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Chapter One

My feet hurt.

It was these damned heels, of course. I’d been pacing around this parking lot for hours, waiting.

Jesus, I hoped he was going to show.

If I had to go back, I’d never be able to explain to Jesse, or Bud, where I’d been for the last four hours. Bud might forgive—after all, I was his best waitress. But Jesse wouldn’t. He’d expect me to be there when he got home from work. Tonight was the night he’d threatened to “fuck a brat” into me. He thought I’d grown too uppity lately, and his solution was “five or six rug rats” to keep me busy. He’d thrown away my birth control, and today I was at my most fertile.

Where the fuck was Alex?

My little canvas suitcase leaned against the brick wall of the old feed store. Inside was everything I owned that wasn’t a diner uniform. When I’d changed behind the dumpster earlier, I’d thrown out the salmon-colored polyester blouse and skirt that I’d worn this morning. But I’d saved my white tennis shoes, because even though I was giving up everything about my life in West Canaan, I still needed to be practical. In place of the diner-wear, I’d put on my black mini skirt, with a white tube top, and long-sleeved, black western shirt. Plus my black heels, which were causing me a world of misery right now.

I figured that I should dress up nice for Alex—try to look sexy. After all, he’d offered to get me out of here, and take me all the way to Austin. It was only fair that I gave him something nice to look at on the trip. I would make sure to put my long legs on display while we drove.

But first, he had to fucking get here.

I checked my phone for the thousandth time—4:45. Jesse would be home in fifteen minutes. When I wasn’t there, waiting for him with open legs, he’d call Bud, who’d say he hadn’t seen me since I took my break at 1:00. Then all hell would break loose.

Alex was supposed to be done with his meeting by 3:00. That’s what he’d said last night as he left the diner.

I was wondering if I should dig my uniform out of the trash—and start making up excuses to get Bud to cover for me—when I heard the crunch of gravel, and the soft purr of an engine. Alex’s black BMW came around the corner of the feed store, and stopped right in front of me. I let out the breath I’d been holding, and headed for my suitcase.

Before I could get there, Alex jumped out of the car, and picked it up. I was surprised to see him wearing suit pants and a blue pinstriped shirt. I had no idea he was a businessman.

For the last two weeks, our conversations at the diner had all been about me. He was a fantastic listener, and I’d found myself pouring out all of my miseries to him over burnt coffee and pie.

He smiled at me over the top of the car, and gave me a low whistle. Then he must have seen the concern on my face, because his smile disappeared.

“What’s the matter, Elizabeth?” he said.

“You’re late,” I said. I wanted to yell, but I didn’t want to piss him off. He was my way out.

“Ah…yeah. I’m sorry about that. The meeting went long. Lots of shake-ups going on.”

He had my suitcase in the trunk already, and moved around to open my door. It’d been a long while since anyone had done that. I tried to put on a better expression, and made sure to wiggle my ass a little as I got in. I was just settling into the soft leather, when he folded his tall frame into the driver’s seat, and started the engine.

“We should get going,” I said.

He smiled, and I saw his eyes lingering on my legs. “Sure thing,” he said.

As he pulled onto SR-23, headed toward the interstate, I rolled down the window and flipped off the town of West Canaan, Texas, and everyone in it.

* * *

We’d been on the road for ten minutes, and I was just starting to relax, when my phone buzzed. I thought it would be Jesse, but it was Maggie, my fellow waitress, and only confidant.

“Sorry,” I mouthed to Alex. “Hello?” I said into the phone.

“Beth! Where are you?” Maggie said.

“On the state road, about ten miles out of town,” I said.

“Well don’t go any farther! Jesse called his uncle, and they’re setting up roadblocks at the county line. One of his buddies saw you getting into a car, and Jesse’s telling everyone that you’ve been kidnapped.”

“Shit!” I said. Alex kept looking over at me.

“Hang on, Beth,” Maggie said. “If you’re headed north on 23, Mitch’s pa had that cabin out there. You know, just beyond the arroyo. Might be a place you can hide.”

“Oh, god, Maggie,” I said. “I didn’t think he’d call the sheriff.”

“Jesse’s pretty pissed, Beth. You’d better watch out.”

“OK, thanks a lot Maggie. I owe you. Call me if you hear anything new.”

As I hung up, I saw Alex’s eyebrows go up, and he took his eyes off the road to look over at me.

“Sheriff, huh?” he said.

“Yup. Jesse’s uncle. I’m really sorry Alex.”

“It’s OK, Beth. We’ll figure it out.”

He sounded so confident, I almost believed him. All I knew was that I had to try.

“I think I know a way.” I said.

* * *

Alex came in the back door of the cabin, carrying my suitcase, and an expensive-looking garment bag. “I hid the car as best I could,” he said. “We’ll have to see what tumbleweeds do to the paint.”

I winced. The BMW had already taken a beating on the dirt roads getting here.

The one-room cabin was musty, and dirty. There was no food on the shelves, but the pump still brought water from the deep well. Inside a footlocker, I’d found a stack of surprisingly clean Army surplus blankets in a canvas bag, and was just hanging them to air out.

I went to my suitcase and pulled out my trusty white waitressing shoes. “I hope you don’t mind,” I said, taking off my heels. He smiled at me, and I stopped in my tracks. First time I’d seen him at the diner, I’d noticed how good looking he was—tall and fit, with short brown hair and expressive brown eyes—but something about him now took him beyond handsome. He was gorgeous. Maybe it was gratitude for saving me, or his confidence in the face of all this bullshit, or the fact that I was ovulating, but something had me seriously attracted to this man.

I felt bad for him though. He hadn’t asked for this—to be hunted by the police, and my jealous husband. He was just trying to do a good deed, and I’d dragged him into the cesspool of West Canaan.

I stood there, comfortable shoes in hand, watching the dust motes swirling in the late afternoon sunlight as he moved around the cabin, and it was all too much. I’d been riding a wave of hope this morning, dreaming of my future, and all of the possibilities in front of me. Now my cursed luck had caught up with me, and it was all crashing down. The shoes thudded to the plank floor as I started to cry. I sobbed quietly, from years of practice at not being noticed, but Alex must have heard the clatter. The next thing I knew, strong arms came around me from behind, and a warm, solid body pressed against me.

“I’m so sorry, Alex,” I said. “I didn’t want to get you mixed up in this. You were being so nice, and I wanted so badly to get out of that fucking town.” I spun around in his arms, burying my face in his chest, and hugging him around the waist, while I cried.

One of his hands moved up to caress my hair. “Shhh. It’s OK, darlin’. Don’t you worry about me. I just want you to be safe.” I smiled through my tears. He was very well spoken, and obviously educated, but sometimes his Texas would show—he’d taken to calling me “darling” during our talks in the diner, and hearing it now made me feel better.

We stood like that for hours. At least that’s what it felt like. It was probably just a few minutes before my crying stopped, and I reluctantly stepped back from him. He stood there, watching me as I wiped my eyes. I could tell my mascara had run down my cheeks. “Oh, god, I must look like such a mess,” I said.

“You look beautiful to me,” Alex said.

Something flipped a switch in my brain—no one had called me beautiful in forever. Before I realized what I was doing, I stepped up and dragged Alex’s head down for a kiss. I had to stand on my toes to reach him. His arms went back around me, pulling me close. He surrounded me with his presence, and in spite of the fact that we were hiding out from the sheriff and my psycho husband, I felt safe. I let myself relax and sink into him.

His strong hands roamed over my back and down to my ass. He squeezed me through my tight miniskirt, but didn’t go any further. I growled in frustration. I needed him. Now. I stripped off my shirt and threw it on the floor, then attacked his buttons. I felt the hard muscle of his chest as I worked my way down, then saw it for myself as I pulled his shirt open, and leaned in to pepper his skin with soft kisses. He got the clue and rubbed his rough hands down my thighs, then back up to my ass, pushing my skirt up so it bunched around my waist.

I flushed in embarrassment, as his hands found my bare ass cheeks, but it wasn’t because of what I wore. I’d put on the black thong when I’d changed clothes, not because I expected this to happen, but so I could give him a little flash, as encouragement, if he looked like he was hesitating. I’d been so cynical about him, thinking that he would act like every other man I knew, and he’d proven me totally wrong. I was glad, now, that I wore something sexy for him to see, but in my head I regretted it. I’d learned what a good, strong man he was, and I was going to show him my true appreciation.

His hands kneaded my bare cheeks, as I got his shirt off. He was bronzed all over, with none of the typical redneck tan lines. I imagined him parading shirtless around his rich neighborhood, or lounging beside a pool, proudly displaying his broad shoulders and tight abs. I rubbed my face against the warm skin of his chest, thinking that whatever his other life held, he was mine for tonight.

His hands kept up their pleasant massage of my butt, but when I stood on my toes to get another kiss, he lifted me right off my feet. His strong arms picked me up, cradling my ass as he lifted my lips up to his. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pressing my panty-covered mound against the bulge in his pants. He pulled me harder into him, grinding his cock on my soaked pussy.

While I plastered my lips to his, I tugged my tube top down to my waist. My nipples puckered in the cooler air of the cabin, but I warmed them up quickly by mashing my tits into his chest. I wrapping my arms around his neck, and rubbed my nipples across his skin, while I rolled my hips to press his cock into me. I moaned into his mouth, as the heat built in my belly.

He broke our kiss to look around the tiny cabin. I buried my face in his neck, breathing in his scent of sweat and leathery cologne. I was amazed that he could hold me up this long, but his arms felt rock solid.

He chuckled. “Not much for accommodations,” he said.

I lifted my head to look. The single room was pretty bare; a broken Army cot, a rickety table with a single chair, a sink with a small counter, and a cast iron stove. Plus the battered footlocker, and some empty shelves. Not the best place for getting naked. Reluctantly, I unwound my legs, and Alex released my butt, letting me drop to the ground.

I’m sure Alex was perfectly capable of organizing things, but I’d been dealing with Texas Trash places like this my whole life. I dug out the blankets that I’d found earlier. They were a little musty, but not stained, and not too scratchy. I fashioned a decent bed on the plank floor.

When I looked up, Alex had removed his shoes and his pants, and was reaching for his boxers.

“Unh-unh,” I said.

He looked up, and I waggled my finger at him until he let go of the waistband. Then I crooked that same finger and called him over. When he got to the edge of our makeshift bed, I held out my hand to stop him. Staring at the straining bulge in his underwear, I stepped into the center of the blankets and slowly stripped for him.

I dragged my tube top back up over my tits, making them bounce as I lifted it above my head. I unzipped the skirt, then wiggled my hips to let gravity carry it to the ground. That left only my very tiny, very wet thong. I should have been embarrassed that I could smell my excitement, but it had been so long since I’d been this turned on, I didn’t care.

I hooked my thumbs in the thin string, and with a grind of my hips, pulled them down. I watched his eyes follow the black cloth down my legs, and then rise back up to take in my bare pussy. I bit my lip, nervous at how exposed I was. I had shaved just this morning, for the first time ever. I’d done it so that I could wear that thong, so I could be sexy for this man. It felt incredibly naughty; first the way my panties had rubbed the smooth skin all day, and now, how his eyes caressed my bare, pink folds.

I turned around to give him a good look at my ass. All the time I spent on my feet kept my legs and my butt in good shape, and I waggled my tail toward Alex to show him.

“Beautiful,” I heard him say, and a warm feeling spread through me.

I spun back around, stopping for a second to take in the view of this tall, muscled, gorgeous man, and think of all the ways I was going to try to please him.

I went to him, watching him watch my bouncing boobs. When I got close, he reached for me, but I fended off his hands, then dropped to my knees.

I rubbed the front of his boxers. The bulge under the silk cloth was impressive. I got both hands on it, testing the length, and thickness. I touched the covered tip, and a wet spot appeared under my fingers. I leaned in to kiss that place, putting my lips on the cloth, and running my tongue over the end. I tasted the earthy, salty flavor, and inhaled his clean, musky scent. He groaned at my touch, and my pussy tingled in response.

I got my fingers under his waistband, and dragged his boxers down, revealing the first new cock I’d seen in seven years. Just like its owner, it was perfect; long and thick and powerful. The prettiest cock I’d ever seen, even though my experience only included six of them before this. Maggie at the diner sometimes brought in her tablet, and we’d look at porn sites and giggle, but it wasn’t the same as being six inches from the real thing.

While it was still pinned against his stomach by the waistband, I leaned in to give it a kiss. It twitched under my lips, and Alex groaned again. I looked up at him and smiled, as I pulled his boxers all the way down. His meaty cock tumbled out, grazing my cheek and leaving a wet trail on my skin. I got my hand around it, and gave it a lick from base to tip, tasting his warm flesh. When I got to the end, I lapped at a drop of fluid leaking from the hole, then parted my lips and let him slide in.

He was a mouthful. My tongue swirled around the smooth invader, exploring every crease and bulge. Alex got his hand in my hair and held my head, not forcing me onto his cock, just taking control. He pushed forward until the broad head just wedged into the back of my throat, then pulled back out to the very tip. He moved in my mouth with long, determined strokes, going just deep enough on every thrust for me to feel it, but not enough to choke me. I wrapped my lips tight around him and sucked hard, getting a satisfying moan from above.

I sent my hand down to circle my clit with lazy strokes. A warmth spread through me, as I enjoyed the feel of my new man. He was gentle, but firm—so unlike Jesse. He didn’t pull my hair, but his large hand kept my head right where he wanted. Right where I wanted, too. My hand gripped tightly around the base, pumping him in time with his thrusts, as my mouth savored the feel and taste of my new favorite object.

He got faster, and more urgent. I hoped that he’d let me taste him, when he came. I jacked my hand harder, and slobbered all over his shaft so he could glide through my lips. I pushed forward on every thrust, trying to take him deeper, feeling the pressure as my throat constricted around his tip. I glanced up at his face. His eyes were closed and his lips were parted as he savored the feeling of my warm mouth.

His cock twitched, and I got ready to swallow his cum, but with a loud groan, he pulled out of my mouth. I stroked his dick as it bobbed in front of my face, expecting to be covered in white goo at any second. Instead, Alex plucked my hand off his shaft, and knelt in front of me. He wrapped me in his arms, and kissed me hard, running his tongue into my mouth, tasting his own flesh on my lips. I melted into him and kissed him back.

He laid me down on the blanket, stretching out on top of me. I spread my legs wide and let him get between. Anything he wanted to do to me at his point, I was ready. His hard shaft was right on top of my mound, and when he moved his hips forward, his cock sank between my parted lips and settled into my wet groove. His tip kissed my over-stimulated clit, and made me jump.

“Oh, god, Alex…yes. Please put it in me.” I couldn’t believe I was begging for it. I was so ready for him to fuck me. I reached down to grab his firm butt and pull him tighter.

He slid his beautiful cock between my lips, getting it wet so it would slide right in. I spread my legs wider, getting ready for the moment when he speared the broad head of his dick into my waiting hole. But then he stopped.

“Elizabeth, I’m sorry, hold on a second. I don’t have any protection with me. I need to ask you, darling, are you on the pill?”

What a question. Who worries about that at a moment like this?

“No, Alex, but it’s fine, baby. You can do it. It’s OK.” It wasn’t really. Today was my peak time, and I’d been off the pill for a month, but I didn’t care.

His wonderful cock glided between the moist lips of my pussy, sending shocks of pleasure through me every time his broad head bumped my clit. But why was he pulling away from me? Wasn’t he going to…

“Oh, god, oh please, Alex. Just do it.” I squeezed him harder, trying to bring him back to me.

He kissed my forehead. “Elizabeth, you have to think. You’re headed to a new city, and a new future. You don’t need to risk this. We can wait until—”

“No!” I screamed. “No, god damn it, Alex. I need you in me, please. I need you.” I needed him to take me; to claim me away from West Canaan. I needed something to initiate me into my new life, something that made it real. I loved that he cared so much about me—about my future—but fuck! Why did he have to be so noble right this second?

I was desperate. I was beyond desperate. I reached down to circle his cock with my fingers, feeling how wet it was, coated with my juices. I slid the fat head down, through my swollen lips, and right into the pucker of my asshole. I looked up to see the surprise on Alex’s face at what I was suggesting.

“Please, Alex. In me, please.”

His face softened, as he figured out what this meant to me. I centered his cock right at my rear hole, and got ready for whatever pain or pleasure came next. Anything, as long as he hurried.

He took my legs behind the knees, and bent me back so my hips were tilted up. The jostling pressed his cockhead into me, warning me of what was coming. Jesse had loved fucking me in the ass, whether I was ready for it or not. Fortunately for me, he never lasted long, but I knew what I needed to do. I relaxed everything, my legs, my hips, but especially my tight hole. I let Alex move my limp body around, just concentrating on letting him inside. Finally, inside.

He was on his knees, holding my legs. I squeezed his cock and tried to pull it into me. He got the hint, and pressed forward.

I focused on opening myself to him. His slippery wet cock bored into my asshole, spreading the tight muscles right to the point of pain. Then the head popped in past my ring, and I moaned with happiness.

“Yes, lover….oh, thank you.”

Alex rocked his hips gently, easing me open. He pressed forward again, filling me with more of his hard length. I moved my hand to my pussy, leaving him in charge of my ass.

I felt so full. Without the normal pain of Jesse’s sadistic treatment to distract me, I felt every inch of his cock as he eased it in. My insides were spreading around him, holding him, keeping him warm. The nerves in my ass were firing little jolts of electricity through me, letting me feel every bit of friction as his smooth shaft went in. I looked at his face, seeing the intensity, and the lust, as he watched his cock spread my asshole.

I rubbed my clit as Alex filled my back passage. He pulled out, leaving me empty. I was about to protest, when he came back in, deeper this time. My wet fingers reached down to feel how much of his cock was still outside. I spread the moisture from my hand around his shaft, then felt all around the spot where we joined. My normally puckered hole was stretched into a tight, smooth ring around him. His cock moved under my fingers as he pushed deeper, and I loved feeling how his movement out here was connected to the pressure deep inside me.

He pulled back again, and then on the next thrust, he was all the way in. His curly hairs tickled the sensitive skin around my asshole. I closed my eyes and laid back on the blankets, savoring the feeling of my first new man in seven years.

More than any enjoyment of the sex, what I really loved about this moment was how it freed me from all of West Canaan. All of my former boyfriends still lived in town—all I’d ever had was West Canaan cock, until now. Now I would never have to deal with those backwater pricks again. Even if Alex dumped me on the side of the road tomorrow, I was away from those limp-dicked redneck fucks for good. I’d tasted freedom—in the shape of a big, beautiful cock—and I wasn’t going back to being small ever again.

Alex drove into my rear hole at a steady rhythm; he seemed to know what he was doing with a woman’s ass. He was being a gentleman and trying to make me cum, and I wished there was a way to tell him it was OK, without ruining the mood. I wanted to make this good for him, as a thank you for getting me out, but I wasn’t expecting more than this pleasant fullness, and thankfully, no pain. My fingers on my pussy felt nice, stirring up my leaking juices so they ran down the crack of my butt, coating his cock and smoothing the way in.

Alex gathered in my widespread legs, and propped them on his shoulders, pushing my hips higher, and tightening up my back channel. The feeling intensified as more of my inner flesh squeezed his driving cock. He leaned forward, bending my legs back until my thighs were pleasantly stretched. His body loomed over me now, his dick driving down into my upturned ass. His hand covered my breast, twisting my engorged nipple, bringing a gasp from me, and sending a shock right down to my clit.

This new position brought more intensity from his cock splitting me. Being held helpless by his big body, while he fucked my willing ass, started to have an effect. My hand was trapped in the sweaty, hot space between our bodies. I slid two fingers into my open pussy, and moaned as I felt the hard presence of his cock through the thin wall.

The idea of playing the martyr, and letting only Alex get his pleasure, slipped from my mind. A warm knot grew in my belly as my new lover fucked my accepting ass, and my fingers mashed into the tiny nub of my clit. He leaned down even more, folding me in half, pressing my knees into my breasts as his face hovered right above mine. He kissed me hard. His strokes were getting shorter, and more determined, and a delicious pain came to me from my stretched ass, reminding me how big he was.

I broke our kiss to lay back, panting. I felt it building as Alex wrapped me up in a helpless little package and slammed hard into my defenseless asshole. His cock swelled, and his hot breath hit my face in ragged bursts. I strummed my clit, climbing higher toward my release, needing to get there before he stopped pounding my overheated ass. A hard thrust of his cock, and I was almost there. Another one right on its heels, and I exploded.

I threw my head back, screaming at the ceiling, as every muscle tensed. I strained against Alex’s hold, as shocks of pleasure bounced around my body. I drove my fingers back into my pussy, feeling my muscles clench around me, as I pressed against Alex’s dick on the other side.

“Ahh, yes, darlin’ girl,” he gasped out, just as he drove his full length into me and held tight. His thick shaft stretched my ass wider as it pulsed, shooting his warm cum into my depths.

My legs slipped free, and I wrapped them around him, keeping my ass filled with his wonderful cock. His sweaty chest crushed my tits as his weight settled on me. I hugged him tight and dragged him down, letting his beautiful body crush me into the blankets. I was panting, and moaning in his ear, as aftershocks of pleasure ran through me.

I held him there until the last of his cum dribbled into my ass, and his cock started to shrink. I felt every nerve in my well-used hole as he pulled out, and rolled to the side.

I kissed him hard. “Mmmm…thank you lover,” I said.

He just smiled and put his arm under me. My eyes were drooping. The last bit of daylight was gone, and the cabin was dark. Alex pulled a blanket over me, and I cuddled up to his warm body, happy and freshly fucked. I fell asleep without once thinking about Jesse, or the town of West Canaan; all my thoughts were of Alex, and my new future.

* * *

Something woke me up. I reached out, and Alex wasn’t there, but the blanket was still warm where he had been. It was pitch dark inside the tiny cabin. I was reaching for my phone to check the time when the smell hit me. I’d lived with that stink of Wild Turkey surrounding me for the last six years. I scrambled out of my blanket, but a rough hand tangled in my hair, slamming me back down to the floor.

“Going somewhere, whore?” Jesse breathed in my ear. His cigarette and whiskey breath made me gag.

A match flared somewhere behind me, and a flickering light bounced off the wooden walls. I couldn’t see who else was there, because my head was pressed into the blankets. I was nervous about being naked, but I was more worried about Alex. What had happened to him?

“Jesse, I—”

“Don’t,” he growled, tightening his hand in my hair. “You don’t get to speak, whore.”

“Just get her up, Jesse.” The voice was familiar. “You know you can’t do anything here, not in front of an officer of the law. We’ll take ‘em back to town, and you and the missus can go home and discuss things.” Shit. That was Sheriff Rawlings, Jesse’s uncle. But he’d said take “them” back…that must mean Alex.

A light flashed on, making me blink. A powerful flashlight beam roamed around the room, checking all the corners before settling on my naked body.

I held on to Jesse’s wrist so he wouldn’t pull my hair out when he dragged me to my feet. The dark form of the sheriff stood near the cabin’s sink, surrounded by a cloud of cigarette smoke. He had Alex bent over the counter, with his hands cuffed behind him. Seeing Alex still alive made my knees buckle in relief, but Jesse yanked on my hair, forcing me back up.

“Little cunt, thought she could leave me? Whore herself out to some city guy for a ride?” He leaned in close. “Yer’ fucking dead, bitch.”

“That’s enough, Jesse,” the sheriff said. “I told you, don’t make threats where I can hear ‘em. I don’t wanna have to testify.”

While the sheriff was focused on me, I saw Alex stand up from the counter. I absolutely believed Jesse’s threats—I had no doubt that he was going to hurt me badly, if not kill me. So with nothing to lose, I twisted in his grip, and drove my knee right into his crotch. I heard a satisfying scream of pain, and then everything was chaos. The sheriff cried out, and the flashlight clattered to the ground, spinning like a top, throwing flashes of light like a strobe.

I stood up, but something caught my ankle, and I fell onto the blankets with a thud. I heard Jesse’s wheezing, and caught the smell of sweat and whiskey, as a hand clamped onto my leg and pulled. I lashed out with my other leg, but couldn’t connect with anything. Sounds of a scuffle came from the back of the room. I was dragged off the blanket, toward Jesse’s dim outline.

“Kill…you,” I heard him rasp.

My heart pumped with adrenaline. I kicked out again, but this time my other leg was caught by Jesse’s big hand. I was trapped now, being dragged toward my murderous husband. I screamed, but it was a scream of anger, and defiance, not fear. I wanted Jesse to know what I thought of him, before he got his hands around my neck.

The tugging on my trapped legs stopped. There was a thud, like flesh hitting wood, and his grip relaxed. I pulled away and scrambled back to the blankets.

“Elizabeth?”

Oh, thank god. It was Alex.

“Elizabeth, can you get the flashlight, and then find the keys to these cuffs? The sheriff is somewhere in the corner.”

* * *

“I’m surprised you don’t remember me, Jesse.”

Alex paced in front of the two men on the floor. He’d put on his pants, but no shirt, and he looked plenty imposing, as the light from the two storm candles flickered over his chiseled body.

My soon-to-be-ex husband looked up at Alex, staring at him through bruised, swollen eyes. “You were…shit…you were the…from the meeting yesterday,” he said. He was cuffed by one wrist, through the legs of the heavy cast iron stove, to the glaring sheriff.

“Yup. That was me. I’m the one who saved your job…saved this whole piece-of-shit town.” He leaned down so he was at their eye level. “The company wanted to build a new plant in Abilene, but I told them no, that West Canaan could handle the production.” He got up to pace again. “You owe me. All of you vicious, inbred, redneck fucks owe me!.”

“I don’t owe you shit, boy!” Sheriff Rawlings said. “You assaulted a Texas lawman. I’m gonna lock you up and bury the key!”

I though Alex was going to attack them, but he stopped and took a deep breath.

“No, Sheriff,” he said. “No you won’t. You want to know why?”

The two men were silent; Jesse stared at the floor, while the sheriff glared.

“If you touch me, or you touch Elizabeth, ever, West Canaan fucking dies. This whole county fucking dies. I’ll have that plant boarded up in a day, with no severance and no benefits. No jobs. No money. Fucking nothing!”

He turned around and saw me, staring at him with my jaw hanging open. He gave me a wink and a quick grin, then turned back to his captives.

“How about it Sheriff? You want to lord over a ghost town?”

The sheriff glared for another few seconds, then spit on the floor and looked away. Jesse looked like he was going to puke.

My breath whooshed out in relief.

Alex came over to where I sat. I jumped up to throw my arms around him.

“Oh, my god, Alex, baby…I was so afraid for you.”

“It’s OK, Elizabeth. Everything will be fine.”

God, the way he said that…I just knew it would be true. I got up on my toes to give him a solid kiss.

“Alex?”

“Hmmm?”

“Fuck me.”

“Elizabeth, no,” he said, stroking my hair. “Darling, that’s just your adrenaline talking.”

I shook my head. “No, Alex. I mean it. I’ve never been more sure of anything. I want you to fuck me, right now, and cum inside me, and get me pregnant. Give me everything that Jesse never could.”

He kissed my forehead. “You want this now? Can’t you wait until we get to Austin?”

I shook my head. “No. I need it now. I’m ovulating. I’m ready. I want my new life. I want a baby, and I would love it if the baby was yours, Alex.” I didn’t know where this came from, but the words just poured out of me. How could I start a new life in Austin if I was pregnant?

I didn’t care. When Jesse had tried to force me to get pregnant, I’d been horrified at the thought of having his baby. But the idea of being a mother had stuck with me. Fantasies had popped into my head, of me, with a big belly, and swollen, tender breasts, feeling my baby kicking inside. In my dreams it wasn’t Jesse’s baby; the father was a wonderful, perfect man, who’d taken me away from the shithole of West Canaan, and loved me, and given me my perfect child.

I knew for a fact those dreams could never come true, and yet, here I was…

“Please,” I said. “Just…please, Alex.”

He looked into my eyes for a long time, then leaned down and gave me probably the most tender kiss I’d ever had in my life. I couldn’t help myself, and started crying.

Alex held my head in his hands and brushed the tears from my cheeks. “What about them?” he said, giving me a grin, and tipping his head at the two cuffed men.

“Let them watch, I don’t care. Do it now, please.”

“OK, darling. Give me a second.”

I went to our blankets, pulling off my t-shirt, and stripping down my sweat pants. I was soaked already. The close air in the cabin was filled with the smell of my need. I hoped Jesse choked on it.

I heard a crash, and saw that Alex had tipped over the table, to make a wall between the two bound men and our makeshift bed. Good. Even though I said I didn’t care, I didn’t want Jesse to see this special moment. It wasn’t about punishing him any more, this was about me, and my new man, and my perfect baby.

I didn’t hear Alex come up behind me, but suddenly his arms surrounded me, and he kissed the soft skin of my neck. I leaned back into him, as his hands roamed my body, reaching behind me and finding his swelling cock.

He wanted to play with me, but I was too charged with excitement to sit still. I spun around to face him, and kissed him hard. I dragged him down to the blankets, making sure he ended up between my spread legs. His body covered me, his broad chest squashing my tits, and his hips forcing my thighs even wider. I found his cock and stroked it, getting it ready for its new purpose, but he already felt bigger and harder than the last time.

His hot breath was on my cheek as I pulled his cock to me. I remembered all the loneliness, and fear, and pain that I’d endured, just trying to survive in that prison all these years, and I muttered a gleeful “Fuck you, West Canaan,” under my breath, as I tucked the wide head of Alex’s big, beautiful, baby-making dick into the soaked entrance to my pussy, and pushed up hard.

“Oh fuck!” I screamed. “Oh, Alex…baby…yes!”

He grunted, and drove deep, just as excited as I was. My inner muscles cried out as he spread me wide, but the flood of moisture in my channel let his incredible cock glide right in. I wrapped him up with my arms and legs, never wanting to let him go.

I wasn’t a stranger to Alex’s cock, after taking him deep in my ass, but this was all new to me—having him in my sensitive pussy, his warm skin brushing past my swollen lips, his curly hair mashing my clit on every stroke. I was high on the adrenaline of tonight, euphoric that Jesse had been put in his place, completely in love with my white knight, and what he was doing to me. It really didn’t surprise me that after just a few strokes, I clutched at him, and screaming in his ear as an earthquake of a climax rolled through me.

Alex grunted as my pussy constricted around him, but didn’t let up. He gripped my shoulders tighter, and drove harder into me. My pussy was so wet after cumming that my juices ran out of me, soaking everything, and adding to the wet slapping noises as his skin met mine. I rode the waves of ecstasy still pulsing through me, panting as I tried to catch my breath.

“Oh my god, baby…ahhh, yes…do it. Please, Alex.”

There was no cooling off from that last orgasm. Alex’s long cock kept me right on the edge of cumming again. I’d never been so caught up in pleasure, and I never wanted it to end; I could stay here in this dirty cabin, on these scratchy blankets, forever, as long as Alex kept fucking me.

He was breathing harder, and ramming into me faster. I wanted to give him back even a fraction of what I felt now, but all I could do at the moment was spread my knees wider and provide the wettest, tightest hole possible. He was in charge of both our pleasures. I tried squeezing my inner muscles around him, but it was so hard to concentrate; every thought circled back to how incredible his cock felt in me, and how soon he would cum inside me and give me a baby.

In fact, just thinking of his sperm wriggling inside my womb was too much, and I cried out again, as another orgasm rippled through me. I clawed at Alex’s broad back.

“Oh, fuck, Alex…cum, baby. Please…cum…fill me…”

I couldn’t control my shaking limbs, and lost my tight grip on his body. My legs and arms fell back to the blankets. Alex made a sound, deep in his chest; a rumble that vibrated through him and came out of his mouth as a loud groan. His cock stretched me wider as it swelled. He made three short thrusts, then speared deep into me and froze. In the darkness, I couldn’t see his face, but I felt the tremble in his legs, and the pulsing of his cock deep inside me as he came.

He found my mouth, and kissed me hard. I moaned into him, as my pussy accepted his lovely, creamy gift. In my mind I could see his thick cum pooling in my channel, seeping into my hungry womb, his little wriggling sperm attacking my helpless egg, penetrating it…

I got my arms under control, and hugged him tight, rubbing his sweaty back. His weight sagged down on me as his cock stopped throbbing. I broke our kiss.

“Thank you, Alex…thank you…thank you…” I almost chanted it, I was so happy.

I laid under him as his breathing calmed, trying to remember everything so that I could replay this moment over and over. Alex lifted himself on his arms, and gave me a quick kiss.

“Thank you, darling,” he said.

He rolled off me, pulling his shrinking cock from my gaping hole. I covered my pussy with my hand, to keep any of his gift from leaking out. The cool air on my sweaty, exposed skin made me shiver, but Alex was already covering me with a blanket.

I laid back, grinning like an idiot in the darkness. Alex laid on his side next to me, tucking his thighs up close to my butt, letting me drape my legs over him to keep them high—letting gravity do its wonderful work. He put his large hand on my tummy, and I swear I could feel the moment when my biggest dream came true. Alex cradled my head on his shoulder, and I drifted into the comforting dark.

* * *

When I opened my eyes, dawn was just lighting the sky outside the window. Alex was up, dressed in his suit pants and shirt, zipping up my suitcase. He’d laid some of my clothes next to me on the blankets.

The sheriff glared at me over the gag in his mouth. Jesse was passed out, in a puddle of drool.

I put my hand over my taut belly, dreaming about what was happening inside, then I got up to begin my new day.
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