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 Chapter 1: Rider for Hire






The sun was rising’ over the Texas horizon,
painting’ the sky with hues of orange and pink. I was sitting’ on
the porch of my ranch house, suppin’ on a cup of coffee, making’
sure everything was in order for the day.

I own a cattle ranch, and there’s never a
dull moment around here. The air was filled with the smell of hay
and the distant mooing of the cows.

A horse rode up to the gate, and a man
hopped off, hat in hand. He was lean and muscular, his leather
jacket flapping’ behind him. His eyes were stormy gray, and his
lips curved into a grin that showed off his perfect teeth. Jake was
the rodeo rider who had a reputation for riding even the wildest
bulls. 

His name was on everyone’s lips, and he
looked the part—a true cowboy.

“Good mornin’, Miss Akua,” he said, his
voice rough and drawling’. 

Tipping his hat once more, he gave me a look
of admiration. He stepped closer, and I took in his rugged good
looks. His shirt was untucked, and the sleeves of his jacket were
rolled up, revealing his tanned, muscular arms.

“Good morning’, Jake,” I replied, setting
down my coffee cup. “Come on inside, we’ve got a lot to talk
‘bout.”

He followed me into the house, and I could
feel his gaze on me. He was tall, standing’ a good six inches over
me, but there was somethin’ about the way he looked at me that made
me feel small. I sat him down in the chair, and he leaned forward,
his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped together.

“So, what’s the deal, Miss Akua?” he asked,
his voice low and dangerous. I could feel his breath on my
skin.

“Deal?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “I
hired you to ride my bulls. You’re the best in the business, and I
want you to prove it.”

He laughed, a sound that was both amusing
and a little dangerous.

“You’re a bold one, aren’t you? I heard
about you. They say you’re a real boss around here.”

I smiled, feeling the familiar rush of
power. “They don’t know the half of it. Now, get your gear ready.
We’re heading’ to the arena in a half hour.”

He nodded, his expression hardening.

“Sure thing, Miss Akua.”

I stood up, feelin’ his gaze still on me as
I moved. “Good. And Jake?” I turned back to him, my voice dropping
to a whisper. “You’re mine now. Remember that.”

He stepped back, his eyes flashing’ with
something that was fear, and something else—a challenge. He walked
back to the arena, and I couldn’t help but feel a shiver of
excitement run down my spine.

Later that day, we were in the arena. The
crowd was cheerin’ and shoutin’, and Jake was already mounting’ one
bull. I watched him ride, his body a blur of motion, his grip on
the reins tight. He rode for what felt like forever, and when he
finally came crashing’ down, the crowd went wild. He got back on,
and the same thing happened again and again.

After his fourth ride, I motioned for him to
come to the side. He walked over, breathing’ hard, his eyes full of
determination. 

“You did great,” I said, keeping’ my voice
calm. “But you ain’t done yet.”

He nodded, his face a mask of
concentration.

“What do you want me to do?”

I leaned closely, my lips virtually
touching’ his ear. 

“I want you to ride me like you ride those
bulls. And if you don’t, I’ll show you who’s the boss ‘round
here.”

He stepped away, but this time, I saw
something in his eyes—a shift, a change. He was tired, but he
wasn’t giving’ up. He rode for a fifth time, and this time, he
didn’t come down. He rode for six, and then seven. The crowd was
goin’ crazy, shoutin’ and cheerin’. I could feel the tension
building’ inside me, and I knew I had to stop him.

“Jake!” I shouted, and he looked up, his
eyes meeting’ mine. “Enough!”

He dismounted, his body drenched in sweat,
his muscles quaking’. He walked over to me, his breathing’
heavy. 

“You’re a tough one, Miss Akua,” his voice
hoarse.

I smiled, feelin’ the power rushing’ through
me. 

“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet. I ain’t as easy
as these bulls.”

“We’ll see about that,” he said, his voice
low and dangerous.

I watched him walk away, feelin’ the tension
building’. I knew I had to break him, but he was gonna make it
tough. And I loved the thought of the challenge.

Later, we were in my bedroom. He was
standing’ in the middle of the room, his shirt off, his muscles
glistening’ with sweat. I walked over to him, my eyes never
leaving’ his. 

“You’re gonna pay for that,” I said, my
voice low and purring. “But first, you’re gonna show me how you
ride.”

He looked at me. He stepped closer, his hand
runnin’ up my shirt, feelin’ the softness of my skin. “You really
want to know?” he asked, his voice low and dangerous.

I smiled, feelin’ the power rushing’ through
me. “Show me.”

He leaned in, his lips crashing against
mine, his tongue pushing’ into my mouth. I tasted the salt of his
sweat, the roughness of his skin. He wrapped his arms around me,
pulling’ me close, so, I felt the hard length of his cock pressing’
against my stomach. 

He kissed me harder, his hands runnin’ down
my body.

He broke away, his breathing’
heavy. 

“Who is whose now then?” he said, his voice
dangerous.

I smiled. “Well listen here Jake, that’s
something your gonna have to earn.”

He walked to the bed, pulling’ off his
jeans, and I spotted the hard length of his cock, his balls
swinging’ with each step. He got on the bed, his back to me, and I
was full of sexual tension.

I walked over, runnin my hands up his back,
feelin’ the solid muscles of his shoulders, his arms, his back. I
kissed his neck, feelin’ the roughness of his skin, and he turned
around, his eyes meeting’ mine. 

I pushed him backward. He lay there with his
veined shaft standing proud.

As I wrapped my lips around his cock, I felt
the rush of power and desire. His eyes locked onto mine as I looked
up, and I spotted the intensity burning within them. I moved my
head, taking him in and out of my mouth, my tongue swirling around
his shaft. He let out a low moan, his hands tangling in my hair as
he guided me.

His taste was salty and masculine, and I
reveled in the sensation of having him at my mercy. I sucked
harder, feeling the veins in his cock pulse in response. He was
getting close, but I wasn’t ready for him to come yet. I pulled
back, letting him slip out of my mouth, and gazed up at him.

“My turn,” I whispered, my voice husky with
desire.

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine, and
I felt his hands on my hips, pulling me up and onto the bed. He
settled between my legs, his mouth inches from my cunt. I felt a
shiver run down my spine as he breathed against me, his warm air
sending shivers through my body.

And then his tongue touched me, and I was
lost. He licked me, his strokes gentle at first, but growing more
insistent as I responded. I arched my back, my hands grasping at
the sheets as he devoured me. His tongue danced across my clit,
sending sparks of joy shooting through me.

I was on the verge of coming, yet I wanted
to ride him. I pushed his head away, my body screaming in protest,
and flipped him onto his back. His cock was still hard, still
throbbing, and I straddled him, my sodden pussy hovering above
him.

For a moment, I looked at him, our eyes
locked. And then, I lowered myself down, parting my pussy lips with
my fingers, so I’d take his swollen cockhead inside me. 

He filled me, stretched me, and I felt a
sense of completion washing over me.

I moved, my hips rocking back and forth as I
rode him. His hands grasped at my hips, guiding me, and his eyes
fixed on me. I could see the pleasure building in him, felt the
swelling inside.

We moved together, our bodies in perfect
sync, I raised and lowered along the length of his shaft from the
rim of his cockhead to the hilt. I rode him hard, until I felt the
wave of orgasm smashing through my loins. 

I came, my body shuddering, my cunt
clenching around him, and my juices soaking his groin. And as I
did, I felt him come too, his cock pulsing inside me, his eyes
locked onto mine. His shaft twitching as he fired streams of milky
cowboy seed deep inside my eager pussy.

We collapsed together, our bodies tangled,
our breathing ragged. I lay on top, my head on his chest, and felt
his arms wrap around me, holding me close.

And as we lay, wrapped in each other’s arms.
I knew nothing would come between us, yet I hadn’t explored his
body as much as I wanted.
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