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Chapter 1

I balance three whiskeys and a beer on my tray, weaving through the crowded saloon with practiced grace despite the uneven floorboards that have tripped up many a drunk cowboy. I know I’m nothing more than a pretty face to these men, and Lord knows that suits me just fine. Let them stare, let them offer coins for something they’ll never have.

“Dolly, sweetheart!” A red-faced miner reaches for my waist as I pass. “How ‘bout you take a break and sit on my lap awhile?”

I sidestep his grabby hands with a laugh that sounds genuine enough. “Now, Mr. Jenkins, you know I can’t do that. Miss Harriet would have my hide if I neglected my duties.”

“I’d pay double what she gives you for the whole night,” he slurs, eyebrows waggling.

“You’re too kind,” I say with a smile that doesn’t reach my eyes, already moving away. That’s the trick: keep moving, keep smiling, keep the drinks flowing.

The saloon is packed tonight, air thick with cigar smoke, whiskey fumes, and the sweat of men who’ve been riding hard for days. Piano music struggles to be heard over the raucous laughter and occasional arguments that the saloon’s bartender quickly settles with his massive fists.

I deliver the drinks to a table of card players, collecting my coins and tucking them into the small pocket sewn into my corset. One man lets his fingers linger on mine during the exchange, but I’ve perfected the art of the gentle withdrawal.

“Dolly!” Mabel calls from the bar, her blonde curls bouncing as she gestures frantically. “Table six needs another round!”

I nod and make my way to the bar, watching as Mabel guides a stumbling cowboy toward the stairs. She catches my eye and winks. She’ll make three times tonight what I’ll earn serving drinks, but the thought of following a strange man upstairs turns my stomach in ways I can’t explain. Not that I have any objections to the transaction, I just couldn’t picture myself doing what they are going to do.

“Don’t know how you stay so particular,” Bessie says, appearing beside me at the bar. She’s flushed and disheveled from her last “customer.” “You could buy yourself something nice with what these boys are offering.”

I shrug, arranging fresh glasses on my tray. “Just waiting for the right offer, I suppose.”

But that’s a lie I tell the other girls. Truth is, I’ve never found a single man in this saloon who stirred anything in me beyond mild disgust or, at best, indifference. Their hungry eyes and grabbing hands make my skin crawl, no matter how handsome some might be.

The saloon doors swing open, and a gust of cool evening air momentarily clears the smoky haze. A group of ranchers stride in, their belt buckles jingling as they walk.

I recognize them immediately, the Twin Spurs boys. They come to town every few months, stock up on supplies, then spend their earnings freely before heading back to their ranch half a day’s ride from here. Unlike most cowboys who blow through, they’ve always treated me with a certain rough respect, and their tips are generous enough to make me smile genuinely when I see them.

“Well, look who’s here,” I say to Bessie. “Those Twin Spurs fellows tip better than most. I’ll take their table.”

“Go on then,” she says with a laugh. “Leave some coins for the rest of us.”

I smooth down my skirts and adjust my bodice before heading their way. They’ve claimed a large table in the corner, already settling in for what looks to be a long night of drinking.

“Evening, gentlemen,” I call out as I approach. “Welcome back to town. The usual for everyone?”

The men look up, a chorus of greetings and nods answering me. I count five of them—no, six. There’s someone new sitting with their back to me, shoulders straight beneath a worn leather vest, a dusty cowboy hat pulled low.

“Dolly!” Hank, the oldest of the bunch, gives me a friendly nod. “Bring us a bottle of whiskey and enough glasses to go around. Been a long ride.”

“And make sure you bring one for yourself,” adds Charlie, the freckle-faced wrangler who can’t be much older than twenty.

I smile. “That’s mighty kind. I’ll be right back.”

As I turn to head to the bar, I notice the newcomer shift slightly. Something about the way they move catches my attention. There’s a lean grace to it, different from the burly ranchers surrounding them.

When I return with the tray of drinks, the men make room for me to set everything down. That’s when I get my first good look at the stranger.

“Dolly, this here’s Loretta,” Hank says, gesturing to the lean figure. “She joined up with us about three months back. Best hand with horses I’ve seen in years.”

She? I nearly fumble the bottle as I set it down.

The stranger lifts her head, and the lamplight catches her face beneath the brim of her hat. Sharp cheekbones, a strong jaw with the faintest shadow of sun-weathered skin, and eyes—Lord, those eyes—a clear, steady gray that meets mine without flinching.

“Ma’am,” she says, her voice low and smooth as good bourbon.

For a moment, I can’t find my tongue. She’s dressed exactly like the men in faded denim pants, cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled up revealing tanned forearms, leather vest. But there’s no mistaking now that she’s a woman, even with her hair cut short at the nape of her neck.

“Pleasure,” I finally manage, feeling heat rise to my cheeks for reasons I can’t quite place.

I’m still staring, I realize with a jolt. Something about her has me transfixed; the way she holds herself, perhaps, with that quiet confidence. Or maybe it’s how different she is from anyone I’ve ever seen in this saloon.

“Better close your mouth before you catch flies, Dolly,” Buck, the youngest of the bunch, lets out a hearty laugh. “You’re gawking like you’ve never seen a woman before!”

The men erupt in laughter, and I feel my face flush hot with embarrassment.

“I’m just surprised is all,” I say, trying to recover my composure. “Don’t see many lady ranchers in these parts.”

Hank slaps the table. “Her daddy’s been friends with old man Thompson since before any of us were born. When he took sick last winter, Thompson offered her work. Turns out she’s twice the rancher most men are.”

Loretta tips her hat slightly, eyes still fixed on me. “Been around horses all my life,” she says simply.

“Can you imagine her in one of them fancy dresses?” Charlie snickers, gesturing at my ruffled skirts. “Wouldn’t last a day doing what you girls do.”

“I reckon not,” Loretta says with the hint of a smile. “Prefer the open range to batting my eyelashes at drunks.”

There’s no malice in her voice, just matter-of-fact honesty that makes me like her immediately. I find myself wondering what her life is like sleeping under the stars, riding across open country, answering to no one but herself.

“Well, I’d say you made the right choice,” I reply, pouring whiskey into each glass with steady hands that belie my racing heart. “Though I’d trade places with you some nights when these boys get too rowdy.”

“I’d bet you would,” she says, and there’s something in her tone that makes me look up sharply. Her eyes meet mine, and for a brief moment, I feel like she can see right through me; past the painted smile and practiced charm to something I’ve kept hidden even from myself.

“Another round, Dolly!” someone calls from across the room, breaking the strange spell.

“Duty calls,” I say reluctantly. “Enjoy your drinks, gentlemen… and lady.”

As I turn to go, I feel Loretta’s eyes follow me through the crowded room. I should be used to being watched in this place, but something about her gaze feels different. It doesn’t make my skin crawl like when the miners stare. Instead, it leaves a blazing trail of warmth down the entire length of my body.


Chapter 2

The night wears on and the saloon grows wilder with each passing hour. The lamps burn low, throwing long shadows across the room as the piano player switches to rowdier tunes. I’ve lost count of how many drinks I’ve served, how many hands I’ve dodged.

“Upstairs, darlin’?” a burly lumberjack slurs at Mabel, who giggles and takes his hand.

“For you, only three dollars,” she coos, leading him toward the staircase.

One by one, the girls disappear upstairs with their chosen patrons. Even Bessie, who claimed her feet were killing her earlier, finds the strength to escort a well-dressed businessman to her room. Miss Harriet watches from behind the bar, counting coins and nodding with satisfaction as her establishment does exactly what it’s designed to do.

I keep working, keep moving. The Twin Spurs table has gotten louder as the night progresses, with the boys telling increasingly outlandish stories. All except Loretta, who nurses her whiskey slowly, those gray eyes tracking me whenever I pass near.

“Dolly!” Charlie calls, waving an empty bottle. “We need another!”

I make my way over, aware of Loretta’s gaze on me. The men are red-faced and boisterous now, all except her. She sits with one boot propped against a chair rung, hat pushed back slightly on her head.

“Last one, boys,” I say, placing a fresh bottle on the table. “Miss Harriet says we’re running low.”

“Then we better make it count!” Hank declares, pouring generous measures all around.

Buck leans back in his chair, eyeing a pretty blonde at the next table. “Think I might try my luck with that one,” he announces, stumbling to his feet.

“You couldn’t charm a hungry dog with a steak,” Charlie laughs, but Buck is already weaving his way across the room.

One by one, the ranchers disperse, some upstairs with girls, others to different card games around the saloon. Soon, only Loretta remains at the table, that same glass of whiskey barely touched before her.

I busy myself collecting empty glasses nearby, though there’s no real need. Something about her presence makes my heart hammer against my ribs like a wild thing trying to escape.

“You work hard,” she says suddenly, her voice cutting through the din of the saloon.

I look up, startled. “It’s honest work,” I reply, gathering my courage to meet her eyes.

“Didn’t say it wasn’t.” A hint of a smile plays at the corner of her mouth. “Just noticed you haven’t stopped moving since we got here.”

I shrug, suddenly self-conscious. “That’s how I earn my keep.”

“Mind if I ask you something?” She gestures to the empty chair across from her.

I hesitate only a moment before sitting down, setting my tray aside. ““Ask away,” I say, trying to sound casual despite the strange fluttering in my stomach.

Loretta swirls her whiskey, studying the amber liquid. “Why are you the only girl who doesn’t go upstairs?”

The question catches me off guard. Most men don’t notice, or if they do, they see it as a challenge. But her tone carries no judgment, just genuine curiosity.

“I…” I falter, unsure how to answer. “I suppose I haven’t found the right reason to.”

She nods slowly, eyes lifting to meet mine. “Fair enough.”

A silence stretches between us, but it’s not uncomfortable. The saloon’s chaos continues around us, yet somehow we sit in a pocket of calm.

“What’s it like?” I find myself asking. “Working the ranch, I mean. Living that life.”

Something softens in her expression. “Hard. Long days, longer nights sometimes. But there’s a freedom to it.” She leans forward slightly. “No one telling you how to sit pretty or smile when you don’t feel like it.”

“Sounds nice,” I say, meaning it more than I’ve meant anything in a long while.

“It can be,” she agrees, then adds, “Lonely too.”

Our eyes meet again, and something electric passes between us. My breath catches in my throat.

“How do you deal with it?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “The loneliness, I mean.”

Loretta’s eyes flicker in the lamplight, something unreadable passing across her face. She takes a slow sip of whiskey before answering.

“You just deal with it, I suppose.” She shrugs one shoulder, her calloused fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “The horses are good company. The stars too.” Then her voice drops lower, and she leans in slightly. “And from time to time, I find… companionship.”

“Companionship?” I repeat, not quite understanding.

A hint of a smile plays at the corner of her mouth. “A rancher’s wife who’s tired of her husband’s snoring. Sometimes a property owner’s daughter who wants to know what life is like beyond her father’s land.” Her eyes lock with mine. “Women who are looking for an adventure, or maybe just to rebel against what they’re told they ought to be. They come to my cabin after dark, and they’re gone before sunrise.”

I feel my cheeks flush hot as her meaning becomes clear. My throat constricts, and I reach for the glass of whiskey she poured me earlier, suddenly desperate for moisture. The liquid burns a path down my throat, but my mouth remains dry as cotton.

Loretta watches me, that half-smile growing. “Well, look at you,” she says, amusement dancing in her eyes. “Working in a place like this, hearing what you must hear every night, and you’re blushing like a schoolgirl.”

“I—I’m not,” I stammer, but the heat in my face betrays me. “It’s just—”

“Just what?” she prompts, leaning back in her chair, studying me with those penetrating gray eyes.

“I’ve never heard a woman talk so plainly about such things,” I manage to say. “Especially not about… other women.”

“Is that so?” Loretta tilts her head slightly. “And here I thought nothing could surprise a saloon girl.”

“I serve drinks,” I say quickly. “That’s all I do here.”

“I noticed,” she replies, and there’s something in her tone that makes my heart skip. “That makes you different from the others, doesn’t it? Just like I’m different from those boys I ride with.”

I look down at my hands, suddenly aware of how close our fingers are on the table. Just inches apart. “I suppose it does,” I whisper.

“Different isn’t always bad,” Loretta says softly.

When I look up again, there’s no teasing in her expression anymore, just a warmth that makes my breath catch. For a moment, we simply look at each other, and I feel something shift inside me, like a door opening to a room I never knew existed.

Loretta leans in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper that sends shivers down my spine. “Would you like to try it, Dolly?” Her eyes hold mine steady, unblinking. “With me?”

My heart pounds so hard I’m certain she must hear it over the raucous noise of the saloon. I study her face: the strong line of her jaw, the small scar above her left eyebrow, the way her short hair curls slightly at her collar. There’s something undeniably handsome about her that I’ve never seen in any man who’s propositioned me.

“I…” The word catches in my throat. I should be scandalized. I should laugh it off or walk away. Instead, I hear myself say, “Yes.” The word surprises me as it leaves my lips, but once spoken, I feel no desire to take it back.

Loretta’s eyes widen slightly, as though she hadn’t expected me to agree. A slow smile spreads across her face, genuine and warm. “When does your shift end?” she asks, her voice still low enough that no one else could possibly hear.

I glance toward the bar where Miss Harriet is watching the room with her hawk-like gaze. “The saloon closes at two,” I whisper. “But you could…” I hesitate, then continue, “You could meet me upstairs right before closing. Third room on the left down the hall. The girls use them, but I have my own. No one will think twice about seeing you head up there.”

She nods once, decisively. “Third room on the left,” she repeats. “I’ll be there.”

“Dolly!” Miss Harriet’s sharp voice cuts through our conversation. “Table four needs attending!”

“I should go,” I say, reluctantly rising from my seat. My legs feel unsteady beneath me.

“I’ll see you later,” Loretta says, and the promise in those words makes my stomach flip.

I hurry away, gathering my tray and moving through the crowded saloon with ease, though my mind is miles away from the drinks I’m serving. Every few minutes, my gaze drifts back to Loretta’s corner. She sits there nursing her whiskey, occasionally joining in conversation with her ranch hands when they wander back, but mostly watching me with those steady gray eyes.

The minutes crawl by like hours. I drop a glass and earn a sharp rebuke from Miss Harriet. I give a man too much change and have to ask for some back. My distraction is obvious, at least to me, though the drunken patrons don’t seem to notice.

“You feeling alright?” Bessie asks when we cross paths by the bar. “Your face is flushed something fierce.”

“Just warm in here,” I lie, fanning myself with my hand for effect.


Chapter 3

“Last call!” Miss Harriet’s voice rings out across the saloon, cutting through the dwindling noise. “Finish your drinks, gentlemen! Last call!”

I’m wiping down the bar when I catch a movement from the corner of my eye. Loretta stands, adjusting her hat low over her eyes. My heart stutters as she glances my way, the briefest flicker of those gray eyes meeting mine before she turns and moves toward the staircase. No one pays her any mind; most of the patrons are either too drunk to notice or focused on draining their final drinks.

She moves with that same confident stride, shoulders straight, boots making hardly any sound on the wooden steps. Third door on the left. My room. The knowledge that she’s heading there now, waiting for me, sends a rush of heat through my body that leaves me dizzy.

“Dolly, you’re scrubbing a hole in my bar,” Miss Harriet says sharply, eyeing the spot I’ve been mindlessly polishing for the past minute.

“Sorry,” I mumble, moving to collect glasses from empty tables as men reluctantly file out into the night.

My hands tremble slightly as I stack dirty glasses and wipe down sticky tabletops. The remaining girls are counting their earnings or escorting the last few customers upstairs. No one is watching me, yet I feel as though my intentions must be written plainly across my face.

What am I doing? The question repeats in my mind as I mechanically perform my closing duties. I’ve never done anything like this before, never even considered it. Yet here I am, my skin flushed and tingling with anticipation, a strange ache building low in my belly.

“That’s everything,” Bessie yawns, hanging her apron on a hook by the bar. “I’m dead on my feet.”

“Me too,” I say, though exhaustion is the furthest thing from what I’m feeling. My body is humming with nervous energy, every sense heightened.

Miss Harriet locks the front doors, counting the night’s takings. “Decent night,” she announces, tucking the money box beneath the bar. “Get some sleep, girls. Tomorrow’s Saturday, it’ll be twice as busy.”

The other girls shuffle off to their rooms, exchanging tired goodnights. I force myself to move slowly, methodically, though every fiber of my being wants to race up those stairs.

“You coming, Dolly?” Mabel asks, pausing at the bottom of the staircase.

“In a minute,” I say, gesturing to the glasses I’m still drying. “Just finishing up.”

She nods, too tired to question me further, and disappears up the stairs. I wait until Miss Harriet retreats to her quarters off the kitchen before setting down the towel with shaking hands.

The saloon is silent now, save for the occasional creak of the old building settling.

I take one last look around the empty saloon before gathering my courage. My heart pounds so loudly I fear it might wake the whole building as I make my way to the staircase. Each step creaks beneath my weight despite my attempt to tread lightly. The hallway above is dimly lit by a single oil lamp, casting long shadows that dance with my movements.

When I reach my door, I pause. Behind this thin wooden barrier waits something I’ve never experienced before. Someone I’ve never experienced before. I smooth my hands over my hair and take a deep, steadying breath before turning the handle.

Loretta sits at my small dressing table, her frame somehow making my modest room seem even smaller. The moment she sees me, she rises to her feet in one fluid motion, removing her hat and pressing it against her chest. Her short hair is slightly mussed from the hat, giving her a boyish charm that makes my breath catch.

“Miss Dolly,” she says, her voice low and respectful. “I was starting to think you might have changed your mind.”

That formal greeting, so polite yet delivered with unmistakable masculine energy, sends an unexpected shiver down my spine. I’ve been called “miss” by countless men, but none has ever affected me like this.

“I had to wait until everyone was gone,” I whisper, suddenly shy as I close the door behind me. The click of the latch sounds impossibly loud in the quiet room.

Loretta sets her hat on the table and crosses the small space between us. Her movements are deliberate, cautious, like she’s approaching a skittish colt. When she reaches me, she takes both my hands in hers. The contrast is striking, her palms rough with calluses against my softer skin.

“I’ve been watching you all night,” she says softly, her gray eyes searching mine. “The way you move through that room, smiling at everyone but never really letting anyone see you.” Her thumb traces small circles on the back of my hand. “You’re the most mesmerizing woman I’ve ever seen, Dolly.”

She reaches up with one hand, gently brushing a strand of hair from my face, her fingers lingering against my cheek. The tenderness of the gesture catches me off guard, so different from the grabbing hands I’m used to dodging.

“I—” My voice falters as heat rises to my face. “Thank you,” I manage finally, unsure what else to say. No one has ever looked at me the way she’s looking at me now, like I’m something precious rather than something to be consumed.

“You’re flustered,” she says with a small smile. “It’s charming.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I admit, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “I’ve never… with anyone, let alone a—”

“Woman?” Loretta finishes for me, her smile growing softer. “Some things come natural, Dolly. Like breathing. Like feeling.” She steps closer, her height allowing her to look down at me with those gray eyes. “And right now, I feel like I’ve been waiting to kiss you since the moment I walked into this saloon.”

My breath catches in my throat as she leans down, pausing just before our lips meet. I can smell the faint scent of leather and pine on her skin, feel the warmth radiating from her body.

“May I?” she whispers, her breath ghosting across my lips.

I answer by closing the distance between us, pressing my mouth to hers. The moment our lips touch, a wave of warmth rushes through me unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. Her lips are softer than I imagined, moving against mine with gentle confidence that makes my knees weak.

Loretta’s hand slides to cup my face, her thumb caressing my cheek as she deepens the kiss. There’s no rush in her movements, no desperate grabbing or pushing. Just the tender press of her mouth against mine, the gentle sweep of her tongue seeking permission that I eagerly grant.

I melt against her, my hands finding purchase on her shoulders as she guides me backward until I feel the edge of my small bed against the backs of my knees. Everything about her touch feels right in ways I never knew were possible. Strong yet gentle, confident yet asking.

When we finally part for breath, I’m trembling. Loretta’s eyes search mine, a question in their depths.

“You alright?” she asks softly.

“Yes,” I whisper, surprised by the certainty in my voice. “More than alright.”

Her smile returns, illuminating her face. “You’re shaking.”

“I can’t help it,” I admit. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

Loretta brushes her thumb across my bottom lip. “Like what?”

“Like…” I search for the words. “Like I’m finally awake after being asleep my whole life.”

She kisses me again, softer this time, and I feel tears prick the corners of my eyes. How could something that feels this pure, this right, be condemned by the world outside this room? How could anyone look at the tenderness in Loretta’s touch and call it sinful?

“Don’t think,” she whispers against my lips, as if reading my thoughts. “Just feel.”

Her hands move to my shoulders, gently massaging before sliding down my arms. There’s reverence in her touch that makes me feel treasured, not just desired. When her fingers find the laces of my bodice, she pauses, seeking permission with her eyes.

I nod, unable to find my voice as she begins to loosen the tight garment that’s confined me all day. With each tug of the laces, I feel myself becoming more free, not just from the restrictive clothing but from a thousand invisible constraints I’ve worn all my life. As the bodice finally loosens enough to slip down my shoulders, I shiver; not from cold, but from the intensity of Loretta’s gaze as it follows the descent of the fabric.

“You’re so beautiful,” she breathes, her eyes drinking me in with a raw appreciation.

I stand before her in just my chemise, feeling more exposed than if I were completely naked. It’s not my body that feels bare, but my soul. Loretta sees me, really sees me, in a way no one ever has before.

She reaches out, her work-roughened fingertips tracing the curve of my collarbone with such delicate precision that goosebumps rise across my skin.

She slowly slides the strap of my chemise down my shoulder. The fabric falls away, revealing my breast to the cool night air. I resist the urge to cover myself, instead watching her face as she takes me in.

Her palm cups my breast, so warm against my skin that I gasp. Her thumb brushes across my nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure through me that makes my legs tremble.

Loretta’s touch is gentle yet commanding. I shudder as her head dips lower, her mouth replacing her fingers on my breast. The sensation of her warm, wet tongue circling my nipple sends a shock through my entire body.

“Oh Lord,” I gasp, my fingers threading through her short hair.

She looks up at me, her eyes dark with desire, before returning her attention to my breast. Her tongue flicks across the sensitive peak before she takes it fully into her mouth, sucking gently. The pleasure of it makes my knees buckle.

“Sit,” she says gently, guiding me to perch on the edge of the bed.

Loretta kneels before me, looking up with those clear gray eyes. There’s something almost worshipful in her gaze that makes my heart ache with emotions I can’t name.

“I want to taste you,” she says, her hands sliding further up my thighs. “Will you let me put my mouth on you, Dolly?”

My breath catches. “There?” The very thought makes me dizzy with forbidden excitement.

“Yes, there,” she confirms, her fingers reaching the edge of my drawers. “Right on your sweet honey pot. I want to lick you until you cry out.”

I’ve never heard such filthy talk from anyone, let alone directed at me, yet it makes me ache with need. I nod, unable to speak, and lift my hips as she tugs my drawers down my legs.

Her hands slide up my calves, bringing my skirts with them. I should feel scandalized, I’ve never let anyone see me this way, but all I feel is a burning anticipation as her palms glide over my stockings to the bare skin above.

“So soft,” she murmurs, leaning forward to press her lips against my inner knee.

I bite my lip to stifle a moan as her mouth travels higher, leaving a trail of kisses along my inner thigh. Her hands push my skirts up around my waist, exposing me completely to her gaze.

“Beautiful,” she says again, looking up at me with such desire that it steals my breath.

When her mouth finds the most intimate part of me, I have to clap a hand over my own mouth to keep from crying out. The pleasure is so intense, so immediate that tears spring to my eyes. Loretta’s tongue moves against me with deliberate precision, as if she’s memorizing every part of me.

I fall back onto my elbows, unable to remain upright as pleasure washes over me. Her tongue explores parts of me I’ve barely touched myself, finding places I didn’t know could feel so divine. I’ve never known such sensations existed, my body responding in ways that make me tremble and gasp.

“Oh Lord,” I whimper, forgetting to stay quiet as her tongue circles that sensitive little bud at my center. My thighs begin to quiver uncontrollably.

Loretta glances up, her eyes locking with mine as she continues her intimate caress. “Hush now,” she whispers against me, her breath hot against my wetness. “These walls are thin as paper.”

I bite my lip hard enough to taste blood, desperate to contain the sounds threatening to escape. Her hands grip my thighs firmly, holding me open to her exploring mouth. When she sucks gently on that tender nub, stars explode behind my eyelids.

“That’s it,” she murmurs, her voice husky with desire. “Let me taste your honey, darlin’.”

Her crude words should shock me, but instead they send another wave of heat through my belly. I’m dripping for her; I can feel my own wetness against her chin as she devours me like a starving woman at a feast.

“I’ve never—” I gasp, my hips rising involuntarily to meet her mouth.

Loretta slides one hand up my inner thigh, her calloused fingertips a delicious contrast to the softness of her tongue. “Never had someone kiss you here?” she asks, pausing only long enough to speak before returning to her sweet torture.

“Never felt anything like this,” I admit, my voice barely a whisper.

She hums against me, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure through my core. Then I feel her finger circling my entrance, teasing and gentle.

“May I?” she asks, looking up at me with those intense gray eyes.

I nod frantically, beyond words now. When she slides a finger inside me, I have to stuff my knuckles into my mouth to keep from crying out. The sensation of being filled while her tongue continues its relentless attention to that sensitive pearl is overwhelming.

“So tight and soft,” she groans, adding a second finger with careful slowness.

Her fingers curl inside me, finding a spot that makes my back arch off the bed. I’m panting now, sweat beading on my forehead as something builds within me, a tension coiling tighter and tighter like a spring about to snap.

Loretta suddenly pulls her mouth away, leaving me aching and desperate. I’m panting, my thighs trembling as she focuses solely on her fingers inside me.

“I want to see your face,” she murmurs, moving up my body until she’s hovering over me, her fingers still buried deep inside me.

I gasp as she begins to thrust those fingers with more purpose. The sound is obscene. Wet, slick noises that fill the quiet room as my body responds to her touch.

“Listen to how wet you are for me,” Loretta whispers, her face inches from mine. “Your dripping like honey, Dolly. So sweet and eager.”

My cheeks burn at her filthy talk, but my hips rise to meet each thrust of her fingers. I’ve never heard such words spoken aloud, especially not in a lady’s bedchamber, yet they inflame me beyond reason.

“That’s it,” she encourages, curling her fingers inside me in a way that makes my eyes roll back. “Take what you need, darlin’.”

The slapping sounds grow louder as my wetness increases, my body opening to her like a flower to the sun. Each thrust of her fingers sends jolts of pleasure up my spine until I’m writhing beneath her.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” Loretta says, her voice tender despite her crude actions. “All flushed and wanting. Your pretty slit sucking my fingers in like it never wants to let go.”

I bite down on my lip, mortified by how much her dirty talk excites me. “Please,” I whimper, not even sure what I’m begging for.

“Please what, sweet girl?” She slows her movements, making me whine with frustration. “Tell me what you want.”

“Don’t stop,” I plead, my hands clutching at her shoulders. “Please don’t stop.”

Loretta smiles, a predatory gleam in her eyes as she resumes her rhythm, faster now. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Not when you’re squeezing my fingers so tight.”

The lewd, wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of me should scandalize me, but instead, they fuel the fire building low in my belly. Each thrust pushes me closer to something I’ve never experienced before.

“Oh Lord,” I gasp as her thumb finds that sensitive nub again, circling it in time with her thrusting fingers.

“That’s it,” she whispers, her voice husky in my ear. “Let it come, darlin’.”

The pleasure builds like nothing I’ve ever felt before, a tightening deep inside that grows with each thrust of her fingers. My back arches off the bed as the feeling crests, and suddenly I’m falling, drowning, flying all at once. My entire body convulses as waves of ecstasy crash through me, so powerful I have to bite down on my pillow to keep from screaming the whole saloon awake.

“Good girl,” Loretta murmurs, her fingers still moving inside me but gentler now, drawing out each pulse of pleasure that ripples through me. “That’s it, let it all out.”

I’m shaking, trembling like a leaf in a storm as the sensations roll through me. My thighs clamp around her hand, but she doesn’t stop, she keeps stroking that spot inside me that makes stars burst behind my eyes. I’ve never felt anything so intense in all my life.

“I can’t—I can’t—” I gasp, tears springing to my eyes from the overwhelming pleasure.

“Yes, you can,” she soothes, slowing her movements but not stopping entirely. “Your body knows what it needs. Just breathe through it.”

I clutch at her shoulders, my fingernails digging into the rough fabric of her shirt as aftershocks continue to pulse through me. Her fingers move so gently now, coaxing rather than demanding, easing me down from the heights she’s sent me to.

“So perfect,” she whispers, pressing soft kisses to my throat. “You’re a natural, Dolly.”


Chapter 4

My breathing gradually slows, though my heart still pounds like a stampede in my chest. When Loretta finally slides her fingers from inside me, I let out a whimper. She brings those glistening fingers to her lips and sucks them clean, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Sweeter than anything I’ve ever tasted,” she says with a smile that makes me blush furiously.

I turn on my side to face her, suddenly aware that she remains fully clothed while I’m half-naked and disheveled. “What about you?” I ask shyly. “Don’t you want…?”

Loretta’s eyes widen with surprise, a slow smile spreading across her face. “That’s mighty thoughtful of you to ask,” she says, her voice low and gentle. “But don’t feel you have to.”

“I want to,” I whisper, my voice stronger than I expected. “I just… I don’t know how.”

“Only if you’re certain,” she says, reaching out to brush her thumb across my cheek. “Nothing would please me more, but I don’t expect it.”

I sit up and reach for the buttons of her vest with trembling fingers. “Show me,” I say, fumbling with the first button. “Show me how to please you.”

My inexperienced fingers work slowly down the vest and then the front of her shirt, revealing inch by inch of tanned skin beneath. Unlike me, she wears no corset, just a tight band of fabric wrapped around her chest. As I push the shirt from her shoulders, I’m struck by the lean strength in her arms, the subtle curves that her men’s clothing disguises.

“You can touch me,” she says, taking my hand and guiding it to the binding around her breasts. “Help me get this off.”

I find the end of the fabric and begin unwinding it, each rotation revealing more of her small, firm breasts. They’re smaller than mine but perfectly formed, with dark nipples that stand at attention in the cool night air.

“You’re beautiful,” I whisper, echoing her earlier words.

Loretta laughs softly. “Not many would say that about me.”

“Then they’re blind,” I declare, leaning forward to press my lips to the curve of her shoulder. Her skin tastes of salt. I trail kisses down to the swell of her breast, mimicking what she did to me earlier.

When my lips close around her nipple, she inhales sharply, her hand coming up to cradle the back of my head. “That’s it,” she encourages. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, I suck harder, swirling my tongue around the stiff peak as her fingers tangle in my hair. The soft sounds she makes, little gasps and sighs, fill me with a newfound confidence.

My hands move to the waistband of her trousers, fumbling with the buttons there. Loretta helps me, guiding my fingers until her pants loosen. She stands and kicks off her boots and pushes her pants off, revealing long, muscular legs and, between them, a thatch of dark curls.

I slide from the bed to my knees before her, my skirts billowing around me on the wooden floor. Looking up at Loretta standing there, so powerful and confident, something within me stirs; a desire to worship her, to please her as thoroughly as she’s pleased me. There’s a rightness to being here on my knees before her.

“Is this alright?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper as I gaze up at her.

“Lord have mercy,” Loretta breathes, her eyes darkening as she looks down at me. “You’re a vision, Dolly.”

Her hand reaches down to stroke my cheek, then slides into my hair, cradling the back of my head with surprising tenderness. With her other hand, she parts herself, revealing the glistening pink flesh between her thighs. I’ve never seen another woman like this before. So open, so vulnerable.

“See this?” she whispers, her finger circling a small, swollen bud nestled in her lower lips. “This is where the pleasure lives. Like a little pearl.” She strokes it slowly, her breath stuttering. “Use your tongue here, nice and gentle.”

I lean forward hesitantly, inhaling her musky scent. It’s earthy and rich, nothing like the perfumed soap I use. Something primal stirs within me at that smell, a hunger I never knew I possessed.

My first tentative lick makes her gasp. The taste surprises me. Tangy and salt-sweet, like nothing I’ve ever experienced. I press my face closer, letting my tongue explore her flesh as she guides me with soft words and gentle pressure on the back of my head.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky with desire. “Right there, darlin’. Nice and slow.”

I follow her instructions, circling my tongue around that sensitive bud, learning what makes her breath stop and her thighs tremble. Her fingers tighten in my hair when I find a rhythm that pleases her.

“You’re a natural,” she murmurs, her hips beginning to rock gently against my mouth.

Her praise emboldens me. I grasp her thighs to steady myself, feeling the powerful muscles there tense under my fingers. My tongue explores every inch of her, delighting in the way she responds to different pressures and patterns.

I grow more confident with each stroke of my tongue, savoring the taste of her. My inexperienced mouth works eagerly against her wet flesh.

“Just like that,” Loretta whispers, her voice hoarse with desire. “You’re doing so well, Dolly.”

As I explore her with my mouth, she suddenly shifts, placing one foot on the edge of my bed. The movement spreads her wider before me, giving me better access to her dripping slit. I moan against her flesh, overwhelmed by the intimacy of this position—her standing powerful above me, opening herself completely to my eager mouth.

I grow bolder, circling my tongue around that sensitive pearl before sucking gently. Loretta’s hips buck against my face, her wetness coating my chin. The taste of her drives me wild with desire. Wanting to please her even more, I reach up, intending to slide my fingers inside her the way she did to me.

Loretta catches my wrist gently but firmly.

“No, sweet girl,” she says, her voice tender despite her grip. “I don’t need that.”

I pull back, looking up at her with confusion. “Did I do something wrong?”

She strokes my cheek, her thumb wiping away her own wetness from my chin. “Not at all. You’re perfect.” She smiles down at me, her eyes soft with affection. “Some women don’t need to be filled to find their pleasure. I prefer to do the filling, not receive it.”

“Oh,” I whisper, understanding dawning. “I didn’t know.”

“There’s many ways to pleasure a woman,” she says, her fingers tangling in my hair. “What you’re doing with that pretty mouth is just fine.”

I nod, oddly relieved. “Show me how to please you, then.”

“Just keep using your tongue right on that little button,” she instructs, guiding my head back between her thighs. “Nice and steady.”

I return to my task with renewed enthusiasm, focusing my attention on that swollen bud. I lap at it with the flat of my tongue, then circle it, varying pressure and speed until I find a rhythm that makes Loretta’s breath come in sharp gasps.

Her fingers tighten in my hair, holding me firmly against her. The slight pain of her grip only heightens my own arousal. I feel powerful knowing I can bring this strong woman pleasure with nothing but my mouth.

“That’s it,” she groans, her hips rocking more insistently against my face. “Right there, don’t stop.”

I hold steady, maintaining the pressure and rhythm that seems to please her most. Her thighs begin to tremble on either side of my head, her breathing growing ragged. I grip her hips.

Loretta’s grip on my hair tightens as her hips begin to rock faster against my face. The movement is no longer gentle; she’s using my mouth with purpose now, grinding her wet flesh against my tongue with increasing urgency. I should feel used, perhaps even degraded, but instead a thrill runs through me. There’s something intoxicating about being on my knees, serving her pleasure this way.

“That’s it, sweet girl,” she growls above me, her voice deeper than before. “Let me use that pretty mouth. You’re made for this.”

I moan against her flesh, the vibration making her gasp. My hands grip her powerful thighs, feeling the muscles flex beneath my fingers as she rocks against me. There’s something magnificent about her taking what she needs from me, about the way she holds me in place while she pursues her pleasure.

“You like that, don’t you?” Loretta pants, looking down at me with dark, heavy-lidded eyes. “Being on your knees for me. Letting me fuck that sweet mouth of yours.”

Her crude language should shock me, but instead it sends a fresh wave of heat between my own thighs. I’ve never heard a woman speak such filthy words, yet in Loretta’s husky voice, they sound like poetry.

“Answer me, Dolly,” she demands, tugging my hair just enough to pull my mouth away from her wetness. “Tell me you like it.”

“I do,” I whisper, my voice hoarse and unfamiliar to my own ears. “I love it.”

A slow, satisfied smile spreads across her face. “I knew you would. Now be a good girl and put that tongue back where it belongs.”

I eagerly comply, pressing my face between her thighs once more. Her taste is stronger now, her arousal evident in the slickness that coats my chin and cheeks. I focus my attention on that sensitive pearl, circling it with my tongue before flicking across it rapidly.

“Christ Almighty,” Loretta hisses, her foot shifting on the edge of the bed as she widens her stance further. “Just like that, darlin’. Don’t you dare stop.”

Her words send a surge of pride through me. I’m doing this to her—me, Dolly, who’s never touched another person intimately before tonight. I’m making this strong, confident woman tremble and curse with nothing but my inexperienced mouth.

“Look at me,” Loretta commands, her voice strained.

I raise my eyes without stopping my ministrations.

The moment our eyes lock, something electric passes between us. Her gaze holds mine with such intensity that I couldn’t look away if I wanted to. My tongue continues its worship, circling and flicking that sensitive pearl as her thighs begin to tremble harder against my cheeks.

“Don’t look away,” she commands, her voice husky and strained. “I want to see those pretty eyes when you make me spend.”

I moan against her flesh, never breaking our gaze though my cheeks burn with the intimacy of it. There’s something profoundly vulnerable about watching someone’s face as pleasure overtakes them, almost more intimate than any physical act.

I’ve never felt so wanted, so appreciated. My tongue works faster, more insistent now, desperate to bring her to the heights she showed me.

“Oh lord,” she gasps, her fingers tightening painfully in my hair. “I’m close, darlin’. Don’t you dare stop. Don’t you dare look away.”

It’s a struggle to maintain eye contact as she grinds harder against my face, but something in her gaze holds me captive. I see everything there. Her desire, her vulnerability, her strength. My jaw aches, my knees burn against the hard floor, but nothing could make me stop now.

“That’s it,” she growls, her voice dropping to a register I haven’t heard before. “Right there. Right—oh, sweet Jesus!”

Her body goes rigid, thighs clamping around my head like a vise as she begins to shudder. Still, our eyes remain locked as waves of pleasure crash through her. I watch in awe as her face transforms. Her eyes glazing over, lips parting on a silent cry, cheeks flushing crimson. Yet somehow, through it all, she maintains that connection between us, forcing herself to keep looking into my eyes even as her body convulses.

“Don’t stop,” she gasps, her voice breaking. “Keep going, just like that.”

I obey, continuing to work my tongue against her quivering flesh as she rides out her pleasure. Her wetness floods my mouth, the taste of her arousal stronger now as she spends against my tongue.

“Sweet Lord,” she moans, her hips jerking uncontrollably now. “You’re going to kill me, girl.”

Only when the last tremor subsides does she finally release her grip on my hair, allowing me to pull back slightly. Her chest heaves with exertion, a fine sheen of sweat glistening on her skin in the dim lamplight. She looks magnificent; powerful and somehow even more vulnerable than before.

“Come here,” she says, reaching down to help me to my feet.

My knees ache from the hard floor, my jaw sore from its unfamiliar exertions. But there’s a deep satisfaction coursing through me that outweighs any discomfort. Loretta pulls me against her naked body, her arms wrapping around me with surprising tenderness.

“You’re something else, Dolly,” she murmurs against my hair. “A natural.”

I feel myself blush at the compliment, hiding my face against her shoulder. “I just did what felt right.”

“And it was perfect.” She tilts my chin up, studying my face. “Look at you, all flushed and pretty with me on your lips.”

Her thumb brushes across my mouth, and I daringly flick my tongue out to taste her once more. Her eyes darken at the gesture.

“Careful now,” she warns with a smile. “Or we’ll be starting all over again.”

“Would that be so terrible?” I ask, feeling bolder than I ever have before.

Loretta laughs, the sound rich and warm. “Not terrible at all, but you’ll be sore enough tomorrow as it is.” She presses a soft kiss to my forehead. “Besides, I plan on getting a few hours’ sleep. The boys will be wondering where I disappeared to.”

Reality crashes back like a bucket of cold water. Outside this room, the world continues. A world where what we’ve just done would be met with condemnation.

“Will you come back?” I ask, hating the vulnerability in my voice.

Loretta’s expression softens. “We’ll be in town three more days before heading back to the ranch.” Her fingers trace the curve of my cheek. “I’d like nothing more than to spend each night just like this.”

Relief floods through me. “I’d like that too.”

She begins gathering her scattered clothes, moving with the same easy confidence whether dressed or naked. I watch from the bed as she binds her breasts, pulls on her trousers, buttons her shirt. With each piece of clothing, she transforms back into the rancher who walked into the saloon, her vulnerability hidden away beneath layers of denim and leather.

“What happens after you leave town?” I dare to ask as she pulls on her boots.

Loretta pauses, glancing up at me with those steady gray eyes. “That depends on you, Dolly.”

“On me?”

She nods, sitting beside me on the bed. “The Twin Spurs is always looking for good help. And I’ve got a cabin of my own, far enough from the main house that no one would disturb us.” She takes my hand, her calloused fingers gentle against mine. “You could come with me, if you wanted.”

My heart races at the suggestion. Leave the saloon? Leave everything I’ve known to follow this woman I’ve just met? The idea is as terrifying as it is thrilling.

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I stammer, overwhelmed by the offer.

Loretta squeezes my hand. “You don’t have to answer now. Think on it while I’m in town.” She stands, settling her hat on her head with practiced ease. “It’s hard work, ranching. Not like serving drinks. Your hands would callus, your skin would tan.” Her eyes travel over me appreciatively. “But you’d be free. No men grabbing at you. Just open sky and honest work.”

“And you?” I ask softly.

A slow smile spreads across her face. “And me. Every night.”

The promise in those words makes my heart flutter wildly in my chest.

She leans down to kiss me one last time, her lips gentle against mine. I taste myself on her mouth, a strangely intimate reminder of what we’ve shared.

“Sleep well, Dolly,” she whispers. “I’ll be back tomorrow night.”

I watch as she slips from my room, closing the door quietly behind her. The space feels emptier without her presence, though her scent lingers on my sheets and on my skin.

I lie back on my bed, staring up at the water-stained ceiling. My body aches pleasantly in places I never knew could ache. My mind races with possibilities I never dared imagine before tonight.

Leave with Loretta? Trade this smoky saloon for open skies and honest work? Trade leering men for her strong hands and gentle mouth?

For the first time in my life, I allow myself to want something more than mere survival. I close my eyes, her scent still clinging to my pillow, and dream of leather and pine, of gray eyes and calloused hands, of freedom beneath endless Western skies.
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Lucy is newly out and painfully inexperienced, armed with nothing but shaky courage and a rumor about an underground lesbian sex dungeon. One step inside and she is swallowed by a world she never imagined. Bodies everywhere. Heat everywhere. Beautiful women and nonbinary folk of every shape and vibe pulling her deeper into her fantasy come-to-life.

When a gorgeous, intimidating stranger zeroes in on her, Lucy panics and flees into the arms of a butch and her femme lover, a dom and sub whose dynamic leaves Lucy reeling before they ever touch her. They take their time breaking her in, showing her exactly what she has been missing.
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Every year, Billie hits the slopes with her three longtime best friends. She’s used to being “one of the guys,” the tomboy in the group who never quite fits the mold. But this year, Andy ruins the vibe by bringing along his new girlfriend, Marcy: gorgeous, polished, and cruel in that effortless way.

When the guys leave for an early morning on the mountain, Billie’s stuck alone in the cabin with her tormentor. The tension snaps fast when Marcy’s biting words spark an argument that turns into something else entirely. Something raw, confusing, and far too good to stop.
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Shy, small-town Amy has been secretly crushing on the cool, tattooed punk girl in her building for weeks, convinced someone like Gwen would never notice her. Gwen has noticed, and she’s determined to not let Amy hide from what she so desperately wants anymore.

Alone in the cramped, dimly lit elevator with her crush, Amy is confronted by everything she’s ever wanted and needed but was too scared to admit. Will she play it safe? Or give in to the heat building between them?
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