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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Now blow me," he growled and I complied without thought. 
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"So, what do you think?" she asked, biting her lower lip shyly. 

"Well, I'm not familiar with some of the names," I said, "but the rest of the guys actually seem like a good fit." I bit my lip and frowned, "Maybe not Irving. That guy gives me the creeps," I said. 

"He does?" she gasped. It seemed like news to her. 

"Yeah. Even when I was a Dom, he kept making advances at me..." I found myself deliberately isolating him from the other subs I knew. "I know some people like rough, but he plays a little too close to breaking hard limits for my taste..." 

She looked as if she was making a mental note of that. Then, she sighed and looked almost disappointed at me. She said, "I wish you could come to more meetings, Ally. Your input would be so helpful for us when it comes to choosing the right Dom," she said. 

I didn't know what to say, so I kept quiet. 

"Other than him, the rest of the guys are okay, right?" she asked. 

I considered getting rid of Victor as a candidate with the guise of keeping work and personal relationship separate but I knew Lisa could see past the obvious lie. There were two levels of management between us and nobody could really object to who the boss dated. 

"Do you really think Victor would be a good fit?" I asked. 

She looked torn between telling the truth and lying out of fear, and then said with absolute conviction:

"Yes." 

"Okay," I nodded, biting my lower lip. "So, how's your Dom treating you?" I asked. 

"Oh," her face flamed red. "There's something I want to show you," she said a little shyly. 

My eyes widened as she started unbuttoning her shirt. My heart thumped rapidly and I wisely kept my mouth shut, less I say anything I'd regret later. 

Then, she twisted around so I could see the freshly-tattooed words on her upper back. It was still red and painful, but the words were clear. 

I want to be owned, to be used. My time, my thoughts, my dreams, my life. Yours.

And just like that, I felt as if a missing puzzle piece of my heart had just fallen into place. This was what I wanted: A surrender so absolute that it enveloped me completely. 

I knew I was prepared for a Dom. I was prepared to belong. 

But nothing prepared me for Victor. 
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"Take off your dress, angel," he said for the second time and I complied quickly, grabbing the hems of my dress and pulling the thin fabric over my head. 

The only thing I had left was my lace pink bra. The cold gush blew against my skin mercilessly. I shivered in the sudden cold and wrapped my arms around myself, partially to ward off the cold but mostly to hide my breasts. 

He looked at me from the corner of his eyes and grinned. "You're exquisite," he said. 

"Thank you," I blushed, sinking down in the seat in hopes that nobody would notice my stark nakedness. 

"Now take off your bra," he ordered. 

"I can't!" I gasped. 

He turned to me a smirked, then turned on his turn signal, as if he was going to stop the car by the side of the road. 

I hastily reached around my back to unhook my bra strap. The lace bra came off quickly and I was completely naked. 

Due to his slowing down earlier, cars were starting to overtake us and I was acutely aware of people turning towards us to see why we'd slowed down. 

"Hurry up, Rex," I urged, squeezing my eyes shut in a feeble attempt to hide my embarrassment from the world. 

My public exposure had made me incredibly aroused despite how embarrassed I felt. A car honked loudly on the way past, the passengers whistling and catcalling loudly, leaving no doubt in my mind that they'd seen everything. They continued blaring their honks until they were out of sight.

"Oh my god," I exclaimed, my cheeks burning brightly. 

"That was exciting, wasn't it?" he teased, laughing whole-heartedly. 

"I can't believe you made me strip!" I shouted at him over the wind, trying my very best to get myself eaten by the seat to no success. 

"Put your legs onto the dashboard," he instructed, patting the empty dashboard in front of me lightly. "And stop saying you can't do it because you can," he added before I even opened my mouth. "You can and you will."
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(Exhibitionism, BDSM)

Daisy Rose

After a disastrous love affair, the last thing Shaw wanted was a new relationship. Unfortunately, his friends have other plans. Worried that he will be single forever, they find him the perfect girlfriend, Sally Fairweather. They think she's a pretty city girl who's sick of the hectic corporate life.

They're only half right.

She's sick of life in the city for another reason altogether. Desperate to get away, she takes the first bus out of town.

When these two strangers meet, they generate enough sparks to light up a city. 

There's only one problem.

Sally isn't planning to stay long.

​​​
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Sally Fairweather

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Discomfort added to my anxiety.

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

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

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

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

Nowhere.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was new. 

This was foreign.

This was terrifying. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His stance was strong and he was a little taller than his peers and a full head taller than me. 

"Shaw's just a little shy," one of the other man shook my out-stretched hand. "I'm Tony Matthews. This is Kent and Patrick Smith." 

"Brothers?" I lifted my eyebrows in surprise. The two looked nothing alike. Kent was blonde with piercing blue eyes while Patrick had dark hair and brown eyes. Their skin tones were very different as well. While Kent was fair, Patrick was dark. 

"Married," Tony laughed at my look of surprise. 

My cheeks colored and I mumbled an apology for making such an assumption. I wondered what their story was. 

Ken and Patrick merely looked amused. 

Tony was the largest of the four and he looked to be the most outgoing as well, seeing as how he did all the talking. 

I glanced up at Shaw to find him looking at me with the same intensity he had focused on me since the beginning. I couldn't muster the strength to attempt another greeting at him. A familiar warmth curved around my insides. 

"Let's go," he said simply, easing my bags from my shoulders and lifting both of them easily on one shoulder. They looked so small on his broad body.

I could barely keep up as he started stepping away quickly. 

He didn't seem happy to see me. 

A cold fear curled around my heart, squeezing it. I had to remind myself to breathe. 
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Shaw Johnson

I felt like a petulant child as I sat between my two best friends in my car.  

They got me in here under the pretense of wanting me to check out their new horse, which is surprising, considering how Kent swore up and down that he would never get a horse since they're a waste of money. 

I should've known right then that I was being played. Still, I believed them because unlike them, I was a good friend. Patrick was a horse trainer; one of the best in town, in fact. I thought he had finally won one over Kent, but I should've known that Patrick would sooner eat a horse than do something to make his partner unhappy. 

Seating me between Kent and Patrick should've been another dead giveaway. The two lovebirds were usually all over each other. The passenger seat was still a mangled mess of metal springs and torn leather. I had tried to bring it to the mechanic to have it fixed but it was more trouble and money than the car was worth. 

When Tony, who almost never drove, insisted on taking my keys, I knew I should be high-tailing out of there. 

But that was during a time when I could trust my friends not to be idiots. 

"Let me out," I said, putting every ounce of annoyance and disapproval in my tone. I considered opening the car door and pushing Kent out of the car to get away, but that felt like an overkill. Patrick would probably strangle me. 

"Come on, it's not a big deal. Just give the girl a chance," Tony said from the driver's seat, sporting a shit-eating-grin that annoyed the hell out of me. 

"She's probably just playing you," I said with more malice and bitterness than I had intended.

The men shared a look and I tried to laugh it off. "I'm just kidding, guys. No need to look so serious," I said. 

"This is exactly why you need something fresh in your life, Shaw," Kent said, ever the serious one. "You've been brooding-"

"I don't brood," I interrupted.  

"You've been brooding, Shaw," Tony said and I glared at him. "It's true. Ever since Sarah left, you've been sullen and frankly, quite ill-tempered. If we weren't such good friends, I would've jus-"

"You've been unhappy for a year now," Patrick interrupted quickly before Tony continued to make steam come out my ears. "It's time to let someone in." 

"And we've found you the perfect girl," Kent finished with an air of triumph. 

"How exactly did you manage to find a girl?" I said, choosing to ignore the rest of their blood-boiling comments. 

"Oh. Umm..." 

Silence hung heavily in the air before my three best friends started confessing their elaborate lie. Three months ago, they signed up on a dating site with my name and pictures. Then, they started talking to various women to find 'the perfect candidate', as Tony put it.

"We found you a nice girl after tons and tones of talking," Kent said. 

I turned to him in horror. Talking was definitely not one of my strong suits. She was going to be sorely disappointed once she got to know the real me. She'll leave when she realizes I was nothing like what she had imagined. The thought left a sharp pang of pain in my heart. 

"So she had no idea she's been lied to," I said, deadpanned. I almost felt bad for pointing out their deceit when their faces fell.  

It dawned on me that they hadn't thought of how she would react. They had been too busy hoping I would be okay with it. 

Even if I was, she wouldn't be. I needed to let her know as kindly as possible that my friends were assholes. 

"It'll be fine if you don't talk tell her about it!" Tony said finally, mustering up an easy smile. He was trying to make light of things, as usual. It was his easy attitude and quick tongue that got him a job as the only salesperson in town. We only needed one honest man to deal with what little real estate we had. 

"How did you get her here?" I asked. 

"It was surprisingly easy," Kent said with a grin. "She was unhappy with her life in the city so we asked her - well, actually, you asked her to come and visit for a week." 

I cringed at the naivety of the girl. "She must be an idiot," I murmured. 

"Shut up, you old grouch."

"Here she comes!" 

The bus brought with it a cloud of dust and dirt. When the door opened, air conditioning rushed out and basked us in the cool warmth. 
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