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His lips taste of warm cinnamon and honey. But there was nothing gentle about the way he touched me. His hands were on my breasts, massaging and kneading the soft flesh there as he pushed me against the gate that clanged loudly upon impact.

His kisses were bruising, devouring me without regard to past inhibitions. 

A voice in the corner of my brain implored me to stop this insanity, but that was silenced by his fingers brushing over my sensitive nipples, bringing alive every nerve ending in my body. 

For a moment, I didn't know how to react, stiffening slightly as my body caught up with my mind. Then, my arms came up to grip his back and I answered feverishly to his kiss.

We took off each other's clothes in a frenzy of lust and desire. My dress came off with the sound of cloth ripping and he shucked off his shirt and undid the buckle of his jeans with trembling fingers. 

My eyes widened at the sight of him, naked and ready. A soft flush covered my cheeks. 

"I'm not a gentle lover," he confessed abruptly, as if worried about my reaction. His eyes were searching, worried. I wondered who had rejected him before. 

"I don't want a gentle lover," I said.  

Suddenly, a hand gripped my hair too tightly and I was forced down until I had no choice but to fall on my knees. The soft grass cushioned my knees. It also reminded me how much out in the open we were and how anyone could drive by and see us. 

"What if someone sees us?" I asked even as my fingers wrapped around his hard, throbbing erection.  

My heart was pounding, racing, hammering in my chest so hard that I was afraid it would jump right out of my ribcage. 

His erection was the biggest I have seen and was thick enough to be a solid mouthful. "This is my property. I can do on it what I want," he hissed as my fingers brushed across his slit. Precum leaked from his cock and the smell of musk, sweat and sex filled my nose.

"Now blow me," he growled and I complied without thought. 
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Meeting Shaw
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Sally Fairweather

It has been a long while since I had a full-night's sleep and the 8-hour bus trip was no different. Fatigue gnawed at my nerves and a dull headache thudded against my skull. I felt as if someone was poking the back of my eyes. Sleep escaped me as I tried to relax and anxiety told me that I had to know I wasn't being scammed. I had only talked to Shaw a handful of times, after all. 

It was hard to be stressed with the beautiful scenery just beyond the glass windows, but I managed it somehow. 

The city skylines turned into sparse houses and that gradually turned into vast expanses of trees and land with no views of human beings in sight. It was a relief, but at the same time, it was also a little frightening. 

I had grown up in a city and lived there my entire life. To leave, unannounced, without a backup plan or really, any semblance of a plan, was a first. 

A first of many firsts to come, I reminded myself softly as the trees started to thin. Darkness enveloped the land. Not for the first time, I wondered if I was making a horrible mistake. Quite possibly. But staying would have been a worse mistake. 

My roommate had talked me into leaving. She was also the one to convince me to stay out of sight for as long as possible. Ella and I grew up together. She had always been the stronger one. She was also the smarter one. Smart enough not to get herself into the same stupid relationship I had gotten myself into. 

Even then, she patiently picked up the broken pieces of my pride and told me to hide. She had been my shield my entire life but even she didn't know where I was headed. She only knew I needed an out and helped me pack my bags. 

"Leave," she said, resolution more firm in her voice than in my entire body.

"But-" I had barely started protesting before she started gathering my bags for me. 

"Leave," was all she had to say before she had pushed me out the door. "And don't tell anyone where you're going."

I could stay hidden forever, but the thought of never seeing my friends again made me sick to the stomach.

I had left them an ambiguous message before I left - a work emergency that I had to attend to. 

I didn't know what to expect, or how long I could keep the lie in place until I had to go home. But by then, I hoped that the dust had settled and it would be safe again. 

The engine of the bus growled as we drove into a rocky path. I thought it was only going to be for a moment, but we continued bumping forward and the trees fell away to grassless land. 

Discomfort added to my anxiety.

Then, in a moment of absolute panic, a cruel thought took over:

What if he took a look at me and realized that I wasn't what he had in mind? 

He had every right to reject me and there was nothing I could do about it. 

As the bus bumped over a particularly large rock, I inhaled sharply. I had made a horrible mistake. Entirely out of my comfort zone with no one to turn to, where could I run if he turned me down? 

Nowhere.

My chest tightened and my stomach seized its contents desperately. I took a few deep breaths to calm down. 

I was thinking of the worst that could happen when I haven't even met the man yet. 

I had never done anything risky in my life before. And now I was going to go meet an almost stranger I had only talked to on the internet and... and what exactly?

My reflection stared wide-eyed at me and I told myself to relax. I was looking too tensed. I was going to give myself away before it had even started. 

I may not be the most beautiful woman in the world but I knew I turned heads when I dressed up. 

And then another thought stepped over the worry of being rejected. 

What if he wasn't what I had in mind? 

Shaw Johnson was a cowboy who made it very clear that he wanted a wife out of the relationship. I found him on a dating website and we had talked to each other on and off for the past few month. 

His invitation to come visit couldn't have come at a better time. 

I thought of all the two duffel bags I had brought along with me and hoped that he wouldn't be thrown off by it. He had invited me to stay for a week... longer if everything works out. There was a promise of marriage. I wasn't sure if I should've packed more. Or less. It was all happening too fast.

His pictures looked good. Heck, he looked ridiculously handsome in his pictures. Enough that I had wondered why he needed a dating website of all things to get a girlfriend. 

"Not many girls here," was all he offered before he steered me into a different conversation. 

Maybe he had put a fake picture. Perhaps he was a fifty-year-old man instead of the thirty-four he stated. Thirty four was almost ten years older than myself but fifty was much too old for me.  

Maybe he was a serial killer who found his victims online.

When the bus finally grinded to a halt, I was certain that my heart would stop as well. 

I wasn't young anymore and my career meant I had to meet new people often. This, however. 

This was new. 

This was foreign.

This was terrifying. 

I clutched the arms of my seat for a moment longer than necessary before the bus driver shouted that it was my stop. 

He needn't have bothered. I had seen the signboard on the way in.

"Thanks," I said as I got off the bus. The next thing I needed to do was find my way to his home. Somehow.  

But the four men in front of me looked absolutely certain that they were there for me. Large, muscular, rough men who looked like they had dressed up for the occasion. The warm, humid air clung to my body.

I was still wondering if it was too late to turn tail and run as the bus drove away in a groan of engines, leaving a trail of dust in its wake. I gulped. 

I had remembered stories and romance novels about cowboys. Somehow, I expected them in leather hats and horse whips.

Instead, they looked like... regular New Yorkers. Albeit more muscular and rough-looking. 

"You must be Shaw," I said, introducing myself to the man who had invited me here. 

There was no recollection in his eyes and my heart seized stop for a moment as my hand hung heavily in the air. 

He was more good-looking in person than in the pictures, which felt impossible since he was already ridiculously handsome in the pictures. I felt a tightness in my chest as I studied him. Dark hair colored the top of his head and his chiseled jaw. His blue eyes was intense as he stared straight at me, as if drinking in my sight. His full lips were in a stern line. He looked like he wanted to say something but couldn't bring himself to say it. 
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