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I had been sitting on the shoulder of the
I-40 a few miles west of Amarillo for a good hour and a half before
anyone would pull over. The problem was just a flat tire, something
my daddy taught me to fix before I was even old enough to drive, so
I thought myself in a silly state that when the time came in that
place in the middle of flat empty nowhere I shouldn't be able to
deal with it myself. But try as I might, the lug nuts on the damned
thing just would not budge. I smiled to myself as I heard my
grandfather's voice in my ear saying "that's what you get when you
don't buy American." As if the make of the car had anything to do
with the seized up lug nuts, damn them. Any lug nut is the same as
another, I figure. My thinking on men at that particular time was
not so different. You can't tell the one that'll lock up on you
until the day it up and happens. It was my men and lug nut theory,
and it was based off fresh experience.

It had taken me forty-five minutes pulling at
the silly thing before I gave it up as lost, and then another
forty-five trying to flag down help before I got a taker. One after
another the dusty pick-ups and sedans and jacked up 4x4s passed me
by without a care in the world. I suppose we all know what it's
like to be in a hurry, but that doesn't make it hurt any less when
driver after driver glances at you and keeps on going. And when you
add to that the hot Texas sun burning down on you and a world full
of worries and unfamiliar faces, it's liable to bring anyone close
to tears. I certainly was close to that when I spotted an old
rusted Chevy half-ton angling towards the shoulder a hundred yards
beyond me. Lord knows I was close.

But don't you show your weakness, Annie W, I
told myself. This is a nice stranger come to help you, and now go
thank him as such. Do not unload your worries on him.

So I shut out the misery of my afternoon,
straightened my sweaty and now grease-stained tank-top, and walked
out to meet him a few feet down towards where he had left his truck
crookedly angled across the dry grass of the road shoulder. I
couldn't see him too well at first. He was just a figure under a
down-tilted ten-gallon making his way towards me through the wind
and sun. He looked like a useful sort, in blue jeans and a tan
cotton shirt. As he drew closer I could appreciate his broad
shoulders and the patterns of field dust snaking up his clothing. A
working man was what I needed. "Hello." I called out. "I really
appreciate you stopping." But that was right as a big rig was
pulling by us and he pointed to an ear to show he couldn't hear me
over the distance. He drew closer and I repeated myself, still
unable to see his face from the shadow thrown by the brim of his
hat. "It's very nice of you to stop."

He drew up abreast of me and lifted the hat
in greeting. "I take it you've found yourself a bind, miss." His
face was narrow but well-proportioned, his cheek-bones high, and
his masculine jaw was covered by several days of stubble. Eyes like
a new moon midnight met my own, and warmth and good-natured
curiosity played across his features.

The sound of the wind and the passing
vehicles seemed to drop away as I looked on. "A bind?" I repeated
in momentary paralysis.

He smiled, mistaking my surprise for humor.
"You tell me." His voice was a drawling baritone, rich in that
local twang and a touch hoarse, the way a person's throat goes
stiff after long hours of working hard and speaking little.

"Oh, well I suppose you're right," I said,
playing along with mock realization. "I have been out here enjoying
the view, but now that you mention it, my car might have gone a bit
inoperable when I wasn't looking."

He turned to stand next to me and bent
slightly to align his vision with my own. "It's certainly worthy of
appreciation," he agreed. "And each mile is so different than the
next. This one here tilts an eighth inch uphill headed north, and
the one that way tilts an eighth of an inch uphill to the west.
This country is varied as they come, I've always said." As he
leaned in to sight along my view line, he laid a friendly hand on
my shoulder and I caught a breath of his scent. It was ripe with
fresh sweat and intermixed with dust and the unmistakable musk of
horse lather.

"You're a rancher, aren't you?" I asked
him.

"And there I was thinking I had myself a good
disguise," he said drawing back in mock chagrin. "And I've got you
pegged for a city girl."

"What a thing to say," I said, feigning
offense. "Did your momma teach you such curse words?"

He held up his hands. "Alright, alright. But
you ain't from here, I know." His eyes had cast over me
appreciatively. "Local girls don't dress so good as you, for one.
If I'd ever seen you before I'd know it."

I felt my body heat a little at the
compliment, both the one that had been spoken and the one that had
been left unsaid. "I'm from Missouri," I said. "I'm just a girl
from Missouri with a flat tire in Texas."

"Makes sense to me," he said. "Everything's
flat in Texas."

"Yeah, well I can't get the lug nuts to
move."

He nodded understandingly and turned towards
the vehicle. "Why don't I take a look and see if I can't get that
taken care of?"

"I'd appreciate that so very much," I said
gratefully. "I've been out here for an hour and a half."

He pursed his lips and shook his head. "Well
that ain't doin'. It's a shame I wasn't along here sooner." He
walked ahead of me towards where the lug wrench lay beside the
deflated front passenger's side tire. "You got a spare or a
doughnut to put on here?"

"It's around in the trunk," I said,
pointing.

"Alright, then this shouldn't take me more
than a couple minutes. You just sit yourself down and try to cool
off. It's hot as a dog out here, I know it."

I thanked him twice more, and sat on the
guard rail watching him work. I felt vindicated in my failure as I
watched him struggle with it. If this man wasn't having an easy
time of it, then what chance on life could a little thing like me
have had? Obviously my tire place back in St. Louis had driven the
bolts to hell with their impact wrench. In that moment, though, it
was well worth it for the performance I was now being treated to.
Each time he strained against the bolts I could see the muscles
standing out on his arms and sweat dripped down his face. After the
first two bolts he stood and stripped down to his sweat-soaked
undershirt, laying his tan shirt across the guardrail beside me. I
found myself idly toying with the fabric, feeling the lingering
body heat of my savior in its soft and slightly damp material even
as my eyes never strayed far from the bunching muscles of his back
and shoulders and the veins standing out on his neck.

"You're a useful man to have around," I told
him when he had removed the flat tire and finished bolting in the
spare. "In less generous parts of the country I'd have paid ten
dollars for the tire change and another twenty for the show."

He laughed, running a forearm across his brow
and fanning himself with his hat. "It sounds to me like you
overpay." He walked over and picked up the shirt. "And I can do you
one better."

"How's that?" I asked. "Well if you're
interested in getting that tire plugged, my ranch is just a couple
miles down the road." He said. "I can have it fixed up for you
without too much fuss."

My heart fluttered a little and I felt a
girlish smile across my lips. "Are you always so kind to
strangers?"

He grinned. "You know, I'd almost forgotten
we were strangers at that. If you go on and call me Weston, there
won't be nothing to remind me of that ugly fact again."

"I'm Annie," I said, and held out a hand to
him.

He took it in his own. His callused fingers
were rough against my own soft skin but his grasp was gentle
despite its firmness. It seemed I could have put up a card tower on
his palm; his movements were so sure and steady. "It's a pleasure
meet you, Annie." A moment later we found ourselves still looking
into each other's faces, grinning stupidly. He caught himself,
coughed in embarrassment, and tipped his hat. "If you'll follow
along, we'll get you fixed up."

"Well by all means lead on," I said. "I'm so
well cooked I think I could pop a turkey thermometer just by
licking it."

He threw his shirt over one shoulder and made
his way back to his truck with the footfalls of his boots crunching
in the gravel of the roadside. I climbed back into my Corolla and
did a quick spot check in the rear view mirror. My cheeks were
flushed, mostly from the heat but perhaps a little from the
encounter as well. The effect was not unflattering, I decided, but
I was also drenched in sweat and my white tank top had become
relatively see-through over my stomach and red bra. Several stray
locks of hair clung damply to my temples. I tucked them
disapprovingly behind my ear and pulled out onto the freeway. A
woman could certainly look worse after surviving a roadside
breakdown, I suppose.

Approaching the next exit he signaled to get
off and led me down a long road lined on either side by wind-break
copses of Juniper trees. After maybe two miles he turned in at a
weathered wood-plank sign painted with 'Johnson-Carter Ranch' in
white letters. I winced as I listened to bits of gravel getting
thrown up into the bottom of my car.

He turned down a fork towards a small,
white-plaster ranch house. Several Pecan trees shaded a charming
front porch. A few hundred yards down the main drive I could see a
large barn and old split-wood fence lines running to the north and
east over the flat landscape.

"Welcome to my little corner of the world,"
he said with self-mocking grandeur when I had exited the car and
walked over to him. "The Johnson-Carter Ranch, too big for one
name, too poor for three." I shaded my eyes and breathed in of the
dry wind perfumed by the budding sprigs of the Pecans and tinged
lightly by the earthy smell of livestock.

"What do you raise here?"

"Herefords," he said. "Back in the day this
land supported ten thousand head. Then my brother and I took over
and the market changed. Now we just keep about half that in breed
stock and sell to the feedlots." He shrugged a little
uncomfortably. "It's never felt right to me, but it's just the way
the world works these days, I guess. I leave most of that to my
brother and his workers. We breed Quarter Horses, too, but not so
many. They tend to be what I look after."

"It's a beautiful spot," I complimented him,
still looking around in appreciation.

"Well you're welcome to all you can drink of
it. I hope you don't mind if I get a sight cleaned up before I
patch your tire. It's been a long day."

"Of course," I said.

"Can I get you a drink or something?"

"A little ice-water would be absolutely
wonderful, thank you."

He led me inside and I sighted in relief at
the cool air that washed over me on the threshold. We passed
through a modest entrance hall and into a kitchen floored in rich
hardwood and warmly domestic. He poured out a glass from the sink
and filled it with ice before handing it to me.

"So what brings such a pretty girl from
Missouri out into a big empty place like this?" he asked as he went
into the bathroom a room over, leaving the door ajar.

"Well, nothing so exciting," I called over
the sound of the running water. "My sister-in-law's just had a baby
over in Albuquerque and I was due to help out a bit." I tried to
keep the helplessness I felt from finding its way into my voice.
"It can get difficult looking after two when the third arrives and
needs all the attention."

"I can figure that," he agreed absently.

I pressed the side of the water glass to my
forehead, still overheated and now feeling the uncomfortable
stickiness of drying perspiration. I heard Weston turn off the
water and wring out a washcloth. I imagined water streaming the
dirt off his shoulders and running along his chest and stomach, and
found myself becoming a little wet in my own way. As I recognized
the sensation, I realized just how long it had been since I had
last gotten laid.

 

Then I turned and my imagination became
superfluous. He entered the kitchen bare-chested and muscular, his
face still dripping and his tanned skin gleaming in the reflected
sunlight from the kitchen window. His shoulders bunched as he
leaned forward to pour himself a drink from the sink and I was
given a view of his ass sticking out from the counter, perfect and
taught. The glass seemed very small in his easy grip as he turned
to me. The top of his jeans had been splashed with water as he had
washed himself at the sink, and the fabric clung to him. I could
make out a passive bulge along the inside of his left thigh, but
the fabric still left too much hidden.

"Do you always spill so much water down
yourself?" I asked, fanning my face unconsciously.

He looked down at himself in surprise, and
then shrugged innocently. "A day like today it'll dry before I've
turned around twice."

"I suppose that's true," I agreed. "And I
don't half mind the sight."

"The sight?" He asked.

I smiled at his bewilderment. Clearly he was
not used to having visitors during his workday if he was so
unconscious of his appearance. I took him in with my eyebrow
raised, verifying the sincerity of his naiveté. His boyish
good-nature was boosting my confidence and making me more daring
than I might otherwise be.

"Like this," I said, and then I poured the
remainder of my ice-water down my front.

Instantly I regretted it. The water was
absolutely freezing. A moment before I would not have believed I
had ever been cold, and suddenly I could not believe I had ever
been hot. Of all the silly, impulsive things to do. But the stunt
had its desired effect. His eyes almost jumped out of their sockets
watching me. My nipples hardened and began poking out through the
wet fabrics of my lace bra and tank top, which had become more or
less see-through in the process. The water continued to drip down
my front, along my stomach, and began to seep slowly through the
layers of skirt and panties beneath.

I watched in pleasurable satisfaction as that
bulge in his pants started becoming noticeably bigger.

"You see," I said, emboldened all the more by
his reaction and crossing the kitchen to stand close in front of
him, "if you get yourself too wet in tight clothes, you're no
longer presentable in polite company."

He grinned and wiped a few drops of water
from my shoulder with a gentle brush of his finger. "Now that you
mention it, Miss Annie, I never did care for polite company
myself."

I affected an expression of mock surprise.
"But you seemed like such a nice man out on the highway, stopping
for a woman in need, offering to fix her car."

"And all the while I wanted to fuck your
brains out, to be genuine honest."

"Really?" I asked with a pleasurable shiver.
"Am I to understand that this has all just been some - pretense?" I
drew out the final word in playful accusation.

"Do you figure me for some sort of schemer?"
he asked, taking a step closer and putting a hand around the small
of my back. "Naw ma'am, I was just being neighborly at first. When
I take it in my mind to get something, I become much more direct."
He was leaning forward now, and I was arched up against him. I
could feel his breath on my face and the heat of the pumping blood
in his pants against me. My wet clothing tingled as the temperature
of my skin rose under his hungry gaze. He ran a hand across my jaw
and through my hair. I shivered under his touch and he smiled at
the reaction.

"Look at you," he said, separating from me
for a moment. "You're all riled up just that quick."

I moved to resume contact with him but he
stepped back again, still smiling. "Now let me get a look at you,"
he said. "It's been a long time I saw a woman chomping so hard at
the bit. You look ready to melt through the floor."

I bit my lip in frustration, but tried to let
him have his fun. My nipples were almost painfully erect through
the cotton and my panties were rapidly becoming my wettest article
of clothing. To look at his body half-bared in front of me,
gleaming and tanned and muscular, and not to touch it even now that
all intentions were out in the open... But still he held back. My
eyes lingered again on the bulge in his jeans, thickened and
lengthened and sticking out a little off his thigh despite the
tension of the denim. He reached across the distance and returned
his hand to my cheek, the rough pads of his fingers skating across
my slick skin. The touch worked down across my jaw, down my neck,
and across my left shoulder, tugging briefly at the straps of my
top and bra in passing. Again I shivered at the electrifying
contact, looking pleadingly into his half-amused, half-awed face
and into those willful dark eyes.

"Tell me you want me to fuck you," he
said.

"I want you to fuck me. Please, God, fuck
me," I begged from where I stood.

"How do you like to be fucked? You like to be
fucked hard? If that's what you want, you better tell it."

"Yes," I said, desperate with impatience, "I
want to be fucked hard. I want you to fuck me as hard as I've ever
been fucked right now, please!"

He seemed to consider it. "Well come on over
here, then." And I went to him and he took me in his arms. He
grasped my head in both hands and kissed me with force and physical
authority until I could not get breath. I felt the scratch of his
stubble on my face and the aggression of his tongue as it claimed
my mouth for its own. He bit my lip and a sharp point of pain
infused my arousal, rendering all sensation more real and
immediate. Adrenaline pumped fast in my veins.

Our mouths separated and he reached down and
unhooked my bra with one hand and pulled my top over my head with
his other in a single movement that sent the garments across the
kitchen and exposed my breasts to the air. Their modest, pouting
shapes pressed against his chest, hot slick skin against hot slick
skin. The sensitive nerves of my small but rock hard nipples
reported to me the contours of his body as they were rubbed across
his pecs and abs by our movements against each other.

He slid a hand under my skirt and pressed it
against my crotch, resting his fingers along my inner thighs and
curling his middle finger up between them to rest against the
slight gap between my swollen lips. He did not move it further as
he continued to kiss me, progressing from my mouth to my neck and
groping my breasts with his free hand. Both my arms were latched
around his shoulders pulling him tighter against me. I seized his
shoulders, sides, ass, and back again in a frenzied progression as
the intensity of the contact required constant movement against and
around him.

Almost without my noticing, we were moving
across the room towards the hallway. Perhaps the bedroom was down
at that end of the house, but we never made it. Once in the hall my
back slammed against the woodwork and he was mouthing across my
torso. I felt his teeth on my side, not quite hard enough to break
the skin against my ribs but hard and surprising enough to catch my
frenzied breathing. His hands and then tongue toyed with my
nipples, not as violent but still with intensity. I arched my back
against the wall in pleasure and my chest thrusting into his
face.

I realized that I was pressed so tightly
against the wall that my legs were no longer supporting my own
weight. I lifted them from the floor and wrapped them around his
waist, biting at his neck and smelling his hot skin in my nostrils.
He reached his right hand around beneath my ass and lifted me up
and away from him, supporting my entire weight with on one forearm
while he feverishly undid his belt and fly where I had pressed
against him. I reached a hand down below myself to feel what he was
doing and found my hand on his cock. It was thick and hard and
burning hot against my palm. I could feel each throb of his pulse
between my fingers.

In a movement his free hand lifted up my
skirt and pushed aside my drenched panties. His fingers brushed
brushed roughly against my pussy and released another wave of
wetness. And then he was inside of me, that burning heat and
hardness and pulse was inside of me, thrusting. I was bouncing
against the wall, my ass slapping against his thighs and balls as
my flesh wrapped tightly around the meaty shaft plunging in and out
of me.

"This is what I give a woman who can't wait,"
He said, pounding me against the framework. I heard a smack and
felt a hot stinging on my butt cheek. He did it again. "I fuck the
impatience out of her."

"But I'm still impatient," I gasped. "I still
want everything right now."

He hit me again and I exhaled shrilly.

"It's not working," I called out. "First I
try the stick, then I try the carrot," he said, and hit me again,
harder still.

I didn't know what he meant, but then I felt
his fingers on my clit. I gasped and jerked against him, and he
responded against me and in me. His fingering grew more and more
vigorous and every sensation intensified. It was as though a volume
knob were being turned uncomfortably loud and I gritted my teeth
against the sheer power of the feeling for which I had no outlet.
Peripheral thought dropped away until I was nothing but a pussy and
a clit getting rammed violently against a wall, being filled and
fingered, and with pleasure emanating from everywhere. The pleasure
intensified until I thought I might explode.

And then I did explode, drenching his groin
and thighs in my juice. I was yelling and blind. Slowly the waves
of ecstasy subsided and I felt myself in the air. Then another wall
pushed against my back. But no, not a wall, the floor. I opened my
eyes and saw him above me, sweating and intense and all his muscles
standing out on his body. He seized my tits in both hands and
fucked me all the harder with the new freedom of movement of the
horizontal position.

"Oh god," I heard myself crying out.

"Is this how hard you like to get fucked?"
Weston asked, squeezing my tits to the point of pain and driving
himself into me.

"Harder," I said. Maybe I was a masochist. I
couldn't think to say anything else. I just wanted more of
everything that was happening, good or bad it didn't make any
difference in my head. There was only not enough. "You can't give
me everything I want so what's the point in holding back?"

I think that took him by surprise. The
challenge was not meant as an insult, and he did not take it as
such. It was simply a drive to go further, as far as possible. He
seized my shoulders and hauled me up off the ground. I surrendered
body control to him, ready to suffer the consequence of my
brashness. Let him do anything he wanted to me. Let him split me
open. I was ready for it, wanted it in some sick way that I had not
experienced before.

He flipped me over and I landed on my hands
and knees. My fingers clenched around the strands of the worn
carpet. Then he was back inside of me from behind, pounding into me
as deep as I had ever been penetrated and filling every microcosm
of my hole. His hands moved forward and he took hold of my hair, a
fistful in each hand and rode me, punishingly, like some stubborn
animal to be broken.

Maybe he was right, I did need to be broken.
Maybe that was what I needed to cure me of this insane desire, this
new lack of control or inhibition. But at the same time I knew that
it was not what I needed, that it could not take that away, that it
fed it. Nothing that was happening or could happen would give me
even the slightest fear or regret. There was only forwards. But God
was I going to be sore when this was over.

That thought only fired me the more. Take the
pleasure now, I thought, and pay the consequence later. I was
cresting again. Each vibration was an earthquake inside of me that
did not entirely subside before the next one came and gradually
they built upon each other, one after another after another. I was
climaxing. Every muscle in my body was clenched and my pussy was
contracting around his cock inside of me. There was no more beyond
this. This was as good as it got, I thought. But after each moment
there was still more.

And then I felt him spasming inside of me and
it was enough to put me over the edge. Hot liquid pumped into me in
four great spurts and he collapsed onto my back and I remained
rigid, flexed, waves of ecstasy running down into my curled
toes.

After several long moments he slipped limply
out of me and I had regained muscle control, only to find that I
had no strength left. His weight was pressing on me and I collapsed
to the floor beneath him. We lay there for what must have been
several minutes, gasping and recovering and becoming gradually
aware of spots of friction burns and soreness well earned. And yet,
the sweet quality of the sting still lingered. The pain was a
bridge remaining into another world of complete inhibition and
violence and passion, and even lying breathless on the old carpet
with the weight of a man pressing me helplessly to the floor, I
felt I possessed everything I could ever want, so long as that was
not my last time across that bridge.














This concludes Roadside
Cowboy. If you have not already done so, be sure to check
out these other western stories from Jessica Whitethread:






Naked at the Rodeo

Josie Patterson wants to ride a rough stock
bronco, just once. But when she goes to see the man who can make it
happen, he says the only opportunity will come at his annual county
rodeo in front of hundreds of people, and that the only way he'll
put her in it is in an outfit that will turn heads, whether or not
she can wow the crowd with her riding technique.






My Country Boy

Six years after leaving her home in Southern
Nebraska for a city life, Georgia Peabody returns to see to her
deceased father's estate. She is greeted off the plane by the
closest friend of her childhood, Aaron, who has taken over her
father's ranch. As this reunion of kindred spirits unfolds, they
come to realize just how much Georgia's homecoming means to them
both.
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		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



