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      ROSE

      

      The kitchen at six in the morning was akin to what I remembered of busy Chicago intersections—crowded, loud and slightly dangerous. With ten women in the house, there was never quiet, never any peace. It was the same, day in and day out. Dahlia bickered with Miss Esther about how the bacon should be cooked. Poppy stood behind Lily and styled her blond hair in another inventive creation. Marigold set the table with a loud clatter of dishes, eager for her meal. Hyacinth sat at the large table humming placidly to herself as she sewed on a button. Iris and Daisy were most likely still asleep or at least taking their time in dressing as to avoid morning chores. I paused and watched the hubbub, shaking my head at the claustrophobic feel in the room.

      Nothing had changed. The room had not changed since the first day we'd all arrived from Chicago sixteen years before. Besides being older, no one had changed; our personalities were as varied as ever. Except me. I'd changed. Why did everyone irk me? Why did the house suddenly seem so small? Why did my sisters seem so grating? Why did I feel like I was being suffocated?

      Wanting to escape, I dropped the armful of wood into the bin beside the stove and walked right back outside, and started across the grass to the stable. I took deep breaths of the cool morning air in an attempt to settle myself. It was too early to be riled, especially from just the normal morning routine.

      "Rose!" Miss Trudy's voice carried all the way to me. There was more than physical distance between us; there was an emotional separation as well. I stopped and turned back with a sigh, tucking my unruly hair behind my ear. The woman who'd raised eight orphan girls, myself included, held up a folded cloth. "If you won't eat at the table, at least take something with you."

      Her hair was up in a simple bun at her nape of her neck, the gray in her red hair bright in the sun just breaking over the mountains. She was still beautiful, even with the fine lines that showed her age. As I mounted the steps to take the food, I saw concern in her green eyes, but refused to speak of it.

      I smelled the biscuits and bacon and my stomach rumbled. "Thanks," I replied, with a semblance of a smile on my lips.

      "Where will you be?" she asked, her voice calm and placid. She never shouted, never raised her voice.

      No one went off without sharing their whereabouts, for dangers abounded the ranch and all of Montana Territory beyond.

      "I'll follow the fence line to look for any sections that might need repair." There was no damaged fence line. I knew it and so did Miss Trudy, but she only gave a small nod, allowing me to escape.

      Not sure what else to say, I turned to head towards the stable. I couldn't tell her I was unhappy, although I was sure she knew. Uttering the words would make me seem ungrateful. She and Miss Esther had provided a stable, loving home for all of us girls. I would have grown up in a large city, never knowing the open expanses and big sky of Montana if they hadn't claimed us all and brought us west. The thought had me rubbing the space above my heart, guilt and a restlessness pressing heavily. No matter the depth of her caring or the closeness I had with the other girls, I needed more. I needed to escape.
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      "Whatever that fence post did to you, it sure is sorry now."

      The deep voice that came from behind me was such a surprise that I hit my thumb with the hammer. I was a mile from the house when I’d decided to work out some of my frustrations on the fence. The post had had a loose nail and I'd begun to pound it in, continuing to strike even after it was lodged back in the wood. I was still hammering when he caught me unawares.

      I sucked in a breath at the searing pain in the tip of my thumb, holding the base of it in my other hand. I let a few less-than-ladylike words slip out as I winced, walking around in a circle.

      "Chance Goodman!" I shouted, my anger and pain loud and clear. "You don't sneak up on someone like that."

      The man was ten years older than I and lived on the nearest ranch. His parents had died a few years earlier and with much success, he'd taken over the spread, adding more cattle and even studding out his prized bulls. The latter made me flush every time I thought of it, for I knew what happened between a man and a woman—Miss Trudy and Miss Esther were former brothel owners and had given each of us girls a special talk—and I'd always pictured Chance's face in my mind when I imagined such acts. I'd seen one of his bulls and the...the thing that hung down from beneath its belly and it had me wondering what Chance would look like. Would he be large himself? Would he be just as aggressive when he mounted a woman? My nipples always tightened into hard points and I felt slickness between my legs every time I imagined such a scenario.

      There was no other man for fifty miles who was so fine a specimen of manhood as Chance Goodman. I'd thought so when I was nine, and I thought the same now at nineteen. His hair was a chocolate brown which he let run toward the overly long. He towered over me; I only came up to his shoulder and made me feel...feminine. There were eight women in the house who cared about ribbons and lace when I was more interested in saddle leather and branding. But Chance often made me wish I'd combed my hair or worn clothing that made me appear more comely, at least in his eyes.

      It wasn't his broad shoulders or thickly corded forearms that had my heart pounding whenever I saw him. It wasn't the way a dimple dented his cheek whenever he smiled. It wasn't the strong jaw nor the big hands so much as his dark eyes that attracted me. He was the only person who passed whatever facade I raised to hide my true self. It was as if I were constantly exposed, every emotion and feeling I had was clear as spring water to him. I couldn't hide from him, even when, like now, he stood right before me.

      "Here, let me see." He took my hand as I turned toward him. Before I could step away, he lifted it up so he could look at it, then, to my complete and utter surprise, slipped my injured thumb into his mouth. My own mouth fell open in utter surprise. My thumb was in Chance Goodman's mouth...and it felt good. His tongue flicked over the injured tip, sucking on it as if withdrawing the pain as he would venom from a snakebite. His mouth was hot and wet and my finger pulsed—among other places—and it wasn't from the hammer.

      "What...what are you doing?" I asked, my words tumbling out in a confused rush. Chance had never even touched me before. He'd given me his linked palms to use as a step to mount a horse, but that was nothing compared to this. The way his dark eyes captured mine as his tongue flicked over my thumb was new. Gentle, possessive, hot. God, this was the most carnal thing I'd ever experienced and it was just my thumb! What would happen to me if he took even greater liberties?

      At that enticing and very scary thought, I tugged my hand back. He could easily have kept it, for his strength was so much greater than mine, but he released me of his own choosing.

      "Better?" he asked. His voice was deep and rough, reminding me of stones in the river.

      I could only nod in response, as I was still flustered.

      "I think this is the first time I've made you speechless." The corner of his mouth turned up and his dimple appeared.

      I put my hands on my hips, ignoring the pain. "What do you want?" I asked, my tone acerbic.

      His gaze raked over my body, assessing. He sighed. "Right now? I want to know what's wrong."

      "Besides my thumb?" I held my hand up. "Nothing," I grumbled.

      "Rose," he said, his voice raised in that irritating warning tone.

      "What? Can't a girl have some secrets?"

      His dark eyebrows went up. "Since when do you consider yourself a girl?" He glanced down at the pants I wore instead of the skirt or dress of every other female. The barb stung, for it only validated my earlier insecurities. He didn't think of me as a woman. He thought of me as...Rose. Plain Rose in pants. What man could ever be interested in a woman who'd rather wear pants than ribbons and lace? What man could desire a woman who hammered fence posts?

      "Since...." I clamped my mouth shut. "Oh, bother." I turned away from him and stomped off.

      "Is Dahlia pestering you again?" he called out. "Or did Marigold eat your breakfast?"

      I knew he was toying with me, for he'd never poke fun at the other girls. He was too much of a gentleman. It didn't keep him from poking fun at me. When Miss Trudy and Miss Esther found us girls, orphaned after the great Chicago fire, they hadn't known our names. Why they gave us all names of flowers, I'll never know. Moving to the Montana Territory had been a way for all of us to start over, especially Miss Trudy and Miss Esther. Well off from their years running a big city brothel, they'd wanted a new life and found it outside the town of Clayton. We were infamously known as the Montana wildflowers and were always considered as a group of eight, not as individuals.

      "Everyone is the same. Nothing's changed."

      "Are you wanting something different then?" He leaned a hip against the battered fence post, relaxed and at ease with himself while offering me his complete attention. I saw his horse in the distance, head lowered and nibbling grass. A bird flew overhead, its wings still as it rode a wind current.

      "Something different? Of course I want something different!" I waved my arms in the air as I spoke. "I want to be independent, wild. Free! Not stuck in a house full of women who gab all day long about hairstyles and dress sleeve length. I want to do what Miss Trudy did—strike out and discover a whole new life in a far off land."

      He patiently let me vent my spleen. "What do you plan to do?"

      "I don't know, Chance, but I'm about to burst out of my own skin. Don't you see? I don't belong here anymore." I lowered my head with that admission, for I felt shame and guilt press heavily on my heart. Miss Trudy and Miss Esther had done so much for me, for all of the girls, and I was tossing all those years, all the love aside. I pressed once again to that spot on my chest as I felt tears well. Lifting my head to the sky, I sniffed and forced the tears back. I didn't cry. I never cried and I was mad at Chance for making me feel this way.

      With his long stride, he walked toward me through the tall grass and tilted my chin up with his fingers, forcing me to look at him. My hat fell off my head to dangle by the long cord around my neck. His scent, a mixture of warm skin and pine and leather was something I associated solely with him. "No. You don't belong here anymore."

      I couldn't believe that he agreed with me. The one person who I expected to fight for me—my friend—agreed with me. He wanted me to leave. I tore my chin from his hold and stomped over to my horse, quickly mounting. Using the reins to turn the animal, I gave Chance Goodman one last look. It was time to move on; he'd just confirmed that for me. My heart hurt, knowing I'd never see him again. I settled my hat back on my head, gave it a little flick with my finger in farewell and rode off. Not only did the tip of my thumb ache, but also my heart.
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      ROSE

      

      The sky was black as pitch, just as dark in Clayton as it was on the ranch. Only lanterns shining from a few houses lit the way. I'd left my horse at the livery and made my way toward the boarding house. The night was warm so I didn't need a shawl or a coat, and only carried a small bag. I would take the next stage out of town, not caring whether it ventured east or west. Clayton wasn't large, but the livery was across town from where I would spend the night, forcing me to walk the distance alone. It wasn't the best choice considering the kinds of men that passed through town, but there was no alternative. Mines abounded up in the mountains and Clayton had the nearest saloon. This meant whiskey and women. It was one of these men who I unfortunately encountered on my way.

      I walked quickly with my small bag over my shoulder, but the man had caught me unawares, stepping from between two buildings and into my path. I'd been thinking about Chance and our parting words. I didn't have a gun or a knife or any kind of weapon to protect myself when I walked directly into him with an oomph. I couldn't see his face in the dark but distinct body odor of sweat and whiskey emanated from his pores. His hands were quick and grabbed me about the arms.

      "Look what I've captured! A lady of the night."

      "I beg your pardon! I do not look anything like a lady of the night," I replied, offended. Despite my being unladylike, I did not deserve the comparison. I fought against his hold, a burst of energy making my heart beat swiftly. "Unhand me!" I cried.

      "Oh, no. You're mine now." He roughly spun me around so that one of his arms banded about my waist in a viselike grip, making it difficult to breathe. His hold was strong enough where he lifted me up so only the tips of my toes touched the ground. The other hand went over my mouth, grimy fingers preventing me from screaming. I knew this because I tried, yet it only made him rougher in his manhandling. I was dragged into an alley, then behind a building. The hand came from my mouth for a moment to open a door, only to return it and squelch another scream. Using a foot, he kicked the door shut behind him, making the cheap windows rattle. I could hear a tinny piano playing and the air was heavy with the smell of whiskey—not just from my abductor—and thick cigar smoke.

      A man scrubbing dishes in a deep pump sink turned his head and paused, plate in hand. I made sounds against the palm over my mouth, my eyes wide, pleading for him to help me, but he just turned back and continued his task. A narrow wooden stairway led upwards and the man turned sideways so we could both fit as he climbed, bumping me into the rough-hewn wall.

      At the top, he released me, my feet touching the ground and air entering my lungs. I could see the top of a second stairwell at the far end of the hall, the music louder from here. A woman—who most certainly was a lady of the night—stood scantily clad speaking with a man who seemed quite pleased with her forward attentions. Further along were two men who leaned over a railing, presumably to view the saloon downstairs. I had no doubt as to my whereabouts; the establishment had been just down the street from where the man grabbed me and it was easy to infer from the men, the woman and the liquor.

      "You can scream, but no one will help." The man leaned down to speak directly into my ear. His breath was hot and fetid. "They'll think you're playing, that you like it rough. I do. I like it when a woman fights."

      A bitter taste filled my mouth at his unpalatable words. My only consideration was preventing this man from pulling me into one of the many rooms that lined the hall. From Miss Trudy and Miss Esther's tales, I knew what occurred in the upstairs of a saloon, and it wasn't for me. Screaming and running off might not bring me the help I wanted, for someone might just drag me right back to the man or take liberties himself. I had to defend myself!

      I remembered what Miss Esther had taught us about fending off an overeager suitor. This man most certainly wasn't a suitor, but he more than qualified. I raised my knee and stomped down onto the top of his foot with all my might. He had heavy leather boots that softened the blow, but it surprised him enough to loosen his grip. I rammed my elbow backward, directly into his man parts.

      A muffled, high-pitched groan came from between his clenched teeth.

      His hands went to cover his injury and I didn't delay. I dashed down the hall in the direction of the front stairwell.

      "I'll get you, bitch."

      At his hissed warning, I turned my head to look back at the dastardly man, which prevented me from seeing the man who stepped into my path. I ran solidly into him with my shoulder and my head. Once again, strong arms banded about me.

      "No. Let me go!" I fought him with a burst of energy founded in fear.

      "Rose. Stop." The voice was familiar, but that wasn't what had me stilling. It was his scent that I recognized. Chance.

      I settled immediately and looked up at my friend, my savior. I didn't see the friendliness or warmth I usually saw there. Instead, his eyes were narrowed, his jaw clenched tightly and a tick pulsed in his cheek. He was more warrior than cowboy. "Did he hurt you?"

      His dark gaze raked over my face, then my body as he pushed me away from him. He didn't release me, keeping a firm grip on my shoulders. This time, I did not mind a man's hands upon my person, nor his roving stare. Besides the odd thumb incident earlier in the day, it was the only time he'd touched me. His hands were quite large and very warm. The solid weight of his grip was comforting instead of confining.

      My assailant had recovered somewhat and made his way over to us, back stooped. "She belongs to me." The fury that coated his words made his tone even more petrifying than before. I knew now that if he were alone with me, being raped would be the least of my concerns. He had a cloak of menacing danger about him that had me stumbling back a step and against Chance's solid body.

      "I believe the woman disagrees," Chance countered.

      I nodded my head vehemently, hair falling in my face. I tucked it back behind my ear.

      The other man wiped his mouth with his fingers as he stared at me. "Doesn't matter. She was out on the street flaunting her...attributes." His gaze lowered and I shivered, knowing he was thinking carnal thoughts about me.

      "I did no such thing," I replied, my voice laced with indignation.

      "If she did as you said, then I assure you that she will be readily punished for her behavior. My...wife is not right in the head."

      I turned to look up at Chance. The man shifted his attention as well.

      "Wife?" we said in unison.

      What kind of lie was Chance perpetrating? I was most certainly not his wife.

      "I think we can agree that this little incident never happened. I don't need word about my wife spread any more than people want to know you abducted a lady. But if I so much as see your face again, I'll haul your ass to the sheriff only after I beat the stuffing out of you." Chance's words held bite and the other man knew it. He took a step back, recognizing his evening plans had quickly changed.

      "If she's as crazy as you say, you should keep a closer watch on her, mister." He pointed at me as he retreated. "She could come across someone with less savory attentions in mind."

      The irony of the man's words was not lost on Chance. He pushed me behind him and stepped toward my assailant, fists clenched. The man knew his time to leave had come, and I watched around Chance's broad torso as he fled the way we'd come, his footfall heavy on the back stairs.

      Only the sounds of the piano music and voices filtered up from the saloon below. The hallway was deserted now. My heartbeat was loud in my ears, my breathing fast.

      Chance turned and faced me, hands on hips. I wasn’t just thankful that he’d saved me. Thrilled, even. But I was also embarrassed at being caught in such a compromising, weak position. I had been able to take care of myself on the ranch, but only a few minutes in town alone and I needed a rescuer.

      I was also angry, and angry hid humiliation very well. "Why did you say that about me?"

      His eyes narrowed into slits. "The only way the Rose Lenox I know would do something so utterly stupid is if she were not right in the head."

      Gone was my longtime friend. In his place was a man I didn't recognize—intense, bold and very, very virile. I'd always seen Chance as a man, but not a man. This was different. He was different. Although his ire was directed solely at me, I couldn't help but appreciate this new iteration of Chance Goodman.

      "I think there's something wrong with you. You told the man I was your wife!"

      His brows went up and he grinned, showing me a flash of straight white teeth and his dangerous dimple. "I did." When I continued to just glower at him, he continued. "He wouldn't have just handed you over to me, especially since you practically unmanned him. I had to claim you."

      "You did not have to do any such thing. Dragging me bodily from the building would have been sufficient."

      "Don't worry, I still intend to do that," he vouched. "Let's go."

      He took my arm and led me down the stairs, across the saloon and out into the dark night. I kept my head down and remained as close to Chance's side, having no interest in remaining within a moment longer. The air was cool and fresh and I was relieved that he'd saved me. I knew how close I'd come to a dire situation and I would thank the man readily enough, but I was still fuming over his tactic. I was not his wife, nor remotely insane.

      I was lost in my thoughts and only realized we'd stopped when Chance knocked on a door to a small house. Looking around, I noticed we were just off the main thoroughfare beside the jail. After a moment, the door opened.

      "Good evening, Sheriff," Chance said to the man, removing his hat.

      Sheriff! "You're going to have me arrested? You are the one not right in the head, Chance Goodman!" I stepped back from him, shaking my head.

      The sheriff stepped out of the doorway, the soft yellow light from inside his small home illuminating the three of us.

      "I should have you thrown in jail for your own protection, but no. No jail for you," Chance replied.

      "Miss." The sheriff nodded his head in my direction, and then looked to Chance. "Goodman, it's been a long time. What can I do for you?"

      "I'm in need of your services," Chance replied. He was going to have me arrested. The gall of the man! "As Justice Of The Peace."

      I froze at his words. Justice Of The....

      The sheriff grinned.

      I frowned. "You really want to marry me?" I pointed at Chance. "It was just an excuse to get out of that bad environment."

      "Bad environment?" He shook his head, taking a moment. "You were on the second floor of the saloon, Rose, with a man who had plans for your person that were less than consensual." Chance shook his head slowly, his eyes on me. "Oh, no. You need a keeper, and as I told the bastard you would be punished. I don't have any right to punish you, Rose, unless you're my wife."

      "You're going to beat me?" I countered. "Sheriff, did you hear that? He's going to beat me."

      The older man's hands went out in front of him in surrender, but remained quiet.

      "I'm not going to beat you," Chance replied with a weary sigh, took his hat off and ran his hand through his unruly hair. "I protect what's mine. You're mine, Rose. Always have been. I'll even protect you from yourself."

      My mouth fell open. You're mine, Rose. Always have been. Those words spun around in my brain making me dizzy.

      "Let's get this done, Sheriff."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      CHANCE

      

      "Let's get this done?" Rose repeated, her voice full of sarcasm and surprise. The little hellcat was just getting started. I stifled a grin, knowing it would only build her ire to a fevered pitch if she saw it, but I loved her spirit. That spirit, however, put her into a heap of trouble. I didn't know if I wanted to strangle her or kiss her. The stupid, beautiful woman had no sense, venturing alone at night. Of course, a man would grab her and want to have his way with her.

      I wanted to. I'd wanted to for far longer than I should have, but I'd bided my time. At least my intentions were honorable. I hadn't even touched her until today. I’d kept my distance, afraid I'd do something rash like kiss her if she were within reach. Earlier, when she'd hurt her thumb, all I wanted to do was take her hurt away; I didn't even think about my actions until I had the soft tip of her thumb in my mouth. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever done. Seeing the look of surprise and...desire flare in her eyes had my resolution to be patient crumbling. I was resolute now in another way. I would have her; I would make her mine. I would keep her safe. If I could only get her to agree to the damn marriage then I could ensure that. Until then, she would go about wild and untamed, a danger to herself.

      "You didn't even ask me!" she shouted. She was so small next to me, petite and dainty, but she was far from it. Feisty, spirited, uninhibited would be more apt.

      "You didn't stick around the ranch long enough for me to do so," I countered.

      The sheriff chuckled and mumbled something about a hotheaded couple, but we ignored him.

      She looked taken aback, as if she hadn't known I would ask her. Perhaps I'd been too successful in hiding my interest.

      "I...I didn't know," she replied, her voice soft.

      "Of course, you didn't. You’re too young."

      "I'm nineteen!" She paced around in a circle and I watched her, enjoying the sight of her in a skirt and blouse—unusual attire for her. Her hair had been in a bun at the nape of her neck but the pins had fallen out, leaving the curly blond locks wild down her back. She tucked some wayward strands behind her ear absently. I'd never seen it unbound, for it was always tucked beneath her hat or in a thick plait down her back. The sight of it long and free-flowing was something intimate for only a spouse to see. I saw it as a sign that she was to be mine. It made me want to tangle my fingers in it, wrap the tresses around my hand and tilt her head back so I could kiss her. Claim her mouth and very soon, claim her body.

      "I came to Clayton to ask you, but then when I found you with that man, I had to save you from getting yourself hurt."

      "You followed me." She hadn't stated it as a question.

      I ran my hand through my hair, and then stopped her pacing with a hand on her biceps so she'd look at me. "I've always followed you, Rose. Always will."

      "But you said—" She bit her bottom lip.

      I frowned. "Said what?"

      "Earlier, when I was mending fences, you said I didn't belong on the ranch anymore."

      Shaking my head, I slowly pulled her closer. "No, you said you didn't belong on the ranch anymore, and I agreed."

      "Same difference," she muttered, not meeting my eye anymore. "Then why didn't you let me go?"

      "You don't belong on the Lenox ranch anymore, kitten. You're being stifled there. You know it and I can see it. I've seen it for a stretch now, but earlier, I knew you'd decided it was time to move on. You belong with me on the Goodman spread. As a Goodman, Rose Goodman."

      Her green eyes widened. "You mean...I thought—"

      I put my finger over lips. "You thought wrong."

      The sheriff cleared his throat. "This is touching and all, but are you needing my services or not?"

      "Well?" I asked. "Rose Lenox, will you marry me?"
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      "Why are we riding back to your ranch when we could stay at the boarding house?" Rose asked.

      It was late, well past midnight, but the moon had risen and our path was bright. The ride was only an hour to the ranch house, but it seemed to be interminable. With the vows said, the chaste kiss shared, and the sheriff once again reading his book, I was in a hurry to get my wife home. She sat sideways upon my lap, her ass shifting with the motion of the horse making my mind distracted and my cock very eager. The only thing preventing me from claiming her was the distance from our current location and my bed.

      "I don't want to have an audience for our wedding night." I shifted, my cock aching and uncomfortable in my pants.

      "Audience? I had my own room."

      The corner of my mouth ticked up at her innocence. "I'm going to make you scream your pleasure, kitten, and I guarantee everyone would have heard."

      "Oh," she murmured, shifting in my lap some more. She was secure within my hold, my arms around her as I held the reins, her head tucked beneath my chin. Her scent was soft and familiar to me, but having her so close had the floral scent surround me. Somehow, she smelled just like her name. All of her adopted sisters were named after flowers and Rose wasn't even the oldest. Marigold was. Yet Rose was the first to marry.

      "You tricked me, you know," she said as we climbed a small ridge. There were mountains in the distance to the west, but it was not bright enough to discern them.

      "Tricked you?" I may have followed her to Clayton, even applied a little coercion to wed, but she wanted the union as much as I. She just hadn't had time to consider and accept it.

      Femininity was not something she flaunted. If a man saw past her tomboyish ways and came calling or expressed the slightest interest, Rose directed him toward one of her sisters. She wore pants and usually had pieces of hay caught in her hair. I was the only man she'd allowed into her life, the only man she told her secrets to. The only man who wanted her just as she was, all prickly exterior hiding a most passionate interior, was me. I'd been ready since the day she turned eighteen. Hell, even then I’d waited another seventeen months. ‘Tricked’ would not be the word I'd use. ‘Patient,’ just or ‘ready’ would all be more apt.

      "You told that awful man I was your wife. You didn't need to do that and now look at me."

      I couldn't see her well from my position, but I could feel her. Smell her. Ache for her. Her hips were slim, yet I could feel her lush curves nonetheless.

      "You let yourself fall victim to a lecherous man with no moral leanings," I countered. I wouldn't kowtow to her.

      She was perturbed that we'd wed, but she was sore about something else, and it wasn't that I'd told the bastard a lie. I just had to be patient enough to find out what it was, which was going to be a hard task. My patience with her was at an end.

      "This wasn't my plan, Chance. You took away my plan!" She waved her hands as she spoke, bumping into my arms.

      Ah, now we were at the crux of her frustrations.

      "I took away your plans? You ran away, like a child!" I took a breath. "What, pray tell, were your plans?"

      I'd listened to her like this for years. Heard her woes since she was a little thing. A pet chicken that had ended up in a soup pot. A skinned knee falling from a tree. A boy from town who'd dipped her braid in ink. A rope swing that was used to cross a creek instead of a bridge. An interest in running her own ranch. As time went on, her problems and plans changed, from simple to sophisticated, from childlike to mature. All the while I'd listened without offering any advice, or help. Until today.

      While she lived in a loving home, it was crowded, and the other members of the female household frowned on what they considered Rose’s manly pursuits. Her ideas were stifled. She was stifled, but she'd never done anything reckless enough to endanger herself before.

      "I was going to take the next stage out of town. East or west, it didn't matter. I just needed to be gone."

      The idea that she would venture alone without a plan or direction had my palm twitching. She needed to be taken in hand before she hurt herself and I wasn't there to save her.

      "With just the clothes on your back? How much money do you have?"

      "Fifty-six dollars."

      I ran my chin back and forth gently over the top of her head, enjoying the silky feel of her hair. The action may have seemed gentle and comforting to Rose, but I did it as a way to stall my words, to allow me a moment to get my frustration to a manageable level so I could speak with a calm voice.

      "The man at the saloon, I'm guessing he was offering you aid in your adventure?" I asked, my tone quite sarcastic. The very idea of that man's hands on her had my jaw clenching.

      "He was an...unexpected impediment."

      I couldn't help but grunt at that understatement.

      "I know what you're thinking," she replied.

      No, I doubted she did, for my thoughts veered to her either over my knee with her ass turning nice and pink or naked and her mouth occupied around my cock.

      "Oh?" My voice had a noticeable growl to it.

      "That I was impetuous."

      "I have been aware of that for quite some time," I countered dryly. Nothing she'd said about her foray into freedom told me to the contrary. "Are you remotely aware of the things he was going to do to you?"

      "I live with two former brothel owners," she countered, as if this made her an expert.

      "Those things he was going to take belong to me, Rose. Me! Your maidenhead is mine. Your body is mine!"

      She squirmed against my hold. "Let me go, Chance." Sitting sideways as she was, she dexterously worked her way out from the circle of my arms and slid off the horse. Any other woman would have landed unceremoniously on her ass, but Rose was an accomplished equestrian and landed on her feet readily enough and walked off, arms folded over her chest. I halted the motion of the horse and dismounted, letting the reins drop so the animal could eat the tall grass.

      Rose was as prickly as the flower bearing her name. I had to learn not to goad her, especially when she was riled. I wanted her beneath me, not walking away. I needed to know, however, what her intentions were. Leaving town without a plan indicated desperation over forethought. Now that she was mine, this impetuousness would be curbed, her recklessness would be curtailed, or she would be punished. I could not have her hurt.

      And so I was in a conundrum. She needed a gentle touch while at the same time a firm, guiding hand. I had to learn to curb her reckless ways while allowing her to bloom. She needed to bend in her plans, yet still flourish. All she had to do was let go and I'd catch her. She just didn't understand. It was going to be a battle of wills, but in the interim, there was one way we could be equals and I would show her readily enough. Once I got my hands on her....

      "Rose," I called. "You’re my wife now. I'll never let you go."

      "I wanted to be free!" She paused, her shape amorphous and ghostly beneath the moonlight.

      "Free? Free? Alone and vulnerable is not free! You almost paid the price tonight with that bastard."

      "I was going to run my own ranch somewhere. Statehood's coming and I want to be known as having the best one in all of Montana."

      "By yourself? Even on the Lenox land you have Big Ed to help."

      I spoke to her back and waited for her to turn. One word and I'd have her spinning to face me, yet she'd be full of spit and vinegar. I had to proceed carefully, slowly, as if she were a mare ready to breed: skittish yet excited, nervous yet feisty.

      "I don't need any help." Her words were clear, but her conviction was waning. "I'm good at running a ranch."

      "With no land? No stock? You're a Goodman now and you'll help me run mine. Ours. You don't have to go it alone, kitten."

      She spun around, walked up to me and poked me in the chest. "I am not your kitten."
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      I grabbed her hand and pressed it against my chest as I curled my other palm around the nape of her neck. I nudged my hat off so it fell to the ground as I lowered my head and pulled her in for a kiss. This wasn't the chaste touching of lips from the wedding ceremony. This...this...was what I'd dreamed of, waited for. Her lips were plump and soft and when she parted them to gasp, I took the opportunity to delve deep. My tongue plundered her mouth, tasting her for the first time. The fist pressed against my chest relaxed and her fingers curled once again, but this time to grip my shirt to hold on. I angled her head as I wanted, boldly touching her tongue with mine, licking along her teeth, nipping at her lower lip. She was a novice, untried. A kissing virgin and that had my blood pumping, my cock pulsing against her belly.

      No man had touched her before. I knew this from hearing the small sounds of surprise and longing that escaped her throat. I found the corner of her mouth, kissed her there, her cheek, her ear. "No. You're not my kitten right now," I whispered, my lips feather light on the delicate swirl of her ear. "You're my little wildcat."

      She would fight me in everything, feel as if I'd corralled her like a wild filly, of that I had no doubt, but it would be quite the journey, this discovery of how it should be. But none of this was a concern for tonight. Tonight I would make her mine, show her the pleasure that could be found in being my wife. I'd show her the passion that was within her and give her a way to let it out, for there was no better outlet for her intense, wild nature than fucking.

      "I don't know why I even thought to make you mine in a bed. I'm taking you, Rose, right here, right now. You want to be free, kitten. I'll set you free." My voice was gruff, my breathing deep, my need too great to wait a moment longer.

      I stepped back just a sufficient amount so I could undo her blouse, but the buttons were too small for my large fingers. Ridiculous little buttons! I took hold of the two sides and tugged, the material parting easily.

      "Chance," she moaned. “Oh, yes.”

      Buttons went flying into the darkness. I stripped the blouse off her readily enough, letting it fall to the grass at our feet, loving the sound of her breathy consent.

      "What the hell is this?" I asked, running my fingers over the white fabric wrapped about her torso. It was bright in the moonlight and it appeared as if she were a mummy from clavicle to navel.

      Rose's head lowered, ran a palm over the material. "I...I don't wear a corset."

      "That is plain to see." I tugged at the snug material but could not find a way to remove it. "What I don't understand is its purpose."

      "It keeps my...my bosom minimized."

      My fingers paused at her words. For a small woman I always assumed she was petite everywhere—that her breasts were small and pert. I had dreams about her breasts and how they'd feel in my palms. What she was sharing though was a surprise and I couldn't wait to unwrap her, quite literally in fact, like a Christmas present.

      "How the hell do you take it off?"

      Her hands went to her left hip, where I could discern a small knot. I fumbled briefly, but it came undone and the length of soft cotton fell and circled around behind her. Intrigued and fascinated, I picked up the tail end and pulled, which required Rose to spin around. It was like undoing a frayed end of a knitted sweater, pulling and pulling until it was just a pile of yarn. In this case, Rose circled around like a top, slowly, for I was enjoying the idea of unwrapping my wife until the last of the long strip was in my hand and she was bare from the waist up. Instead of turning to face me, she gave me her back, with her arms up to cover herself.

      Her skin was so pale in the moonlight, a gleaming white, and her fair hair seemed dark in comparison. I could see the shadow of the long line of her spine. She would not turn and I smiled inwardly at the modest action of such an unbridled woman. A moment ago she'd been shouting at me, furious, and now she was quiet and demure. Stepping up to her, I placed my hands on her shoulders, which caused her to stiffen briefly, and slid her long hair so it rested over one shoulder. I couldn't help but kiss the elegant line of her neck. The scent of her skin was intoxicating, sweet and floral. It was a fragrance I would never forget.

      I felt the frantic beating of her pulse beneath my lips and I kissed along that vertical path that ran up to her jaw and down to the juncture with her shoulder. Beneath my fingertips, her skin was silky soft, and I felt gooseflesh rise as I worked down her upper arms and over her crossed forearms. It was a warm night and I knew it was my touch that brought them about, not a chill. Holding each wrist gently, I lowered her hands to her sides as my lips kissed along her right shoulder. From my vantage point, I could see the full, plump swells of her breasts and nipples so dark in contrast. Her quick breaths had them moving and I couldn't help the groan that escaped.

      I had to touch them, weigh them, feel them, for they were so unlike my fantasy. They were more.

      "Why do you hide these, kitten?” I murmured gently. “They are perfection."

      Wrapping my arms about her, I cupped her breasts in my hands—they weren't small at all but a perfect handful—and her head fell back against my chest.

      "Because...oh, Chance, that's...um—" She licked her lips.

      "Why?" I asked again, pleased to see she was so responsive. I ran my thumbs lightly over the plump tips and reveled in how they tightened into perfect little tips.

      "Because they make me too curvaceous."

      That was most certainly true. For her petite frame, they were quite bountiful.

      "And because it was too uncomfortable to ride otherwise," she added.

      The long strip of fabric was a practicality. Instead of lifting and enhancing a woman's curves like a corset did, Rose's solution allowed her to complete tasks on the ranch that would have been inhibited by plush endowments. A lush figure would also draw unwanted male attention. For that alone, I was thankful for her inventiveness. It had hid her assets remarkably well until I, her husband, discovered them.

      "I think you will enjoy having them unbound." And so would I.

      Taking each nipple between my thumb and forefinger, I tugged and listened to her moan. It was a combination of a cry and an exhale, yet it made my cock grow thicker and my hips shift into her lower back. I couldn't deny myself—both of us—any longer. Grabbing her hips, I spun her about and lowered to my knees so I had the perfect view of those secret curves.

      They glowed in the moonlight, perfect teardrop shapes, her nipples tight and furled. I only had to move my head a few inches to take one into my mouth, the tip firm against my tongue. Her small hands tangled in my hair, pulling me in, holding me in place. I sucked and laved one perfect nipple with my mouth, tasting her sweet illicit flesh, my palm cupping the other as my fingers working the nipple. I heard her moans, felt her fast breathing against my mouth, and could feel her frantic heartbeat beneath my palm.

      "Chance, oh!"

      I let my hands roam, up and down her sleek back, around her waist, but her skirt was an impediment. I fiddled with the closure, then let the fabric drop and pool at her feet as I switched to suckle at her other breast.

      Sitting back on my heels, I took in the sight of her, from her boot covered feet, her stockings and those pretty ribbons that held them up, a small bit of creamy thigh that was exposed below her white drawers, the small indent of her navel, her full breasts, dainty collarbones, slim neck, plump lips, and then...eyes that were wild with the blurry haze of her first arousal.

      "You're so beautiful, kitten."

      She shook her head, a long tendril slipping over her shoulder to brush over her nipple. I felt jealously toward a wayward curl. One of her arms came up to cover her breasts.

      I shook my head. "Oh, no. You're mine now. Every beautiful inch. There's no hiding yourself from me. I'll know all your secrets." I took the hand she used to cover herself and placed it on my shoulder so she could balance as I took off her boots. "There's just one more secret, kitten." I then tugged at the small ribbon at her waist, letting the loose fabric drop to the ground.

      I felt her fingernails did into my shoulder through my shirt. Her pussy—fuck—she was perfection. It was dark, too dark to discern her pretty pink folds, but I could see the hair that guarded it was the same pale color as on her head.

      My release tingled at the base of my spine and I knew if I pulled my cock from my pants it would all be over. I’d waited so long for this moment, yet she was a virgin and needed to be ready. “Fearful” or “nervous” or “modest” were not adjectives I'd use to describe a woman who was ready to be claimed for the first time. It was my job to get her ready. And so I did what I'd longed to do; I lowered my head to taste her.

      "Chance! What are you doing?" Instead of her fingers gripping me, she pushed at my shoulders, stunned by my very forward gesture. I'd only touched her with my nose before I was shoved back onto my heels.

      "I'm going to eat your pretty pussy. Hang on." Wrapping one arm behind her knee, I lifted her leg and placed it over my shoulder so she was wide open for me. She might fight me in this, but I would ultimately win. Although, it wasn’t a competition. As soon as she discovered how good I could make her feel, she’d want more. With the tip of one finger, I ran over her slit with the lightest of touches, forward and back, finding her slick and hot, before parting her plump lower lips and finding her clit. There!

      I lowered my head again, this time I flattened my tongue and laved her in the path my finger took, ending with a small flick over her hard nub. Now when she called out my name it was for a completely different reason. Her hips bucked and I wrapped an arm about her hip, my palm gripping her lush ass and holding her securely in place. I smiled against her, pleased with her response.

      Her taste was mouthwatering. Sweet, yet unlike anything I'd ever tasted. It was perfectly Rose, and I was addicted. Her flesh was hot and wet and scalding against my tongue and the way she responded, the way she tensed and tugged at my hair as I flicked her bundle of nerves had me eager to find out her responses when I was buried deep within her. First, she would come. I would watch her as she found her first pleasure and would drink down every drop of her essence.

      With my free hand, I found her untried opening and slowly slid a finger in. Instantly, her inner walls clamped down, holding it in place. She was tight, so fucking tight and that was just my finger. She would surely strangle my cock. Once I got balls deep in her I could easily embarrass myself and come like I was a randy teenager, but I had to remember this was all for her. Her first time needed to be nothing but feeling, nothing but sweet bliss, and I would give it to her. It was my right. It was my privilege, and her pleasure.

      I moved my finger, mimicking the motion of what my cock would do in short order. In and out I moved, slipping in a little further each time, quickly discovering her maidenhead, that amazing barrier that saved her sweet pussy just for me. I wouldn't break it with my finger, but with my cock and so I retreated, switching to circling and teasing her instead.

      “Chance, oh my. What are you doing to me?”

      I didn’t answer, only continued, for I knew she was close. With the quick flicks of my tongue and the motions of my finger, it wasn't long before her nails dug into my scalp, her thigh muscles clenching as she came. I looked up her perfect body and saw her head thrown back as she screamed, the quiet of the soft, warm night broken by her cries of pleasure. It was incredible to see, delectable to feel against my shoulder, my cheek, my hands and delicious to taste. Her juices were plentiful as her body became fully ready for my cock.
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      As her orgasm abated, her muscles went lax and I lowered her gently to the ground, quickly spreading out her long skirt beneath her. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open as she breathed hard, and the sheen of perspiration across her breasts and belly was bright in the moonlight. One of her legs was bent at the knee, her thighs parted in a way she would have found immodest if she weren't so sated. I took advantage of the moment and undid the placket of my pants, my cock springing free and pointing toward the woman it would fill.

      I didn't hesitate, but lowered myself, placing my hands on either side of her head. Using my knees, I nudged her thighs wide, settling my hips in the cradle of hers. My cock bumped against her hot, wet flesh and I groaned.

      "Kitten, look at me." My voice was deep and rough as it came out through gritted teeth.

      Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at me, so innocently, so sweetly, so aroused. I couldn't resist lowering my head and kissing her. Instead of being tentative, her tongue eagerly met mine and the kiss turned carnal. Her motions were innocent and she had much to learn, but her eagerness had a will of its own. My hips shifted of their own accord, nudging my cock over her slick folds, and then nestling at her opening.

      I lifted my head, met her stormy gaze. "You're mine, Rose, just as I’m yours."

      I couldn't wait. I ached with every muscle in my body to not only fill her, but claim her. After this, there was no going back. She'd be mine completely. Pushing forward, the wide head of my cock stretched her open. She was so tight, so hot, and I hissed as I sank slowly into her. Only the sound of our breathing and distant crickets filled the air. The moonlight made her surprised eyes sparkle, her skin glow. Her nipples were tightly furled and her hair a thick curtain behind her head. As I bumped into the barrier of her virginity, I knew then that I was home. This was where I wanted to be. The Goodman ranch could burn to the ground. Locusts could swarm and eat all the grass. The cows could all die from a blizzard. None of that mattered as long as I was with Rose. I wanted to fill her up as she'd done to me.

      "Mine," I whispered, lowering my head to kiss her when I carefully broke through that last barrier to making her Mrs. Chance Goodman. I swallowed her cry of pain with my lips, soothed her with flicks of my tongue. Lowering to my forearms, I stroked a hand over her face, wiping a stray tear that had slipped down her cheek.

      I was fully embedded inside her, the head of my cock nudging at the opening to her womb. Her inner walls clenched tightly, as if her body were afraid I'd leave. Rose's hands pushed, then pulled at my shoulders as her hips tried to shift beneath my heavy weight. I wouldn't relent, wouldn't ease up at all, for the only way for her to accustom herself was if I remained within.

      It wasn't easy. Hell, a tooth pull from the town doctor was less painful than my cock deep within her and not being able to move. She needed time to let the pain recede, for once I started to move, there would be no stopping. She wouldn’t want me to.

      "No more pain," I murmured. "Only pleasure, kitten. Only pleasure."

      She nodded her head in short little motions, although she probably doubted me. When, and only when, she relaxed beneath me, her fingers unclenching on my shoulders, her thighs relaxing against my hips, did I pull back, slowly and very easily as she was dripping wet. Then I slid fully into her once again.

      Her eyes widened, her lips parted. "Oh," she whispered.

      I grinned. "Like that?"

      This time when she nodded her head there was less worry and more eagerness. So I did it again. She shifted her hips and arched her back and I slid in a little bit further, and this time we both groaned.

      "Holy hell, kitten, you feel so good."

      "Yes, Chance. I...I had no idea." She licked her lips and that had me lowering my head, licking over the same spot myself. I kissed her as I began to move in earnest. She was so small in comparison to my large frame and I tried to take her gently, but when she lifted her hips and began to meet me thrust for thrust, I couldn't hold back. This was supposed to be a tender, sweet first time, but she would have nothing of it. Of course, she wouldn't. This was Rose. My Rose. She did everything with zeal, with her entire being and that included fucking. And so I didn't hold back. I plunged into her and her head fell back. I grabbed hold of her hip and angled her just right and began to fuck her. Hard.

      "You want it hard, Rose?"

      "Yes!" she cried. “More.”

      Sweat dripped down my temple as my breath soughed from my lungs. I relaxed my grip on her ass—she'd surely have marks there—and grabbed the inside of her knee, pushing her leg back so she was spread wide. This allowed me to take her harder, faster and deeper.

      "It's...it's going to happen again. No, don't slow down. Please, Chance. I need—"

      She didn't say anything more because I ground my hips into hers, my body rubbing against her clit as she came. This time, instead of screaming, she cried out my name, then lost her voice altogether. I took a moment to watch her as she came, but I couldn't focus for long. My baser need took over, my balls drew up and my seed shot forth. I came with my own shout, filling her with pulse after pulse of my seed, marking her. I’d made her my wife in name earlier. Now she was mine in body as well.
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      Chance lay replete on top of me, the brunt of his weight on his forearm, his head nestled at my neck, his warm breath mixing with mine. He still filled me, although I could feel wetness seeping from my...pussy, but I had no energy to move, to question anything. The stars overhead were bright and scattered like dust across the sky, twinkling down at me from the vastness. It made me seem so small; the Montana prairie could do that as well. In this moment, it was also Chance who made me feel small. He was so large, so virile. So potent.

      I had no idea it would be anything like that. I'd imagined it to be...pleasant, but this had been like the fireworks I'd seen at Fourth of July celebrations. I'd felt as if I had touched the stars in the sky. It was Chance who'd made me feel that way.

      I absently ran my hand up and down his back. "You're wearing all your clothes," I commented. I could feel his pants against my thighs, his shirt against not only my palm, but also my bare breasts and my belly.

      "You're wearing your stockings," he countered. Lifting his head, he looked down at me. It was too dark to see much, but I could see his smile, see a glint in his eye. "Do you want me to take my clothes off?"

      It was a dangerous question for a maiden, although I was one no longer. If I said no, then I would not get a chance to feel his warm skin, to see what the hair upon his chest looked like and see if it matched my imaginings. I'd seen a glimpse of it at the opening of his shirt a time or two, but nothing more. I'd seen the dusting of dark colored hair on his muscled forearms, but never higher. I wondered if his legs would have similar hair. And then there was his manhood. I felt it big and swollen within me, but what did it look like? If I said yes to his question, would he consider me a loose woman? I bit my lip, unsure of what to say.

      "Do you, kitten?"

      I rolled my eyes at the ridiculous endearment. Who called someone kitten? I was forgetting his question. He watched me carefully, earnestly even. This was Chance and I couldn't lie to him. He knew my secrets, now more than ever. "Yes," I whispered.

      When a grin split his face, I knew I'd answered correctly and relief—as well as heat—swept through me when he sat back on his haunches. Only then did his cock slip from me and a trickle of wetness seeped out in his wake. My legs were positioned on either side of his and I was spread wide open. Naked. Exposed. I tried to pull a leg back, but he shook his head.

      "You can't be shy now." He worked his shirt off and I forgot all about that shyness as I watched inch after inch of his body revealed. It was dark, quite dark to get a full glimpse of him, but the moon was bright and it was ample enough. Only when he'd tossed the shirt to the ground beside me did I notice his manhood.

      "Oh my," I muttered.

      He looked down his body, then at me. "Ever see a cock before?" He held up a hand. "Wait. Don't answer that. The only answer you can give is no."

      It was my turn to smile at his possessiveness. "No. I've never seen one before." I looked at it, mesmerized, and even gasped as I saw it pulse, then lengthen before my eyes.

      "See what you do to me?" he asked.

      "Is it...is it always like that?" I came up on my elbow so I could get a better look. I couldn't discern color in the darkness, but the thatch of hair at its base was of similar color to what was on his head, his forearms and the smattering on his chest. His cock was thick and long and I could see a shadow of a vein running along the side of it. At the top, it was broad and wide. Overall, it was quite imposing. That had fit in me?

      "Around you? Yes."

      "I...I never knew."

      "Good," he countered and I saw a pleased expression on his face. He seemed quite happy that he’d been the one to deflower me. "Knew what, exactly?"

      I was thankful for the darkness because I blushed. Silly really, considering what we'd just done, where he'd had his mouth, but I did nonetheless. "I can't say."

      He quirked a brow as he sat on his shirt, undid his boots, and then shucked off his pants. I watched him the entire time and hadn't even thought to close my legs and he moved to kneel between them once again. He placed one hand on the ground by my head, blocking my view of the stars. "What, kitten? No secrets."

      "It's a little embarrassing. Quite a bit actually."

      "I promise I won't laugh." His gaze dropped to my breasts and he began to gently stroke a finger over my shoulder, my collarbone and then lower, curving over the swell of my breast. I arched my back into his touch. I had no idea it would feel so good, or that he’d find my breasts so fascinating. Then he pulled his hand away.

      "Chance," I replied, pouting. I liked his hand there exploring me.

      "Tell me."

      He was going to withhold his touch until I told.

      "I thought...when a couple...um, did it—"

      "Fucked?" he added.

      "Well, yes."

      "Say it, kitten."

      "When a couple fucked."

      "Good girl."

      I took a deep breath, let it out. "I thought that when a couple fucked that the man was like a bull."
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      I closed my eyes and threw my arm over them. There, I couldn't see him now.

      His finger returned to its gentle caress at my breast. It seemed if Chance got what he wanted, I'd get what I wanted in return. I felt my skin heat at just the slightest touch of his fingertip.

      He remained silent, only his fingertip moving, then retreating altogether.

      Before I knew what happened, he had me about the waist and flipped over. I put my hands out to keep from falling on my face and Chance pulled back on my knees so I was on all fours. He moved in close behind me so I felt the hairs on his chest tickle my back as he loomed over me. He was warm, his skin radiating heat like a cast iron stove in January.

      "You mean like this?" he asked, his voice husky.

      I didn't know what he meant until I felt his...cock nudging at my entrance once again. He must have been holding it, guiding it over me because he used it very precisely, like a decadent weapon. It slid over my heated, slick skin, bumped that spot that he had licked a short while ago and had made me feel unbelievably blissful.

      Then I felt his finger—it was too small to be his cock—slide into me. I clenched it tightly with my inner muscles, the feelings it elicited making me groan.

      "I love feeling my seed in you, knowing I've marked you as mine."

      "Chance, you are quite possessive," I told him, my voice a rough rasp.

      I felt him kiss his way up my spine as he slowly fucked me with his finger. He was remarkably gentle and surprisingly tender. I loved it. When he reached my neck with his mouth, he whispered to me.

      "You want me to be the bull, kitten?" He pulled his finger free and I felt it replaced with the broad head of his cock at my opening, then nudging inside. I was too slick to resist—not that I wanted to—and he filled me in one smooth stroke.

      "Oh!" I cried. There was no pain this time, only incredible pleasure. It was different this way; he was able to go deeper, filling me so full that I felt as if we were one. Then he pulled back, almost all the way out and I could feel my lips there spread and cling to him.

      "I'm going to fuck you now." His voice was filled with intent and it most definitely was not a question. He wasn't asking me if I felt amenable to being fucked again. He was just going to do it.

      "Yes," I replied, liking the way he was taking charge. I had no idea what I was doing. He did and I was thankful for it. I wanted him to show me everything that we could do together. And for once, I didn’t have to think. I could just feel.

      And then he moved. This wasn't gentle. He'd been gentle before, but not now. I realized he'd held himself back, but no longer. He pulled back and rammed in, his hips striking my bottom hard, the sound of flesh on flesh filling the air. This wasn't romantic. This wasn't sweet. It was carnal. It was rutting. It was animalistic. And I loved it.

      “Yes!” I cried.

      My breasts swayed beneath me with every deep penetration. Chance's large hands gripped my hips and he took me, filling me over and over. I was still aroused from the last time I found my pleasure, and my entire body was awakened and sensitive to everything that Chance was doing. Inside, his cock slid over places that sparked to life—that sent heat and brightness through my body. My nipples tightened, my body was damp with sweat even in the soft breeze. My hands gripped the soft grass beyond the material of my skirt as if anchoring me to the ground, for on one perfect, deep stroke, he set me on fire once again. I cried out, letting him do what he wanted for it felt...so...good. He wasn’t just taking, he was giving. Giving me the most sublime pleasure I’d ever felt.

      I was aware of being shifted, but I didn't care, the pleasure continued. I felt one of Chance's arms band about my waist, holding me to him. He'd pulled me up so I sat upon his thighs as if he were a chair, my back to his front. I could do nothing from this position except let him lift and lower me. I could feel his cock fill me, pressing deep as his other hand cupped my breast and plucked at a nipple.

      "One more time, kitten,” he breathed. “Come one more time and I'll go with you."

      He pinched the tender tip and then tugged on it. I hissed out a breath as it stung, but it morphed into heat, as if a blanket warmed my body, and the delicious pain mixed with his cock so unbelievably deep had my entire body tightening, tensing and this time, there were no words.

      Chance's breath was hot at my neck, his groan of completion a surrender of sorts, and I felt his cock thicken within me as he coated me again with his seed, hot and thick. My head fell back against his shoulder. I felt well and truly claimed and there wasn't anything I wanted to do about it. If this was what being Mrs. Chance Goodman was like, it wasn’t so bad after all.
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      I awoke to sunlight, a soft bed, a strange room and a naked man beneath me. I remembered Chance helping me dress after he'd...fucked me, not once but twice. He didn't put me back into all my clothes, however, for he'd tucked my drawers and wrap into his saddlebag. Later, I vaguely remember being carried, but that was all. Now I was warm and surprisingly comfortable as I lay across Chance, using him as my pillow. My head fit snugly beneath his chin and I straddled one of his thighs. My breasts were pressed into his solid chest and I felt his breathing, that even rise and fall, beneath my palm.

      I’d never before slept with a man, let alone on one.

      In just a short time, perhaps twelve hours or so based on the angle of the sun through the window, my life had changed entirely. I was now Mrs. Chance Goodman. I'd left Rose Lenox out on the prairie when he’d taken my virginity.

      "Are you sore?" Chance's voice was gruff with sleep. He hadn't moved at all, but he'd somehow known I was awake. A hand settled on my back and began a leisurely slide up and down.

      It was a good thing he couldn't see my face for I could feel my cheeks heat. "I am not accustomed to speaking of such things," I replied like a persnickety spinster.

      "What? Your pussy? Fucking? I should hope not."

      "Why do you call it that?" I asked.

      He lifted his knee so that I rode his thigh, my pussy grazing over his hard muscle. I moaned at the contact. I'd never felt such as this when I rode a horse or touched that part of my body. Why did I respond so with Chance?

      "It's your pussy because it makes you purr when I stroke it. And that's why I call you kitten. Not only are you a little wildcat, but I knew you'd be a passionate lover."

      I turned my face into his chest, but he wouldn't allow it.

      "Look at me, Rose."

      He waited patiently for me to turn my head so my chin rested on his chest. His eyes were dark, his cheek rough with the start of a beard. He needed to shave, but I didn't want him to. I'd never seen him this unkempt and I felt a wild sense of satisfaction knowing I'd made him this way. That I was the only one to see him like this.

      "There's no shame in showing me your body, telling me what feels good and then letting me give it to you. You belong to me. Your body belongs to me." He nudged his thigh a little higher. "This delectable pussy belongs to me."

      He rolled us so I was on my back and he loomed over me, lowering one hand between my legs to gently stroke over me, watching me carefully. "Now, answer my question. Are you sore?"

      I wasn't sore, but I felt well used, as if instead of riding a horse, I'd been the one who'd been ridden. Perhaps, I had.

      "No," I replied, my body awakening beneath his light touch.

      "It was too dark to see you last night."

      He shifted again, lowering his body so he was settled between my thighs, his big hands spreading them wide.

      "Chance!" I tried to push him away because of a quick flare of modesty, but there was no give. He was too big, too strong for me to do anything but succumb. I knew the man well. He was always adept at his tasks and never left anything incomplete. If he was going to look at me, I knew he'd give me my pleasure while doing so.

      I had to glance down my body at him as he looked his fill, one of his fingers lazily stroking over every part of me. He slipped over my hair there, then over my outer lips, then my inner folds to find that spot.

      "Oh, there," I sighed. I might have been modest, but when he touched me, I wasn’t afraid to tell him what I liked. And I liked that very much.

      He glanced up at me. "Right there? That's your clit. Your hair on your pussy is so pretty, but it's in my way. Later, when you have your bath, I'll shave you."

      I frowned. "Shave me?"

      He ran his finger through my pale curls. "I want you nice and slick and smooth when I eat your pussy again. Don't worry. I'll leave a pretty little patch of hair right here." He tapped the spot just above my folds.

      "Now where was I?" His finger moved lower. "Here?"

      He made me forget all about being shaved in a most intimate place when he touched where his mouth had been the night before. "Oh yes. I...I like it when you touch me there."

      “Good girl.” He grinned. "What about here?" His fingers spread my inner lips and his fingertip slipped inside me, but only a little bit. "There's a spot inside that I think you're going to like. I'm going to find it very soon and when I do you're going to—"

      I groaned and my eyes slipped shut as his finger ran over this amazing place.

      "Right there?" He nudged it again and again.

      "Yes," I hissed.

      "Rose." When my eyes met his, he continued. "I'll make you come, but for now, we're going to discover what makes you burn."

      "I think...I think you've found it," I said, my breath coming out in little pants.

      The pleasure was building, akin to the night before. I recognized it now, savored it, wanted it, but he was not going to give it to me. Yet. His finger slipped free.

      "Chance!" I cried.

      He slowly shook his head from side to side, smiling wickedly, that dimple all of a sudden terribly annoying. His finger continued on a path of discovery, but this time, instead of going the way I expected, it dipped lower and over that dark place.

      "Chance!" I tried to clench my legs together but between his broad shoulders and other hand, I could not escape.

      "Oh, you've never been touched here. Never knew about ass play, did you? If you really don’t like it, then I’ll stop."

      His fingertip gently brushed over that illicit spot and then began to circle, pressing in slightly. It felt...odd and yet, incredible. After having him awaken my clit and then finding that spot inside of me, what he was doing with his finger merged it all together, as if forming some sort of ball of pleasure and I couldn't control it. He controlled it.

      “Should I stop?” he asked.

      I bit my lip and shook my head, let out a breathy, “No.” It was completely wrong, but with Chance, I didn’t mind… all that much.

      "I'm going to fuck you here too, kitten. Someday soon when I've prepared you."
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      ROSE

      

      The mental picture he painted was dark and tawdry and very, very appealing.

      "There's something wrong with me," I said, wriggling my hips.

      He paused in his ministrations, but did not move his finger. "Are you unwell?" A little frown marred his brow.

      "I shouldn't like this."

      That dang dimple reappeared along with his brilliant smile. He lowered his head then and got to work, as if playing with my pussy and my...ass was his reason for being. "So I shouldn’t stop?”

      I shook my head again.

      “Good. As for liking it? Oh, yes you should. I love that you're so wild, that you like when I play. Put your head back, kitten. Close your eyes. Let me take care of you. I love to take care of you."

      "But—"

      "Shh," he soothed. "You have all the say, remember?”

      He would stop if I told him to. I knew that about him. He was pushing me past anything I’d ever imagined, but that didn’t mean it didn’t feel good. We were in the privacy of his bedroom. Alone. Safe. I could share with him my darkest secrets, secrets I hadn’t even known I’d had.

      “Don't you want to come?" he asked.

      Yes. Yes, I did. I bit my lip, then nodded.

      "Good girl." Using his other hand, he circled a finger around the opening to my pussy. The combination was remarkably intense. "Then do as I say, close your eyes and I'll make you scream."

      Realizing I couldn't fight him or what he was doing to me any longer, I let my head fall back on the pillow and let my eyes slip closed. It was true; I could do nothing but savor his attentions. I didn’t want to do anything else. I panted when he started pushing his finger into my back entrance, but it didn't hurt. His other finger provided ample distraction. I had no idea how long he played, but when his fingertip breached that tight ring of muscle, he used his other hand to work that spot inside my pussy and I groaned, a mixture of surprise and pleasure.

      Chance was no novice, but an expert at working my body. I came instantaneously, my muscles clenching down on both of his fingers as the hot, scalding pleasure washed over me. I did just as he said. I screamed.
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      After a simple breakfast, we rode home. Well, to the Lenox ranch which was home up until the day before. I'd grudgingly agreed with Chance that I share the news of our wedding with my family. It wasn't the news that had me dragging my feet while I'd dressed, but the fact that I would be returning as a failure. It hadn't even been a day, and here I was, riding up to the kitchen door rather than a ranch of my own. I'd failed at my dream.

      Chance dismounted his horse first before helping me down as everyone came spilling out from the kitchen to meet us. As I went up the porch steps, Chance tied off the leads to the rail. I glanced at all of the familiar faces and I offered a weak smile.

      Miss Trudy stood with hands clasped together, quiet and calm as ever. Miss Esther had a frown on her face and her hands on her hips as if she’d known I'd cause them all grief. Dahlia, Marigold and Iris watched and whispered to each other.

      Chance's warm hand on my elbow surprised me. He'd removed his hat.

      "Something you want to tell us?" Miss Esther asked, looking down at my attire. I had on the skirt I'd worn the day before, but Chance had ripped the buttons clean off my blouse in his haste to bare my body, so I wore one of his shirts, the bottom tails tied together about my waist. It was so big that I had to roll the sleeves up.

      What she couldn't tell was that I wore no drawers. Chance had told me they'd been lost out on the prairie. Those words I doubted to be true, but that didn't make them appear. So I was naked beneath my skirt. Not only that, but Chance had helped me take a bath a short while earlier, and then actually shaved me as he'd promised. He's spread me out on the bed once again, my knees bent and heels spread wide as he set about the task with a very high level of diligence. It had been slightly embarrassing, but the look in his eyes as he’d done it made me feel feminine, wanted and surprisingly powerful. It helped that Chance had done the shaving while he was naked. It allowed me the chance to see the effect I had on him as well, his cock long and hard, a vein pulsing along the length. He had no modesty and when he was done, he hadn't hesitated to fill me up. He'd said he was insatiable, that seeing my pussy all bare with just a hint of curls at the top of my mound had him needing me again. Yes, I’d felt powerful.

      I blushed just thinking about it and most assuredly both women, Miss Trudy and Miss Esther, could read my mind, or at least have an idea of my thoughts.

      Of the two sisters, Miss Esther was the one who vented her spleen with regularity. She shared her opinion on everything from the saltiness of the soup to the way the owner of the mercantile overcharged for flour. She knew who was courting whom, and could tell a woman if she were pregnant before that woman knew herself. She was the practical sister while Miss Trudy was the calm one. Growing up, they balanced each other well when dealing with eight little girls, like equal weights on a scale. And when she told you to do something, you upped and did it.

      I glanced at Chance. Why did he look different today than just yesterday? He still had the unruly hair, the same clear eyes, that ruthless dimple, that wry mouth. I flushed as I considered the answer. He'd done things with that mouth that would make Miss Esther faint dead away, yet he stood beside me, silent and resolute. I wasn't alone.

      "We married," I said, my chin lifted.

      Dahlia, Marigold and Iris squealed and shouted, running inside most likely to spread the news to the others, while Miss Esther pursed her lips. "Took you long enough, young man." She wiped her hands on her apron with a nod of her head and went inside.

      Miss Trudy was left alone on the porch, although chatter escaped through the open door.

      "I see you found her," Miss Trudy said to Chance.

      He gave her a nod. "Yes, ma'am."

      "You sent him to find me?" I asked her.

      "I didn't have to."

      I looked between the two of them. "I don't understand."

      "I knew from our conversation yesterday you were going to do something rash," Chance replied. "Besides, I had to make sure you were safe before I headed off to Parsons to pick up those head of cattle."

      I felt riled at the use of the word “rash.” My activities of the night before had been rash, but they were my rash actions, no one else's. Besides, I'd say the wedding itself had been somewhat rash.

      "I'll go visit with Big Ed for a spell." Chance gave my arm a quick squeeze as he leaned down and gently kissed my brow, then turned and headed in the direction of the stable. Fled would also have been a more apt word. No man wanted to step foot in a house filled with ten women, especially the morning after marrying one of them surreptitiously.

      "Coward," I called out.

      He turned and grinned. "Self preservation," he called. He gave me a little salute with his fingers and turned back around.

      "Come inside and have some coffee."

      I climbed the steps to the porch and Miss Trudy wrapped her arm about my waist as we entered the kitchen together. Once inside, I took a deep breath in fortification.

      "You're married?"

      "Chance Goodman is so handsome!"

      "How could you not tell us, Rose?"

      "I bet you wore those infernal pants to your own wedding."

      "What did he do, return you?"

      All of my sisters spoke at once and there was no chance to get a word in. They continued their eager questions until they realized I hadn't answered any of them.

      "Yes, I married him." I pulled out a chair and sat down, my sisters following suit and sitting down in their usual places around the kitchen table. I'd expected comments about my departure or the reason for leaving, not about being married. These questions were remarkably easier to tolerate.

      "Is it like they say?" Poppy asked, her voice hushed.

      "Yes, does Chance make you happy...in the bedroom?" Dahlia added.

      I could feel my cheeks heat and when I glanced at Miss Trudy, she didn't offer me any aid, only gave a woman's smile. She stood by the stove and poured a cup of coffee, just following the conversation from the edges. I had joined the married women's club and I now knew why the maidens remained without a clue. I had absolutely no interest in sharing any details about what Chance and I had done or what he told me he planned to do soon. How could I?

      I’d not known the things we’d done were even possible, and still couldn't be sure that other couples did them. Did other husbands take their wives from behind just like rutting animals? Should I have liked it so much? Did other husbands shave their wives...down there? Did other husbands put their mouths on them? My entire body warmed at the thought. I knew if I couldn't think about it without blushing, I most certainly couldn't talk about it. Besides, most of the things we did hadn't been done in the bedroom.

      "Chance is...is—"

      Seven eager faces stared at me, reminding me of when we were little and Miss Trudy read us stories.

      "What?" Dahlia asked. "Handsome? Smart? Funny? Nice?"

      "Well, yes, but you knew all that. He's lived nearby forever."

      "So why did he marry you? Hyacinth's older," Lily remarked.

      Hyacinth lowered her gaze and a bright red flush crept up her cheeks. "I am not interested in Mr. Goodman, Lily, and he knows it. I think Rose is his perfect match."

      Bless Hyacinth, for she was always the calm voice of reason. I hoped she found a man of her own, for she was deserving of his love.

      "I'm not so sure about that, for the wedding was a surprise," I said.

      "You didn't know?" Marigold asked, eyes wide. "How romantic!"

      "Tell us how he found you," Miss Esther asked. She was folding clothes from a basket placed at the end of the table.

      "I was in Clayton and he talked me into it." I was not going to mention my predicament with the other man or the events on the second floor of the saloon.

      "That's it?" Daisy wondered. "Did he ask you?"

      "Did I ask her what?" Chance came through the door and all heads turned to him.

      "Did you ask Rose to marry you?" Daisy repeated.

      Chance glanced at me. "Of course, I did. Miss Trudy, Big Ed wanted me to tell you the wheel on the wagon's fixed and that he received a letter from his son and he'll be joining him soon. The letter was fairly long in coming, so he could arrive anytime."

      "Jackson, yes. I've hired him to help out around here."

      "You weren't going to tell me about him?" I felt as if she'd punched me in the stomach, the very idea she'd planned to give my job to someone else painful.

      She gave a soft shake of her head. "It was only a matter of time, Rose, before you left. Besides, Big Ed isn't getting any younger. I'm sure having his son with him will make the man happy."

      "Maybe he's handsome," Dahlia cooed, shifting from the claimed Chance to the possibilities this stranger possessed.

      I could only roll my eyes at her singular focus.

      "I doubt you've had a chance to gather your things," Chance added, placing his hands on my shoulders.

      I shook my head and looked up at him. I was glad he'd come inside, for the questions would have gone on forever. I stood.

      "Just collect some clothes, for now. You can get your other things another time." He leaned down and whispered directly into my ear so only I could hear. "Pack a corset, kitten, or you'll go bare." His breath fanned over my ear and I shivered.

      "You seem to be in a rush. Are you going somewhere?" Lily asked, completely unaware of what just passed between us. I had an inkling why he seemed to be in a rush. Lily, on the other hand, did not.

      Chance looked at Lily and grinned. "Do all newlyweds get all these questions or is it just from you, brat?"

      Lily grinned and flushed, pleased with the attention Chance was giving her. "Just from me."

      "You're my sister now, so you keep the boys away. Or else." Lily was the youngest, although only a few months younger than me. She was also quite lovely and I had no doubt suitors would be flocking to her like bees to honey soon enough. Chance had good reason to be protective.

      "You didn't answer her question," Dahlia said.

      Chance came around the table and wrapped his arm around my waist. "I know," he told Dahlia.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            8

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      ROSE

      

      "Are we really going somewhere?" I asked, once I'd packed a bag with some of my clothes. I'd hugged and kissed everyone and promised to visit after our return—from wherever it was he'd planned. Our horses plodded along side by side, the morning still cool, yet the sun warm. We both wore hats to shield our faces and necks from the intense rays.

      "I've put the cattle drive on hold for two days," he replied. "Until then, we're not leaving the house and if I have my way, we won't be leaving our bed."

      My mouth fell open. "What? Then why did you infer otherwise?"

      "So they'd leave us alone. If they knew we were home, we'd have visitors stopping by all day long. You have seven sisters, kitten, and they'd plan the day so that each one came by at a different time. They're crafty like that. Except Hyacinth."

      What he said was true. My sisters, being conniving busybodies, would invade like a plague of locusts, and bother us all day long. Hyacinth wouldn't stop by until she received a written letter of invitation or I dragged her to the house by her hair.

      "You know my family well. If we're not going anywhere, then what are we going to do?"

      He grinned. "It's been three whole hours since I’ve had you last. I've been a neglectful husband."

      I flushed at his words and was surprisingly eager for him to remedy his neglectfulness. We weren’t back yet though. "What's this about a cattle drive? I heard you mention it earlier."

      We went over a rise and Chance's house—my house—came into view. The vastness of his property could be seen from this vantage.

      "I see you've changed the subject. Until we get to the house, I'll answer your questions. Once inside, the only words I want to hear from your pretty lips are Please, Chance and more. Deal?"

      I couldn't help but blush and wonder what he'd do to make me utter such things. I felt my nipples tighten in anticipation. "Deal."

      He sighed and shifted in his saddle. "It's a contract that I signed over the winter. I told you about this, at least in passing, and it's time for the cattle to be moved."

      "How many head did you buy?"

      "Five hundred."

      I couldn't help being surprised by the quantity of cattle he was taking on. His ranch was successful—I'd always known this—but since he'd taken over after his parents died, it had thrived and grown three- or four-fold.

      "When do we leave?"

      "For Parsons? The men and I leave on Wednesday."

      I nodded. "Good, I'll be ready."

      He turned his head and looked at me. "Oh, no. You're not going."

      I gave the reins a slight tug and stopped my horse. "What do you mean I'm not going? I thought I was going to run the ranch with you. This is part of it."

      "Going on a cattle drive with a group of randy and unmarried men is no place for my wife."

      "If I was a man you'd let me go," I countered.

      "If you were a man I wouldn't have married you."

      "So you're just going to leave me here to embroider?" I waved my hand at the large ranch, outbuildings and animals dotting the landscape.

      "Hell, no. Your embroidery is terrible. I'm leaving Chappy and Walt behind, but you can't be alone with them. They're good men, but it seems I'm a little protective."

      I'd heard their names before but never met any of Chance's ranch hands. He had quite a few with a spread of his size. I was coming to realize he'd kept me away from them on purpose.

      "Then what are you going to do with me?"

      "Send you back to Miss Trudy."

      My mouth fell open and I felt my cheeks heat, and it wasn't from embarrassment this time. "You...you're sending me back to live with the girls? What are they to think? That I've failed you? Just like I failed in leaving Clayton, is that it? You're giving me back?" I narrowed my eyes. "I see. You've fucked me and now you're going to send me home."

      Chance was a peaceful man. A calm man. I'd never seen him overly riled until now. The night before in the saloon when he'd faced my perpetrator he'd been riled, but this? I'd never seen Chance like this before. There was a little tick in his jaw and his eyes narrowed. When he spoke, his voice was very, very quiet.

      "You better get that horse moving, kitten, before I catch you. If you aren't in that house when I do, I'll lift that skirt and spank your ass wherever you are."

      Spank my—

      My eyes widened at his very quiet, very lethal sounding voice. I'd pushed him too far, but he'd done the same with me. When I saw him reach toward my reins, I nudged my horse with my heels, spurring him into action. The animal seemed pleased to be allowed his head and took off as if he were being chased. Perhaps we were, but I wasn't going to look back and find out. If Chance wanted to spank me, he'd most certainly have to catch me.
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      CHANCE

      

      Rose was uncontrollable. If she thought, even for an instant, that I would take her along on a cattle drive, then she must not have known me at all. I may have let her go off on wild hairs when she was younger, but she'd been safe on the Lenox land, where little more than her pride could be hurt. But childish imaginings and dangerous antics of a grown woman were two different things entirely. The previous night, she could have been raped. Going on a cattle drive was akin to spending the evening playing cards in a saloon. The men were rough, the language crude and their sexual bents talked about over beef jerky and thick black coffee. It was no place for a lady. Hell, it was no place for a woman, lady or not.

      It was no place for my wife.

      I wasn't leaving her behind because I didn't want her. Hell, if she could have seen how hard my cock was, she'd have known leaving her was the last of my desires. Why would I want to leave a voluptuous and voracious lover for a miserable week in the saddle? I'd rather sink into her plush pussy in a comfortable bed than sleep alone on the hard ground with a saddle for a pillow.

      Unfortunately, Rose didn't have the same perspective and that only got her into trouble, as she spewed unreasonableness that had my palm itching. And so she'd fled. Good. It gave me time to cool my head, for I would never deal with her antics while angry. I was going to spank her perfect ass until it had a pretty pink glow to it and she was limp and contrite across my lap. And then...then....

      I spurred my horse to catch up and only did so when I was inside. I found her standing behind the comfortable chair by the fire. I spent many a long winter night reading in it as the weather raged outside. Now, however, her anger raged inside.

      "You are not going to spank me," she vowed.

      I hung my hat on the peg by the door. "I am," I countered. "You're getting five for your complete disregard for your safety last night and you'll get five more for your ridiculous ramblings."

      Her eyes widened and her hands gripped the cushion of the chair. "Ridiculous ramblings? You're going to give me back!"

      I slowly walked toward her and she retreated, one step back for every step forward. Her legs were much shorter than mine and I quickly gained ground. "Why the hell would I want to give you back?"

      "Because you're done with me," she replied. Her gaze darted over her shoulder to look for any impediments in her path. There was only one. The wall.

      I pointed to the front of my pants. "Look, kitten. See that? That's right, my cock. It's so hard it could pound nails in a fence post and do you know why?" I took one more step and she bumped into the wall. She couldn't move in either direction with a desk on one side of her and another wall on the other. "Because I want to fuck you all day long. I'm always like this when I'm around you. It's been like this for months. Months, Rose. You shouldn't be afraid I'll give you back. Instead, you should be afraid that I'll never let you go."

      Her mouth fell open and her eyes widened. I'd finally stunned her quiet.

      "Now you are going to turn and bend over the desk and lift your skirt for me and I'm going to give you the spanking you've been itching for."

      "I do not want a—"

      I held up a hand. "Not another word." I waited as she considered her options, which were none. Then I watched her swallow as she thought about what was to come. I doubted she'd ever been spanked before, for if she had she wouldn't be behaving so recklessly.

      She turned and placed her hands on the dark wood, then leaned forward. Her compliance had my cock press painfully against my pants. She knew I wouldn’t hurt her. She knew while I was riled, I’d never spank her when truly angry. She didn’t know it, but she was lost. A firm hand was needed because she couldn’t see that I’d be there for her. I’d protect her, cherish her, love her with all my heart. She’d been loved at the Lenox house, without doubt. But she hadn’t had one person focus solely on her. She was scared and lashing out. I’d be there for her, even if it meant a spanking to settle her.

      And that was the crux of the problem. She didn’t know that a spanking from me would actually settle her and until she did, she’d fight me like a wild mustang.

      "Lift your skirt, kitten. Show me what's mine."

      She tossed a dirty look over her shoulder, but remained silent, her hands reaching down to lift up the length of her skirt, exposing her trim legs one inch at a time. Finally, the little ribbons on her stockings appeared, then the creamy pale skin of her thighs just before the lower curves of her ass, then finally the full globes. She placed her hands before her once again, her face turned away. She might not see it, but deep down, this was exactly what she wanted.

      I lowered down to my haunches and removed her boots and stockings, then leaned in and kissed on pale globe before standing again.

      When I placed my palm on one lush cheek, she startled and I soothed her. "Easy, kitten. I've got you. You've been trying to get my attention since you were eight years old with your antics. I saw you then and I see you now. The difference now is that your wild deeds will get you spanked. You've got me, kitten, all of me. You don't have to make me angry to have me take control. I'll fuck you—don't you worry none about that—but I'll decide when."
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copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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