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About The Mistress vs. The Marshal: BDSM in the Wild West:

“Make it quick. Make it slow. Make it hurt. Whatever you want to do, honey. I ain't going to stop you. Couldn't if I wanted to.” 

Bonnie DeVille and her partner Lucky have dominated the town of Old Springs for years now, making fools out of the sheriff and his men by seducing them and leaving them in … compromising positions.

But all that's about to change. The law's bringing in a new marshal, Tom Marston, and he's poised to clean up the town, one way or another. He's going to start with Bonnie, and he's got something special in mind: giving her a taste of her own medicine. The only problem is neither of them plan for it to go as far as it does.

It's the mistress versus the marshal, and only one can come out on top — but maybe that all depends on who gets to the rope first.

This short erotic romance features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female domination, female submission, male submission, wild west action, and much, much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

His job was done. He stood back and looked at us — Lucky, getting nowhere with the chains and cuffs that held her to the bars, drool seeping out of the bottom of her gag; and me, completely naked and spread out on the desk.

He was proud of himself. He had every right to be. He was the only man in the west who'd seen us two in this state.

Now, I just wanted to get him to do something about it.

“Well, ladies, I think that's about it for my part,” he said, gathering up the rope and putting it away. “It's been fun, and I suspect y'all will get quite the treatment from the sheriff and his boys when they come back in the morning. I'll lock the door so y'all ain't totally helpless. All sorts of unsavory characters out there, you know.”

He was just getting ready to open the door when I took a chance.

“Wait!” I yelled. He froze.

“Knew I should've gagged you,” he said, and turned to look at me. With my glistening skin and exposed body, I don't think he minded. “What do you want?”

“I'm just sayin', lawman,” I said, squirming on the desk. He liked it. I could tell. The look on his face didn't give much away, but the bulge in his pants absolutely did. “I know we ain't see eye to eye on too many things, but I seen the way you handle yourself — and I know what's behind that, on account of it being the way I handle myself.”

He was curious. He stepped more toward the desk. I squirmed a bit more, giving him a show for his effort, enticing him further.

“And I know for a fact that if you were in my position,” I writhed my hips, making sure he got a good look at what I wanted him to take, “and I were in your position ... well, I'd damn sure know what to do with someone so helpless and exposed.”

Marston looked on, studying my body. He wanted it. He wanted it so, so, bad, and I was determined to give it to him. Everything he wanted.

“Ain't I right, lawman?”

He stared for a few more seconds.

“You right about that,” he mumbled, and began to take off his jeans.
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The wild west has plenty of things a man should be scared of: coyotes, rattlesnakes, thieves, murderers, the list goes on and on. But you ask any man in Old Springs what he's most terrified of, and he'll tell you this: It's a woman.

I'm that woman. Bonnie DeVille, or at least that's the name I go by. Called myself that for so many of my twenty years that I can't honestly remember the name I was given at birth. Not that it matters. Nobody knows that name. Everybody knows this one.

And the reason everybody knows this name — the reason every man in town treads carefully — is I've got a penchant for causing them no shortage of trouble and embarrassment.

I'll give you an example.

Must have been about ten weeks back, I had a good friend of mine in lockup. She'd been caught trying to lift something from the local general store, and had enough of a reputation that the sheriff decided to throw her behind bars until he could figure out what else to do with her.

When I walked in, the deputy was just about to get fresh with my friend.

By the time I walked out, the deputy was naked and roped so tightly to the bars of the cell that it took the sheriff and his men a half hour to cut him out of it.

Everybody in the west is all about guns, guns, guns. Firepower. The bigger, the louder, the better. I'll back 'em if they want to tell me size matters, but honey, I don't even load my gun anymore. I don't need it. I ain't about getting into gunfights, anyway. Lawmen ain't ever going to fire the first shot, so it's the best way to make sure I don't end up in the dirt.

In the west, everybody's ready for a gunfight. What nobody's ready for is the weapon I've learned to wield: my body. I stand damn near six feet tall, have legs for miles and not an ounce of fat on me. A childhood of growing up on the run and ducking the law made me lean, so when my womanhood started to really come in, I filled out in all the right ways. I can walk into any saloon from here to the Mississippi and boys will break their necks trying to catch a glimpse.

If you're going to give me a choice between using guns and using what the good lord gave me? Ain't even have to think about it. Guns are boring. What I do is fun.

The sheriff and his boys won't tell you the whole story about what happened to that deputy I strung up in the lockup. It's too embarrassing. Might ruin their credibility, or whatever the word for it is. But I don't have such reservations. I don't have a problem telling you exactly how it went down.

So, here's what really happened:

I didn't have to sneak in. I walked right in the front door. The deputy was busy standing over by my friend's cell, trying to force himself on her from outside the bars. She was avoiding his advances, but he was only a minute or two away from grabbing the keys and walking into the cell — and who knows what would happen then. The lawmen around here ain't care much for law when it gets in the way of what their cocks are telling 'em.

He recognized me immediately, of course. All the sheriff's boys do.

“DeVille!” he said when he saw me, and reached for his gun.

I held my hands up to show him I wasn't reaching for mine, and he seemed to calm down a bit — but he was still coming at me, and now he was reaching for his cuffs.

“Well, now,” I said as he spun me around and grabbed my arms to bring them together behind my back. “Is this any way to treat a lady? Seems like you've just forgotten all your manners today.”

I was up against the wall now, his stomach to my back as he tried to pin me in place. I wasn't struggling; he just wanted to press up against me. I rolled my eyes as I felt his heavy breath on the back of my neck.

“I'm taking you into custody,” he said. I could already feel his hard cock pushing up against my backside, struggling against his pants. This was going to be too easy. “You're going to stay behind bars here until the sheriff gets back in town, and then he's going to decide what to do with you and your little friend.”

That 'little friend' was my accomplice, Lucky DeVille. We ain't related, but she's been like a sister to me for as long as I can remember — and when you're making up your own names, you can make someone a relative pretty easily. She had an eye on what was happening, but only just so. She'd seen this kind of thing go down plenty of times, and knew how it was going to play out.

“Oh come on now,” I said, shifting my hands around a bit behind my back. I did that for two reasons: reason the first, it made it a little harder for him to work the cuffs on me. Reason the second, it put my hands directly between my ass and the growing bulge in his pants. “Ain't no need to be like that, deputy. I ain't resisting.”

I felt him tense up and breathe in sharply when I put my hands where I put 'em, and I knew it was over. In my head, I was already going over the ways I'd humiliate this boy when I was done with him.

I was also trying to remember where this lockup stored their rope. They'd switched it up a few times after I'd left one of their more promising boys hogtied — naked, of course — in the middle of the cell I'd been occupying only a few hours before.

He gripped my wrists tightly again, and pushed himself harder into my back. I grunted. My tits were being flattened against the wall, which was a little more uncomfortable than I cared to let him know.

“None of that from you,” he said. He was trying to sound tough. It was a little cute, but I was just about done with his little routine. I decided it was time to turn things around.

“Now, now,” I said, and gripped his cock through his pants. He gasped and tried to pull back, but I wasn't letting go.

“Shh, shh,” I whispered, and began massaging his shaft through the thick material it was pushing so hard against. I began talking to him, in a voice so low I made it clear the words were only meant to be between us. “Ain't any need for us to get violent. I'm just a lady. And you're such a big, strong, man. You wouldn't want to hurt me now, would you? Not when there's … so much I can do for you ...”

I could feel his pulse through his cock. It throbbed in my hand, getting harder and harder every second. The pressure he was putting on the rest of my body lightened up, and I kept going.

“It's something I don't talk about much, but I think you lawmen are pretty charming,” I said, continuing to massage his erection while slowly turning around. I made eye contact as soon as I could. “Something about you men, riding around, stopping crimes, wearing those uniforms … something about it just gets us women so hot and bothered.”

Not only was I now facing him — he was wide-eyed and breathing hard, my hand on his cock making his face do wonderful little dances — but I was actually backing him up, over toward his desk. He hit it ass-first, and leaned back slightly on his hands as I kept working his member.

“H-hot and bothered?” he whimpered, and I smiled at him.

“All hot and bothered,” I said. “Now it'd be a real shame for you, me, and Lucky over there to have this lockup all to ourselves and not do anything about all that tension, wouldn't it? Is that what you want, deputy?”

I looked down at his dick as I talked, like I was talking to it instead of him. 'course, I guess I actually was.

“I guess it … it couldn't hurt to have a little fun, right?” he said. I smiled, but I think if he knew why I was really smiling he'd have been way more worried than he was.

“Just a little fun,” I said, and unzipped his fly.

His cock sprung out of it with no resistance at all, and he gasped when it hit the air. He was way bigger than the lawman I'd hogtied here a while back. That poor boy didn't get to have any fun. This one, though: This one was nice and hearty, a thick cock I wouldn't mind wrapping my lips around.

So I did.

I sank down onto his cock, feeling the heat of it in my mouth as it throbbed with his every heartbeat. He moaned and gripped the desk hard as I started running my hands up and down his shaft, wetting them with my spit so they could slide better. He reacted like they all do, eyes rolling and then shutting, mouth open, muscles tensing.

Someone really oughta teach this sheriff's boys to take a proper blowjob, because they're making things a little too easy for me.

I slipped my mouth down farther and farther, feeling his hot meat slide deeper and deeper into my mouth. When I couldn't push it any deeper, I held it there, both of my hands working the bottom quarter or so of his shaft.

After only a minute or two of this, I could feel him getting ready to come. His legs were tense, he had a hand on the back of my head, and the knuckles on the hand gripping his desk were white. His moans became quicker, more frantic.

Sorry, honey, I thought to myself. Ain't let a man finish in my mouth yet, and you ain't special enough to be the first. Think it's time I collected Lucky and went home.

Right before he shot his load, I gripped the wrist of the hand he had on the back of my head, stood up quickly, and wrenched the arm around as I pulled him forward, spun him, and pushed him stomach-first into the desk. He shouted in confusion, surprise, pain … a whole bunch of things, really, but he wasn't going anywhere with all of my weight pushing his arm up between his shoulder blades.

I pulled my gun from its holster with my free hand — I mean, it ain't loaded but none of them know that — and held it up to his head. He yelled again, something I couldn't understand.

“Now then, boy,” I said, looking up to catch the smile on Lucky's face. “I was wondering — where y'all been keeping your rope lately?”
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And that's just one story of many. I've been running roughshod through this town for a long time now, getting my way and pulling one over on the lawmen. It's easy for a gal like me. The boys see a pretty lady and they think she's going to play nice like all the other pretty ladies. They ain't ready for one to play dirty.

So when I heard the sheriff was bringing in some outside help in the form of a marshal, my ears perked up. We didn't get too many marshals around these parts, on account of being so small and remote. Higher ups figure it ain't worth their time or somesuch. Them bringing in a marshal to handle little ol' Lucky and I? We took it as a compliment. A badge of honor, if you're so inclined. 

This marshal, he went by the name Tom Marston. Some up-and-comer in the ranks, supposedly with a clean record for always getting his man. 

Of course, they ain't ever said anything about him always getting his woman.

Thinking back on it, we were stupid to not put two and two together. We thought when we caught word the sheriff wanted to run the newest shipment of banknotes through his lockup and escort it over to the bank, he was being cocky. We thought the new marshal in town was giving the sheriff a big head, making him feel like he could get away with things he ain't ever gotten away with before.

And not too long after we caught word of that little peculiarity, Lucky goes and catches word that the sheriff and his boys are down at the saloon drinking themselves silly.

“Wait, so the sheriff—”

“And all his boys, yeah,” Lucky told me as we got our gear together. Our hideout wasn't but a short ride into town, so when Lucky came back with this kind of news we could act on it pretty quickly.

“Which means right now,” I said, placing my empty gun in my holster, “ain't but one doe-eyed marshal standing between us and an entire shipment of banknotes?”

“The way I understand it, yeah,” she confirmed.

“You know, Lucky, sometimes I wonder if the law ain't actually on our side.”

The ride into town was quick, and I decided we should check on the accuracy of the first report we got about the sheriff and his boys drinking themselves under the table down at the saloon. Didn't take more than a few minutes to sneak behind the place and grab a peek in one of the windows. There they were, every single one of 'em, each with a mug either in their hand or not too far from it, each trying to be louder than the others.

They were giving the deputy no shortage of trouble about what I'd done to him a few months back.

“So I walk into the lockup, and there's Jacoby, naked as the day he was born, strung up on the bars!” the sheriff said, barely able to tell the story over his own laughter.

The deputy's face was about as red as I've ever seen a face get.

“She spread him out, wound the rope between the bars, had him stuck as stuck could be,” the sheriff continued. “Even wrapped some rope around his pecker! Think it was about ready to explode by the time we got around to cutting him down!”

The men laughed and laughed, all except the deputy, who seemed like he'd be just as happy to put that whole experience behind him.

Aww come on, honey, it wasn't that bad, I thought to myself as Lucky and I smiled at one another. You got some action out of the deal, and I got to rope a man's tool for the first time in a month or two. A lady's gotta practice.

“Looks like you were right,” I whispered to Lucky as we made our way back behind the saloon and geared up to make our way toward the lockup.

“Ain't a thing between us and those banknotes but one deputy,” Lucky said. “Poor fella's going to have both of us to deal with.”

Creeping up behind the lockup was pretty much a tradition by now, so we didn't have a problem there. Lucky stood guard as I snuck up and peeked through the window.

Couldn't see much — the windows of the lockup were small and pretty far apart, so it was tough to get a good view inside from any angle, much less while trying to sneak about — but I did catch a glimpse of someone new.

“Oh, my,” I whispered to myself, taking the sight of him in.

Even if the boy weren't dressed like a marshal — and I had plans to see him undressed soon enough — I could've told you he was a marshal from a mile away.

He was tall. At least a head taller than me, which had to put him somewhere over six and a half feet, and not a single inch of it was wasted. He was built like a brick shithouse, had the kind of stature you get when you spend a childhood handling livestock. He had one of those faces you feel like you oughta be seeing on a statue. His skin shined with a thin sheen of sweat, but he looked as cool as could be, leaning back in his chair, feet up on the desk. Looked like he was reading something, but I couldn't tell what.

I'd made it my business to seduce and tie up men, but as I stared at Tom Marston, for the first time in a long time I thought about what it might be to seduce and tie a man for pleasure.

I get so bored with most men. They don't know how to handle a girl as tall and strong as I am. It makes them feel weak, and then they act weak, and the only interest I have in a weak man is how much money I can get out of their pockets after I string 'em up helpless.

This man, though. This man radiated power. For the first time in a long time, just looking at a man got me wet. I thought about all the lovely things I could do with a man of that stature, and all the lovely things he could do with me. I'm dominant by nature, but a man with those looks and that build ... well, he was enough to make me question that nature.

I had to snap out of it when he looked up in my direction. I ducked down before he could catch a glimpse of me in the window, then wandered back over to Lucky.

“You were gone a while,” she said. “Situation in there look all right?”

“Oh, the situation in there looks more than all right,” I said, my eyebrow arched. “Think I might take that one home with us.”

Lucky tittiered.

“So, here's' how it'll go,” I said, trying hard to get myself back into the mode I needed to be in. It was not an easy task. “You're going to stay out here and make sure ain't nobody interrupt us. I'm going to go in there and welcome the new boy, and I'll come get you when he's proper done. Shouldn't be more than ten minutes. Got it?”

“Ten minutes, nobody in or out. Got it.”

“You're a doll, is what you are,” I said to her, then got up and wandered over to the side entrance of the lockup.

He's cute, but he's got a badge and gun, and you're here to steal from him, I thought to myself as I approached. Fun and games is one thing, but you've gotta be on your toes.

As I held tight to the wall right by the side entrance, Lucky disappeared around the back. She was off to find a good vantage point, so if the sheriff and his boys came back from drinking she could run a distraction and keep them off the scent.

All according to plan, I thought as I opened the door quickly, looking to catch the good marshal by surprise. He's just one man. You're Bonnie DeVille. It's all going to go according to plan.

Except, when I opened the door, the good marshal was nowhere to be seen.

So I never saw it coming when he whacked me on the back of the head with the butt of his gun. I saw stars, then nothing at all.
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I couldn't have been out for more than a minute, but that was apparently long enough for him to pick me up and drop me onto the desk he'd had his feet up on only a short while ago. I think the shock of that is what woke me up.

I stirred, and tried to get my bearings back. The first thing I did — without even thinking, really — was try to take a swing at the marshal. Imagine my disappointment when I realized my arms weren't cooperating.

Son of a bitch tied my hands behind me.

“The fuck did you do, lawman?” I hissed, and struggled to get my hands free. He just looked down at me, arms folded, and smirked.

When I tried to swing around and kick him, I noticed my legs were tied, too.

This ain't good. This ain't at all what I meant when I said 'according to plan.'

“I didn't do anything you aren't perfectly familiar with, Bonnie,” the marshal said. I was barely listening. I was too busy struggling hard against the ropes. They weren't going anywhere, and neither was I.

This was already more embarrassing than anything I could remember, and it was only going to be more embarrassing to have to call for Lucky's help, but it was the only thing I could think to do. I yelled her name, expecting any sort of reaction out of Marston than what he gave me: laughter.

“We were waiting for you and your little partner,” he said, and gestured over toward one of the holding cells.

That's when I noticed Lucky. She'd been chained in place against the bars, her arms cuffed high above her head. Her shirt was torn open and she looked mad as hell about it, but she couldn't exactly say anything on account of the leather gag wrapped hard around her head. She writhed frantically against the chains, but she was having about as much success as I was. Her open shirt revealed her breasts, which swung about as she struggled.

It didn't look comfortable. Made me think of the deputy we'd strung up there. How much fun it had been to rope him up more and more, how shocked and embarrassed he was when we started tying his cock and balls up.

“You let her go, you fucker,” I yelled, but he didn't seem like he was in a rush to do what I said.

“Now, now,” he said. “That's a bit harsh.”

“You lay a hand on me and I'm going to show you the meaning of harsh, lawman.”

“About that,” he said, and reached for a knife in his belt. It let out a metallic shing as it came out of the holster it was in, and I froze when I saw it. The lawmen never shoot first, but ... I wasn't too sure about their policies on knives. Lucky yelled into her gag, just as pissed as I was and in just as shitty a position to do anything about it.

“I ain't looking to hurt you, miss DeVille,” he said, rolling me over. I struggled, but then felt him cut the ropes around my wrists. They came free and I got my hands under me as quickly as I could to flip myself back over, grabbing for my gun — which was, of course, sitting over in the corner. Along with Lucky's. 

Okay, bad start, but he could've killed or hurt you ten times over by now and you're still okay. Maybe you've got room to talk your way out of it.

As I went to start turning on the charm, my ankles still roped together, Marston put up a hand to stop me.

“You're going to let me finish,” he said, and for the first time in I don't know how long, a man told me to do something and I did it. Lucky expressed confusion into her gag.

“As I said, miss DeVille, I ain't looking to hurt you,” he said, keeping the knife pointed at me so I wouldn't do anything stupid ... but something told me he knew I wasn't going to move.

There was something in the way he commanded me, something in the way he lorded over me, that made me pay rapt attention. I should have known I was in trouble when I'd gotten wet just looking at him from outside the lockup, but now it was too late to turn back — and here, seeing that hulking hunk stand over me taking control of the situation, I ain't ashamed to say I felt that warmth all over again.

“I checked those guns of yours and ... Lucky, is it? Those guns of yours and Lucky's. Nice guns. They'd work a whole lot better if you loaded 'em.”

He gave me a wry smile, then shot the same one over toward Lucky. She grunted something into the gag, and it sure as hell wasn't to repay his friendliness.

“But from what I understand about you two, y'all ain't in the business of violence and killin'. You're all about using those feminine wiles, ain't you?”

I stared up at him from the desk, sweaty, my chest heaving. I couldn't be sure, but it seemed as if he was looking at me in kinda the same way I was looking at him.

“Wiles, marshal?” I said. “You liking what you see?”

“I believe I said you were going to let me finish,” he said, and reached forward with the knife quickly, cutting a large slash up the bottom of my shirt before I even had a chance to move. It exposed some of my flat stomach, and I gasped and flinched hard in response. He admired his handiwork for a few seconds before continuing while I tried to slow my heartbeat down.

You're having trouble doing that because you're not scared, Bonnie, you're turned on. You want this man. You've never seen a man this commanding, and something in you is aching to see how far he's willing to go. You want to tie him to the tracks just to play with him. Or is it that you want him to tie you?

“Now I ain't interested in getting violent with women,” he said, “and y'all haven't seemed interested in getting violent with men. But the things y'all do to the sheriff's men ... now those I find interesting.”

“Well, marshal, if you want the treatment the deputy got—”

Another lightning-quick jab, another huge slash up my shirt before I could even flinch. I was beginning to see how Lucky's tits got exposed. Each time he did it, I got a little angrier — and way, way more turned on. Such grace. Such power. Bet he'd be all sorts of fun when the sun went down.

“I've read an awful lot about you, Bonnie DeVille,” he said. “You've been running a hell of a game in this town, and I feel like it's time someone took you down a peg. So I figure: What better way to go about that then to give you a taste of your own medicine?”

I blinked. “What does that even mean?”

“Maybe you've figured it out by now, but there ain't any banknotes to be found in this here lockup. We fed you some bad information. The sheriff and his crew are under orders not to come back here until morning. When they do, they're going to find you and your little friend all trussed up and waiting for 'em, just like you've done to them so many times.”

Lucky screamed into the gag, angry as hell. I just stared. Naturally I didn't want to be caught, much less caught that way ... but something about giving complete control over to this man felt good, felt right. I wanted to give him the opportunity to take me, to be the only man who'd ever tamed me.

More than that, I wanted to ride him until he broke. And if he had to be in the saddle for that to happen, then so be it.

Besides, the longer I had him to myself, the better chance I had of turning this whole thing around.
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He started by pulling his gun out of its holster and pointing it at me — “And I assure you, miss, mine is loaded” — while he cut the rope off my ankles. There were a few seconds in there where I might've had an opportunity to get the drop on him, and if it were any other man in any other situation I very well might have.

But that wasn't the way I wanted to play this.

When my ankles were undone, he ordered me to get off the desk and stand up. I did. My shirt was in tatters, barely covering my stomach. Even with the extra air, I found myself feeling hot. My skin tingled, my cunt ached for this to push forward.

“Disrobe, miss,” he said, matter-of-factly. The way it rolled out of his mouth, the way this whole thing came so naturally to him, was so arousing I could hardly stand it.

I started with my boots, which came off quickly. From there it was my socks. I looked up at him as I bent over to whip them off, reveling in the strange beauty of the submission.

I ain't ever taken my clothes off at gunpoint, but if this man were behind the trigger I'd do it daily.

Shirt came off easy, since it was barely even in one piece. His knife had seen to that earlier. Even if we got out of here just fine, I'd have to figure out a way to cover myself up for the journey home.

My tits, standing proud on my chest and ending in perfect little nipples, ached for his touch. I'd say I caught Marston staring at them, but he wasn't at all trying to hide it.

Without my shirt, I was down to just my jeans. They were worn but still almost skin tight, the sort of things I could sneak around in and know they wouldn't be getting caught on anything.

As I slipped them off, keeping an eye on the marshal the whole time, I both regretted and was thrilled with the fact that I'd neglected to put on underwear this morning.

“You forget something on the way out the door, miss?” Marston said with a smirk, looking at my bush. I shot him a glare, but nothing too threatening. He was, after all, in control.

And so there I was, completely naked in front of this marshal I'd only just met — and my best friend, who was still struggling with her chains and cuffs — in the middle of a lockup that had never seen me come out on the losing side.

As situations go, it was a disaster. But I couldn't stop thinking about how much I wanted this, how thrilled I was, and how wet my cunt felt.

I stood there awkwardly for a few seconds, waiting for his next move.

“Walk over to the cabinet on the wall back there and fetch the rope,” he said, gesturing toward the cabinet with the gun.

I did. The cabinet was loaded with a bunch of odds and ends, but some of those odds and ends were large bundles of rope. I grabbed them, then turned back around toward Marston.

“Throw them here,” he said. I did. They hit the ground at his feet with a soft thud.

“Turn around, and back up toward me until I tell you to stop,” he said.

I did. Each step felt hotter and hotter, one foot or so closer to him, one foot or so closer to knowing what it was like to be on the other side of the rope.

“Stop,” he finally said, and though I didn't turn to look, I could tell I was maybe only two feet away.

He knelt down and picked up a bundle of rope. I heard it unravel and hit the ground as he uncoiled it and began to straighten it out so he could tie me proper. At some point, he'd holstered his gun.

“Sit down on the desk,” he said, and nudged me over toward it. I obliged. The wood felt warm on my naked ass. I thought for a second about what kind of effect my juices might have on the wood.

“Lay back,” he said, and when I obeyed he then told me to stretch my arms up above my head and reach for the far end of the desk. I could just barely reach it.

He wandered around to where my hands were, put them together, and began looping rope around my wrists. 

This was already completely unfamiliar territory. As the rope bit into my wrist I thought about all those boys I'd tied up. How tightly I'd tied them, how helpless they must have felt. Only now did I realize just how limiting and humiliating this could feel, being naked and bound, and part of me was terrified — but most of me couldn't get enough. I wanted desperately for him to hurry, to tie me as tightly as he could as quickly as he could.

I was so flush, my skin burned. I was sweating already. My nibbles throbbed. Lucky looked on in stunned silence, only occasionally struggling.

At first, I thought the rope around my wrists seemed a little loose. When he ran the rope perpendicular to the rest of the loops and then cinched everything between my wrists, it locked everything into place and I was, to my delight and dismay, no longer capable of using my arms.

He pulled tight on the rope binding my wrists, and I guess he secured it to the bottom of the desk or something, because when he stood up and I went to pull my wrists back down, they were not going anywhere.

He admired his handiwork, then walked over to the other end of the desk, where my legs and hips were.

“Fold your legs,” he said. I brought my heels up to my thighs. 

Without any pants or panties on, this was a particularly vulnerable position. He could get a full, up-close view of my dripping pussy, and he did just that. I craned my neck to glare at him, but he couldn't have cared less. Why should he? He was calling all the shots.

He tied each leg individually, ankle to thigh, with the same cinching tie he'd used on my wrists. When he was done, I was left with what amounted to two half-legs that I could barely control. He showed me that by grabbing my knees and moving my legs however he pleased, spreading me out and making me give him another view of my moist womanhood.

I couldn't even be embarrassed anymore. I didn't care. I just wanted him inside me, wanted him to take me, to do whatever it was he wanted to do.

He held my legs apart, looked down, and then looked up at my eyes.

“Think I could get used to seeing 'em that way,” he said with a smirk.

And that's when he tied my legs apart, each knee to one side of the desk. I was pinned, spread, naked, helpless — and hornier than I'd ever been.

His job was done. He stood back and looked at us — Lucky, getting nowhere with the chains and cuffs that held her to the bars, drool seeping out of the bottom of her gag; and me, completely naked and spread out on the desk, my pussy drenched and waiting.

He was proud of himself. He had every right to be. He was the only man in the west who'd seen us two in this state.

Now, I just wanted to get him to do something about it.

“Well, ladies, I think that's about it for my part,” he said, gathering up the rope and putting it away. “It's been fun, and I suspect y'all will get quite the treatment from the sheriff and his boys when they come back in the morning. I'll lock the door so y'all ain't totally helpless. All sorts of unsavory characters out there, you know.”

He was just getting ready to open the door when I took a chance.

“Wait!” I yelled. He froze.

“Knew I should've gagged you,” he said, and turned to look at me. With my glistening skin and exposed pussy and pert tits, I don't think he minded. “What do you want?”

“I'm just sayin', lawman,” I said, squirming on the desk. He liked it. I could tell. The look on his face didn't give much away, but the bulge in his pants absolutely did. “I know we ain't see eye to eye on too many things, but I seen the way you handle yourself — and I know what's behind that, on account of it being the way I handle myself.”

He was curious. He stepped more toward the desk. I squirmed a bit more, giving him a show for his effort, enticing him further.

“And I know for a fact that if you were in my position,” I writhed my hips, making sure he got a good look at what I wanted him to take, “and I were in your position ... well, I'd damn sure know what to do with someone so helpless and exposed.”

Marston looked on, studying my body. He wanted it. He wanted it so, so, bad, and I was determined to give it to him. Everything he wanted.

“Ain't I right, lawman?”

He stared for a few more seconds.

“You right about that,” he mumbled, and began to take off his jeans.


~5~

With his clothes off, his body was everything I had hoped for and then some. Hardly an ounce of fat to go around, muscle rippling and shifting under his skin as he moved. As he pulled his shirt over his head I got a great glimpse of his toned, muscular torso. It terminated in a powerful v-shape down near his pelvis, pointing the way to his bush and the largest, strongest looking cock I'd ever seen.

Honey, I've been all over the west. I've been running my game for a long, long time, and I've seen all shapes and sizes. I'd been thinking ain't anything could surprise me. This surprised me.

As he walked over to me, his cock fully erect and throbbing with his pulse, his eyes now burning with a laser focus I hadn't seen before, I worried for a second about whether or not he was actually going to fit inside me.

I decided it would be worth it to find out, and braced myself.

But he didn't enter me immediately. I braced myself for it, only to find him grabbing my breasts, playing with my nipples, and kneeling down by hips.

I've had a lot of men try a lot of things with me, but I ain't ever had one go down on me.

And holy shit, I ain't had any idea what I was missing.

Marston's tongue rolled around my nethers like a mad dog, slobbering this way and that, wagging everywhere, running circles, darting in and out. I felt every inch of it as it flicked inside me, and I could feel it getting wetter with my juices.

The idea of this powerful lawman kneeling down in front of me, tasting me, lapping me up, was just too much to handle. I started moaning, pulling against the ropes, wanting to grab the back of his head and force him further into my cunt. My dominant side wanted so badly to take control, but his dominant side had simply done too good a job. I was stuck. I was his.

Just like I wanted.

He moved up slightly, his tongue shifting from between my folds up to my clit, pushing my bush aside with his fingers as he used his tongue to lift the hood and flick hard at my button. The horniness of the past half hour had taken its toll, and I was ready to explode. I felt engorged, I felt like I was on the edge of bursting.

That's when he took to using both hands.

One worked my clit, rubbing fast and consistent over it, drawing circles on my anatomy while the fingers on the other hand plunged deep inside me, feeling every crevice, running over every bit of real estate.

I ain't ever felt anything like it, and my body wasn't sure what to do with that kind of sensation. My moans became screams as I pulled hard against the ropes and struggled as much as I could.

The orgasm ran through me like a train, radiating up from my cunt in waves that shot along my spine. Every nerve fired off in insane bursts, and I was helpless to do anything about it. His every movement only intensified it.

My muscles clenched around his fingers. Then they relaxed. Clenched. Relaxed. Clenched. Relaxed.

I had been craning my neck to watch him the whole time, and only just then realized how stressful that had been. I dropped my head back down and flattened myself, sweating and panting, against the hard wood of the desk.

I ain't ever chased after a man or been in love with a man or wanted a man for anything more than what they got in their pants, but as he stroked my hair and kissed me gently on my still very sensitive nipples while I came down from that orgasm, I felt a sort of comfort in it. I ain't ashamed to say it, but it does sound weird coming out of my mouth. 

But as the emotion began to subside and I was left with my animal instincts bristing for more action, all I could think was how badly I wanted him to keep going. I wanted him to ride me into the ground.

Make it quick. Make it slow. Make it hurt. Whatever you want to do, honey. I ain't going to stop you. Couldn't if I wanted to. 

It's as if he read my mind. Quickly, he was back at my hips, like a conductor taking station at the head of a train. His cock was still hard and huge as anything I ever seen, and he teased me by rubbing the head of it up and down my exposed pussy. The heat of it was intense, and I moaned while he moved up and down my cunt, getting the tip wet, preparing for a plunge. 

When he finally did enter me, it was hard and fast, with no warning. I cried out in a mix of surprise and pleasure, and every muscle in my body tensed up. 

I was right to worry about that size of his. It felt as if I were being fucked by three men all at once, my cunt stretching as best it could to accommodate him. I had to grit my teeth through the pain, initially, but soon found myself able to take every inch of him. It surprised me to feel his pelvis crash into mine as he sank that full length into me. I wondered how it was possible I'd taken such a huge cock. 

Certainly ain't practice, I thought to myself. 

He thrusted hard and fast, slamming into me each time, making my back rub hard against the desktop. The sweat building between my body and the wood made it more tactile, and my back was sore from the friction of it. 

He grunted and I moaned, the two of us creating a raucous animal sort of music together as we writhed and sweated on one another. He was like a man possessed, the hardest fuck I'd ever felt.

When he was ready to come, he leaned down and grabbed my tit hard. He squeezed so powerfully I felt almost as if he were going to take it with him and leave me here, but he loosened slightly and suddenly it was entirely pleasurable, just another pleasant — if slightly painful — sensation to add to the pile already putting my body through the wringer. 

When he came, he pulled out and let it fly all over my mound and stomach, hot white ropes of it streaming out of the tip of his cock and across my torso. I shuddered when it made contact.

The room was dead quiet after that, save for Marston and I trying to catch our breath. Lucky, who I'd actually forgotten about in the heat of the moment, seemed a little hot and bothered herself.

I settled into repose for a minute or two, my eyes shut, my mind wandering. I opened them when I heard rustling. It was Marston, getting his jeans back on.

Felt good, felt right, couldn't last. That's just the wild west, honey.

“Gonna get yours and go, huh Tom?”

He stopped in the middle of putting his shirt on, and it dangled off his perfect torso like a washrag on a marble bust. He looked at me, squirming gently in the ropes, and at Lucky, who'd given up entirely.

He grabbed the knife from his belt and walked over to the desk.

“Nothing I could do, sheriff,” he said. “The ladies got the drop on me. Guess I got off easy, they just knocked me out and went on their way. No idea where to.”

He cut the ropes attaching me to the desk, and I used my newfound movement to stretch the muscles that needed stretching or relieve the muscles that had been stretching too much. I groaned in response.

Marston grabbed my wrists — tenderly, I noticed — and started slicing the ropes around them. Soon, they were in tatters at our feet.

“Keys to the cuffs and chains are in the cabinet,” he said, looking over at Lucky. “You can take care of her after I'm out of here.”

I nodded, looking up at him. It felt weird, looking up at a man. He looked down at me, something entirely new in his eyes.

“Come tomorrow morning, I've gotta be on the hunt for you two again,” he said, and kissed me deeply, powerfully, until my knees were weak and my spine tingled for him all over again. “Try and create some distance.”

“Distance, huh?” I said, a smile on my face.

“Not too much, though.”

An hour later, Lucky and I were far, far away. But I knew we'd be back. After all, it's our town. And that's my man. 
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