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Gloria Hart had expected dust, but not this much of it. It coated her throat, her eyelashes, the inside of her rental car, and every foolish dream she’d had about starting over. Ridge Hollow Ranch sprawled across four thousand acres of sun-baked Texas hill country, and by the time she killed the engine in front of the main house—a weathered Victorian with peeling white paint—her silk blouse was already plastered to her spine.

She’d inherited the place from an uncle she’d met twice. The lawyer’s letter had promised isolation. Peace. A fresh start.

What it hadn’t mentioned was Jake Calloway.
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He was leaning against the porch rail when she stepped out, boots crossed at the ankle, a toothpick tucked into the corner of his mouth. He looked to be in his mid-thirties, with shoulders that strained the seams of his chambray shirt and a jawline that could cut glass. Dark hair curled beneath a sweat-stained cowboy hat. His eyes were the color of faded denim and just as hard.

“You’re late,” he said.

Gloria straightened her spine. “The GPS died three miles back. The road’s not exactly on the map.”

“Not my problem.” He pushed off the rail and sauntered down the steps, his gait loose but predatory. He stopped inches from her, forcing her to tilt her head back. He was well over six feet, built with the kind of dense, functional muscle that came from actual labor, not gym mirrors. He smelled of leather, horse, and something dangerously male—sun-warmed skin, tobacco, and raw sweat. The combination hit her like a physical blow, knees weakening in a way that infuriated her.

“House rules, princess,” he drawled, his gaze dragging down her body with unapologetic appraisal. “Dinner’s at six, chores start at dawn, and you don’t go wandering into the north pasture without an escort. The boys and I run a tight operation. We don’t have time to babysit a tourist in fancy boots.”

“I’m not a tourist. I own this ranch.”

His laugh was a low, rough scrape that sent a shiver down her spine. “You own the paper. We run the land. And if you’re staying, you’ll earn your keep like everyone else. Or you’ll be on your ass back to Houston by Sunday.”

Gloria opened her mouth to retort, but he was already walking away, his broad back a dismissive wall. She should have been angry. Instead, she stood there in the dust, watching the roll of his shoulders beneath the faded cotton, her pulse hammering in her throat.

That first night, Gloria lay in the narrow guest bed of the main house, skin too tight, the ceiling fan chopping sluggishly at the humid air. She could hear the ranch hands in the bunkhouse across the yard—raucous laughter, the clink of bottles, deep voices rolling like thunder. One voice in particular. Jake’s. It rumbled through her sternum, settling in the hollow of her pelvis.

She told herself she hated him. She told herself she wasn’t going to think about the way his forearms flexed when he gripped the reins, or the cruel shape of his mouth, or how small he’d made her feel.

She was lying.

On her third morning, she broke a rule.

She’d gone to the north pasture to photograph the sunrise—old city habits—and found herself cornered by an irritated longhorn with a span of horns wider than her wingspan. She’d screamed. Jake had appeared on horseback like some dark myth, roped the steer with a fluid toss, and dragged her back to the barn by her wrist, his grip iron-hot and unyielding.

“Stupid,” he snarled, shoving her against the rough wooden wall of the tack room. “That bull’s meaner than a snake in a brush fire. You could’ve been gored.”

“I was just—”

“I don’t care.” He caged her in, both palms slamming against the wall beside her head. His body pressed flush against hers, all hard muscle and simmering fury. Gloria gasped, her nipples peaking instantly against the thin cotton of her tank top, traitorously visible. She felt the rigid, heavy length of his erection against her hip and went instantly, shamefully slick between her legs.

Jake’s eyes narrowed. He dipped his head, his stubble grazing her jaw. “You scared ten years off my life, princess. And now I want ten years out of your pretty little hide.”

“Go to hell,” she whispered, but her voice shook with want.
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His hand fisted in her hair—not gentle, but not cruel. Just absolute. Unchallengeable. “You want this,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, reading her like an open book. “You’re drenched for me. I can smell it. Your body’s begging for what your mouth is too proud to ask for.”

Gloria’s face burned with shame. He was right. She was aching, empty, her body betraying every principle she’d ever held. She wanted him to hurt her. She wanted him to tear her apart and then kiss the wounds. The need was a dark, pulsing thing that obliterated reason.

“Say it,” he commanded, his thigh pressing between hers, grinding against her mound. “Say the words, or I walk away and you spend the rest of your stay wondering.”

“Yes,” she choked out. “Please. Hurt me. Use me.”

Something predatory unlocked behind his eyes. “Safeword is ‘red.’ You say it, I stop. Anything else, I don’t give a single fuck. You understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

She hesitated. His grip tightened in her hair, sending a bright spark of pain down her scalp that landed squarely in her clit, making her buck.

“Yes, sir,” she gasped.

“Good girl.”

He spun her around. Her cheek hit the wood with a soft thud. In seconds, he had her wrists crossed behind her back, bound with a length of coarse hemp rope from a hook on the wall. The fibers bit into her skin, rough and unforgiving. She was helpless. The realization hit her like a drug—her lungs seized, her pussy clenched around nothing, and a whimper escaped her throat.

Jake yanked her shorts down to her ankles. She wore nothing underneath. Cool air hit her soaked, swollen folds. She heard his sharp inhale.

“Look at you,” he rasped. “Fucking dripping. Bare and swollen and begging for it. How long have you been walking around like this? Since you got here? Thinking about getting pinned down and railed by the help?”
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His hand came down on her ass with a crack that echoed through the barn. Gloria shrieked, more from surprise than pain, though the burn bloomed instantly, a hot rose spreading across her cheek. Before she could recover, he struck again. And again. He spanked her with the cold, methodical precision of a man who knew exactly how to break something open without destroying it.

Tears sprang to her eyes. Her ass throbbed, each impact jolting her clit against the wall. It hurt. God, it hurt. But beneath the pain was a building, terrible pleasure, a dark tide rising in her pelvis, eroding her pride. She could feel her arousal slicking her thighs, obscene and undeniable.

“Please,” she sobbed, not sure if she was begging for mercy or more.

“Please what?” He paused, his calloused palm resting on her heated flesh, squeezing the tender skin. “Please stop? Or please keep going until you can’t walk straight?”

“Keep going,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please, sir, keep going. Mark me.”

She heard him unbuckle his belt. The rasp of his zipper. Then the hot, heavy weight of his cock pressed against her stinging ass. He was massive. Thick and veined, pulsing with his heartbeat, smearing pre-cum across her bruised skin. Gloria moaned, her shame complete and devastating, because she wanted it inside her more than she’d ever wanted anything.

“You’re going to take every inch,” he growled against her ear, his chest pinning her bound arms. “And you’re going to thank me for it. You’re going to beg me to fill you.”

He drove into her in one brutal thrust.
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Gloria screamed. He was too big, too much, splitting her open on his cock. The stretch burned, a white-hot sensation that blurred the line between agony and ecstasy. Her bound arms arched her back, presenting her deeper, more vulnerable. Her pussy fluttered around the invasion, adjusting, gripping.

Jake didn’t ease up. He fucked her like he hated her, like he owned her, each slam of his hips driving splinters into her cheek from the barn wall. His pelvis smacked against her bruised ass, reigniting the fire of her spanking with every impact. The room filled with the wet, filthy sounds of their coupling and his guttural groans.

“So fucking tight,” he snarled, gripping her hipbones with fingers that would leave bruises. “Look at you, princess. Taking ranch cock like you were born for it. Clamping down like you never want me to leave.”

The words degraded her. The degradation made her clench around him harder. She could feel every ridge of him, every vein, as he pistoned in and out of her soaked channel. Her arousal coated her thighs, obscene and loud in the quiet barn.

He shifted his angle and hit a spot inside her that made her vision white out.

“Oh—oh God—”

“That’s it,” he panted, his own control visibly fraying. His thrusts grew erratic, savage. “Milk my cock, you greedy little slut. Show me how much you love getting railed in the dirt.”

Gloria came apart. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a violent contraction that started in her core and exploded outward. She convulsed around him, her pussy fluttering and clamping down in rhythmic spasms. It was too intense—she tried to squirm away from the overwhelming sensation, but he held her firm, forcing her to endure every pulse, every second of the brutal pleasure.

“Fuck,” Jake groaned, his voice wrecked. “Feels like you’re trying to break my dick off, baby. So fucking good.”
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He didn’t stop. He rode her through the orgasm, prolonging it until she was sobbing, overstimulated, her legs trembling. Then he pulled out just long enough to flip her over. Her bound wrists scraped against the wood. He hoisted her up, spreading her thighs around his waist, and impaled her again against the wall.

Now she could see him. His hat was gone. His hair was plastered to his forehead with sweat, his eyes black with lust, his lips peeled back in a snarl of pure masculine triumph. He was enjoying this—loving it. The sight of her, destroyed and used, clearly sent him into a frenzy.

“Look at me when you come this time,” he ordered, his hips snapping upward.

He ground against her, his pubic bone crushing her sensitive, swollen clit. Gloria wailed, her second orgasm building fast, rising on the heels of the first. The pain in her arms, the burn in her ass, the brutal stretch of his cock—it all braided together into something transcendent. She was nothing but sensation. Nothing but his.

“Jake—Jake, I can’t—”

“You can,” he snarled, capturing her mouth in a kiss that tasted like possession. His tongue invaded her even as his cock did below, claiming every entrance. “You will. Give it to me. Now.”

He pinched her clit between his rough thumb and forefinger, rolling it mercilessly.

Gloria shattered. This time she blacked out for a second, her body arching like a bow, a high, keening cry torn from her lungs. Jake followed her over the edge, burying himself to the hilt. She felt him swell, then the scalding flood of his release pumping deep into her womb, marking her from the inside. He groaned her name like a curse, his hips jerking in short, brutal thrusts as he emptied himself, filling her until it dripped down her thighs.
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After, he didn’t let her go immediately. He held her there, pinned and filled, his forehead dropping to her shoulder. His breath was harsh in her ear, his heart hammering against her breast. Slowly, his hands moved to the ropes. He untied her with surprising care, massaging her wrists, checking her skin for breaks.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice rough but softer.

Gloria nodded, trembling, tears still sliding down her cheeks. “Yeah.”

He carried her to a pile of fresh hay, laid her down like she was precious, and cleaned her with a handkerchief. The tenderness after the violence was dizzying. He tucked her against his side, his large hand stroking her hip, her waist, her tangled hair.

“Welcome to the ranch, princess,” he murmured.

But it wasn’t over. It was only beginning.



Over the next week, Jake initiated her into the true rhythms of submission. He didn’t ask; he commanded. And Gloria, to her everlasting confusion and arousal, obeyed.

He taught her to kneel at his boots while he reviewed ledgers, her head on his thigh. He taught her to wait, silent and still, while he finished his work before he used her. He taught her to accept pain as a prelude to pleasure, rewiring her nervous system until the crack of leather made her wet before it made her flinch.

He used his belt on her bare ass until she was sobbing and humping the air for
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