clit he squeezed and teased it with his finger. Touched and tortured it until my knees gave out and he held me up.

"Jess!" I screamed.

It was the most intense, incredible feeling of my life. Every muscle in my stomach and back clenched up. Electric heat pulsed from my pussy.

And he made it stronger, wouldn't stop.

My juices ran freely. Made me even slicker. Let his experienced finger do its work while I came for him. While he forced the orgasm out of me.

"Nice tattoo," he said when he lifted me up and put me on the piled bales of hay and hiked my dress up past my thighs.

He'd already pulled my white cotton panties aside, revealing the throbbing, flushed mound of my sex. My lower lips flushed with heat. Glistened with the wetness of my naked desire.

He undid his belt and his jeans expertly with one hand. He pushed them down, pulled the thick steel of his cock out. 

He was long and thick. A little glob of precum already glistened on the end of his shaft and seeing it made me tremble with primal desire.

My pussy throbbed and ached for him. I felt empty without him. I needed to be filled.

Needed him to fill me. Over and over until I couldn't take it anymore.

Using one hand, he grabbed the root of his shaft. He pushed that hot hardness against me, forced my lower lips apart with it.

My breath caught at the touch of his cock against me. At the hardness of it. At how hot it was against me.

What would it be like to feel that heat inside of me?

"I'm a virgin," I said, putting my hand on his chest.

He stopped when I did that. I could feel his heartbeat. Strong and hard. A thudding rhythm that my own body lined up with quickly.

"I know," he said.

His cock pushed harder against me. I groaned as I felt my youthful pussy begin stretching and yielding to his stiff, bare girth.

I wanted him so badly. Needed him, even. My body begged for every inch he could give me.

"We need a condom... What if I get pregnant?" I said.

He grinned his cowboy grin at me, one corner of his mouth higher than the other. "Good. You’re mine. You know it, your daddy knows it. If I put a baby in your belly all the better." 

"No..." I moaned. Partly out of protest. Partly out of anger at myself.

Anger because I craved it, I realized. Craved the feeling of his hot seed inside me. Quickening inside of me. Of that mark that made me his.

"Yes," he said.

He pushed himself into me. My body went rigid as I stretched around him. As my slick walls struggled to tighten around him.

But that same slickness let him slide in.

I wrapped my arms around his big shoulders. He kissed me throat. Bit it. I felt his teeth on my delicate flesh.

He forced every inch into me. Filled me up. He was so big. Huge. My pussy strained around him. My eyes squeezed shut and my lips feel back from my teeth.

I felt the sting as my hymen tore. My virginity ripped to shreds by his throbbing, merciless shaft.

"It's too big. It hurts," I said.

"Not for long," he replied.

"Oh God, Oh God..." I moaned again and again.

He withdrew from me. Most of the way. Then he slammed in again. I cried out with every thrust.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. My body knew what to do. Knew what it wanted.

He fucked me hard and I held on for dear life.

His cock was huge and thick and it hurt. For the first bit, anyway. The pain was delicious.

And it gave way to pure pleasure. My wetness soaked him, let him slide in and out no matter how tight I gripped him.

The tighter I got, the more he liked it.

And then he gave me another orgasm.

My body locked up again, started trembling.

"That's it," he said, "Give into it."

He fucked me hard. Rode me through it. Forced me to cum all over him. I cried out again and again. Tears started in my eyes.

It was like fireworks exploding inside of me. Heat so intense I thought I'd burn from it. Electricity that left every muscle hard and achy.

Before I even finished my first one he picked me up in his arms. I kept my legs wrapped around his waist. He wrapped his arms around mine.

He fucked me hard again. Bounced me up and down the entire length of his shaft. Took my body for his own pleasure.

He grunted and gritted his teeth. His body flushed with heat as well.

"Tell me you like it. Tell me you love it when I fuck you hard," he said.

"I want you to fuck me harder," I said, barely able to get the words out between breaths.

"Tell me you want me to cum in your tight little pussy," he said.

"I want it. I want it inside of me. I want all of it. Every last drop," I said, the words coming out of me. I couldn't stop them.

"I'm going to cum! You're going to make me cum! God, you're so tight," he said. "So tight and so fucking wet."

I wanted to tell him no. Tell him to stop, to pull out. To spend himself on my stomach or on my breasts.

But I didn't. No. I rode him harder. Forced the tight ring of my pussy to slide down every inch of his hard shaft. To engulf and swallow him to the root.

Because I wanted every drop.

And he gave it to me. He held me close and tight even while I held him the same way.

He groaned when his cock jerked inside of me. I gasped at the feeling. At the sensation and power of his orgasm. At the heat of his seed as he pumped it into me.

I had another shuddering orgasm of my own. My body responding to his again. My pussy milking him, pulling his load up into my womb. I squeezed him so hard it hurt.

But it hurt so good.

It felt right, somehow. Like I did what I was made to do.

"You're mine now," he breathed. His stubbled chin brushed a rough patch on my bare shoulder.

He held me clasped to him a while longer. His cock a thick, hard plug to make sure his load couldn't go anywhere.

Finally, he started to soften. Right around when every muscle in me started trembling with the effort of holding myself rigid.

He withdrew slowly, the firmness of my grip on his shaft preventing any speed.

When he did, none of his cum leaked out. I felt the sore walls of my pussy quiver while they closed up, sealing his seed within me.

My legs trembled in a traitorous way, so I knew they couldn't support me.

So I watched while he stuffed his cock back into his jeans.

I couldn't believe what just happened. What we did. I swallowed hard against a lump in my throat while I pulled my dress straps back into place. While I pulled the cotton crotch of my panties back over the now throbbing mound of my sex.

"I'm coming back tomorrow," he said.

To fuck me, he meant.

"I'll be too sore," I said. I could already tell.

He grinned at me again, "Only at the start. And I don't want to hear any more of this nonsense about you moving away from school. Your place is here, with me."

He didn't ask if I understood. If that was okay. He didn't care what I thought.

And something about that spoke to me. To the instinct inside of me.

"I'll see you tomorrow, then," I said.

I watched him go.

I hated him so much.

But I wanted him even more.




 

One Night with the Cowboy 

 

1.

 

Robert

 

Nothing made me need a woman like killing a man.

I hadn’t wanted to kill him. But I did. He drew first, but I drew first blood.

Not that such things were, strictly speaking, legal in the 21st century. But the old ways persisted. Why? Because they worked. Because they kept the balance.

So the Sheriff Bill and his deputies took care of all the legal things while I took care of myself.

I had an entire ranch to take care of, after all, most of that care done.

“You good with this?” The sheriff asked me. He nodded towards the body of Jim McCutny.

I shrugged. “Needed doing.”

The sheriff tugged at the brim of his hat. He wore a pair of those reflective aviator sunglasses that hid his eyes.

I didn’t need to see his eyes to know what he was thinking.

“You’re wondering if maybe this is the time you bring me in,” I said.

It wasn’t a question.

He nodded. “This isn’t the way things are done. Not anymore,” he said.

“If it’s not broke don’t fix it is what I have to say to that,” I replied.

I reached up and rubbed at the rough stubble on my chin. Be itchy soon if I didn’t shave, I knew. Except I had more important things to do than shave.

“I need a drink,” I said, “So bring me in or don’t. Which will it be?” I said. I looked the Sheriff right in those glasses. Pressed my vision in so he could feel the pressure of it.

I could see the tear in the collar of my gingham button down where Jim’s bullet missed killing me by some fraction of an inch.

When he’d pulled his trigger, my bullet had already torn into his chest. If I’d been any later at all. Any later at all…

It didn’t bear thinking about what may have been, I found. Only thinking about what was.

And right then I wanted nothing but a stiff bourbon and then a soft, warm woman. In that order.

“Go,” Bill said.

“Already gone,” I replied.

I had bourbon aplenty back home. Bottles of the stuff, sitting and waiting for me in the locked cabinet by the pantry.

But instead I went down to the bar. Drove my tough old Ford Bronco down to Maisie’s Place, the local dive where all the cowboys and roughnecks liked to ease the pain of existence with a few brews and a few shots. Ease it enough to get to sleep another night so they could get up again the next day to do it all over.

I didn’t want this to happen all over, though. No, sir. Killing, even necessary killing, was heavy work. Pushed down on a man’s shoulders. Hung a weight off his heart.

No, I didn’t want to repeat all of this tomorrow. Ever again, if I could help it.

But some things in life just can’t be helped.

I killed the Bronco’s engine and listened to the block ping under the hood while it cooled for a few minutes before going in.

The gravel parking lot crunched beneath the heels of my boots. And when I pulled the door open the hoppy smell of beer and the sharp smell of liquor rushed out at me. As well as the muffled thunder of the jukebox in the corner.

Pool balls cracked together on the green felt table.

The dozen or so patrons all paused to look up as I entered, sizing up the interloper, before they went back to their booze or their games.

A couple waitresses in skirts flocked around the place, ferrying trays with shot glasses and beer steins either way.

My other urge stirred low in my stomach when I set eyes on these women. Pretty things. Young things. Hoping to get off to college or maybe find themselves a rich old drunk oil billionaire to fuck and marry.

The skirts showed their legs. The open blouses, their breasts.

The smoky eyes they turned towards me showed their desire. I could feel the mirrored heat of them. Their desire mirroring mine.

First a drink, then a woman, I told myself.

I went up to the bar, shoving between two stools. The bartender, an oldster named Byron, tottered on over to me. Gave me a look with his rheumy eyes.

“What’ll you have?” he said. 

“Bourbon.”

He put a shot glass on the polished mahogany of the bar top and then poured a shot from a bottle of Kentucky’s finest that he brought up from beneath said bar.

He started putting the bottle back. I grabbed his wrist. He looked at me.

“Leave the bottle,” I said.

I could see him wonder whether to refuse me. But then I also knew that he knew what I’d just come from. If I was willing to kill one man, why not more?

He left the bottle.

I pounded one shot, then another. The bourbon rushed hot down my throat. Left a hot ball in my stomach.

I threw back a third shot.

“Better rein in.”

I turned. It was a cocktail waitress I’d never seen before. She was a pretty thing. Bouncy locks of hair that brushed her shoulders. Big blue eyes. Cleavage that invited further investigation.

Bare thighs beneath a skirt that, when I saw them, started up that other heat inside of me again.

“No one has hold on my reins but me,” I said.

“Is that so?” she said. 

I liked the glint in her eyes. Devilish and angelic all in one glance. Freeze a man solid with one look and set him afire with the next.

I decided I wanted her. I decided I’d have her. Make her mine. For the night, at least. Didn’t bear looking much further ahead than that. Not when you didn’t know which night would end up being your last night.

“It is,” I said.

She reached out for the bottle of bourbon. I grabbed her wrist. She raised an eyebrow at me. That look started really pumping the blood through my vein.

I released her.

She poured another shot. I reached for it, but she held on. Then, in one quick swallow, she threw the bourbon down her own throat.

She turned the glass over and set it, empty, down on the bar.

“They say you killed a man,” she said.

“I did,” I replied.

I examined her again while she leaned against the bar. Young and graceful. Beautiful and she knew it, too.

The eye of every man in the bar was on her. And she knew that, too.

I caught a hint of her scent. Fresh lilies. We stood close. Close enough that I fancied I could feel the heat coming off her.

Could she feel the heat coming off me?

“Why?” she asked. 

 

2.

 

Miranda

 

“If I told you he deserved it, would you believe me?” The cowboy said.

“It matter if I do?” I said.

I smiled. His eyes went down to my lips, then moved back up. He was handsome in that rugged way a man who’d worked all his life was handsome.

Rough. Just like the dark stubble on his chin. Dark-eyed, too. His face all harsh angles beneath that mop of glossy black hair that was like a stallion’s mane.

“Not to me,” he said.

One corner of his mouth crooked up in a hint at a rogue’s grin.

A tingling rush of desire ran down the front of my stomach. It didn’t stop until it settled between my thighs. An electric sensation that begged for a touch. For more than that. Much more. I hadn’t been with a man in a while.

And I needed it to stay that way.

“I have poor taste in men,” I said.

“And what’s that supposed to mean to me?” He said.

I leaned in closer. Leaned in so that I could smell the sweetness of the bourbon on his breath. “It means I’m not coming home with you tonight. Now, you want anything other than that bourbon?”

Part of me wondered whether he might grab me. Grab me and pull me close and kiss me. That part wanted him to. I could feel the throb of my heartbeat between my thighs. It was an ache.

“Seems the only other thing I want I can’t have. Which is a shame,” he said.

His eyes never wavered from mine. Dark eyes, like a placid lake on a moonless night.

“A real shame,” I agreed.

I walked away. Got about my business again.

I felt him watching me the whole night while he nursed that bottle. As the night wore on the music got louder and so did the bar.

And then it quieted again.

I cashed out when 2 in the AM rolled around, taking my tips and going to grab my jacket from the locker room.

When I came back out, my mystery cowboy was gone.

And when I went out to the parking lot, a potbellied biker waited for me. He’d been inside all night, too. Getting drunker and drunker. Handsier and handsier.

“Hey, sweetcheeks. Got something to show you,” he said.

“Not interested,” I replied. My heart sped up. I just wanted to make it around this drunk to my old sedan and get back to the room I’d rented.

He reached out and grabbed me. “Just a kiss, sweetie,” he said.

“No!” I said. I tried to club him with my purse. He laughed and swatted it away.

He kept laughing until I heard a crunch and his eyes rolled back in his head.

The cowboy stood behind him, rubbing the knuckles of his right hand.

“Thanks,” I said, a little stunned.

“Come on,” he said, nodding towards an old truck at the end of the lot.

“I’m fine. And I prefer to be alone,” I said.

“I don’t,” he replied.

He reached out and grabbed my wrist again. His grip was snug but not painful.

“I could scream,” I said.

“But you won’t,” he replied. I could feel those dark eyes of his on me again. I could feel the hunger in them. The need.

He hauled me towards his truck.

"I'm not that kind of girl," I said.

I searched around the parking lot. There was a single, yellowed flood light on the bar's facade that provided something like an excuse for illumination.

My old car and the cowboy's truck were the only vehicles I could see. That, and the glint of chrome from the biker's ride near the store.

We were, for all intents and purposes, alone.

I tried to stop.

"What kind of girl is it you think that I think you are?" the cowboy said.

When he felt me stop, he pulled me harder. I nearly tripped.

Would've, but he caught me.

I caught the musk of his scent in his gingham shirt. Felt the hard muscles beneath it, earned from long miles on the range.

There was another smell, too. Sharper.

Gunpowder, I thought. 

And I also found that I liked the way he smelled. Something about it, about him, was intoxicating.

Still, I didn't want intoxication.

"The kind that goes home with a man she just met," I said.

We got to the truck, an old Bronco. The chrome caught some of the weak light.

"I don't recall saying I intended on taking you home," he said.

"Where, then?" I replied.

I considered my options. Figured that when he reached for his keys would be the best time to bolt for freedom.

My body sang with sudden energy. My heart surged.

I tried to ignore the way my nipples stiffened. The way I started throbbing between my thighs.

And the sensation of wetness between those thighs. Quivering wetness and heat that demanded all my attention even when I tried to give it nothing.

Because the cowboy drew me to him, somehow. There was something magnetic. Animal.

He didn't care what other people thought. Only what he wanted. And he got it.

And I knew that at that moment he wanted me.

And I found that that made me want him.

We went around to the back of the truck. He opened the tailgate, the hinge squeaking as the door swung to the side.

In the darkness, I could make out some indistinct shapes. And a smell. Deep and musky, like horses.

It was tack, I realized. Harness, reins. And blankets.

"I'm not willing to wait much longer," he said.

"I don't even know your name," I replied.

I realized this was my chance. I could go. I could run.

and I got the feeling that if I did, he wouldn't chase me. I also couldn't shake the awareness of other feelings. Other sensations. The way my knees shook. The little electric fingers that stroked themselves up and down the inside of my thighs.

The way the blood rushed past my ears. The way my nipples perked up with aching hardness against my blouse.

"I don't think you need to," he said.

Then he held out his hand. Even in the dark I could see the roughness of it. The calluses on the heel and the fingers. 

I couldn't help wondering what it might feel like to have that rough palm against the softness of my skin.

Or how rough that rough hand might be to me, on me.

"So what's it going to be?" he said, hand still stretched out.

Part of me kept insisting that I run. That voice receded.

I reached out and took his hand. I put that hand on one breast. He squeezed. I felt my lips part. Felt the rush of air through them as I gasped.

Heat flushed between my thighs, and suddenly I wanted his hand there, too. So that it could soothe the ache. Soothe it until I screamed for him to not stop.

He wrapped his other arm around my waist and pulled me hard against him. The scent of his musk suffused me, touched some instinctual part of my mind that responded to strong men.

He kissed me. His whiskers were rough on my skin and I liked it.

I liked the way the hardness at the front of his jeans grew bigger and harder the more I pressed myself against it, against him.

He kissed me harder. His tongue poked into my mouth. I met it with my own. Both his hands circled down my body, cupped my ass through my skirt.

He squeezed me. Ground my body hard against his.

His mouth slipped off mine. His stubble tickled and prickled a path down my throat.

he kissed the smooth, sensitive skin of my chest.

"Tell me your name," I said, between gulped breaths.

"No," he replied.

He stood up straight again, wrapped his arms around my waist, pulled me in for another rough and passionate kiss.

I could feel the strength of the need in him.

I slipped my hand between our bodies so that I could cup that bulge in the front of his jeans. When I squeezed it he groaned.

Prickles of desire ran up and down the small of my back. I felt the skin on my stomach pebble with gooseflesh.

He spun me around so that I faced into the back of the Bronco. So that my ass pushed back against his hips. His hands explored me, squeezed me. Went from my breasts to my hips.

He grabbed the hem of my skirt and pushed it up, exposing the sensible white cotton panties I'd put on before my shift started.

He pushed me down against the bed of the truck, my feet still on the gravel of the parking lot.

He kissed the back of one of my thighs, then the other. Then he hooked his fingers into the elastic of my panties and drew them down.

I felt the puffing heat of his breath against my inner thighs.

Then I felt it against the smooth, bare skin of my sex when he peeled my panties down.

The prickle of his stubble pressed against the smooth skin of my inner thigh. Went up. Higher. Towards that slick heat.

"God!" I said, reaching out so that I could bury my fingers in one of those horse blankets while he tasted me.

He was eager and hungry. His tongue teased and tortured me, pushing my inner lips apart so that he could find the little love bean nestled in them.

He sucked that into his mouth and tortured it, too. His tongue was slick and wet and rough all at once.

And it didn't take long until I cried out again and again. And he made such eager noises while he tasted and devoured me.

His tongue found the spot that made me cry out the loudest. Cry out in mercy.

He didn't grant me any. He pushed harder. Licked and lapped and teased until my whole body trembled against the truck.

"I can't! I can't take it!" I said, almost screaming the words.

He pushed his stubbly muzzle harder against my throbbing mound. And I pushed my body back hard against his.

I came. Hard. My body went rigid and then slack. Rigid and slack. Heat pulsed through me. My legs shook and went limp. My pussy throbbed so much it almost went numb.

When he let me recover he was almost gentle. He ran his lips over the curve of my ass. I could feel the way my juices had wet his cheeks.

"Tell me you need it," he said, his voice gravelly and deep.

"I need you. I need your cock inside me," I said.

I did. My inner walls trembled and flushed with that need. The erect little button of my love bean quivered.

Every nerve in my sang with that need.

That animal need and thirst inside of me demanded to be filled.

By every inch of that throbbing cock he hid in his jeans.

He stood up. I listened while he unbuckled his belt. I gasped a little when the large, cool metal buckle slapped lightly against my ass.

I looked back over my shoulder in time to see him pull his shaft out.

He was long and thick with desire. His eyes shone with it, too. That need. To bury himself in me. To surround himself with that warm, silky heat of my body so he could forget the heat of the gun when he fired it and killed that other man.

I saw him and wanted him. Wanted all of him, as deep inside as he could force himself.

I angled my ass for him, presented my need to him.

He grabbed the root of his cock with my hand and put his other on my hip.

He pushed the mushroom tip, bulbous and taut, against the wet lips of my pussy.

He pushed harder. My tightness yielded to him. We both groaned with deep satisfaction as the tight loop of my flesh took inch after inch. As he sheathed himself in my warmth.

He was big.

I hadn't been with a man in a while. I scrabbled at the blankets and tack in the truck while I stretched around him. While my lips peeled back from my teeth and I sucked in a sharp breath.

"It's too late to say no, now," he said.

"I'm not saying no," I managed.

Then I gritted my teeth. I pushed back against him. Shoved my slick, tight pussy down the last of his girth. Shoved until my ass met his hips.

His jaw jutted out, and I felt him flex inside of me.

"This is what I needed..." he said.

"Then take it," I whispered.

His eyes opened and he looked straight at me. Into me. Through me. With those dark lake eyes of his.

Then he fucked me. He grabbed my hips, pulled his cock most of the way out. He glistened and shone with the slickness of my desire all over him,

Then he slammed himself home. I screamed again while I parted around him, while he sheathed his manhood inside of me.

He drew and sheathed himself over and over. Our bodies smacked together wetly.

It hurt. It ached. But it felt so fucking good. Every time he dragged that thick hard shaft out of me and forced it back in I groaned and shook.

"Don't stop. Oh, God, don't stop!" I said.

He rode me hard. Rode me right into the ground. Rode me through another orgasm. Every muscle in me froze up. Squeezed up around him, good and tight.

And still he fucked me.

He fucked me while I screamed for him to go harder.

He fucked me while I came wordlessly all over him. While I soaked his cock in every more of my juices.

Then when I finished he turned me over so that my ass rested against the floor of the trunk.

I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, my legs around his hips. And he fucked me again.

I could feel the way he needed this. The way it cleansed him. Made him a man and not a monster. Just a man with a man's needs.

And he kissed me again. Hard. Kissed me when he loosed himself inside of me. When he could no longer stand the way the warm, silky slick heat of my body wrapped around and held him.

That grip around him tightened when I felt him jerk inside of me. Felt him spurt his seed up into my guts.

His face twisted in something between pleasure and pain. That sexual agony of release.

"Good," I cooed, "That's it. Give it to me. Give me all of it."

Give me all of you, I thought.

He kissed me some more. Gentler, this time. His rage and anger were spent. I could feel the heat of it inside of me.

His cock remained hard for a while. Then began softening. His kisses slacked and tapered off. He held onto me a while longer.

Then he withdrew. I felt empty and sore and also full all at once. Satisfied.

The cool night air started drying the dew of sweat that had started all over my body. My heart started calming down.

"What's your name?" I asked him again while he pulled up his jeans, tucking his most potent weapon away for now.

"Maybe later," he said, "Now get out of my truck."

I did.

I watched him drive away. Watched the cherries of his tail lights disappear into the darkness of the road and whatever waited for him at the end of it.
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Jenny

 

"I don't think we should," I said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up again.

"You're giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I rubbed. 

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me? 

"It would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call after all.

About ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up through my throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him? 

But that was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long drive."
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