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Author’s note: If this is the first time you’ve decided to sample my erotic stories, thank you. If you’ve been on this crazy ride with me for a while, you know what to expect—some pretty dark and edgy stuff. That said, I believe you’ll find the focus to be on falling in love in the Cowboy Nights novellas.

P.S. There are two Vonna Harpers, the public one you find here and the quiet country hick who lives for her two and four legged family. If you’re a master gardener, help!  
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The bulls had arrived.

Fighting the knot in her belly, barrel racer Jordan Shore gripped the corral railing as the stock truck made its way through the night-darkened rodeo grounds. Whinnies from the nearby horse barn mixed with bellows from the soon-to-be unloaded Brahmas.

She’d arrived at the county fairgrounds the day before the rodeo was set to begin, but where her fellow competitors were primarily concerned with getting settled in, she’d come early so she could study the Brahmas.

So she could come face-to-face with her fears.

Whoever was driving the stock truck handled it as if he’d been jockeying the unwieldy thing forever, expertly backing until it was only a couple of feet from the corral where the bulls would be contained until their event. Shivering, she sensed the animals’ impatience at being penned up. If she had the brains of a gnat, she’d leave, but even with her heart pounding and her surgically repaired right leg aching, she held her ground.

If she didn’t, she might never win the biggest round of her life.

Mercury lights illuminated much of the grounds, but back here behind the outbuildings, deep shadows provided the perfect opportunity for her nightmares to breed. And, boy, were they, making her sweat.

Then the driver opened the door and jumped down from the high cab, and she couldn’t breathe.

Cougar Lighthorse.

A sharp pain turned her attention to her right palm. She’d been gripping the railing so tight she’d forced a sliver into her flesh. Yanking it out with her teeth briefly distracted her from the reality of Cougar’s presence. By the time she’d turned her attention back to him, the tall, solid Native American and whoever had been in the passenger’s seat had moved to the rear stock door.

Wiping her sweating hands on her well-worn jeans, she hurried around to the back of the corral. Her riding boots thudded dully on the packed earth, echoing her heartbeat. Given his need to concentrate on what he was about to do, she doubted Cougar was paying attention to anything else. Good. This way she had more time to come to grips, to comprehend, to resign herself. And, if truth be known, to ogle.

She was asking herself if two men on foot really could unload who knows how many 2,000-pound bulls when several mounted cowboys appeared. They spoke briefly with Cougar, but the bulls’ continual bellowing made it impossible for her to hear anything.

One of the men on horseback opened the corral gate. A minute later, the rear door to the stock truck swung open. Heart in her throat, she frantically looked around. If one of those monsters broke loose, where could she run? The barn? Could she reach it in time?

Stop it! Damn it, get over it!

To her surprise, although the bulls charged down the ramp and into their temporary home, they almost immediately calmed down. Of course, finding hay and water waiting for them had a great deal to do with their reaction. In less than five minutes, a dozen Brahmas had been secured in the sturdy enclosure. It was so dark in there, she barely glimpsed their massive forms. Morning was soon enough for that stroke-threatening task.

Male voices tore her attention from the bulls. Cougar and the others had gathered near the truck’s cab. Occasional laughter told her the conversation was less than serious. Although thoughts of being surrounded by so much testosterone intimidated her, she wanted to laugh with them, to absorb their strength and competence, to thank Cougar for holding her tight and strong and safe during that memorable day a year ago when pain and panic had chewed at her sanity.

Heat touched her nerve endings. Disconcerted, she closed her hand around her throat. If a bull— No! What she felt spoke of something far different from danger, at least the kind she’d experienced thanks to one of those beasts. This was a hell of a lot more carnal. If she didn’t—

Cougar had left the others and was walking toward her.

Her legs trembled. She wanted to run. She needed to stay. Watching him, she concentrated on a body carved from a lifetime of physical labor. His jeans barely contained powerful thighs, and yet what she could see of his ass was tight and minimal. His flat belly nestled between prominent hip bones. If this were rodeo day, he’d be sporting a hand-tooled leather belt complete with a decorative brass buckle, but tonight he hadn’t bothered with flash. He’d tucked in his long-sleeved western shirt and rolled up the sleeves, exposing forearms capable of handling the wildest bronc. His shoulders were broad enough for any task. Midnight hair so long he’d contained it with something at the nape of his neck spoke of his Native American heritage.

He was now so close he might see what she was doing, but she couldn’t stop herself from glancing down. There. Covered by denim, the bulge she’d thought about more times than he would ever know.

“Jordan? Jordan Shore?” His voice hit her nervous system like a drumbeat.

“Cougar.”

He held out his hand. In the uncertain light, she couldn’t see all the details, but memory told her of long, strong bones and sun-weathered flesh. She closed her trembling fingers around what she could of his. She felt small and feminine. Turned on.

“I heard you were going to be here,” he said, still claiming her hand. “Is this the first time you’ve competed since...”

“Just a couple of local events. Nothing as big as this.”

“Or with my bulls around.”

The statement weighted the air. Although robbed of breath, she mustered the strength to pull free. Before she could think of a response, one of the men called out.

“I have to go,” he said. “But we need to talk.”

“I don’t—”

“Where are you staying?” he asked.

She pointed toward the parking lot reserved for participants. “It’s a double horse trailer with a sleeping area. Faded blue and white.”

“I’ll find it. You’ll be there later?”

“Yes. But you don’t—”

“Yeah, I do. We do. Are you traveling alone?”

“Yes.”

He studied her. “No man in your life?”

“No. What about—”

“There’s no woman in mine.”

#
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ALTHOUGH SHE WAS TIRED after the ten-hour drive from the family ranch in Harney County, Oregon, Jordan hadn’t undressed. In the hour since she’d spoken to Cougar, she’d checked on her quarter horse Trixie, dropped by the trailer of a woman she’d competed against for several years, and read the local newspaper. Now, because the night was hot, she was sitting in a lawn chair in front of her rig with her boots off, her attention shifting between the moths swarming around the lights and the comings and goings of those around her. She could have joined the group in the next row but hadn’t because experience had taught her that someone would bring up her accident. She understood their curiosity but wasn’t interested in rehashing the details. Besides, there were certain questions she didn’t want to answer.

For the second time tonight, something hot shocked her nerves. She didn’t have to look to know who was walking among the many vehicles, but she did. Cougar still carried himself as if he had limitless strength, but his steps were slow. Either his day had been as long as or longer than hers or he wasn’t looking forward to this.

“I’m here,” she said.

He nodded, came closer, stopped when maybe four feet separated them. She’d known this man all her life, but there’d always been a certain awkwardness or awareness or something between them. The years hadn’t changed that, and right now he turned her on. Telling herself it was the civilized thing to do, she pointed at a lawn chair she’d propped against her trailer. 

He set it up so he could sit across from her. Because she’d left a light on in her sleeping/eating quarters, the night only nibbled at his edges. He’d always been quiet, while she’d been what her parents called the ultimate chatterbox. Now, however, she couldn’t think of a word to say.

You’re making me crazy, Cougar. I’ve been attracted to you since I was old enough to know the meaning of the word. Why do you have to look so sexy and be so dangerous?

“Long day?” she brilliantly came up with.

“Long. At least these bulls are accustomed to traveling.”

“You’ve really gotten into stock contracting, haven’t you?” She tried to lean back, but her body refused to relax. Her skin jumped and hummed, and she couldn’t keep enough air in her lungs.

“It’s working out.”

“Do you enjoy it?”

“Yeah, I do.” He smiled, revealing perfect white teeth in contrast to his deeply tanned face. “Those years of working for your father taught me a lot about handling livestock.”

Except for those few minutes a year ago. “What about your father?” she asked.

“He’s doing good. Mom and he are in Arizona for some kind of powwow.”

“I’ve been meaning to thank him. When your dad retired, mine finally admitted he couldn’t run the ranch without his foreman—and that maybe his kids really were capable of taking over the operation.”

“That’s what you’re doing? Running the ranch?”

Despite the wear on her emotions, she’d been meeting Cougar’s black eyes while fighting the desire to touch him. Now she looked down at her right leg. “Not really. I’m addicted to competing. At least I was until I did a number on this. Fortunately, my brothers aren’t the incompetents I accused them of being all the time we were growing up.”

“You didn’t mess up your leg. One of my bulls did.”

There. The truth laid out between them.

“All right. Your bull. Rampage. He’s aptly named.”

“He’s here.”

The heat he’d pumped into her by breathing flowed out to be replaced by ice. She didn’t remember lifting her head, but now that she had, she couldn’t tear her gaze off those high cheekbones and broad nose. “Oh.”

“I wanted you to know. Reporters might pick up on it. The announcer’s probably going to say something.”

“I know, but thanks for the reminder.”

“That’s not the only reason I came looking for you.”

Through the years, she’d seen countless mares backed into corners by countless stallions. She’d led bulls to cows and watched the sometimes-violent servicing. Why those images came to mind right now escaped her—or at least she told herself she had no explanation for the comparison since Cougar hadn’t moved except to stretch out his strong legs.

“Why did you?” she asked.

“To see how you’re doing. And to apologize.”

Quit looking at me like that! As if you want to throw me onto the ground and bury yourself in me.

Forcefully reminding herself that she was putting her own spin on his gaze, she shook her head. “You didn’t open a gate and let Rampage out when he was having a bad-hair day in spades. You didn’t plow into my mare and send me flying.”

Now it was his turn to jerk his head. “I’ve relived the accident a thousand times. No matter how hard I try, I can’t make it come out different.”

Realizing she wasn’t the only one who hadn’t been able to let go of the past shocked her. But then, if she’d had to hold a frightened accident victim, the memory would have stayed with her too. “At least it’s behind us.”

He stood, the movement both weary and effortless. “Is it? We’ll know better once this rodeo is behind us.”

Us? She might have questioned his word choice if he hadn’t held out his hands. Not giving herself time to question what she was doing, she let him draw her to her feet.

“Funny how life turns out, isn’t it?” He continued to grip her fingers. “While we were growing up, we were pretty formal around each other. There you were, my dad’s boss’s daughter. I knew there’d be hell to pay from my old man if I was anything except respectful toward you. I understood my place.”

“Your what?” Why did his hands have to be so warm and strong, his body so close, her libido in overdrive? “You scared me.”

“Scared?”

She looked up, up, shaken to realize how much taller and substantial, more everything he was. “Every time I saw you, you were doing something physical. You were so muscular.” You still are. “I’d watch you on horseback and envy you because you made it look effortless.”

“You ride as if you were born to it.”

“Hardly.” She laughed in an attempt to calm her nerves. “It took countless hours in a saddle for riding to become anything close to second nature, while you...”

“What?”

Stop holding my hand. Give me back my space, because if you don’t, I’m going to jump your bones. “I was going to say that your being Native American made your horsemanship instinctual but that’s stereotyping.”

His chuckle rumbled up from somewhere deep inside and slid over her skin. Her breasts tightened, and her nipples hardened. She struggled not to acknowledge the moist heat between her legs. Damn it, a man’s laugh shouldn’t have this impact on her.

But Cougar Lighthorse wasn’t just any man.
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Chapter Two
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Jordan’s living quarters while on the road were what a horse-trailer salesman might label efficient. She was more inclined to call the combination eating/living/sleeping area cramped to the max, but her primary need was for something large enough to haul her horses and gear. She’d joked that she could sit at the table while cooking dinner on the doll-size stove. A cloth curtain separated that space from the bed, which, although only double size, took up so much space she had to walk sideways to get around it.

At the moment, she and Cougar were standing in front of the curtain that not too effectively hid her bed. She couldn’t say why she’d invited him in. Maybe she didn’t want to admit what had motivated her.

“A little smaller than mine but not by much,” he said. Only a few inches separated them, and her skin told her that wasn’t nearly enough. Other areas of her anatomy wanted to get closer. “I have more storage room.”

“I keep most of my belongings in with the horses,” she explained. “Since I only take two mares with me, I have the space.” The light that had barely touched him when they were outside now played over his features. If he’d been born hundreds of years ago, he would have been selected as his tribe’s chief. There was something commanding about his strong facial bones, especially the large and deep-set eyes that reminded her of polished obsidian. No wonder he’d intimidated her while she was growing up.

And now she’d brought him into this cramped space.

“Well...” She stammered over the word. “...that’s pretty much it. Not much of a tour. I imagine you need to get back to your stock.”

“Jordan?”

Don’t say my name that way. “What?”

He leaned against the metal wall. When it creaked, he pushed off it. The move brought him even closer to her. “Every time I think about the day Rampage attacked your horse, one thing stands out.”

“What?” She licked her lips. “My screaming?”

“You only did that once.” He rested his hands on her shoulders. “I’m talking about how you felt in my arms.”

Rampage, who’d shattered a section of the bucking chute he’d been placed in, had charged into the arena while she and her mare were in it. Rampage had run at Trixie and knocked her to the ground, trapping Jordan's leg under the horse’s weight. Trixie had only suffered bruises and a blow to her nervous system. While her mare scrambled back onto her feet, Jordan’s attempt to stand had resulted in a piercing cry and teeth-rattling pain. To make matters worse, Rampage wasn’t finished.

“You’re shaking.” He drew her against him.

Back up. Stay in control.

But she could feel his heat, his strength, his cock. “I guess I am.” Determined to regain control, she dug her toes into the excuse for carpet. “Sorry about that.”

“Memory lane?”

“’Fraid so. Fortunately, it’s nothing I can’t live with.”

“Maybe.” 

When he relaxed his grip, she told herself he’d done his good deed for the traumatized barrel racer with the pinned-together leg bones. That was before he wrapped his arms around her back and brought her against his chest, before her own arms found their way around him.

He smelled of the cowboy way of life. He might not be in rodeo regalia, but the impact was there. This was a man who made his living much as those who’d settled this land had. He was in tune with the environment and understood the vital role horses and other livestock had once played. His ancestors had hunted with bows and arrows and fought their enemies with knives and spears. They’d prayed to the sun, moon, rivers, bears and eagles.

And tonight a great, great grandson of those proud and resourceful people was holding her.

“Do you want me to leave?” His breath heated the top of her head.

“No.”

“Because if I stay...”

Just like that. No fumbling, no awkward discussion of her limits.

“I want you to,” she whispered.

He leaned back, putting space between their upper bodies but keeping the pelvis-to-pelvis contact. “I’d like to see your leg.”

Taken aback, she could only stare. She’d been so sure sex was on his mind—just like it was with her. “It, ah, isn’t the most beautiful thing in the world. The scars are going to fade some more, but I’m afraid my days as a runway model are over.”

Instead of responding to her lame attempt at humor, he unfastened the snap on her jeans, then stopped with his fingers on her zipper as if he had every right in the world to do so. “Not many people have seen this, have they?”

Trying not to tremble, she shook her head.

“Any men?”

None of your damn business! “No.”

“Why not?”

“Look, my life is none of your—”

“Yes, it is. An animal I own altered that life. I need to see the full extent of that alteration.”

Oh. Well, in that case... “Maybe I should have sent you the bill.”

“I tried to pay it but was told your insurance covered everything.”

In other words, he’d been willing to assume financial responsibility for something that wasn’t his fault because it had been determined the boards Rampage had shattered weren’t securely nailed.

His fingers still rested over her navel, warm life seeping through denim to heat her flesh. “I, ah, I just shaved my legs.”

Apparently taking her lame comment as approval, he pulled down on the zipper tab. The jeans were snug, and they remained in place, but he’d exposed her practical panties. Truth was, she loved the feel of a hip-hugging bikini, but hours in the saddle or behind the wheel weren’t compatible with tight underwear, not that she’d ever tell him that.

His mood unreadable, he tugged on her jeans until they clung to her thighs then told her to sit down. 

She pushed aside the curtain and slumped onto the end of her bed. As he finished the disrobing, she stared at the creases around her waist. Only when he placed the jeans on the floor did she realize he didn’t have to strip her in order to see her leg.

Kneeling before her, he placed her foot on his thigh and began running his hands over her leg. Her tibia had been shattered in two places and tendons torn. Surgical pins now anchored the compromised bone, the pins’ positions identified by small round scars. His fingers lingered there.

“Are you still doing physical therapy?”

“No. Thank goodness that’s behind me. By the end of a day, it sometimes aches, but much of the time, I don’t think about it.”

He ran his knuckle over her shin, prompting her to grind her buttocks into the bed. “About the break, at least.”

What do you mean by that? “Are you satisfied?” It took all she had to remain sitting instead of collapsing onto the bed. The instant the words were out of her mouth, she regretted them. Satisfied couldn’t be further from how she felt.

Instead of answering, he rocked back and looked at her. He rested his hands on her knees, holding her in place, letting her know how easily he could spread her legs.

“It could have been worse. At least Rampage didn’t gore you.”

He does in my nightmares. “No, he didn’t. Cougar...”

“Do you want me to leave?”

“No,” she blurted. “No. Do you want to?”

“No. Jordan, if I stay here—you understand what’s going to happen, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re all right with it?”

She licked her lips. “It’s what I want.”

He stood, work-honed muscles effortlessly bringing him to his feet. His legs pressed against hers. She had to place her arms behind her and look up in order to see him. How could this man she’d known nearly all her life be so intimidating, so overwhelming?

Because he is.

He took hold of her shirt and tugged the halves apart. The snaps gave way. She knew what he was looking at: practical white bra designed to minimize the jiggling caused by a galloping horse. He pulled the shirt away from her breasts and as far off her shoulders as the fabric would stretch. She could have finished the job, but she continued to let her arms support her while he gazed at her newly exposed flesh. Pinpoints of energy flickered over her throat, breasts, belly. Beneath the clothing waited a woman too long denied her sexuality. Nothing else mattered.

“You’re beautiful,” he muttered. “When you started changing from a child to a woman, every time I looked at you, it hit me anew.”

“You never said anything.”

His mouth curled upward, and he rested his hand at the back of her neck. “We hardly ever spoke to each other, did we?”

“No, we didn’t.”

“Because you were the boss’s daughter.”

“No.” When she shook her head, his hand shared in the journey. “That wasn’t it. At least I never felt that way.”

“Then what?” He leaned closer, brought his mouth dangerously close to hers. His hold on her neck tightened.

“You intimidated me! All right. You intimidated me.” Just as you’re doing now.

“Did you think I was going to scalp you?”

“Don’t go there! Maybe it was your name.” Thinking had gotten so hard. She couldn’t find the words for what she needed to say. “Cougar. A predatory animal.”

He started tracing the top of her bra with the side of his thumb. Each step of its journey resonated through her. Beyond caring about the consequences, she spread her legs and welcomed him in. He pressed his knee against her crotch, the touch saying everything.

His mouth turned up. “My mother wanted me to have a white-bread name, something she thought would make it easier for me to fit in when and if I moved away.”

His family and various relatives and friends lived in a sparsely populated section of the Eastern Oregon county, in what she’d always thought of as an informal reservation. The children attended the small district school, but for the most part, whites and Natives stuck with their own kind. His relatives and friends wouldn’t think twice about a black-eyed, black-haired boy named Cougar but that boy wouldn’t spend his entire life in that closed-in world.

“I’m glad she didn’t win. Your name is right for you.”

“Even if it intimidated you?”

I still am—only maybe what I feel now has everything to do with my being a woman and you a man.
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Chapter Three
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She loved the sound of snaps popping. Even more rewarding was the sight of his dark chest once she’d finished unsnapping his shirt. She was still trying to wrap her mind around the reality of what she’d just done, but she wasted no time running her tongue over his flesh. A bold and hungry creature had taken control of her.

Apparently, Cougar had no objection to being treated like her personal boy toy because as she bathed his silken yet hard flesh, he explored her arms with calloused fingertips. She’d taken a few seconds to shuck off her shirt and unhook her bra. The loose garment still covered her breasts, frustrating her and hopefully tantalizing him.

These moments of exploration were about foreplay, nothing else. She’d think later, question later, maybe regret later.

Embracing her decision, she clamped her knees around his legs and wondered if she could keep him there forever.

Maybe not. One moment she was sitting upright. The next he’d pushed her back on the bed and was looming over her. Much as she wanted to say something, anything, she couldn’t.

Her legs still hung over the edge. Because he continued to stand within the shelter of her knees, she could have told herself she had some control over what was happening, but she didn’t want that. She wanted to be used, worshipped, fucked.

There. The single word that says it all.

Her pussy heated. Moisture built from deep inside, softening and preparing her.

“My panties,” she whispered. “Get rid of them.”

Grabbing the elastic, he tugged them off, the effort made easy because she arched upward and lifted her ass off the mattress. Still only half believing what was happening, she reached for her bra straps. Shaking his head, he pressed her arms onto the bed. His gaze warned her not to move. Lips numb and swollen, she nodded.

He closed his fingers over the straps and guided them out to her shoulders, then the lifting of her arms. He took what seemed like forever to uncover her breasts. The bra landed on the top of the rest of her clothes. Folding his arms across his chest, he stared down at her.

Naked. Exposed. Ready.

By contrast, he still had on his boots and jeans.

“You’re making me crazy!” she gasped.

“Not nearly as crazy as you’ve made me for years.”

“What?”

“You think I’ve never wanted to do this?”

She reached up, then her arms fell back onto the bed. Inch by maddening inch, he unfolded his arms and let them dangle by his sides. She ground her knees against his legs. The effort earned her a chuckle.

“All right. All right.” She licked her lips and tried again. “Are you waiting for me to say I’ve wanted to have sex with you?”

“Only if you mean it.”

“Yes. Damn it, yes!”

“Why?”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Her belly clenched. It took every bit of self-control not to offer her core to him like some mare in heat. “You have a killer body. Strong, rugged, masculine.”

“That’s the only reason?”

“What do you want me to say?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all.”

Bothered by his pensive tone, she tried to concentrate on his expression. Maybe he knew what she was doing and had no intention of letting her succeed. And maybe he’d grown weary of talking. Eyes half-closed, he pressed down on her mons. His other hand sought and found her slit.

“You’re wet.”

“Yes.”

If he’d asked permission, she would have granted him full access. Instead, he claimed her as if he had every right to all of her. His work-roughened finger slid in and along the wall of her vagina. She fought to stay silent, but a long, low groan rolled out of her. Tilting her pelvis upward, she rolled her head to the side.

He made her opening his playground, sliding in and out repeatedly. She clutched the coverlet. Sweat coated her throat and the small of her back. The muscles had been stripped from her legs. Her lower body became so weak, she couldn’t move.

Drifting in a sea created by her need for sex, she was slow to comprehend that he was no longer finger fucking her. She clutched the hand still pressing on her mons. “So fast. So damn fast.”

“You don’t want this?”

“Yes, damn it. I do.”

“So do I.”

On the tail of his admission, he took hold of her hips and pulled her closer. Robbed of his fingers on her sex, she started to sit up. “Don’t play games. Don’t tease me.”

“I don’t intend to.” His strong fingers pressed her back onto the bed. “But I’ve wanted to do this for a long time. It’s going to happen—my way.”

My way.

An image of being tied and at his mercy flooded her mind. She, who barely tolerated being indoors and who had nearly lost her mind while in the hospital, reveled in the thought of being his to do with what he wanted. He’d rule her world and body, keep her teetering on the brink. She would do whatever he commanded of her. Her reward would be a forced-upon-her climax, and she’d worship him for it.

His mouth on a breast pulled her back to the reality of a cramped enclosure. He sucked, licked, circled, nibbled her swollen nub and bathed her until her breast became as wet and warm as her pussy.

Her now ignored pussy.

“Take off your clothes.” Given his greater strength and control, her command was laughable. “I want to see you. All of you.”

“A warning.” He shifted his attention back to her pussy. This time his fingers seemed to care only about her clit and the space between her openings, making her whimper. “Once I’m naked, sex is going to come quick.”

“Sounds—sounds good to me.”

A fingernail feathered over her clit, forcing a shiver. She took hold of his wrist. Her cheeks were on fire. Her thigh muscles had melted.

“No more foreplay?”

“Cougar! Damn it, do me!”

By way of response, he slid his hands under her buttocks and leveraged her upward. He slumped down so he was on his haunches, his mouth close, so close to her core.

His breath! Warm. Alive. Skittering over her and further heating the fluids that had leaked out of her.

“Please, please.”

“This is it?” He blew his breath on her. “Your world doesn’t go beyond this?”

“No. No. Oh God, please.”

“You feel whole?”

Whole? “Cougar, please get out of those clothes.”

He cocked his head. For so long she squirmed under his scrutiny, he studied her from the top of her head all the way down to her toes. His gaze lingered on her blatantly displayed sex, but although she felt more exposed than she ever had, she didn’t close her legs. He’d touched her everywhere, left his breath on every inch. Need lashed her, but she clamped down on her plea for his cock and waited him out.

Displaying more of the grace that rendered her mute, he stood, bracing one hand on her belly as he did. The other swiped her inner thighs, making her jump. Not taking his gaze off her, he unfastened his jeans. Then he sat beside her and removed his boots. Once again he ran his fingers over her, this time his knuckles dragging along her pussy. She cried out in need. In want.

Through a haze, she recorded the last of his undressing. Then he positioned himself between her legs and lowered himself onto his knees. She tried to sit up, only to be flattened against the bed again.

“Stay there,” he ordered. “This time, it’s my show.”

This time.

The thought that he might deny her release caused her to dig her nails into his forearms. If she hurt him, he gave no indication. Yet again he explored her breasts, drawing circles around them, taking hold of her nipples and drawing them up. Embracing and fighting the sensations, she caressed his hips with her legs.

Just as she entertained thoughts of surging up and closing her teeth around his nubs, he gripped her pelvis and tugged, pulling her so far off the bed that only his body kept her from sliding to the floor.

His cock held her in place, pressed against her core, insisting on being granted entrance. “Wait,” she gasped as he thrust toward her. “Wait. I’ll—let me—” She tried to slide her hands between their bodies.

“No.” Gripping her wrists with so much strength that he cut off her circulation, he held them in the air. “Not yet.”

“I can’t—don’t make me beg.”

“I have—I have to...”

He was gone. Scrambling away from her on his knees, reaching for his jeans, pulling out his wallet, opening it, extracting a condom.

How could she have forgotten something so essential! Berating herself, she watched him slide it over a cock so large and hard and hot, she wasn’t sure the protection was up to the task. Then he was back where he belonged—between her legs.

Her inner thighs ached, making her acknowledge how long she’d been spread like this. The air in here was stuffy. She could hear the livestock, indistinct mostly male voices, truck tires crunching over gravel. Those sounds were part of her world, and yet, tonight, they meant little. Cougar was everything.

This time he had no trouble finding her entrance. This time he slid home with the first thrust.

How did this happen? Why am I having sex with this man?

Her questions died under the pure and basic sensation of having her channel filled. Again he slid his hands under her buttocks and lifted. Instead of holding him in place with her legs, she kept them splayed. Her restless fingers found his forearms, and she held on, her sweating palms recording muscle, bone, hair, veins.

Eyes locked on her face, he thrust, pulled back, thrust again. She quickly learned his rhythm, making it possible for her to match him attack for attack. The bed rocked under her, prompting her to wonder—briefly—if the vehicle itself might be in motion. It didn’t matter. Onlookers could draw their own conclusions.

She wanted to fuck. Needed to fuck.

Lived to have sex with Cougar!

Her back and legs bore most of her weight, and she became aware of the coverlet abrading her skin. Still, the need to pull him into her as deep as possible made the discomfort pale by comparison. Looking at him, sensing how naked her expression must be, she imagined his buttocks contracting over and over again. Artificial light glinted off his sweat-soaked chest. The hair at his temple broke free of the leather cord designed to contain it, allowing strands to slide forward and darken his features even more.

This man she really didn’t know was having sex with her. Driving into her offered body. Watching her breasts shake and pushing against her.

Heat building. Sensation powering her forward.

Instead of retreating, he remained in place, his muscles trembling. “I can’t—can’t.”

“Can’t what?” she gasped.

“Wait. Too fast, damn it.”

No! She wasn’t ready for their union to end. As he pulled back, she went deep inside herself, left rational thought behind and focused on her body’s messages. She burned from the effort of matching his frenzy and the heat boiling out of her. A little more and she’d reach her sweet explosion.

“I’m coming!” she sobbed. Thrashing her head, she dug her elbows into the bed to keep herself from sliding away from him. Again his cock slammed into her, sliding hotly along her inner tissues, wetly sanding countless nerve endings. “Coming.”

“Already?”

“Yes. Yes!” She dug her nails into him. Close. So close! Release just out of reach.

No! He couldn’t be leaving her! She needed him; her pussy demanded him. Both terrified and angry, she gripped his elbows and tried to pull him close again. He’d clenched his jaw. His eyes were the barest of slits, and his nostrils flared.
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