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Hazel looked
around the bedroom. It was big, but then again, her uncle’s ranch
house was big. The bed looked comfortable and wide. In fact, she
thought it was even bigger than her bed back home in New York.

Her luggage,
dusty from her ride in on the stagecoach, looked out of place set
against the antique furniture.

Straightening
out a few ruffles on the bodice of her dress, she sat on the foot
of the bed.

“Swell...” she
said to no one but herself.

“You brought
this on yourself, missy.”

Hazel started,
her hands clutching over her heart. Her uncle, David, stood in the
doorway. He had his wide-brimmed hat gripped against his chest, and
a toothpick bobbed at one corner of his mouth as he chewed on
it.

“Weren’t very
nice of you, disobeying your father and carrying on with that young
man,” Uncle David continued, leaning against the doorframe.

“I’m a woman
grown, uncle,” Hazel began.

“Just ‘cause
you’re not a teenager no more don’t mean you’re an adult,” David
said, silencing her.

Hazel opened
her mouth, then choked the words she wanted to say to him back down
her throat. There was no use. Her father had won. She was stuck out
on some godforsaken ranch in the frontier.

“Look here,
young lady, I know folks are soft back east. I know it’s made your
daddy soft. But I’m not. You do as you’re told, got that?”

Hazel couldn’t
seem to make her gaze leave her feet. She nodded sullenly.

“Plenty of good
young men ‘round here. Don’t you worry, I’ll have you fixed up good
and proper with one of ‘em before long. Pretty thing like you’ll
get snatched up quick,” David said.

She could feel
his eyes on her, waiting for her to look up and meet them. When she
didn’t, he sighed and left.

When the
housekeeper called that supper was ready, she didn’t go down. She
wasn’t hungry. Instead, she pulled her shoes back on and crept out
the back door.

Long shadows
from the setting sun crept across the ground, cast by the barn and
a few other smaller outbuildings.

That’s when she
saw them. There were two men, both with broad hats and boots with
silver spurs on them. They made their way to the barn, casting
furtive glances over their shoulders.

Getting the
feeling that she shouldn’t be seeing this, Hazel ducked around the
corner of the ranch house. Peering around, she watched as they
opened the barn door a crack, slipped through, and closed it behind
them.

Even from that
distance, they’d seemed handsome men. Maybe even as handsome as the
boy she’d left back in New York. The one her father had caught her
with in her bedroom.

She felt her
cheeks heat as the memory rushed back to her. She’d been in her
nightgown, sprawled on her bed reading a book in the lamplight.

As soon as he’d
crawled in through the window, he’d pulled her close and kissed
her. She thought of the way he’d gripped her bottom, squeezing the
firm flesh through her gown.

When he’d
pushed her down on the bed, all she remembered was thinking about
the heat. It had risen suddenly between her legs, along with a
sensation of wetness.

He’d been
kissing the inside of her thighs, his lips hot and moist on her
body, when her father burst into the room, pistol in hand.

The next day,
her father had her on a train headed out west.

Swallowing at
the lump in her throat, Hazel stepped away from the ranch house.
She walked over to the barn. When she got there, she glanced back
at the house. No one saw her.

A horse
whinnied, then. She took a step back, a shock of fright speeding
her heart. Then she heard the laugh. It was a man’s.

“So eager...”
Hazel thought she heard.

Whatever was
going on in there had to be better than getting a lecture from her
uncle at the supper table about winning the heart of some cattle
baron.

Taking one more
glance to make sure no one saw, she pushed at the door. It was
heavy. Gritting her teeth, she pushed harder. Finally, the door
slid open about a foot. Through that space, she saw a small light
flickering in the darkness near the back.

There was more
laughter as she stepped through. Biting her bottom lip, she closed
the door as quietly as she could. The straw all over the floor
softened her footsteps.

The light came
from a small loft near the back of the cavernous interior of the
barn. Hazel found a ladder and stepped onto it.

“Be quiet! If
the old man finds us, we’ll be out of a job,” one man hissed.

Hazel heard a
zipper get pulled down, along with a small, happy gasp. For reasons
she couldn’t explain, that same heat from the bedroom arose again
between her legs. She squirmed a little on the ladder as she
listened.

“Jobs? We’ll be
lucky if he doesn’t round up a posse to lynch us,” the second man
said.

Lynch?
Hazel thought. Just what in heaven are they doing up there that
deserves a lynching?

She tried not
to breathe as she slowly went up each rung of the ladder.

Reaching the
top, she grabbed onto the edge of the loft and poked her head
up.

The two men
held each other, kissing. Both of their hats were on the floor,
along with a great deal of their clothes. One man had his hand down
the front of the other man’s jeans. From the way his arm moved, she
thought he must have been stroking something long.

“Oh!” Hazel
said.

If her mind
didn’t know how to react, her body seemed to. Her cheeks flushed
red, and she breathed faster. The feeling of being wet, in a
pleasant way, came from between her legs.

“The hell?” The
man being stroked broke the kiss and looked over his shoulder at
her.

Hazel squealed
and fell back. The ladder came away from the wall as she grasped
it.

The man leapt,
landing on his stomach hard enough to send the air shooting from
his lungs. He managed to grab one of the posts of the ladder and
pulled it back against the loft.

“You got it,
Logan?” The man still standing asked.

“Yeah, she’s
all right, Carter,” Logan replied.

Logan, still
holding one side of the ladder, pushed himself into a crouch. Bits
of hay and straw clung to his bare chest and stomach. He offered
Hazel one hand.

“You are okay,
right?” Logan said.

Hazel took his
hand and he hauled her up onto the loft with them. Hazel knew she
was rather petite and light, but Logan had pulled her up as though
she weighed as much as a pillow.

“Yes, I am.
Thank you, sir,” she said.

She hoped they
couldn’t make out her furious blush in the dim light from the lamp.
Logan seemed to have forgotten that his jeans were undone. There
was a bulge down there in his smallclothes. Just glancing at it
made Hazel feel wetter.

Carter cleared
his throat. The other two looked at him. His eyes were wide, and
Hazel knew he was frightened.

“She’s seen us,
Logan. She knows.”

Logan looked at
Hazel. His eyes narrowed in suspicion. “I know who you are. You’re
the boss’s niece.”

“Damn it!”
Carter said, putting his hands on his hips, “We’re done for. She’s
gonna tell him. Oh Logan, we’re gonna get lynched!”

Logan held up
one hand, trying to quiet his lover. “Calm down, boy,” he looked at
Hazel, then, and said, “Now, are you gonna tell your uncle what you
saw just now?”

Hazel looked
from one to the other. They were both quite handsome, with the firm
muscles of their bodies and their sharp-featured faces. She liked
the way they’d been kissing and touching.

“No,” she
said.

Both men
sighed, their shoulders slumping with relief.

“That is, if
you do as I ask,” Hazel said, smiling sweetly at them.

Her nipples had
puckered, and something inside urged her to run her hands over her
wet little sex. She fought back against the urge. Not yet,
she admonished herself.

“What’s it you
want us to do?” Logan said.

Carter took a
step forward. He looked desperate with his eyes wide and his hands
splayed out. “Just tell us, girl. We’ll do anything!”

“Kiss,” she
said.

Logan looked
angry. “You see here, this ain’t no show.”

“Kiss each
other, or I’ll go get my uncle right this instant.”

Carter put his
hand on Logan’s bare shoulder. Logan turned to face his lover.

“Come on, man,
just do it. What’s it going to hurt? We were doin’ it anyways...”
Carter said.

Logan tried to
protest again. Carter grabbed him by the face and mashed their lips
together. Logan struggled for a moment, his hands tightening into
fists. Then his arms circled Carter’s body and pulled the other man
closer.

Hazel watched
as the men grew more passionate. She gasped when they felt each
other’s bodies. She smiled.

This would
serve her father right for sending her to this place.

They didn’t
need her urging to take things farther. They stripped what little
remained of their clothes off until they each held the other’s
naked body. Hazel could see their hard members. The long shafts
pointed up, trapped between their muscular bodies.

Carter reached
down and started stroking Logan’s cock. Hazel gasped as she watched
the skin on the cowboy’s shaft move back and forth with the
tightness of Carter’s grip.

The desire to
feel how wet she was returned, stronger than before. It demanded
she put her fingers there.

Neither man
noticed as she peeled off her travel dress, her shoes and
stockings. Neither noticed as she pulled off her smallclothes and
her firm breasts with their stiff nipples bounced free.

Spreading her
legs apart, she pushed her fingers down over her mound. She hissed
as she felt how warm the pink lips of her sex felt. Parting them,
she put one finger into her slit. Her finger met wetness, so much
wetness.

She also found
her clit, already erect. When her fingertip passed over it, she
sucked in a breath. It felt so good.

Is that what
all the men wanted her not to find out? They didn’t want women to
know how good it felt to have something touching them there.

If it feels
that good on the outside, what’s it like to have something in
me? Hazel wondered. The tip of her finger pushed into her
tight, sopping hole as she watched Carter get on his knees in front
of Logan.

Logan held the
sides of Carter’s head and guided Carter’s open mouth down over his
shaft. Carter’s lips stretched out over Logan’s girth, and he made
a gagging noise as Logan slid inch after inch into that warm, wet
place.

Hazel wondered
what it would feel like to have Logan’s hard cock in her, parting
the lips of her pussy and stretching out those slick walls
inside.

She pushed her
finger into her sex up to the second knuckle. It felt good to
stroke the walls. Then her walls clamped down around her finger.
She nearly fell off the loft as a surge of pleasure moved through
her body from her sex.

 

Carter’s cheeks
pulled in as he began sucking on Logan’s cock. Logan let go of
Carter’s head, letting his hands ball into fists as he stared down.
Carter began stroking Logan’s shaft as he sucked, using the saliva
he’d left behind to let his fingers move more easily.

Hazel had to
know what that hard cock felt like. She pulled her finger out of
herself. It was soaked in the clear juices from her little
pussy.

Walking up
behind Logan, she pressed her lips into the wide and muscular cleft
between his shoulder blades. She wrapped her arms around his body,
letting her hands lie flat on his stomach to feel the little dips
between his abdominal muscles.

She ran her
lips across her shoulder blades. The wetness and heat between her
legs increased as she felt his muscles flex at her touch.

Her body
trembling, she moved her hands lower and lower down his stomach.
Finally, they met Carter’s fingers, wrapped around Logan’s shaft.
When Carter felt her touch, he let go.

Quivering with
excitement, she grasped Logan’s shaft with both hands. He felt
almost as hot there as her sex had when she’d touched it.

Logan began
thrusting his hips. She gasped as she felt the skin on his shaft
move as she held him tight. The cheeks of his ass flexed against
her hips as he moved back and forth.

“Such a pretty
little lady...” Logan said.

He put his arms
behind himself, wrapping them around the small of Hazel’s back. He
slid his grip down so that he held her trembling bottom. Squeezing
her cheeks, he ground her hips against him.

Hazel watched
as goosebumps formed on her breasts, in her cleavage, as she
pressed her body against Logan’s. She stroked him faster, squeezed
his shaft more tightly as she did. She could hear Carter slurping
and licking as he sucked on the other side where she couldn’t
see.

They all seemed
to break out in sweat at once. It was as if the temperature inside
the barn had doubled in a few moments.

“It feels so
hard and thick. I didn’t think they would be so hard...” Hazel
said.

She let her
fingertips slide over the wet flesh of Logan’s cock. Again, the
thought of having something that hard and big inside of her little
pussy made her tremble. More wetness came out of her, and she
shivered against Logan’s back.

“I think this
one here’s a virgin, Carter,” Logan said.

The sounds of
sucking stopped. Carter stood. Logan gently grabbed Hazel’s hands
and pulled them from his cock. He turned to face her.

Hazel’s eyes
widened as she looked at both of the naked men standing in front of
her. Logan’s shaft glistened, dripping with Carter’s saliva. There
was a small bead of pearly liquid at the tip of Carter’s member. As
they looked on her own nakedness, she noticed both of their cocks
flex a little, releasing even more of the clear liquid.

“You come on
over here, missy,” Carter said.

He held out his
hand. Hazel accepted it. She could feel the strength in those
fingers as Carter led her over to a pile of loose hay.

Carter reclined
on the hay, spreading his legs apart a bit. Still holding her hand,
he pulled her down onto her knees in between his legs. Hazel
brushed some strands of hair out of her face and back behind her
ear.

She couldn’t
keep her eyes from his member. It looked so big.

“Put your hands
on it, like you did with Logan,” Carter said.

She did. Carter
gritted his teeth for a moment, and she felt the shaft throb in her
fingers.

“Go on and kiss
it,” Carter said.

Crouching down
lower, putting one hand on his firm stomach for support, Hazel
leaned over him. Her hair fell back down, surrounding his member in
a curtain of it. She put her lips to the tip, getting them wet with
the liquid. She tasted its saltiness. As her lips moved, more of
the stuff came out of Carter.

“Yeah, that’s
it...” Carter said.

He put his hand
on the back of Hazel’s head and pushed. The head of his cock forced
Hazel’s mouth open. She made her lips into a tight ring around his
bulging shaft as he slid in through them.

She made a
noise as he pushed more of himself into her mouth, holding her head
down.

When she began
stroking him as she sucked, he began making noises himself.

Hazel had
completely forgotten about Logan until he grabbed her from behind.
He put his hands on her hips, right where they flared out above her
bottom. He pulled at her, making her put her ass higher into the
air.

She didn’t know
what was going on. She didn’t care. She’d never felt anything so
good. The wetness in her pussy had seeped out and ran down her
thighs. Her entire body trembled with an energy she’d never before
experienced.

It can’t get
any better than this, something said in her mind. She pushed
her lips farther down Carter’s shaft, wanting more of it in her.
She liked the way it pulsed and throbbed against her tongue.

Then something
big bumped against her sex. It moved up and down her wet slit,
collecting the moisture. When it found her hole, it stopped there.
It was Logan, she realized. He was going to take her, right then
and there. She could feel the heat from his member soaking into her
body.

When he pushed,
she flinched. It hurt. Her pussy stretched open around him as he
sank his cock into her. She flinched, her forehead wrinkling.

Trying to
lessen the sensation, she sucked harder and faster on Carter. He
groaned, putting one hand over his eyes, as though watching her
lips around him was too much.

“Come on, girl,
you can do it,” Logan said.

He pulled on
her hips. She moaned as he slid deeper into her. It was amazing.
She could feel his bare shaft against her walls, could feel the
bulges as they moved against her slick flesh.

Grunting, Logan
urged his thick member deeper into her tight little sex. It still
hurt, but the pain was different. She felt herself loosening a
little around him, like her body was getting used to his size.

Then he pulled
himself out of her most of the way. She knew she must have made his
cock very wet with all the juices. She thought about how it must
look, coated in the stuff made by her lust and desire.

Her pussy
tingled as he pulled out of her.

Gripping her
hips more tightly, he thrust back inside. He went slowly at first
as he fought against her tightness. Hazel had to pull her mouth off
Carter while she whimpered. Her hand moved in quick strokes up and
down Carter’s shaft.

“How do you
like that, girl?” Logan said.

He’d gritted
his teeth and kept his eyes trained on his member as it slid in and
out of Hazel’s pussy.

“It’s so
good...” Hazel said.

Logan laid into
her then. He pulled his shaft most of the way out and slammed it
back inside her. She arched her head, letting out a little scream.
Her pussy tried to grip Logan’s cock, but couldn’t hold on tight
enough to keep him from moving.

Carter, his
hand still on the back of her head, pulled her mouth back down onto
him. She accepted his member through her lips, her tongue darting
and rubbing hard and fast around him.

A spark
travelled up her spine. She couldn’t control the feelings anymore.
Hazel slammed her mouth up and down Carter’s cock. He seemed to be
getting harder, bigger in her mouth. A strained look came over his
face. It looked almost like he was in pain, but he held her head in
place, so she figured he liked what she was doing.

“Oh God!”
Carter said.

He pushed her
mouth farther down his shaft and held it there. He swelled in her.
Then his cock jerked. Hot, sticky liquid spurted into Hazel’s
mouth. It came out so fast. She tried swallowing it, but a lot of
it leaked out of her mouth and down Carter’s pulsing shaft.

It was his
seed, she realized. He’d reached his climax.

Logan’s shaft
seemed to be getting harder inside her, too. The sounds of pleasure
Carter made must be arousing Logan’s heat even more, she thought.
Her pussy gripped him tighter as she wondered if he was going to
let his seed go inside of her.

“She’s so damn
tight,” Logan said.

Something
happened, then. It was as though Logan’s words had lit a short fuse
inside her. Her whole body quivered with electricity. Her
extremities went numb as the sensations from her pussy intensified
tenfold. Her toes curled against the hay on the floor, and her eyes
squeezed shut.

She screamed
wordlessly as her pussy seemed to convulse around Logan’s hard
shaft. All she could think about was that hardness, and the way her
body tried to hold onto it.

“Oh...” Logan
groaned, his fingers tightening and pressing into the flesh of
Hazel’s hips.

He withdrew
from her, putting his shaft down against the cleft between the
cheeks of her ass. He groaned again, and she felt his cock flex.
His hot seed shot from him, landing on the smooth flesh of her
back.

Hazel’s whole
body seemed to go slack at that moment. She didn’t have the
strength to hold herself up. Slowly, she sank down onto the straw
and shuddered. Tears pressed at her eyes, but she wasn’t sad. She
couldn’t explain her feelings.

Carter, too,
had collapsed. She could see his chest heaving as he took in deep
breaths.

Logan seemed to
be the only one of them still capable of standing. He grabbed some
of his clothes from the pile and began pulling them back on.

“So, girl, is
that what you wanted?” Logan said.

“My name is
Hazel, not girl. I’m not a girl either; I’m a woman.”

“You are, now,”
Carter said.

“Shut up, boy,”
Logan said. He hadn’t taken his eyes off Hazel at all.

Hazel could
tell from the unblinking stare Logan gave her, from the way he held
himself, that he was not a man to play games with. She watched as
he strapped his Colt back to his hip. The handle looked worn out
from use, and the weapon seemed as though it was a part of his
body.

“Hazel it is,
then,” Logan said. He finished dressing, putting his hat back on
and adjusting the brim. “So, answer me.”

“I... I think
that was what I wanted,” Hazel said. She pushed herself up, still
feeling like she hadn’t fully gotten control of her body yet.
Grabbing a handful of straw, she used it to wipe her body clean,
then dropped it.

Carter followed
her to the clothes and they both got dressed while Logan watched.
When she looked back up at him, he was leaning against a wall,
chewing on some hay.

“So, are you
going to tell your uncle?” Logan asked.

Carter had
stopped moving. He had his hand resting on the grip of his
revolver. There was no mirth in his eyes at that moment. There was
no fear, either. Logan didn’t have his hand on his gun, but Hazel
had a feeling he could draw it faster than the eye could see.

“Going to tell
her uncle what?”

They all looked
at the ladder. It was David, her uncle. There was a loosely rolled
cigarette letting off a streamer of smoke in one corner of his
mouth. He climbed up onto the loft, putting his hands on his
hips.

Carter looked
from David to Logan, not taking his hand from his gun. Logan gave
Carter an almost imperceptible shake of his head. Carter took his
hand from his weapon.

“Well, girl,
tell me what?” David said.

“That...
That... They were going to teach me to handle a horse, but only if
you agreed,” Hazel stammered. She found herself looking down at her
feet again.

David looked
from her to his two ranch hands. They both met his gaze.

“This true?” He
asked them.

“Yeah, it’s
true, boss. She got us in here to look at the horses. We took her
up to the loft to show her where we keep the hay,” Logan said.

A
tension-filled silence, broken by the light snores and whinnies of
sleeping horses, pervaded the barn. David looked at them, letting
his gaze bore holes through each, trying to find if they were
hiding anything.

“Fine,” he said
at last.

Hazel felt her
heart drop down from her throat back into her chest.

“But don’t you
boys do anything improper, unless you want a proper whipping. And
fix this damned ladder. I nearly killed myself when it slipped back
on me,” David said.

He’d already
begun making his way back down to the floor.

The men climbed
down first, then Hazel. Logan grabbed her around the waist and
lifted her down the last few rungs.

“Be here
tomorrow, first thing,” Logan said.

“Why?” Hazel
replied, confused.

“’Cause it’s
the only time we have to give you riding lessons. You think a ranch
runs itself?” Carter said.

“Is that all
you’re going to teach me?” Hazel said.

Logan’s eyes
seemed to sparkle. For the first time since she’d met him, he
smiled as he looked at her.

“No, Hazel, I
don’t think so. Not by a long shot.”

Hazel couldn’t
wait to start writing a letter to her father, thanking him for
sending her out to her uncle’s ranch.
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	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



