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The sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the dusty streets of Greenville, California. I had arrived early that morning, my mule, Old Bess, plodding along with the kind of steadfast patience that only a beast of burden could muster. My mission was straightforward: procure farm supplies—nails, seeds, and perhaps a new plow blade if the general store had one in stock. The town was alive with the usual Saturday bustle, farmers and ranchers swapping tales, haggling over prices, and filling the air with the scent of sweat, tobacco, and the faint tang of leather. I kept my head down, my hat pulled low over my eyes, not in the mood for idle chatter. My past had taught me to navigate white towns with caution, even here in the West, where the ghosts of slavery lingered in the corners of men’s minds.

As I approached the general store, a commotion caught my ear. A woman’s voice, high-pitched and desperate, rose above the din. I paused, my hand instinctively resting on the grip of my pistol, though I knew better than to draw it in town. The voice was foreign, the words in a language I didn’t understand, but the tone was unmistakable—she was pleading. Curiosity got the better of me, and I turned toward the sound, weaving through the crowd until I reached the edge of the town square.

There she stood, a Chinese woman, kneeling on the dirt road, her hands clasped as if in prayer. Her clothes were simple yet clean, a stark contrast to the grime of the street. Her dark eyes were wide with desperation as she addressed the crowd. But the crowd wasn’t listening. White men and women alike glared at her, some spitting on the ground near her feet, others shouting curses that cut through me like old wounds. “Go back to China!” one man bellowed, his face red with anger. “We don’t need your kind here!”

I felt a familiar tightness in my chest, the same one that gripped me whenever I witnessed injustice. I knew that look in her eyes—the raw desperation of someone with nowhere else to turn. Her brother, she was saying, had died. She had no money for food, no place to stay. The townspeople turned away, their hearts as hard as the California soil in August.

I stepped forward, my boots crunching on the gravel. The woman’s eyes met mine, and for a moment, I saw a flicker of hope, quickly extinguished. She’d learned not to expect help from strangers, especially not from a black man in a white town. But I wasn’t just any stranger. I’d known what it was like to be alone, to have nothing but the clothes on my back and the will to survive.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out a coin, a silver dollar I’d been saving for a new saddle. I tossed it to her, and she caught it with trembling hands. Her eyes widened, and she bowed her head, murmuring words of gratitude in her language. I didn’t understand them, but I knew the sentiment.

“You need work?” I asked, my voice low and steady. She looked up, her expression a mix of confusion and hope. I repeated the question slower, pointing to myself, then to the fields beyond the town. “Farm. Work?”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with relief. “Yes, yes. Work. Anything.”

I grinned, despite the weight of the situation. “Name’s Matthew. Matthew Washington. I’ve got a farm a few miles out. Pay ain’t much, but there’s room and board. You interested?”

She hesitated, her gaze flicking to the hostile crowd before returning to me. “Yes. Thank you. Thank you.”

I held out my hand, and after a moment, she took it, her grip firm despite her frailty. “Name’s Li Mei,” she said, her English accented but clear.

I nodded, gesturing toward my wagon. “Climb on, Li Mei. Let’s get you out of this place.”

The ride back to the farm was quiet, the only sounds the creak of the wagon wheels and the occasional whinny of Old Bess. Li Mei sat beside me, her hands folded in her lap, her eyes fixed on the passing landscape. I could feel her studying me, though she was too polite to stare outright. I didn’t mind. I’d learned to read people, to understand their intentions without words. There was no malice in her, only gratitude and a quiet strength that reminded me of the women I’d known back East—the ones who’d survived against all odds.

As the farm came into view, Li Mei’s eyes widened, taking in the modest spread of twenty acres, the small shack, the barn, and the outbuildings. It wasn’t much, but it was mine, earned with my own two hands. She turned to me, her expression a mix of awe and curiosity.

“This is yours?” she asked, her voice soft with wonder.

I nodded, pride swelling in my chest. “Every acre. Took me three years to clear the land, but it’s mine now.”

She smiled, a genuine smile that lit up her face. “It’s beautiful.”

I helped her down from the wagon, and we walked toward the shack. The interior was sparse—a bed, a table, a stove, and not much else. Li Mei looked around, her eyes taking in every detail.

“It’s not much,” I admitted, “but it’s home. You can sleep inside. I’ll build you a proper place soon. Shouldn’t take more than a couple weeks.”

She nodded, her gaze lingering on the bed inside. “Where will you sleep?”

I shrugged, accustomed to the question. “Outside. I’ve slept under the stars most of my life. Don’t mind it.”

She frowned, her brow furrowing. “That’s not right. You shouldn’t have to sleep outside.”

I waved her concern away. “It’s fine. I’m used to it.”

She hesitated, then asked, “Do you have a wife?”

I shook my head, a bitter laugh escaping my lips. “No wife. No African American women in town, and I ain’t one to take a white woman to my bed. Not after what I’ve seen.”

Li Mei nodded, her expression sympathetic. “I understand. I want a husband, but there are no Chinese men here. Only white men, and they...” She trailed off, her voice laced with pain.

I didn’t press her. I knew what it was like to be alone in a strange land, to crave the comfort of someone who understood you. “It’s a hard life,” I said, my voice gruff.

She looked at me then, her eyes searching. “Matthew, would you... would you consider marrying me?”

The question caught me off guard, and I froze, my mind racing. She was beautiful, no doubt about that, with her dark eyes and graceful demeanor. But marriage? That was a weighty proposition, one I hadn’t considered in years.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I ain’t never thought about marrying a Chinese woman. You should be with someone of your own kind.”

She shook her head, her expression determined. “There is no one of my kind here. And you... you want a wife, don’t you? There are no African women here either. We could... we could help each other.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with possibility. I hesitated, my gaze dropping to the floorboards. Marriage was a big step, one that required trust and understanding. But there was something about Li Mei, something that called to me, that made me want to protect her, to give her the stability she craved.

Before I could respond, she closed the distance between us, her lips pressing against mine. The kiss was soft, tentative, but it sent a jolt of desire through me. Her hands moved to my pants, unbuttoning them with practiced ease, and I groaned as her fingers wrapped around my hardening cock.

"Do you to marry me?" She hissed as she stroked my cock.

"Yes."

"Good because I want to marry you too." She smiled, kissing me. After a lingering kiss we broke apart. "Do you want to know the benefits of having a wife?” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

"What?" I said weakly.

"You'd get to fuck me. When was the last time you fucked a woman, Matthew?"

"Its been a couple of years."

"Would you like to fuck me?"

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. All I could do was nod, my body responding to her touch, to the promise in her eyes. She pulled away, her hands guiding me toward the bed. We shed our clothes quickly, our movements urgent, driven by a need that had been building since the moment we met.

I lay down beside her, my eyes drinking in the sight of her. Her skin was smooth, her curves soft and inviting. I ran my hands over her body, tracing the lines of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist. She moaned, arching into my touch, her hands tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer.

I positioned myself between her legs, my black cock throbbing with anticipation. She reached down, guiding me to her entrance, and I slid inside her with a groan. She was tight, her walls clenching around me as I began to move. Her eyes met mine, her expression a mix of pleasure and vulnerability, and I felt something shift inside me—something deeper than lust, something that felt like home.

I moved slowly at first, savoring the sensation of being inside her, of being connected to her in a way that went beyond words. Her hands gripped the sheets, her nails digging in as I thrust deeper, filling her completely. She gasped, her head tilting back, her dark hair spilling across the pillow.

“Matthew,” she whispered, her voice breathless, “you feel so good.”

I smiled, my lips brushing against her neck. “You feel even better,” I murmured, my hips rolling into hers.

The rhythm quickened, our bodies moving in unison, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer, her heels digging into my back as I pounded into her. The shack seemed to shrink around us, the world narrowing to the sound of our skin slapping together, the scent of her sweat mingling with mine.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice thick with need. “Fuck me harder.”

I obliged, my thrusts becoming more urgent, more primal. Her pussy was wet, her juices coating my cock as I drove into her, the friction sending waves of pleasure through both of us. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared the edge.

“I’m close,” she panted, her fingers clawing at my shoulders. “Don’t stop, Matthew. Please.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I gripped her hips, holding her steady as I slammed into her, my cock hitting her deepest spot with each stroke. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opening in a silent cry as her body shook with her orgasm. Her pussy clenched around me, milking my cock, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Li Mei,” I growled, my voice hoarse, “I’m gonna cum inside you. Gonna fill you up with my seed.”

Her eyes snapped open, meeting mine with a look of pure desire. “Yes,” she whispered. “Make me yours, Matthew.”

Her words were my undoing. With a final, desperate thrust, I spilled into her, my cum shooting deep into her womb. My body shuddered, my muscles trembling as I emptied myself into her. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight as we rode out the storm together, our hearts pounding in unison.

We lay there for a moment, our bodies still joined, our breaths slowly returning to normal. Li Mei’s fingers traced patterns on my back, her touch gentle, soothing. I kissed her forehead, my lips lingering against her skin.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice soft against my chest.

I smiled, my hand stroking her hair. “Thank you,” I replied, though I wasn’t sure what I was thanking her for—the sex, the companionship, or the hope she’d given me.

We stayed like that for a while, lost in the aftermath of our passion, naked laying the the bed our bodies intertwined until sleep began to pull at us. I shifted, careful not to disturb her, and pulled the blanket over us. I felt her hand find mine, her fingers lacing through mine as if to say, I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.

And for the first time in a long time, I believed it.

And as I closed my eyes, I whispered a silent thank you to the lord above for bringing her into my life. For giving me a partner, a wife, and a future I could finally look forward to.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2


[image: ]




The first light of dawn crept through the small, curtained window of the cabin, casting a soft, golden glow across the room. I stirred, my senses awakening to the warmth of the morning sun on my skin. My eyes fluttered open, and there she was—Li Mei, lying beside me, her naked body a masterpiece of serene beauty. Her beige skin seemed to glow in the morning light, every curve and line a testament to her grace. Her perky breasts rose and fell gently with each breath, her nipples tight buds against the cool air. A small, contented smile played on her lips, and I couldn’t help but mirror it, my heart swelling with a warmth I hadn’t felt in years.

“Good morning,” she murmured, her voice soft and husky with sleep. Her dark eyes met mine, and in their depths, I saw a reflection of my own emotions—a quiet joy, a sense of belonging. “Did you sleep well?”

“Better than I have in a long time,” I replied, my voice rough with the weight of the words. I reached out, my fingers brushing the curve of her shoulder, tracing the delicate line of her collarbone. Her skin was smooth, warm, and I felt a surge of desire just from the simple touch. “You’re beautiful, Li Mei.”

She blushed, a faint pink tinting her cheeks, and turned her head to look at me fully. Her gaze drifted downward, and her eyes widened slightly as they landed on my morning erection, tenting the sheets between us. A playful smile tugged at her lips. “It seems you’re already awake,” she said, her tone teasing yet tender. “Would you like a release?”

I hesitated, not wanting to impose. “I don’t want to bother you,” I said, though the desire was plain in my voice. The thought of her touch, her warmth, was almost overwhelming.

She shook her head, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. “It’s no bother, Matthew. It’s my duty to pleasure you.” Her words were simple, but they carried a weight of devotion that made my chest tighten.

Before I could protest further, she shifted her body with a fluid grace, straddling me. Her skin was warm against mine, and the scent of her—a mix of jasmine and the faint musk of our earlier passion—filled my senses. She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against my chest as she reached down to guide my throbbing cock to her entrance. Her touch was sure, her fingers deft, and I felt a jolt of anticipation as she positioned herself above me.

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice hoarse with need. My hands instinctively moved to her hips, holding her steady as she hovered just above me.

“Very sure,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. With a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself onto me, her tight heat enveloping me in a wave of pleasure. I groaned, the sensation of her body surrounding mine almost too much to bear. “You feel so good,” she breathed, her voice trembling slightly as she began to move.

Her movements were deliberate, each rise and fall sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I watched her, mesmerized by the way her breasts bounced with each thrust, the way her face flushed with desire. Her hair fell around her shoulders like a dark curtain, framing her face as she rode me with a rhythm that was both primal and exquisite. “Li Mei,” I breathed, my hands moving to her ass, squeezing the firm, rounded flesh as I urged her harder, faster. “Ride me, baby. Don’t hold back.”

She moaned, her head falling back as she complied, her body moving with a newfound urgency. I reached up, cupping her breasts in my hands, thumbing her nipples as she rode me with abandon. The room was filled with the sounds of our passion—her soft cries, my deep groans, the creak of the bed beneath us. The air grew thick with the scent of sex, the tang of sweat mingling with the sweetness of her skin.

“Matthew,” she gasped, her voice trembling as her body tightened around me. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” I rasped, my fingers digging into her skin as I felt the build-up of my own release. “Cum with me, Li Mei. Let go.”

Her eyes met mine, and in that moment, I saw everything—her vulnerability, her strength, her desire. She cried out, her body shuddering as she climaxed, her walls clenching around me in a rhythm that sent me over the edge. I groaned her name, my hips thrusting upward as I spilled into her, my seed filling her in a hot, pulsating rush. The world narrowed to just the two of us, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, our breaths ragged and intertwined.

We stayed like that for a moment, our hearts pounding in unison, our breaths slowly returning to normal. Slowly, she collapsed onto me, her forehead resting against my chest as we both caught our breath. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, savoring the feel of her body against mine. Her skin was damp with sweat, her hair a tousled mess, and she felt utterly perfect.

“That was...” she began, her voice trailing off as she lifted her head to look at me. Her eyes were soft, filled with a quiet contentment that mirrored my own.

“Perfect,” I finished for her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. My fingers lingered on her cheek, tracing the curve of her jawline. “Thank you.”

She smiled, a soft, radiant expression that made my heart ache with happiness. “You’re welcome.”

After a few more moments of silent intimacy, she pushed herself up, her body sliding off mine with a wet, sucking sound that made me shiver. I watched as she rose from the bed, her naked form a sight I could never tire of. Her movements were graceful, unselfconscious, and I felt a surge of pride and possessiveness as she moved to the trunk at the foot of the bed. She pulled out a simple cotton dress, the fabric thin and white, and slipped it over her head. The dress clung to her curves, accentuating her slender waist and the swell of her hips.

“Do you want breakfast?” she asked, turning to face me as she smoothed the fabric of her dress. Her eyes sparkled with a playful light, and I felt a grin spread across my face.

I nodded, my mouth watering at the thought. “That sounds wonderful.”

She grinned, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “Good. I’ll make something special.”

While she bustled about the small kitchen area, I got out of bed, pulling on a pair of overalls. The cabin was modest, but it was ours—a place where we could build a life together. The wooden walls were warm and inviting, the air filled with the scent of pine and the faint aroma of last night’s fire. I watched Li Mei as she moved with efficient grace, her hands deft as she prepared the meal. The scent of frying bacon soon filled the air, mingling with the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee. My stomach growled in anticipation, and I felt a deep sense of contentment settle over me.

“I’m going to show you around the farm after breakfast,” I said, joining her in the kitchen. My hand brushed against hers as I reached for a cup, and I felt a spark of connection, a reminder of the bond between us. “There’s a lot to do, but I think you’ll like it here.”

She turned to me, her hands pausing on the skillet. Her eyes were warm, filled with a quiet determination. “I’m sure I will,” she said, her voice steady. “I’m ready to learn.”

Breakfast was a simple affair, but it was one of the best meals I’d ever had. Li Mei’s cooking was a revelation, each bite a testament to her skill and care. The bacon was crisp, the eggs perfectly scrambled, and the biscuits were light and flaky, melting in my mouth. We ate in comfortable silence, the only sounds the clink of forks against plates and the occasional murmur of appreciation. The morning sun streamed through the window, casting a warm glow over the table, and I felt a deep sense of peace.

When we finished, I stood, stretching my arms above my head. The movement made my muscles ache pleasantly, a reminder of the physical labor that lay ahead. “Ready to see the farm?”

She nodded, her eyes shining with curiosity. “Lead the way.”

I took her hand, leading her out of the cabin and into the bright morning sunlight. The farm was small but well-tended, the fields stretching out before us like a promise of what could be. The air was crisp, carrying the scent of fresh earth and blooming flowers. I showed her the vegetable gardens, the rows of green neatly lined up, the soil rich and dark. She knelt down, running her fingers through the dirt, her face alight with interest.
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