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Chapter One

Melanie screamed as the masked riders thundered past the window of the stagecoach. There were three of them, pistols drawn. A moment later she heard gunshots as the vehicle lurched to a halt in the middle of the dusty, dirt road. The momentum threw her forward, onto the opposing row of unoccupied seats. Before she could straighten herself, one of the robbers burst through the coach door, his Colt .45 pointed at her temple.

“Get up, little lady,” the invader announced from behind his tightly drawn bandanna. “This here’s a robbery.”

“Let go of me!” she cried, utterly helpless as the ruffian hauled her down the steps, throwing her into the arms of a second masked man, tall and broad shouldered, wearing a black cowboy hat, leather vest and chaps.

The man laughed as he passed her off to a third, a short fellow with a yellow bandanna and a bowler hat. This one decided to keep her, turning her about so she was firmly in his grasp from behind.

“Give us your valuables,” ordered the first man, the one who’d pulled her from the coach. She winced at the presence of him so close to her delicate face; he was foul smelling, with an eye patch and a tall, rounded hat of the sort Melanie was fairly certain her uncle had told her was called a ten gallon. It was hard to remember. He’d had to teach her so much about the Wild West, and in such a short period of time. As it was, she had barely gotten out of the city in time.

“Please, sir,” she cried. “I have nothing of value. I’m a penniless maiden on my way to Big Rock to serve as the new school marm.”

The man snickered behind his greasy red bandanna. “You hear that boys? The lady’s headin’ for a posting in Big Rock.”

They all started laughing as they cast significant looks in each other’s direction. Was there something about the town she didn’t know?

“A posting?” howled the tall one. “Yea, they got plenty of them out in Big Cock—I mean Big Rock.”

“Yes, I’ll bet there’s plenty you can teach them in Big Cock—on your back that is!”

Melanie flushed red. Uncle Martin had warned her of the coarseness of men in the west, but this was more than any lady could bear. “Have mercy, sirs. Can you not show some civility to a lady of breeding?  One who belongs to the family of—”

She stopped herself just in time. She’d been about to reveal her lineage, forgetting that the whole reason she was out here in the middle of this cactus filled, rock strewn desert wasteland was to hide her identity and secure a fresh start, free of the legal entanglements which had nearly ended her up on the hangman’s noose in New York.

“Family of what? Whores?” The one with the eye patch supplied. He nodded now to the one holding her. Without warning, hands reached round and ripped open her black silk traveling jacket. Melanie gasped, for now she had only the white silk blouse and camisole to protect her creamy, well-shaped breasts.

“No. That’s not true!” she cried, trying to free herself. A fugitive she might be, but she was no lady of the evening. As to her false identity (she was traveling as Melanie Jones, a middle class teacher) it was a fact born of necessity, designed to protect her from unjust prosecution in New York.

“The hell it ain’t.” Small grubby hands pawed her breasts through the material. Melanie commenced to squirming, but quickly realized her actions were only serving to stiffen her abused nipples. It was a shameful thing, but not unexpected. Though a virgin, just twenty-two years old, Melanie was a woman of strong passions. Many were the boys and men who’d sought to woo the curvaceous, blue-eyed blonde in hopes of winning her for their very own, and yet she’d held out.

Cavanaugh Reinhart III, until recently her fiancée, had sought more than her kisses and when she refused his advances he had visited upon her the nightmare of her life.  It was his fault that she was here now, her once comfortable life in the city ruined forever.

“You know,” the one eyed man said, “I believe you’re right. You ain’t no whore.”

Melanie did not care one bit for his tone of voice. Nor did she like it when he cocked the trigger of his nasty black revolver and shoved it to her lips.

“Cause a whore’ll do a man for money, but, little lady, you’re about to do us all for free. How do you like that idea?”

Melanie swung her head away only to have him bring it back round with the tip of the gun barrel pressed to her cheek.

“I asked you a question,” he menaced, pushing the gun to her mouth. “I said how do you like it?”

She accepted the gun between her trembling lips. “I–I  don’t like it,” she managed to say, the words wrapping round the slender yet deadly barrel.

“Boss,” said the little man, his equally foul breath hot on her neck. “Want me to get at them titties for you?”

“No. Let her go. She’ll do it for us. Then she’ll lay her fine, uppity body down on the ground and spread it for us. Isn’t that right? Unbutton your blouse, sweetheart.” He grinned at her lasciviously. His good eye was cold and probing, his voice dark and brittle, belying the term of endearment he’d just employed.

Melanie felt the hot tears spring from her eyes. No one was holding her now, but there were still the three of them, with guns, strong nasty men, eyes intent like wolves. Numbly, her fingers rose to do the man’s bidding. What choice did she have? The tiny pearl buttons felt smooth on her fingers. One by one they yielded. It was ironic, really, that she’d picked this particular outfit for its conservative bent– the long black skirt and severe jacket with high button shoes and a simple, unadorned blouse.  She might as well have worn one of her dazzling and risqué gowns from back home considering how she was being treated as a mere sexual object.

“Take it off,” he commanded when she had undone the final button. 

Melanie began to tremor as she tugged at the edges of the blouse, pulling the halves apart. She hesitated for a brief second, not wanting to shrug the material off her shoulders. The motion would surely cause her bosom to swell in a most unseemly way.

“Do it,” he warned, aiming the pistol at her camisole-covered belly.

Melanie let her blouse fall to the hard, dry ground. There was a light breeze, and she could feel the waft of it on her sensitive nipples.

“Take that hat off. Let down your hair.”

The man’s one good pupil was dilated. His voice was husky. It seemed like a dream, the way her fingers went to her head, unpinning the small, elegantly pointed hat. She’d trussed her long gold locks up elegantly this morning, so that the cascades of sun-beamed curls hung only partially, but exquisitely down her neck. Melanie felt oddly naked with it down, hanging to the middle of her back. Her unadorned hair was a sight no man had seen, even her uncle, the man who’d raised her since her parents’ untimely death shortly after her fourth birthday.

The man let out a little grunt of satisfaction. “Put them hands up in your hair, now. Rub ‘em around good.”

Melanie looked with disgust at the man’s crotch. He was massaging his very prominent erection through the material. So it was true then, they were intending to rape her.

She drew a sharp breath as she touched her own soft hair, her fingers wrapping round the silky strands. It was such an intimate gesture, so wildly inappropriate for this evil and foul setting.

“That’s it,” he crooned, yanking down his bandanna and licking his lips. “Show us how bad you want it.”

Melanie closed her eyes against the sight of his pock marked face. Cavanaugh would have loved to see this, she thought sardonically. The proud and aloof Melanie Hawthorne, purported tease and temptress of the highest order, about to get her due.  About to give to these three despicable criminals the favors she would not grant to him. A shudder passed through her body. She was sickened, of course, but there was something else, too. An expectation, a tingling, almost as if her body was seeking out the very treatment she so dreaded.

Cavanaugh’s words came to her now, whisky sodden in the back of her mind. You want it, Melanie. Every woman does. The more you protest, it only just shows how badly you need for a man to be strong enough to stamp his will upon you and make you feel the pleasure that comes from shame.

“No!” she cried, a sudden flash of reality overtaking her dream-like state. “You mustn’t!  In the name of all that is holy— ”

The one eyed man growled, cocking the trigger to show he meant business. “Hands back on your head, bitch, or you’ll be pushing up daisies.”

Melanie whimpered as he pressed the barrel to the center of her breast, flattening the nipple painfully. As though bound there, she laced her fingers once more in her damp, tousled hair.

Her tormenter laughed devilishly. Smelling her fear and capitulation, he shoved the pistol back into her mouth, deeper than ever, the gun sight bruising the roof of her mouth. “Start sucking, honey pie. You’ll need the practice.”

“Don’t,” she begged, her voice an imprisoned, garbled gasp. “Don’t make me—”

But he did make her, even as his free hand crept up past her stomach, kneading her mounds through the thin camisole material. Her protests reduced to loud gurgling noises, Melanie closed her eyes, reconciling herself to what she knew would be her inevitable rape and murder. Again, it was the irony that struck her. To have traded a certain, though unmerited trip to the gallows in New York for a sodomizing colt revolver and an eventual bullet to the head in the middle of the territories was too rich—precisely the sort of macabre, anti-morality story she and her rebellious young friends were so fond of telling at parties.

“Just remember who you are,” kindly, white bearded Uncle Martin had encouraged her, his face sick with fear and worry as he put her on the early morning train to St. Louis just two days ago, “and you’ll make it through anything.”

Melanie clenched her eyes tightly shut, her mouth obediently servicing the cold, steel rod. Though she fought to deny it in her heart, she knew he was treating the weapon as a man’s member, the way a whore would a cock if she were given it to suck. The very thought of it gave her an odd thrill and made her feel a most peculiar warmth at the juncture of her thighs even as her head continued to bob up and down on this horrid device, which, with the most minor of applications, could end her life in a split second.

“Bet you’d like to take my gun between your legs, too, wouldn’t you, slut?”

Melanie tried to shake her head ‘no,’ ineffectually. If she could, she’d deny it and yet she knew the words would ring false. Already the one eyed man’s hand was up her thigh, under the skirt, traveling beneath the layers of under silk. Any moment he would find the top of her bloomers and from there, he’d reach her sexual center.

Warm and wet and all too willing.

“Spread your legs,” he snapped as the other two gathered closer, bandannas pulled down, their faces intent on what their boss was doing. “Wider. And put your hands on your titties, too. Make ‘em nice and hot for us.”

Melanie obeyed, surrendering herself to the inevitable. It was time for her surrender, and they all knew it. Time for her assault, time for her martyrdom at the hands of these ignorant, power hungry men. Thinking of the saints whom she’d learned from her various religious classes, the women who’d suffered and died for virtue, Melanie readied herself.

A moan escaped her violated throat as she felt the swelling in her breasts, the tight hot pulling between her legs. It would be her body, she vowed, and her body alone which they would have. Her heart and soul would be intact, untouched, no matter what. Looking her assailant clean in the eye, refusing to evade, she gasped as his fist clenched the waistband of her skirt. Grinning, he poised at the brink, on the verge of tearing away her modesty. After that would come her undergarments and then she would be naked.

“I’m gonna do you nice and slow,” he told her. “Then my boys are gonna do you, too.” He reached for her face now, stroking her trembling cheek with his thick, dirty fingers. “Then we’re gonna start all over again. It’ll be sundown before we’re done. Ain’t that right, boys?”

“Actually, I’d say you’re done right now.”

Melanie tuned her ears to the newcomer’s voice even as the three men jumped simultaneously in terror. Was it an angel, sent to deliver her? Not quite. Looking beyond her would-be rapists, she saw a lone man, on horseback, wearing a black hat and boots with a long black, dust-covered riding coat. Sitting calmly in his saddle, he had his hands on the reigns like he had all the time in the world. His face was expressionless, his eyes like a bird of prey. 

Melanie drew a ragged breath. He was a vision of raw power, materialized out of thin air. Where on earth had he come from? 

After a moment of thick, eerie tension, the one eyed man darted behind Melanie, grabbing her so he could put the gun to her head. “Like hell, mister,” he snarled, hugging her tight. “You drop your weapons right now, or the little teacher gets it. Pow. Right in her pretty little chin.”

Grabbing a fistful of golden yellow tresses, the man bent Melanie’s head back, putting the gun into just the right position to carry out his threat. Melanie shrieked, the sound of her voice muffled by the man’s hand over her mouth.

The rider narrowed his gaze, almost imperceptibly. “This is your last warning,” he told the three men, his voice strangely calm as he flipped aside the left flap of his coat to reveal a pearl handled revolver, the polished metal gleaming silver in a thickly stitched black leather holster.

“Zeke!” The short one shouted to the one eyed man, with panic written all over his face. “What you want us to do?”

He and the other were aiming their guns right at the rider’s head, though their hands were trembling like they were pointing pea shooters at an irritated bull elephant. 

“What do I want you to do?” Zeke sputtered. “You dadburned idiots!  I want you to kill him, that’s what!  Do I have to do everything myself?”

Melanie never even saw the stranger draw. One second Zeke was squeezing her waist, leaning into her back and trying to get a shot off and the next he was letting go, slipping to the ground at her feet. The other two followed suit. A total of three shots had been fired, all by the stranger. One bullet for each of the men now lying dead on the ground.

“You hurt, ma’am?’ the rider asked, re-holstering the pearl handled revolver as though nothing had happened.

“N–no,” she stammered, fighting a sudden weakness in the knees and stomach as she struggled to cover her ill disguised bosom. “But–but who are you?”

The man said nothing as he removed the long black coat, revealing a leather vest beneath it. There was a star pinned to it, a silver one inside of a circle. Melanie felt the blood drain from her face. The deadly stranger was a lawman—the only sort of person Melanie dreaded more than robbers. What would she do now? Uncle Martin had promised her there wouldn’t be any out here in the territories. 

“The name’s Trenton Cole,” he replied at last, tossing her the coat to cover herself with. “United States Marshal. My friends call me Trent.”

He tipped his hat, a black Stetson. Melanie swallowed hard, resisting the urge to faint. Her handsome rescuer, the square jawed, gray-eyed cowboy was the enemy. An agent of the United States government, sworn to uphold the law and apprehend wrong doers and fugitives from justice.

She forced herself to smile politely, wrapping the coat about her shoulders. It smelled of tobacco, musk and the sweat of a strong man. “I’m much obliged to you, sir.”

He bowed his head, very slightly. “I didn’t catch your name.”

Melanie bit her lip. As gallant as the marshal was being, she couldn’t let herself forget for a moment that he was a stone killer who’d just gunned down three desperadoes without batting an eyelash. What would he do, she wondered, if he learned she too had a price on her head? 

“Melanie,” she said evenly. “Miss Melanie...Jones. I’m to be a teacher at the community school in Big Rock.”

Trent Cole’s forehead wrinkled noticeably.

Well, she thought, this was an improvement; at least the marshal wasn’t guffawing like the others had when she’d told them about her new job.

“Big Rock, you say?” He pushed the Stetson back on his head, revealing glimpses of rich, black hair. A perfect compliment, she noted, to the shimmering gray eyes. Hawk’s eyes, they were, mesmerizing, measuring. “That surprises me, given everything that’s going on.”

“You mean the robbers?” she offered helpfully, trying not to feel like some tiny bit of prey about to be devoured in the apparently infamous and obscene Big Cock.

“No, ma’am. I mean Indian troubles. Most of the families in Big Rock have been sent back to Fort Collins till it all blows over. Seems to me that’s where you belong as well.”

Melanie sought to hide her terror. A military fort was the last place she wanted to be trapped right now. She’d as soon take her chances on the open plains with the savages. “It’s all been arranged,” she said, trying not to appear too anxious. “By my uncle in New York.”

The marshal drew back the left corner of his lip very slightly. The polite, neutral expression remained, but there was more intensity in the gaze, something in the brow that indicated he was making calculations, evaluating her words, her gestures, everything about her. “You’re not married,” he observed, noting her wringing, perspiration soaked hands.

A sick feeling washed over her as she thought of her one time fiancée, the rapacious Cavanaugh with his sickeningly sweet smile, his cunning lies, not to mention the things he’d tried to do to her and the way he’d made her suffer for her refusal to yield to his advances. “No, marshal. I am not.”

“I told you, my friends call me Trent.”

“I’m sorry,” she blushed. “Trent.” Melanie felt her heart racing. For some reason the man’s name on her lips affected her deeply.  Confound it!  She had to keep her wits about her. This was hardly the time to act like a schoolgirl, letting herself be wooed by a handsome, rugged cowboy. And yet, if he were to take her in his arms right now, scooping her up between those massive shoulders of his...

Trent cleared his throat, breaking her mad train of thought. “Kind of unusual, isn’t it?” he asked, his voice a deceptive drawl as he shifted in the saddle. “A single woman from New York, all by herself, taking a job in Indian country?”

Melanie fought a rush of panic. “How did you know I was from New York?”

“You said your uncle from New York arranged for your job.  I assumed you were from there as well. Was I mistaken?”

“Oh, silly me,” she laughed nervously. “I’d forgotten I told you that. Yes, I am from New York,” she continued, her words coming a little too rapidly for her own liking. “As for my coming out here, is it really that strange, Mister…Trent? I needed a fresh start. Haven’t you ever wanted to do that, to begin all over in a brand new place where no one knows who you are or what sins you carry in your heart?”

A smile tugged at his lips. In a flash it was there and gone again, like clouds across a windblown sky. “Maybe once or twice.” He held out his hand, appearing to reserve his judgment, for the moment at least. “Come on, I’ll take you into town. We’ll send someone back for your trunks later.”

Trent was leaning down, wanting to help her up onto the horse. She was going to ride with him. Her body close to his. His close to hers. “I–I’m not sure that would be entirely appropriate.”

He laughed. It was a wild sound, that of an untamed stallion, or a wolf. All at once she saw in him the fine balance, the delicate tuning that made him what he was. Under slightly different circumstances, she decided, Trenton Cole, US marshal might have been an outlaw himself. Though not the cowardly stage coach-robbing kind. No, Trent Cole would have been a fearsome warrior. Perhaps in some other life he was. She tried to picture him now as a Genghis Khan or a Blackbeard.

“You worry too much, Melanie. Life is short out here, so don’t waste it fretting over the opinions of others.”

Trent’s hand was still extended. Melanie took it, allowing the man to swing her up onto the saddle. It was a large, strong hand, capable but also surprisingly gentle and respectful. He nestled her in front of him, just behind the saddle horn, her tiny frame a perfect fit against his large, muscular one. She shivered at the smell of musk and trail dust with a faint hint of whisky. Behind her his heart was beating strong and true, beating right from his chest into hers.

“Giddyup, Midnight,” he called to the mount, his voice rich and deep. The horse whinnied appreciatively, rearing up momentarily on its hind legs. They hit the ground running, the lawman affecting a rugged gallop across the dry plains. Trent’s arms were on either side of her as he held the reigns, and for a brief time she imagined that she belonged to him, that he loved her and was carrying her to some place of safety where no one would ever hurt her again – not the stage coach robbers of the world, nor the Cavanaugh Reinharts, either.

What was it they said about meeting someone in the wrong time and place? She laughed grimly to herself. Certainly she couldn’t have picked a worse time to meet a gorgeous, apparently single US marshal, what with her being a fugitive murderess and all.

“Trent?” 

“Yea?”

Melanie was leaning into him, not sure if the question she was asking served any real purpose or if she was just wanting to hear his voice. “Those–those men back there. What will become of them?”

Trent shrugged. “That’s the buzzards’ problem, not mine.”

“Oh.” Melanie shivered against the setting sun, a low red orb bleeding into the desert, three or four times the size of what she’d ever seen in New York. The way he’d said those words hadn’t been cruel or callous, but his voice had been a sharp blade nonetheless, a sword, keen and cutting, merciless in the quest for justice. She would not wish to ever be this man’s enemy – that was for certain.

It took the better part of an hour to reach their destination. The sky was nearly black, but she could make out the outline of the buildings. The town of Big Rock was little more than two rows of storefronts lining the sides of a dirt-paved thoroughfare. Melanie could scarcely believe she was destined to spend her life here. She would have given anything for the marshal to slow his horse, to delay forever, if possible her arrival. Surely the people must go mad here, she thought, eying the pitiful little shops, the saloon, the bank and livery stable, all of it surrounded by rock and cactus and looming canyons. It was as if some little piece of a street from some legitimate small town had been caught up in the air and re-deposited lock, stock and barrel in the middle of a wasteland.

Trent stopped the horse in front of an office marked ‘Sheriff’. “We’ll get you those men that I promised would fetch your belongings,” he said, lifting her down from the saddle.

“I–I don’t think I can walk,” she exclaimed when he tried to set her down.

Trent scowled, but he kept her right where she was.

“Marshal Cole,” called a raspy voice. “We weren’t expecting you in town this week.”

Trent turned to face the denim legged, red shirted sheriff. The marshal's earlier words echoed through her mind. My friends call me Trent. The sheriff was older than either she or Cole by maybe ten years. A paunch hung over his gun belt, though his buttocks were still flat as a board. Melanie noticed the difference in their stars. The sheriff’s was five pointed, unadorned, like the top of a Christmas tree. It was larger and more prominent than the marshal's though she had a feeling it carried a lot less weight.

“Business call, Sheriff Harkin.”

The sheriff ran his hand over his mustache. Melanie didn’t care for the look in his eyes one bit. Black as coal, they seemed intent on no good. “Looks more like pleasure to me, marshal.”

Trent indicated the passive, nestled Melanie, ignoring the jibe. “I’ve got your new school teacher here. You’ll find her belongings back on the road to Culver City. The stagecoach driver is there, too. There’s money in my saddlebag to cover his funeral expenses. You’ll find some buzzard meat out there, too.”

“I see.” Sheriff Harkin maintained a flat, neutral tone. “And how many of them were there this time?”

“Three. The same ones that hit the Rileyville stage last month, if I’m not mistaken.”

He cleared his throat. “I assume you got them all?”

Cole stepped up onto the wood platform that ran the length of the porch, close enough to feel the sheriff’s breath. “You won’t have to waste time on a posse, if that’s what you mean…what’s the idea of you people bringing in a new teacher with the Powatans on the warpath?” he continued, not mincing words.

The sheriff put his hands on his hips, looking past Trent down the street, like he’d just been told some private joke. “Old Man Van Der Mere’s orders. You know how that goes.”

“Yea. And I’ve had about enough of it, too.”

Melanie felt the tension, the indignation in Trent’s muscles. She sensed real frustration, all the more so because unlike back at the stagecoach, this did not seem to be a problem the marshal could solve with his fast draw.

Harkin pushed his tan hat back on his head. “Is the girl hurt?”

“No,” Melanie replied, deciding she had no use for this pot bellied, impolite man. “The girl is just fine and she is capable of speaking for herself, thank you very much.”

Just then a fat deputy came out of the sheriff’s office, his gun belt slung low under huge love handles. He must have been listening in to the conversation from inside. “Got us a little pistol here, huh, sheriff?” he grinned.

A little pistol? Was that how a teacher was referred to in this hinterland? 

“Put me down,” Melanie ordered the marshal, the battle lines drawn. 

Cole shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

“I’ll have you know,” Melanie recommenced, the heels of her boots settled on the wood, “that I happen to be...”

Melanie hadn’t expected the weight to be so great on her legs. Nor had she bargained for the dizziness now sweeping her head. The last thing she remembered, Trent was asking where her room was going to be so he could take her there, pronto. Apparently, he’d caught her and lifted her back into his arms before she’d managed to crash to the ground.

“Take her to the saloon, Marshal,” she heard the sheriff say, more than a trace of amusement in his voice. “The old man wants her in there, same as all the others.”

“Well this one’s not the same,” Trent replied, “as for the old man, he better spend less time on games and more time worrying about the Indians.”

“I’ll tell him straightaway, Marshall Cole,” said Harkin.

Was it her imagination or was there a tinge of sarcasm in his voice?

The last thing Melanie heard, the fat deputy started snickering and then everything went black.

***

Melanie tossed and turned on the soft, feather bed. Sweat beaded on her forehead. A moan escaped her dry mouth. She was dreaming about the stagecoach robbery. The robbers were making her undress when along came the rider, on horseback, masked. She cried with joy, expecting to see the handsome Marshal, but when he pulled off the mask she saw it was Cavanaugh. His finely chiseled features honed into a leer, his small, almost feminine eyes glowing with an unearthly light.

“Cavanaugh, won’t you help me?” her dream self begged.

He started laughing as she squirmed. For some reason, it wasn’t the desert they were in but a white, powdery wasteland, like sand or even salt. The sun was low in the horizon, a blue disk, entirely unnatural. It was also cold, very cold.

“Help you?” he mocked, his voice smooth and oily. “My dear, I’ve come to help them.”

With that the three robbers fell on her, tearing at the remainder of her clothes. When she was quite naked, they threw her down to the white surface, which was sticky on her skin. Each of the robbers had an extra set of hands, which enabled them to hold her wrists and ankles down while fondling her. Their grip was like iron and they positioned her in a spread-eagled fashion. She tried to struggle, but as she bucked her hips and arched her back it only served to make her more appealing to them.

Hands squeezed her nipples savagely, while other fingers moved between her legs. There was no color at all when she looked up, the men now looking as white and ghostly as the surface on which she lay. The only hue was her skin, reddened from blushing, reddened from maddening sexual heat. And in the midst of everything, looming over her, his suit of white and black shed in favor of a pair of monstrous wings, was Cavanaugh, laughing and laughing, just as he had in reality when last they’d met in his study, her for the purpose of terminating their now soiled relationship and he for darker purposes.

The words he’d spoken ran in her mind, echoing off the wall-like skies of her dream world. All at once she was back there, in New York, on that fateful, dreadful day.

“I am afraid it is not only I whose company you will eschew in future, my dear,” he’d informed her, having heard her re-iteration of her refusal to marry him. With that he had handed her the letter, neatly folded. The words had been preposterous, absurd, and when she had seen the signature, purportedly her own she could scarce believe it was not all some horrid joke. A confession!  He had forged on her behalf a confession to a crime she had not, would not in her wildest imagination have ever committed…a crime, in fact, which to her knowledge had not been committed at all.

“Cavanaugh,” she had breathed, scarcely able to find the words. “You are mad. Tell me this isn’t true, tell me she isn’t…”

“Dead?” he finished for her graciously. “I’m afraid, yes, but fear not, your own suffering will find its end all too soon on the gallows. As for me, I’ll be spared the embarrassment of being jilted…if I can’t have you, my dear, no one else will, either.”

The man’s laughter rang in her ears, jarring her till she was back in the strange, white, dust world. 

“She’s a juicy one,” one of the dream robbers was saying, feeling her gushing moisture.

Cavanaugh’s wings were spread now, shutting out the pale blue sunlight. He was a fearsome sight, all covered in scales and feathers, but it was the thing between his legs that Melanie was eying. It was like a snake, white and hissing, unfurling in the still, cold air. Or a phallus, such as one might find on some utterly obscene statue from some profane culture. Its length was utterly impossible. And yet she could not close her legs against it, could not protect herself from the coming onslaught, held as she was by the four handed robbers. Uselessly, her thigh muscles clenched, she bucked her hips in protest, though she knew she was doing little more than issuing an invitation to her own rape.

“You had better relax, my dear. This is going to hurt me far worse than it will hurt you,” the demon Cavanaugh said.

The robbers cackled at his poor attempt at humor. Cavanaugh was upon her then, his sallow cheeks and mutton chop sideburns filling her horizon as he descended. When he opened his mouth and the tongue emerged, she began to scream. It was also a snake, white and sinister as the man’s ungodly member. 

“Hold still,” he chided as though she were resisting something perfectly normal and routine. Hands were at her chin now, positioning her mouth for penetration. Simultaneously, in both openings, Melanie was breached, her screams dissolving then exploding across the unearthly landscape.

She was still screaming when she awoke. The room was pitch black. Clutching her hands at her silk covered bosom she drew several sharp breaths, both to calm herself and to assure herself that she was still alive. There was a window with a curtain, a thin stream of moonlight shining through a gap at the bottom, illuminating a patch of wooden floor at the far corner of the room. Feeling for the edge of the bed – for she’d identified now that it was indeed a feather mattress upon which she’d been sleeping – Melanie found the chains.

Her hand recoiled from the cold steel. Leaping from the bed, she landed her bare feet upon the polished wood. She didn’t take another breath till she’d made it as far as the window. The curtain was of a rich red material. Without hesitation, she threw it open, allowing the moonlight to cleanse and illuminate the unfamiliar surroundings. She looked at the bed first. It was brass, rather dull and spindly. She hadn’t been mistaken about the chains. There were four sets of them: two attached to the headboard and two more at the foot of the bed, one on each leg. The chains were silver, each terminating in a leather cuff, with a pair of buckles.

A chill traversed her spine as it occurred to her their purpose. It was not unlike her dream, except that with such devices a single man could render a woman helpless and keep her that way without the slightest bit of assistance as he forced himself upon her. Instinctively she cupped her hands over the juncture of her thighs. The silk was soft, unfamiliar. Melanie looked down at herself. The nightgown was pale, lacy, low cut and most definitely not her own.

Who had put it on her? she wondered. And how had she gotten here?

There was laughter outside, boisterous male laughter. Melanie looked out the window. The dirt street was illuminated by oil lamps shining from several of the overlooking windows. Two cowboys were on the ground, wrestling with one another in the middle of the road. Others were watching, alternating their cheering with long draughts taken from whisky bottles.

A gunshot fired in the air and everyone looked down the street.

A man in a red shirt and black hat was holding a rifle over his head.

“Break it up!” he snarled.

For a moment Melanie imagined it was the marshal, but then she saw it was the sheriff, the man she dimly remembered from her arrival. She was in Big Rock, that was it. In the saloon, most likely. The sheriff, whose name was Harkin, had told Trent to take her to a room there. Desperately she tried to remember those events, the last few moments spent with Marshal Cole. He’d laid her in her bed and let her drink from the silver flask he kept in his pocket. The liquor was good, although it burned her throat. She’d felt sleepy almost at once, and she’d hated that she could no longer see him when her eyes drew shut.

Had he been the one to undress her? And whose nightgown was this? She had to find out, though it would mean leaving the room and going downstairs. Melanie nearly fell flat on her face after her first few steps. The contraption had been directly in her path though she hadn’t bothered to look in her anxiousness to find the door. As it was, she ended up on her behind, having tripped over one of its legs. She had to feel for it in the dark. She gasped when she felt the leather cuffs attached to it. There was a seat of some kind on it, also leather, and thick heavy straps. Whatever the device was, it gave her a nasty feeling.

Thankfully the door was unlocked. Her hands trembled as she twisted the burnished metal knob. Light and sound poured into the room. There was a piano playing somewhere nearby and heard the low-pitched sound of raucous, wild men like the ones in the street. Though she dreaded seeing them close up, she knew she must find out what had happened to her. Besides, what if Trent was still here, waiting for her to wake up?

Not daring to look back, she ran straight into the hall, and straight into the wooden railing. At once the music stopped. Every eye in the saloon was looking up at her from the floor below. There were about twenty-five men, three tables full plus a long line at the bar. There were also two women, one serving at the tables and a second one sitting on top of the piano, singing. They were scandalously attired. The one on the piano wore a bustier and short silk skirt, with dark stockings and high-heeled black shoes with straps about the ankles. She had long, dark hair and looked to be about twenty. The other was plump and blonde, her hair done up high on her head with feathers. She wore a red dress, also silk with a slit that went clear up to her hip. It was low cut, leaving little doubt as to the specifics of her large, milky breasts. Melanie took her age to be roughly twenty-six or seven.

“Well, well,” she heard a man call up from one of the tables. “If it isn’t our little Sleeping Beauty.”

It was Sheriff Harkin, sitting in the middle of a poker game, his street duty from a few moments before having apparently been dispatched.

“Too bad she done woke up on her own,” said the deputy, who was sitting to his right. “I was fixing to wake her up with a little kiss.”

There were guffaws about the table.

“Homer, you shut your mouth!” the blonde woman chided, delivering a slap to the back of his thick neck. “Show some respect. She’s the new teacher, not some floozy. Besides, if you put your lips on her, you’d darn near kill her with your breath.”

The laughter shifted now, its tide turning squarely against the portly deputy.

“Don’t worry, Gretchen, Homer doesn’t kiss women on the lips,” taunted the little black haired woman, her voice husky and teasing. “He kisses ‘em somewhere’s else.”

Fists pounded at the tables and palms slammed Deputy Homer’s back as the saucy little thing hopped down and commenced a series of gyrations indicating precisely where the portly lawman liked to kiss his women.

“Go to hell,” Homer grumbled throwing down his cards. “The whole lot of you.”

Half of them were still doubled over as the man stormed out the double, swinging half doors onto the night street.

“By the Halls of Valhalla,” said one of the men at the poker table, a smartly dressed cavalry officer with a thickly waxed mustache and goatee of yellow. “The poor devil had a full house!”

He held up the deputy’s abandoned cards for all to see.  

“Tarnation,” the sheriff howled. “That boy’s thin skin just saved me half a month’s pay!”

“Half a month’s pay?” Drawled a thin be-speckled man in a rumpled suit. “More like half a day’s graft in your case.”

“I resent the implication mightily, doctor,” the sheriff retorted taking mock offense. “I’ve half a mind to interdict the next whisky wagon thereby shutting down your entire practice.”

The doctor beamed, raising a shot glass. “Here’s to the perquisites of doing one’s civic duty. Speaking of which. I give you a toast to Old Man Van Der Mere, the prince of perquisites.”

The doctor was looking straight at Melanie, whose hands were white knuckled on the railing.

“To Old Man Van Der Mere,” said the rough voices in unison, the speakers doubtlessly unable to pronounce let alone define a word such as ‘perquisites.’

Melanie blanched. What on earth was this degenerate doctor and his cronies hinting at where she was concerned? The looks and snickers reminded her uncomfortably of the response she’d gotten from the stagecoach robbers when she’d told them about her posting in Big Rock.

“Leave the poor woman alone,” Gretchen warned, moving purposefully to the stairs. “Can’t you see she’s frightened half to death?”

“She should be,” crooned the raven-haired girl. Melanie looked at her open mouthed. The girl was hissing at her, her hands raised like claws, her teeth bared in an imitation of some feline predator.

“Look out,” someone shouted. “Lyla’s got her fangs out.”

“Reckon she needs to be tamed,” another said in a manner most salacious and suggestive.

“Promises, promises,” Lyla retorted.

The piano player took that as his cue and the saloon was soon back to business as usual.

“Don’t mind any of them,” said Gretchen, taking Melanie’s arm. “They’re nothing but a bunch of wind bags.”

Melanie dug in her bare heels at the door to her room. “I–I don’t want to go back in there,” she said foolishly. 

Gretchen reached for the oil lamp on the wall, lighting the wick. “Don’t be silly. A school teacher can’t be scared of the dark, can she?”

Melanie swallowed. “No, of course not,” she said thinly. Of course, it would help if Melanie actually were one instead of a mere poseur. Uncle Martin had assured her with her education she was easily up to the challenge, but she had her doubts.

Gretchen lit two more lamps inside the room. “All right,” she said determinedly. “Take a good look and get it out of your system.”

Melanie put her hand to her breast. In the pale, yellow light her room looked more like a torture chamber. In addition to the chains on the bed, there were others mounted on the far wall, right next to a mounted display of various whips and flaying devices. The contraption she’d tripped over appeared to be some kind of restraining device resembling a wooden horse. There was a leather pad on the cross piece, over which a body could be secured.

“Wh–what kind of place is this?” Melanie stammered.

Gretchen sighed. “It’s a playroom, honey. Some of the men like to take us saloon women here. Lyla, in particular. Why on earth Cyrus Van Der Mere and the sheriff put all the new school teachers here is beyond me.” Gretchen gasped, putting her hand over her mouth. “Oh, dear, I’m afraid I’ve let the cat out of the bag, haven’t I? About there being so many teachers, I mean.”

Melanie looked at her strangely. “What is it that no one is telling me?”

Gretchen shook her head. “I am such an idiot,” she lamented, closing her eyes. A moment later they popped back open. The girl was bright eyed, intelligent, full of life. Melanie decided she liked her at once.

“Melanie, if I agree to help you get through things a little better and deal with these pig headed, lecherous fools, will you help me with something?”

Melanie took her hands. “Anything,” she said sincerely. “Anything at all.”

A tiny tear formed in the corner of Gretchen’s eye though she was smiling when she asked her next question. “Will you teach me to read?”

“I’d be honored, Gretchen.” Melanie embraced, as both girls began to cry. 

“What’s your name?” Gretchen whispered. “I don’t even know your name.”

“Melanie,” she replied, feeling a little stab of guilt at having to lie to her new friend. “Melanie Jones.”

Gretchen took Melanie by the shoulders. “Welcome, Melanie Jones. Welcome to Big Rock. And I can promise you, you’ll be the first teacher to survive a full year.”

Melanie smiled weakly. She was grateful, though the words terrified her. “And I promise you, Gretchen, you’ll be reading by the end of that same year.”

“It’s a deal, then,” said Gretchen thrusting out her hand like a man. “Let’s shake on it.”

Melanie took her hand, feeling warm and secure for the second time today. The first time, of course, was with the marshal. A man whom she already missed more than words could say.


Chapter Two

Cyrus Van Der Mere scratched feverishly with a quill pen, applying his signature to yet another document as Melanie stood waiting. The man had kept her a good quarter of an hour so far without so much as looking up from his stately oak desk. Van Der Mere looked to be at least sixty, though according to what Gretchen had told her he was probably closer to a hundred. As the chief architect of the town of Big Rock and the owner of tens of thousands of acres surrounding it, Cyrus was as close to a god as one could be in this territory.

Gretchen did not know exactly what the man’s motives were in keeping a teacher on salary. While she would not divulge in details, Gretchen did say, with more than a modicum of amusement in her voice, that there was only one pupil at the present moment. Gretchen had her suspicions as to why so many teachers had come and gone in the process of the boy’s education, but again she was rather vague. All she would say was that none of her predecessors had seemed to be much wronged or abused.

“Why, then, did they leave?” Melanie had pressed at last.

“False accusations,” was her only response.

As if Melanie hadn’t had her share of that already. She looked longingly now at the single wooden chair in front of the desk. She would very much like to sit, though her new employer had yet to invite her. She did her best to stand tall and ladylike, exuding as best she could the proper aura of an educator. When she’d awoken this morning, after a good many hours of chitchat with Gretchen, she’d found her trunks waiting for her. Choosing a long, pleated skirt and a white ruffled blouse, she dressed, after a long bath. Wearing the cameo pin that had belonged to her deceased mother was a nice touch, she thought.

Only one pupil Gretchen had said. And not a normal pupil at that. How odd.

Cyrus cleared his throat. His gray hair had vacated the center of his head, putting up a last ditch fight round the edges of his prodigious skull. He’d let it grow long and wild to compensate. Equally unruly were his white sideburns. He had no mustache and there were visible sags and pouches hanging from his throat. The long fingers curved round the quill like claws.

“You are Miss Jones,” he announced, still not looking up.

“Yes,” she replied, though it was hardly a question. “Miss Melanie Jones. Pleased to make your acquaintance.”

Van Der Mere ignored the genteel curtsy. “How old are you, Miss Jones?” 

“I am twenty-two, sir.”

“Hmm.” The man still hadn’t bothered to look her in the face. “Do you think that’s old enough for practicing the noble art of pedagogy?”

“I am told I have maturity and bearing beyond my years, Mr. Van Der Mere.” 

This was the truth, at least according to her uncle.

Cyrus looked up, finally, over the edge of his spectacles. “Have you a fiancee, Miss Jones?”

“No, sir,” she replied, trying to keep her tone neutral. “At least not yet.”

And she never would if she had her way.

Cyrus frowned, the motion appearing to occupy the bulk of his facial and neck muscles. “You are a healthy young woman, no?”

“I believe so, yes, sir,” she concurred, not liking the direction of the conversation.

He leaned back in his seat, templing his fingers over his chest. “Are you aware, Miss Jones, that the truly great philosophers have held without exception to the belief that rationality cannot come to fruition in the female due to her sensual shape and unwieldy passions?”

Melanie tried to keep her concentration off his provocative words and on the rows of leather bound books, ceiling high behind him. There must be well over a thousand volumes, she thought. “My studies may not be as thorough as yours, Judge Van Der Mere, but I have done my share.”

“Do you believe in punishment, Miss Jones?” His voice had risen in pitch, the focus changing so fast she was beginning to doubt the man’s sanity.

“Spare the rod, spoil the child, sir,” she said cautiously.

“Indeed, Miss Jones.” He cleared his throat again. “Would you be so kind as to turn about for me.”

“Turn about, sir?”

“Yes, yes, turn about,” he repeated with an impatient twirl of his finger. “You do understand the meaning of those words, do you not?”

She did understand, and it spelled in her mind nothing good.

“Again,” he said when she’d completed a turn.

Melanie hesitated. She was loath to continue, but then again, if she were to lose this job, where would she turn for aid? She lacked the money to return to New York and even if she did go back, thanks to Cavanaugh’s treachery, it was a prison cell and certain gallows that awaited her and not any normal sort of life.

“Stop,” he commanded when she had her back to him a second time. “Stop right there. Lift your skirt, Miss Jones. Show me your buttocks.”

Melanie whirled about, her cheeks flushed. “I beg your pardon?”

“Your butt-ocks, Miss Jones.” He said the word in two syllables, his craggy, time etched face maintaining its stolid, unemotional veneer.

She laughed. “Sir, I cannot imagine that—“

“You can and shall imagine it,” he interrupted. “I run a disciplined town, Miss Jones. You shall keep discipline in my classroom, and I, in turn, shall keep discipline over you. Each day, at the close of business, you shall come to this office and you shall confess to me your wrongs and we shall correct them. Firmly. With these very hands.”

Melanie’s mouth was dry. Her heart was pounding. The man was showing her his dried, ancient palms. Surely he was not intending to spank her as an errant child?

“I am waiting, Miss Jones.” The hands were back in his lap. “You will signal now your intent to enter under my contractual discipline by baring yourself to me.”

He was serious, then. He actually intended to spank her. And for what – his own perverse pleasures? Angrily, Melanie set her jaw for a confrontation. She couldn’t afford to defy him and risk unemployment, but she could certainly give him a well-deserved piece of her mind.

“Mr. Van Der Mere, you are no gentleman.”

“As it were,” he acknowledged pointing to the door. “You are free to leave at any time.”

Melanie swallowed hard, the fight seeping from her. Utterly defeated, she turned to show her back.

“Your conscience will make you regret this,” she told him, her hands already clutching the material of her skirt and slip, inching them higher with each passing word. 

“You shall have to take those down,” he ignored, referring to the white frilly pantaloons now coming into view.

Melanie flushed hot at the commanding, perverse voice over her shoulder. He intended to reduce her to virtual nakedness from the waist down. This was an outrage, moral and otherwise, and yet she had no choice. A small shudder passed through her as she seized the waistband of her undergarment, moving it slowly, deliberately downward. No man should ever see this part of her save her future husband, and yet here she was, in nearly as bad a predicament as she was yesterday with the stagecoach robbers.

“Bend over,” said Van Der Mere when the pantaloons had slipped to her booted ankles. “Hold your skirts over your head.”

Melanie gave a gasp of distress, but did as she was told. The skirt covered her face and head as a tent even as her soft, exposed rear end and womanhood yielded its delights to the old man’s eyes.

“The number of blows on any given occasion,” he declared didactically, “shall be concomitant with your errors. Their number shall be no fewer than ten, no more than a hundred.”

Melanie blanched at the exorbitant number, but vowed to keep her dignity, what little was left of it. “Yes, sir,” she breathed, the blood rushing to her head as she inhaled the scent of the rich, red carpet, a mix of tobacco and dust.

The combination of smells made her think of the desert and with it the ill-fated stagecoach ride and the handsome marshal. Would he come again even now to rescue her? Given the number of teachers who had left before her, Melanie doubted it highly. It occurred to her now with wonder why Gretchen was helping her. Had she helped the others, too? And why—if the marshal knew as much as he seemed to about Big Rock, hadn’t he warned her in advance?

“You will maintain a vigorous schedule of teaching,” Van Der Mere lectured, moving into a slow, pedantic style far more suited to addressing a seated person and not one bent over at the waist and intimately exposed, “which shall include a range of subjects each day, commencing with mathematics and terminating with history. I shall expect the rudiments of music and harmony to be included as well, though I do not expect virtuosity from the pupil.”

“Yes, sir.”

“In time, with the increase of your discipline, I expect to imbue in your pedagogical style a range of more rational, masculine qualities. Naturally, you shall in no way exercise any sort of passion, nor will you in any way display yourself, in a vulgar manner.”

“No, sir.” 

As if anything could be more vulgar than the current position she was enduring.

“Spread your buttock cheeks, Miss Jones.”

“S–spread them, sir?” She nearly choked on the words. 

“With your hands,” he said impatiently. “Is the meaning of this unclear to you?”

Melanie felt the heat of shame as she groped with her fingers, seeking to affect the desired opening. It was a humiliating gesture, one that opened her both fore and aft. The worst part of it was that she felt a strange heat, dark and throbbing between her legs. It was the same thing she had felt on the saddle of the marshal.

“Yes,” Van Der Mere said, as though engaged in some private conversation. “It is as I feared. Your loins are potently, blatantly sexual, Miss Jones. They practically beg for the harshest discipline. It will take, all together many hours over my lap. Hours of writhing punishment, your quivering buttocks screaming out their redness before my slapping, smacking hand.”

A moan escaped Melanie’s throat. She should be repulsed and yet the idea held a perverse thrill, a dark joy deeply imbedded in her own fear.

“What was that?” Van Der Mere’s voice held sudden alarm. “What is that I hear? Is it passion?”

“No, sir,” she said quickly. “It is only the lack of air, sir; my head, it feels so light.”

She heard the creaking of a chair. The old man was getting up. Her muscles screamed for release. Could she make it to the door if she ran? If so, where would she go? If only she could faint; even that would be preferable to being like this, helpless, an object of abuse and scorn.

“God help us if we find what I think we shall find,” Van Der Mere was saying. 

Melanie cried out when he touched her. His hand was ice cold. 

“Remove your hands to your ankles, Miss Jones. Hold them fast, if you please.” 

Melanie complied, even as the clammy, clinical hand began sliding over her smooth round flesh and across to her intimate openings.

“Please,” she whimpered, clenching her ankles helplessly. “Do not disgrace me in this way.”

An icy finger plunged inside of her sex. Melanie felt the gushing moisture as her womanhood betrayed her, silently beckoning her own violation.

“Most despicable,” Van Der Mere muttered retrieving the wet finger. “You are a wanton woman, Miss Jones. I dare say, a trollop. And yet you consider yourself fit to teach? I, for one do not. Nor have I time to waste rehabilitating in such matters. No, no. This will not do at all.”

Melanie’s heart skipped a beat. He was contemplating her termination.

“P–please, sir. Do not let me go. I am – I mean, I can be corrected.” Swallowing the last vestiges of her pride, scarcely knowing for what she was asking, she began to wiggle her behind in a way she hoped would be suggestive. 

Van Der Mere’s hand cracked loudly across her arse, accepting the invitation. Melanie cried out from the sudden sting.

“That’s a bad girl, Miss Jones,” he growled, unleashing a second blow.

Melanie nearly toppled forward. Van Der Mere put a second, stone cold hand on the small of her back to steady her.

“You are a wanton slut, Miss Jones. The whores at the saloon are better suited to teach than you are.”

“Y–yes, sir,” she sniffled, fighting back the tears. Humiliating is what it was, shocking; treatment utterly unfit for a grown woman.

“This is most irregular,” Van Der Mere complained, increasing the rate of his assault, the grunted phrases punctuated with fresh attacks upon her creamy, white globes. “I have never – had to get up – from my seat – to begin – correction – the very—first morning.”

Melanie’s behind was lit like fire. The heat was spreading, across her thighs, between her legs and down to her ankles. She was feeling so aroused and needful. If the man weren’t so old and pathetic she might almost wish for him to...

“Stand up, Miss Jones.”

Melanie arose, woozy, the man’s abrupt command preventing completion in her mind of a most immoral thought. Not to mention a disgusting one. 

Van Der Mere towered above her now, a scowl imprinted on his long face. “Smooth your skirts, Miss Jones,” he told her, his voice a mix of paternalism and contempt. 

For several moments he merely glared, till she felt compelled to lower her eyes to his shoes, like a scolded little girl.

At last he spoke. “Are you willing to submit absolutely, Miss Jones, in all things?”

Blood pounded her cheeks, the red flooding down her neck to her chest. In her mind’s eye, she saw a picture of herself, stripped for the marshal's pleasure, bending for him, taking his hand upon her pert buttocks, taking the fill of him, between her legs and in other, forbidden places. “I am, sir.”

“It shall be a daunting task, Miss Jones,” he assured her, wiping the offensive liquid from his hand onto a handkerchief. “You shall come to me now not once but twice a day. Morning and night. In addition, I shall employ the help of a godly minister, the Reverend Fortesque in your re-education.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” She forced a grateful smile.

“The Reverend Fortesque is a dear friend,” he added with more than a hint of malevolence. “And we are of like mind on all things.”

Melanie felt a pang of dread in her gut. She could well imagine what a friend of Judge Van Der Mere’s might be like. 

“And we shall have to do something about your clothing. I do not find this convenient.” He waved a finger idly at the underwear bunched at her feet. “You will dispense with such garments in the future. Henceforth, everything you wear shall allow complete access for your correction, by means of a single sweep of the hand under your skirts. Is this clear?”

Melanie felt her knees buckle. Van Der Mere was forbidding her the decency of nether coverage. How would she ever manage such a thing? “Yes, sir,” she said soberly. “I understand.”

“Leave those with me,” he inclined his head.

Melanie stepped from the bloomers. 

“You will go at once to the classroom. You are late as it is.” He pulled a round silver watch from the pocket of his vest. “Ten minutes late already,” he noted. “This will be cause for correction this evening.”

“B–but, sir,” she stammered. “I do not even know where to find the school yet.”

“Ask anyone, Miss Jones,” he waved a hand dismissively, “anyone at all.”

She curtsied, mumbling her thanks. The motion caused the material of her petticoat to graze her bare legs. Her buttocks continued to throb. It was a singular and arousing sensation. There was more of the same, much more, as a result of her walking from the building out into the street. The entire affair had her so flustered, in fact, that she scarcely noticed the man in her path just outside the doorway. He was a portly fellow standing directly outside the combination bank and courthouse where Van Der Mere’s office was housed.

Melanie mumbled her inquiry, unable to make eye contact. The man pointed down the street, telling her she couldn’t possibly miss it. Hastily, she thanked him, hoping he could not in some way guess she was without underwear, having just been spanked by the town’s founding father.

Van Der Mere was correct, the schoolhouse was easy enough to find. It was a building separate from the main line of shops, a white clapboard, single room structure with a tiny bell tower and green shutters. It was roughly a half a mile behind the saloon, at the edge of a canyon. A thin coat of sweat was pasted on Melanie’s forehead by the time she reached the half open door. She was more hopeful now, having hummed a little tune on the way over. Though she might have but one pupil, she would make the most of her opportunity by pouring herself into a most salutary pedagogy. Van Der Mere might treat her as a child, she decided, but she would make up for that with this charge of her own. The men she might not be able to handle – either the town’s vile occupants, or the horde of savages that might even now be poised to attack. But a child, now a child she could manage easily enough no matter what anyone said.

Melanie froze when she saw the building’s single occupant. There must be some mistake, she thought, eying the six foot tall specimen of manhood occupying the third desk in the second row, hands folded across the top of it, neat as could be. Was this some joke, perhaps? She blinked twice, hoping she’d been seeing things. The clothes on the ‘student’ looked right enough, she thought, noting the suspenders, black trousers and white shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow. But the age—no, this was completely wrong.

“Good morning, Miss Jones,” boomed the low voice, that of a nineteen or twenty year old at least.

“G–good morning,” she managed. “I wonder if you could tell me if there is a…pupil nearby for me? A child?”

“That’s me. I’m the pupil.”

“Y–you are my student?” she stuttered, unable to recover her full voice.

He rose to his feet. She had to crane her neck to make out his full height. He was one of the tallest males she’d ever seen, with broad shoulders, a narrow waist and shoulder length black hair, thick and curly.

“Yes, Ma’am. I am Zechariah Christopher Van Der Mere.” He bowed low, the picture of childish gentility. 

A Van Der Mere. She should have anticipated as much.  The question was, what was he doing in a one-room schoolhouse when he was old enough, and certainly virile enough to have a family of his own. “I’m pleased to meet you,” she replied steadily, trying to keep from looking at the deep blue eyes, dreamy and captivating as some faraway ocean. “But, if you don’t mind my asking, aren’t you a little bit...that is to say...”

“Too old?” he supplied. “I know, but Grandpa says I have to stay here till I have satis—satisfied him with my knowledge.” The boy had grimaced getting out the multisyllabic word. “I don’t learn real fast. Grandpa says it’s on account of my having so many teachers. I liked it better when there were other kids. But they all left to go back to the fort.”

Melanie nodded. She certainly understood about the teachers. “You mentioned your grandfather. Have you no parents?” 

“No, ma’am. They were killed. By the Indians. Will you teach me a lesson now? I can write a lot of words.”

Melanie looked about, nervously. What exactly would she do with him? There was an alphabet above the blackboard and that gave her an idea. “I would like you to write your letters. And for each of the letters, write for me a word you know, beginning with that letter. Can you manage that, Zechariah?”

He nodded solemnly, pulling a composition book from under his desk. “You can rely on me, ma’am.”

Melanie moved to sit behind her desk, but then she remembered the tender state of her hindquarters. “Very good,” she nodded, remaining on her feet. “Let me know when you’re done, then.”

Zechariah scribbled for barely a moment before raising his hand.

Melanie blinked. “What is it, Zechariah?”

“I need you to come look at my work.”

She cast a puzzled glance. “But you’ve only just begun.”

He shook his head. “I know but I am having trouble. My grandfather said you would help me. Aren’t you going to do that?”

Melanie forced a smile. “Yes,” she agreed, her voice a bit strained. “Of course.” 

The gorgeous young man handed her his composition book. Melanie read the word and gasped aloud.

“Zechariah,” she gasped. “What is the meaning of this – this perversion?”

Zech grinned up at her. “You don’t know what that is? You have one don’t you, right here? All girls do.”

Melanie released a cry of shock and leaped backwards as Zechariah poked a finger dead center, just below the top of her skirt. “How dare you!”

Zechariah was on his feet, the look of a man in his eyes. Melanie ran for the door, but he got there first, his huge shoulders blocking it utterly. 

“I won’t hurt you, Teacher. I’m just curious. Won’t you teach me about the birds and the bees?”

Melanie’s heart thumped like a rabbit’s. The boy was unstable, and dangerous. Her only hope was to appeal to the side of him that was still a child. “Zechariah, you know it is wrong what you are doing. I will have to tell your grandfather, straightaway. You wouldn’t want that would you? I think he would be very cross with you.”

Zech laughed. “My grandfather says all my teachers are sluts. He said I should tell him if they ever do anything bad or naughty. Maybe I should tell him you did something to me. Maybe I should tell everyone that you did something naughty to me.”

Melanie shook her head, fighting the panic. If she weren’t careful she’d end up in jail. Then it would only be a matter of time until the authorities back East caught up with her. “No, Zech!  You mustn’t do that!”

The boyish grin turned leering. He was sensing her fear, her willingness to be blackmailed. She had a sneaking suspicion he had been down this road before.

“I might not tell my grandfather,” he shrugged, looking down at his boots. “Or maybe I will. Would you be nice to me, Miss Jones, so that I won’t have to tell him any bad things?”

He was looking her in the eye now, that hypnotic blue glare that did things to her insides. Though he might be a boy in his mind, he was all man where it counted. “I–I’m not sure what you mean, Zechariah.”

He licked his lips hungrily. “I want you to kiss me, Teacher.”

Melanie swallowed hard, her lack of underwear weighing heavily on her mind. And on her loins. “That would be a very bad idea, Zechariah.”

He shrugged again and turned to leave.

“No, wait,” she cried, grabbing his arm to stop him. It was like trying to move a tree. “Please?” she wheedled, touching the arm lightly. “Stay and I’ll kiss you.”

Zech closed the schoolroom door and turned back around.

Fearing she might lose her nerve, Melanie leaped on tiptoes, delivering a large wet kiss on his lips, her arms draped around his neck. Although Zechariah neither moved nor kissed her back, she found the experience to be unexpectedly erotic. After a few seconds, she felt her lips parting, a moan escaping them. Her breasts against his huge chest were stimulated as well, the nipples rising to tiny peaks. With sudden alarm she realized that she was craving even more, much more than could be delivered with her clothes on.

“Teacher?”

Melanie broke the kiss, breathless. “Yes, Zechariah?”

“You know the kiss I was asking for?”

She nodded, her eyes wide, her face slack with pleasure.

“I didn’t mean it to be on my mouth.”

Melanie stepped back, feeling like a small animal caught in a trap. “Wha–what do you mean, Zechariah?”

He lowered his head shyly, shuffling his feet. “You know, Teacher. I want a kiss down there.”

His crotch. The man-boy was indicating his crotch.

She shook her head fiercely. “Oh no, Zechariah, that is quite out of the question. Completely and totally out of the realm of all possibilities.”

Zechariah began to open his trousers, his eyes unwavering from her face. “You have to do it, Teacher,” he told her, his tone suddenly grave, “or I’ll tell them who you really are.”

Panic jumped to Melanie’s throat. “What do you mean? What will you tell them?” she demanded.

Zech’s teeth flashed like a wolf’s. “I will them what a slut you are, Teacher. Grandpa spanked you, didn’t he, like he does all the new teachers? And I’ll bet you enjoyed it, too. Didn’t you?”

Melanie bit her lip, confusion flooding her mind. For a moment she thought he knew her real identity, but now she saw it was something potentially as bad or worse. “No, I didn’t,” she protested, “I mean...” The words died in her mouth even as she began to back across the floor, intent on putting as much distance between the two of them as possible.

Zechariah pulled out his manhood from the opening in his trousers. It was as huge as the rest of him, and impossibly beautiful. “Yes you did, Teacher. They all do.” His voice was carrying authority now, along with a new energy, strangely hypnotic. “You’re a bad little girl who needs to be punished. You should be on your knees, Teacher. I make Lyla go on her knees. When I take her up to her room she has to take all her clothes off and be my slave. She likes to do that. Sometimes I even whip her, Teacher. Did you know that?”

Melanie thought she might faint. The power in his voice, in his stance was too much to bear. “You should go home, Zechariah. You should go now before I–before we do something we both regret.”

“Get on your knees, Teacher. Crawl back over here and kiss me.”

Melanie felt herself sinking, the boy looming larger and larger over her. Reason told her this was insanity, that no good would come of it, and yet she found herself unable to resist. What was it about this town, about these men? In the course of two days she had been groped at gunpoint, made to strip herself for a spanking and now this.

“One little kiss,” Melanie croaked as she slid across the floorboards on her knees, scarcely believing she would to negotiate such things. “And that is all.”

Melanie’s lips were hot and dry and numb. The knob of Zechariah’s prick was silky and pulsing. The moment she made contact, something took over inside her and she knew she was lost.

“Put it in, Teacher. Put it all the way in like Lyla does. Like the others did.”

Zechariah’s voice came from above, impossibly far above her like the intonations of a god. Obediently, against her own will, Melanie’s lips parted. She took only the head of it at first but the taste was so pungent, salty, sweet she had to have more. 

“You’re not allowed to choke, Teacher,” he warned. “If you do, I will have to punish you.”

Melanie tried to relax her jaws, allowing the hot, helpless slack feeling in her limbs spread up her neck so she could take him deeper. She had been punished once already; her ass still stung, in fact, and it was not an experience she wished to repeat. On the other hand, just thinking about it, about how she could be made to do things and being treated worse than a whore, was making her crave a fresh spanking. And that was only the beginning.

“Mmm,” said Zechariah. “That feels good. Pretty soon that stuff will come out of me, Teacher. The thick stuff. Lyla always swallows it. You have to swallow it, too. If you don’t, I will punish you, Teacher. With my belt.”

Melanie moaned, throwing her head against him. Desperately she sought to claw at her skirt with her hands, to touch herself. Thanks to the lack of decent underwear, she could gain easy access to her own sex, to her forbidden hole, hot and wet, impossibly thirsty. She knew it was wrong. Back home she had never even thought of such a thing, and yet out here, after all she had been through, she felt so wild and wanton. Was it the open, wicked air of the west? The hard and brutal men, making her feel like a tramp? A floozy?

“Bad Teacher!” Zech said sharply, grabbing her by the hair and pulling her off of him. “You were trying to play with yourself and that’s a bad thing!”

Melanie’s mouth was agape. A line of drool dangled from her chin. She was speechless. Truly, she hadn’t intended to go that far. She was not that kind of girl; didn’t he see that?

“Now I have to do something else,” he continued, sounding like a comic version of the Judge. “Now I have to shoot all the sticky stuff onto your face. To teach you a lesson.”

Zech had one hand on top of her head, pushing her down like a dog. With the other he began to rub himself, up and down at a feverish pace. He was grimacing, his face locked in an expression of painful joy. Melanie could do nothing but watch, her sex open and burning, her mouth hot and needful, her body aching for touch, any kind of touch.

“It’s coming, Teacher. Get your dirty face ready,” he grunted.

It came in a spray, hot and fast. Globules landed upon her cheeks and nose and hung from her eyelashes and from her chin. In a matter of moments, she was covered across the entirety of her face. Zech continued pumping himself and grunting, milking a last few drops. When he was done, he straightened himself and reached for a handkerchief.

“That will teach you,” he said, wiping the end of his organ with great delicateness. “Now maybe we can have a school lesson.”

She watched him walk back to his desk.

“I am going to finish my ABC’s,” he told her, happy as a lark. “You can wait for me, Teacher. Just like that. On your knees. And put your hands behind your back. No touching yourself, Teacher. Not your face or your private spots. Is that clear?”

Melanie nodded. With that final phrase he sounded uncannily like Cyrus. She watched as he bent over his desk, intent on the lesson. Her buttocks still stinging, her face itching from the drying semen, Melanie waited. It should have been the worst, most humiliating moment of her life, and yet, for some reason which she did not understand, she felt strangely alive, her every fiber tingling with anticipation. This is only the beginning she thought with dread fascination. There will be more, much more, I’m sure of it.


Chapter Three

Melanie lowered her sore, naked buttocks down into the tub. The pressure of the warm, soapy water was enough to make her wince. Judge Van Der Mere had been much tougher at the evening session. She’d taken a full twenty blows this time, as she lay sprawled across his lap. The errors concocted on his part were far fetched at best, but she knew better than to object. Thankfully, he’d released her after a mere fifteen minutes.

“So that’s what the Judge does,” Gretchen exclaimed in wonder, handing Melanie the washcloth. “None of the other teachers would ever tell me.”

“That’s nothing,” Melanie grimaced, splashing the water over her face compulsively. “You should see what my star pupil does for fun.”

Indeed the lad had enjoyed a splendid day, putting his teacher through paces, humiliating her at every turn. For the better part of five hours, she had to endure his jism on her skin. Twice more he had interrupted her to compel her to deal with his stiff cock, both times pumping himself down her gullet. The only decent thing he’d done was to allow her to clean up before he sent her to his grandfather at the end of the day. Still, she’d felt the burn of his fluids on her cheeks ever since and even now she was sure something must still be visible.

Gretchen sighed dreamily. “Oh, I can imagine. Zechariah is such a hunk.”

“A hunk?” Melanie sputtered, denying the obvious. “He’s a cretin is what he is, an oversexed, ungentlemanly monster.”

Gretchen knelt beside the tub, trailing her finger in the water. Though she was nearly five years older than Melanie, she had a child-like streak, not unlike that of the Van Der Mere boy. “He’s so cute, though. I wish I knew what he and Lyla did together in her room. I’d ask to be with him myself, but I’m too shy.”

“You shy?” Melanie laughed. “After the way I heard you handle those rowdy men last night?”

She shrugged, a smile playing at the corner of her lips. “That’s different. That’s work.”

Melanie scooped handfuls of water over her golden tresses. “How did you and Lyla get here, anyway? You’re the only women I’ve seen in the whole town.”

Gretchen rubbed Melanie’s shoulders with the sponge. “The Judge bought us,” she said matter-of-factly.

“B–bought?!” Melanie sat bolt upright.

“It’s no big deal. It happens all the time out here. Doesn’t stop me from saying my piece, though, does it?”

“What about Lyla?”

“Lyla likes to play rough. If I were you, I’d stay out of her way. Let me deal with her. Sit back now. Close your eyes. Let me clean you.”

Melanie gave her a curious look. It was highly irregular, but something about the girl’s manners, her sweetness made it seem all right. 

It was good to surrender herself and let her body go. Gretchen was gentle, but thorough. When she got to the nape of her neck, she let the water drizzle down between Melanie’s breasts.

“Have you ever made love, Melanie?” she asked, her voice a soft sigh.

Melanie’s nipples quickened. “No, Gretchen. I haven’t.”

“Me neither. I’ve been fucked. But that’s not the same.”

Melanie laughed. “Well I haven’t even had that experience.”

“You’re really a virgin, then?”

“Uh huh.”

“That won’t last,” Gretchen said wistfully. “Not around here.”

“That’s encouraging, considering the men I’ve seen so far. Should I jump out my window now or later?”

Gretchen dabbed the sponge over her belly. “Oh, it’s not as bad as all that, silly.”

Melanie drew in a quick little breath at the girl’s touch. She could feel herself oozing into the water. Almost unconsciously, her legs parted. She took her own hands and put them boldly on her breasts. Giving a quick sigh, she closed her eyes, hoping for a glimpse of Trent in her mind’s eye.

“What are you thinking about, Melanie?”

“Oh, nothing much. Politics. The economy. The Trojan War,” she teased. 

Gretchen thrust the sponge under the water, pressing it over her mons. “Liar.”

Melanie giggled, all her troubles momentarily forgotten.

“We can get the truth out of you, you know.” Gretchen seized Melanie’s wrists, wrapping them in a velvet rope conveniently hanging from the ceiling. In a matter of seconds, her arms were together, immobilized over her head.

“What is it with this place?” Melanie complained. “Is there nowhere a girl can be safe?”

“No, Melanie. There isn’t.” Gretchen swooped in now, applying her pearl white teeth to one of the girl’s swollen nipples.

Melanie moaned in protest, though in truth she did not wish it to stop. All day, she’d been craving sex and while she scarcely considered herself a lesbian, there was no denying her feelings of pleasure at the woman’s touch.

“Tell me, Teacher. Who is it that has you so worked up? It’s not Zech, and I don’t think it’s the Judge, either.”

“Perish the thought.”

Gretchen snaked a finger down, claiming the brunt of Melanie’s sex. “Who then? A lover back East?”

Melanie squeezed her thighs. Unbidden the image of Cavanaugh rushed to her consciousness. She thought of him, how he was with her when she still believed he was the man she would marry. No talk of her impending false arrest and betrayal yet, they’d still been sweethearts. It had been four months since their first date and it was the first time they had truly been alone. They were in the garden of his family’s estate, well ensconced in the greenery, the labyrinthine walls of shrub being some seven-feet high. Hand in hand they had walked to the very center.

It was there that he swept her into his arms for a kiss. She responded at once to his passion, her heart beating in time to the love she felt. This is the man I will spend my life with, she thought eagerly as his tongue parted her willing lips, suggesting subtly another more intimate sort of penetration. He’d held her quite close, nestling her, his hands warming and cradling the small of her back.

She could have remained like that forever, but Cavanaugh had other ideas. She could feel his hardness. He was not disguising it nor sparing her the feel of him against her silk dress.

“I must have you,” he rasped, his hands moving lower to claim her buttocks. “I am out of my mind with need.”

“No, Cavanaugh.” She was squirming, but the contact only incited him further. “We must wait, till we are wed.”

“I will not wait. It must be here and now,” he declared, his grip changing from velvet to iron.

“You’re scaring me, Cavanaugh.”

He reached for her now, and for the first time she realized he’d been drinking. “Don’t fight me,” he seethed, pronouncing the fateful words that would mark her forever like a brand. “You want it, Melanie. Every woman does. The way you protest shows how badly you need a strong man to stamp his will upon you. To make you feel the pleasure that comes from shame.”

She broke away, chest heaving. Cavanaugh merely smiled at her. The look was chillingly cold, the eyes tight and narrow, black as pitch. “Get used to it, my sweet. When we are one, you will lay for me at my command; however and whenever I choose.”

She watched in terror as he bent to retrieve the walking stick from the ground, the one he always carried. “Remove your clothing, Melanie. All of it. You will then kneel before me, naked.”

Melanie’s heart pounded in her chest. She did not know this man, did not recognize this ogre before her, brandishing the bamboo instrument as though he meant to strike her with it. “Cavanaugh, have you lost your mind?”

Her fiancée smiled through bloodless lips. “No, my dear. I am quite myself. It is merely that I have hidden my needs, my demands until now. I had to be certain you were the right woman for me. Now I am sure that you are. Strip, Melanie. Strip and kneel, head to the ground, ass in the air. I am going to beat you into submission and then brand you with my hard cock.”

Melanie’s eyes darted left and right. She had to think fast. If she were to run now, he would bring her down easily, like the small prey that she had become to him. On the other hand, if she yielded now to his demands it would never be the same between them again. She would be his slave and he would be her master. This was a fate she would not allow. Death would be far preferable.

She pretended to swoon. “Oh, Cavanaugh, you have no idea how long I have waited for this moment. I had dreamed you might master me, but I never hoped it might be true in real life.”

Cavanaugh allowed himself a small moment of self-satisfaction. “All women are slaves,” he said, lowering his cane. “They need only find the right lord.”

“You are my lord, Cavanaugh.” She let her eyes burn into his. It was the man’s ego that she intended to employ against him as her secret weapon. “Please,” she said huskily. “Will you not kiss me, once more first? Will you not brand me with your lips and then throw me to your feet that I may commence my slavery, baring myself, body and soul?”

Cavanaugh stiffened but he did not refuse the warm and willing embrace. It was when he had begun to relax that she made her move. Her uncle had taught her to defend herself, insisting she have a few basic, though unlady-like moves at her disposal. The knee to the groin was, he had explained, the most potent attack a woman could launch. Cavanaugh collapsed instantly, doubling over like a rag doll. This was all the time Melanie needed to grab the cane from him. It took two blows to the back of the neck to bring him down. Giving him another for good measure, insuring that he would not move for quite some time, she removed her shoes and took off in stocking feet. 

She did not look back till she reached the house. Her carriage had been waiting. She intended never to mention the incident, nor did she desire to see him again. Cavanaugh, however, had other ideas. A week later he managed to lure her back with a deceptively worded message about her friend Patricia who had turned up missing a day earlier. It was life and death he had said. Bravely, not to mention stupidly, she had met the man in his study, alone. She’d intended to hear him out, then formally dissolve their engagement. It was at that time that he handed her the letter. The one he would later pass off to the police as a murder confession. A confession to a crime that she was all but certain he himself had committed merely to sully her with false guilt.

Melanie thrashed her head to and fro, memories of her lost friend Patricia mingling with the tendrils of newfound pleasure at the girl’s hands. Gretchen’s fingers were skilled, as was her tongue and mouth. She had her on the brink of orgasm. But she was holding her back.

“If it’s not an old lover you’re pining for, than it’s someone else,” Gretchen persisted. “You’re in love. It’s written all over your face and body. It’s the only explanation for why you didn’t run out of here on the very next stage as soon as you found out what this town was about.”

That was only partially true, Melanie thought. There was the small matter of her being a fugitive for a capital crime. As for loving someone, that was an exaggeration. She’d loved once, and it had cost her everything. She would not be so foolish or naive again.

“We can do this all night, you know.”

Melanie groaned. The woman was like a devil. Pain and pleasure were melting into one another; she craved release and yet she needed the woman to stop. Helplessly, she tugged at her bound arms. Thrashing her legs proved just as ineffective.

“All right!” she cried. “I’ll tell!  But it’s not love!  It’s–it’s—” 

What was it exactly?

“Who, Melanie, who?”

“The marshal,” she confessed hotly. “The one who brought me in.”

The hands relented at once. Gretchen looked at her in astonishment. Amusement lit her eyes and then she began to laugh, so hard, in fact, she rolled herself onto the floor.

Bound and wet, like a drowned rat Melanie eyed the woman indignantly. “Would you care to let me in on your little joke? I’d like to laugh, too.”

“It’s...it’s...” She could hardly finish a sentence. At last she sat up wiping tears from her eyes. “Oh honey, I don’t mean to make fun of you. I’m sorry. It’s just such a tragic waste is all. You see, Marshal Trent Cole is the most gorgeous male in the territory, but he’s completely, totally incapable of being with a woman.”

Melanie blinked. “Incapable, how?”

“Impotent,” she explained. “Everybody knows. No one dares say anything to his face, of course.”

“But–but, how do you know?”

“Doc Pritchard,” she explained. “The little man from the poker game – and most loose lipped drunk in the west. He feels horrible about blurting it out like he did that one night. Trent forgave him, of course, because that’s the kind of man he is, but the doc will never forgive himself.”

Melanie was staring blankly at the wall.

“Oh, baby, I’m sorry,” Gretchen touched her cheek soothingly. “You really do care for him, don’t you?”

Melanie managed a bright smile, pretending for a moment she had some sort of a future, some kind of hope in this life. “It’s not important, Gretchen. I’m a teacher. And I’m going to teach you how to read, remember?”

“True,” she agreed reaching for the velvet bonds. “But that will have to wait. I’ve got to go to work soon and you’re going with me.”

“I am?”

“Uh huh.” Gretchen was grinning. “We’re going to get you all dolled up so the men have to notice. Hey, maybe we’ll even find you a husband, right?”

Melanie laughed thinly. “I hope not, Gretch.”

Gretchen took her hand and helped her from the tub. “Come on, let’s get you a dress. You’re way too skinny for my clothes so we’ll have to steal something of Lyla’s.”

“Won’t she get upset?”

“I will worry about the little wildcat – not you, remember?”

Melanie watched in awe as the confident Gretchen undid the velvet rope. “Can I ask you a question?” she queried meekly, rubbing her freed wrists together.

Gretchen pinched her cheek. “Anything, sweetie.”

“Why are you helping me so much?”

Gretchen smiled wryly, her eyes momentarily moist. “I’m not sure. It’s a risk, you know. For both of us. There’s just something about you. You’re not like the others. It’s almost like—”

“Like I’m one of you,” Melanie blurted hopefully, not wanting to feel alone anymore than she already was.

“Yea,” Gretchen agreed, looking at her curiously. “I don’t know what it is about you, being a teacher and all, but you are like us.”

Melanie winked bravely. “People aren’t always what they seem.”

Lyla’s wardrobe proved to be both dazzling and excessive. According to Gretchen, she’d been a showgirl back east before running afoul with white slavers. Melanie ran her fingers her fingers over the colors and textures, taking her time before finally choosing a long green dress with slits up both sides. The bodice was embarrassingly low, even for a modern New York girl like herself. It was quite tighter than intended, owing to Lyla’s smaller size. It also rode higher, baring far more of her legs than intended.

“Honey, trust me,” Gretchen said throatily, eying her saucily wrapped curves, “this will have the desired effect.”

After wriggling into it, and wrestling with the buttons, they found just the right shoes. It was indeed a devastating, if not obscene look, especially due to the lack of under garments.

“No room at the inn,” Gretchen winked, running her hand over Melanie’s hip, noting the skintight coverage.

For a finishing touch they put feathers and jewels in her hair, wrapping the whole thing up tightly in a delicious swirl. Even the shoes were a perfect fit; the skimpy black heels caressing her feet deliciously. Lyla was pounding on the door the whole time, having been evicted by Gretchen on entry.

“You better open the door this instant!” Lyla was shouting.

They were just putting on the sparkling glass necklace when a deeper voice was heard. “Gretchen, you got the school teacher in there?”

Melanie stiffened. It was the sheriff. 

“Hide behind the dressing screen,” said Gretchen. “I’ll get rid of them.”

“You’re in trouble now!” mocked Lyla as soon as the door opened.

Sheriff Harkin brushed Gretchen aside, looking about suspiciously. Peeking round the side of the screen, Melanie saw there was a man with him, in a black hat and frock coat with a high white collar. A minister of some kind was Melanie’s guess.

“What’s been going on up here?” asked the sheriff of Gretchen.

“Gretchen’s up to her old tricks,” Lyla piped up. “That’s what.” 

Lyla’s eyes flashed brilliant green as she spoke. Her hair was black and wild, a deep contrast to her cranberry dress. Melanie thought she was beautiful, despite her obvious mean streak.

“What did you do with her, Gretchen?” cooed Lyla. “Cat got your tongue, my plump lesbian friend?”

“That’s enough, Lyla.” Harkin eyed her sternly. “Don’t give me an excuse to give you a whipping.”

Lyla grabbed his crotch in her tiny hand. “I believe I already have.” Giving Gretchen a wink, she sashayed to the door. “Meet you in the play room later, big boy,” she crooned to the sheriff.

The minister cleared his throat, glaring pointedly at the lawman. Melanie was shocked they’d carried on this way in front of a man of God, but he didn’t seem unduly offended, merely impatient.

“We need the school teacher,” said Sheriff Harkin to Gretchen. “The Reverend Fortesque and his wife are to take her for dinner.”

Gretchen frowned. 

“Don’t make this difficult,” said Harkin, his voice ominous. “We all know you’re the Judge’s pet, but these orders come straight from the man himself.”

The Reverend Fortesque was peering about, his eyes a pale, mealy brown. Wrinkles clung at his drawn face and his lips looked as though he had just swallowed a lemon. 

“Yes, show me this new teacher,” the reverend said to Gretchen, his voice like the scratching together of metal plates. “Let me see with whom I am dealing.”

“It’s all right,” Melanie said, not wanting the woman to get in any more trouble on her account. “I’ll come out.”

The reverend emitted a low growling sound swathed in pity at the sight of the dolled up Melanie. “Satan’s spawn,” he croaked, pointing claw-like fingers, his knuckles wrapped tightly round a red leather Bible. “The devil’s own.”

With his wide brimmed black hat and long coat, the clothes hanging on his bony frame, he looked like a comic version of the marshal. A puny half man with narrow, trouble making eyes.

“She’s all yours,” Harkin indicated, tucking his fingers in his gun belt, just under his gut.

“You will come with me at once, young lady,” Fortesque declared, appearing to work himself into a near froth. “We have a carriage. Mrs. Reverend Fortesque is waiting in it. She is a good, godly woman. She would not set foot in this house of evil!”

He waved his arms for good effect. He certainly hadn’t seem all that upset before, Melanie noted, when the sexy Lyla was carrying on under his very nose.

“Just have her back by morning, Reverend,” Harkin smiled wryly. 

“Satan’s spawn,” he muttered again reaching out to take Melanie by the ear. “The devil’s own.”

He conveyed her in this fashion down the stairs and out the front door. The last thing Melanie heard as they went into the street was Lyla, laughing hysterically.

“I want my dress back, reverend,” she called out from the window. “In one piece!”

Mrs. Fortesque – who if anything was even more loathsome looking than her husband – was waiting for them atop the buckboard wagon, reigns in hand. Melanie cringed when she saw the woman was also clutching a riding crop.

“Harlot!” The woman screeched, waving the whip fiercely as she beheld the gaily-costumed Melanie. “Jezebel!”

“Spawn of Satan,” echoed the reverend, intoning what seemed to be a mantra for him. “The devil’s own.”

Melanie was put into the back of the wagon. The reverend forced her head down sufficiently for his wife to turn about and tie a thick rope about her neck the opposite end of which was secured to the seat. The tether was short enough that Melanie was unable to stand. Her choices were to stay on all fours or to lie down in the hay strewn wagon bed. She opted for the latter, bracing her hands against the buckboard. Bits of the hay pricked at her legs and in the hollow between her breasts.

The reverend hopped up front with his shrew of a wife, and with a loud, cackling giddyup, they were off. The horses’ hooves clumped noisily on the packed dirt. Melanie begged aloud for them to slow down, for she was losing her grip and feared being choked as her body slid down the wagon bed.

The Fortesques response – and a most unhelpful one it was – came in the form of a loudly delivered, virtually tuneless version of “Onward Christian Soldiers”. Melanie, meanwhile, cowered in the wagon bed, the road being far too dark for her liking. She had heard a man calling out to them as they left the saloon, warning them to be careful of Indians. Another voice, belonging to the sheriff had countered that it was the Indians who should be afraid, not the Fortesques.

As the last verse of the hymn died down, they took a sharp left turn, down an even smaller, bumpier road. If indeed it could be called a road at all. The couple had a farmhouse, as it turned out, at the very edge of civilized territory. The driveway itself was a good quarter mile long and by the time they reached the lonely, eerily lit homestead, Melanie was quite sure she would never be heard from again.

The reverend untied the rope from the wagon end, leaving it attached to her neck. “Come, Satan’s spawn,” he commanded, yanking it hard enough to compel her egress.

“You’re hurting me,” Melanie complained.

Mrs. Fortesque slapped her crisply across her right cheek. “Be silent, you wanton whore. Show some respect to a man of the cloth.”

The reverend smiled grimly in satisfaction. “Take that, demon seed,” he declared, dragging her by the rope to the barn. His wife opened the huge door and Melanie was thrown inside and cast down to the ground. Once again, the hay prickled at her extremities.

“Stand up,” demanded Mrs. Fortesque, as though Melanie had collapsed out of spite.

Melanie did her best to rise to her feet, given the soreness and weakness of her limbs.

“Prepare to receive the Word of God,” the reverend declared, opening his red leather Bible with a flourish.

“Kneel, blasphemer!” his wife shrieked now, the earlier command to stand now being superseded. “Kneel to receive the Word!”

Melanie dropped to her knees, confused, overwrought, sweat covered. Her hair hanging limply about her shoulders, Gretchen’s careful work all but ruined, she awaited the Fortesques’ next move.

“Bare your bosom, Jezebel!” the woman hissed, stooping to grab at the bodice of Melanie’s green dress. Because she wore no underclothes, it was a simple matter to tug the material down to her waist. The reverend began to read now, as his wife, employing the tip of her riding crop, induced the girl to listen. Twice she lifted Melanie’s chin to keep her eyes focused and once she snapped the leather end of the crop across Melanie’s rose pink nipples.

When Melanie tried to defend herself with her hands, she was treated to a vicious tongue-lashing. Bare breasted, tears in her eyes, her hands now useless at her side, Melanie had but little choice to endure their combined madness.  Verse after verse it went on, the minister’s jarring words interspersed with slaps, pinches and pokes from his wild-eyed wife.

“Do you confess?” demanded Fortesque at last, looking over the edge of his Bible, his long, bony nose barely holding up the edge of the spectacles he had donned for the occasion.

“I–I don’t know what to confess, sir!”

His wife unleashed the whip upon Melanie’s stomach, searing the flesh directly across her belly button. “How dare you talk back to the reverend!”

“Mercy!” cried Melanie, doubling over. “Please have mercy!”

Mrs. Fortesque pulled her up by the hair. “Insolent witch!  In the days of Salem, you would have been burned for your arrogance.”

“Touch your nipples,” demanded the reverend. “Show us what a slut you are; show us the devil within thy bosom.”

She shook her head. “Sir, please, I cannot.”

Mrs. Fortesque seared the top of her ample breasts with a heavy blow. “Do not feign modesty, now whore!  Do what you are told, or by God, we will make you weep!”

“I’ll do it,” Melanie whimpered when the worst of the pain was passed. “Just don’t hurt me anymore.” Melanie gasped at the feel of her fingers upon her seared flesh. The last thing she wished was to be aroused here and now, and yet it was out of her control. And this in itself seemed to be an aphrodisiac.

“Despoil yourself,” the reverend hissed, his tongue thick with lust. “Make your nipples swell. Make your breasts heavy with animal passions.”

Melanie proffered her twin globes, the very shame of the act making her even more needful. The nipples did indeed engorge themselves and with every touch and squeeze she felt an ever more powerful urge to submit, to lay herself down as a sexual object.

“See her, beloved,” said the minister to his wife. “See how she thinks in her mind of her lovers, the men she has rutted with. Dozens of them; hundreds, more likely. For bits of silver, copper coins, she sells herself. Perhaps even for a crust of bread or for nothing at all she goes to them, panting, legs spread, her filthy sex inflamed and inviting, dragging good and decent man down to perdition!  She-slut!  Whore of Babylon!”

“Disgusting,” the wife declared, snapping the whip across Melanie’s back. “Abomination. Desecration.”

Melanie winced from the sensation but she did not leave off what her hands were doing. She was powerless to resist them, to deny the necessity of her own degradation before these hideous and cruel people. Virgin though she was, in this place, she was a fallen woman, nothing more.

“The sinner shall be naked,” declared the reverend, speaking to no one in particular as he pointed a finger heavenward. “Naked in the eyes of God.”

“Take off your clothes, filthy whore,” Mrs. Fortesque demanded, walking about to land a blow low on her belly, at the line of her half removed dress.

Her body red and surging with pain, Melanie pushed down at the bunched material of her dress, trying to slide it over her hips. It was too tight. The only way was to lift her legs and pull the hem directly overhead, though the vulnerability of this position terrified her. To expose her belly like that and her breasts, even for a moment while her hands were trapped overhead was more than she could bear.

The whip took its toll, a direct hit to her swollen mammaries as she raised her arms, the silk clutched in her small fists.

“Hurry it up,” the woman snarled, seizing the material and yanking it ferociously.

Melanie gasped. Except for her shoes, she was naked now. Naked and on her knees.

“On your belly,” cried Mrs. Fortesque, brandishing the whip to induce the girl’s quick obedience.

Melanie collapsed to the floor, breasts and belly and thighs pressed to the dirty hay.

“Crawl, now. Crawl like the snake. The snake of Eden!”

This command came from the reverend who, having found a new scriptural reference, began to quote from the book of Genesis. Melanie had no idea where to crawl, but assumed it was the general principle that mattered. They wanted her slithering, nude and degraded, like an animal. Like a worm.

“Prideful slut!” the woman bellowed lashing her severely across the cheeks of her ass as she slithered. “How dare you move so willfully and wantonly!  Do you dare tempt a man of God with your stinking, maggot filled flesh, you vain little trollop!”

Melanie froze. She had no idea that her current abasement could be construed as vanity. “Forgive me,” she croaked, trying to be on the safe side. “I shall try to do better.”

Mrs. Fortesque lashed her back, landing a devastating, unexpected hit. “Silence, tart. Who told you to speak?”

“Satan’s spawn. Oh, yes...the devil’s own.”  The reverend practically chanted the words. He seemed to be working himself up to some kind of lather. “On your back, whore,” he shouted now, as if possessed by some other voice. “Show yourself to your master, the devil. Beg him for your possession. Beg for a demon, thick and hot with seed, winged and terrible to lay with you, to part your legs and fill you. Go on, seek out your defilement, not of human hands!”

“Please,” she whimpered, not wanting to bare her breasts and sex to the mad woman’s whip any more than she had to. “Won’t you leave me be?”

Mrs. Fortesque jammed the pointed toe of her boot into the girl’s rib, inducing her cooperation. “On your back, bride of the devil!”

Melanie turned herself, miserably, her hair disheveled, her skin mottled. The whip wounds were now in contact with ground and hay and she began to cry out as though being whipped all over again.

“Legs apart,” demanded the minister’s wife. “Position yourself for penetration, demon whore.”

Melanie opened her legs, the cool night air whisking over the fine fleece, the strands of hay tickling her clitoris like a lover. “Pity,” she continued to whisper, eyes shut tightly against the reality of what was being done to her. “Have pity.”

Mrs. Fortesque began to sing a new hymn: “A Mighty Fortress is Our God”. The minister, meanwhile, was giving further instructions for her to raise her hips, to writhe on the ground and ultimately to touch herself to raise a scent, to moisten her for the imaginary demonic possession.

“Juice yourself, woman of evil, prepare to be defiled. The devil’s own staff, his hoary cock be in you!” chanted the reverend.

“You heard him,” his wife interrupted her singing to press a booted heel on Melanie’s soft stomach. “Put your fingers in your cunt. Do the devil’s bidding!”

Melanie shuddered at the imposed masturbation, her own fingers moving as if they belonged to another. Images filled her mind, of every demon’s picture she had ever seen, leather winged, fiery red with horns and pitchfork. Mythical creatures, beasts and goblins of the night, descending upon her soft and creamy woman’s flesh, demanding her surrender, her sweetly juiced submission.

How dirty she felt, how wicked, and yet so aroused at the same time. What if a winged horned creature could be summoned to possess and claim her whipped, soiled body on the floor of a barn, like a she-beast herself, an animal, fit to be caged and had? Would she resist even at the risk of death or would she yield to the forbidden passion? 

From deep in her throat, she began to moan; an unholy and most sexy sound.

“Behold,” said the reverend, again to no one in particular. “See how this bitch of Beelzebub needs no compulsion? See how unnecessary is the whip? She seeks it on her own. The cock of the demon, the seed of the architect of doom.”

“No more,” groaned Melanie, using the last vestiges of human consciousness, appealing for a last shred of dignity. “I can’t–go–any–further.”

“Oh, yes,” he laughed wildly. “On you will go!  To the end; to the brink of damnation and beyond.”

Melanie cried out. If she did not stop now she would come, here on the floor of this barn, her mind filled with filthy images, her body in the midst of sickening practices, her soul far beyond redemption.

“Do not stop,” warned Mrs. Fortesque. “Or I shall whip you till you bleed. Then I shall tie you by the neck, nude, to the back of the wagon and you shall run till you drop from exhaustion. Keep going, or I shall make you suffer beyond your worst nightmares!”

Melanie orgasmed on her own hand, the thick, blood saturated sex lips throbbing against the invasive fingers. It was an unwanted feeling, and this served to arouse both her and the minister as well. Fortesque was shuddering in his pants, eyes rolled to the sky, mouth uttering nonsense syllables. Melanie was utterly helpless meanwhile, under the contemptuous eyes of the woman. In this state she could and would be made to do anything. She was their slave. The woman’s and the man’s slave both. A creature without dignity or honor.

“Again,” hissed Mrs. Fortesque when the tremors began to subside. “Defile yourself again.”

Melanie looked up through clouded eyes. The woman was hunched over her, both hands clutching a smoothly polished walking stick, the rounded tip shellacked to a high sheen. Melanie’s eyes widened, she groaned in expectation. The meaning was clear. She was to raise her hips and impale herself on the stick as though it were a man’s shaft.

So this was to be the end of her virginity, she thought ironically. No honeymoon, no candlelight or eternal promises. Just a disgusting, brutish act on the floor of a stinking barn, her maidenhood claimed by a brute object. Melanie lifted her buttocks, propping herself on her wrists. She was able to take the thing several inches deep before collapsing back in exhaustion.

Mrs. Fortesque lowered the stick after her, just long enough to tantalize her into following it back up. Melanie whimpered as she worked to keep the thing inside her as long as she could. The woman teased her cruelly. As soon as she would find a comfortable position, the stick would withdraw and she would have to squirm all over. If she tired of chasing the stick, on the other hand, the woman would besiege her cunt with it, driving her to the brink of oblivion.

“Up,” the woman ordered. “On your hands and knees hell slut.”

Melanie went to all fours.

“Spread your ass cheeks,” she hissed. “Like you do for the Judge.”

Melanie feared the woman would strike her with the cane, but she had quite a different idea in mind. Melanie screamed as the stick slid into the tight narrow hole, the one that in her mind had no association or connotation with sex. Her canal swelled against it. There was a full feeling, complex and fraught with pain and pleasure both.

“Whore of Babylon,” the minister was saying, his voice in a hellish cadence. “Blatant ass plugged whore of Babylon.”

“Put your hands back in your filthy hole!” the wife hissed in her ear. “You shall take pleasure from this act of sodomy!”

Melanie moaned half in protest, half in grateful thanks as she was once more brought to the edge of ecstasy. In seconds she spurted once more, issuing forth her female surrender, her own glorying in public abasement.

This fresh orgasm was wilder than the last, and it made her teeth chatter and her knees buckle.

“Oh, God,” she cried, falling down to her belly, the cane slipping from between her buttock cheeks. “Oh sweet God.”

“Again,” the woman cackled, slapping Melanie’s ass with the flat of her hand. “Defile yourself yet again.”

The minister had begun to hum “The Battle Hymn of the Republic” even as Melanie went at herself a third time, her hands creeping beneath her pressed belly to the bittersweet opening. At the same time, his wife was laughing, enjoying some private joke.

“Say it,” the woman commanded. “Speak the words.”

Melanie bit her lip savagely. She knew what was wanted and she had no power to refuse.

“Whip me,” she heard herself beg against the cold, mocking emptiness of the night air. “Sodomize me, fuck me, anything.”

It was a terrible, dark admission, for she knew that it made her this couple’s slut, just as she’d already become a slut to the others. Could they sense what was happening to her even now – the Judge, Zechariah, Gretchen, the men in the saloon, the sinister sheriff and his deputy? And the marshal, where was he tonight and what was he feeling? Gretchen had told her the man traveled hundreds of miles in a week, covering large parts of the territory. Was he somewhere under open sky right now, lying cold beneath the stars? He and his sad woman-free life? And did he think of her, even a little bit as he reclined on his bedroll or tended his small fire? 

Melanie forced the idea from her mind. She was a different person now. Whatever he had known of her yesterday, whatever she had been on the road beside the stagecoach, it was gone now.

“Take this,” a voice commanded, pulling back Melanie’s hair and forcing her mouth open. In her present state, she could not be sure which of the two tormentors it was. All she knew was that the thing in her mouth was not flesh, but polished wood, slick and covered in her own fluids and scents. It was the stick that had possessed her and now it was defiling her lips, her cheeks and tongue as well.

Melanie took it deep, climaxing yet again as she did.

The Fortesques had her till dawn, she told herself, and then they must bring her back to the saloon. If her fragile, shattered will survived the night, that is.


Chapter Four

The Fortesques dropped Melanie off at the saloon an hour before sunrise. She was wrapped in a horse blanket, her body sore and covered with her own dried juices. Gretchen was there to meet her, helping her directly upstairs and into the tub. Fortunately there was no one about to see her in her disheveled state. Gretchen was soft and soothing, the washcloth working wonders in her soft and knowing hands.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Gretchen kept saying, reading the woman’s confusion and shame. Melanie did not trust herself to speak. In her mind she kept seeing her uncle, the tears in his eyes as he bid her goodbye at the train station, knowing that letting go of her was the only way to protect her from certain arrest. Try as they might to tell each other Cavanaugh hadn’t won, for all intents and purposes, he had. Patricia was dead—at the hands of his henchmen, no doubt—and her own life was in tatters. She and Uncle Martin had stayed awake all night, going over in their minds the possibilities. Stay and fight, retaining a good defense counsel, thereby facing a raft of falsified evidence—not to mention the prosecutor and Judge bribed by Cavanaugh—or else make a run for it.

They’d chosen the latter for her. She’d come this far, all the way to the territories, and already, in a few short days, she’d suffered things worse even than her cruel fiancée had desired for her. What would happen next? How much worse could it get?

“Let’s get you to bed, baby,” crooned Gretchen, toweling her off. “And don’t you worry about school today. We’ll talk to the Judge and get you the day off.”

Melanie was more than happy to lay herself down on the clean, dry sheets. She was even happier when Gretchen stripped off her clothes and offered to get in bed with her. Gretchen was a natural as a nurturer, what with her soft breasts, her smooth stroking hands and her tender lips. Closing her eyes, she let the sensation soak through her, her cheek pressed to Gretchen’s luxurious bosom as the woman held her tight. It was almost like being home again, in the arms of a mother she couldn’t remember.

“Gretch?” she asked dreamily, a question popping back into her re-awakening mind. “What was the sheriff talking about last night?”

“About what, sweetie?”

“When he said you were the Judge’s special pet. What was that all about?”

Gretchen chuckled, the sound coming from deep inside. “He was just spouting off, that’s all. It’s nothing, really. The Judge has needs, things no one else knows about him. Sometimes I help him. Every man needs a woman who knows his secrets and with whom he can be himself.”

Melanie considered her new friend’s words. “Is that why you can say pretty much whatever you want around here?”

“I’d do that anyway, sweetie,” Gretchen stroked the hair from her forehead. “It’s my nature.”

“Do you think I’ll ever know a man’s secrets, Gretch?”

Gretchen tousled her hair. “And of course we have no idea whose secrets you’re thinking about, do we?” she teased.

Melanie laughed in spite of her brooding mood. “All right, I admit it. I’m thinking about Trent.” There was a moment of silence and then a sigh passed from her lips, emanating from deep in her womb. “A man like that must have lots of secrets.”

“No more than any other man, sweet heart. They’re all a mystery, every last blasted one of them.”

“Life’s a mystery,” Melanie said, not sure if she was saying anything profound or just filling the empty space. “Or so the philosophers say.” Sitting up abruptly, she asked. “Do you think I’m evil, Gretchen?”

Gretch took her face in her hands. “Baby, why would you say that?”

Tears danced at the corner of her eyes. “The minister...and his wife, they said so.”

Gretchen made a face. “The Fortesques are a pair of sick old fools, Melanie. Haven’t you figured that out?”

Melanie turned her face away, not wanting the tenderness. “But I was aroused, Gretch. When they – when they did things to me.” Her words came haltingly, in a downward spiral from a downcast mouth.

“Look at me, Mel.” Gretch held her chin up. “You’re a woman. You have desires. That can’t be helped. I have them, too. That’s right, I do. The Fortesques took me out to their barn once, too. They made me strip off all my clothes, then they put me on all fours in the pigpen. I had to crawl at full speed round this tiny enclosure, over and over while they sang hymns at me and snapped at my back and buttocks with a long, nasty bullwhip.

“Then I had to insert a corn cob up inside myself; they made me pull it from the slop first. They forced me to pleasure myself like that for hours, the whole time shouting out whatever sick things they wanted to hear me say. Things like, ‘I’m a whore,’ and ‘I’m a filthy slut; look at me profane myself like a dirty animal.’  Over and over and over again. When they got tired of this, they made me beg to be taken by the reverend’s cock while I slapped the ground with my buttocks. ‘I’ll beat you for that, whore!’ Mrs. Fortesque bellowed, brandishing her whip, but I couldn’t help myself. I was so tired and so aroused, I just kept whimpering and pleading to be allowed to have the disgusting little man’s cock inside my mouth and cunt and even my arse hole. He never so much as showed it to me that whole time, although I’m pretty sure he went off in his pants. That was the funniest part, I thought.

“The Mrs. sure didn’t like my laughing, though. I ended up with a good whipping over that one. Plus I had to confess to a whole new batch of sins, including my supposed hidden desire to be taken by the couple’s horses and dogs. What really aroused me was the dirty talk; being forced to lie in the mud and say filthy things in front of perverted people. I’ll say one thing for the Fortesques,” Gretchen declared, breathing a deep heavy sigh. “They surely do bring out a person’s savage desires.

“Take Lyla, for example. She was always a handful, the life of the party, but when she had her night at the farm, she turned positively feline. No inhibitions at all anymore, that one. From the moment she got back, she was rubbing all over every man, wanting nothing more than to be pleasing sexually. Show her any weakness, though, and she’ll scratch your eyes out. But if you put up a firm hand, she’ll purr at your feet for hours on end. You talk about being aroused by the whip? Lyla’s been known to fetch a riding crop in her teeth on all fours and lay it down in front of a man.”

Melanie clenched her thighs, staying the sudden rush of heat. The image of the delectable Lyla offering herself up for domination was almost enough to push her over the edge. The picture combined in Melanie’s mind with that of Gretchen herself, screaming out her pleasures in the thick dung of a pigsty under the mean and prodding eyes of the Reverend and Mrs. Fortesque.

Was this the nature of woman, Melanie mused. To be little more than a pleasure seeking animal in need of seduction and subjugation by the cold and calculating males? If so, what about Mrs. Fortesque? Wherein did her pleasure lie? Was it vicarious? Did she wish it were she herself being stripped and demeaned, forced to acquiesce to mind-blasting ecstasy?

“Melanie, what’s the matter, honey?”

Gretchen’s voice sounded hollow and far away. Melanie herself seemed to be drifting, caught on the edge of memory, hope and fear. The Fortesques’ foul words, their penetrating faces were pervading everything, making her rethink her own history. Was Cavanaugh right? Did she have the natural need to submit? And if so, in fighting it, by spurning the one man who had stepped forward to master her, had she cost Patricia her life?

“Gretchen, will you chain me?” she heard herself ask. “Will you force me down and leave me no choice?”

“Is that what you want, Melanie?” came her smooth, melodious voice in reply. 

Want? What did any woman want? Security. Safety. A man to love and look up to the way she’d looked up to Uncle Martin. He was disappointed in her now; he had to be. As much as he’d denied it, claiming it was sheer folly to blame herself, she knew it was her doing. If she hadn’t come into the man’s bachelor life in the first place, burdening him with her tiny, unruly life as a four year old, she would never have grown up to bring him shame and worry, not to mention possible prosecution for his role in helping her escape.

“Yes, Gretch, it’s what I want. I want to be chained down and used. Used for sex. Like a whore; a she beast. Pretend to be a man, Gretchen. Pretend to be a dozen men. Put me down and rape me. Make me squeal and come, make me writhe in shame. Take away my rights, Gretchen, my freedom, my ability to control even my own body.”

“Snap out of it, Melanie.” 

The older girl’s hand smacked cleanly across her cheek. It was an act designed to stop her prattling and clear her head, but it had the opposite effect on Melanie, awakening her nerve endings for more abuse. Craving it, longing for it, Melanie thrust out her chest. “My titties, Gretch, slap them, too.”

Gretchen threw her down on the bed in disgust. “If you’re taken by me,” she declared, “you’ll know it’s being done to you by a woman—not any pretend man.”

“Yes,” Melanie cried through clenched teeth, her neck angled sharply back. “You are a woman. Take me, then, as a strong woman. Punish me for being a silly little twit – a nymph who craves to be played with like a doll, a man’s toy.”

Gretchen growled as she dragged Melanie up, so that her wrists were at the top of the bed. Employing the chains, she secured her wrists and ankles. Melanie’s docile body yielded at once, showing instant conformity. The woman’s first kisses came along the raised welts, the reddened outlines centered by angry blue-black hash marks.

“It makes me hot,” Gretchen confessed, “to see you marked like this.” More kisses, a fiery tongue that somehow eased and aroused all at once. “I’m jealous I didn’t do this to you myself.”

Melanie shuddered, the stated intention falling upon her like a fresh blow. Was this her fate, then, to raise with her soft, quiet skin the most predatory of desires – and in men and women both, no less? 

“Beg for it, Melanie. Beg to be opened and pierced.”

“Remember I’m a virgin,” she breathed heavily.

“I know,” Gretchen doted, clasping a nipple in each hand, ripe bits of fruit put there for display, consumption. “Now beg.”

“Oh, yes,” she concurred. “I do need it. I need to be filled.”

Gretchen mounted her midsection, the aggression of her action belied by the gentle way she began touching the girl’s cheeks. “You’re afraid people will think you’re a slut, Melanie,” she soothed, “But you already are. You’re not hiding anything, so be proud of who you are.”

Melanie felt the spasms overtake her, and she stated again her needs, bald faced, no mincing of words. “Fuck me, Gretch, now. Use your dildo.”

“If I take you, sweetheart, it’ll be with this.”

A gasp expelled itself from Melanie’s throat as she beheld the upturned fist, defiant and ominous. Would Gretchen try to put that inside her? Was such a thing even possible?

“Relax, Melanie, you can take it. You need to take it.”

Melanie lowered her buttocks once more to the bed passively. “Yes, Gretchen,” she whispered, opening and closing her own tiny fists, damp with sweat, helplessly bound.

“Don’t worry, we’ll take it slow. One finger at a time.”

The feeling was exquisite. Like being alive for the first time. So many fingers, one after another, bearing down on her. Could she take them all? Fear tickled at the back of her mind, mingling with the sweetness.

“You’re such a beautiful little thing,” Gretchen exclaimed, kissing her forehead, the hand working its way deeper and deeper, a delightful contradiction. “Tell me, Melanie, tell me what’s going on in that pretty head of yours right now.”

“The robbers, Gretch. The robbers. I’m thinking of them,” she wailed. “I’m sorry. I’m trying to think of you instead.”

“Hush, baby. You don’t have to feel guilty. You’re in my hands now. We’ll work through it together.”

Gretchen must have shifted her fingers slightly. There was a swelling, a bittersweet bursting. “You’re the first, Gretch,” Melanie said with all the force of revelation. “I hadn’t thought of what that means till just now.”

“I’m honored.” 

“Oh, Gretch…have you…did you…?”

“I’m in you all the way, yes. My fist is clenched. Now I’m going to work it up and down. Tell me about the robbers, Mel.”

Melanie shuddered from deep within, her bound body straining and begging for touch. “They…they were hideous, Gretch. Foul and dirty. Mean, with drooling mouths and cold eyes. I have nightmares, every time I sleep. I feel...I feel...”

“What, Melanie? You feel what?”

Melanie’s pelvis clutched and vibrated, sucking Gretchen’s arm deep as it would go. If a man were to do this, if many men were to come, they could have their way with her and she would not even fight, she’d be unable to fight, on account of her needs, her unstoppable needs.

“I feel guilt!  That’s it, Gretchen!  It’s all my fault!” Tears poured free, emotion spilling amidst the physical rush. “All my fault!”

Gretchen brought her to orgasm, holding her tight as she did, riding the crest with her and the inevitable crash, the plummeting into icy depths, a sea of blackness. At last, at long last, her hand gently disengaged, she put her mouth to Melanie’s ear. “Your fault how, sweetheart?”

Melanie’s own voice came to her with an eerie calm. She scarcely knew if the words were hers or if she wished any longer to own them. “I have had fantasies, Gretchen. For as long as I can remember. Dark ones, the kind no woman should have, let alone a woman of breeding.”

Gretchen cuddled close, kissing and licking, sending rivulets of joy up and down Melanie’s sore spine. “Tell me your fantasies, baby. Let them go.”

“In my bed at night,” said Melanie, her eyes closed, her head pointed straight ahead, at the ceiling, like a prisoner beholding a gallows. “When everyone was asleep, I would think of them coming for me. Pirates, or highwaymen. Drunken, lust-filled, with nothing on their mind but spilling their seed in the depths of a warm, tight hole. A woman’s hole. My hole. I would picture them, their clothes, the lines of their face, down to scars and the color of their eyes.

“They would hate me, or at the very least, not care at all. Three, maybe four at a time. Sometimes they wouldn’t say a word as they tore the nightclothes from my cringing body, one of their hands over my mouth. A blade at my throat would make it clear that if I did not cooperate, I would die. I would be told to spread my legs. Tears in my eyes, trembling like a leaf, I would shake my head, plead with garbled words. But I’d have no choice. I’d have to open for them. The leader would have me first. He would slam himself between my legs, hard and dry. His face would redden, his eyes would roll as he settled himself. Then he began to move. If I dared to open my eyes, I would see his slobbering, twitching mouth, his heaving chest pushing against me, and down below, his member. Or I might look behind him, to the others, their pants already discarded, their hands wrapped round their own shafts, nursing prodigious erections as they waited their turn.

“The leader would grunt and thrust, rutting like a wild boar. My pleasure, my existence meant nothing, save that I was a warm, yielding receptacle, with a pair of tits to squeeze for added fun. A mouth to plunder and fill with whisky soaked spittle. I fight hard to feel nothing, to give him nothing but my cold and lifeless vessel. But then I would give in. Just like always. Sometimes in my fantasy it isn’t till the second or third that I begin to moan. Other times, the first man is able to make me come underneath him. The worst part is when I am aroused by them and not satisfied. This is the most humiliating part of all.

“But the humiliation would have its own effect, like a secret and potent aphrodisiac. My smell, sooner or later, the scent of my submission, would fill the air, wafting to their nostrils, and I would know myself to be doomed. For they’d be aroused all over, being males in the presence of a female in heat.

“He’d ask if I liked it, whoever was on me at the moment, and they’d make me say ‘yes,’ that I craved the roughness, being forced, being abused. Some nights I would even imagine being made to beg for their brutal hands on my ass cheeks, or their belt. Throwing myself to my belly, naked on the cool sheets, prostrate in my shame, I would pretend to endure the lashing, my richly pulsing cunt spasming again and again in contact with the stained and rumpled sheets…Oh, God, Gretchen, it’s so real…touch me; satisfy me again, please.”

Gretchen obliged, inducing in Melanie the complex wailing of a woman tormented with her own desires, unable either to escape or to submit. “Don’t you see, Gretch? How it’s my fault? I invited what my fiancée tried to do, when he wanted to possess and enslave me. And the minister, too, he must have smelled it on me. And the Judge, and even the robbers, and the boy, Zechariah. They were only doing what I wanted them to, deep down.”

“But you never asked for anything, really, did you? You never put this into words before, did you? With your fiancée, or those robbers or the Judge?”

“No,” she admitted. “I didn’t. But wouldn’t they have sensed it on me? Wouldn’t I have sent signals, a silent invitation to one and all?”

“I don’t know, baby. I’m not God, just a girl, like you. We all have fantasies, but that doesn’t mean people can hurt us against our will. For a stranger, or even a loved one to do things to you when you’re saying ‘no’ is wrong, even if at another time and place you might freely choose the very thing they’re doing to you by force.”

Melanie turned her head to look in Gretchen’s eyes. There was more here she needed to figure out, much more. “You were bought by the Judge, Gretch. Tell me what that means—being purchased by a man.”

Gretchen’s cheeks pinkened almost imperceptibly. Could it be the woman was capable of shame after all?

“It’s nothing, honey. Just words on paper.” Gretchen moved her face into a tense smile, her eyes suddenly evasive as she re-commenced stroking Melanie’s hair. “Now why don’t you get some rest?”

“You’re a bad liar, Gretchen. And a sinner, too,” said a new voice, soft and silky.

Melanie’s mouth went agape. It was Lyla, standing over them both, hands on her hips, a wicked, self-satisfied smile on her face. Eyes lit up, like a cat’s, her prey in hand. Taunting before the kill.

Gretchen sat up, wary, protective. “You shouldn’t have come in here, Lyla.”

“And you shouldn’t be fucking the new school teacher.”

Gretchen pointed her finger, one of the ones that had brought Melanie to orgasm just a few minutes ago. “Get out, now, Lyla. Before I lose my temper and do something you’ll regret.”

Lyla snorted, lifting her nose contemptuously. “For your information,” she said, addressing Melanie alone. “Being owned by Judge Cyrus Van Der Mere isn’t just words on paper. Gretchen and I are property, Miss High and Mighty School Teacher. Do you know what that means? Do you?”

Lyla bent to take Melanie’s chin in her fingers, compelling eye contact. “Look at me when I’m talking to you, you little tramp.”

“That’s enough, Lyla.” Gretchen’s voice was low and menacing as she reached up, but Lyla managed to shake the older girl’s hand from her arm with little effort.

“Lay off me, Gretch, or I’ll go and tell the sheriff what you’ve been up to.”

Gretchen frowned. Lowering her eyes, she moved from furious to sullen.  

Lyla made a little sneer. “I thought that would get your attention. You see, Melanie, there are rules here for us girls, a lot of them. Some are small and foolish, while others are big. No sexual contact, female to female, is one of those big rules. Very big. Gretchen knows that all too well.”

The buxom woman made no response, though her breathing remained heavy and troubled.

“Now, where were we?” Lyla crooned, faking her fingernails down Melanie’s chin to the valley between her breasts. “Oh, I remember. We were talking about being owned and what that means. May I sit down?”

Lyla’s voice was sweet as could be, but Gretchen appeared to take it as a command, reluctantly relinquishing her spot on the bed in favor of the younger, slimmer girl.

“Thank you so much, dear,” Lyla chirped, delicately tugging down the thin black shoulder straps of her long, tight dress. Melanie envied the girl for her tiny, curvaceous figure, with her deliciously shaped little breasts and her tiny feet. Her look was all the vogue in Paris these days, not to mention New York.

“Have you ever seen one of these, Melanie?”

Melanie gasped at the mark on Lyla’s left breast. It was a tattoo, a tiny flower encircled in a ring of what looked like briars. Outside of a traveling gypsy show she had once seen near Budapest, Melanie had never beheld such a sight on a woman. “Is it...permanent?”

Lyla threw back her head, laughing like a mad woman. “Permanent? Would you like to see permanent? I can show you permanent.”

“Lyla, don’t,” said Gretchen, her voice listless now, despite the obvious plea being made. “You’ll scare her.”

“Poor school marm,” Lyla fretted in mock worry. Another long laugh and then she was on her feet. This time she was baring herself from below, skinning the dress up above her waist. It took a good deal of shimmying, the motions mesmerizing Melanie in spite of herself.

“Behold, the mark of sin,” Lyla pronounced, twisting about and bending herself at the waist to reveal the indented ‘S’. Melanie felt woozy. It was a brand, like the kind put on steers.

“Like it, honey?” Lyla was beaming at her, head between her own legs, long, lustrous black hair hanging to the floor. “That’s a little souvenir from the Ranch. Even Gretchen doesn’t have that…yet.”

“Lyla, why are you doing this to her?”

Lyla smoothed the dress back down and spun artfully in Gretchen’s direction. “Why?” she echoed, an inch from the woman’s face, on tiptoes to better simulate eye contact. “Because I can. And because it’s fun.”

Lyla giggled, twirling about, enjoying a few moments of private ballet. “So, dear sisters, let me tell you where things stand. From here on in, you belong to me. Both of you. Call it a new pecking order. The men own us, I own you. Sound good? Or would you rather face the music with the Judge?”

“But Lyla,” the still bound Melanie heard herself object meekly. “If...if you take advantage of us, won’t that be against the rules, too?”

Lyla stopped mid spin, a look of utter disgust and shock on her face. “Do you think I’d actually want sex from you two? Don’t be a pig, Melanie. We have one pig in the room already and that’s quite enough.” She paused to smile contemptuously at the subdued Gretch. “No, what I want from you two is something else all together different and more petty.”

“Gretchen isn’t a pig,” Melanie blurted, unable to hold her tongue despite her fear of Lyla. “She’s a beautiful woman. Not every pretty girl is as slender as you and I.”

Lyla made a face. “Don’t lump us in one category, sweetheart. I saw how you looked in my dress—like a sausage.” Turning to Gretchen she added, “Congratulations, you found yourself a cow-in-training. A few months of doubling up on the dumplings and gravy and she’ll look just like you.”

“I hate you!” cried Melanie, straining her wrists against the leather.

Lyla sighed and shook her head, playing the part of disappointed elder. “Melanie, Melanie. Why did you have to go and say that?”

“Don’t touch her, Lyla.” Gretchen clenched her fists. “I mean it. I don’t care what they do to me, I’ll wring your smug, spoiled little neck.”

Lyla shook out her long, lustrous hair. “You forgot to say my thin, pretty neck. Anyway, it isn’t what they could do to you that will stop you, but what they’ll do to her. How long do you think your little teacher would make it at the Ranch? You wouldn’t know, but I’ll tell you. I’d give her a day, two at most. What’s the matter, Gretchen? Is the big tough cowgirl going to cry on me? You make me sick!  The way you lied to this poor girl; telling her you’d protect her and how she could teach you to read. What a joke!”

“All right, Melanie,” Lyla continued in the wake of Gretchen’s silence. “It’s time for you to get a little lesson in the kind of petty cruelties I enjoy so much. You are to remain chained like this the remainder of the day. Gretchen will let you up when she’s done with work tonight. Meanwhile, she will stand by your side – and I do mean stand, Gretchen, no sleeping on the job. You will be allowed to leave her at supper so you can get ready for work. You’ll be alone for a while after that till Gretchen is done. In the meantime, neither of you is to eat today. I will have your food brought directly to me. I will eat what I want and throw out the rest. Any questions?”

She looked back and forth between the two women. “Good,” she nodded when there were none. “I’ll be going, then. Gretchen, you will assume your place now. No moving. Not even to go to the bathroom. When you bring me my supper, Gretch, you can beg for permission to use the toilet. Good day, ladies.”

Lyla spun on her heels, disappearing in an insolent little swirl.

“I’m sorry,” Gretchen said softly after she was gone. 

Melanie looked at her friend, still boldly and brazenly bared. “It’s okay, Gretch.”

“Get some sleep if you want.”

“That’s okay.”

In truth she was terrified someone else might find them like this, one of the men. What would happen then? she wondered. It was too much to think about. Too much to absorb. It had to get better, she thought to herself, focusing her eyes on the white, wood trimmed ceiling. Certainly, it could get no worse.

Then again, she thought, even as the leather straps began to bite into her helpless skin, she’d been saying that all along, to no avail. Forcing her eyes closed she sought the deep breath of forgetfulness. The breath of tomorrow. At last, unconsciousness came, and with it, the kindly face of Uncle Martin.

A half hour later Lyla came back, holding a pair of handcuffs and some rope. “I thought you might need a little help,” she chortled, her eyes looking ravenously on Gretchen, “with standing still, I mean. Hands behind your back, please,” she dangled the handcuffs. “Now.”


Chapter Five

“Melanie, I have a plan,” Gretchen whispered the next morning as the pair knelt naked on Lyla’s hardwood floor for inspection. “When you see the Judge today, tell him I need to meet with him tomorrow. Tell him it’s urgent. Can you do that?”

“What is that I’m hearing?” Lyla demanded, looking up from the three breakfast plates arrayed before her on the table – one hers, the other two theirs. “Are you daring to speak in my presence without permission?”

“We’re sorry,” Gretchen replied, her tone carefully neutral. “It won’t happen again.”

“No,” agreed Lyla, resuming her efforts at scraping the best bits of food from the girls’ plates to her own. “It won’t.”

Melanie watched longingly, the hunger pangs in her stomach rising in nauseating waves. It had been a horrible night. Tied down, hopelessly aroused, she’d been given no satisfaction whatsoever. Lyla had even come in during the night just to torment her further. And now, knowing how hungry the two of them were, here was Lyla playing games with their food. She had to hand it to the girl – she really knew how to be cruel and controlling. Gretchen might be trying to resist, but she herself was more than ready to submit in exchange for a few basic luxuries, such as food and the right to sleep without having one’s limbs chained to the bed.

“There,” Lyla proclaimed proudly, holding up the two sparsely filled plates. “Now it’s just right. Come and get it, ladies.”

Melanie was half way to her feet when Lyla ordered her back down. “On your hands and knees, Little Cow. Same for you, Big Cow.”

Gretchen heaved herself onto her hands. “The Judge,” she managed to reiterate to Melanie between clenched teeth. “Get me in to see the Judge.”

“This is for talking,” Lyla announced, rolling her mouth round and releasing a mouthful of spit on top of Gretchen’s hot cereal and eggs. “No using your hands, please.”

The plates were laid at their feet. The only possible way to retrieve the food would be by mouth, like a dog. Yes, Melanie decided as she gave in to the overpowering smell and lowered her head, she would talk to the Judge for Gretchen. She didn’t need to have the details spelled out to know that her friend intended to use her influence with Old Man Van Der Mere to turn the tables on the dictatorial little Lyla. And it wouldn’t come a moment too soon, either. A few more nights sleeping in chains on starvation rations and she’d be ready to do something drastic, no matter how self-destructive it might prove to be.

A tremor passed through her as Melanie endured yet another of the shock waves of near orgasm that had been plaguing her all morning. She clenched her damp thighs, praying Lyla would not notice and tease her any further. There was something about being controlled and dominated like this that drove her mad. Was she losing her mind or just over tired?

“I got some interesting news today, girls,” Lyla chirped, ignoring the scent of Melanie’s arousal. “If you kiss my feet, I’ll be happy to tell you.”

Melanie eyed Lyla’s short but shapely legs, swinging on the chair, her bare feet crossed at the ankle. Other than the silk dressing robe, which hung to mid thigh, the woman was nude. Hateful as she was, Lyla had a gorgeous little body. Like a china doll.  Right about now, in fact, she looked good enough to eat.

“Go to hell,” hissed Gretchen.

Taking her lead from Gretch, Melanie ignored the offer, though she declined to comment on it.

“I’ll throw in one of these,” Lyla added seductively, waving a small breakfast steak in the air. 

Melanie’s resolve crumbled as the smell wafted to her nose. She was famished, and the meat looked so irresistible. She couldn’t hold out any more. Guiltily, quick as lightning, she bent her head and planted her lips onto the top of one of Lyla’s dangling feet.

“Good girl,” Lyla smiled, dropping the meat to the floor.

Melanie inhaled it, sputtering, her eyes stinging with tears of shame as she chewed.

“The news – and I guess it’s just for you, Melanie – is about that most stalwart of citizens, our friendly neighborhood marshal,” Lyla announced.

Mel’s spine stiffened. Desperately, she fought to conceal her true emotions. 

“Melanie, you met the marshal, I believe? On your way to town, I think it was?” Lyla paused for rhetorical effect. The way she was carrying on, it was almost as if she knew about Melanie’s infatuation for the man. “Yes, I remember now; he carried you into the saloon. Stop looking at me, Gretchen, or I’ll have to whip you.” She lowered her own heaping plate to the floor. “Here, finish my scraps. And you better eat all of them, Big Cow, or else.”

Gretchen chewed furiously. After watching the scene for a moment, Lyla looked at Melanie. “They think he’s dead, Melanie. Killed by the Powatan braves,” she shrugged.

Melanie leaped to her feet, reaching out to grab Lyla by the collar of her robe. “That’s a lie. Take it back!”

Gretchen restrained her, hands on Melanie’s trembling shoulders. “Ignore her, Mel. She’s just trying to get you riled.”

Lyla, who’d been yanked to her feet, was on tiptoes as Melanie held her fast, nose to nose. “Go ahead, punch me,” she challenged. “You know you want to.”

Gretchen pulled at Melanie, who refused to let go of her victim. “Don’t Mel!  It’s a trick!”

“You think I’m lying, Big Cow? How about you, Little Cow? Think I’m making this up? Just ask the Judge. He’ll tell you what happened to your precious marshal.”

“Let her go, Melanie.”

Melanie’s hands were clenched so tightly on the girl’s robe, her knuckles were turning white. It took several long seconds of persuasion for her to finally obey. She never thought she could hate anyone so much. But she had to remind herself that Lyla was not responsible. She’d been tattooed, branded, abused, made to submit in ways even Gretchen seemed ignorant of. Could she be blamed, then, for behaving like the men who so ruthlessly used her?

“Lyla,” Melanie said, laying a hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

“Get out of here,” said Lyla, her voice tremoring slightly. “Get the hell out of here, now!”

Gretchen led Melanie by the arm. Lyla had her back turned to them, but as they closed the door behind them, Melanie could swear she heard sobbing. Was it the harshness of the attack that had so rattled her, Melanie wondered, or the unexpected act of compassion afterwards?

“The Judge,” Gretchen reminded her, giving her a quick hug as they reached their respective bedroom doors. “Remember to talk to the Judge.”

Melanie nodded, her features lackluster at best.

“It’s not true about Marshal Cole,” offered Gretchen, grasping her arms. “Lyla is just a jealous, bitter little creature who has no one to love so she makes up hateful stories, okay?”

Melanie managed a half smile. The Judge. She had to talk to the Judge.

***

“I want you to know, sir, how much I value your discipline.” 

The words hung in the air of Judge Van Der Mere’s office as the pert and pretty schoolteacher dropped her skirts to the floor. She was nude now from the waist down, and determined to win the Judge over for a meeting with Gretchen—and also perhaps to learn the truth about the marshal’s condition.

“I’m ready, sir,” she whispered. “For my correction.”

The Judge scowled, holding out his hand to prevent her seductive, hip swaying approach. “I won’t be softened by fawning behavior, Miss Jones. You will receive your due, no more no less. As for your charms, I assure you they have no effect on me; I am not now nor have I ever been a partaker in whore flesh.”

Melanie froze, a mere foot from his lanky, seated body. Her heart was pounding. She felt both profane and absurd dressed as she was, her upper half clad in a silk blouse and cameo and her hair tightly bunned above her head while down below, she throbbed in naked need. “I am sorry your honor,” she mumbled, eyes focused on his shiny black shoes.

“You’ve liquefied yourself,” the Judge accused, in reference to her aroused state. “Haven’t you, girl?”

She crossed her legs, one foot resting on top of the other. “Yes, sir,” she conceded, acknowledging the all too familiar juicing that seemed to come now with every fresh humiliation.

He shook his head. “I can see I must consider using the cane on you. For now, fetch me a towel from my bathroom, girl. Lay it across my lap to protect my clothing, then lay yourself down for a spanking.”

Melanie obeyed without hesitation, the bathroom being connected to the Judge’s office by means of a small door. She told herself this slutty behavior of hers was all an act, designed to make it easier for her to obtain the needed information about the marshal, not to mention permission from the crotchety old man to bring to him the luscious Gretchen. His favorite. His pet.

Her hands trembled as she placed the towel over his crotch. Was that an erection she saw through his pants. Feeling utterly wanton and helpless, she put herself now into the desired position.

Van Der Mere delivered an immediate brutal pinch to her upturned buttocks. “The Reverend Fortesque indicates you are an unredeemed soul, entirely promiscuous. Is this so?”

Melanie thrust her ass higher, making herself an even more tempting target. “Yes, sir,” she braced herself. “I beg for correction.”

The Judge landed a solid hit, the greatest to date. “Are you being impudent?”

Heat radiated across her backside and round to her gaping sex hole. How she longed to touch herself, to bring herself off. “No, sir!  It is just that...I need your help.”

“My help?” He punished her with a second blow. “What on earth for?”

“It’s Gretchen,” she explained, deciding to tell of the matter as plainly as possible. “She wishes to see you.”

The Judge’s hand clamped over the still twitching left buttock. “Gretchen? Why does she want to see me?”

Melanie rubbed herself as subtly as possible on the Judge’s crotch, hoping if at all possible to excite him beyond reason. “I don’t know,” she lied, “but...but I think she has feelings for you.”

The Judge stood so abruptly that Melanie ended up on the floor. “Never speak of such matters again,” he warned. “Gather your clothes and return to the school house. Zechariah is waiting for you.”

Melanie elbowed her way to his feet, wrapping her arms around his legs. “Please, sir,” she blurted. “I realize I am an impudent tramp. I ask only one thing more and then I shall go. The marshal, the one who saved my life. I heard – I heard he was dead. Is this true?”

Van Der Mere shook her off, lifting his legs one at a time. “That is quite enough, Miss Jones. Quite enough, indeed.”

In silence, then, she reassembled her teacher’s ensemble. She was already at the door when the old man called out, “I will tell you one thing, Miss Jones, and one thing only. Tomorrow, when you see Powatan braves gathering here to speak of peace, rest assured that they have come on the personal assurance of your Marshal Cole that nothing will happen to them in the town and that the white chiefs will honor any peace they make. He spoke with them two days ago on his way south, while in search of a group of cattle rustlers. He confirmed the matter to me earlier this morning.”

This morning. So Trent was alive after all!

Melanie fought back the beaming smile, not wanting to tip her hand completely. “Thank you, sir. Yes, that is good to know,” she nodded, downplaying her own emotions—a passion so strong it was surprising to even her. “In order to satisfy my womanly curiosity, you know, nothing more.”

“Go,” he pointed a bony finger, acting every bit the imperious slave driver Lyla had been.

Melanie didn’t care, though, and all the way to the little schoolhouse, her feet never touched the ground. Trent Cole was alive. And one day soon he’d come back; if for no other reason than to check on the progress of the Indian negotiations. And once that happened, he’d look for her, too. She was sure of it. As for the rest, what difference did it make now? If she could just see him, somehow she’d be reassured about her own existence, about the possibilities of life itself.

Melanie felt a surge of heat as soon as she saw the youth. Zechariah Van Der Mere was slumped in his seat, his long, sturdy legs spread carelessly, his handsome chin forged into a pout as he laid his head on his hands. He was a fetching sight, at once amusing and devastatingly sexy. 

“Zechariah?” she called, her voice a warm whisper, the sound of the name sparking like lightning from her lips. “Are you all right, honey?”

It was good, she thought, to inquire about his well being in a motherly way. He was obviously not fully mature, despite his years. As poorly prepared as she was to teach, the boy was still her academic charge. She must see him that way. Her romantic feelings, her secret needs belonged elsewhere. With Trent, locked away in her dreams of a happier tomorrow. A homestead, some farmland, a small family of their own.

“You left me alone yesterday,” he said, not bothering to look up. “You were gone all day.”

Resisting the urge to touch him, she replied, “I know, and I’m sorry about that. I couldn’t help it.”

Zech fixed her with a sudden glare. “Yes,” he corrected, his voice imbued with sudden depth. “You could. It’s your fault and you need to be punished.”

Melanie swallowed hard. “Let’s not think that way, Zech,” she dodged, her bottom still ripe from the grandfather’s treatment. “Let’s think of our lessons, shall we? The alphabet. And our words, too. Can you tell me a word that begins with ‘A’, Zech? A word that means to feel anger towards a person? It’s a big word, but—”

“I know how to punish girls,” Zech continued, oblivious to her attempt at redirection. “I know what to do with them when they’re naughty. I punish Lyla sometimes. She likes when I do that. I punish Becky, too. She’s going to marry me. She’s eighteen and I’m almost nineteen. There’s an old horse barn where I take Becky when she’s a bad girl. Becky is so pretty. She has yellow hair like you and it’s very curly. We have a fight sometimes, but then I tell her to stop it. I tell her we have to go to the barn and she gets very quiet and puts down her head and she follows me. My dog follows me that way, too sometimes. My grandfather says it’s because I’m the dog’s master. I must be Becky’s master, too, huh, Teacher?”

“Here, Zech,” said Melanie, her voice rising in pitch. “Here’s your composition book. Let’s think about the letter ‘A’.”

Zech’s hand shot out like a lizard’s tongue, seizing Melanie’s wrist. “I don’t want my book, Teacher. I want you to listen to my story. It’s very rude of you not to listen. I was telling you how Becky comes to the barn whenever I say. When we get to the door, she has to take off all her clothes, even her underwear and shoes and stockings. The barn is far away from all the other people. It takes a long time to ride there and no one ever comes to bother us. After all her clothes are off, she waits until I tell her what to do. She waits for me naked, Teacher.

“Sometimes I make her go and get a whip down, to punish her with. Should I do that to you, Teacher? You were very bad. When you were gone yesterday I had to rub myself five times. I saved the sticky stuff, Teacher. It’s on your desk, in that jar. Go and get it, now, Teacher.”

Melanie looked at the glass jar. The bottom was covered with a milky white fluid. Zechariah released her wrist and told her a second time to bring it to him. She did so, her mind in a fog. It was amazing, really, that one human being could produce so much of the stuff in a single day. Did Becky, his fiancée have to take up jars like this, too—before or after being whipped by her man? Cavanaugh would probably have played games like this with her, too, if she had stayed in New York and become his slave instead of running away from him and making him kill her friend Patricia to punish her.

“Open the jar, Teacher.”

“Zechariah, you don’t want me to do this.”

“Yes, I do, Teacher. Open the jar now, before I have to make you take off all your clothes and get me a whip.”

Melanie’s small hands trembled as she obeyed the suddenly domineering young man. The lid unscrewed heavily, the grooves sliding over one another with a chilling, metallic sound. The sound of chains, the kind worn by slaves. Melanie could smell the jism clearly enough as soon as the cover was off. It was a sour sweet scent, not unlike clean damp earth after a thunderstorm. Five times he’d squirted himself in here, she reminded herself, and all in her absence the day before.

“Take some out with your fingers, Teacher. Taste it.”

“Zechariah, please.”

The boy moved his hands to the buckle of his thick belt. Slowly, deliberately, he opened it. “My grandpa says that when you can make a girl do what you want by showing her something bad that might happen, it’s called training. Becky is trained, Teacher. When I open my belt like this, she knows I am going to punish her with it and she does things I tell her even if she doesn’t want to. I make her put my cock in her mouth. When we’re riding in the carriage sometimes, or walking in the canyon. Once I made her do it in a room with her grandmother sitting there. Her grandma is blind, but Becky was still afraid. She had to keep talking to her grandma while she was licking and sucking me and when I squirted I made her swallow it all. And now you have to swallow, too, Teacher. You have to swallow what’s in that jar. Eat it,” he threatened, “all of it.”

Melanie’s lips refused to close. The skin was swollen, pouty and filled with blood. Her muscles felt slack, deliciously, terrifyingly weak. Her hand moved like it was someone else’s, like a robot under remote control. The jism was cold, well preserved. At first she merely smeared it on her lips, but at last she began to taste it. There was so much of it. She had to gulp and gulp and gulp.

Zechariah took out his shaft, stroking it as he watched. “Now I’m training you, Teacher. Say that. Say that I’m training you, like Becky and like my dog.”

Melanie’s eyes glazed over. “Yes, Zechariah,” she breathed, her hand straying absently to her left breast, to the pulsing, burning nipple under her blouse. “You are training me…like Becky…like your dog.”

“No touching yourself, Teacher,” he chided, his voice raspy. “That’s dirty.”

Melanie put the jar down on his desk and wiped her damp palms on her hips. She was filled now with an unholy resolve. “Dirty, yes, I know. But I need it, Zech. I need to be touched. Will you touch me?”

He shook his head firmly. “No. That’s dirty, too.”

“But Zech, you could do other things.” Melanie could scarcely believe the words now as they came to her. “You could put your beautiful cock inside me...inside my hole. The way you did to my mouth.”

Zech startled her with the suddenness of his movement. Without saying a word, he turned his seat round, picking it up and shuffling it in a tight semi circle till he was facing away from her. It was only then that it dawned on her; the strapping, mischievous and dominant young man with his suddenly trembling back to her was quite possibly a virgin, just like she was.

“Zech?” Melanie moved in front of him, kneeling so that her eyes made contact with his. “Zech, you don’t have to be afraid. You just tell me what to do, and I’ll do it. I’ll strip off my clothes, Zech, I’ll lay down on this floor.” She drew a sharp breath, the mental image sending stabs of pleasure through her. “I’ll spread my legs wide. I’ll belong to you.”

Zech’s hands shot up to cover his ears. His eyes squinted shut. “Playing in girl’s holes is dirty,” he announced.

“Give me your hand, Zech,” she countered, “and don’t be afraid. This is new to me also. I’ve never...never given myself to a man.” Melanie tugged at his left arm with both of hers. His resistance crumbled as she took his palm and put it on her chest. “Feel my heart, Zech? It’s beating so fast. It’s beating for you, right now. You can’t imagine how much I need you. All day yesterday I had to lay in my bed, nude, my arms and legs chained down, spread eagle. Lyla was punishing me. She made Gretchen watch, naked, standing over me, only she couldn’t touch me or herself because she was in handcuffs and tied up, too. I was burning up inside the whole time. 

“Afterwards, when Gretch had to work in the saloon, I was alone. I could hear the men laughing downstairs. I was so terrified one of them would come up and find me and rape me. But I wanted it at the same time. I wanted one of them, or all of them to take me while I was bound and helpless. Twice Lyla came to check on me. She laughed and said the room stank of my heat. Can you imagine it? I was radiating my sex to any and all men, like a she beast, a tied down bitch in heat. 

“She made me beg for her touch, and then she refused me, saying it was disgusting and unnatural to touch another woman. I was ashamed; tears stung my eyes. She called me a whore, threatened to bring in every derelict she could find, ne’er do wells, drunks, so they could have their way with me. She said it would be a humbling experience, good for my moral development. Can you believe it? I held my tongue, biting my lip as hard as I could stand. Had she asked me to, I’d have begged to be had by anyone. I was so filthy, Zech. I’d have begged for anything, anything at all just to be fucked.”

Zech blanched at the coarseness of the word. At the same time, his eyes lit up with an eerie light. It was as if hearing the word, coarse and disgusting as it was, was triggering something in himself. “Stop talking like that, Teacher. That’s very bad.”

“You have to stop me, Zech. You have to train me, like you do Becky and your dog.” Melanie lowered herself to all fours, putting Zech’s hand on top of her head. “Do you hear me, Zech?”

Zechariah pushed his chair back. Desperate, Melanie sought to entice him with her flesh. Her hands were at the buttons of her blouse, frantically seeking her own nudity. She had to be nude for him. She had to submit. “I’m on my knees,” she pointed out, “I’m stripping for you like Becky.” 

“Teacher, I don’t like this anymore. I don’t like you anymore.” Zech was on his feet, towering over the woman. “Becky isn’t like this. Becky is a good girl.”

Melanie moved in at once, tearing at his clothes, pulling down his pants, freeing his cock. He made a little gurgling sound, thinking she was going to suck on him, but instead she bit at him, not enough to break the skin, just hard enough to get his attention.

“What was that for?” he wailed as soon as she’d released him.

“For being obtuse, Zechariah. Have you not gotten to that word in your vocabulary yet?” Melanie was on her feet, too, backed up several yards away and taking off the remains of her outfit. Not till she was completely naked, free of camisole, stockings and even shoes did she address him again.

“Come and get me,” she teased. “If you can.”

“Teacher, where are you going?”

“Out!” She was at the door, swinging it wide. It was crazy; they were too close to town, she’d be seen. So why didn’t she care? Why was the only thing on her mind was finding ways to provoke him to action, to sexual domination?

“Teacher!  No!”

“Stop me, then.”

Melanie felt the heat of the sun on her skin. She was running over the bare dirt. Headed back to town. The air was brushing her, heating her, even the dust was collecting on sweat-dampened skin.

Would he come after her?

“Teacher!”

He nearly landed on her back as he lunged. Melanie felt the hot dirt on her breasts and belly as he pressed her to the ground. Zechariah’s breath was ragged and wet in her ear. Spasms were shaking him. Was he going to lose himself, before he’d even gotten between her legs?

“Open your trousers,” Melanie beckoned, determined not to lose her opportunity. “Take it out. Put it in me, just like this.”

Zech rolled to the side, his hands occupied with the task. She gasped to feel his hardness a moment later, the smooth, hot shaft pushing between her buttock cheeks. “Yes, Zech, that’s it,” she urged from her face down position. “Find your way home.”

Zech was a large boy; he had more than enough range to penetrate at this angle. From underneath him, Melanie moaned as the cock probed then pierced her sopping, gaping sex. Zechariah groaned and after just a few tentative thrusts, she felt him pouring out, the hotness filling her, the fluid she’d known so far only by mouth. Melanie whimpered as he pulled himself free. She’d wanted so much more; it wasn’t fair.

“What did you do, Teacher?” he cried, looking at his member in horror. There was a thin layer of blood across the surface. “I’m going to die!  The Lord is punishing me for sin!”

“No, Zech, that’s not it. It’s the blood from my first time – it happens when you’re a virgin. I thought after the other day in the barn, with the Fortesques, that I wouldn’t be able to bleed, but I guess that time wasn’t deep enough. It’s okay, really.” 

Melanie was on her knees, reaching up, trying to console him, trying to keep him calm. Zech’s teeth were gritted, his eyes were lost somewhere in his head. “I’m going to be punished,” he muttered. “Grandpa will punish me. I am bad. I am bad.”

“Zech, no. You did nothing wrong. I made you do it. It was me!  Punish me!”

Zechariah looked down at her, a puzzled look on his face. “It was you? Yes,” he nodded, the logic appealing to him. “It was you.”

Grabbing Melanie by her disheveled hair, he hauled her to her feet. “It was you, Teacher. You were bad. We have to find something to use. You have to be punished, on your behind.”

Melanie slipped a hand into her slick wet opening, praying whatever he did to her would make her come. “Yes, Zech. I deserve that.”

There was a certainty in her voice now, an otherworldliness that Melanie doubted would assert itself in a calmer moment. But here, in this time and place, she was alive with dark desires. Zech took her back inside the schoolhouse. There was rope in the utility closet and he used it to secure her. He was good with ropes. Putting Melanie on her stomach, he tied her wrists together behind her back, then secured the other end to her ankles.

“This is called a hogtie, Teacher. It’s for calves, but Colonel Beauregard taught me how to do this with girls, too. Colonel Beauregard is my friend. He ties lots of bad girls, Teacher. Girls like you. At his special ranch.”

Melanie shivered at the mention of the ranch. Surely it was the same one Lyla had spoken of, where females could be branded and beaten at will—a place so terrible she would not be able to make it through a single day.

“Zech,” she asked breathlessly, “is this colonel…nearby?”

“Why do you want to know?” the boy asked, suspicious. “Anyhow,” he double-checked the ropes, “he already knows you.”

“H—he does?”

“He saw you in the saloon, the first night you were here.”

The officer at the poker game. Of course.

“You have to stay like this now, while I go and get something to punish you with,” Zech was saying.

Melanie’s juices surged in fresh release. She was naked, tied like an animal in a position of humiliation, her cheek, her intimacies pressed upon a dirty wooden floor. And soon she would be punished. “Zechariah, you’ve forgotten something,” she offered meekly, gazing up at his heavy work boots. “My mouth. You should gag my mouth so I don’t scream.”

What a whore she was for telling him that. What a she beast. What had come over her? She might easily have won her freedom by shouting for help while he was gone.

Zechariah frowned. Looking about the small room, he came up with a rag from on top of the wood stove. It was foul smelling and fit with great difficulty in Melanie’s mouth. She wanted to wretch.

“I’m still mad at you, Teacher,” he let her know, giving her exposed buttock a brisk slap.

Melanie closed her eyes against the sting, the heat. In a few moments he was gone, the door slamming heavily behind him. Once again, she was in bondage, nude and in peril, at the mercy of a cruel overseer, anticipating an uncertain future. This time, she had herself to blame as much as anyone else. She’d egged Zech on, pushed him to make love to her, all but ensuring his wrath against her.

What was happening to her? Had she slipped so far in just a few days? A week ago, back in New York, she would have nothing but contempt for any of these people. A lower form of life is what they were. Uncivilized. Pitiable. Scarcely better than the red savages with whom they were battling. A minister and his wife, abusing their charges, a sheriff apparently running a brothel, a man boy left free to tie and torment a helpless female, and watching over everything, an elderly, perverted Judge blessing the entire disgraceful mess.

Perhaps it was all a dream. At any moment she would awaken in her soft canopy bed in her uncle’s Fifth Avenue mansion with its fluffy pillows and white lace trim and thick down comforter. She would call out for Hoskins, the butler, or Antonia, her favorite among the maids. They would laugh together at her foolish nightmare. Uncle Martin would give her a huge hug, then say, with a twinkle in his eye, “What an imagination you have, child. Dropped from the stars is what you are, my dear. An angel, in mortals’ guise.”

When she’d been small, he would say such things then lift and twirl her to the heavens, exuding giggles of delight from her for what felt like hours at a time. How she loved her uncle. Sad, sweet man that he was. The only survivor of his entire family, widowed, childless himself, and bereft of his only brother, her father, who’d been killed along with her mother after their ship went down in a storm on the Atlantic. He’d always said Melanie was just what he needed, the answer to his prayers, but she’d never gotten over the feeling she was a burden. Surely without her he would have remarried and had children of his own. Normal children, not girls like her with fantasies, who laid in their beds at night dreaming of pirates.

When she was sixteen, Melanie had even gone through a phase of lingering at the livery stable, ostensibly to watch the horses, though it was the men that fascinated her. Well-muscled, rough and sweaty men, horse handlers, blacksmiths, riders, grooms, men who knew how to use a whip, and how to command obedience of the many willful fillies in their charge.

Her uncle hadn’t minded, indulgent as he was, but some of the society women began to talk, as they always do, and finally Uncle Martin was compelled to ask her to stop going. Several of the younger men had already caught her eye, and one had stolen a kiss. Were she not banned from the stables altogether, he would likely have stolen much more.

“You need to train her up like the other young ladies, Martin,” chided old Mrs. Wintergarden their neighbor, one day when she thought Melanie was out of earshot. “How will she ever find a desirable husband? Where is her breeding, for heaven’s sake?”

Melanie had felt a secret thrill in those words, several of which, ironically, had connotations quite different than what the dowager had intended. Training. Desirable. Breeding. So greatly was young Melanie affected, that she’d run straight to bed, diving beneath the sheets, her pillow clutched between her legs as she fought unknown, forbidden sensations. Not daring to touch herself, or even to look and see what was occurring, she merely closed her eyes and dreamed. 

The long, waking dreams that became her secret life.

Whether it was minutes or hours, she did not know, but at last the door opened and Zechariah was back. A hot, helpless feeling washed over Melanie as she felt the reverberations of his boots on the floor. She was at his mercy. Whatever would be done, she could not control.

“Did you find something to beat me with, Zech?” she whispered, the words a confession of their own as soon as he pulled the filthy, humiliating gag from her mouth. “Are you going to punish me now?”

“No, Teacher, I didn’t.” 

She felt his hands at the bonds on her wrists and ankles. He was undoing them. “Zech, what’s going on?”

“You have to come back to town. It’s the Indians.”

Melanie felt the grip of fear. “Are we being attacked?”

“No. They are here to talk. And you have to help.”

“Me?” 

Zechariah rolled her to her back and helped her to her feet. “Yes, Teacher. You have to write down all the words that they say.”

The negotiations. Of course. Sudden hope surged through Melanie’s veins. “Is Marshal Cole here, Zech? Did he ask for me?”

He shook his head, handing Melanie her clothes. “No, Teacher, it was my grandfather. He told me you are going to sit at the table with him and the sheriff and write the words that everyone says. It wasn’t going to be till tomorrow, but now it’s today and he told me to come and get you. To write down all the words.”

“A transcription,” Melanie nodded, attempting to collect her thoughts and quell the sex fires in her belly. “An official record of the negotiations.”

At last, she would be doing something important, something decent. No more of this wickedness; she’d be a wholesome woman now.

“Teacher?” Zechariah asked, his earlier lust and anger entirely replaced by a childlike curiosity. “May I ask a question?”

“Certainly, Zechariah.” She pulled on her stockings, feeling almost gay. “Anything.”

“What is a cock tease?”

Melanie froze. “What makes you ask that?”

“Something Sheriff Harkin said,” he shrugged. “After my grandfather told me to get you to write down the words, the sheriff told him he was very smart to do that because the Indian leader, Red Wolf is very fond of yellow haired white women and you were just the right kind of cock tease to distract the hell out of him. My grandfather said that was the whole idea and then he winked. But I don’t know what a ‘cock tease’ is.”

Melanie’s voice sounded hollow and far away as she replied. So the nightmare isn’t over she thought; it’s barely begun. The Judge and the sheriff still planned to use her—as an object. “A cock tease is a woman who arouses a man and doesn’t satisfy him, Zechariah. She makes his cock hard, and then doesn’t relieve him of his seed.”

“How does a woman make a man’s cock hard, Teacher?”

Melanie bit her hot, dry lower lip, trying to think of a discrete answer. “She can move her body in certain ways,” she offered at last. “She can play with her hair, she can use her eyes, or her hair, suggesting in lots of subtle ways that she could be penetrated and taken sexually.”

Zechariah opened his pants. “I’m hard again, Teacher. You did it to me, but I won’t let you tease me.”

Melanie took the meaning of his action, combined with the stern tone of his voice. Wordlessly, half dressed, she went to him, sinking to her knees.

Zech groaned heavily, shifting his pelvis for maximum penetration of her proffered lips. “Are you going to make Red Wolf hard?” Zech wondered out loud. “Will he want you to eat his cock, too? Not even the whores at the saloon touch Indians, Teacher. When a white woman is captured by savages, Colonel Beauregard says they are spoiled meat, not even good enough for the ranch.”

Melanie felt the pull at her groin; she was going to come at the same time as the boy, without even being touched, but just from hearing his words.

“Remember, Teacher,” Zech grunted as he got close. “You have to swallow.”

Her answer came in the form of a low, deep gurgle, though, of course, the question had been entirely rhetorical. It was on her second gulp that she had her own release, long overdue, sharp and thrilling, though not enough to do more than take the edge off her surging heat.

What would it take, she wondered, licking the boy’s prick clean, to grant her full satisfaction at this point? The prospects terrified her, but also left her with the deepest sense of yearning she’d ever felt in her life.

“Time to talk to the Indians,” Zech pulled at her hair, bringing her to her feet.

“Yes,” said his teacher submissively to her young charge. “Yes, sir.”


Chapter Six

The meeting with the Powatans was to be held out of doors. There were two tables set up in the middle of the street for this very purpose, three chairs each, facing each other at a distance of some ten feet. The far table, the Indian one, was still empty. The Judge was sitting at the closer one, examining a document over the rims of his spectacles. 

“Your honor,” Melanie announced herself humbly to the man over whose lap she laid herself twice daily for bare assed discipline.

“Mmm,” grunted Van Der Mere, still engrossed in his papers.

The sheriff, who was leaning against the side of the table chatting with his deputy, took the opportunity to look Melanie up and down. “Good morning, Miss Jones. Had a busy morning, did we?” 

The man was smiling slyly, giving indication that he knew full well what kind of “teaching” had been going on. 

“Yes,” she said curtly. “Working on our alphabet.”

“I see.” Melanie’s cheeks blazed crimson as he pretended now to notice a speck of something on her lips. 

“Something from breakfast, maybe?” he persisted, adding to her humiliation. “Did they serve oatmeal for breakfast at the saloon today, deputy?”

Deputy Homer sniggered obnoxiously. “Looks a little sticky for oatmeal, and a little too white, too.”

There wasn’t anything on her lips, and Melanie knew this for a fact on account of her having obsessively wiped them off a full five minutes prior to coming back from the schoolhouse. The man was trying to shame her. That was all. She hated him for that; at least Zech had the decency to conceal his activities and in his own way he was an honest fellow, innocent and lustful, but not really deviant. Sheriff Harkin, on the other hand, she would not want to be alone with under any circumstances.

“Harkin, I do wish you would stop chattering,” complained Judge Van Der Mere, still not bothering to look up from his work. “Is it not enough of a nuisance to me to have to meet with a bunch of loincloth wearing savages in the middle of the public thoroughfare? Must I also be subjected to your moronic babbling?”

Harkin scowled. “Sorry, Judge,” he said thinly. “Zechariah, take your little teacher here and get her cleaned up, will you? She looks like something the cat dragged in. Not to mention the smell.”

The deputy snorted in agreement. “I’ve seen cleaner looking red men, if you ask me.”

Melanie opened her mouth to object, prepared to cite how she’d washed in a basin of water just moments ago, but thought better of it.

“All right,” replied Zechariah, seemingly oblivious to the river of innuendoes. “I will do that.”

Melanie eyed the ground. She did look like a savage, and she smelled of female need to boot, despite her cleaning efforts. For all the play and bondage and tussling, she’d had just the one small orgasm, and now she wanted more. The very presence of Zechariah beside her as she walked was enough to make her palpitate. Her nerves were shot, and she would soon be facing wild Indians, not to mention the ongoing aggravation of the sheriff and his horrid deputy.

Lyla wisely avoided the hot eyed, fuming Melanie as she entered the saloon. Saying not a word, the harried teacher went straight to her room. Blackmail or no blackmail, Melanie was not about to play any of the girl’s games right now. Gretchen was nowhere to be seen, which was also just as well. Choosing a long blue dress, one of only two of her own she’d brought from her vast wardrobe back home, she did her best to look lady-like and school teacherish. She’d never met a red man before, let alone a tribal delegation.

Zechariah, who waited in the hall for her the whole time, escorted her back to the negotiating tables once she’d finished her more detailed ablutions. She’d done well, in her opinion, to disguise her physical needs and to calm the flaring libido that was making her every move difficult. Being responsible for the transcription of the meeting would help in that regard.

They were halfway up the street when the horsemen arrived. It was a troop of cavalry, dashing army soldiers in their blue jackets, black boots and wide brim hats trimmed in gold. At the head of them she recognized Colonel Beauregard, the one from the saloon, whom Zech had identified as being a teacher of rope skills with regard to females. The man’s showy, pretentious mustache appeared to be doubly waxed today and his long yellow hair was thickly styled. He wore a white hat with matching gloves and a sword at his waist.

In Melanie’s opinion, the colonel seemed a complete dandy, though there was something in the eyes that suggested he was not a man to be trifled with. Nor could she forget that he ran a ranch where the part of the horses was played by young women such as herself. Female flesh, fodder for the lash and the searing branding iron.

The horses thundered past, leaving a cloud of dust for Melanie to choke on. Still coughing, she arrived at the tables. Beauregard was shouting out orders, dispatching his soldiers in strategic positions. All had rifles and swords and seemed, in her view, not very intent on peace. She wished the marshal were here to insure fair dealings. She wanted him here for other reasons as well.

“Miss Jones,” the Colonel effused, having dismounted and approached to kiss Melanie’s hand. “We are honored by your presence.”

She reviled at the touch of him. “Thank you,” she replied stiffly.

Melanie was bid to sit beside the man, occupying the middle seat between he and the black suited Judge. There was a sheaf of papers and several quills lined up neatly beside a well of fresh smelling India ink, presumably for her use as secretary. 

“Sir, the savages are arriving,” called a sergeant.

Melanie looked down the street with the others. The sight of the longhaired brave on the Appaloosa took her breath away.  There were three more behind him, in moccasins, buckskins and headdresses, but it was the brave alone she noticed. He was a stunning specimen of manhood, with a firm jaw and a thin, aquiline nose. His bare chest was broad and rippled with lean muscles. His eyes were blue as the sky and his hair was black as silk. A single headband graced his noble forehead and there around his neck, nothing more than a simple necklace composed of the teeth of some large animal. He clutched a rifle in his hand, decorated with white and black feathers.

Her impression was that the older men behind him, with their long headdresses outranked him, and yet they seemed to be deferring to his leadership. There was on his face not a trace of fear, nor of any of the other vile emotions that the red men were supposed to be prey to. In all, he seemed a man of honor. A fearsome warrior, not a scalp-loving savage.

“Chief Running Coyote,” the colonel bowed, rising stiffly to his feet to address one of the older men. “We are pleased at your presence. I see that Red Wolf is once again with you. I hope it is clear that the United States government will not negotiate with wanted criminals.”

The Indians were a few feet now from the tables. The soldiers had their guns at the ready. The tension was thick in the air. Words, in the Powatan tongue, were exchanged between the ignored warrior and his chiefs. Red Wolf did not raise his voice, though there was a power in his words. The older men appeared to be deferring.

“Red Wolf speaks for the tribe,” said Running Coyote at last, a frown on his face. “If the Great White Colonel allows.”

Red Wolf spoke sharply to the old man, who lowered his head in sullen silence.

“Red Wolf speaks for Red Wolf,” said the brave. “Red Wolf speaks also for the Powatan. His speech needs no permission from any white man.”

The colonel inclined his head to the brave’s rifle. “In that case, Red Wolf should also know that the United States government will not negotiate with armed men.”

“Your soldiers are armed,” he pointed out.

“They are here for our mutual protection, Red Wolf.”

Red Wolf pursed his lips. Melanie did not think he trusted the colonel, but he gave no further objections, tossing his rifle to a nearby cavalry officer. The other Indians did the same. Only once Red Wolf had dismounted did Melanie appreciate his true magnificence. The man was nearly six foot tall, narrow-waisted, as strong as an ox and, built more beautifully than a Greek god.

“Gentlemen,” the colonel continued once the visitors were disarmed. “May I present Judge Van Der Mere and Miss Melanie Jones, school teacher for the town of Big Rock. She will record our minutes today.”

The Judge half stood, bowed mechanically and sank back into his seat without saying a word.  Melanie rose gracefully, attempting a curtsy between her chair and the table. The three chiefs bowed and moved to take their seats. Red Wolf stood where he was.

“The Powatan do not make treaties with females,” he said to the colonel, indicating the suddenly embarrassed Melanie.

The colonel smiled condescendingly. “I fear you missed my meaning. With your permission, Red Wolf, let me reiterate that the female does not speak for the United States government. She is our servant, recording the words we speak and nothing more.”

Red Wolf eyed Melanie coldly then spat on the dusty ground. “The Powatan do not allow women into the affairs of the tribe. The white tribe is weak to allow women into the affairs of their own.”

Melanie stiffened. Despite the rudeness of the man’s words, she found herself quite impressed with his diction, as well as the clarity of his words. He spoke as eloquently or more so than many men she’d known in New York. “Sir, I assure you, I have no intention of—”

Harkin, who’d been standing behind her, silenced her mid-sentence, his hand clamping down suddenly on her arm. “That’s enough, girl. You talk only when we tell you to.”

“Let go of me!” she squirmed, grappling with the increasingly aggravated sheriff.

“Knock it off,” he growled, whirling her about and raising a hand as if to strike her.

Red Wolf laughed, the sound like that of a bear. It stopped the sheriff and Melanie both. The man called something over his shoulders to the others now and they laughed, too, though their tone was decidedly more subdued and guarded. 

“I told them,” Red Wolf translated, “that white women are the opposite of Powatan women. Our females move well in bed and sit obediently in public. Yours are frigid in bed and wild in public.”

Melanie broke free, making a run at the Indian brave. His words were the last straw on her frazzled nerves, her wounded ego. Too much had been endured from too many men, and now this one would pay the price. It was not a well thought out attack, her hands raised as claws, pointing like projectiles. Stopping her was nothing for the brave. With the merest motion of just one arm, he managed to down her to her knees. Holding her wrist painfully, he made Melanie whimper.

“You’re hurting me. Please let go,” she begged.

“That was a mistake,” he told her calmly, his eyes placid as the sky, the words audible to no one but her. “A mistake for which you shall pay. And very soon.”

A half dozen of the soldiers attacked him at once. Releasing Melanie, he poured himself into his defense. Over and over, he flipped them and threw them off himself. The presence of gun barrels pointed at his head didn’t even faze him as he continued pushing them off. It was only once one of the rifle butts connected with the back of his head that he relented. Collapsing to his knees, he grabbed his hair-clad skull. Still, he did not relent.

The struggle lasted several more minutes. It took two of the soldiers on each arm to bind him and then another three to assist in dragging him to the twin posts at the end of the street, just in front of the livery stable. Melanie had not noticed them previously, though she saw at once their purpose. Tying off each of Red Wolf’s wrists, they immobilized him in a standing position. The sergeant brought the whip, a long curling black bullwhip of the sort Melanie had once seen at the circus in the hands of the lion tamer.

Surely they did not intend to strike the man with such a device?

 “Sergeant,” boomed the colonel, “administer the punishment.”

The sheriff grabbed Melanie by the waist as she tried to look away. “Oh no, you’re going to watch this, sweetheart, and you’re not going to give me any more trouble, either. Not unless you want me to tell them who you really are.”

Melanie’s mouth dropped. Was she mishearing?

“That’s right, Miss Jones,” he sneered, “or should I say Miss Hawthorne?”

“One!” cried the sergeant as the snake-like whip snapped through the air onto the brave’s back. The crack was audible, the red line of sliced skin instantly visible, though the man neither flinched nor made a sound.

“Don’t worry,” Harkin breathed hotly on her neck, making her cringe. “I’m not interested in turning you in…yet. I have other plans for you first.”

Melanie tried to break free. “Let me go!”

“That’s it,” said the sheriff huskily, running his hands up her waist as he held her fast, employing her own movements against her, “you just cuddle up next to me so we can get to know one another better. The Judge has you right now, but I’m gonna find a way to get you fired from that teaching job. Then you’ll be just another vagrant. All mine.”

Melanie’s heart was racing like a wild mustang. How could the sheriff have found out? Of all people to guess her secret, he was the one she feared the most.

“Two,” called the sergeant. Again, the brave made no motion. The soldiers offered him something to bite on now, for the pain, but he shook his head.

“I’m a patient man, Melanie,” Harkin assured her, his pelvis pressing her from behind  “I’ll settle for owning a piece of you now. Someday, I’ll have all of you.”

She cringed as she felt his hard cock against her tender buttocks. If she dared resist, he might well denounce her.

“Move against me,” he whispered. “Show me what a good girl you’re going to be for me.”

Melanie gave a soft little whimper as she did the man’s bidding, encouraging him with her behind, her moist, needful cunt separated from him by nothing more than the material of his clothing and hers. “Mercy,” she begged.

“No,” said the sheriff, taking the opportunity to give her left breast a quick, unseen mauling through the blouse. “Never.”

“Three,” came the call from the whipping post, signaling another lightning crack of leather on flesh. 

Melanie fell against the hateful man’s shoulder, having felt the sting in her own abused nipple. “Make it stop,” she muttered, no longer sure whether she was appealing on the Indian’s behalf or her own.

“Stop?” he pulled at her other breast, “it’s only just begun.”

“I am retiring to my office,” Van Der Mere announced abruptly. “This is no longer a matter for my concern.”

The colonel tipped his hat. “The military has things in control, you can count on that.”

Van Der Mere nodded, straightening his jacket. “I’ll send for Doctor Lassiter, then. To attend the savage, whenever you’re through. Sheriff, keep a close eye on Miss Jones for now.”

Harkin inclined his head, grinning. “Yes, sir.”

Melanie released an exasperated breath and turned her attention to the whipping. Blows four and five struck low and high respectively. Red Wolf’s back was looking like raw meat. How could the man endure it without screaming? She was ready to scream herself, and beg her own tormentor. He had done little more than touch her.

“Makes you hot, doesn’t it?” Harkin asked, still holding her fast. “Bet you wish it was you up there, don’t you?”

“Never,” she hissed, though she was not at this moment sure of anything save the burning in her loins and the pounding in her head.

“You ready to apologize yet, savage?” the sergeant wanted to know.

Melanie waited with bated breath. She wanted vindication, of course, and yet there was something about his apologizing to a woman, especially her, that would have made Red Wolf seem less of a man in her eyes. Better to see him suffer, better to endure shame herself than to see his beautiful spirit broken. In truth, she had a yearning after these red men, as free as the wild horses they tamed. On the train, on the last leg of her journey to meet the coach, she’d seen a herd of such horses, beautiful and splendid, racing over the plain. The sight had brought tears to her eyes.

“Apologize, damn you,” repeated the soldier.

The brave spit at his feet. Shaking back his hair from his face, shoulders squared proudly, he readied himself for the next blow. Melanie tried again to look away, but the sheriff growled at her, compelling her to endure. The whip was such a cruel device. Would such a thing be used on a woman, she wondered, on her in particular? Or was Harkin bluffing?

“When I tell you to,” said the sheriff softly, his voice exuding a sickening sweetness against Melanie’s cheek, “I want you to go right up to him and give that big buck a nice kiss.”

Melanie’s insides felt like they’d been cut with a Bowie knife. He couldn’t do this to her; the Indian was big and powerful and far too attractive. If she but touched him, she was liable to throw herself at him. On the other hand, if she refused the sheriff, he would undoubtedly follow through on revealing his information concerning her real identity. In which case she would find herself back in New York. In prison or worse. With Cavanaugh, no doubt there to confront her, mocking and laughing, enjoying the sweetness of his mad revenge.

“This is too much,” cried Melanie. 

Sheriff Harkin chuckled as the whip snaked its way across the man’s back once more. The brave shuddered, looking as though he were in excruciating agony, but again there came no sound from his throat, no throwing back of his head, and no apology.

“Do you know what they do to white women?” the colonel asked, having come up alongside Harkin to address the sheriff’s fair prisoner. “Especially pretty little sluts like you? They treat them like animals. Like slaves. They work them like dogs and use them all night long in their tee pees. A woman like you would be better off dead than in Powatan hands.” 

Beauregard chuckled, then sauntered over to the whipping posts for a closer view.

“Seven!” howled the sergeant, his voice cracking with the exertion.

Melanie sought once again to avert her gaze. The sheriff put two fingers under her chin, forcing her head forward. “I didn’t say to stop watching. You may think you’re better than the rest of us, but you don’t fool me. I know what turns you on. Believe me, I know you better than you know yourself.”

“Eight!” The brave sagged under the weight. If he wasn’t tied, he would surely fall to the ground. The three chiefs in his party began quietly to chant, a low mournful sound. The whip man shook out his leather instrument of terror; number nine was next.

“Go to him now,” ordered Harkin, his voice a cruel blast in her ear. “Give him your nicest, sweetest kiss.”

Melanie stiffened. “I can’t–please don’t—”

“Do it, girl, or it’s back to New York with you,” he threatened, delivering a swift smack on her ass with a ham-like hand.

Melanie jolted forward, then stopped.  She was shivering from head to toe. Her feet could barely move, and yet she knew she must obey. One step after another, seemingly a million miles to reach the bound, tortured brave. The man’s suffering was palpable, even from a distance. Up close was a million times worse. The discipline on his face belied description. Melanie had never imagined such power. Even the sergeant looked baffled, holding his whip like a small child. 

Melanie tried to avert her eyes from the gashes on his back, the criss-crossed angry wounds, dripping red. Tears collected in the corners of her eyes. He was so tall, so regal. She had to go on tiptoes to reach his lips, even after the colonel—catching the meaning of her sudden arrival had fetched a footstool. At the very instant of contact the whip struck again. She pressed her mouth to his, drinking in the raw strength, the taste of perspiration, suffering and bravery. His body lurched forward under the blow, his formidable chest impacting hers. She felt weak all over, as though she might fall into him and die.

“Don’t stop,” called the sheriff to her. And then the tenth blow came, more powerful than any of the others. Melanie put her hands to the brave’s chest, feeling his strong heart. He was drenched in sweat. She could hear the other Powatans with their wailing chant. She wasn’t sure which was more offensive to them, the sting of a white man’s whip or the touch of a white woman’s lips. Melanie knew what she was to him – the female of his enemy. Among the Indians, women such as he were kept as little better than slaves, Beauregard had said. What would it be like, she wondered, to lie beneath a man like this and to submit to his power.

Her heart began to race. The world about them melted. It was agony to abase herself this way, and yet at the same time, it filled her with unspeakable needs. She felt her nipples tenting beneath the dress, the creeping heat between her legs. She was losing control.

“I am sorry,” she mouthed when the last blow had finally fallen.

The brave did not look at her, did not acknowledge her presence. It was then she realized, with shame, that it had been her and not him who had made the kiss so passionate. Her face heated red. She had behaved as a wanton slut. “I am sorry,” she repeated, and still he said nothing.

She must have stood there for some time, because at last the sergeant came and took her by the arm, helping her down from the stool and escorting her back to the table. The sheriff made her sit down next to the colonel. Incredibly, inexplicably, the men were attempting to continue the negotiations as though nothing had happened.

“Gentlemen, these are the terms we are offering. They are on the table for your consideration. Lieutenant,” nodded the colonel to a nearby officer, “Kindly assist with translation. Sergeant, cut Red Wolf down, so we can continue. Miss Jones, are you transcribing?”

“Y–yes,” she replied, grasping the quill in her spasming hand. 

She watched over her shoulder. They were cutting the straps from the brave’s wrists. She half expected him to fall to the ground at their feet. Instead he stood his ground. Refusing their attempts to offer him water, he held up both arms to the heavens. The gesture was so formidable that the soldiers hastened to step back. Red Wolf let loose a cry, now, blood curdling and terrifying. For nearly a minute it continued. Afterwards, no one spoke, not even the glib colonel.

They watched then as Red Wolf marched from the whipping platform to retrieve his horse, which was tied out front of the nearby livery. His back still raw and bleeding, he rode to the white men’s table.

“We speak no more,” he declared. “No more of the white man’s words. Tomorrow you shall hear the true voice of the Powatan.”

He did not wait for an answer as he turned his horse, digging his moccasined feet deep into the side of the Appaloosa.  With another cry (Melanie was sure now it was a war cry) he was gone. The three chiefs stood quietly then, bowed and retrieved their own horses. 

“Do you think they’re bluffing, sir?” the lieutenant asked as soon as the Indians were out of sight. “Or do you fear we are in for an attack?”

The colonel pulled a cigar from his pocket. “You worry too much, boy,” he offered glibly, propping his feet on the abandoned table. “Why don’t you go and find yourself a nice little whore.”

The lieutenant grinned. “Is that an order, sir?”

The colonel dismissed him with a chuckle.

Melanie’s attention turned now to the deputy, who’d come to the sheriff with a message. “The Judge wants to see the school teacher right away. And Gretchen, too.”

“Oh?” he looked annoyed. “Well, take care of it then.”

The deputy pushed back his hat. “He wants you to do it, personally.”

Melanie’s mouth went dry. Gretchen’s plan was actually working. The Judge was going to see her after all. Now she’d have her chance to influence the man against the cruel powers of Lyla. How ironic, though, that it should occur now, with an Indian attack immanent.

Sheriff Harkin grabbed Melanie, yanking her to her feet. “You heard the man. Go get Gretchen, and get up to the Old Man’s office, lickety split.”

Melanie swallowed hard. “But–but what about the Indians?”

The sheriff cast a glance at the colonel, exchanging a sly look. 

“I wouldn’t worry about any attacks, little lady,” drawled Beauregard, taking a puff from the lighted cigar. “Besides, I think you’ll have your hands full with the Judge for the foreseeable future.

“Get going,” the sheriff ordered, giving her a fresh smack on her behind. “Let’s see if you two can get the Judge’s blood pressure a few notches higher.”

He and Beauregard began laughing now, low chuckles, indicating they were up to no good. She thought about it all the way to the saloon. The way the colonel had said what he did, as if he knew for a fact that the Indians wouldn’t be attacking. Was there something more to what had happened here today? The horrible treatment of Red Wolf? The standoffish attitude of the chiefs?  Was there some conspiratorial arrangement afoot? And if so, was the Judge himself involved? Given the sheriff’s remark to the effect that she and Gretchen should work his blood pressure higher, it was almost as if they wanted him to be upset, maybe even to have a heart attack.

Melanie put the idea from her mind. As devious as these men were, she couldn’t imagine they would murder the town benefactor. For now, it was enough to imagine what Gretchen had planned to win over the old man against Lyla. The very thought of it made her smile, not to mention warming her insides with delicious passion.


Chapter Seven

“Just play along with whatever I do,” whispered Gretchen as they entered the Judge’s office.

Melanie nodded. Gretchen was wearing pigtails and a pinafore dress that could easily have belonged to a ten-year old girl. She herself wore a simple dress of blue with white ruffles, her hair in a bonnet. Apparently the Judge enjoyed the fantasy of women as little girls, as near as Melanie could tell. Although Van Der Mere had never tried to treat her in such a way himself, he certainly enjoyed demeaning her as a child with his spankings.

“Sir?” Gretchen cooed, her voice lovely and high pitched. “We’re here, sir.”

The Judge was shuffling papers. Melanie wondered if he ever spent more than five minutes a day away from paperwork of one form or another.

Old Man Van Der Mere mumbled something incoherent, not bothering to acknowledge.

Gretchen looked at Melanie and offered a reassuring wink. “Sir,” she repeated sweetly, calling out to him. “We’ve been very naughty. And we’ve come to be punished.”

“Oh? And what exactly have you done?” The man’s voice was animated despite his lack of attention. It dawned on Melanie now that this was probably part of the game.

“Well, sir,” Gretchen began, putting her head down and rubbing her hands childishly in front of her. “To start with, I put Melanie’s hair in the ink well. And then I tried to kiss her.”

The Judge looked up. She’d gotten his attention. “That’s very naughty, indeed, Gretchen. What shall we do about that?”

“Ooh,” shuddered Gretchen, playing her role to the hilt. “Please, sir, don’t hit me with your stick like you did last time.”

Van Der Mere leaned back and set his quill in the ink well. “The cane. Yes, you will have to be caned. You, whatever your name is, go into that closet and fetch the cane.”

Melanie looked uncertainly at her friend. Had the Judge forgotten her so soon?

“Go,” said Gretchen softly. “It will be all right.”

It was not the sort of cane with a curved handle that Melanie had expected to find. Rather, it was a straight, slender piece of bamboo that rested against the wall of the Judge’s closet. Loath to touch it, she grasped it between thumb and forefinger and carried it in front of her as though it were a snake.

“You will use it on her,” the Judge said when she brought it to him. “You will strike her briskly as she lies over the edge of the desk.”

Gretchen was already in place, having lifted her skirt, shed her underwear and laid her cheek down over the rich mahogany. “Please, sir, may I be hit only two times today?” she asked, eyelashes fluttering.

“Silence, bad little girl!” the Judge snapped. “You shall take one for each year in your age. How old are you?”

“I am eleven, sir.”

“Very well, eleven hits it is.”

Melanie’s mouth dropped open. Gretchen had just sentenced herself to nearly a dozen blows. And at Melanie’s hands, no less. “Your honor,” she gasped. “I cannot do this thing.”

The Judge looked at her scornfully. “You can and you will, or else Gretchen will strike you thrice that number herself. And I don’t need to tell you how much stronger she is than you.”

Gretchen twitched her buttocks, inviting Melanie’s correction. “We have to do it, Melanie.  I was a bad girl. I need to be punished.”

Melanie sensed the urgency in her voice. Appeasing the Judge in this way must be part of her plan to win his support. Somehow in taking this beating, she would be able later on to win favors from him with regard to Lyla.

Her first hit was more of a tap.

“That does not count, young lady,” he informed her. “Unless an immediate welt is raised, your blows will not be scored.”

Melanie hit her friend harder. The stick impacted on the fleshy globes with a thick smack. Gretchen’s cry seemed real enough, though she was still increasing the pitch of her voice to fit her schoolgirl persona. 

“Better,” the Judge grumbled. “But only passably so.”

This time, she wound back her arm and landed a formidable hit, inducing Gretchen to scream out in pain. Melanie beheld the instant success, the angry furrow, rising hot and red. She aimed lower the next time, at the base of the girl’s cheeks. Gretchen’s cry deepened, into a kind of deep groan that continued well after impact.

“Feel her,” demanded the Judge of Melanie. “Tell me if she is deriving pleasure.”

Melanie blinked. There could be only one place he meant her to check.

“Do it,” came Gretchen’s ghostly wail. “Don’t be a little fool, Melanie. Do what you’re told.”

Emboldened by her pique at the girl’s insult, Melanie jabbed a finger into the exposed opening. It sank quickly, lost in gushy wetness. 

“She’s aroused, isn’t she?” asked Judge Van Der Mere, pushing himself back from his desk.

Melanie nodded as the Judge’s hands disappeared from view.

“Oh, sir, what are you doing?” Gretchen wanted to know.

“Never mind, girl. Take your punishment.”

Melanie struck her again, cutting crosswise over an existing mark. 

“Oh, sir,” she moaned. “Please show me what you have in your pants. I need something, and I think you have it there for me.”

The Judge’s breathing quickened as he rubbed his cock through his trousers. “Bad, bad girl.”

“I am bad,” she agreed, her voice hissing like a snake’s, her sideways eyes looking straight at him from her place on his desk. “I’m so bad that I want a cock. I want your cock.”

“Hit her again,” commanded the Judge. 

Melanie obliged.

“I beg for it, sir. Please sir, punish me with your cock. I’ve never had one in me, sir. I don’t even know what it feels like.”

“Wicked girl!” The Judge shoved himself further back from the desk. “Come over here girl, and let me take care of your insolent mouth.” 

“Sir? I don’t understand,” feigned Gretchen as the Judge opened his pants and pulled a small but stiff member. “What am I to do?”

“You must get down on your knees, between my legs. You must put this inside your mouth and suck on it, like a lollipop,” he told her as though she really were an innocent schoolgirl.

Gretchen stood up and put her hand over her heart. “But, sir, that would be disgusting.”

“Come here girl, right this instant!”

Displaying theatrical reluctance, not to mention terror, Gretchen went to the Judge’s lap, putting herself in position on her knees to receive him.

“Now I’ll teach you, girl.” He took her hovering head and thrust it onto his erection. Gretchen made a precious little gurgling sound, a perfect simulation of innocent distress. The Judge’s eyes lit up as she took the length of him. Melanie wondered how long it had been since the man’s last erection. In all of their sessions together, she’d hardly ever noticed him being aroused, even when she was over his lap. She caught herself being jealous of Gretchen’s sexual prowess for a split second then forced the emotion from her mind. She was here to assist Gretchen in her ruse, nothing more.

“On all fours,” the Judge said now. “Let your sentence be completed. Melanie, attend to her beating once more.”

Gretchen shuffled herself into position, the basic mouth to genital contact remaining intact. From behind, Melanie lifted her skirt, beholding once more the punished, fiery buttocks. Where had she left off?

Gretchen absorbed more blows from the cane now even as she continued sucking. Five more times Melanie delivered Van Der Mere’s brand of justice, all the while feeling yearnings of her own. Would Van Der Mere have her punished like this as well – at Gretchen’s hand?

“Stop...that’s enough.” The Judge was puffing hard. He tugged at his collar, loosening the material about his scrawny neck.

“Sir, you don’t look so well; perhaps we should go now,” offered Melanie, remembering how the sheriff had seemed so anxious for them to get the man’s blood pressure up.

“Nonsense, girl!” He pushed Gretchen off of his cock. “I have not yet finished punishing you for your vile behavior with one another.”

Gretchen rose to her feet and pulled her dress over her head. She wore a corset underneath and nothing else. “Melanie did things to my titties,” she said, holding her lush breasts in her hands so that the flesh spilled over the top. “Naughty things.”

“Your breasts,” the Judge nodded to Gretchen, his eyes bugging out. “She touched them, then?”

Gretchen bent her head to lick the top of her own nipples. “Ooh, yes, sir. She touched them and made them hot all over.”

“Your nipples are erect, Gretchen. That is disgusting.”

Taking each of her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, she squeezed them hard. “Yes, sir,” she winced. “Very disgusting.”

“You, there, Martha,” he barked to Melanie, whose name he was either unable or unwilling to remember, “pinch Gretchen’s nipples. Gretchen, put your hands on top of your head and don’t move them.”

Melanie cast Gretchen a forlorn look, trying to convey how far it was from her own will to be doing anything like this. The nipples were large and spongy. Gretchen gritted her teeth as Melanie seized them.

“Use your nails,” the Judge instructed.

Gretchen threw back her head as Melanie applied the sharp tips of her fingernails. Operating as gingerly as possible, Melanie imposed on her the cruel discipline of the perverted Judge.

“Hold still,” complained Van Der Mere, this time to Melanie herself.

Melanie gasped as she felt him at her backside, the small but hard cock probing between the cheeks of her buttocks. He intended to take her. He’d lifted her dress, revealing her open, vulnerable sex and now he intended to possess it. 

“Sir, please, don’t,” Melanie pleaded.

The Judge seized her hips in a grip of steel and impaled her. “Naughty, naughty girl,” he breathed hotly into her ear. “I’ll teach you a lesson.”

Inadvertently, Melanie cinched Gretchen’s nipples a notch tighter. The girl cried out, her face contorted in pain and arousal. “Sir, please don’t spill your hot, sweet jism yet. Sir, please save it for me.”

The Judge was pumping at Melanie. “Insolent wench, don’t tell me what to do!”

Gretchen leaned forward and planted her lips on Melanie’s, making a veritable sandwich of the standing girl. “There,” she exclaimed, having delivered a hot, wet kiss that left Melanie on the brink of orgasm. “Now I showed you. We can be as naughty as we like.”

The Judge pulled himself free of Melanie’s opening. “We’ll see about that, you wicked little creature!”

“Oh, sir, what are you going to do?” cried Gretchen, putting her hands over her mouth. “Your cock is so hard, sir!”

“I’m going to teach you some respect, young lady,” the man huffed. “Get down at once, onto your hands and knees.”

Gretchen made a little gasping noise.

“Now!” commanded the Judge, the little vein at his temple fluxing visibly.

With a great show of reluctance, Gretchen complied, putting herself into position on the floor. The Judge retrieved the cane, intending to strike her with it. “You, come here at once,” he called to Melanie. “And take off your clothes.”

Melanie crossed her arms over her chest, defensively. “Sir, please reconsider what you’re doing. I think it’s gone too far, and it isn’t good for you, or us, either.”

The Judge laid a savage blow against the backside of poor Gretchen, helplessly exposed on palms and knees. “Do not talk back to me like that, you little imp!” he threatened Melanie. “Do you have any idea who I am?”

“Melanie,” came Gretchen’s voice, tight with emotion. “Remember what I said? About playing along?”

The game, yes—the one that would wrap the Judge round Gretchen’s little finger. 

Melanie steeled herself with a sigh and took off her dress and slip. Lacking underwear, she was now reduced to stockings. As she bent to remove them, the Judge called out impatiently. “That’s good enough. On your hands and knees, now. Yes, that’s it, directly behind the other little trollop. Quickly now!”

Melanie was not sure what the Judge wanted. Poking her with the cane, he maneuvered her until her face was directly behind Gretchen’s buttocks.  

“Show me now what it is you naughty girls do to one another. Show me the evidence.”

Gretchen’s moist sex lips beckoned blatantly from her quartered position. Melanie had never imagined such a thing between females and yet she was intrigued. It was a sin, surely, but if the Judge was ordering her to do it, what harm was there? 

“Judge, oh no,” she shook her head, feeling the need to voice her own fading morality. “You can’t make me—”

He delivered a large smack with the cane across Melanie’s exposed buttocks. The sting of it brought tears to Melanie’s eyes. This was all so humiliating, so degrading. How dare a man command her in this way, especially one old enough to be her grandfather.

“Put your mouth where it belongs, you little tramp, or I will thrash you like the devil!” the Judge threatened.

Melanie dabbed her tongue, the hot helpless feeling pervading her, tensing her body with pleasure seeking agony. Gretchen moaned at the touch of the girl’s mouth. At once she began to pour forth her fluids onto and in Melanie’s mouth. She sucked at the sweetness, a pungent bittersweetness.

“You will bring her to climax,” the Judge commanded. 

Melanie’s shoulders slumped with defeat. She could never accomplish such a task.

“Faster,” said Van Der Mere, swinging the cane across her back. 

“Nnn,” cried Melanie, the pain serving to focus her and also to arouse her all the more. 

“You, too,” the Judge chided Gretch, “assist her, place your bottom against her face.”

Gretchen tremored as the Judge brought the cane to bear on her backside, just beside Melanie’s head. He struck at Melanie next, then back again to Gretchen. It was a terrible, cruel rhythm, the man lording it over the two of them. Melanie did not know which was worse – to be pleasured as she was being beaten, or burning with unmet sexual need while she serviced another. Desperately, Melanie tried to speed the process. She’d no idea what it took to climax a girl and she was sure her technique was terrible, and yet she had no choice but to keep going.

“Wicked, wicked little creatures,” hissed the Judge. “The Reverend Fortesque must hear about this and soon.”

Melanie shivered imagining another session with the lurid minister and his wife. She scarcely imagined she could survive it. They’d make her beg, and say evil things, they’d make her scream like an animal. A naked beast, a sex crazed demoness.

“Wicked, wicked little creatures!” The Judge’s scorn was meted with the cane, an instrument she now both feared and loathed.

“Oh, sir, it’s happening!” Gretchen declared. “I’m about to climax!”

“Not yet!” The Judge reached down and seized Melanie by her hair, yanking back painfully to prevent her licking the other any longer. “There must be more punishment first. Turn around girl, attend to me.”

Melanie went to him and was at once treated to a mouthful of hard, hot manhood. At once, she went to work. Perhaps if she could finish the man off quickly, he would lose interest in the entire miserable game.

“Wicked little creature,” he grunted, shuffling forward so that Melanie’s feet brushed against those of Gretchen behind her. The way she was positioned now, Melanie was tight between the two of them. She was uncertain as to his intention, but as he wielded the cane, she understood. He desired to abuse her mouth while beating Gretchen; sexually frustrated, bruised and whimpering Gretchen.

“I’ll teach you,” the Judge vowed.

As he raised his arm to strike Gretchen’s back, he made a terrible loud grunting noise, kind of a growl. At the same time, his penis exploded, shooting out hot liquid till Melanie’s mouth was flooded. The Judge’s arm came down now, smacking the cane on Gretchen’s back. Just as she let out a scream, the Judge made a sick little noise. His limbs went stiff and he clutched at his heart.

Melanie’s mouth was freed as the Judge fell straight backward, toppling onto the floor. He was still holding the cane, the other hand at his chest. Melanie swallowed the remains of him then said, “Oh my God, Gretchen. Something’s happened to the Judge!”

Gretchen scrambled round to his head, cradling it in her lap. After a few moments of calling his name and massaging his forehead, she said, “I think he’s dead, Melanie.”

“That can’t be,” Melanie declared, compulsively untying his shoes. “We just need to increase his circulation.”

Gretchen laid his head down and went to her friend. “No, Melanie, it’s not his circulation. He’s dead. Feel him, there’s no pulse.”

Melanie grabbed his wrist and squeezed. Nothing. “Judge Van Der Mere,” she cried, “can you hear me?” She shook him for several minutes more, then she began to cry, issuing large sobs as she put her head on his chest. “We’ve killed him,” she said, her voice a fierce whisper. “We’ve killed him.”

Gretchen crouched beside her and was silent.

“We’ve killed him,” repeated Melanie a third time, throwing herself into Gretchen’s arms. “We really did.”

“No, Melanie, we didn’t. He died of a heart attack. It was an accident.”

“I’ll be the Judge of that,” said a voice.

The girls looked up to see Sheriff Harkin framed in the doorway. His gun was drawn and aimed squarely at the pair of them. “Step back,” he ordered. “And put your hands in the air.”

“Sheriff, this isn’t what it looks like,” Melanie explained, though she had no idea what it did look like.

“Melanie, hush,” cautioned Gretchen, her voice grim as she rose to her feet. “The less you say now the better.”

The sheriff laughed. “Wise girl, Gretch. I guess you know your place in the community after all.”

The stocking clad girls stood side by side, their arms overhead. 

“What have we got here?” drawled Deputy Homer, newly arrived, rifle in hand.

“Looks like a murder to me. Run and fetch the doc—he should be out at the Conner ranch by now lancing the old woman’s boils.”

The deputy looked at the Judge’s body and shrugged. “Whatever you say, boss.”

As soon as the deputy was gone, Harkin holstered his gun and opened his pants. “Reckon we got a little time to kill. Which one of you wants to be first?” he asked the two girls.

Gretchen stepped forward.

“Not you,” he shook his head. “The other one.”

Melanie went to him, scarcely aware of the movements of her own body. As she knelt for him and took him deep in her mouth she was only vaguely aware of the things he was saying. Something about a new order in town, and about things were changing for her and Gretchen in a big way. Just before he was to come he pulled out so that he could spurt himself on her face. It was a hot, full load, and she took it humiliatingly on her cheeks, lips and nose, even her eyelashes.

“Leave it,” he barked when he’d finished.

Melanie closed her eyes, the sticky fluid already adhering, purveying her skin.  

“Put your hands behind your back,” he ordered, brandishing a pair of steel manacles.

Melanie turned to see Gretchen standing there, nude and at attention. Her face was white, full of worry. The steel bit into her wrists and Melanie was filled with momentary panic. Things were going to be different now, the sheriff had said. She didn’t know what that meant, but she knew it could only mean something terrible was in store for them both. Something that would make Lyla’s tortures look like child’s play.

“Gretchen, take Melanie’s stockings off her,” ordered Harkin. “And her shoes.”

Gretchen came forward without a word. Where was the proud, headstrong girl? Melanie thought. Where was all her fire now? Dropping to her knees, Gretchen peeled down the silk stockings, pausing to remove the shoes, one by one. Melanie was obliged to lift each of her legs in turn as she was stripped bare. 

“Melanie,” whispered Gretchen, looking up at her with imploring eyes. “Don’t fight this. Just bide your time.”

“Spread your legs apart,” commanded the sheriff when Melanie was completely nude.

Melanie complied, lowering her eyes. 

“Gretchen, take your own stockings off and your shoes. Then put your hands behind your back, too.”

Soon both girls were equally naked and equally manacled. The sheriff made them wait like this while he went through the Judge’s desk. Melanie did not think this was proper, but she dared not say a word. They were in enough trouble as it was. She watched as he removed several papers, all of them official looking documents. A number of others he threw in a waste paper basket, which he promptly lit on fire with a matchstick.

“You two didn’t see anything, did you?” he grinned. 

Gretchen lowered her eyes submissively. “No, sir.”

“No, sir,” mumbled Melanie in kind.

“Better not,” he threatened. “Or you’ll both be mighty sorry.”

“Ever been buggy whipped, little missy?” the returned deputy whispered unexpectedly into her ear. 

Melanie gasped in shock; she hadn’t even heard him come in. “N–no, sir,” she sputtered as he wormed a finger between her exposed buttocks, the tip of it settling between her thighs.

“Gretchen has, haven’t you, you smart mouthed whore?” The deputy slapped Gretchen’s arse cheeks hard, making her flesh tremor and roll.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I have.”

The deputy nuzzled Gretchen’s neck, wrapping his hands round her waist. The girl made no effort to resist him. “You talked pretty uppity while you had the Judge wrapped round your little finger, didn’t you?”

Gretchen arched her neck. The rough treatment seemed to be exciting her, but she was fighting it as best she could. “Zechariah’s in charge now, Homer,” she defied. “You’ll have to deal with him.”

“You let us worry about the golden boy, okay sister?”  This was from the sheriff who was busy fanning the flames of the tiny conflagration.

“You won’t get away with it,” Gretchen hissed, attempting to squirm from deputy Homer’s grip.

Harkin nodded to Deputy Homer, who pulled a strip of rawhide from his belt. Wrapping it round Gretchen’s neck, he fashioned a collar and lead. With a sharp tug, he brought Gretchen to her knees. 

“Kiss the deputy’s boot,” he commanded. 

Gretchen turned on all fours and spit rudely on the dusty leather.

“Take her to a jail cell,” Harkin said. “Teach her some respect.”

“My pleasure,” he growled, his eyes hot with anger. “Come with me, slut.”

The deputy pulled hard, compelling Gretchen to shuffle forward on hands and knees. It would have been easier for her to rise, but the man was keeping his grip low, forcing her down.

“Did I miss something, Sheriff Harkin?” drawled the doctor, his lanky frame filling the doorway only just vacated by the deputy and his lovely prisoner.

“Only a murder,” replied Harkin, lighting a cigar with one of the flaming papers. “Only a murder.”


Chapter Eight

Melanie was marched naked across the street. She begged to be clothed, even in a rag or blanket, but the sheriff refused, on the grounds of her being a state prisoner. This despite the fact that Doctor Lassiter had examined the body, and declared it to be a clear case of a heart attack. 

“We’ll see,” the sheriff grumbled. “We’ll see.”

There were ladies about and several gentlemen. Melanie hid her head in shame as she passed them, her hands bound in steel, her nude body bearing the fresh marks of the Judge’s cane. She could hear the whispers, the disgracing remarks. Her tenure as teacher was through here, and everyone knew it. It remained to be seen now, what form of new career she’d be allowed, if she were granted any.

Perhaps it was the gallows the sheriff intended for her. He now had a choice of false charges. He could pin this supposed murder on her, or the one in New York, neither one of which bore the hand of her guilt. The dust blew into her eyes, and over her body. Her thighs were moist, and to her further shame, the particles were sticking there, adhering to her moist girlish opening.

“A little time behind bars will do you some good,” the sheriff told her, forcing her bound body against one of the open cell doors. His thigh pressing her buttocks, he released one of her manacled wrists then pulled both her arms overhead. Running the chain through one of the cross bars just above her head, he was able to secure her on tiptoes.

“Move back nice and slow,” he recommended as he swung the door closed. Melanie backed up painfully on the cold, hard floor until the door clicked shut with a woeful, mechanical sound. She was helpless now, her breasts displayed prominently between two of the bars, her sex thrust hard against another.

“I can smell you a mile off,” sneered Harkin. “You’re like a bitch in heat, aren’t you?”

Melanie averted her eyes, steeping herself in denial. It wasn’t what he thought. There was no way a lady such as herself could ever receive pleasure from such treatment.

Harkin seized her swollen left nipple, twisting it hard. “I asked you a question, you little cunt. I asked if you were a bitch in heat. Do I have to check for myself between your legs?”

She shook her head painfully. “No, please don’t. I admit it; I am aroused. But it’s not what you think.”

The sheriff took a handful of her nether fleece, golden yellow hair, inducing from Melanie a pitiful whimper. “You think I don’t understand little she bitches like you? Believe me, I know your kind. You talk like haughty queens, but let a man lay one little touch of the whip to your naked body and you’re at his feet, kissing and licking like a collared pet.”

“No,” cried Melanie, “it’s not true.”

“Oh?” snorted Harkin. “Let’s try a little test, then, shall we? I’ll tell you what I’m going to do to you, and you see if you can not react to the idea.” 

Not bothering to await permission, the sheriff put his hand inside of Melanie, seizing her moist and supple womb. Melanie’s protests, though intended to be vehement, sounded laughably half hearted.

“Hotter than a pistol already, aren’t you, little whore? Well this is just the beginning. You’re going to stay like this all night. First I’m going to fuck you, then Homer’s going to fuck you. After that, you’ll hang up here and wait. Assuming it’s a quiet night, either Homer or I will come back and whip you about two or three. If we’re busy, we won’t have time. But don’t you fret your pretty head about being lonely. This right here is the drunk tank, Melanie. If anyone gets thrown in here tonight, well it’s gonna be like Christmas for ‘em, cause they get you as a bonus. You’ll do whatever they want, Melanie, or else you’ll be tasting the whip. If you want to know what that’s like, multiply the cane by about ten.”

Melanie sucked on her lower lip. She was gushing all over the sheriff’s hand, revealing herself to be every bit the whore he’d accused her of. Worse, actually. “I…I understand,” she managed, nearly breathless.

Harkin twisted his fingers very slightly, the motion bringing her to the brink of orgasm. “How about if we try, ‘I understand, master.’  Consider it practice for down the line.”

Melanie pressed her cheek to the bar. She wanted release so badly; she’d rub, she’d beg she’d do anything. “I understand,” she flushed, her voice a hot, confessional whisper. “Master.”

The words rolled coolly and easily off her tongue, frighteningly so, given the radical debasement the term implied. 

Harkin withdrew his hand, leaving her on the razor’s edge of fulfillment. “Lick,” he commanded, holding his wet, soiled hand up to her lips. With tears in the corners of her eyes, feeling aroused and stimulated beyond her wildest dreams, Melanie cleaned the juices of her own submission from the sheriff’s invading hand.

When she had abased herself to his satisfaction, Harkin gave a parting, humiliating tweak to each nipple. “You’re learning, my little slave girl. There may be hope for you yet. As a reward for your obedience, I’m going to give you something to heal up those marks on your backside. You may thank me in advance.”

“Thank, you,” Melanie heard herself say. “Master.”

The cream was soothing and cool on her skin. It soaked readily into the angry places, bringing instant relief. The feel of it was delicious, especially as applied by the hand of a strong man.

“You may thank me again, slave.” 

“Thank you,” Melanie gasped, her backside unwittingly pushed out as Harkin inserted a finger into her defenseless rectum. “Thank you…master.”

Harkin twisted the finger, making her writhe. “You see, Melanie, how kind I can be? You see that I reward cooperation in my slaves? It’s been a long time since I’ve had one of my own. The Judge was surprisingly old fashioned about a lot of things. He felt women should be honored and respected. Didn’t stop the old hypocrite from flailing them right and left, though. It’ll be different, now. I’m going to enjoy breaking you in, Melanie. And you’ll be real cooperative, too, unless, of course, you’d like to be sent back to New York. Would you like that, Melanie?”

“No, master,” Melanie moaned, half mad with desire. “Please…please, master, touch me…touch my other…opening.”

“My pleasure, sweetheart.” The sheriff’s words were hot at her ear lobe. His cream wet hand moved lower, two of the fingers claiming her sex. “You’re sopping wet, Melanie. It arouses you to be treated like this doesn’t it?”

She shook her head, still trying to deny the very needs she’d just announced to the man.

A hand reached round to clamp her tit like he owned it. “Don’t lie, girl.”

“You’re hurting me,” she complained uselessly. Then, a moment later, as the pressure on her breast mounted, “Yes!  Yes, it arouses me!”

“To be treated like a slave arouses you?” he pressed.

“Yes,” she confessed, her voice a dark surrender. “It arouses me to be treated like...like a slave.”

She heard the sound of the man’s trousers opening. Her heart quickened.

“You may beg to be taken, slave.”

Melanie licked her lips. In the dreamy half-light of her prison cell, in the torment of her bondage she felt the yielding, the deep and profound voices conflicting within herself. Later, she told, herself, she would fight. The sheriff was manipulating her, tricking her with his sudden kindness, inducing her servile cooperation, yes, but for now, it was enough.

“Please, master,” she whispered, the echo of her scandalous words filling the confines of her jail cell. “Take me.”

Harkin slid himself easily into her, sinking to the hilt in a single thrust. Melanie clenched and unclenched her helpless fists. Her feet barely on the floor, she felt herself moving against him. Harkin stood perfectly still, maximizing her humiliation, making her do all the work.

“Fuck me,” she tremored, her voice betraying her whore’s belly. “Hard.”

Harkin seized her hips, settling himself in as it pleased him. She could feel the brush of his pants on the back of her thighs, the gun belt at the small of her back. “Smooth as silk,” he muttered. “You’re a delicious little cunt, Melanie, did you know that? You may thank me for the compliment.”

“Thank you,” she blushed hotly. 

Harkin took her breasts in his hands, hard and punishing. “But not very obedient. You’ve been forgetting to call me ‘master.’”

“I…I…forgive me…” she teetered on the brink of orgasm. “Master.”

“You’ll take my semen now, girl,” he said imperiously. “And when you do, you’ll thank me once again.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, master.”

“And one more thing, slave girl. You are not to come when I do. If you do, you’ll be whipped.”

Harkin went at her furiously now, his chest puffing heavily as he slammed himself into his beautiful captive again and again. No pretense of pleasing her, Harkin moved as it suited him, cruelly spilling himself inside her cringing, shaking body. It was all Melanie could do to resist giving in to her female needs, but in the end, when he pulled himself free, she remained where she had begun.

Hopelessly aroused, desperate for an orgasm.

“Not bad,” Harkin slapped her ass as he zipped up his pants. “We’ll get a lot of use out of that hole yet.”

Melanie dared not respond, nor did she ask if she was to be unchained.

On his way out, he doused the gas lamp, leaving her as a prisoner in complete darkness. Just like that, she was alone. Initial shock soon gave way to a wave of sexual heat she could not deny. Beside herself with the need for a climax, Melanie began to rub herself against the bars. It was the action of a whore and Melanie knew it. She had no choice, though. Naked, abused, forlorn, she had naught but her own pleasure to seek. And what was wrong with that, given all the men she knew intending to take their own pleasure with her?

A whipping or else sexual usage at the hands of drunken derelicts. 

That was her choice for the night, according to her jailor. Which should she hope for? And after this night, what lay ahead for her and for the vanished Gretchen as well? Could the man-boy Zechariah save them? Not likely, given his limited abilities. The marshal was her only hope. But would the man really come back, if not for her at least to check on the Indian negotiations? She almost felt herself wishing for Red Wolf to attack; at least then she’d be free of Sheriff Harkin.

Closing her eyes, Melanie shed a tear for the Judge. As cruel as he’d been, there was a sort of honor about the man, a kind of integrity. She’d never forget him, or the feelings he’d awoken inside of her. Dark feelings no woman, certainly not a woman of breeding should ever have.

Hanging naked in the darkness, steel on her wrists, steel shoved against her breasts and against her thighs, Melanie tried to imagine what it might have been like if she’d accepted those feelings sooner, if she’d surrendered to Cavanaugh, for example. He’d have made her his wife, his cringing slave. He had a cane, with which he’d planned to mark her. And dark eyes, foreboding a life of servitude. The man had a temper; she’d seen it upon occasion with his family’s servants. But what a kisser, what a man of strength.

What would he have done with her? Melanie wondered. Would he have kept her in chains, nude in their private chamber, her skin bearing at all times the fresh marks of her submission? Would he have given her to others, sharing her body with his friends and associates? If she had kneeled to him that day in the garden, if she had given herself into his hands, where would she be at this moment? Naked and bound in Cavanaugh’s bed? Strung up on some rack to receive a whipping? On her knees, her husband’s cock shoved to the back of her throat? Or maybe serving another man’s cock. A stranger’s.

And what of her own pleasure? What kind of things would she have said and done to secure release at Cavanaugh’s hands? Would he have allowed her to come? As a reward for being a pleasing slave-wife, or simply for his own enjoyment? Or would he torture her as Harkin did, leaving her on the edge, a needful, desperate bitch, naked and in heat?

Melanie felt a surge of shame for her arousal. The idea of servitude to Cavanaugh appealed to her and she found herself longing for the man, with a surge of pain and regret she’d scarce thought possible. It must be the ordeals of my torture, she thought. I am losing my senses, losing touch with reality. Had she been suspended like this an hour? A minute? A day? Shifting her toes painfully, she tried to ease the stress on her wrists. 

The sheriff was a beast. How could he call himself a lawman? She was so tired. So weak. So ready to go home. So ready to...Melanie’s thoughts dissolved as she shifted her thighs, the surface of her skin slick with her juices and her sweat. She could think of nothing now but her need. She would do anything, say anything for release. She’d give herself to any man who commanded her – to a savage if necessary. To the wild eyed Red Wolf and his braves, even. She could only imagine what such a man would do to a fair skinned girl such as herself. She’d seen it in his eyes. The lust, the pure, unadulterated desire. Was it true what they said of the savages? That they made the stagecoach robbers look like gentlemen by comparison to their brutality against captives? Was it true, what Beauregard said, that they treated white women as little better than dogs, beasts of burden and sexual slaves?

“Trent,” she heard herself whisper in the dark. “Won’t you save me yet?”

The sound of metal scraping in the lock of the outer door awoke Melanie from her pitiful reverie. For a split second, she allowed hope to surge. Then she smelled him, the unmistakable rancid tobacco smell of Deputy Homer. Melanie stiffened. She’d nearly forgotten the sheriff’s cruel promise. I’m going to fuck you, then my deputy’s going to fuck you. 

Homer didn’t bother with the light. He opened her cell, let himself in and swung her back into place. “You been waiting for me, darlin’?” he crooned. “Sorry I took so long.”

Melanie cringed as he ran his stubby fingers up and down the side of her. “Deputy,” she moaned. “I’m so tired. Can you let me down? Even for a little while?”

Homer grabbed her pendulant breasts. “You got work to do right now, little missy. You got to make Little Homer happy. Think you can do that?” 

“No, please…”

The deputy ignored her protests as he shoved himself between Melanie’s legs. He met not even token resistance from her thirsty, gaping sex as he took control of it. “Know where I’ve been, little schoolteacher? I’ve been with your friend, Gretchen. She got a smart mouth ain’t she?”

Melanie felt her muscles close involuntarily round the deputy’s pulsing shaft. She was going to explode any second. “Oh, deputy,” she cried. “I won’t be able to hold back. Is it all right if I…”

He stroked her hair and licked the side of her face. “You want to come, is that it, little darlin’?” Deputy Homer chuckled. “Sheriff don’t like for you to do that, does he? If you ask me, it’s cause he don’t know how to please a woman proper even if he wanted. Me, I know what a lady likes. I drive you crazy, don’t I?”

“Y–yes,” she cried, unable to deny the humiliating truth.

“I do that to all the girls. I tame ‘em first, then I drive ‘em wild. I tamed Gretchen real good. She begged me for it, and in the ass, too. You ever been taken that way, schoolteacher? Gretchen’s gonna get it that way real regular from now on. You know what she was doing when I came over here a few minutes ago? She was sucking cock in the saloon. There were twenty men in there and she was halfway through. Sheriff calls it ‘house arrest.’  Yep, she was going from one to the other, just as nice as you please, on her hands and knees, her hands cuffed behind her back, just sucking. If you ask me, that’s what a smart mouth like hers is for. Don’t you think, little teacher?”

Melanie was beyond speech. The orgasm was welling inside her, though now she didn’t want it. Not with this man; not with a man – a mere animal – who’d just humiliated and abused her friend.

“Give it to me, little teacher,” he growled, his voice crackling with sudden authority. “Come for me, or I’ll beat your ass like I did Gretchen’s.”

The words were too much. She was being commanded to climax by a man she despised, a man who was violating her chained body. The very idea of being so servile repulsed her, and yet it was also an aphrodisiac. As if of its own will – or rather in accord with the deputy’s will – the feelings washed over her, unstoppable. Powerful, mind shattering. Wave after wave, as she gave herself to the loathsome, fetid, sniggering lawman.

“Like I told you,” he gloated, his sandpaper tongue at her neck like a lizard’s once he’d finished slobbering and spurting. “I drive all the girls crazy.”

The deputy stayed inside her till his organ went flaccid. Only then did he pull out, leaving her full of his seed. A moment later, he was gone again. She remained this way well into the night. Sleep, improbable though it was in her current predicament, came to her finally, deep and dreamless, and full of mercy.

“Honest, sheriff,” Melanie heard in the darkness sometime later. “I only had one teensy weensy little drink!”

Melanie started at the sound of the man’s voice. It was a stranger’s, very drunk. Someone was fiddling with the lock. The voice was coming through the outer door from the other side. She was still in the jail cell, she realized, hanging by her arms, numb, cold and scared.

“Save it, Otto,” she heard the sheriff say as the door to the cellblock opened, sending a shaft of light pouring into the dark corridor. “I’m doing you a favor letting you sleep it off in a nice safe jail cell, and you know it.”

Otto was a short, stout balding man in filthy clothes. He wore gloves with no fingers and there was black grease on his bowler hat and jacket. His nose and cheeks were beet red. The sheriff had to keep him from stumbling as he walked.

“What in tarnation?” Otto’s eyes grew wide as saucers as he saw the girl adorning the door of his usual cell. He rubbed his eyes. “Sheriff, I think I done died this time and gone to heaven.”

Harkin shoved the oversize skeleton key into the lock. “Consider it a bonus, Otto, for all your stays with us.”

“I ain’t dreaming, then?” he drooled hoarsely.

“Nope.” The sheriff swung the door wide, inducing Melanie to shuffle forward on tiptoes as best she could. “This one’s as real as you and me. And she’s ready and willing to do whatever you want her to. Aren’t you, Melanie?”

Melanie drew in a sharp breath as Harkin smacked her sore buttocks hard. “Y–yes, sir.”

She’d stopped short of calling him master in the drunk’s presence. 

Fortunately, Harkin appeared to take no notice. “Hear that, Otto? She’s a real eager beaver.” 

Melanie winced as he undid one of the manacles, pulling her arms free so he could reattach them cruelly behind her back. 

“Don’t be shy, Otto. Melanie sucks real good. She likes it rough, too.” He shoved her forward, into the arms of the stunned drunkard. Melanie nearly wretched from the overpowering smell of the alcohol, combined with days, maybe weeks of body stench.

“Give Otto a nice kiss, Melanie.”

Otto was an inch shorter than her. She had to lower her head. His lips burned of whisky. Eyes clamped shut, she pressed her mouth as lightly as possible.

“That’s not a real kiss, Melanie,” Harkin chided. “You know better than that. Open your mouth up, or you’ll earn that whipping sooner rather than later.”

A shudder of defeat passed through Melanie’s body. She’d hoped to endure the man’s touches without feeling anything herself, but Harkin was not going to give her that luxury. No sooner did she relax her jaw than Otto’s tongue was between her lips. She kissed him back, with passion. His greasy hands grabbed at her, pulling her against him. The feel of his rough clothing on her smooth, bare skin was an offense all its own. 

“Otto, make sure she’s wet, will you? I want you to have a nice, easy access. Melanie, open your legs for him.”

Melanie wanted more than anything to clamp her thighs tighter, to run away if possible. But Harkin was blocking the door. Besides, she was cuffed and naked; where would she go? Desperate, now, she made an appeal directly to Otto. Harkin would try to punish her, to control her, but with another man present, she might yet regain her dignity and end the present insanity. “Sir,” she offered boldly.  “I beg you to consider what you are about to do.  I am not a virgin, I admit, but I am a lady. To take advantage of me now would be a terrible crime.”

“Give me your belt, Otto,” said the sheriff.

“Wha–what did you say?” Otto mumbled, trying to follow the words.

“Your belt, dammit.” The sheriff pushed them apart. Grappling at Otto’s waist, he pulled the thick, worn strap of black leather from the tattered belt loops. “Are you stupid as well as drunk? The girl is disrespecting us.”

Harkin took Melanie by the scruff of the neck and moved her to the single, thin mattress built into the wall. Shoving her down face first on her knees, he made her lift her buttocks into the air. “Spread,” he ordered, tapping her thigh with the belt to force them apart. 

Melanie turned her face to breathe. The wool blanket scratched her cheek. She heard Harkin repeat the order, this time with menace in his voice. Obediently, desperate to appease the man, she spaced her feet as far apart as she could manage. For her reward she was treated to a whistling lick of the leather.

“Ow!” she cried in shock.

Harkin struck her again, harder. “Silence, slave. You’ll take your punishment without comment.”

Biting her lip in anticipation, Melanie splayed her cuffed fingers, doing her best to shield her exposed buttocks from the next hit. 

“Hands away from your arse, slave!” Harkin barked.

Shocked by her own easy obedience, Melanie complied, opening herself to whatever pain the man wished to bestow. He gave her six blows, all of which she absorbed in silence. The pain of the belt was not nearly that of the cane, but she stung with the humiliation of it. She was grateful at least for the doctor’s healing cream, which seemed to have done much to soothe the original wounds, rendering the experience not nearly so terrible as it might have been. 

When Harkin had finished with her, he pulled her to her feet by her damp, matted hair and tilted her head in Otto’s direction. “Apologize.”

“I’m sorry,” Melanie managed, the man’s hand tight on her scalp.

“I’m sorry for disrespecting you, Mr. Otto,” he prompted. “My body exists only for your sexual pleasure and I had no right to deny you. I offer you now my mouth and cunt and ass for your use.”

Melanie mouthed the degrading words, in effect, pronouncing herself to be the property – albeit temporarily and vicariously – of the filthy drunk. Otto’s mouth hung open in response, indicating that he was no less shocked than her at what was being said.

“Mr. Otto seems undecided with what to do with you, Melanie. Why don’t you begin by showing him what you can do with your mouth?”

Melanie dropped to her knees as soon as the sheriff released her. She was not for a moment fooled by the polite and easygoing tone Harkin had used with her. It was a command, issued by a master to a slave. A chastised slave who’d already taken punishment on her bare behind for disobedience. It was as a slave that she took Otto’s flaccid cock between her lips, having first helped him with his pants. He proved difficult to arouse in his intoxicated state and twice the sheriff had to lay the leather belt upon her back to increase her diligence.

With each blow she felt a surge of heat as though she’d been touched intimately. At last, Otto began to swell. Pressing his hands to her head, he tried to steady himself. “What a mouth,” he muttered. “What a sweet little mouth. And what a sweet little tramp to go with it.”

“Remember, Otto,” the sheriff pointed out helpfully. “You can hold back if you want to come in her ass or vagina. She’s yours completely.”

Otto leaned heavily on Melanie’s head with his grimy fingers. “I have died and gone to heaven,” he slurred. “I know I have.”

“Melanie, go over and lay on the cot, show Mr. Otto what you have to offer.”

She released the penis with a large suctioning sound. More than willing to be had now, Melanie went to the mattress, torn and stained. Lying down upon it, manacled hands over her head, she waited now for her lover’s pleasure. “I’m yours,” she whispered to the staggering drunk. 

Otto was all but drooling over the curvaceous body, blonde and young, so utterly laid out for his disposal. Looking down at his cock, as though it belonged to another, he remarked, “I hope I remember where to put this.”

“Melanie,” commanded the sheriff. “Spread your sex lips with your fingers. Show Mr. Otto where his cock is going to go.”

She took the delicate folds of skin between her fingertips. Stretching them as best she could, she displayed her opening. The hot, slick hole into which he’d been given complete license to plunder, pummel and ultimately spill himself into.

“Beg for it, Melanie. Beg for the privilege of being fucked by a man.”

“I beg you, Mr. Otto,” said Melanie. “I beg you to use me.”

“Pinch your nipples, now, Melanie. Make them harder.”

She squeezed the pliant nubs. In short order she began to moan, digging her heels into the mattress, lifting her hips off the surface into the air. What a whore she was. No more a lady, only a hot, begging tramp, yearning for this latest humiliation at the hands of the cruel sheriff and his chosen vessel, the horrid derelict Otto.

“Jumpin’ jehosaphat,” whistled the man. “Would you get a look at that? She’s hotter than a fire cracker on the Fourth of July.”

“If you’d like to settle her down some, you’re welcome to use my belt.”

Not one to miss a hint, Melanie dropped back down, her body suddenly rigid.

“No, thank you, sheriff,” Otto resolved. “I need to just get up in the saddle. It’s been awhile, if you know what I mean.”

“Of course, Otto,” Harkin replied indulgently. “And remember you have all night with her.”

Melanie bit her lip. They were talking about her is if she weren’t there, or worse still, as if she were there, but only in bodily form. Like an animal, a dog or horse to whom one refers incidentally almost as if they were an inanimate object. And yet she was a live woman, with feelings and needs. A woman craving the attention of a man. Any man. Even Otto. Defensively, in a vain attempt to hide the truth, Melanie clamped her legs tightly shut.

“Reckon I’ll give it a try,” Otto announced, having taken a swig from a small metal flask in his pocket.  “What do you say, little lady? You ready to spread for a little action?”

“Sure she is, Otto; unless she wants to be dropped off at Fort Collins to satisfy the entire Fifth Cavalry.”

Melanie quickly re-opened her legs, spacing them as wide as the wall-buttressed mattress would allow. Serving the filthy Mr. Otto was one thing, lying for a fort full of soldiers was quite another.

“Good girl,” praised the sheriff condescendingly, leaning down to rub Melanie’s head. “You’re catching on fast. Keep up the good work and there’ll be a little treat for you later.”

Melanie wanted to spit right in his smug face, but she had other concerns now as Otto was at long last coming to take his prize. 

“Oh, yea,” Otto sputtered, the mattress springs creaking violently as he clamored up, his knees planted between Melanie’s splayed legs. “Now we’re talking.”

Ignoring the man’s foolish grin, Melanie concentrated on the mass of flesh looming ever closer. With the pushing of his cock at her vagina came the flood of stomach fat, and the dual chins. Otto hadn’t even bothered to undress, except to open his trousers. She could hardly breathe as the man shoved himself down, the harsh fibers of his clothes scratching at her soft exposed skin.

She didn’t want to react; she wanted to hold back, to show nothing but revulsion. And yet the very act of violation, the unbearable ignominy was itself an aphrodisiac. To her shame, she found herself clutching at him, encouraging him to increase his pounding speed. Her pride gone, she cried out her pleasure, letting Otto and the sheriff, too, know just what kind of girl she was.

“Ride ‘em cowboy,” encouraged Harkin.

Otto was groaning low in his throat. Melanie was afraid he might have a heart attack like the Judge. And yet there was naught she could do now but surrender to the waves of ecstasy that signaled her subjugation, her despoilment.

“Nice work, Otto, you made her come,” she heard the sheriff say.

One more final grunt, and Otto expelled himself, spilling his seed deep inside her womb. He collapsed now, like a landslide upon her. Melanie could hardly breathe. “Please,” she begged, “let me up.”

“Better do as she says,” the sheriff announced, giving the man a swat on the shoulder. “Don’t want my new property dying on me the first night.” 

Otto stirred from his half snoring. “Wha–at did you say?”

Harkin helped him to his feet just long enough to grab Melanie by the hair. “On the floor, slave, where you belong.”

The drunk tumbled back onto the now empty cot, passing out almost immediately, while the sheriff walked Melanie painfully to the cell door. Releasing her left wrist, he reattached the cuff to one of the cell bars.  Melanie was now left with the choice of standing as she was or lying down. She opted for the latter, rolling herself into a protective ball.

Harkin loomed over her, his boots near her head and drawn up legs respectively. “Get up and suck me, slave.”

Melanie got up onto her knees. She had to press her breasts and belly against the cold metal to reach him. Gripping the bars with her hands, the one confined and the one free, she wrapped her lips round the man’s cock, prominently displayed between the thin cylinders of iron. Naked and imprisoned, cold and hungry, Melanie pleasured her jailor, making sure to do a good job. She might earn the treat he talked about, or better still, a warm bed, some clothing. Maybe even a chance to go free.

The man made no reaction as he climaxed, except to pour his seed down her gullet. Melanie swallowed every drop then continued to lick at him till he withdrew.

“You’ll get better with practice,” he told her at last.

She looked up at him, dumbfounded. 

“Cheer up, sweetheart,” he winked, cinching his trousers. “Tomorrow night you’re going to be the center of the action. Know much about poker? Don’t worry if you don’t. You don’t have to play, you’re just the prize.”

Harkin started laughing and he didn’t let up. She could still hear him after he’d locked the outer door, shrouding her in darkness. For a long time, she leaned on the bars and wept until at last, at long last, she slid to the floor and slept.


Chapter Nine

The Indian attack never came. Melanie waited all morning, hoping against all hope as she lay on her side in the jail cell, still chained by the wrist to the door. It was madness, of course, to wish for such a thing, but how else could a woman in her position be expected to react? Her day had begun with Otto nudging her awake with his foot, leaning down over her with a fresh hard on. She’d taken it inside her, splayed on her back on the cell floor. Afterwards he’d gone back to sleep, leaving her flooded with his thick, hot semen. Lacking so much as a rag to clean herself, she’d lain in their mutual juices, having no choice but to wait for someone to release her.

It was Lyla who came for her. The little minx seemed unusually subdued as she walked meekly behind Deputy Homer. Acting quite out of character, she made no comment as she tossed the girl a horse blanket to cover herself with.

“Take her back to the saloon and get her cleaned up,” Homer ordered, having removed the handcuffs. He delivered a crisp smack to the ass of Lyla, skimpily covered in a short black dress. Lyla bit her lip and looked longingly in his eyes.

“Later, wildcat,” he promised almost tenderly. “Later.”

Turning to Melanie, Lyla made a tiny bow, indicating with her hand that Melanie should precede her. Not a word was spoken as they crossed the street to the saloon. Melanie was grateful to have the blanket to shield her from the prying eyes. As soon as they were in Melanie’s old room, Lyla went straightaway to draw a bath. 

“I’ll only be a minute,” the seemingly transformed Lyla offered politely. “Have a candy, they’re on the night stand.”

Sitting for the moment on the edge of her luxuriously soft bed, enjoying one of the chocolates conveniently deposited by her bedside, Melanie was beginning to think her rival had changed her stripes.

“Bath’s ready,” called Lyla pleasantly after a few moments. 

Melanie mumbled her thanks, entered the small room and waited for Lyla to leave. When the girl didn’t, she asked, “I wonder if I might have some privacy, Lyla?”

“Privacy?” Lyla cooed, strolling towards her, putting a finger under Melanie’s chin. “For a slave? Isn’t that rich? If I had my way, you’d be washed down with the horses in the barn.”

Melanie pulled back her head. “Still the little she-bitch, I see. No surprise, I guess.”

Lyla’s next move was swift and brutal. For a small woman, she had a strong arm. Melanie’s cheek recoiled at the cold slap, her palm over the warm spot in shock. Her attacker took advantage of the opportunity to pull the blanket from Melanie, undoing the makeshift knot she’d made above her breasts.

“No wonder you smell like a mare in heat,” Lyla observed, scanning her sex stained body. “Turn around, let me see your ass.”

Unable to summon the will to resist, Melanie obeyed. Lyla whistled when she saw the markings, the deep purple bruises from the cane and the criss-crossed welts from the sheriff’s belt. “You’ve been a bad little slave haven’t you?”

Melanie hung her head. “Why can’t you leave me alone?” she quivered, in a voice that only served to telegraph her weakness.

Like a true bully, Lyla moved in for the kill. Grabbing the taller girl by the hair, she bowed her back, forcing Melanie’s breasts to stick out prominently. “Squeeze your nipples,” Lyla ordered. “Do it hard.”

A whimper escaped Melanie’s throat. “You’re hurting me,” she complained, even as she did exactly as the girl told her.

“You’re hurting me,” Lyla mimicked. “I’ll show you hurt, just you wait and see. Back at the jail cell, I was real nice. That’s because I had to be. Right now, you’re off limits to me – in training, the sheriff says. But soon, real soon, you’ll be in full circulation, and then I’m going to have my fun with you. The same with that bitch Gretchen. You and her, my two fat cows.”

“Please, Lyla, can you tell me if Gretchen is all right?”

Lyla snorted. “She’s sleeping it off. You’ll see her soon enough. The lucky slut has gotten lots of attention from the men. And that’s another thing, bitch. I don’t want you sucking up to the men. I’m everyone’s favorite,” she purred, taking Melanie’s nether hair in hand, “and it’s going to stay that way. Cross me, and I’ll get you sent off to the ranch—or worse.”

“Ow!  Just wait till the marshal comes back!” Melanie winced

She regretted the outburst at once. The last thing she wanted to do was show her true feelings to Lyla or give her any more ammunition than she already had.

“Still hot for him, huh, baby?” Lyla chortled, reaching in to confirm the fact with her hand. “Yep, I guess so.” She rubbed Melanie’s clit a while then withdrew. “Now clean me off, slave.”

Melanie accepted Lyla’s wet, sticky hand. To her shame, Melanie had moaned expectantly at the girl’s contemptuous touch. So too, did she lick and suck her fingers now with equal abandon.

“Look at you,” Lyla sneered. “No self respecting lawman would rescue you. Old Marshal Cole will get one look at you and he’ll have one thing on his mind, same as every other man from now on, sweet heart. Except in his case, he shoots blanks, so it won’t matter.”

Lyla slapped her again for good measure. “Better get in your bath, now honey, so you can clean that cow body of yours real good for your masters.”

The brunette let her be then, closing the door behind her. Forcing thoughts of the unpleasant little woman from her mind, Melanie luxuriated in the bubbles, soaking her sore muscles. All by herself at long last, Melanie did her best now to sort through the events of the last few hours. So much had happened. The Judge was dead, Gretchen was gone and she herself had seen an irrevocable change in her status. Gone was the pretense of being a teacher. What was she, then? Harkin had called her a slave. Lyla had confirmed it. According to the sheriff, in fact, she would be a prize in the nightly poker game. No doubt the winner would want sexual favors from her. Apparently she was to be given no option in this, nor was there any mention of pay, which at least if she were a whore, she’d be entitled to.

There were an awful lot of unanswered questions. Where was Zechariah, the new patriarch of the Van Der Mere clan? The sheriff had said he’d control the boy. Who would help her, then? The marshal seemed like more of a long shot with each passing hour. What about the colonel, then? He represented the federal government, by way of his position as cavalry commander in the area, though there seemed little reason to trust him. First, there was that story of Zechariah’s about his running the “ranch” for human females, and there was also his treatment of Red Wolf to consider. The man had abused the Powatan brave terribly and furthermore – given that the Indians hadn’t followed through on Red Wolf’s threat to attack – it also seemed likely that he was in cahoots with one or more of the chiefs.

All of this meant that, for the moment at least, she was in Harkin’s control. His prisoner – no, his slave. A secret thrill passed through Melanie’s body at the thought of it. She should be horrified, of course, but part of her yearned to know more and to feel more. What would it be like to live as a slave? Would she be beaten regularly, or only in the event of displeasing her master? What kind of clothes would the sheriff allow her? Would she sleep in a bed anymore, or only on the cold hard floor? For the moment she wore no bonds, neither rope nor steel. Would that remain the case? And what about punishment? She would try to be pleasing, of course, in order to avoid the belt and the cane, but would that be enough? How much would Harkin demand, not to mention the others who were obviously going to possess her as well, the poker game players, for starters. 

Melanie strained to remember the faces at the table. There’d been the doctor, the colonel, the sheriff and the deputy. Who else had there been? Would she be given to one man for the night or would there be multiple opportunities to win her?

Melanie’s thoughts turned hot and forbidden. Sliding her hand under the water, she parted her own thighs. It had happened, she thought, it had really happened. A western sheriff had captured her and was blackmailing her and now she was to be sexual booty, an honest to goodness slave. She thought that practice was now illegal throughout the United States and the civilized world. A war had been fought, in her lifetime, to free the slaves.

And now she, a white woman, born free and in privilege, was being made to serve. Already had, in fact, by Harkin, by Deputy Homer, not to mention the repulsive Otto. Her skin crawled as she thought of the drunkard pawing her, filling her and using her. Melanie laid her head back on the tub, pretending the hand was not her own but another’s, or better still, the cock of a man, she yielded herself up to the stimulation. The orgasm came quickly, and was followed by a second, larger still. It was almost as if she were becoming accustomed to, or even expectant of the abuse being heaped upon her. Dragging her nails up to her hungry breasts, she teased the delicate nipples, already so swollen. 

Imagining it was all against her will, she worked towards her third climax. So close, so sweet, the biggest yet...

The sound of a man clearing his throat interrupted Melanie’s train of thought. Freezing her hand midstroke, she looked up to see him in the doorway, lanky, a sheepish half-grin on his face. “Sorry to break in like this,” said Doctor Lassiter, “but Sheriff Harkin was pretty explicit that I examine you right away.”

Melanie covered her breasts with her hands. She could almost hear Lyla laughing at her. Modesty – in a slave? “E–examine me,” she stammered. “W–what do you mean?”

Lassiter’s cheeks turned pink. “It’s not what you think,” he said, looking down at his feet and nervously adjusting his spectacles. “Just a quick medical exam, that’s all.”

“Oh,” she laughed, stunned that a man would behave with such gentility towards her at this stage of the game. “Yes, yes, of course. If I could have a towel?”

Lassiter handed her the bath towel at arm’s length, strategically averting his eyes. Feeling almost lady-like for the first time in days, Melanie stepped from the lukewarm tub water. “If you would kindly wait for me outside?” she said quickly, not wanting him to see the murkiness of the water, the discoloration due to not only her filth but also her private sexual activity.

“Certainly,” he drawled, his voice sounding more southern than she’d remembered. “Take your time.”

Melanie dried herself carefully, making a point of dabbing between her thighs. She had to repeat the gesture several times, there being an inexplicable continuation of her state of arousal. It would make a bad impression, she thought, if she were to present herself to the doctor with obvious signs of female heat on her person.

Lassiter was drinking from a silver flagon when she emerged. Guiltily, he shoved it back in the pocket of his vest. “For medicinal purposes,” he explained hastily.

“Of course,” Melanie demurred, already calculating in her mind how to make an ally of this man – only the second one she’d met in the west with even the semblance of a conscience. “You need say no more on the subject. Your secret is safe with me.” 

She tried to keep her tone neutral, with just a hint of conspiratorial collaboration. If the man were indeed a southerner, this might prove helpful, at least where the US cavalry colonel was concerned.

“Hardly a secret,” he mused. “I’ll need you to remove the towel,” he added, his tone sounding more apologetic with each passing moment. “In order to make my examination.”

Melanie bared herself at once, wanting to be as cooperative as possible. “It’s all right, doctor. You’re just doing your job,” she soothed, subtly thrusting out her breasts in his direction. “I know you’ll treat me with the utmost respect.”

The doctor was breathing a bit heavily. “You’ll need to put your hands at arms length. So I can...examine you.”

Again Melanie obeyed without question. She intended to win the doctor over, even if that meant bending over backwards – figuratively, not literally – to cooperate with him. She watched as he put down his leather bag on the table and opened it. For some reason, the sight of the silver instruments, gleaming metal, set her heart racing. By the time he reached her, she was nearly ready to faint.

“We don’t see many girls like you out here,” Lassiter commented, stooping to place the cold end of a stethoscope on her bare chest.

Melanie sucked in her gut and shivered.

Seeing her discomfort, the doctor retracted the device. “Sorry about that.”

“No, it’s all right,” she insisted. “Please, continue.”

He shrugged, leaning in close to continue the procedure. The doctor was not a handsome man, though there was a certain nobility about his thin features, a mark of quiet suffering and deep grace. His was the sort of face a woman fell in love with over time, though in the short run he was apt to lose out to the prettier faces, or the larger muscles.

“You have a strong heart, Melanie. May I call you Melanie?”

“Yes, yes,” she agreed eagerly, arching her back in a way she hoped would spark his interest. “You may.”

The doctor put his hands on either side of Melanie’s ribs. “Cough, please.”

Melanie obeyed, the motions shaking her breasts. Her nipples, she noted were taut. Hopefully the doctor would chalk it up to her being cold after her bath.

“Turn about,” he said, his voice still rich with professional chime. “If you please.”

He sighed when he saw her back and buttocks. A silence followed, and Melanie’s hopes began to surge. He had seen her marks now, the sure evidence of how she’d been treated. Surely now he would become her advocate, perhaps even her knight in shining armor?

“You’ve been beaten,” he said.

“Yes,” Melanie sniffled, the reaction far from contrived. “I’ve been abused horribly.”

“The next part of the exam will be a bit less comfortable,” he continued. “I apologize in advance.”

“I understand,” Melanie said. Was it her imagination or was there a subtle shift in his tone, from one of genteel sympathy to something colder and more clinical?

“You can put your arms down and face me again.”

Melanie turned on her heels and looked at him brightly, expectantly. 

The doctor’s face was expressionless. “Open your mouth, wide.”

To her surprise, he handled her roughly, more like a horse than an eligible young woman.

“Don’t move,” he instructed as he applied the calipers, capturing her left nipple between the pincers. 

Melanie winced as he tightened then retightened the device. Squinting over the edge of his glasses, he made note of a number, then jotted it down on a small piece of paper. “I had thought you were different,” he said quite unexpectedly.

“Different? How?” 

“I thought you were a lady, but I see on your skin that you mark like a whore, just like all the rest,” the doctor replied, exchanging the calipers for a short, thin handled rod with a kind of metal hook at the end.

“But I didn’t ask for it,” Melanie exclaimed desperately. “Don’t you see that I was forced?”

The doctor leveled the device between Melanie’s legs. “Spread.”

Melanie parted her thighs. “I am a lady,” she persisted. “I’ve been wronged, in every way.”

The hook slid over her clitoris, sending waves of sensation, most inconvenient and ill timed, through Melanie’s body. “Oh, doctor, what are you doing to me?”

“It’s most ingenious, really. The device was invented by a German scientist. With it one can measure the sexual responsiveness of a female.”

“I–it feels so strange.”

The doctor grasped hold of Melanie’s right nipple, twisting it harshly. She wanted to cry out in pain and it did hurt, but the thing inside her was complicating everything. Lassiter began counting now, and by the time he reached six, she was in the throes of an orgasm.

“Six seconds,” said the doctor, withdrawing the device before she’d finished. “I believe that’s a new record. For the next part of the test, you will bend over and grasp your ankles.”

Melanie wanted to collapse, but she didn’t dare disobey, not as long as there was a shred of hope in converting him to her way of thinking. If he could just see in her the good girl that she was, he would help her, she knew he would.

The doctor was behind her, his palm pushing on the small of her back. He was holding something, pressing it between her buttock cheeks. At first she thought it was to be inserted in her vagina, but she saw quickly he had something else in mind. 

“This will go easier if you relax,” the doctor advised.

The thing was long and tapered. Melanie thought she would die as Lassiter began to force it up and into her anal opening. On and on it went, like she was being ripped asunder. Sweat beaded on her forehead, she struggled just to stay upright. At the same time, there was a kind of fullness, a kind of sexy feeling of being taken, of being had in a whole new way. Eventually she began to moan.

“That was only a number four,” he told her, as if the number meant something. “You’re tight down there. Are you a virgin?”

The blood was rushing to Melanie’s head. She’d had sex, yes. Didn’t he know that? “I–I have lain with several men, yes, but not by my choosing,” she added quickly.

“No, no,” he snapped impatiently. “I mean are you an anal virgin?”

Melanie gasped. Was the doctor implying that a man would use a woman’s behind as if it were her sexual opening? The sheriff had put his fingers in her, but surely no man would use his…his shaft?

Lassiter drew a sharp breath. “Stand up, girl. I’ll take your silence for a yes.”  He looked at her with pity in his eyes. “Men are going to be using you that way now, Melanie,” he explained, wiping his hands on a cloth that stank of rubbing alcohol, “so you’d better get used to it. You’re going to have to be at least a six.”

She looked at him blankly.

He held up a shaft, made of ivory, carved to the exact shape of a human penis. “This is a size number six. It represents a slightly larger length and width than an average man.”

Melanie’s buttocks clamped reflexively. “What are you saying?”

“You know what I’m saying,” he laughed humorlessly. “So stop playing coy with me.” Tossing the shaft back into his bag, he continued, “I’m the only one who’ll help you with these things, Melanie, so you really can’t afford to annoy me.”

“I’m sorry, doctor, truly I am.” Melanie grabbed his arm imploringly. “I mean no disrespect, sir. You must believe I am truly ignorant.”

The doctor regarded her for a moment then released another sigh. “Honestly,” he said to no one in particular. “I don’t know how I’m expected to go on in this world. With each passing day, things grow more patently absurd.”

“Let me help you,” said Melanie, surprising herself with her forwardness. “Let me give you comfort.”

The doctor smiled sadly, stroking Melanie’s cheek. He seemed so much older now, so much more tired. “Alas, my dear, I wish I could, but your charms are to be preserved for the moment, so it seems.” He laughed thinly, a veneer over heavy sorrow. “Cheer up, though. I might get lucky tonight and win your hand.”

With that, he lifted her fingertips and pressed them to his lips. “Farewell, my sweet,” he pronounced, shifting once more back to his genteel tone. Without a word then, he collected his tools and left her, naked and confused.


Chapter Ten

A smirking Lyla returned Melanie to her room. All of her clothes had been removed, but there was a dress on the bed, which Lyla told her was for her to wear to the poker game that night.

“Enjoy yourself,” Lyla winked. “You get the rest of the day to think about who’ll be fucking you tonight. Personally, I’m hoping the colonel wins…I think you’d look smashing with a bit in your mouth and a saddle, naked on all fours.”

Her heart pounding, Melanie went to examine the dress as soon as Lyla had left, locking the door behind her. It was made of silk, bright red, with a short hemmed skirt. The top part, which was brocaded in gold, resembled a corset with a built in brasserie. Wearing it there would leave little doubt as to the delights of her bosom, or the rest of her, for that matter.

Melanie put down the costume. Tonight would come soon enough. For now, she was free, even if only within the confines of the tiny room. Ignoring the various racks and torture devices prominently displayed, she eyed the desk. There was an inkwell and a quill, along with a stack of stationary. Everything she would need to compose a letter to Uncle Martin. Settling herself on the polished wood chair, she began to collect her thoughts. There was much she could not tell him, but in the midst of her ordeals there were one or two bright spots. She had a roof over her head, the protection (in a manner of speaking) of the local sheriff and she’d even made a friend, whom she identified by the name of Gretchen.

It was important to her to reassure her uncle. The man had been worried sick about her and he deserved not a moment’s more distress than was necessary. Let him think she was happy and well, free of the dark entanglements of Cavanaugh’s perfidy. Her former fiancée was another reason she was determined to speak well of her situation. If at all possible, she wanted him to suffer the agony of defeat, having believed himself to be outwitted by her escape.

All in all, writing the letter was a pleasant occasion, one that brought back many memories of her life in New York. Her uncle had given her so much, and she must never forget her good fortune at having been raised with so much love despite being orphaned at such a young age. She’d had occasion to visit an orphan home once, and she was well aware of the conditions endured by most children unfortunate enough to lose their parents to death’s untimely call.

She would, she decided now, make a regular habit of writing. It was only when she’d sealed the envelope and commenced to addressing it that a distressing thought occurred to her. If she sent her uncle a letter, might she be revealing her location to the authorities? Would the police be watching for such correspondence? Her uncle was beyond reproach, but what if one or another of the servants got hold of the envelope and turned it in for a reward. Cavanaugh would almost certainly pay handsomely for any such information that might lead to her capture.

Her capture. The words filled her with mixed emotions. She dreaded the idea of being returned in shackles to her native city, but at the same time, she’d had discovered in the rigors of bondage a most delicious release. If she were to turn herself in to Cavanaugh, she wondered, would he use his influence to have the charges dropped? He would expect payment, obviously. She had naught but her body to offer, but did this not already belong, if not to him than at least to men in general?

A mixture of cold and heat surged through her hands, and down her neck. Was it too late to fall on her knees before Cavanaugh and beg the man to take her as his wife, his slave? She would face fierce punishment for defying him, first in the garden and then for running away. And yet perhaps she was due this suffering, perhaps she’d brought it all on herself, and perhaps her life would only be right when she faced the truth about her nature, her need to submit, her secret servile heart.

Melanie forced the thoughts from her head. The letter – she must concentrate on the letter. How could she send it, without alerting anyone, even her uncle of her true location? Clenching her fists, Melanie looked down and realized she was still nude, sitting at the desk, happily writing she’d never even noticed her lack of clothes. Her face heated with shame. Since when had she become so brazen?

Her outfit. She must put it on, to see if it fit. She’d not dared to do so thus far, for fear of its brevity, its outrageousness. Lifting the heap of red silk, Melanie held it against herself. The material felt wicked and exciting on her skin. Her breath skipping like a pebble on the pond, she brushed it, ever so slightly against her nipples. A moment later, it was on her, scandalous and tight. She’d been given no undergarments and as her nipples swelled, the material reflected the arc of their sweet nubs.

She posed before the mirror, running her hands over her belly, then across her hips. It fit like a second skin, detailing perfectly her flawless figure. The buttocks protruded just so, the breasts, barely contained. It was like a walking aphrodisiac. If it had this effect on her, she shuddered to think what it would do for the men.

Melanie went back to the bed, her hips already beginning the sort of undulation that seemed inevitable with such attire. There were black shoes, she noticed now, wispy and scandalous. They would leave her feet nearly naked. Surely there were stockings, a garter, something? She descended to hands and knees, feeling for what ever might have dropped from the bed. There was nothing. It was only when she looked back up at the bedspread that she saw the choker.

It was a tawdry thing. Black velvet, with a tiny red jewel, crusted in silver. She fingered it, her hands trembling. The jewel was glass, the kind of things worn by the cheapest of floozies. Melanie swallowed hard. Not daring to rise from her knees, she held it round her neck, tentatively, just to gauge its feel. A tiny moan escaped her throat. It was like a collar, like the collar of a pet, or a slave.

A voice in her head was telling her to attach it. She must attach it, because it was what they expected. Sheriff Harkin, the deputy, and all the players of the poker game. The sound of the clasp was so faint, it could scarcely have been heard by mortal ears. But to Melanie, it rang loud and clear. It was real; all of this was real.

“Hello, Melanie.”

Melanie leaped to her feet. She’d recognized the voice at once. “Gretchen!” she cried with abandon, preparing to run and give her a hug. “You have no idea how much I missed you!”

Gretchen smiled faintly, keeping her place in the doorway. Melanie got a good look at her and drew a sharp breath. It was like seeing a different girl. 

“You look very beautiful, Melanie,” said her friend.

“So do you,” Melanie said, though the words sounded strange to her ears, incongruous. How could a girl appear beautiful who was stripped to the waist, her full breasts pierced with heavy rings, a chain hanging between them? There were hash marks as well, angry red streaks, welts and cuts, the clear result of a thrashing with some sort of whip.

With her hands at her side, her chest out thrust, Gretchen was making no attempt to conceal her wounds. Melanie had a strong suspicion there would be similar evidence beneath her full-length skirt, on her legs and thighs and buttocks.

“I–I’m sorry,” Melanie shook her head, realizing how foolish her words must sound. “I didn’t mean that. Are you very badly hurt?”

Gretchen laughed, inclining her head just enough to draw attention to the leather collar encircling her neck. “Don’t be sorry, honey. Everything you see was done to me by Homer. He’s my master now, and I love him.”

Melanie tried to reconcile the picture of the obnoxious, portly deputy and the near bliss on the girl’s face. “You love him? But I thought you hated him? From the first night I met you both, you did nothing but ridicule him.”

“I did, it’s true.” Gretchen closed the door behind her and went to the bed. “Sit beside me, and I’ll explain.”

For some reason Melanie didn’t understand, it gave her a thrill to be so close to the punished, collared girl. It was as if, vicariously, she was sharing in the glow of her possession by a strong, beloved man.

Taking a deep breath, grasping Melanie’s hand, Gretchen began. “You see, honey, it’s real complicated being a girl. You have all these feelings, these needs you can’t even articulate, and all you know is, they have something to do with these creatures out there, big and hairy and rude, called men. You hate that your feelings draw you to them, but they do. Because you know you’re better than they are: smarter, more refined, and Lord knows we smell better.”

Melanie laughed uneasily, not altogether certain she liked where the conversation was going.

“It’s okay when it’s a general thing, but then, sooner or later, it all gets focused on one man in particular – usually the worst of the bunch, too. Then all of a sudden, we start acting like foolish, helpless little flirts. We fall all over ourselves, we dote, we preen, we display. To put it bluntly, we beg to be taken and used for sex. Men, being as obtuse as they are, never get it. They act put off, they run away. So we have to chase, prod, and usually nothing happens till we so infuriate them they have no choice but to come after us and put us in our place.”

Melanie shivered. It was one thing to think such things in her heart, but to hear them out loud, or to say them to another human being…that was going too far.

“No, that isn’t right,” she argued, politely but firmly covering her ears. “That is not how the world works. Ladies are to be treated properly by gentlemen, they are to be courted, and…”

Gretchen pulled her hands from her ears. “Sweetie, who are you kidding?” she interrupted. “This is me you’re talking to. Remember the bath, the velvet ropes? Remember lying with me in bed, hmm?”

Melanie’s cheeks flushed red. Her imprisoned hands went limp. She’d told Gretchen things. Shared her fantasies. About how she longed to be possessed by a strong man, one who arouses her by force, who would compel her to submission. “You’re hurting me, Gretchen,” she lied.

“And it’s making you hot, too, isn’t it?” she challenged. “The very idea of it is almost enough to make you come. Look at me, Mel. Look at the marks of the whip, look at the nipple rings, look at my collar. Want to see my ass cheeks? I’m a woman, Mel. I’m sorry, but I am. I fought it as hard as I could, I guess, so I’d make sure the man was strong enough. Well, Homer – my master – is that man. He took possession of my body, and now it’s his. It took a lot to prove it to me. He whipped me, caned me, gave me a five-minute orgasm with his fist – his fist, Melanie – and then, exhausted as I was, he made me crawl into the saloon and pleasure every man there. He drank whisky at the bar while I sucked cock after cock after cock. He told me if I wasn’t pleasing enough, I’d be beaten again. I had to swallow it all, too, every last drop of it. Then, after I was done, with everyone watching he pushed me down over a table and took me in the ass. A cheer rose up from the cowboys when he made me come that way. Imagine that – my poor little sex wasn’t even being touched, and still I went off like a geyser, just from the abuse he was heaping on me. The whole time, he was telling me, telling everyone what he plans to do to me. I’m going to have his name tattooed on my ass, Melanie. I’ll have rings, too, for my labia lips.”

Melanie went limp in Gretchen’s arms. “Poor sweet, naive little Melanie,” Gretchen whispered, lowering her to her back and stroking her forehead. “It’s all been so much for you and so fast. But you’re ready, baby. You are. Your master will find you. Not Harkin, but your true master.”

Tears welled unbidden in her eyes. “No,” she shot back. “I will never find such a man. No one will love me or want me. I’m ugly. I’m worthless. Lyla is right; I’m a cow.”

A hot flood was released, and before she knew it, Melanie was in the older girls’ arms weeping, her head against Gretchen’s whip marked breasts.  She hadn’t intended to make a spectacle of herself this way. She hadn’t even realized all those feelings were inside her until it was too late. And now she couldn’t take them back, either.

“Melanie, you listen to me very carefully.” Gretchen’s words reverberated all along Melanie’s breastbone. They were melodious and pleasant, but they carried surprising force. Was this what a mother sounds like to her daughter? Melanie wondered. 

“Girls are by nature cruel and petty. Our only hope is to be tamed. Lyla is screaming out for that louder than anyone I’ve ever heard in my life. She hasn’t a tenth of your intelligence, wit or beauty, and she knows it. She’s jealous of you, Melanie, and she’s afraid, because she knows once you unlock your female potential, the men will be so taken by you, they won’t even see her anymore. Don’t you ever listen to her, and don’t you be afraid of her, either. If anything, feel sorry for her. She’s lonely, frightened and in desperate need of enslavement. True enslavement.”

“Will he ever come for me?” Melanie asked at last, in the tiniest, most desperate voice.

It was the marshal, of course, to whom she was referring. For all her thoughts and feelings, for all her meandering worries and hopes, it was his face, his image that came to her over and over. Too much to hope for, she realized, too much to ask, and so better pushed back to the recesses of her mind.

“I don’t know about that, honey,” Gretchen answered truthfully. “All I know is, you have to follow your destiny. Give yourself completely to each man the sheriff hands you to. He’s your guide right now; he’s the one who has charge of your body. Hold nothing back, be slave to all and your true master will show himself.”

Melanie’s lips trembled, dry and thirsty, craving a nourishment they’d never known, never even imagined. “But I don’t know how.”

“You don’t have to know, Melanie.” Gretchen smiled down at her, again reminding her of what a mother is like for a child. “Just be.”

“But a man would be ashamed of me; he’d think less of me for responding like a slut, a slave, wouldn’t he?”

Gretchen cupped her ripe breasts somberly. “See these? When my master claimed them, along with the rest of me he was so aroused, he took me four times consecutively. It’s in their nature to own us, Melanie, just as it’s in ours to be owned. Conquest isn’t a part of sex, it is sex.”

Melanie crossed her wrists over her head. “Make love to me, Gretchen. Tie me and make love to me, like a man, like you did before.”

“I can’t, baby,” she soothed. “I’m my master’s property now. What I do and touch, even what I feel is up to him. Besides, it’s getting late. We need to finish getting you dressed and get you downstairs. The game will be starting soon and the men will want to see you first.”

Melanie’s eyes widened. “So it’s true, then. I really will be given tonight, to whomever wins?”

“Yes, Melanie, it’s true. The winner will have the right to use you in any way he sees fit, without mercy, without limits for the space of the entire night. From the moment you are awarded until the first light of dawn, you will be that man’s slave.”

“Only one man will have me, then?” she asked hopefully.

“For tonight, yes.”

Melanie sat up with a start. “What do you mean, for tonight?”

Gretchen smiled indulgently. “You’re fresh meat, Melanie, and these men are very competitive. The losers will want a second chance. And after that, a third. You had better prepare yourself; your body is likely to be the stakes for many days to come. Weeks, even.”

Melanie stared open mouthed. She hadn’t entertained such a possibility, not really. She’d fooled herself into thinking there’d be just one man, and that he’d keep her, whoever he was. 

“Cavanaugh,” she whispered in her desperation, drawing a confused, pitiful look from Gretchen. “Is it too late to call you master?”

“Who’s Cavanaugh, sweetie?”

“The devil,” she muttered. “The devil I know opposed to the ones I don’t.”


Chapter Eleven

Melanie waited at the top of the stairs, unseen. Lyla was behind her and both girls were listening to the men’s conversation downstairs round the poker table. Harkin was setting the stage at the moment, trying to whet the men’s appetites for the special prize he was offering for their upcoming game. Melanie’s pulse rate increased with every piece of graphic description. In a moment, they’d be seeing her, the tingling flesh of her body clad in the scandalous red costume, fit for a whore. To complete the look, Lyla had fixed a leather collar round Melanie’s neck attached to a chain. With it she was enjoying terrorizing the hapless former schoolteacher enormously.

Harkin shifted the subject now, laying out the rules for the night.

“What the hell do you mean a ‘cover charge’, sheriff?” a deep voice suddenly thundered, one she did not recognize.

“Yea, Harkin,” added a second man, “and where do you get off telling us we’re going to finish before midnight? I won’t even be drunk by then.” 

“Calm down boys,” the sheriff chuckled. “You’ll get a better night’s sleep for the train robbery you’re planning tomorrow.”

There was a scraping of chairs on the floor and the unmistakable sound of a Colt being cocked. “That’s a lie, Harkin!”

“Settle down, gentlemen. Can’t you tell the man’s joking?” This came from Colonel Beauregard.

“Of course, it’s a joke,” Harkin said. “I know for a fact the robbery isn’t till next week, and I damned sure better get my cut.”

“Yes,” added the colonel, “and seeing as how we all know now, we’d better all get a cut.”

“I say,” chimed Doctor Lassiter. “With this many mouths to feed, I believe you fellows may be the first villains in history to incur a deficit after a heist.”

There was laughter around the table, the tension easing considerably.

“All right, Harkin, we’ll stop at midnight. I still ain’t paying no fee, though,” said the deep voiced man a few moments later. “Especially if there ain’t no gold in the pot for the winner.”

“Don’t need gold, boys. I told you, we got a real prime filly up for grabs. Lyla, get the slut down here on the double!”

That was the girls’ cue. As if Melanie weren’t smart enough to figure it out for herself, Lyla gave her a crisp smack on her thinly covered buttocks. “You’re on, you stupid cow. Better make it good, cause the sheriff says if you’re not pleasing enough tonight, I get to beat you tomorrow.”

“What did you do to earn that right, Lyla?” Melanie spit at her over her shoulder. “Or should I take a wild guess?”

Lyla twisted Melanie’s arm behind her back. “I gave him pleasure with my body, Melanie; something you’d never understand, being the spoiled, frigid little brat you are.”

Melanie cried out as Lyla shoved her forward till the leash was taut, choking her neck. The girl was as cruel as she was stupid. And yet Melanie secretly envied Lyla for her easy femininity, the way the men looked at her, wanted her and used her. Would she ever be that attractive to the opposite sex?

“Behold, gentlemen!  A rare flower from back east. A genuine high society girl all the way from New York!”

Melanie blinked. Six pairs of eyes were on her, all of them lust filled. The colonel and Harkin and the doctor she already knew. Three other pairs belonged to strangers. One was a huge, bearded man with a black hat. By his side was a lanky mustachioed man in a white hat. Their faces were hard. Melanie was fairly sure these were the two train robbers. The sixth man was a puzzle. He wore a checkered suit, very elegant and a loud green tie. He was smiling, and he beheld Melanie for only a second before shuffling a deck of cards.

The big man spit onto the saloon floor. “She’s a whore, Harkin. A dime a dozen whore. Why in hell should I risk perfectly good gold for a little bit of cunt?”

“That’s right, sheriff,” agreed the lanky one, a sly little grin crossing his face as he patted the Colt holstered sideways under his jacket. “If we want a woman, we don’t pay, we just go out and take us one.”

The checker-suited man cleared his throat. “That’s not what they say in Haines City, my friend.”

The little man whipped out his gun and put it to the fancy man’s head. “Oh? And what do they say in Haines City, friend?”

“They say,” he continued, not batting an eyelash, “that the reason you boys have to rob so many trains is to get enough gold to pay Bertha the Hag to spread her legs for you.”

“Why, you son of a—”

The little man’s partner had to hold him back. “Percy, knock it off,” he growled, lifting the man by the scruff of his neck an inch off his chair. “Can’t you see, he’s just trying to get you riled up. I say we settle down and clean all these bastards’ clocks.”

“Fine,” whined the one called Percy, pulling gold coins from his pocket as soon as he was returned to his seat. “But I want to see what we’re playing for-without no stinking clothes in the way.”

“Me, too,” said the big man, adding his own gold to the stack in front of them.

“You heard them,” Lyla barked, tugging on Melanie’s leash. “Lift up your skirts.”

Melanie hesitated, prompting Lyla to swat her on the ass again, hard enough to make her wince. Hands trembling, she reached for the hem of the pathetic little skirt. Pulling it up to her waist, she bared her yellow thatch, still warm and glistening from the orgasm Lyla had compelled her to endure at her own hand prior to getting dressed.

“Not half bad,” said Percy. “Doesn’t look all stretched out yet like most of the meat you got around here.”

“You’re right,” the sheriff agreed. “Not half bad at all. I think I’ll double the cover.”

“What?!” exclaimed the two robbers almost in unison.

Harkin shrugged, looking bored. “That is, unless you two don’t want to compete for the girl’s anal cherry.”

“A backdoor virgin,” snorted the big man. “Around these parts?”

“Turn around, Melanie,” said Harkin, “and grasp your ankles.”

Melanie whimpered, but at a sharp choke pull from Lyla, she relented.

“Lift your skirt over your head and spread your buttocks, Melanie.”

Melanie complied, feeling the cool air on her helpless, exposed openings.

“Melanie, I ask you on your honor as a school teacher, as a member of one of New York’s finest families, have you ever taken a man into your anus?”

“N–no,” she sputtered. “And I’m not about to, either!”

Lyla unhooked the leash and thrashed her exposed buttocks with it. “Say you’re sorry!”

The metal bit cruelly. 

“I’m sorry!” Melanie wailed.

“Lyla, that will be all,’ Harkin instructed. “Go upstairs now and chain yourself to your bed. Naked.”

Lyla bit her lip. “Yes, sheriff.”

Melanie watched her scamper away, just another girl being ordered by a man.

“Come here, Melanie,” the sheriff called to her, not unkindly.

She approached him, warily.

“Bend down.”

Melanie stooped forward, allowing the sheriff to run his fingers over her face. “You’re going to be a good girl, aren’t you?” he coaxed, inserting a thumb into her mouth. 

Resisting the urge to bite him, Melanie nodded.

 “Suck,” he commanded.

Closing her eyes, she yielded herself to the sensation, servicing the thumb as if it were his member.

“Five card stud, gentlemen. Deuces wild,” she heard Harkin say. “Melanie, please take the men’s drink orders.”

The thumb was plucked from her mouth. She tremored slightly. She’d been on the brink of orgasm, just from the feeling of the rough, calloused digit on her silky tongue. How would she ever make it through the night? she wondered.

“I want whisky, bitch,” said Percy. “Same for my partner.”

Melanie nodded numbly. The rest of the men called out their orders and before she knew it, she was going to the bar, publicly humiliated, in the process of waiting on a table of uncouth men, one of whom was going to possess her sexually in the most disgusting manner imaginable.

“I’ll see your ten,” the big man was saying when she returned with four shots and two beers on a tray. “And raise you twenty.”

“Reckon you’ll need to rob two trains next week,” said the sheriff, adding his own money to the growing pile.

They’d all ordered whisky except for the man in the checked suit and the sheriff who preferred bourbon. After giving them the frosty mugs of yellow foam covered brew for chasers, she began laying out the shots. The doctor said thank you, while the colonel merely grunted.

“I asked for a bottle of whisky,” Percy sneered when she got to him.

“Me, too,” the big man concurred.

“I–I didn’t realized,” said Melanie meekly, looking to the others for help and receiving none.

“That’s because you’re a stupid little cunt.” Percy pushed back his chair. “Drink both these here shots yourself, then lay across my lap for a spanking.”

“Harkin?” the checkered suit man asked, his focus on the game. “You folding or what?”

“I’m out,” said the sheriff, ignoring the ensuing scene. “Too rich for my blood.”

“Mine, too,” the doctor agreed.

Melanie looked at Percy’s lap. His pants were tented. Grimacing, she swallowed the bitter liquid, one tiny glass after another. It felt like pure fire burning her throat. 

“Let’s go,” Percy barked, indicating it was time for her spanking.

Melanie hesitated.

“You ain’t disrespecting my partner, are you, whore?” the big man menaced.

She shook her head no and laid herself across the disgusting surface of his pants. At once his small fingers yanked up the skirt and inserted themselves disgustingly inside her wet sex. “When I say I want a bottle,” he exclaimed, punctuating every few words with a snap of his palm on her pink cheeks. “I mean…I want...a bottle.”

“Get up,” said the big man gleefully. “Do what Percy says. Bring us a whole damn bottle of whisky. We’re gonna drink it down, then afterwards, when we win you, we’re gonna stick it up your arse.”

Percy howled. “That’s a good one Bear!”

“Hey,” complained the colonel. “Are you boys here to play cards or ramble on like a pair of washer women?”

“Let ‘em dream, Colonel Beauregard,” said the suited man laying down a pair of jacks and tens. “It’s as close as they’ll get to the real thing.”

Percy swore at the man as he raked in the first pot. “You’ll get yours,” he muttered. “Bitch, why aren’t you getting our whisky? Run, dammit!”

Melanie took one look at the brandished pistol and took off. Breathing heavily, she returned with the bottle. There was a thin layer of sweat on her now, and her insides were warming from the whisky she’d been forced to imbibe. Nervously, she stood there as Percy looked up at her glaring.

“When you serve us, slut, you go on your knees, understand?”

Melanie lowered herself to the floor.

Percy inclined his head to the bottle held in both her hands. “Suck it, whore. Show me how you’re gonna do my cock later.”

Melanie formed her lips into the approximate shape and lowered her head.

“Better not spill a drop, either, or you’ll get a taste of my bull whip.”

The glass was smooth. Sliding her mouth down over the top, careful not to spill or swallow any, she took the bottle as deep as she could. Several times, then, up and down, she worked the whisky bottle as though it were indeed a man. Her buttocks clenched as she recalled the words of the other one, the man called Bear. He intended to use this bottle inside her, in her tender, virgin asshole. The remark was intended to intimidate her, but somehow it had the opposite effect.

The very audacity, reducing her to a cringing, sucking slave, the abject servant of a mere utility object, was arousing her, allowing her to feel a depth of subjugation she’d never dreamed of. Kneeling before them now, her head bobbing with her long blonde hair flowing about her face, her sex sopping and nearly exposed, she continued the humiliating task, even as the passions, the roiling heat began to build between her clamped thighs, pushing her over the edge.

“How many cards, you want, doctor?” called the sheriff, who was dealing now.

“I’m partial to three of them, Mr. Harkin. That leaves me two with which to take my chances.”

“Two for the doc. And you, colonel?”

“The cavalry stands firm, sir,” he announced, declining to discard. “To the last man.”

“Look out boys,” Harkin drawled. “Beauregard’s standing pat. Time to lock up the women and the horses.”

“Give me,” Percy whined, demanding the bottle from Melanie’s mouth. “Before you wear it out.”

“She don’t want to give it up,” said Bear. “Look at her, will ya?”

Melanie moaned, knowing the horny, smug men were watching her, confirming in their minds what the sheriff had promised. She was a sex toy, a prize for their pleasure. “No, wait,” she whispered, scarcely aware she was speaking out loud.

Percy yanked the bottle from her clammy hands. “If that’s any kind of virgin,” he observed, pouring himself a shot. “I’m a full blooded Powatan.”

“Women are natural slaves,” the colonel interjected, affecting the tone of a professor. “I’ve argued that for years. The best thing you can do for the poor misguided creatures is to corral and train them, like the fillies they are.”

“That sounds like a medical matter to me,” Harkin said. “What about it, doctor? Is the fair gender to be considered on a par with man or beast?”

“The question has no single answer, sheriff. If you’ll indulge me a moment of verse: the nature of woman is both complex and dual. She is man’s point of connection between heaven and hell. Within her beats the wings of angels and the tails of demons.” Doctor Lassiter held up his empty glass. “Melanie, a refill, if you please?”

Melanie went to him gratefully. “Yes, doctor,” she whispered, lowering herself to her knees to take his glass.

“There!” boomed Beauregard, pointing with a victorious finger. “See how she abases herself to us all after a mere word from Percy? I’m telling you, the little creatures aren’t happy unless they’re cringing at our feet. Doctor, you do them no favors giving them poetic airs.”

“Be gone, then, fair wench,” he waved his arm at the prostrate female, “before one or the other of us is hopelessly corrupted.”

“Yes,” the colonel agreed, addressing the female. “But first, you will kiss the doctor’s foot.”

Melanie’s mouth went dry. The man’s shoe was patent leather, a fine coating of dust over the smooth surface. Could she really be expected to abase herself in such a manner?

“Go on,” Percy prodded, leaping into the fray. “Do it, or you’ll be kissing my knob instead.”

“If she can find it without magnification,” the suited man quipped.

There was more laughter interspersed with cussing.

Lassiter cleared his throat. “I thought we were here to play cards, gentlemen?”

“I’m here to teach the little whore a few lessons,” corrected Percy. “What about you, Bear?”

“Personally, I’m here to stuff her with my cock so deep, she won’t know which way is up,” Bear chortled.

Melanie lowered her head, blonde hair cascading over the sawdust-covered floor. To cap her humiliation, at the very moment she was tenderly attending to Lassiter’s foot, the men had already returned to the game, oblivious. Closing her eyes, she let the leather, the scent, the slick feel become her world.

“I’m going to be down to my epaulets, soon,” groused the colonel, forfeiting yet another hand.

Alone and spurned, Melanie continued to lick at the doctor’s shoe, her thighs burning with secret need till at last the man bent to touch her shoulder. 

“That’s enough, Melanie,” he said, his voice thick with concern. “Why don’t you get us refills now?”

What a contradiction the doctor was. Behaving like the southern gentleman at one point, examining her like a slab of beef the next. Tears in her eyes, the heat of neglect and need deep in her veins, Melanie went to fill their orders.

“Way to wiggle that ass,” called out Bear, watching her walk.

Upon her return, the huge foul smelling man bid her sit in his lap.  He and Percy were more than halfway through their whisky bottle, and the man was quickly losing what little inhibitions he might have had. One paw on his cards, he clamped the other over one of Melanie’s barely covered breasts. “You’re gonna bring me luck, little whore,” he informed her.

Percy grabbed the bottle, taking a swig. “We’re gonna share you,’ he said, as though the information were news. “Whichever of us wins, you do us both.”

All the more reason to hope you both lose, she thought. But whom to root for, if anyone? Was there any of the men she’d prefer to serve with her warm, girl flesh? The sheriff she knew. With him, she could count on brutality, possibly in the company of Lyla who by now would be good and heated up in her self-imposed chains. The colonel flat out terrified her, which left the doctor and the mysterious, well-dressed gentleman who at the moment appeared to be ahead.

Lassiter was a puzzle. He’d shown her kindness, but he’d also seemed capable of brutality. The checker-suited man, on the other hand, was a complete wildcard.

Percy swore a blue streak as the suited man took another hand. “Mister,” he growled, laying his pistol down hard on the table. “Exactly how many aces we gonna see out of you tonight?”

The man smiled at him. “I hope you’re not accusing me of cheating,” he said softly. 

Bear jammed a drunken hand between Melanie’s legs, apparently for confidence. “If the shoe fits,” he snorted, “card shark.”

The well-dressed man moved so fast with the knife no one saw it coming, least of all the hapless Bear. By the time the man had blinked and cleared his fog filled head, the suited man had the tip of his blade buried deep in Bear’s beard, presumably all the way into his Adam’s apple.

“What did you call me, sir?”

Bear’s eyes were big as saucers. “Hey, now,” he laughed jaggedly, sweat pouring down his forehead. “There’s no need for that, is there, friend?”

“I don’t know,” the suited man grinned, his easy expression belying the potentially deadly application of force now at his fingertips. “You tell me, friend.”

“N–no offense,” stammered Bear.

“None taken,” he nodded. “Now, how about taking your hands off my prize, huh?”

He was indicating Melanie. Bear put both his huge hands in the air, his teeth chattering.

“Miss, I would like a steak,” the stranger said to Melanie. “It will strengthen me for our night’s activities later on.”

“Damned confident, aren’t you, sir?” Beauregard exclaimed.

He pocketed the knife and resumed his seat. “No, Colonel, I am simply speaking the truth.”

By the time Melanie returned with the steak from the kitchen, the stranger had taken two more hands. The doctor was putting his hat on and bowing out. “I make my exit,” he offered magnanimously, “whilst I retain a few scraps of precious coinage, not to mention the shreds of my dignity.”

“I shall be along presently to your office,” commiserated the colonel, “to see to my own wounds. I fear the blow to my purse may be fatal this time.”

The next hand was taken by Percy, who commenced to gloating and exchanging war whoops with Bear. Giving Melanie a wink, he let his tongue flap in the air in a manner most suggestive and disgusting. “Hope you can spread it wide, sister. Cause we’re gonna screw your brains out.”

“Shut the hell up,” Harkin snapped. “You’re interfering with my concentration.”

“Sorry, sheriff. Got carried away with myself, that’s all.” Percy gave Melanie a tight glare, inducing the girl to shrink back down to her knees, eyes peeled on the floor. She had no doubt if the train robbers won her, she would spend the night in misery and anguish. Perhaps Sheriff Harkin would not be so bad after all.

The stranger took another hand, inducing Bear to drop out. It was down to Percy, Harkin and the man with the plaid suit, the one who’d been accused of being a card shark.

“Tens, jacks wild,” announced the sheriff, grimly dealing a fresh deck. “Mississippi showdown. Time to separate the men from the boys.”

Melanie watched mesmerized as the cards flew across the table. All eyes were locked on their hands as conversation pared to bare minimum. She tried her best to follow as coin after coin, chip after chip was added to the growing pot. 

“Call,” said the stranger eventually, pressing his cards into a neatly fanned array on the green felt.

Harkin gave a low whistle. Percy clenched his fists and pounded the table. “I’ve been cheated!” he cried, his voice a high pitched whine.”

The stranger smiled as he collected his winnings. Percy leaped to his feet, making noises for a fight. When Homer suddenly appeared with a shotgun, however, backed by two other deputies, he decided to call it a night.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said to Bear. “This place stinks anyway.” He made a show of sniffing the air in Melanie’s direction. “Must be the odor of spent pussy.”

Bear laughed. “Spoiled meat, all right.”

“Don’t forget my cut, tomorrow,” Harkin called to them as they stormed out of the saloon door. “Or you’ll both be dead meat yourselves at the end of a hangman’s rope.”

The stranger stood, tipping his small hat, the coins and bills thrust deep in his hip pockets. “Thank you, sheriff. I’ll be retiring with my prize. I trust a room is arranged.”

Harkin leaned back, slapping his booted feet on the table. “Up the stairs, first door on the left. Got one question for you, first, though.”

“Certainly, sheriff.”

“Exactly how many aces did you have, tonight?”

The man smiled wryly. Tugging at his left sleeve, just above the diamond-studded cuff, he produced a playing card. Flipping it onto the felt, face down to reveal an ace of spades, he said, “One more than I needed, so it would seem.”

Harkin raised an eyebrow. “I admire your honesty, late as it may have come. Any reason I shouldn’t run you out of town on a rail?”

The man shrugged. “Might it be because I’m going to split the pot with you fifty fifty?”

“Sixty-forty, my way,” Harkin countered. “It’s been a slow week.”

Grinning, the stranger pulled two handfuls of money from his pocket, placing it on the table. 

Not bothering to look at his take, the crooked sheriff pulled down the brim of his hat. “Go on,” he chuckled. “Enjoy your prize.”

“My name is Milo,” the card shark told her, tipping his hat.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Melanie, most uneasily, feeling doubly nervous on account of the overly genteel introduction.

She was at present, standing at attention in the middle of her room. The room assigned to her and Milo, and which was full of devices suitable for torturing a female. Milo, who’d removed his jacket to reveal a pink shirt and red suspenders, was occupying himself with circling about her. Back straight, managing herself as proudly as she could, Melanie fought to retain her dignity. The sheriff might have declared her to be poker booty, but her fate was her own. 

“Do you mind if I smoke?” Milo asked.

“By all means,” she said, feeling her confidence growing by the minute. “I am not an unreasonable woman.”

“Thank you, Miss–Miss – what did you say your last name was?”

“Jones, if you please.”

He took a thoughtful puff of the newly lighted cigar. “A common name. Strange. You seem a bit…refined for this line of work. Although, I must admit, I haven’t much in the way of breeding to be the Judge of such things. In fact, I am known for only two things. One of those being card playing.”

“What is the other?” she breezed, hoping to keep him talking and away from violating her person. “Something noteworthy, I hope.”

He smiled shyly. “To be honest, Miss Jones, I’m known for the size of my cock.”

Melanie’s heart froze. “Excuse me?”

“My cock,” he repeated good-naturedly. “It’s quite huge, I’m afraid. Nearly eleven inches. A bit of a bother mostly.”

Melanie’s face bleached white. For the moment, a clever response eluded her.

“You will be taking it all,” he continued nonchalantly, drawing a deep puff of the cigar. “In every orifice. When I’m able to achieve my erection, that is.” He inhaled a second time. “That’s the tricky part, Miss Jones. It takes a lot to arouse me.”

Melanie swallowed. “What do you mean, sir, by a lot?”

“Pain, Miss Jones. Humiliation. I require quite a lot of it in my partners. You will take your clothes off now, by the way.”

Melanie removed the offensive little dress with trembling, numbed fingers, baring her pink flesh. “I–I do hope you will be reasonable with me. I am not accustomed to such things.”

Milo scanned the room, his eyes leisurely consuming the various whips, canes and floggers. “Most amazing,” he breathed. “Truly.”

“I am a lady,” she reminded him hastily. “I was one, I mean, till quite recently.”

She watched him pull down a riding crop, a mean and nasty little thing that had given her nightmares from its very appearance on her wall.

“Hands on top of your head, Miss Hawthorne.”

Milo circled her once again, this time inducing in her a blind and naked terror. Commingled with her exasperating but very real arousal, it was nearly enough to make her fall blubbering at his feet. “My uncle in New York has a good deal of money, sir,” she exclaimed, forgetting for the moment the need to conceal her identity. “He would pay you for my return.”

The whip slashed through the air, slicing her left buttock. “Money doesn’t interest me unless I win it, Miss Hawthorne.”

“Forgive me,” she stammered, fighting against the waves of pain to keep her upright position. Milo strode to the desk, neatly placing upon it a deck of cards. The man seemed to have them growing from every orifice, she thought.

“The only thing I enjoy more than the sight of a woman in distress is the thrill of gambling. Do you like to gamble, Miss Jones?”

Melanie bit her lip. “I–I’m not sure,” she hedged, not knowing which answer might bring her the least suffering.

He laughed crisply. “Come here, my dear, and draw a card. High card wins. If you beat me, you’ll go free. If you lose, you’ll endure your ravishing while suffering the further indignity of nipple clamps.”

Melanie’s mouth hung open.

Milo thrashed the air with the whip. “Come here, Miss Jones,” he repeated more vigorously. “Now.”

“Cut the cards,” he told her when she’d reached the desk. Taking a trembling hand from her hair, Melanie did as she was told.

“Now draw, Miss Jones.”

Melanie hesitated before choosing a stack. Bracing herself for the worst, she flipped the top card. It was a jack of hearts. Containing her enthusiasm, she drew a sharp breath. She was nearly free. It was too good to be true!

“Very good,” Milo acknowledged. “That will be hard to beat.”

With a mild flourish, he turned over an ace.

Melanie wanted to cry. What a fool she was. She’d forgotten the man was a card shark, a walking factory of aces!

Milo took her left wrist, encasing it in a leather cuff. “Nice try, my dear,” he consoled her. “Care to try for double or nothing?”

She shook her head vigorously. Milo laughed, encasing the second wrist. 

Melanie’s heart sank as she saw him reach for the clamps on the wall rack. For a moment, she’d hoped he’d been bluffing. She’d seen the nasty looking things often enough, hanging from their silver chains. Gretchen had explained their use to Melanie, inducing a near fainting attack from her on her second day in the town.

Milo thrust one of the nasty, metal-toothed things in front of her nose. “Last chance, double or nothing,” he tempted, snapping the tiny jaws an inch from her face. 

“No,” she whimpered. “Please, no more cards. I couldn’t bear anything more.”

“Not cards,” he said, attaching one of the clamps to a helpless nipple. “Dice.”

Melanie cried out as the device bit into her soft flesh, like a piranha, a torturous, cruel demon. “Mercy,” she wailed.

“One roll of the dice each,” he persisted. “If I lose, I will buy your freedom and purchase a ticket for you to any city you wish, first class on the train.”

Melanie’s head was swimming. She’d sell out her own dear uncle to ease the pain in her breast. “But, sir,” she moaned. “What if I lose?”

Milo grinned, his eyebrows arching like the devil’s own. Offering but two words, he replied, “labial clamps.”

The very idea, the mere sound of the words made her swoon. She’d never endure such a thing. And yet, for even a chance to go free, wasn’t it worth it?

“Yes,” Melanie cried. “Please, yes, I’ll take the bet.”

The nipple clamp was removed. Melanie screamed, with the sudden release of tension bringing a fresh wave of agony.

Milo produced a pair of ivory cubes, gaily dotted in red. “You know the rules, don’t you?”

“I–I think so. Seven and eleven wins. Double ones loses.”

“Yes, yes,” he nodded impatiently. “But for our purposes, high roll wins. Tie, you win. Fair enough?”

She nodded.

“Good. I’ll go first.” Moving to the corner of the room, he squatted down and took aim. With a lazy, sidearm toss he threw himself a two and a one. “Three,” he observed casually. “That should be easy enough to beat.”

Melanie took the proffered dice.

Squatting as Milo had done, doing the best to keep her moistened thighs together, she gave the dice a throw, praying as hard as she could. Her heart nearly quit beating when she saw the results.

“Tough break,” Milo said, his voice devoid of emotion. “A pair of ones. Now you’ll be taking the clamps all the way around and my cock as well. Best get it over with, eh girl?” 

He pulled her to her feet and administered a crisp blow to her buttocks. “To the horse.”

Tears staining her eyes, her movements heavy with dread, Melanie moved to the chosen device—a wooden four legged beast over which a woman could be secured for beating. It wasn’t fair, she sniffled. It wasn’t fair.

Milo attached her ankles to two of the legs, wide apart. “It won’t be possible to hold back your screams for the next part,” he explained, shoving a wooden dowel between her lips. “So I’ve taken the liberty of stilling your tongue for you.”

Milo licked his lips, his pupils dilating at the sight of her rising distress. True to his word, he seemed to be enjoying himself enormously. “Bend over now,” he ordered, his voice having gone to a dark faraway place.

He secured her wrists, attaching the cuffs to clips on the other two legs of the horse. Her backside and cunt were hopelessly exposed now, to pleasure and pain alike.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Melanie strained to raise her head. Wide-eyed, she watched as Milo stood in front of her, leisurely unfastening his trousers. She’d hoped he’d been exaggerating about his length, but now she saw to her great misfortune that, if anything, he’d been underestimating his size.

“A preview, my dear,” he stroked his gargantuan flaccid shaft. “Later you well come to know me much better—while you are tied down underneath me, pleasuring me with your cunt and ass. And don’t worry, I shan’t forget the clamps, either. How does that sound?”

Melanie moaned, paradoxically craving the very invasion, the hostile penetration that would both distract from and confirm the rightness of the pain at her genitals and nipples. “Mmm,” she whimpered, telegraphing her conquest, already won.

“Patience, my dear,” he crooned wickedly, running his hand down her spine and between her quartered cheeks. “To begin with, the meat must be tenderized, don’t you agree?’

The question was rhetorical. Melanie was forced to wait in silent agony as Milo retrieved the proper device, one in keeping with his particular corrective inclinations.

“I do enjoy the bullwhip,” he mused, thinking aloud. “Though it is a bit nasty. Canes are wonderful, too. Maybe a buggy whip?”

Milo settled on the last item, returning a moment later to rub the slim leather device suggestively over Melanie’s highly sensitized flesh. “Would you like to gamble for the number of strokes?”

She shook her head, frantically, comically.

Ten blows were administered, in rapid succession. Melanie cried out, her agony stifled by the humiliating dowel. Truly, she’d never imagined such a thing as this, to be lashed like an animal, a horse or dog, and yet it was not an animal she felt like, but a flesh and blood woman, naked and beautiful in a way only a captive could be. Pressing her cunt to the horse, shamefully, savagely, she wrenched for herself an orgasm, a prelude to what this Milo had promised to do, with his monster cock, his infernal clamps…on and on she went, till she was beside herself, scarcely recognizing when he was done and unbuckling the cuffs.

“And now,” she heard him saying, from somewhere outside the protective bubble of her private universe. “The real fun begins.”


Chapter Twelve

Melanie awoke the next morning to the sound of shouting downstairs in the saloon. The voice belonged to Colonel Beauregard. There was another, softer one as well. It was accented and halting, its tone, that of an elderly male. One of the Powatan chiefs, perhaps? She sat herself up, remembering only then the pain her body had endured. She’d been the poker prize, and Milo had collected in full on his winnings. Every orifice ached. From her violated, blasted open nether opening to the recesses of her jaws, and even between her legs, where her sex lips, still swollen and chafed even now cried out at her usage. Little better than a receptacle for the man’s monster penis. And the clamps—these had been a fate worse than death. And yet, at the height of her torment, she’d scarce been able to tell pain from pleasure. Incoherently, she’d begged for more, craving the sensations, the throbbing and pain. What a whore she’d been!  Worse than a whore, really, for when it was time for Milo to go, she’d begged him to stay or take her with him.

“I have a wife,” he’d laughed. “Two in fact.”

“Your slave,” she croaked, “I will be your slave.”

Milo left her, pitifully at the door, her body at his feet at the threshold. “To remember me by,” he’d offered, tossing a coveted ace to the floor at her cheek.

How she’d gotten to the bed, she had no idea. Thankfully, Lyla hadn’t been about, or even Gretchen. But what was all that noise about? Deciding to steel herself into the hall, she took up a place around the corner from the balcony where she could effectively ease drop.

They were talking about Red Wolf.

“Running Coyote, I’m telling you, you’ve left me no choice.  We were quite clear in our arrangement, were we not? Red Wolf was to be delivered to me, with or without his scalp, and now you tell me he’s slipped through your fingers?”

“Great White Colonel, you must understand,” protested the Indian chief standing before the seated officer. “Red Wolf is much honored among the braves. Man have many allies. Not possible to stop him.”

Beauregard slammed a fist on the table. It was gloved, in white. “Don’t tell me that, sir!  Do not ever tell me such a thing!”

“Running Coyote, what the Colonel is trying to say,” offered a more placid Sheriff Harkin seated next to him “is that a good deal depends on getting Red Wolf and his kind out of the way. You know Red Wolf wants war, don’t you? A war that would be suicide for your tribe?”

Running Coyote nodded enigmatically. “Red Wolf is son of my sister. Running Coyote knows his ways, yes.”

Beauregard ran an exasperated hand through his slick, elegantly waved hair. “Sheriff Harkin, if you would kindly remind our visitor of the realities of life, it would be greatly appreciated. For example, the fact that I am getting daily telegrams from Washington wondering what the holdup is in getting this area settled down. There are some five thousand settlers, right now, waiting for land. And on top of that—” Beauregard cut himself off, having become aware of the ever increasing volume of his voice. Turning directly to the chief, a dangerous smile on his face, he said, in a very soft voice. “Running Coyote, as God is my witness, if I don’t have Red Wolf tied to my saddle in a fortnight, I say again, as God is my witness, I shall ride from Fort Collins with my entire force. Do you hear me? We shall wipe out the lot of you!”

“But we made deal, Great White Colonel. We give you Red Wolf, you give us gold.”

“Give you gold!?” the Colonel laughed, giving a strong indication how absurd he thought the point. “For what? Red Wolf?” Beauregard pounded the table again. “See here, you has-been savage. The deal was, you move your people quietly and quickly to the reservation, making me look good come promotion time, and then you get the gold. Red Wolf was your problem, not mine.”

The chief’s face bore no expression. “As long as Red Wolf free, Powatan people no move to reservation—that’s your problem and mine.”

Beauregard looked at Harkin in disgust. “You see what I am dealing with sheriff? You there, girl!”

At first Melanie thought he was calling for her, but then she saw he meant Gretchen, who at the moment was lying at the deputy’s feet as he noisily cut at a thick steak at the next table. Homer put his knife down, uneasily as soon as he understood the colonel’s interest in his woman.

“Here, Gretchen,” seconded Harkin. “Now.”

She looked up at Homer, who gave his reluctant assent.

Beauregard snapped his fingers as soon as Gretchen arrived on all fours. From the angle of his pointed finger, she knew she was to fall to the floor on her belly and apply her tongue to Beauregard’s boot. It was his favorite thing to demand from a woman, at least when his clothes were on. 

“All the way down,” Beauregard complained. “On your belly.”

Giving no thought to the cleanliness of her pretty green dress, Gretchen pressed her belly and breasts to the dirty floor. From here, she could barely reach the topside of the man’s high boots.

“There, you see, Running Coyote,” Beauregard exclaimed. “This is how the United States government functions. From a position of absolute strength. These boots represent our power. Women, Indians and every other form of lower life on God’s green earth belongs down here.”

He was pointing straight down at the hapless girl. Gretchen moaned slightly as Harkin placed his own foot on her back for good measure.

“Would you like to try her, Running Coyote?’ the sheriff offered. “She’s quite tame.”

Running Coyote frowned, his face etched in stone.

Beauregard threw his hands in the air. “For God’s sake, man, what will it take to get through to you? Would you like to keep the little slut as a sign of good faith? Take her to the reservation with you? She’s yours if you want her. Take the other whore, too. Anything at all, man, just get the job done.”

The Colonel’s tone had softened, but the implications brought Deputy Homer to his feet. “Sheriff?” he asked, his voice carefully guarded.

Harkin leaned across to the Colonel, having understood the deputy’s concerns. After a few words in Beauregard’s ear, the Colonel snapped his finger. “Apparently this one is spoken for. Get the other one, Harkin. The yellow haired teacher. Let’s see if she can warm up the chief. Running Coyote, I hear tell Indian squaws don’t blow dick, well ours do.”

Melanie blanched. She’d gone from eavesdropper to impending participant in a single moment. Not only that, she was being offered, without the slightest preamble, to perform a degrading sexual act upon a man the others did not regard as fully human. A savage chief. 

“Running Coyote leave now,” said the old man, firmly.

“On the contrary,” the colonel smiled slyly, signaling to the three soldiers in the back of the saloon. “I insist you stay awhile and partake in our hospitality.”

At once the soldier’s rifles were pointed at the Indians heads. Not flinching, he sat himself in the seat offered by the sheriff.

“I’ll go fetch the slut now,” he said.

Melanie ran back to her room, desperate for a place to hide. Harkin found her, trembling in the closet.

“Get out of there,” he growled, hauling her by the hair. “You’ve got work to do.”

“Ah, Melanie,” beamed the mad colonel noting the nude girl, her arm in the grip of Harkin. “So nice to see you. Melanie Jones, this is Chief Running Coyote. Chief, this is Miss Jones.”

The proud Indian kept his gaze straight ahead, his hands in his lap.

“Melanie,” the colonel continued as though nothing were amiss, “would you kindly bring the chief to orgasm in your mouth while we finish our discussion?”

The Colonel’s words, humiliating as they were, served as an aphrodisiac for Melanie. If she had learned one thing in her captivity, it was that subjugation was a bottomless thing, almost a drug, such that the more of it she received, the more she craved.

“Here’s our new deal, chief,” said the colonel, even as Melanie went to him on her knees, opening his trousers to reveal a surprisingly stiff, though ancient member. “You get forty eight hours to move your people to the reservation and turn over Red Wolf to us and in exchange, we get to keep all the gold. How’s that sound?”

The chief gave a little grunt, his cock throbbing in the white girl’s mouth. She could tell he would not be able to hold out for long. “Red Wolf right,” the chief declared, in what had to be the understatement of the century. “White man can not be trusted.”

Beauregard laughed. “I do believe, sheriff, we have on our hands the most naive savage on the continent. All this time in our company, and he’s just now figuring us out.”

“Guess it’s time to wake up and smell the coffee, huh chief?” chuckled Harkin.

Running Coyote grunted as he expelled himself into Melanie’s mouth.

“Swallow it down, slut,” commanded Harkin.

Melanie drank the Powatan’s seed, obediently sucking him dry. 

“Quite a gal, eh, chief?” Harkin gloated. “Who says we whites don’t know how to train squaws?”

Running Coyote stood, the white woman at his feet. “I go now.”

The colonel sighed and rolled his eyes. “Savages have no sense of humor.”

The chief bowed stiffly and walked from the saloon, his demeanor in no way shaken by the trauma. Melanie felt herself admiring the man and wondering if the real savages might not be the Powatans, but her white masters.

“Well, woman,” demanded Beauregard, a wicked smile on his face. “Is it true what they say that savage jism is sweeter than the white man’s?”

Melanie lowered her eyes.

“Don’t embarrass the slave, colonel,” chided Harkin. “She sucks whomever I tell her to and likes it.  Don’t you, girl?”

“Yes,” Melanie agreed. “Master.”

Harkin grunted in satisfaction, sitting down to his half finished beer. “Upstairs with you, then. Take a nice hot bath till the doc gets here for your examination.”

Melanie shivered as she thought of Lassiter’s hands and instruments upon her once again. Was this to be a daily ritual? Yesterday she had wondered at his strange behavior, his sudden change of mood. She could have sworn she’d seen desire in his eyes, yet he’d hardly noticed her at the game last night. In fact, unless she missed her guess, he’d seemed to lose far too easily. Had he thrown over his hands to avoid possession of her? 

Today, she decided, she would confront the man and learn the truth. Did he not desire her? Was he repulsed by her? Or was it something else? Her questions might earn her punishment, but she was bound and determined to find out nonetheless.

Melanie’s thoughts were abruptly dissolved when she saw the interloper in her room. 

“Zechariah,” she cried, seeing the youth sprawled comfortably on her bed, hands behind his head. “But…how did you get in?”

“I came in while you were busy,” he said matter-of-factly. “While you were doing something nasty to the Indian man.”

Melanie laughed in spite of herself. “You do have a way with words.” Then, remembering the Judge, she hastily added, “I’m so sorry about your grandfather.”

“I was sad yesterday,” he replied in his characteristically straightforward, child-like manner. “But I feel better now. Want to see why?”

Melanie scanned the room, following Zech’s lively eyes. She gasped when she saw Lyla, tied to an upright rack, spread eagled and completely naked. “Oh, my goodness,” she said quite foolishly. “What have you done?”

“I’ve been training Lyla as my slave, Teacher. Only now it’s not a game. It’s for real.”

Melanie looked at Lyla, gagged, wide-eyed, her stomach and thighs bearing a lattice mark of fresh welts from the crop. There was fear in her eyes, but beyond that, wonder, and even desire.   

“I own Lyla now, Teacher. The sheriff gave her to me today. She is my pet, forever and ever. The Colonel is going to help me train her, like I train my puppies back home. The sheriff says when I have a trained girl, I will be happy and I won’t miss my grandfather so much. The sheriff is very smart. He’s going to run all my grandfather’s businesses. He’s going to be the new Judge, too. Do you know that when Lyla is trained she will eat from a little bowl on the floor and whenever I call for her she will crawl to me on her hands and knees?”

Melanie swallowed, noting the storm of emotion in the girl’s eyes. “No, Zech, I didn’t know that.” Her own heart was racing. She wasn’t sure whether to be terrified or overjoyed. Lyla was her rival, a cruel and petty tyrant, but did she really wish such absolute subjugation upon her?

“The colonel says that Lyla has to learn to obey. We are going to keep a wooden thing in her behind till she does. I can do that, because I own her now.”

For the first time, Melanie noted the thin chain around Lyla’s slim waist and the two others between her legs. No doubt they were holding in place the wooden device inserted into her buttocks. Melanie could scarcely imagine the sensations; the pain, the arousal.

“Zech, are you sure this is what you want?” she asked, feeling obligated to try, however much in vain it might be to free the tightly bound Lyla.

“Yes, I do. It’s what Lyla wants, too,” he said eagerly, his hand stroking his cock through his black trousers. “Take off her gag, Teacher, and ask her.”

Melanie was grateful for the opportunity to remove the thick black harness from Lyla’s head. The poor thing’s hair and face were covered in sweat and she seemed as beleaguered as a creature could be. The gag seemed stuck, however, and it was only after some pulling that Melanie realized, to her horror, that the inserted device was itself in the shape of a phallus. 

“Well?” Zech pressed, his voice subtly imbued with a new kind of authority. “What do you say, Lyla?”

“I am your slave,” Lyla mouthed, the words spilling over one another. “I am happily your slave, my master.”

Melanie studied the look in her eyes, the intensity of the glare. It was true; the girl had found her destiny. It wasn’t just the fear of punishment, the effect of the obvious whippings she’d endured. There was more to it, something mystical, something deep.

“Lyla, when you are trained, you will eat from a bowl on the floor, isn’t that true?”

“Yes, master.”

“And I will whip you when you are bad and if I call you, you will have to crawl to me. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” Lyla nodded eagerly. “Yes, master.” She clenched her bound fists. “If master will release me, his slave will give him pleasure. Lyla begs to please her master.”

Zech hopped up from the bed, his hard cock tenting the front of his trousers. “I will let you go, Lyla,” he informed her. “But you will not pleasure me, you will pleasure the teacher.”

Lyla turned white. “Master, please, don’t make Ly – I mean your slave do that.”

“I will,” he grinned with all the satisfaction of a small boy. “I will make you do that. And I will watch while you do it. Teacher, let Lyla down so she can crawl between your legs and give you pleasure.”

Melanie tried to summon her remaining authority as his instructor. “Zech, that might not be a good idea. Maybe if we—”

Zech cut her short, retrieving the riding crop from beside him and swathing it through the air. “Do it, Teacher, or I will whip the both of you.”

With trembling fingers, Melanie began to work at the straps on Melanie’s wrists and ankles. “Lyla,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, you know this isn’t my idea.”

Lyla called her a rude name, terminating the exchange.

“Teacher, stand back now,” said Zech once Lyla was on her feet and rubbing her sore wrists. “Let Lyla crawl to you on her hands and knees.”

Melanie retreated across the room. The nude Lyla sank immediately to the floor. With Zech watching, arms imperiously on his hips, she began her journey, head down, her long, silky hair hanging forward, like a damp mop.

“Hold up your skirt, Teacher, so Lyla doesn’t have to use her hands.”

Melanie complied, lifting the hem of her dress up to her belly button leaving the way clear to her exposed, unclothed crotch. She felt for Lyla, truly she did. The girl had no inclinations toward her own sex and Melanie couldn’t imagine this particular task would be anything but revolting to her.

A small sigh escaped Lyla’s lips as she put herself in place. Her eyes were closed. She seemed resigned, reconciled. But there was more; she was aroused too, as if the very act of abasement, of being made to act so contrary to her own will was itself a secret thrill.

The girl’s tongue was like silk. Melanie had never experienced such a thing. Her face reddened as she accepted the caress, so profane, so contrary to everything that seemed natural and moral about sex. “Lyla,” she exclaimed. “Oh, Lyla.”

“Make her come, Lyla.” Zech was on his feet. “Make the dirty, naughty teacher come.”

Zech’s order served to redouble the slave’s efforts. Hands planted firmly on the floor, using only her lips, mouth and tongue, Lyla worked diligently to please her rival, the haughty New York society girl.

“Faster, Lyla,” Zechariah urged, striping her upturned buttocks with a slash of the whip. “Do it faster.”

“Yes, master,” Lyla managed huskily, her mouth full of Melanie’s soft, juice-soaked opening.

“Are you going to come, Teacher?”

Melanie was trying desperately to mask her emotions. “Zech, I won’t be able to achieve the results you want,” she lied. “It just won’t work without a man’s stimulation.”

“Yes it will, Teacher. Because if you don’t, I will have to punish you, on your naked behind.”

The spasms were upon her. The man-boy’s threats, mysterious and terrible were the final straw, breaking her resolve, shattering her dignity. She was doing it, actually climaxing under the influence of a girl’s mouth, while both of them were being watched and lorded over by an impetuous and cruel young man with a riding crop.

“What a good girl you are, Teacher,” Zech praised, his tone indicating some coaching on the part of the colonel and/or the sheriff. “And you were a good girl, too, Lyla. Now you get to switch places.”

Just a single tap of the whip on his muscular thigh was all it took to bring Lyla to her feet. To Melanie’s great shame, she too responded, lowering herself on all fours on the floor to take the other’s place.

“I’m training you,” said Zech proudly as Melanie put her head between Lyla’s outstretched legs. “I’m training you both.”

Melanie did her best to lick the girl as she had been licked. It was difficult to concentrate, especially with the very randy Zech behind her, flipping up her skirt and running his hands over her buttocks.

“The colonel says a girl’s second hole is nice and tight, better than her regular one. Is that true? Spread your legs, Teacher, and show me.”

Melanie shuffled her knees apart as best she could. Lacking any leverage or way to protect herself with her hands, she had no choice but to submit to his awkward, boyish caresses. 

“I asked you a question, Teacher,” he repeated more forcefully. “I asked if your little hole was tighter than the other one.”

Melanie moaned as she felt something slide inside her. Most likely it was the handle of Zech’s whip, though in her sensitive canal, it felt like a log.

“Don’t stop licking Lyla,” he warned, shoving the whip handle in further, drawing the girl’s quick attention, not to mention her instant compliance.

“Good,” Zech offered cheerfully a moment later. “That’s better.”

The whip handle slid free, inducing another round of moaning from Melanie.

“Don’t make noises,” he pouted. “People will hear us.”

Melanie took two quick slashes of the whip across her bare bottom as punishment. The pain was hot and wet, like liquid fire. Like an inferno, it spread at once to her nether region. I’m being whipped again, she thought, upon my naked skin, and this time by the young man who should have been my student.

“You aren’t supposed to have shoes on, Teacher.” Zech lifted her feet, one by one rendering them bare. “Slaves don’t wear shoes. Lyla isn’t going to wear any shoes from now on Teacher, because she’s my slave. I can make her sleep in the barn if I want to, Teacher, did you know that? I can even put her in a cage if I like. If I tell Lyla to, she’ll have to crawl inside a little cage, and lay there all night, naked, too. If she goes pee pee on herself I will punish her.”

Melanie felt the heat in her loins. As silly and non-sequential as his thoughts were, Zech’s ideas were lathering her into a frenzy. Could it be she, too, wanted a little cage for herself, and a man to make her crawl into it nude?

Lyla was screaming out and thrashing her head. She was coming herself and Melanie wondered if her passion too had been ignited by Zech’s sexy account of life for his new slave.

“Lyla likes this, don’t you, Lyla?” Zech said. “And Teacher, when Lyla’s my wife, the colonel’s going to have her marked for me, with rings in the tips of her boobies, and also down there, in her vagina. The colonel says when a girl knows she can be chained up down there, she gets real docile and tame. I like tame girls. They make me very excited. She’s already been branded, so I don’t have to do that. The colonel says she’s been ready to be a slave since she left the ranch, it’s just that the Judge didn’t used to like us to have slaves, but now we can. I like that, I do.”

Of course he did, thought Melanie. What man wouldn’t be stimulated by an utterly passive, sexually available female, her body soft and inviting, begging to be controlled and fucked by a strong man? Such a man would be no man at all. Just as any woman who was not secretly aroused by being controlled, in her opinion, could scarcely be considered a true female.

“Oh, master,” cried Lyla, her voice ragged with the fever of her bliss. “It feels so wonderful. I’m so–so ashamed.”

Zech snapped the whip across Melanie’s behind, signaling for her to stop. “That’s enough, Teacher. I’m very hard now, and I need someplace to relieve myself.”

Someplace; as in one of her openings, or Lyla’s openings. Melanie swooned at the rough, casual language, so matter of factly referring to her despoilment or that of her colleague.

“Get on your backs,” she heard him say now. “Both of you. Let me see which one of you looks juiciest.”

Melanie lay beside her former rival, opening her legs as best she could. If Lyla had thoughts of taking out her anger on her fellow slave, she gave no indication. It was just as well, she thought as she tried her best to bear up under the man’s scrutiny.

“Spread your lips with your fingers,” he ordered, his own freed member slowly rising beneath his gliding fingers. “Spread them wide and show me how much you want me to put my thing inside you.”

Lyla wanted him worse than she did, that was clear. Melanie meant no disobedience, but she found herself unable to match the actions of her writhing, back arching, undulating slave sister.  Whether it was out of gross misjudgment or else a more devious attempt to shame his own slave, however, Zech ultimately chose to copulate with his one time teacher.

After making Melanie thank him for his impending attentions, he plunged himself between her outstretched lips, forcing her to orgasm as he worked himself in and out, over and over. Bewildered and shattered, poor Lyla could do little but lay beside them, whimpering, her doe eyes pleading, begging for a second chance. It was clever, thought Melanie, if indeed it was Zech’s design, to shake her confidence like this. No doubt the next time, little Lyla would try twice as hard and be twice as slavish for her master.

How Melanie hated the girl!  Indeed, she hated them all – any women who allowed herself to be treated this way, to be exploited so blatantly. She would be different, she vowed, she would resist to the end. She told herself this even as Zech induced from her a fresh round of submissive moans, his hands locked firmly on her tender, defenseless breasts. 

“Oh, Zech,” she confessed aloud, the words betraying her steely resolve. “I belong to you; claim my body, please. Take me, keep me as your own.”

“Not bad, Zechariah,” called a voice from the doorway, genteel and pleasantly southern. “For a beginner.”

Zech froze in mid stroke. “Doctor Lassiter. Is it time already?”

“Yes, Zechariah.” He plopped his bag down on the table. “I let you have an extra half hour, but now it is time for me to examine our little poker prize.”

Without complaint, he got to his feet and put away his throbbing erection. “Whatever you say, doctor.”

Doc Lassiter winked at him. “Why don’t you take your little friend somewhere, Zech. I need privacy for my exam, and I bet you’d like some too, eh?”

Zech nodded. “Lyla’s my slave, doc,” he explained as if the physician had no clue. “She has to do everything I tell her. I’m going to marry her and make her my slave-wife and then she’ll have to crawl to me if I call her and she’ll eat out of a bowl on the floor and if I want, I can whip her when ever I like.”

Lassiter patted his broad, youthful shoulder. “That’s nice, son. Now why don’t you run along.”

Zech gave Lyla a very serious look, apparently missing the doctor’s blatant condescension. “Come here slave,” he snapped his fingers at her. “Crawl beside me downstairs. I am going to take you to the barn and tie you so I can put my thing in you all day long.”

Lyla scooted across the floor, tail in the air as she made her way to reclaim her man. Melanie smiled to herself, feeling a subtle degree of superiority. She’d never do such a thing, she told herself. She’d stand her ground, no matter who was wielding the whip.

It was a lie, but for the moment, it was a necessary one. She had work to do with the doctor, and she needed to have her full confidence to win him over for her cause, that of her freedom.

“Take your dress off,” the doctor said most graciously to Melanie when the other two had left. “I’d like to get right to business.”

“Of course, doctor,” she smiled. “But first, may I ask you a question?”

The doctor’s features darkened suddenly. “I don’t like questions.” 

“You haven’t heard mine,” she challenged, sauntering towards him. Not daring to say the words aloud, she repeated her observation in the form of a whisper, gently spoken into his ear. She’d found him out, she was sure of it. And now she’d know the reason why he treated her so…inconsistently. 

Lassiter’s fists clenched, the knuckles turning white as she spoke. He stood this way for the longest time, until at last he stumbled to the room’s only chair, slumping down beside his battered medical bag.

“Have a drink with me?” he asked, the phrase coming more as a command.

“Yes,” she replied bravely, noting the single tear on his left cheek. “Yes, doctor.”

Doctor Lassiter settled himself down on the bed. “Thank you,” he said as Melanie handed him one of the two tumblers of whisky. “Sit here beside me, will you?”

Melanie opted to sit at his feet, deftly holding the glass she’d poured for herself. “I didn’t mean to upset you,” she offered, looking worriedly at his moistened cheeks.

He tussled her hair. “Not at all, child. It is just that the question you asked affected me more than you could know.”

Melanie nodded. She’d asked him why he didn’t want her, why he didn’t try seriously to win her last night when she knew full well he had the skill to do so, and lastly why he’d turned so callous after seeing her whip marks during her first exam.

“You see, Melanie,” he began, taking a deep sip of the whisky. “I once loved a girl not so different from you. Yellow haired, bright and proud, from the finest family in Charleston. Her father was a prominent merchant, and mine was a state legislator. The arrangements had all been made. Everyone was in agreement, except for Allison, who was the young woman in question. She had eyes for a fellow named Thompson, a young cadet at the local military academy. He was handsome, much more so than I, and quite a firebrand as well. Naturally, I was exceedingly jealous. One night, when I had a brief opportunity to be alone with Allison, on the balcony of her father’s riverfront home, I confronted her on the matter. 

“She pretended ignorance, which was the only proper thing for a lady to do. I pressed the matter, in a most ungentlemanly fashion. She had done nothing untoward, of course, having in no way acted upon her feelings for the young man. Nevertheless, I had it in my head that she had thrown herself at him. Twice, she tried to escape from my badgering inquiries, and twice I blocked her egress. Finally, I grabbed her by the arm and forced her back inside. Throwing her down on the bed – we were quite alone in this portion of the house, thanks to the inordinate trust her father had for me – I demanded she reveal to me the truth, or face physical punishment. Her angelic features turned ghostly pale, and her green eyes lit with bald-faced terror. When she threatened to scream, I slapped her hard across the cheek.

“I do not know what came over me,” Lassiter shivered, the shame still burning from deep within, “but it is all true. My Allison gave me no trouble from that point on. I instructed her to remove her dress, and she did so. I then commanded her to let down her hair and strip away her petticoats. I did not give quarter until she was completely naked.

“’Do not hurt me,’ she begged me plaintively. Stone faced, emotionless, I informed her I would make no promises, but that her continued obedience would greatly increase her chances of coming through without a scratch. I’d resolved already, you see, to have her. She knew it, too, though she continued to softly plead. Putting her to her belly, I tied her down with the silken cords from her draperies. Stuffing her mouth with her own camisole, I left her temporarily as I went in search of a suitable instrument. There was a buggy whip in the foyer, left by one of the coachmen. Retrieving it, I went back to my beloved. 

“Though sobbing bitterly, I saw she had been unable to free herself. Her quivering white buttocks, so smooth and shapely remained just as I left them, positioned perfectly for my pleasure. And my revenge. Pulling out the make shift gag, I quickly reasserted my authority.

“’If you scream,’ I warned her, ‘you will be subject to the lash all the more stringently.’  It was necessary at this point to give her a taste, and so I chose the meatiest part of her ass. I hadn’t expected to see the welt, so pretty and red. Nor had I expected to hear her groan, in both fear and need. It was the first time I’d ever done such a thing and it had not occurred to me a woman could be aroused by such treatment. Not wanting to lose the initiative, I began to interrogate her, ascertaining the details of her treachery. She had nothing to confess, of course, but in my blind, almost demonic fury, I would not accept the truth.

“Little by little, her poor wits driven to distraction, I got her to admit to crimes she had not committed, to kissing the young man, to leading him on, even to giving herself to him sexually. She wept bitterly, and in between her desperate outbursts, I continued to apply the crop. Allison whimpered and begged. She was nearly out of her mind with the emotion of it all, not to mention the overwhelming sensations. She went so far as to beg me to take her, though she was in all ways a virgin.

“Eventually, I gave in to her lust and mine. To my astonishment, I found her wet and ready for me. In a single thrust, I sank to the hilt, easily breaching her hymen. Beaten and humiliated, naked and covered in sweat, the virgin Allison came beneath me, on her belly like a whore, spasming again and again as I pumped myself between her whip marked cheeks. I myself was in a frenzy, a frothing mania that put me beside myself. Abandoning all reason, my own clothes half torn by the very hands that had so abused my lover, I lifted myself from her abused body, my own virility still intact.

“That’s right,” he nodded, a look of strange calm on his face now. “I did not deign to fill her with my seed just yet. I had another desire, you see, something darker still. Undoing her bonds, I helped her up to her knees. She’d imagined she was to be freed, even comforted, but instead of granting solace, I took her mouth and pried her lips apart to receive my still swollen member. Warning her to take it softly and lovingly, though completely, I pushed to the back of her throat, making of her mouth a pocket, every bit as soft and warm as a girl’s vaginal recess. 

“Holding fast to one of her creamy, milk white breasts, and employing the whip instructively on the meat of her folded thighs just above her knee, I quickly taught my fiancée to suck and swallow with enthusiasm. Tears staining her doll-like cheeks, she pleasured me eagerly as any whore. Like a madman, eyes rolling in my head, the cacklings of lunacy on my tongue, I spilled myself into and down her throat. Even then, my lust slaked, I continued to debase her, taking her by the hair and compelling her to lick me clean, both my cock and my balls.

“Pushing her down face first, I leaped then from the bed and went to the window. Allison was sobbing, but I had felt her heat. I suspected she’d come herself perhaps some half dozen times, in spite of, or more likely because of her ordeal. 

“It was at this moment, looking out the window, that I made my decision. I could well have begged forgiveness, and perhaps even received it. Allison was a true submissive. This was obvious to me now, and I knew it would take little to master her. I still had the option of confession, to her father, of course, that I might be meted the justice I deserved, but as the cold clear light of the Charleston night poured onto my face through that pane of glass, I came to another conclusion. Far more dastardly.”

Lassiter’s lips were drawn tight and thin. Melanie saw the stretching in his trousers, though he sought to cover it with his hand. “Ordering Allison to get dressed, I set my plan in motion. I would need her torn undergarments, and the whip, all of which would serve as evidence. Compelling Allison to put on a cloak, I took her downstairs, for a carriage ride. Just as now, I was not then a man of great strength. This was a crucial part of my strategy, or should I say my alibi. Another part involved paying the coachman a sum of gold sufficient to make him a wealthy man. It was to be an investment on my part, one wisely made.

“Employing the coachman to bring us through town, we first made several prominent passes, making sure we were seen by one and all. To all eyes, we were a leisurely, pleasant couple. This accomplished, we went out to the college. I had the coachman deliver a message to her young man, knowing he would come out to meet her. What he did not expect, was a sharp blow to the back of the head, rendering him unconscious. Allison screamed at the sight. With the back of my hand I silenced her. The fresh blood appearing at the corner of her mouth fit brilliantly with my plan. As did the blow to my own neck which I instructed the coachman to deliver to my own person.

“Leaving the young cadet on the road, the coachman drove us straightaway to the police. There he told the story I had supplied for him, and what a tale it was. Taking one look at the two of us in the back – and mind you, Allison still wore beneath her cloak the torn clothing and the marks of the whip—the police were easily fooled. The young man was found, just as we’d said, knocked out on the road. Imagine his surprise when he awoke in irons, having been accused of assaulting both Allison and myself outside the very gates of the academy.

“The trial was set, and its conclusion foregone. To a man the jury was convinced he’d struck first, while the coachman had struck him in self-defense. Allison took to her bed, and rose for no one. The doctors called it catatonia, brought on by shock of the assault. She did not even react when news reached her of the suicide of her beloved young cadet in his jail cell. Her father wished Allison’s marriage to myself to be carried out at once, so that I could attend to her more fully. I had succeeded, beyond my wildest dreams. And yet I took no joy in my victory. Guilt plagued me. I could not look upon Allison’s face nor that of any of my fellows. Indeed, the very city I had so loved now seemed a curse to me. Close to suicide myself, I determined to leave Charleston, to begin my life anew. A life of atonement. Relocating to Atlanta, assuming a new identity, I enrolled in medical school. 

“I would cure others, I decided, and thereby gain some small measure of penance. Alas, my guilty conscience pursued me, and I was unable to establish a practice of my own due to my drinking. Though my studies came easily to me, I found my only solace in the bottle. After a series of tragic mishaps, the details of which I will spare you, I ended up here, as personal physician to Judge Van Der Mere. And there you have it. My pathetic life.”

Melanie had her head in his lap by this time. She wanted more than anything to comfort him. Refusing her caresses, he stood abruptly. “I will take no pity, Miss Jones. I am here to examine you. Nothing more.”

She rose to her feet, assuming a position of attention in front of him. Stiff, alert, arms outstretched at her sides. She watched as he went to his bag retrieving the familiar instruments. It’s better this way, she thought. Clinical, impersonal. And yet she pitied him his guilt. How long must a man suffer, she wondered, even for the worst of crimes. Was it guilt, too, that plagued Marshal Trent Cole?

“Open wide,” said the doctor, though Melanie had already gaped her jaws. 

A shudder passed through her as he put the device in her mouth. It was an organ. Her third within an hour. It was getting worse, she thought. Or better, depending on your perspective.


Chapter Thirteen

A flash of lightning seared the stormy sky. Hot on its heels came the thunder, like a bomb, shaking the saloon to its foundations. The reverberations jarred Melanie’s nerves, nearly as much as the presence of the soldier’s hands on her bare breasts. Only a half hour into the game, she lamented on her fourth night of duty as the poker game prize, and nerves shot already.

“More whisky, wench,” barked a stubble faced cattle rustler across the table, “or I’ll put a branding iron on your arse to liven up your steps.”

Melanie tried to free herself from the clammy hands of the army captain, the head of artillery at Fort Collins. Her tits were proving irresistible tonight, naked as they were above the tight leather corset. The sheer silk skirt that comprised the rest of her outfit was popular as well, as it came only to the middle of her thigh, inviting both hand and eye to speculate on what lay beneath. 

“I’m going, sir,” she promised the rustler, yet another of the sheriff’s ‘business partners’. “Please, sir,” she begged the captain. “If you would let me go.”

The mutton chopped officer tweaked her nipples as a parting gesture. “Hurry back,” he grinned.

Melanie smiled as pleasantly as she could manage. As the property of the saloon—firmly under Harkin’s management – she had no right to object to her treatment at any of the players’ hands. As for the conflicts she found herself in as she sought to fill all the men’s needs at once, that was her problem to work out. Her only hope was to be extra nice to all of them in hopes of avoiding serious punishment by any of them should they win rights to her body tonight or any other night.

Doctor Lassiter, who was sitting beside the rustler, made no attempt to help her, though Melanie wished he would. He’d lost half his stake already. Right on schedule, too. Melanie had seen him fold one hand already tonight with a full house. His trick was to mix the cards together after the hand so no one would notice his own. When asked for his cards after the hand, he would claim the gentleman’s prerogative for discretion. He had to be the only man in the world who cheated in order to lose, Melanie thought.

“Dammit,” snarled the colonel who was also losing (though in his case it was stupidity and not gallantry), “are we here to sport with the wench or play cards?”

Harkin, who’d won Melanie for himself the last two night’s running, having subjected her to a thorough going over with the whip on both occasions, laughed. “In your case, Beauregard, it’s only to play cards. The way you’re playing, in fact, I can guarantee you won’t get to touch the slut tonight.”

There was general laughter. The colonel scowled, eschewing his usual witty retort. The fact was, the cavalry commander looked nervous tonight. Red Wolf had been reported to be in the area and there were two dead army scouts to prove it. Melanie would have expected the storm to keep even the notorious brave at bay, but Beauregard was taking no chances, having brought a half a dozen soldiers in from the fort as his personal bodyguards.

“That’s right,” the rustler drooled, eying Melanie as she bent to retrieve his empty shot glass. “This little piece is all mine tonight, ain’t you sweet heart?”

Melanie shuddered as he took full advantage of her presence to take a healthy feel of her ass cheeks through the skirt. “I belong to whomever wins me,” she replied judiciously.

“And that’s gonna be me.” He patted his thick erection, more than a little evident under his pants. Winking, he moved his hand to his fly. “Have a seat on my lap.”

She looked at the sheriff for help. Was the man going too far too early? “B-but I need to get more whisky,” she stammered, noting Harkin’s apparent disinterest in her plight.

“It can wait,” he snapped, pulling her down on top of his leather chaps. The material was warm and rough on her bare buttocks. She was wet and she knew it would only be a matter of time till she soaked the material.

“Please, let me go.”

He seized both breasts from behind and began to nibble at her ear. “Why, slut?” he crooned. “You know you enjoy it.” Lowering his voice, he added, “I’m gonna fuck you right her on my lap. Open your mouth and you’re dead.”

“No,” Melanie squealed, “you have to stop.”

“Are you deaf, mister? The lady said to stop.” The voice, which belonged to no one at the table, was polite but menacing. 

All eyes looked up. A man in a black trench coat and hat, rifle at his hip, was eying them, the rain running from the brim of his hat in rivulets. His eyes were cobalt blue, his gaze penetrating the rustler as though he were some small insect about to be crushed under his silver tipped boots.

Melanie’s heart stopped.

“Marshall Cole,” the sheriff said thinly, the words confirming what Melanie’s eyes could scarcely believe. “It’s been a long time.”

The marshal’s eyes passed to Harkin’s for the briefest instant then returned to the rustler. “Maybe too long, Harkin.” He leveled the rifle with both hands. “I thought I told you to let go of the girl.”

The rustler, seeing he meant business, put both hands up, allowing Melanie to scramble from his lap. “Marshal, I ain’t making no trouble,” he replied, the tremor in his voice quite audible. “I’m just playing a friendly game of cards.”

Cole nodded towards the pile of cash in front of the man. “Where’d that money come from, Craven?”

Harkin leaped to his feet, a look of surprise and horror on his face. “Marshal, did you say Craven? As in Jake Craven, the rustler?” He drew his pistol. “Get up boy, you’re under arrest. Dammit, marshal, I had no idea this was the very same Craven. Ain’t never seen his picture, you know, except for those drawings on the wanted poster, and I don’t have to tell you how bad those are. Somebody get me Homer, will ya?”

A shout went out for the deputy.

Craven looked at the sheriff in confusion. “Harkin, what the hell’s going on? You know damn well who I am!”

“Shut up you varmint!” Harkin cocked the revolver. “You lay your gun on the table right now; you’re under arrest.”

Homer came in a moment later, soaking wet from the rain. “What is it, sheriff?”

“Deputy, this here’s a wanted criminal. I want you to take him right over to the jail. You hear me?”

“Sheriff?” Homer scratched his sopping wet head.

“Now, Homer,” the sheriff said more forcefully, his eyebrows doing a little dance in the marshal’s direction.

“Oh,” Homer smiled. “I get it.”

“Sheriff, I’m not fooled by your little game,” Cole informed him as Craven was handcuffed and led away. “In fact, when I finish collecting my evidence, I intend to see you run out of this territory on a rail. And now that old Judge Van Der Mere is dead, that shouldn’t be so difficult, should it?”

Harkin narrowed his stare. For a moment he looked like he might use his gun on the marshal. A few tense moments passed, then he holstered it and began to laugh. In short order, everyone at the table was laughing, too. “Marshal,” he finally said, drawing a deep, lazy breath. “You must be the last honest man in this entire territory. Seems to me that’s worth a whisky or two.”

The marshal, who hadn’t flinched the whole time, shook his head. “I don’t drink, Harkin.” He inclined his head towards Melanie, huddled by the bar, terrified. “You mind telling me why you got the school teacher working in here?”

Harkin ran his hand through his hair in a simulation of conscience. “I was afraid you’d ask me about her, marshal. It troubles me, it really does. Any chance you and I could talk privately for a moment? It’s a sensitive matter, you understand.

Cole frowned, then nodded his head. “I’ll give you one minute, outside.”

Harkin was still chuckling as he followed the marshal out of the swinging saloon doors. They were gone several minutes. No one spoke a word in the men’s absence, not even the colonel. When the sheriff returned, the marshal behind him, he was smiling broadly. “Marshall Cole’s gonna sit in with us tonight boys, any objections?”

“A law enforcement officer of your caliber is always welcome,” said the colonel stiffly, his expression hard to read.

The marshal made no reply as he took the seat recently vacated by the rustler.

“You can use Craven’s stake, if you like,” offered Harkin.

“That’s stolen money, sheriff.”

“Of course it is,” Harkin agreed with a wink. “Just pulling your leg that’s all.”

Cole pulled a money clip from his vest pocket. “Let’s get this over with.”

“I need a whisky,” the captain spoke up, looking in Melanie’s direction.

“Get it yourself,” said the marshal, casting a warning glance.

The captain looked to the colonel.

“You heard the man, get your own drink,” Beauregard told him. “In fact, it’s time you headed back to the fort.”

“Sir?”

“That’s an order, Appleby.”

The captain’s cheeks puffed, turning a shade of pinkish red. “Yes, sir,” he grumbled, rising to his feet. 

“He’s going to double check on security arrangements,” the colonel explained to Cole. “Can’t be too careful with Red Wolf on the loose, can we?”

Cole picked up the cards dealt by the sheriff. “Yes,” he noted dryly. “That’s another interesting development since I’ve been gone. Suddenly Red Wolf is a fugitive, from the cavalry and from his own chiefs both. How might that have happened, do you suppose?”

The colonel consulted his cards. “Who knows, marshal. Savages are so unpredictable.” 

Cole eyed his hand. “Indeed,” he countered. “And so are many white men.”

Melanie’s heart was pounding. The marshal was in the game, which meant he was playing for her, just like the others. And as mad as he seemed to be at them, she could only guess he was trying to win her freedom. But why didn’t he just take her, then? Clearly he had the upper hand here. What exactly had Sheriff Harkin told the man? She flushed red imagining what a man like Harkin would say about a woman such as herself. Strange, she thought, that mere words should embarrass her given all the things she’d been forced to do since coming to Big Rock. As for the marshal, what did it matter if one more man thought her to be a harlot or worse? Didn’t half the territory already know that about her by now?

She knew the answer, of course. The difference lay in the fact that she didn’t have feelings for any of those other men, only the enigmatic, handsome and supposedly impotent Trent Cole.

“I’ll take two,” said the marshal, pushing two cards forward face down.

“Three for me,” Harkin chimed. Clearing his throat he added, “You know marshal, times are changing out here. They say within the next fifty years this territory will double in size. And that doesn’t begin to reflect what’s happening in California. That’s a lot of room we’ll need for settlers, don’t you think?”

Cole tossed in a silver coin. “Could be. That’s not my job though, is it?”

“And what exactly is your job, sir, if I may ask?” This from the unusually somber colonel.

The marshal eyed Beauregard. “Justice,” he said, the word burning a hole in the air.

“I fold,” the sheriff announced. “This is too rich for me.”

“Me as well,” said Doctor Lassiter.

A portly railroad man beside the doctor did likewise. Colonel Beauregard twirled his mustache, studying the marshal. “I believe you’re bluffing.”

“Try me,” the marshal replied.

There was a hushed silence as the colonel laid out his cards. “Full house.”

Cole smiled thinly as he turned over four aces. “Not bad, colonel. But not good enough, I’m afraid.”

Harkin pounded his fist on the table. “Nice work, marshal. Chalk one up for civilian law enforcement over the military.”

“Just deal the cards, Harkin,” said Cole, his face expressionless.

Melanie had never seen the table so quiet. Other than the minimum conversation needed to propel the game, nary a word was spoken. Ironically, it was exactly what Colonel Beauregard was always saying he wanted. A game that was all business. The marshal took the next two hands. The doctor, surprisingly enough, took the third with an inside straight. Then it was the marshal again and the railroad man. 

Colonel Beauregard looked fit to be tied. Down to the last of his stake, he began betting recklessly. The marshal wiped him out with a pair of jacks on a clear bluff. The sheriff judiciously lost the next two hands, and it was down to the doctor and the railroad man. The marshal took them both with ease in under a half hour. Pushing back his chair, he said, “I will require a room.”

“Naturally,” smiled Harkin, delighted to engage the straight and narrow federal officer in any sort of vice he could manage. “You can use Melanie’s. She’ll even show you the way. She’s quite used to it. By the way, marshal, you’ll find it’s equipped with lots of toys.”

He put his hat back on his head. “That won’t be necessary, Harkin. See that I’m not disturbed till dawn.”

“Certainly,” Harkin bowed with exaggerated politeness. “Consider it done.”

Melanie could scarcely stay on her feet. The marshal was behind her and it was all she could do to fall back into his arms. Opening the door, she let him precede her. He then closed it carefully behind her.

“Shall we lock it?” she asked meekly.

The marshal took the comforter from the bed and rolled it into a makeshift pillow. “No,” he replied simply, setting it on the floor at his feet. “There won’t be anything worth breaking in for.”

She watched him lay down on his side, his back facing her. “What are you doing?” she asked stupidly.

“I’m going to bed, Miss Hawthorne. I suggest you do the same.”

Melanie felt the words burn through her chest. He knew her real identity. Had Harkin told him or had he deduced it for himself? “But I should be on the floor,” she offered at last, uncertain as to how to proceed with the man.

Cole exhaled, his voice indicating annoyance. “I’m trying to sleep, Miss Hawthorne, do you mind?” 

“How do you know my real name?”

He laughed faintly, still not bothering to turn over. “Give me a little credit, will you?”

She looked at her hands. “I thought maybe the sheriff told you.”

“The day I rely on Sheriff Harkin for information is the day I turn in my badge, Miss Hawthorne.”

Melanie listened to him breathe for several minutes. “So why don’t you arrest me?”

“Are you guilty?”

“No.”

“Well there’s your answer,” he shrugged.

She swallowed. So he was protecting her after all. “Then you’ll take me away from here?” she asked hopefully.

“If I do that, I’ll have to arrest you. Harkin made it clear if you try to leave, he’ll turn you in. Is that what you want?”

“No,” she admitted truthfully. “As horrible as this is, at least I’m alive.”

He gave no answer. Sitting herself noisily on the bed, she did her best to garner his attention. It made no sense. He wasn’t rescuing her and he wasn’t making love to her. He’d made no arrest, and yet he wasn’t going to save her from Harkin’s clutches either.

After enduring several deep female sighs, Cole spoke up. “Be quiet, Miss Hawthorne, or I shall have to gag you.”

Melanie leaped to her feet and stood over him. “Why don’t you, then?” she spat viciously. “Everyone else does. Oh, wait, I forgot. You’re not like the other men.”

Cole moved so fast, Melanie had no time to react. Before she could draw another breath she was flat on her back, the restraints tightly buckled on both hands.  

“I’m sorry,” she wailed, honestly regretting her cruel reference to his impotence. “I didn’t mean it.”

“I’m leaving your ankles free,” he said, ignoring her apology as he thrust a conveniently located leather gag into her mouth and fastening it behind her head. “Now maybe I’ll be able to get some rest.”

She flashed him a hurt, angry glare. Didn’t he know how much she wanted him? Didn’t he realize how she’d dreamed of him, yearning for his touch, imagining him in place of all the others who’d been using her?

“Good night,” he said flatly, turning off the lamp and returning to his meek and lowly place on the floor. 

Within minutes, she heard him snoring, this incredible contradiction of a man. So gallant as to rescue her not once but twice and yet so barbaric as to tie her to the bed and leave her frustrated and needful. Rubbing her legs together, she did her best to create what friction she could beneath her skirt. The tight corset was making her woozy, not to mention forcing her blood engorged breasts like tiny mountains toward the ceiling. She ached to be touched, whipped, beaten, anything to bring relief to the pent up tensions.

Could there be a worse torture than to be forced to lay in the same room with the one man she truly wanted and to have him spurn her? Closing her eyes, she tried to conjure the scene. Marshal Trent Cole, splendid and naked, his cock huge and pointed straight at her. Smiling wickedly, she tries to run away. He raises the lariat over his head, spinning the rope with an ear-dazzling whistle. As she runs she knows he will bring her down, and yet she attempts escape anyway. The rope catches her midsection, cinching at her belly button. All at once, her legs are halted. A final tug and she is on the ground. 

She’s breathing heavily, sweating profusely onto the dusty earth. Cole takes his time, unconcerned with her struggles. A few expert twists and she’s trussed up, helpless in a hog tie, just like Zechariah had used on her. Melanie attempts to move, but the ropes are too tight. All she can do is lay there and grimace as he nudges her onto her side with his foot. 

Her sex is spread wide, her back sharply bowed. She releases a single moan of anticipation as he kneels beside her, his thick, pulsing organ leading the way.

“Take it,” he warns, “take it all, or you’ll earn yourself a good tanning.”

She moans as he pushes himself into her mouth. She absorbs him all, obediently, stifling her gag reflex. He is sweet and pungent and ready to explode.

“Nice and slow,” he tells her. “We’re gonna make this last. Afterwards, it’ll be a taste of the cat o’nine tails. You like that idea, Melanie?”

Like it? These are the words she’s longed to hear. The words she’s craved in real life since the first hours after she met the man, back on the dusty trail leading into Big Rock, three dead gun men at his feet, smoking pistols in his hands.

“Yes,” she mumbled aloud now into her saliva soaked mouth restraint. “My God, yes.”

It was at this point Melanie lost consciousness, the power of her own fantasies overwhelming her exhausted, titillated body. Sleep, if it could be called such, was absolute, encompassing and merciful.

***

Melanie awoke to the sensation of warm breath on her face. There was pressure at her hands, too, like someone was freeing her wrists. Opening her eyes eagerly she called his name, the nuances all but lost on the thick leather gag. 

“Trent…take me, Trent,” she wanted to say.

But it was not the handsome marshal unfastening her bonds, but another, darker figure, his face painted in vibrant hues, his long hair wild and fixed with a pair of crossed feathers from some mighty bird of prey.  Terror gripped the former society girl turned teacher as she beheld the bare-chested brave, the renegade Red Wolf.

Raising a single finger across his blood red lips, he made the universal symbol of silence. There was no need for him to spell out the details. The knife tucked into his woven belt said it all. If she tried to scream for help, even through the gag, she would meet an untimely end. Sensing his desire for confirmation, Melanie nodded numbly, feeling like a small bird under the hungry eye of a hawk. 

Apparently satisfied with her acquiescence, leaving the gag in place, Red Wolf hoisted the small, white woman easily now over his shoulder. As he took her to the open window, the same one he must have entered, Melanie got a good look at Trent Cole, sitting at the desk, slumped over an empty bottle of whisky, passed out cold. He must have gotten back up, she thought. If only he’d come to her instead of turning to the dreaded firewater. 

Damn him, anyway. Hadn’t he told the marshal he didn’t drink? Melanie clutched her tiny useless fists as the Powatan carried her into the cool night air. It was still dark, though it was late enough by now that there was not a soul on the street. Supposedly, there were sentries, left by Beauregard, but she caught sight of none of them. Red Wolf had his horse tied in front of the saloon. The animal stood proudly, fearless and silent as its owner emerged.

How bold the brave was. How fearless. No wonder they hadn’t been able to catch him. No wonder even the mighty Colonel Beauregard with an army at his back seemed frightened of the man. Melanie looked down at the bronzed, muscled back. She shivered as she beheld the scars; a powerful, etched reminder of the beating he’d endured at the army’s hands.

Maneuvering her as though she were a mere sack of flour, Red Wolf hoisted Melanie over the horse’s back. Sitting himself directly behind her, he wrapped a single, sculpted arm about her still corseted waist. She flushed red as she felt the prickling of the horse’s hide on her bare crotch, left exposed beneath the tiny skirt.

Uttering a single word in his native tongue, Red Wolf induced the horse into motion. Not unlike the marshal’s steed, the brave’s mount responded splendidly, galloping at once across the deserted, moonlit street. Her jaw aching from the gag, Melanie did her best to stifle the unwanted moans. She couldn’t help it; the sensation of the horse’s rippling muscles, combined with the feel of the brave’s perfect chest against her back was driving her mad. Weak and feverish, she leaned against her captor, giving him the full warmth of her small, curvaceous body. The scent of him made her nostrils flare and her nipples peak in the silent night air. Like cactus and rawhide and the sweet smell of juniper. 

Gripping the horse’s tangled mane, she did her best to keep her hold on reality. She was a prisoner, in great danger. She must be alert to escape, ready to fight for her freedom. Or so her mind was telling her. Her body, on the other hand, was praying for the gag to come out so she could vocalize her feelings.

Force. She wanted force. The Indian’s hand in her hair, pulling her back, his large capable hands on her and in her, demanding her sexual surrender. Whimpers came now, in time to the rhythm of the flying hooves, over the star sprinkled horizon into the utterly black and boundless night.

Melanie laughed out loud. She had gone mad, surely she had. Even so, she would enjoy the ride. “I am yours,” she called aloud, not sure if she was addressing the Indian, the wind or both.


Chapter Fourteen

It was broad daylight by the time they reached Red Wolf’s secret camp. They had ridden fast and furious, a fact clearly evident by the change of landscape. There were trees here and undergrowth. It was also considerably cooler, the air being damp on Melanie’s nearly naked skin. Red Wolf dismounted first, stopping just shy of a primitive lean-to. With little ceremony, he pulled Melanie down, throwing her to the dirt at his feet.

Arms at his hips, legs spread, he barked a command. Melanie struggled to lift her breasts from the dirt. 

“I don’t understand,” she cried into the gag, her palms pressing into the black earth.

Red Wolf repeated the command. When Melanie again bemoaned her ignorance, he frowned, looking about on the ground. Leaving her unattended, he began to walk the perimeter of the encampment. Melanie’s heart began to race when he found what he was looking for. A branch, thin and supple, the perfect size for disciplining a horse. Or a girl.

A moment later his shadow fell over her small form.

Shaking her head, desperately, Melanie indicated the gag, which was preventing her from speaking. Not daring to remove it herself, she appealed with pleading eyes. If only he could hear her protests, she was sure he would not follow through with what he seemed intent on doing.

Red Wolf scowled as he stooped to remove the leather pacifier. Melanie sputtered as the horrid thing was pulled free.

“Thank you,” she smiled, eager to please him with her docile manner. “Now if you would be so kind as to repeat yourself in English, since, as I am sure you do not realize, I am not familiar with your native tongue.”

Red Wolf snicked the branch against his buckskin thigh. Once again, he made his wishes known in Powatan. Tears came to Melanie’s eyes.

“Please, I do not understand.”

The branch sizzled through the air, landing on the meat of her thigh, just below the hem of her dress—the same one she’d gone to sleep in after going back to her room with the marshal.

“Maka-tay,” he said, pointing the dreadful device at her corset. Melanie gasped in sudden understanding. Whether it was the repetition of the phrase or the incentive of the switch, she had grasped that Red Wolf was ordering her to remove her clothing. Leaping to her feet, Melanie let her fingers fly across the back of the torturous whalebone constraint. Overjoyed, she allowed her clammy, sweat soaked belly to fill its natural space once more.

“Oh,” she exclaimed. “Thank you. That feels so much better.”

“Maka-tay,” growled her captor, lashing her suddenly exposed belly.

Melanie cried out in pain. She was on the verge of protest, when she remembered. Lowering her eyes, she undid the skirt, allowing it to slip to the ground. Naked now, she stood before him. Proud, tense, alert, terrified, aroused.

“Ooh-sah, Kai tah,” said Red Wolf,

Melanie held out her hands, but not fast enough to fend off another blow to her thighs. It cost two more to learn that the new command meant she was to fall on her belly before the brave.

“Jo-mah-ahn, kai tah,”

Taking a chance, she pressed her lips to his moccasins in a show of obeisance. To her amazement, Red Wolf laughed, sparing her exposed back and buttocks.

“That is incorrect, little slave,” he explained to her, mercifully switching to English, “but I shall give you credit for ingenuity. You will rise now to your knees and thank me. The correct phrase to use is, Ha-wah, Nee-oh-sa.”

Melanie rose clumsily, mimicking the words as best she could.

Red Wolf touched the switch to her belly. “Crude, but passable. From now on, when I give the command ‘uja-ya, kai tah,’ you will squat on your haunches, legs wide apart, hands interlaced on top of your hair. Assume this position now.”

Melanie complied, exposing herself utterly and helplessly before her switch-wielding kidnapper. To her shame, she felt the familiar rush, warm and liquid between her pincered thighs.

“This is your teacher,” said Red Wolf, imperiously brandishing the switch in his right hand. “So too is this.”

She swallowed hard, watching as he placed the left hand over his swollen crotch.

“If this is happy,” he continued squeezing his erection. “This will be used less severely. Though I warn you, I am a jaded man, and often I am not roused except by the wailing and squealing of a kai tah.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” Melanie blurted, forgetting herself.

Red Wolf responded instantly, his switch savaging her breasts. Melanie dove for cover, only to earn a sharp bite across her back. Only once she’d resumed her position, hands back on her head, legs open did he continue his instruction.

“In your language,” he explained, “the closest translation of kai tah would be slave female, though there is in the white man’s world no equivalent to the form of subjugation practiced by Powatan braves upon enemy females. Look upon my horse, kai tah.”

Melanie turned her head to the magnificent animal, its nose lowered into a makeshift bag of feed.

“That creature has a value a hundred times greater than yours. In all things, it comes first; first in my affection, and in all matters of eating, grooming and care, the horse is your superior. Is this clear, kai tah?”

Melanie’s voice trembled as she answered. “Y–yes,” she nodded.

“You will refer to me as master, or nee-oh-sah.”

“Yes,” she corrected herself. “Master. I understand.”

Red Wolf folded his arms across his chest. “No, you do not understand, kai tah. But I will help you to learn. Crawl now on your belly to my horse. Lick clean its hooves, then return to me.”

Melanie looked at the brave in horror. As he raised the switch, however, she saw this was no jest. Before he could punish her yet again, Melanie lowered herself to the dirt. Deprived of hands and legs, she had no choice but to slither like a snake. Never had she been so humiliated. Never had she been so aroused. Could Red Wolf smell her heat? she wondered as she rubbed her belly back and forth on the forest floor, covering what felt like miles of distance between her and the horse.

She nearly fainted at the first contact of the hard, rough material on her tongue. A single sudden movement of the horse’s hoof and she’d been trampled to death. A single word from Red Wolf, and her life would be at end. Her mouth was so dry. Her heart was in her throat. She did her best, though, honoring the servile, disgusting task. The one designed to prove to her she was a mere animal herself now, lower than this four footed creature.

Mercifully, he allowed her to stop after the front hooves. She nearly cried out with joy when she heard the command to squat once more at his feet. Making sure to return as she’d done, prostrate like a worm, Melanie made her way back as quick as she could manage to her Nee-oh-sah, her master.

“You are learning,” he said, tapping her shoulder delicately with the switch as soon as she’d resumed her position before him.

Melanie felt the glow of pride on her cheeks, then tried her best to check it. It was wrong to respond to this man and his brutal techniques. She was a human being, a woman, not an animal.

“Joh-ma-ahn, kai tah,” declared Red Wolf, his hands at his breeches. “This is your signal, kai tah, to please me with your mouth.”

Melanie did not need to be told twice. She had no desire to taste the switch again any time soon. Nor did she wish to make the man angry. What she needed to do now was to appease him, to keep him happy, at least till she could find a way to escape.

A groan escaped her throat as she took Red Wolf’s erection to the hilt. He was a full man, a big man, and he was her nee-oh-sah. If she pleased him, she would not be beaten. She might even earn privileges. Perhaps something close to, though never equal to what the horse received. Melanie worked diligently. She did not have to be told to give it her best, nor did it need to be mentioned that she would swallow his emission in its entirety.

Red Wolf grunted once, then spilled himself. Holding her head in place, bronze hands in her damp, dirty blonde hair, he continued to pump himself a while longer. Aching, filthy, degraded beyond her wildest nightmares, Melanie Hawthorne maintained her sucking, giving the Indian his full measure of joy from her captive mouth. Satisfied at long last, thrusting her down onto her back, he told her to gather wood for the fire.

Rising to her feet, Melanie stumbled off into the woods. She was nearly out of range when he called out to her.

“Kai tah, one thing more.”

She turned to face him, expecting a stern warning against escape attempts. “Yes, master.”

“Your body belongs to me now, kai tah. You will not touch yourself, pleasure yourself or even relieve yourself without my permission.”

Melanie cupped her hands over her burning sex. Had he read her mind as to her current predicament? “Nee-oh-sah,” she said, the words springing awkwardly to her mouth. “I–I need to urinate now.”

“No,” said Red Wolf. “You will gather firewood and bring it to me first.”

She lowered her eyes, tears hot and fresh in the back of her eyes. “Yes, master.”

Melanie proceeded with her task. The various twigs prickled at her bare feet. Branches scratched at her naked body. The cuts of the switch, fresh and nasty burned across her body. It was her loins that were really suffering, though. There were twin needs for relief now, and neither could be satisfied. How she longed to squat in the forest and empty her bladder. And then, to plunge her hand inside herself obtaining the orgasm she’d been so cruelly denied.

Stooping to retrieve yet another stick for her breast-scratching bundle, Melanie sniffled. This wasn’t fair. She didn’t deserve this. At least in Big Rock, she was a pampered slave, with a roof over her head and good food to eat. Here in the wild she was a true slave. Naked, exposed. At the mercy of a cruel savage. Desperately, she looked about her. Could she make a run for it? Would there be a settlement nearby? An army fort or perhaps a band of trappers?

Her heart swelled in her breast. Her sore, abused body. She dare not run. The brave would only punish her worse. In fact, she might be beaten for taking too long even now. Her skin tingled from the thought of it; the wooden branch, slender and heartless, ripping forth pain, heating her bare womanly skin.

She was running now, stumbling and falling in a vain effort to get back to Red Wolf’s camp. She’d turned too many times, and now she was lost. He would punish her. He might even kill her for displeasing him. 

“Master!” she cried out. “Help me, master!”

Melanie ran into a wall of bronzed flesh. “Kai tah, uja ya,” he said, not unkindly.

Gratefully, eagerly, she thrust her limbs into position, spreading herself for her master. “Forgive me, Nee-oh-sah. I lost my way,” she whispered.

Red Wolf circled her, his moccasins silently pressing the earth. “You will relieve yourself now, kai tah.” 

His voice came to her from her back. She could no longer see him. How weak she felt, how flush and helpless. She must not do this thing, and yet there was no stopping it. “Yes, master,” she breathed, feeling the liquid already beginning to trickle down between her legs. “I obey.”

The trickle turned to a flood, warm and fresh on the ground. Keeping her hands in her hair, her breasts thrust out, she waited for the sensations to subside. He kept her like this for several minutes, then he came for her, wrapping the single strand of rawhide round her neck. Melanie’s breathing was hot and uncontrolled. 

“Master,” she whispered, leaning back against the brave as he collared and leashed her. “Use me, please. Your kai tah begs it.”

“Later,” he said gruffly, pushing her firmly down to her hands and knees. 

Grasping his intent, Melanie moved immediately to heel as he tugged at the leash. They walked this way back to the camp. The master upright, the slave crawling through the underbrush.

Upon their arrival, Red Wolf tossed the sticks to the ground, the ones Melanie had gathered, but which he had been compelled to carry home. “I will make a fire now, kai tah,” he explained. “Seeing as how you are yet useless to perform any task, you will go over there to that open space and lie on your back. Legs wide apart, arms over your head. You will remain that way until I come for you.”

“Yes,” she bowed her head. “Master.”

The open space was charred earth, the remains of some earlier fire, rendered smooth by a silt-like covering of ashes. Without question, Melanie laid herself down on the chalky bed. Once in position, her arms and legs as far apart as humanly possible, her hair coated in the gray ash, she remained perfectly still. It was as if she were bound, not by steel or rope but by the words of the brave. Her master. A whimper escaped her throat as an insect hovered over her left breast then settled on her nipple. It was large, like a mosquito, only larger. She gasped as it unleashed its needle-like nose, plunging it into the softness of her swollen breast.

“Master,” she squealed. “Please, there is a–a bug on me. It’s sucking at my breast.”

Red Wolf regarded her absently as he poked the now roaring fire. “They are not your breasts, kai tah. They are mine.”

Melanie winced, both from the sting of the insect and the shame induced by the Powatan’s retort. “Forgive me, master,” she tried again. “I meant to say there is an insect sucking at the breast of your kai tah.”

“Save your breath kai tah. You may not dislodge the winged visitor. It has a lesson to teach you. Learn it well.”

“Yes,” she replied, her voice choked with misery as she watched the bug gorge itself on her blood. “Master.”

Melanie put her head back. Being forced to submit to the oversized mosquito was heating her belly. Even now she longed to touch herself, to bring herself to climax. Then again, perhaps the mosquito would take a hankering to the soft, blood rich tissue between her legs.

Her reverie was cut short by a tickling sensation at her ankle. She tensed her legs. Something was crawling up her. Something with many legs. Lifting her head in time to see it, Melanie watched the spider scamper across her inner thigh in a race for her gaping vagina. This time there was no holding back. She was on her feet screaming before she could think to stop herself. Hopping to and fro, she swatted irrationally at her prickly, tormented skin. There were bites up and down her torso, a dozen or more.

“Kai tah!” Red Wolf’s voice boomed, reminding her of her status.

The terror of the spider forgotten, Melanie fell to the ground, grinding her swollen breasts and throbbing sex into the ash. “Forgive my disobedience, master,” she cried, the gray powder coating her lips and filling her mouth. “I deserve to be beaten.”

Red Wolf chuckled. “There is a Powatan saying,” he mused. “Beware the slave who seeks her own punishment.”

Melanie’s eyes focused intently on the moccasins in front of her face. “Yes, master,” she replied warily, sensing some new terror in store for her.

“On your back, kai tah, resume your position.”

Red Wolf cooked and ate his supper while his slave lay in silence. Melanie uttered not a peep, not even when the mosquito returned with a companion to finish his drink. Even the return of the spider induced little more than a terrified chattering of the girl’s teeth. For the better part of an hour, he left her this way, aching, scared and increasingly hungry. All she could do was to endure, smelling the warm, tasty food, all the while allowing the insects free reign over her – correction, his – body.

“I could bind you this way, little kai tah,” he said to her when at last he came. “For the entire night, if I wished.”

Melanie eyed the setting sun behind the head of the powerful Indian brave. “Please, master,” she wheedled, amazed at the remarkable changes she’d undergone in such a few short hours under Red Wolf’s control. “Do not torture your kai tah so.” Taking a risk now, she lifted just her hips, offering up her fragrant, starving hole. “Take her for your pleasure, instead. Do you not desire your slave’s body, master?”

Red Wolf scowled. “White man’s whore,” he spat, soiling the dirt beside her cheek. “Ri-chi ah shah kai tah. Do you know what that means?”

Melanie shook her head. “No, master,” she replied in as small a voice as possible. “Forgive me, I do not.”

“It means yellow haired cunt who lays for white chiefs. That is what I shall call you, kai tah. From now on, you are yellow thatch, whore of the white devils.”

“Yes, master.”

Her ready acquiescence to his verbal abuse only seemed to enrage the man further. “Do you know why I came back for you, Yellow Thatch?”

“To get revenge against me,” she ventured. “For the kiss I gave you that day while you were being whipped?”

Red Wolf scoffed. “A brave does not seek vengeance against a female; no female could ever harm him enough. No, you are here to punish the great white colonel and the tin starred demon who fancied themselves your masters. They are pale faces; they do not know how to master a female. I will teach them. Just before I scalp them both and all their allies.”

Melanie watched with great interest as Red Wolf broke off his diatribe to follow a crackling sound in the nearby bushes. She stiffened uneasily. She did not have a good feeling about this.

“We shall have many days together, yellow thatched kai tah. And then I shall take you back. Tamed and broken. Reduced to the kind of slave they can only dream of.” Red Wolf’s words were interspersed with crouching movements as he began to search the bushes. Melanie bit her lower lip. He was after something. Something nasty.

“Behold,” he cried in triumph, lifting aloft the snake he’d caught in his bare hands. “Your new teacher, Yellow Thatch. Much refined and improved, don’t you think?”

Melanie’s eyes lit with blind horror. Red Wolf was holding the thing in her direction, long and black with yellow markings. “Master? What are you going to do?”

“Silence, kai tah!  You will speak no more unless spoken to. Is that understood?”

“Yes,” she answered quickly. “Master.”

Red Wolf smiled malevolently. “You may ask me the purpose of the snake, kai tah.”

She swallowed. “W–what is the snake for, master?”

“To teach you,” he proclaimed, dangling its tail over her open crotch. “Lay down, kai tah, spread your legs wide.”

“Master, no!”

His eyes grew more fearsome than the snake. “Submit, kai tah.”

Melanie gave a small whimper and obeyed.

“My advice, kai tah, is to stay perfectly still.”

Melanie screamed as soon as he released it. He’d set it down by her feet and immediately she felt the dry vibrating scales on her calves. Red Wolf, meanwhile, fetched a large branch, leaves still attached. Wiping some sort of honey like substance on it, he began to run it over her skin, up and down her legs, over her stomach and across her neck. He paid special attention to her sexual places, insuring a liberal coating of the material.

“Please, master, what are you doing to me?” 

“It is something for the snake. A treat. As I said, I advise no sudden movements.”

Melanie fought against blind panic. “But, master, is it poisonous?”

“Submit,” he repeated, avoiding a direct answer. “And no harm will come to you. Only if you fight will there be danger.”

A reptilian tongue was tickling her inner thigh. The thing was hissing, whether in pleasure or anger, she couldn’t say. The stuff on her, sticky and thick seemed to be drawing it higher up her tormented body. On its first pass, it traversed directly between her legs and slid up her belly. As the warring sensations of terror and desire rocked her, Melanie understood what Red Wolf meant about submitting. If she yielded to the fear, she would jump to her feet and in all likelihood be bitten. On the other hand, if she could lie still she wouldn’t be hurt.

The snake hooked round her left breast now. As it slinked its tail along her skin, Melanie had no choice but to give in. The creature was winding back and forth, the side of it rubbing against her flesh. Arching her neck, reducing her muscles to a profound and perfect slackness, Melanie shuddered, her skin prickly and sensitive to this brute creature, black and senseless, cold and reptilian. 

“Master,” she cried out, acknowledging the brave as the true source of these strange feelings. “Oh, master.”

At last he pulled the snake off of her, leaving her writhing and almost orgasmic. Sleep was all she craved now, sweet, dirty animal sleep. The sleep of a slave girl. A kai tah.

“Get up,” she heard Red Wolf say. “It is time to tend to my needs.”

She blinked, trying to focus on the words that followed. He’d commanded her to rise to her knees and give pleasure with her mouth. “Red Wolf,” she said weakly. “Master, I cannot. I am too tired.”

The switch fell on her naked breasts. “Now, kai tah.”

Melanie whimpered as she sought to drag herself to her knees. Obedience was what mattered now. Her will, her fatigue was nothing. In fact, her tiredness was the very impetus for his command, for only in forcing her to the point of utter misery could he prove his mastery. Red Wolf shoved himself between her lips, using her matted hair to steer as he took from her precisely the pleasure he wanted. Twice she nearly gagged as he rammed himself over and over to the very back of her throat. Mouth rounded, an open, empty vessel, Melanie submitted, awaiting the inevitable burst of manhood.

Before he reached his climax, however, Red Wolf pulled himself free of his servile mouth. Giving a fresh, unknown order in Powatan, he spun her about. A hard slap to her buttocks was all it took for Melanie to catch on. She was to be taken from behind. Sore, exhausted, yet painfully aroused, Melanie lowered her head to the ground, raising her behind for his usage.

Torturous seconds passed as she tried to guess his intent. Which opening would he use? The normal one, or the tighter, forbidden passage? She’d heard the rumors about the Powatans and their use of slaves. Would he do that to her now?

Melanie cried out as he spread her cheeks and rammed his cock into her ass, the long shaft still slick from her saliva. Digging her fingernails into the dirt, Melanie succumbed to the incredible, overwhelming sensation. So much fullness, so much power, swelling and claiming her. Just above the invaded hole, loomed her burning cunt. How she wished it too would be filled by the brave’s hardness. She’d do anything for him now. The degradation she’d endured so far was child’s play compared to what she’d offer up, if only he would keep on teaching her.

She was a plaything. An incidental toy, one with which he’d get his revenge, shaming the white men who’d beaten him so brutally, who’d humiliated him in front of the chiefs of his own tribe. And yet she wanted to be more to him. Melanie longed to be his obsession, the object of his eternal passions. Let him beat her and abuse her, let him treat her as a pet, a slave, but let him at the same time love her.

Red Wolf released a mighty war cry, the sound of the bear and the eagle. Melanie absorbed it all, her head in the dirt, her posterior overflowing with his juices. Her body soiled, her will broken, she yielded up the last of herself, marshaling her reserves, balling it all up in the form of a mighty heaving orgasm. It was a spasm of complete surrender, a silent, whimpering begging, which acquiesced, even blessed her subjugation.

He remained within her a while longer, till his breathing calmed, till his heart rate slowed. She could not have moved had he asked and when he finally withdrew, she remained as she was. There were no sounds in the forest now. The setting sun was nearly gone, as darkness crept over the woods. Red Wolf’s moccasins moved silently as he left her, going about his business. Ears attuned, she strained for every sound. This man was life and death to her. She could not afford to miss a single noise.

A twig snapped, and then she heard the trickling of water upon a leaf. No, not water, but something else. Red Wolf was relieving himself, emptying his bladder. She yearned to do so herself, but she was forbidden to do so without the brave’s permission. Doubtless he would watch when she did, compelling her to squat before him like an animal. What a beast he was, and yet how fit to command her. She was kai tah. Slave girl. The property of her master, a white animal, sleek and pretty. At least she hoped he found her pretty. She would strive to please him, with every fiber of her being. She would make him want to keep her. Forever.

“On your belly, kai tah,” came the voice of Red Wolf.

Melanie struggled to obey.

“Hands behind your back, bend your legs.”

He bound her easily, into a hog tie position. Turning her to her side with his buckskin covered foot, he beheld her soiled, naked form. “Relieve yourself,” commanded Red Wolf, her master.

Cheeks tinged pink with shame, her need heavy upon her, Melanie released the stored fluid. Yellow and warm, it ran in rivulets over her thigh, the liquid being easily absorbed by the moist earth.

“Go to sleep little kai tah,” he said to her when she was done. “There will be much work for you tomorrow.”


Chapter Fifteen

“One move and you’re a dead savage!”

Melanie awoke with a breathless gasp. Opening her eyes she saw a dozen or more sets of boots, gloss black. Above the tops were blue uniform pants, striped in yellow; the unmistakable markings of soldiers. Melanie tried to move, remembering too late her bonds. 

“Red Wolf?” she called out, her voice a barely audible croak from her barren throat. “Are you all right?”

“Truss the savage up, sergeant,” said another voice, one she recognized as belonging to Colonel Beauregard. “And burn the blasted tee pee.”

“Sir, the female is over here!  Definitely white!”

Melanie tensed. One of the soldiers was directly over her, his rifle pointed down at her head.

“Well, well,” chortled the colonel, coming to investigate. “It seems our renegade was too stupid to get rid of the evidence. Kidnap is a federal offense, Red Wolf.”

“You’ll hang for this, savage,” sneered one of the others.

“Untie the woman, sergeant, and get her some decent covering. She’s been through quite an ordeal,” said the colonel, his voice dripping with solicitude.

The ropes were cut away, leaving Melanie completely exposed. Gloved hands grabbed her from both sides lifting her effortlessly to her feet. From her new vantage point, she could see Red Wolf, lying face down on the ground, a soldier’s knee pressed down on his back, a rifle barrel dug into his spine.

“Wear this for now,” the colonel told her, handing her his uniform overcoat.

“Thank you,” Melanie replied, still in shock at the sudden turn of events and more than a little puzzled at the colonel’s sudden burst of gentility.

“You are fortunate to be alive, madam,” Beauregard offered somberly, as though she were some grand woman of society and not the nightly poker game prize from the saloon. “I can assure you, we will protect you from this point on. This is one savage who’ll never touch you again.”

Melanie regarded the brave with mixed emotions. “What will happen to him, colonel?” she asked meekly.

“Do not trouble yourself with the savage any longer. He shall receive justice, that is all you need concern yourself with.”

A pained grunt was heard as two of the soldiers began kicking the tied Indian. 

“Come, madam,” ushered the colonel, offering his arm. “You shall ride on my horse.”

“Thank you,” she managed, hiding from the curious eyes of the soldiers her true feelings—the memory of his hands on her body, the way he’d abused her when given the chance, giving her a ‘free taste’ as he called it of the treatment girls like her received at the pony girl ranch.

“My pleasure,” he replied.

Melanie noticed little on the ride to the soldier’s camp. Beauregard sat behind her, acting the part of the perfect father or uncle. It was like a dream, really. Then again, it had all seemed unreal, from the moment Red Wolf had come into her bedroom, stealing her away from the drunken marshal.

It was all Trent’s fault. If he’d been watching her as he should have, she would never have been taken prisoner. In that case, Red Wolf would be free now, instead of a bound, stripped captive being dragged from the back of a soldier’s horse. Her heart ached for him; he had meant no harm. He was only following the ways of his people. And unlike the white men who’d used her, he’d at least been honest with her, treating her with consistency.

How much more cruel were the colonel’s deceptive practices? Was she supposed to believe that he was a changed man now? What was he up to, anyhow?

The answer to her question came in the form of a stern, white bearded man on a white horse in front of one of the neatly arrayed line of military tents. Beauregard saluted him stiffly, dismounting. Melanie noted the abundance of gold decorations on the dark blue uniform, the double row of gold buttons.

“We have achieved our objective, General Winslow,” the colonel announced. “Red Wolf is captured, and in addition, we have freed this unfortunate hostage. And all without a shot being fired.”

“Hmm,” the general noted brusquely. “How convenient for you, Beauregard. And who exactly is this hostage?”

“A school teacher,” the colonel answered for her, casting a significant look in Melanie’s direction. “From the town of Big Rock. She was abducted while teaching her students. She came to us from New York, with excellent credentials. Isn’t that right, Miss Jones?”

Melanie smiled at the general. “Yes,” she agreed, knowing she had no choice but to corroborate his story lest the colonel reveal her true identity. “That is true. It was horrible.”

Winslow looked at her curiously. “And while you were in Big Rock, you noted nothing unusual going on in the town? Nothing at all?”

“No,” she said rather too quickly. “Nothing at all.”

Winslow rubbed his hand over his beard. It was obvious he’d come to investigate Beauregard’s activities, which would explain his keen interest in her life in Big Rock accompanied by an almost bizarre lack of concern for her current predicament. “I see. Well then, colonel, I suppose you had best get her back.”

“Of course, general,” he bowed obsequiously. “Am I to assume that you will be returning to Washington?”

Winslow pressed his lips together. For a moment he eyed his junior officer. “For now, Beauregard, for now.”

The colonel offered a crisp salute. “Fort Collins shall be kept in good order, sir. As always your presence has inspired all those under your command.”

“Stop your toadying,” Winslow snapped. “And take me back to the fort. I’ve a coach waiting for me.”

Melanie was allowed a brief opportunity to wash herself in the river. They had no dress to give her, so she made due with a large blanket. Out of principle, she refused to wear the colonel’s coat a moment longer than she had to. It smelled of the saloon, as well as of the man himself. It was a smell she would never forget. Tobacco, leather and oil. That and the look in his eye when he came in the room that night, invited by the sheriff to share in his poker booty.

Yes, Melanie decided, compared to the colonel, Red Wolf was indeed a gentleman. If Beauregard thought himself the better man because he played his games under the cover of darkness, denying them in the light of day, he was sorely mistaken.

For the ride back to the fort, Melanie was allowed to sit in the back of a supply wagon. Another change for which she was grateful. The only difficult part was that she had a clear view of Red Wolf, naked and freshly beaten, being forced to trudge along behind them at the end of a rope. The man, stoic as ever, had yet to utter a sound, not even under the blows of the whip and the kicks of the soldiers at his downed body. He would stay that way, she was sure now, even unto death.

Closing her eyes, Melanie attempted to sleep. Her head swirled with complex emotions, feelings she scarcely dared name herself. Never had she known such aloneness, such uncertainty. What would her future hold? Was she to be returned to the saloon? Or was there a worse fate in store now that the colonel had control of her?

Beauregard had referred to her as the town’s teacher, but surely she wasn’t to assume that job again. Not now, after all this? Maybe it was the hangman’s noose that awaited her, once she’d outlived her usefulness as a supposed maiden who’d been raped by the condemned Red Wolf. At this point, she thought glumly, that would almost be a relief—dying in the wake of her bold, Powatan lover and one-time master.

Finally overcome by exhaustion, Melanie slept for much of the way back. It was nearly nightfall when they arrived at the gates of the fort. The general went immediately to his coach, refusing the colonel’s invitation to remain another night.

“The sooner I’m out of this flea bitten territory,” he declared. “The happier I will be.”

Beauregard maintained his simpering smile, his troops lined up stiffly in review. Standing straight as a board, he held his salute, waiting for the gates to close. A silent fear gripped Melanie as she heard the inevitable sliding of the wooden latch across the huge doors that signaled Beauregard’s return to the position of commanding officer at Fort Collins.

Turning to Melanie, who was standing beside him, he said, “You shall be dressed properly; I am taking you for a ride this evening.”

No further explanation was offered as two corporals led her to a dressing room in which were stored a number of women’s dresses, most elegant and in the latest fashions. Melanie wondered at their being here in a fort full of men, but she dared not ask the reason why. A white, frilly one was selected for her, along with the appropriate set of undergarments.

Once she was dressed, she was treated to a meal, consisting of a plain but delicious steak, some passable potatoes in sauce and a glass of red wine. There were candles at the wooden table and even a vase of flowers. Melanie devoured the meal. It was good and hearty and it made her feel nearly human again.

It was with a full, sated feeling that she strolled back outside into the waiting coach. It was nearly as elegant as the general’s. Beauregard was waiting inside, having changed into a full dress uniform, complete with a ceremonial sword. She felt like a princess as they helped her up the stairs and into the padded leather seat.

The horses clip clopped efficiently from the yard and out onto the road. It was night, now. Stars lit the sky and Melanie began to hum a little tune, one her uncle had taught her about the North Star. Dare she imagine her luck was changing? she thought, beholding the dapper colonel beside her. Could it be she’d misjudged him?

They rode for some time in silence. It was a southerly road, one she’d never traveled. The wooden sign hanging across the road was difficult to read and when she asked where they were going, Beauregard told her not to trouble herself so. He placed a white-gloved hand over hers for reassurance. 

“You’ll find out soon enough, my dear.”

The carriage came to a stop in front of a low-slung ranch house. There were barns and a long fence, of the sort used to contain cattle. Melanie thought nothing of it, even when the colonel instructed her to precede him out the door in due haste. She was finding her foot hold on the top step, attempting to insert a dainty shoe onto the narrow metal slat when he shoved her forward, hard enough to make her lose her balance. Melanie’s scream disappeared into the wind. A pair of hands, leather gloved, caught her in mid air. To her utter surprise, she was tossed now onto the dirt at their feet.

“Strip,” commanded a voice, cold and hard.

She looked up at the man, a cowboy, cruelly featured with a black hat. There were other men, too, with torches.

“You heard him, slut,” the colonel barked, all vestiges of good manners vanished from his speech. “Remove your clothing or we’ll take it from you.”

Melanie rose to her knees. “I don’t understand.”

A leather-gloved hand reached down and slapped her hard. The force of it brought a taste of blood to the corner of her mouth.

“Now do you understand?” said the deep-throated owner of the glove.

Melanie whirled about to face the colonel. “Please, sir, tell me what is—”

Happening. She’d meant to say happening. The phrase was cut off, however, by a second blow to her face. It was a backhand that sent her sprawling. Painfully now, as quick as she could manage, Melanie straightened herself and began to undo the fastenings of her dress. When she proved too slow for their liking, a whip was applied, searing across her back.

Melanie cried out in pain and began tearing desperately at her lacy garments. “Don’t hurt me,” she begged. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Of course you will,” laughed the colonel. “Sluts like you always do.”

“Down,” said a new voice the moment she’d succeeded in rendering herself naked.

Melanie felt the sole of a boot against her back, forcing her forward onto her belly. The boot pressed hard, making it difficult to breathe.

“Rule number one,” snarled the boot’s owner. “You keep your head down at all times from now on. On your hands and knees or on your belly; that’s where you belong. The only time you lift your head or get off your knees is to be fucked or beaten, is that clear?”

“Yes,” Melanie sputtered, spitting dirt from her mouth.

Another boot descended, this one directly across the back of her neck. “You don’t talk here, bitch. Ever,” said a different man.

Melanie clamped her eyes shut. She had two men on top of her, grinding her into the dust. She’d been stripped, thrown to the ground in the middle of the desert in pitch darkness and now she was not even permitted to speak. Could there be a nightmare more terrifying than this new reality?

“Get her up,” ordered one of the men. “Fit her with a bit and harness while I administer a little rectal introduction to life on the ranch.”

Melanie stiffened. The ranch!  So that’s what this was all about. She’d been taken to the colonel’s infamous torture farm, the place where Lyla had received her dehumanizing tattoo.

Hands pulled at her like a rag doll. Opening her mouth by force, they inserted a metal bit attached to a tight leather head harness. The whole thing was applied with no thought of her comfort, or the sanctity of her fair personage. If she thought to complain, however, the urge was quickly dissipated by a far greater discomfort.

“She’s too tight, colonel,” said the man as he forced himself into her puckered opening.

“Loosen her up then,” Beauregard snapped. “What else do I pay you for?”

The man grunted as he expended himself deep inside the hapless girl. “No problem, colonel.”

“Better get used to calling me general, boys. My promotion is all but in the bag, just as soon as Red Wolf is out of the way and that pesky marshal, too.” Beauregard leaned down close to Melanie. “That’s right, sweetheart, I have a little trap in mind for your boyfriend. As for that stinking savage, he’ll hang from a rope at dawn.”

Melanie squealed into the bit as a second man mounted her. This one took her frontally, though he was so large he threatened to split her wide fore and aft.

“You’ll like the ranch,” the colonel crooned, his hand stroking her damp hair. “We have lots of fillies just like you. It’ll be just like being a little girl again, only this time you won’t just pretend to be a horse, you’ll really live the part. Complete with a brand, a stable to sleep in and saddle lessons. Don’t worry, we’ll break you nice and slow.”

The second man ejaculated, yielding Melanie’s sex to a third. They held a torch close to her face with each new man so they could watch her expressions. Mostly she felt numb. Shocked, vaguely excited and terrified. She’d imagined this place, quite often, in fact. The look in Lyla’s eyes, the mix of dread and desire when she’d spoken of it had intrigued Melanie from the start. Like a moth, she’d felt drawn to it; her own personal flame. And now it was real.

There were seven men in all and they used her in rapid succession. Melanie suspected their purpose was a kind of brute initiation. Though they could easily have made her come against her will, they made no effort other then to expend themselves as rapidly as possible. When the last man was done, a fist was inserted in her hair, lifting her head towards the light.

“Pucker up, baby,” grinned a yellow toothed man. “The colonel wants to say bye bye.”

“This is it, Melanie,” Beauregard pronounced, his body planted imperiously in front of her. “The last stop. You won’t find your way out of here, believe me. Nor will any potential rescuers find their way in to save you. You will die here. Sooner rather later, in fact, unless you learn to cooperate. You may kiss my boots before they take you to the stable.”

Her head was thrust to the ground. She could do little more than drool on the patent leather, given the bit in her mouth. After holding her this way for several seconds, she was thrown backwards. By the time they righted her again to fix the leash on her the colonel was gone, having climbed back into the coach. Tears stained Melanie’s eyes, though no one saw or cared. Prodded by a whip, she was walked now, on all fours towards one of the ominously dark stables.

“Welcome to your new home,” said the man holding her new leash as he led her to the very first one. “We hope it meets with your satisfaction.”

They were laughing, three or four men around her. Ignoring her moans of protest, they hauled her into one of the stables, securing her to the wall by a hanging chain. She half hoped they would leave her like this, painful as it was, but it seemed her tortures were only beginning.

“Get me more light,” called the man with the leash. “And the branding iron. Let’s get her marked before dawn.”

It was at this point that Melanie passed out.

***

The colonel came back to see her two days later. The mark on Melanie’s buttocks, an ‘S’ closed in a simple circle, was beginning to heal by then. She’d been allowed to see it by means of a mirror. The grooves in her skin were deep and permanent, smooth to the touch, indelible. Overall, it left no doubt as to her status on the ranch.

The pain had been incredible, and yet she’d found herself surprisingly aroused. The red of her blushing cheeks had exceeded the heat of the fire as they’d felt between her naked legs, confirming the fact as she lay stretched and bound on the rack, awaiting the kiss of the iron. The jokes had been lewd and there was no defending herself, no responding through the leather gag. On and on went the coursing through her veins, the smell of her own flesh filling her nostrils.

“Fuck her first,” had said the lead man when they’d taken down her swooning body. “Show her her place then take her back to the stalls. It’ll be the last she gets for awhile, so make it a long one.”

“You’ve come a long way,” declared Beauregard approvingly now as he regarded the creature before him. “A long way, indeed.”

Melanie lowered her head and scratched at the earth with the fingers of her left hand. To be precise, it was her left hoof and the gesture was one she’d been taught to make. Its meaning was thank you, and it was to be used whenever the men interacted with her, whether to feed her or take sex from her. The initial bit she’d been given had been replaced with a form fitting one, complete with bridle. She was still naked, of course, though there was a harness on her chest now and a leather cinch between her legs.

“Ass up,” the colonel snapped his fingers as one would to a pet animal. “Let’s have a look at that new tail of yours.”

She shifted uneasily now to better display the ‘tail,’ a thick anal plug with a large weave of horsehair hanging from the back end. It filled her deeper than she’d ever thought possible and with her motions, as she pranced or galloped, it frequently induced sexual spasms.

“She’s looking healthy,” the colonel remarked to one of the groomsman, a burly bearded man whose feet she had learned how to lick well. Later, when her special training period was done, she would be licking other parts of him, too.

The man nodded. “Coming along, sir.”

Melanie’s skin was especially shiny, having been greased down earlier in the day. A fine coating of sweat covered her as well. One of the trainers had ridden her hard, rigging her in an upright position to a small sulky that he drove round the ring dozens of times. Melanie wanted very badly to look up and see the colonel, but it was forbidden to make eye contact. Besides, from her low vantage point on all fours, there would be little to see anyway.

“You make a lovely horse, Melanie.”

Melanie scratched at the soil once more, with more enthusiasm. No one liked an unhappy horse, and a surly attitude was a sure way to earn a beating.

“Should I give you a piece of sugar?”

Again, she pawed the dirt. In truth, she was starving, having had no chance yet to dip her head into the grain bag. Her trainers had told her in time she would even learn to graze for grass, but that was a week or two away.

“I do so regret the training bit, my dear,” Beauregard lamented. “As it prevents my spilling my seed in your mouth right now.”  Melanie was unsure as to how to react. To be on the safe, side, she scratched her appreciativeness. “No” was not a word taught to the slave horses anyway.

“Alas, your cunt and arse are also on restrictions. Which means I am left with nothing to do but ride and whip you.” He chuckled at her obsequious response. “You’re welcome, my pretty little pony. You must find it strange, given your treatment the first night that you are now sexually off limits.”

Melanie made no response. The fact that they’d done nothing sexual to her except insert the anal plug was something she hadn’t questioned. Probably it was to torture her, to make her burn for sex she couldn’t have. Not that she cared any longer. Her heart was the part of her that was really being abused. Two days had gone by and no word of the fate of Red Wolf. Was he really dead, hung by the neck as the colonel had threatened? And what of the residents of Big Rock? Did anyone care where she was? Gretchen, Zechariah, or at least the selfish and lewd sheriff?

“We abstain from using you during training because we need to develop the animal side of your nature first,” he explained, retrieving one of the slim, specially made saddles from the rack on the wall. “Once your will is fully broken and you accept your status as a beast of burden, then you will be reopened as a vessel for sperm. If we do this prematurely, you are liable to harbor airs of superiority over actual, four legged horses on account of your desirability to your masters.”

Melanie winced as he tossed down the heavy leather onto her shiny back and moved to strap it beneath her belly. If the colonel thought she entertained illusions about her status as a slave animal, he was fooling himself. How could any woman treated so, imagine herself to be more than she was?

“It’s ironic, really,” he mused, climbing on her back and settling his feet into the stirrups,  “how many men find animalized women even more attractive than free ones. As you’ll discover when you are allowed to join our special pony brothel.”

The man’s weight was torturous. She could hardly move. When he dug his spurs into her naked rid cage, however, she found the incentive she needed. The colonel was only the second man to ride her this way, and the first had been more slender. Plus there was her hunger to consider. If he wasn’t careful, he’d end up with an unconscious mount. She could only pray they would use the sulky in the future exclusively.

“Giddyap, little pony!”

Melanie chomped on the bit. He’d used his whip on her, lashing her hindquarters. Desperately, she scrambled over the hay-strewn ground. It was silly, in her opinion, to have the hay, as there were no real horses. Part of the effect, she supposed. 

“Ah,” breathed the colonel, sucking a mouthful of air as they left the barn. “A perfect day. Don’t you think, pony?”

Unable to answer, Melanie stumbled on. Her pace was so slow, she wanted to cry. The man could have gotten off and walked faster. But this wasn’t about speed or efficiency. This was about humiliating her. The leather harness bit hard beneath her breasts. The rectal plug, which was attached by various straps, did its own nasty work as she crawled. Each step filled and emptied her, causing her sex lips to throb helplessly against the crotch line. She needed to be fucked so badly. Had she a mouth to speak, she would be begging the colonel to use her.

“Only fifty more laps to go,” he chimed as she reached the halfway point round the walking ring.

Melanie choked on a fresh round of tears. The colonel was laughing, though she wasn’t sure if the men were joking or not. His voice carrying high into the air. She thought it would go on and on forever, and then, quite abruptly, it was cut off by the sound of a single gunshot. Another followed, and with it the sound of shouting men.

Beauregard sought to leap from her back, but his spur got caught in the stirrup. Toppling forward, he sent them both crashing onto the dirt. “What in blazes?” he roared. “Who the hell is shooting on my ranch!”

“Colonel, we gotta get outta here!” cried one of the trainers. “It’s the—”

The man’s warning ended in a painful grunt as yet another bullet was fired. Melanie squirmed beneath Beauregard’s sprawled body. Was it the Indians attacking, or outlaws?

“Hold still,” the colonel growled, pulling his pistol from the holster. “Whoever’s here, they won’t get you alive.”

“That’s where you’re mistaken, Colonel Beauregard.”

Melanie’s heart leapt with joy. She’d know that voice anywhere!

The colonel rose to his feet, attempting to recover his dignity. “Marshal Cole, would you mind explaining the meaning of this intrusion?”

“It’s called a court martial, Beauregard, and you are cordially invited to be the guest of honor,” came the voice of General Winslow, galloping up beside the mounted marshal. “If you would kindly surrender yourself.”

For once in his life, the colonel had no response. Dropping his pistol, he raised his hands in the air. 

“Release that poor girl,” the general shouted to a group of rapidly approaching soldiers.

“No,” countered the marshal, a bit harshly. “See to the others. I will attend to this one myself.”

Melanie wept for joy. He’d come for her!  He’d saved her.

“Marshal,” she gasped as he knelt to remove the bit from her mouth. “Trent you’ve no idea how long I’ve waited…suffered.”

Cole’s eyes were cold and harsh. “Save your breath. You’re going to need it to face justice.”

The blood drained from her face. Justice. Was he going to turn her into the authorities back east, after she’d made it this far, after all she’d been through.

“But…but…Trent.”

“Silence,” he growled hauling her to her feet. “I won’t hear it. Not now, not ever.”

Stunned, numb all over, feeling more despair now than in the whole time since she left New York, she stood there, letting him strip off the pony gear, item by item. When he was done he replaced it not with clothes but with a pair of handcuffs, silver and steel, glimmering in the sunlight.

“You’re under arrest,” the marshal pronounced. “For the murder of Patricia Wallace.”

***

Melanie’s world was darkness and confusion. She was lying on her side, in the back of a wagon, hands tied behind her back, a blindfold blocking her view of her  rapidly changing world. After being arrested, she’d been put into the stockade at Fort Collins, the only one of the freed female ponies to be put back into bondage. The marshal had left her there under military guard, riding off hard to the east. No word was left as to her fate. The next two days passed quietly. She was treated well, given hot meals, a clean cot and a decent dress to wear, complete with undergarments.

She was even allowed a small lot of writing paper and ink, to correspond as she desired. A letter was drafted to her uncle along with an account of her journey, a sort of memoir, which perhaps, following her hanging, might be published by one of her uncle’s contacts in the publishing business.

In truth, Melanie wanted for nothing in her captivity save information. When would she be taken back to New York and under whose guard? She hoped it would be the enigmatic marshal, though she rather doubted the man would ever look upon her again much less deign to spend any sort of time in her company. There’d been a good deal of tears the first day, and after that, she reached a place of strange peace. Emptiness, really, as if there was no more suffering to be had either by her body or her tortured spirit.

Imagine her surprise when they came to her the following morning announcing that she was to be transported. The blindfold was applied, along with a silk rope round her hands. She thought it strange there were no handcuffs. As for being laid in a wagon, she’d rather expected a coach, or at least a seat to which she could be shackled. 

After several hours in the wagon, they arrived at their destination. Whatever that might be. The train station, perhaps? Or some local jail where she’d be transferred over to representatives of the New York City police department?

“Bring her to the saloon,” said a voice that sounded strangely like that of Deputy Homer.

Melanie inhaled. She’d know that man’s smell anywhere—cheap cologne over lanolin and even cheaper tobacco!

“Homer?”

No answer, but the smells, the livery stable, the cherry pies from the hotel kitchen. She was sure of it. She’d been brought back to Big Rock!  Melanie wanted to cry when she felt the familiar floorboards, the creaking beneath her feet as they brought her straight to her old room. 

A moment later the door closed. Was she alone?

“Take your blindfold off, slave,” said a warm, rich female voice. “Greet your sister.”

“Gretchen!” she cried out yanking off the covering that had rendered her world so black.

“Hush,” chastised her friend, accepting the warm embrace. “My master has commanded your silence until a certain person arrives. I’m breaking the rules, so we better not get caught.”

“Oh, Gretchen,” she ignored, holding her friend at arm’s length, “let me look at you…goodness, you look wonderful!”

Gretchen frowned, a vision of green in a long silk dress and matching feathers in her elegantly arrayed hair. “I wish I could say the same of you. Lord, we have work to do to get you ready for your master.”

Melanie stopped short. “Did…did…you say…my…master?”

Gretchen, arms folded over her well revealed chest, nodded slowly in amusement. “Uh huh.”

Melanie gulped, forgetting for the moment her own legal troubles. “But…but at the fort we’d been told Sheriff Harkin was arrested, along with Colonel Beauregard. Who else would be my master? Is it Doc Lassiter? Or Zech?”

“Hold your tongue, girl, or you’ll earn us both a beating,” Gretchen warned, not unkindly. A moment later, seeing the girl’s distressed face, she relented. “If you must know, Mel, it’s not Zech, or the doc, and it’s certainly not any of those scoundrels that used to hang about. The marshal’s cleaned things up. It’s going to be different from now on. And I’ll tell you something else, too. Red Wolf’s alive. He was rescued and now he’s to be high chief of the Powatans. But don’t you breathe a word. I’ll get my hide tanned if Homer finds out I told you any of this. He’s the new sheriff, you know, and he doesn’t tolerate disobedience in me or any of the others.”

Melanie cried out with joy. “Red Wolf’s alive? Homer is the new sheriff? But that’s wonderful!”

“Shh!” she chided. “It won’t be wonderful if we get caught.”

“I’ll be quiet,” whispered Melanie eagerly. “But tell me, what else has happened? Is it as all as wonderfully amazing as it sounds?”

Gretchen laughed. “Better. As we speak, Zechariah is teaming up with my master and Chief Red Wolf to set up a new government for both the town and the tribe. An honest one. Rumor is, their first targets for justice will be that wicked old Reverend Fortesque and his wife. No more questions now. It’s time to get you ready for your master.”

Melanie shook her head. “But this can’t be. I’m going back to New York to stand trial. For murder.”

Gretchen brushed past her, headed for the closet. “There are clothes in here for you now,” she ignored. “Let’s pick out something suitable, shall we?”

Sometime later, bound spread eagle on the bed, a blindfold once again covering her eyes, Melanie heard Gretchen close the door, plunging her once more into a lonesome silence. There was nothing for her now but the sound of her own breath and the occasional rustling of her silk dancing dress. It was long and blue, cut low on her bosom. With no underwear to impede the lines, it made for a stunning presentation of her firm, young body. She hoped her new master would be pleased, whoever he was.

Not that it would matter, with the gallows awaiting her. That was her true master, she mused darkly, the true owner of her soul.  It seemed like forever till she heard the door open. A second later it closed and she knew she was in the man’s presence at long last; the man who owned her body and soul. Sweat collected on her forehead. She could hear him breathing. By the clicking of his boots on the wood floor she knew he’d come quite close. And yet he was refusing to touch her, to command her or even to let her see him. It was terrible, this waiting. Worse than any torture she’d been put through. If it went on much longer, she’d begin to cry.

“Master?” she whispered aloud, unable to contain herself any longer. “Did I displease you? Do you not want me?”

The boots took another step forward. She could feel his body heat. There were hands at her head, rough and strong. The blindfold was yanked from her head. Light flooded in, bright and overwhelming. It took a moment to adjust her eyes. She saw the twin holsters first, then the black vest and above it the star, a five pointer inside a circle of silver.

“Trent?!”

A frown crossed the face of the handsome marshal. She’d forgotten to call him master!  “Forgive me,” she said hastily, lowering her eyes. “Forgive me, master.”

The hand raised her chin from her silk clad chest, compelling eye contact. His look was stern, his eyes burning holes in her own. She was nearly ready to faint. “Trent, how can this be?” she whispered fiercely. “Why haven’t you sent me back to New York?”

A smile flicked across his lips, like a whip snapping. A second later he was expressionless once more. “You ask a lot of questions for a slave. If you must know, I have friends in New York. They did a little investigating.” Trent’s hands went to his hips. He looked at her soberly. “You should have told them the truth. About Reinhart.”

Melanie swallowed.

“It didn’t take long, you know. The man cracked rather easily. Signed a full confession, in fact.”

Melanie gasped with joy. She strained at her bonds, wanting desperately to hug him. “Trent!  I mean, master!  Is it true, is it really true?”

“You wouldn’t be here otherwise.” 

“Oh, thank you, thank you!  Please, you have to tell me every detail!”

Trent’s fingers were at his gun belt. “Actually, I had something else in mind other than conversation…slave. Something involving your mouth and my prick.”

Melanie’s eyes grew wide as she beheld the erection tenting his trousers. If anything, this news shocked her more than finding out she’d been exonerated of murder. “B—but they all said…you were…”

A sly smile came across the stony face. “Impotent?” he supplied, pulling out a rock hard shaft from his opened trousers.

Melanie nodded, stunned.

Trent’s eyes narrowed, indicating he was all business now. “Open wide,” he commanded. “Slave.”

Melanie obeyed as Trent climbed onto the bed, straddling her face. Most eagerly, she took her new master between her lips. Greedily slurping she listened now as he explained himself.

“I never was incapable of arousal, Melanie,” he told her as he plunged himself to the back of her throat. “I let people believe that for my own reasons. The truth is, I am only aroused by women who are submissive to me. Preferably, slaves. As a federal officer, I thought it improper to seek out such a relationship, so I stayed celibate. Then along you came. You did something to me, girl. I’ll admit that.”

Melanie smiled, cat like as she surrounded the now hardened penis with her silky mouth. So he did care for her after all.

“Don’t get a swelled head,” he joked, tousling her hair. “I don’t intend to be easy on you. I invested a lot, and I intend to get it all back. I don’t mind saying you’re in my debt, Melanie. For starters, there are the times I rescued you. And then we have to consider the strings I pulled for you in New York.”

Melanie stiffened, thankful she wasn’t in a position to point out that he’d also been responsible for her kidnapping by Red Wolf.

“I’m not letting you go, Melanie. You’re a born slave, and you know it. Your friend Cavanaugh saw that, too. He has a long history of preying on women, you know. He didn’t find you by accident. He’ll hang, of course. Which leaves you and me…if you’ll have me. It’ll be a life sentence, of course, no parole.”

Melanie wanted to cry. Could she be hearing all this correctly? Did he really want her for his slave?

“Well?” he grumbled, pulling himself free. “What do you think of all this?”

Melanie whimpered, suddenly deprived of his cock. “Oh, master…yes, yes, I will belong to you…I have, since we met…but may I ask you one question?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Ask, then, insolent slave. And quickly, because I have plans for you today.”

She felt a rush between her legs as she thought of what he might do to her, and of all the things his voice implied for her, now and forever. “Master, I have only one question. Am I dreaming all of this?”

Trent Cole reared back his head and laughed. It was a mighty, healthy sound, like the proud and playful roar of the lion. “Do you know how much I adore you girl?” he asked jovially, rising to his feet. “More than you will ever know. As for your question, we shall prove to you this is no dream. Not with a pinch, but with something a little more potent.”

A surge of pleasure rushed unbidden to her loins as she watched her new master pull the long, leather belt from the loops. She felt weak all over. He was going to use it on her.

“Beg for it, slave,” commanded the marshal, his voice fierce and dark. “Beg for your first beating at my hands. Beg to be marked by leather.”

Melanie threw back her head, the waves of an orgasm overtaking her helpless, silk clad body. “I beg it,” she said, her voice a husky moan. “I beg to be beaten by my master…to be marked.”

Trent tore the dress from her cringing body, from top to bottom. “We have a lot of work to do, slave,” he informed her, baring her naked slave flesh.

“Yes, master,” she managed, her hot squirming body straining against the bonds, craving his touch, his harsh abuses. “I can hardly wait, master.”

Trent Cole laughed, even as his arm delivered the first blow to his slave’s quivering belly.

“I love you,” Melanie groaned when she’d recovered from the surge of pain, not to mention her second orgasm.

He laughed again and Melanie swore it was the most delicious sound she’d ever heard in her life. As for the others who heard it, too, they would later testify to the very same thing. The lonesome, troubled marshal had come home, they all agreed. Not to a place, but to a body, a soul, soft and feminine and which, for Melanie’s part had been as lost and lonely as his.

Uncle Martin was right, she thought as he turned her over sometime later, running his fingers over her brand in preparation for taking her between her quivering ass cheeks. There are happy endings to every story. At least to hers.

The End
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