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Sabrina was fortunate, she felt, to
have found such a match. It was a mark of the strangeness of the
times the way she had come by her soon to be husband. A dark haired
beauty in other times and places could have had her pick of men,
but with the gold rush in the Klondike, and the opening of the
plains, the few men left back east were not the most desirable
choices for a young woman with dreams.

It had happened rather suddenly. A dear
friend, Clarisse, had announced that she was headed to the Arizona
territory to be wed. Sabrina knew that Clarisse had not had a
suitor in some time and she asked her dear friend how this had come
to be. Clarisse told her that the papers often ran advertisements
for lonely men in the west and the Alaska territory where women
were scarce, that were seeking a bride to work with them on their
claims or their farms and ranches. She had been writing back and
forth with a rancher from Arizona for a few months, and they had
agreed to wed. He was meeting her in Kansas and they would travel
together to his ranch once they were wed.

Sabrina was shocked that her friend
would agree to wed a man she’d never met, but the desperation of
the women in Boston was growing daily, and she couldn’t fault the
woman for taking the chance. The ranch he lived on was nearly a
thousand acres, so he was a man of means to Sabrina’s way of
thinking. Then the letter came from Clarisse. She’d been gone a
little over a month, and she literally gushed about how wonderful
her new husband was. She talked about the long days and the warm
nights and Sabrina began to think that her friend might have moved
to paradise.

They began writing back and forth, and
before long, Clarisse began to tell her about the “neighbor”, who
was also looking for a wife, and that if Sabrina wanted, she could
write him a letter. Sabrina wasn’t too sure about this, but she was
almost nineteen and if she didn’t find a husband soon would likely
end up a spinster. Finally, after thinking on it for several days,
she found herself writing to the man who she had learned from
Clarisse was named Bonner. She thought that an intriguing name, but
wished there was some way to know something of what he looked
like.

Over the next few months they exchanged
several letters, and Bonner was very upfront about wanting Sabrina
to understand he intended to wed her if she would come to the
territory. He said that though Jake, Clarisse’s husband, was his
closest neighbor it was still a half days ride to his ranch house,
and the desert was lonely. He talked about how he would soon have a
large enough herd to drive to Abilene and would love to meet her
there and once he sold the herd and married her, they could return
to build a fine home and hire some hands to help on the
ranch.

He did warn her that life was hard in
the west, and it took some getting used to for most Eastern ladies,
but that Clarisse had told him that Sabrina was tough and could
handle the life. Sabrina wasn’t afraid of hard work, nor of
hardships, but she had been raised by her rather strict old auntie
when her parents died, and she was a unsure about the “womanly
duties” that she would be expected to perform as a wife.

She wrote to Clarisse about these
concerns, embarrassed even to put pen to paper to mention this
concern in the vaguest terms. A few weeks later when she got
Clarisse’s reply, she sat in her room red-faced as she read the
rather candid if veiled response of her friend.

“Don’t worry about knowing
what to do Sabrina” Clarisse had written. “These western men are
very pragmatic about such things, and will simply take charge and
make a woman out of you. They’ve been so long in the wanting for
fine young girls like yourself that you will be an old hand at the
arts of pleasure long before your first anniversary.” Clarisse had
gone on to mention that a strong man like her own husband could
make her feel alive in ways no Eastern Dandy ever could, and that
Sabrina would be well satisfied with Bonner if she’d only consent
to give him her hand.

Still unsure, but knowing that she was
running out of time and options she’d written him that very night.
She’d accepted his proposal and asked when she should be in
Abilene. She’d gotten a telegraph two weeks later that a railway
ticket would be waiting for her in three days at the station, and
that Bonner would be waiting for her in Abilene.

A week later she was getting off the
train in Abilene Kansas wearing her best dress, and carrying the
two bags that contained all of her worldly possessions. She had no
idea what Bonner looked like, and so she just stood on the platform
looking about in confusion and wondering how she would find
him.

“Pardon me ma’am, are you
Sabrina?” a deep voice said from behind her.

Turning she say a tall muscular man
with blue eyes and a strong jaw standing behind her. She nodded
that she was, and he looked her over as one might a bit of steak at
the butchers. The action was so rude by Eastern standards that she
thought to turn and walk away until he spoke again.

“Clarisse said you were a
looker, but I was afraid she was just hoping to get one of her
friends out here. You are the most fetching thing in these parts.
Hello, I’m Bonner” he said, looking more handsome than Sabrina had
imagined possible. “I got the herd into to town a day earlier, so
I’m flush. I hope you don’t mind but I took the liberty of seeing
the preacher at the church over yonder, and we can be married this
afternoon if you like.”

Looking at him, and hearing the
gravelly voice that sounded so much more masculine that anything
she was used to made Sabrina both shy and excited in a way she was
not accustomed to. She knew she was taking a tremendous risk, that
in more civilized times and places would never have been taken into
consideration, but this was a new era and a woman had to do some
radical things to find her way in this new world.

“I’m ready if you are
Bonner” she said, hoping that she was making the best decision of
her life not the worst mistake.

Taking her by the arm, he gently and
kindly walked her to the small building with the tiny steeple
across town. The preacher married them, calling his wife in from
the kitchen to witness. Bonner thanked him for “a fine wedding
ceremony” and handed him a gold coin that was worth more than a
week’s wages in Boston. Sabrina thought that either he was even
more wealthy than his letters had suggested or she was going to
have to school him on managing the wealth that he had.

The ceremony was concluded as they
kissed for the first time, and though Sabrina had kissed a few boys
in her day, she’d never quite experienced such a rush of emotional
charge as when her new husband took her in his arms, planting his
full lips against hers and kissed her with a passion none of her
would be suitors back in Boston could have rivaled. It was harsh
and rough and filled with the promise of a wedding night that she
would remember as long as she lived. Her loins ached with the
promise of her wifely duties soon to be demanded by this rough man
of the west. She almost regretted not having dallied with one of
the soft spoken men who would have given her anything short of a
promising future to spread her long legs and use her as a woman of
the night. But she felt assured that though the night ahead would
be painful at times, she would come through it as women had for
millennia and perhaps even this first night would produce that most
important feminine contribution to the advance of the
species.

When their union was official, Bonner
took her out to his buckboard. “We have a few supplies I’ve already
ordered to pick up” he told her, driving the team of horses down
the only road in town. Together they picked up the supplies,
Sabrina adding to their expenditures only slightly by selecting a
couple of bolts of cloth from which she could make dresses. Bonner
was gentlemanly, and seemed quite modern, allowing her to conduct
her own business without interference, further making her
appreciate his benevolence. Sabrina was comforted, believing that
despite his rugged appearance and speech he was going to be a good
husband and father to their future children.

It was early evening when they were
finished and the buckboard was loaded. Bonner told her that he
wanted to get a few miles in before they made camp for the night,
and helping her to climb onto the seat, they set out on what
Sabrina had decided was going to be a grand adventure. She had
become more and more excited, and though Bonner said little, she
talked of her life back in Boston in a nervous chatter for hours as
they drove far from the confines of the city into country wilder
than Sabrina could have imagined before today. She asked questions
about her new home, and though Bonner was reticent she began to
realize that she had married up. Bonner’s ranch was among the
biggest in the Arizona territory, and while Clarisse’s husband was
well off, Bonner could possibly be called a Land Barron.

When he finally brought the wagon to a
halt, they were in a glade beside a stream. The scene was so lovely
and Sabrina thought that this was the perfect location for their
first night together. She only wished that they had the privacy of
four walls and a bed so that they could consummate their vows.
Nevertheless she was thrilled to spend a night under the stars with
her new husband.

He built a fire while she filled pot
from the stream and prepared a stew. Cooking on an open fire was
something new for her, but she managed just fine, thinking that
this new life was going to be grand. As they ate, he complemented
her on her cooking, which pleased her immensely. He spread a
blanket on the ground and taking her hand led her to lay upon it,
even as the sun set in the west. In the growing darkness, he took
her in his arms and kissed her. She felt the same warming within
that she had enjoyed at their first kiss, and the ache of desire
built over long minutes as the kiss continued.

Suddenly, Bonner sat up. “Take off your
dress” he said.

Sabrina looked around. They were out in
the open, such a thing was unthinkable. “We can’t, not out here”
she said.

Bonner looked at her a moment before
sighing. She thought for just a moment that he had reconsidered,
but then he spoke again.

“I expect you to do as
you’re told when it comes to breeding. I understand that you modern
women have some strange ideas, but out here a woman does what her
man tells her when it comes to the arts of love. Besides, there is
no one around for miles, and if there was I’m sure they’d enjoy a
better look at a fine filly like you.”

Sabrina was shocked at the sudden
change in his demeanor. He meant to have her here in the wild, and
she had little choice. Slowly, she began to remove her dress,
feeling extremely self-conscious. She couldn’t look him in the eye
as she bared more skin in front of a man than she ever had before.
Standing she pulled the dress over her head and let it drop to the
blanket. Her undergarments, modest as they were, were all that kept
her from complete exposure on the open prairie. Even the few trees
here along the stream did little to shield her from prying
eyes.

Bonner looked at her neck to knee
bloomers as though he’d swallowed something bitter. Standing up, he
wrapped his strong arms around her, kissing her roughly, pulling
her close and making her shiver as she realized that husband or
not, she was in the wild with a strange man, whose ways were as
foreign to her as she was to this country.

Sabrina couldn’t help but shriek when
he suddenly grasped her last vestige of propriety and pulled hard,
ripping her undergarments from her body leaving her wearing nothing
at all. Though the night was warm she shivered as he stepped back
looking at her as though he were inspecting a brood mare, and given
his treatment she wondered if that wasn’t exactly how he thought of
her.

She jumped when he touched her. He had
walked behind her and his hand on her back running down over her
hip and over her naked buttock was something beyond her experience.
It was all she could do to hold herself still and not flinch.
Somehow she expected that for him that would be a sign of a flaw of
character.

“You are a bit thin, but
nice proportions” he said as just as though sizing up a new mount.
“I’ll have to watch the boys around you. Reckon I’ll have to get
some fancy girls to come out our way so they won’t be tempted to
try the boss’s woman” he said chuckling. She couldn’t believe he
was talking about hiring whores to satisfy
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