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Reluctant Avenger

“Goddamn it girl, ain’t you got no pride in your family,” Caleb Carter barked as he limped slowly across the room to drop down on the makeshift wheelchair by the fireplace. He picked up the fire iron to thrust it aggressively into the embers and used it to stir up some flames before tossing on another log.

Katie wanted to throw up her hands in frustration as she watched, but knew it would anger her father all the more so stopped herself from doing it. What he’d just asked of her was insane although, in all honesty, it didn’t come as a complete surprise. She still couldn’t get her head around it though.

“Come on, Paw,” she implored. “You know I’m as proud as anyone of the Carter name.”

“Then show it,” Caleb snapped and looked across the room. “Avenge your brother’s death. That low-down, filthy, cocksucker Samson deserves to die for what he did to Chad.”

Katie tried to hold back the obvious question about her now-deceased sibling, but after a few seconds of biting her tongue she let it come out.

“What the hell was he doing taking on Butch Samson?” she bemoaned and shook her head grimly. “Chad ain’t in that league when it comes to gun play and he knew it. He was more than likely drunk and…”

“It doesn’t bloody matter how it happened,” Caleb yelled in a spittle-flecked explosion of snarling anger although he then took a deep breath in an attempt to quell his temper before it really got the better of him. “The upshot is your brother is six feet under now and we can’t let that go unanswered. Samson will be bragging about what he did and running the Carter name into the mud. He needs to be shut up once and for all.”

“I’m no gunslinger,” Katie protested. “How in the hell…”

“I ain’t asking you to challenge Samson to a gunfight,” Caleb cut in angrily. “Just go hunting like you do with hogs and deer. You’re the best we got at that, always have been. It should be easy pickings for you to put an end to the life of a filthy skunk.”

“Jesus,” Katie muttered under her breath.

She’d been hunting in the woods around the small farmstead since she was big enough to lift a rifle and knew she was the best in the area. There was a whole world of difference between bringing home food for the table and shooting down another human being in cold blood, however. That was some serious shit. She couldn’t even remember aiming a weapon at a person. Turning away from her father, she walked over to the window of the small house and looked out to the growing light of another day.

“He deserves it, Katie,” her father said in a voice that now sounded disconsolate.

She could hear the anguish in the words and let out a slow breath as she turned back to glance across the room. Chad had always been the favorite child. She was under no illusion about that and couldn’t even say she resented it much. It was a macho world and boys always came first.

“I know,” she eventually said. “But I’m no killer, Paw. I’m not even sure I could...”

“Your brother’s dead,” Caleb screeched as his anger erupted again and his fingers clenched tightly into fists. “I want revenge. I want that goddamn son-of-a-bitch Samson stomped into the mud like he did to my son.”

Katie’s lips tightened together. Her father was saying the words, but she’d be the one acting on them and she wasn’t sure she could. She was sorry about her brother’s death, but he’d been an idiot to take on Butch Samson. Chad was more than likely liquored up with a swaggering confidence that belied his abilities.

It wouldn’t be the first time that happened. She’d seen it with her own eyes, but his fights were usually with fists. On this occasion, he’d made the grave mistake of challenging a gunslinger and it got him buried in the ground. She didn’t want to join him there, so came up with the only excuse she could think of.

“I wouldn’t know where to start looking for Butch Samson,” she said. “It’s…”

“You don’t have to,” Caleb interrupted. “I spoke to Henry yesterday evening before you got back from town.”

“Oh Jesus,” Katie let out before she could stop herself and saw the irritation her reaction brought to her father’s expression.

“Goddamn it,” he barked. “You could do worse than that boy.”

“Could do a lot better,” Katie muttered and looked out of the window again.

Henry was a couple of years older than her and they’d known each other since they were kids. That didn’t mean they were friends though. She knew what a filthy horndog he’d grown up to be and got the distinct impression that sex was the only thing on his mind now. There was no doubt he was good looking and there were girls in the area who would happily spread their legs to give him what he wanted. She wasn’t one of them though.

Not that she was completely innocent. Her hormones were jumping as much as any of her friends and she sometimes had thoughts that came out of nowhere to unnerve her. That didn’t mean she was about to fall into bed with just anyone and certainly not with a leering asshole who seemed to undress her with his eyes every time they bumped into each other. She had her own ideas about how she wanted to lose her virginity.

“I asked him to come just after daybreak,” her father said to cut into her thoughts.

“For what?” she asked when she spun around to bring her attention back to him.

There was no answer at first while he rolled closer in the makeshift wheelchair. It was only when he got to her and took her hand that he spoke.

“To take you to where Samson is. He’ll get you to that cocksucker and you do the rest.”

The words sent a chill down Katie’s spine. She wanted to drag her hand free to run out of the house, but her father’s grip tightened and there was no escape from him or his harsh gaze.

“Promise me you’ll make sure that piece of shit gets what he deserves,” he said in a grating rasp of breath.

Katie closed her eyes for a second. The urge to run came on stronger, but she knew she couldn’t. The situation felt unreal, like she was having a nightmare. She definitely wasn’t though. Lifting her eyelids to the sight of the expectation on her father’s craggy face brought that home to her.

“Promise me,” he urged and tightened his grip.

The words came out of Katie’s mouth in a reluctant mumble.

“I promise.”

He leaned forward in the wheelchair to get a hand behind his back and she knew why, but kept the grimace from her face when she saw the bible being brought out. Her hand was grabbed to put it on the cover.

“Swear it,” Caleb said. “Swear you’ll do it on the bible.”

Katie stared in his eyes. She’d been brought up to believe that swearing on the bible set things in stone and that backing out once you’d done it would send you to the fires of hell. It made her reluctant to say the words, but she knew there was no choice. Her hand was held in place and she knew it wouldn’t be released until she gave in to her father’s demands.

“I swear it,” she said quietly

“Now go and get saddled up,” her father went on. “Henry will be here soon.”

He released the grip on her hand and turned his wheelchair around to roll away. The thought flashed through her head to beg him to change his mind, but she dismissed it almost as quickly. It would be a waste of time. He was set on her doing what he’d asked and she’d just sworn on the bible that she would.

She cussed under her breath to make sure he didn’t hear it before heading across the room. When she reached the door, she glanced back. Nothing more than a brief look passed between them before she let herself out to make her way towards the small barn.

She wanted to scream when she pulled the doors open to walk inside the building, but knew he father would likely hear. Instead, she let out a harsh expletive and put her hands over her eyes when she came to a stop.

“Stupid bloody…”

The guilt of almost taking her dead brother’s name in vain stopped her doing it. She and Chad had fought like cat and dog at times, but she’d had affection for him. It didn’t mean she wanted to avenge him though. He was an almighty asshole for taking on Butch Samson. That was only ever going to end one way.

Bravado could only take you so far. Her brother had plenty of that, but there was a fine line between being brave and being stupid. Chad had crossed it when he challenged a gunfighter and found out it was a step too far. He’d paid for that with his life and the consequences had landed squarely on her shoulders.

“It’s not right,” she muttered as she uncovered her eyes and walked across to where the horse was kept overnight.

It nuzzled its nose into her chest when she stepped right up to the stall. She took a moment to cradle its head and the fantasy of riding off into the blue yonder flitted through her mind. The thought was taken away by the sixth sense that she was being watched and she spun around expecting to see her father had followed.

That wasn’t the sight which confronted her though and she grimaced when she caught sight of Henry leaning casually against the wooden frame of the open door. It was no surprise to see his hand on his crotch as he let his gaze roam over her trim figure. The silence of the moment was unnerving and she broke it when she stepped forward.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What…, is it against the law to look or something?” he answered mockingly as he pushed himself away from the frame of the door.

There was no missing the way his gaze slid down to her hips and she spat out the words.

“You know there’s more to a girl than what she’s got between her legs.”

“Yeah,” Henry said in an amused voice when he looked up to her face. “But what she has there sure is pretty.”

Katie rolled her eyes to show her disdain at the remark, but shrugged off the annoyance to explain what she’d actually meant when she asked her initial question.

“I’m not talking about you being a horndog. I meant what are you doing talking to my father about Chad?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders as he moved forward.

“I just visited to say sorry for what happened to him,” he replied. “It was harsh.”

Katie’s lips tightened together for a second before she spat out more words.

“Good for you. How in the hell did it get from that to you telling my father you’d take me to where Butch Samson was?”

“He asked me to try and find out where he was,” Henry said, with a shrug of his shoulders. “What was I supposed to do…, say no to him?”

“Well, if you had any goddamn brains you would have,” Katie retorted. “My brother is dead. Is that what you want for me too?”

“No, I…”

“Did you find out where Samson is?” Katie interrupted.

“Heard rumors in the saloon,” Henry replied as he came closer.

“Then keep them to yourself,” Katie said.

“What do I get if I do?” Henry asked, with a smirk when he came to a stop in front of her and reached out.

Katie slapped his hand away before it got near her.

“Nothing,” she snapped.

“Not much of a deal for me, is it?” he said and the smirk played on his lips again.

“Jesus, Henry,” Katie complained. “You’re such a piece of pig shit. Do you think of anything other than your dirty dick these days?”

“Come on,” he encouraged and leaned forward.

Katie stepped back, but the touch of the horse nuzzled against her shoulder to bring her to a stop. She turned her head slightly to look and was too slow to react when Henry reached out again. His hands slipped around her waist to pull her forward and she let out a stifled yelp when their bodies came together.

“Let me go,” she complained as she shoved at his chest, but he was too strong.

“You know you’re the only one for me,” Henry said. “You’ve always been my favorite.”

Katie kept struggling in his grasp to try and free herself as she let out a waspish comment.

“That’s not what Meredith informed me in town yesterday. She let me know you told her that she was your favorite.”

“I don’t know what she’s talking about,” Henry said. “She means nothing to me.”

“Doesn’t stop you taking advantage though, does it?” Katie went on. “Does telling a girl she’s your favorite always work to make her spread her legs for you?”

The smirk played on Henry’s lips again, but there was no chance for him to answer the comment. Katie shoved harder at his chest when she saw her father limp into view at the open door of the barn.

“Henry’s here, Paw,” she said.

“So I see,” he replied.

The exchange was enough for Henry to let go and he sprang back a step. Katie saw the flash of panic in his eyes before he turned around.

“Morning, Mr. Carter,” he said tentatively.

“What did you find out?” Mr. Carter asked as he moved forward to step slowly inside the barn.

Henry glanced back towards Katie. She could see in his eyes that he wasn’t about to lie for her and it brought a frustration as she resisted the urge to cuss him.

“Old timer came through town a couple of nights ago,” Henry said when he returned his attention to Mr. Carter. “Jed Harper told me the man was a gold miner. He had too much to drink and started shooting off his mouth about how he’d witnessed a gunfight with Butch Samson.”

“The fight with Chad?”

“Happened in Blissford,” Henry said. “So, I guess it was.”

“Where’s Samson now?”

“The old timer said that Samson fled town after the fight to avoid the sheriff. The story was that he ended up in Thorntrails, but that was a few days ago.”

“That’s plenty of time to move on,” Katie said to join the conversation.

She saw the harsh look her father aimed at her before he spoke.

“Only one way to find out if he’s still there.”

“It’s a six hour ride from here,” Henry said.

“Then you better get going,” Mr. Carter said as he limped towards them and the annoyance showed in his voice. “Why isn’t the horse saddled?”

“Henry showed up before I got the chance,” Katie answered defensively.

“Then get it done,” Mr. Carter said.

He slung an arm around Henry’s shoulder to pull him away as Katie moved inside the stall. She eyed them suspiciously while she got the saddle from the back wall, but there was no hearing their whispered words. A muttered cuss spilled from her lips as she worked quickly to finish what she was doing, so she could get to them although their conversation had ended by the time she led the horse out of the stall.

“Get the gun,” her father told her and held out a hand.

Katie reluctantly gave him the reins then left the barn to return to the house. When she entered, she walked across to the fireplace. The heat of the flames felt comforting and she held her hands out to the warmth. A chill dread still came over her when she looked at the rifle mounted high on the wall.

“Goddamn it,” she muttered.

She took in a deep breath and let it back out slowly before reaching up to bring the gun down. It was something she’d done more times than she could even begin to remember in her life and she usually did so without a second thought. That was for hunting though. This time was different and she could feel in her bones how much she didn’t want to go through with what she’d been asked to do. She’d made a promise though, had even sworn on the bible.

She let out a murmured complaint as she slung the strap over her shoulder then walked over to a cabinet. Pulling out the top drawer, she opened one of the ammunition boxes inside to grab a handful of bullets and looked at them. It made her all the more aware of what she was being asked to do and she shook her head. There was no getting out of the situation now though, so she shoved the bullets in her pocket then grabbed another handful and did the same.

“You ready?”

She spun around to the sight of Henry standing at the door of the house.

“Why the hell didn’t you lie?” she complained bitterly.

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“Ain’t right what happened to Chad,” he said.

Katie’s lips tightened together.

“Then you go and avenge him,” she spat out after a few seconds.

“I’m sorry for what happened, but I ain’t a fool,” Henry said. “I’ll get you to Butch Samson if I can. That’s as far as I take things though. Chad wasn’t my brother, so I ain’t risking my life for him.”

A loud shout rang out. It made Henry turn to look towards where Mr. Carter stood at the door of the barn holding the reins of the horses.

“Yeah, coming,” he shouted back.

He turned to look back at Katie, but nothing more was said. Only a brief glance passed between them before he disappeared from view. She lifted a hand to rub it across her eyes then reluctantly got moving to walk to the door. When she stepped outside, she made her way back to the barn.


Hot Journey

Katie brought her horse to a stop beside Henry’s under the shade of the tree then took off her stetson, so she could use it to fan herself. The warm breeze it created did nothing to cool her down, however, and she heard the laugh.

“Not much good in this blazing heat,” Henry mocked before taking a drink from his canteen.

He then took off his stetson and doused his head with water to let it stream across his face. It made him close his eyes. When he eventually opened them again, he held the canteen out to Katie. She shook her head to refuse the offer and continued to fan herself with her hat.

“How much longer?” she asked.

Henry looked out across the open range ahead and took a moment to muse on the question before answering it.

“Maybe another hour or so until we hit the outskirts of Thorntrails.”

“Then what?”

“We find a spot to rest up,” Henry replied, with a shrug of his shoulders. “I’ll head into town at dusk and see what I can find out.”

“What about me?” Katie asked.

Henry hung his canteen back on his saddle then slicked his wet hair back from his forehead.

“No point in you coming with me at first,” he eventually said. “It’ll be simpler for me to check things out if I’m on my own. Once I got an understanding of the situation, I’ll ride back and let you know what the deal is. You can then make up your mind what you’re gonna do.”

“How about we forget all that and just wait it out here then go home?”

“Your paw won’t be happy about that,” Henry said.

“Yeah, well I can live with it,” Katie replied. “We can just feed him some bullcrap story that Samson wasn’t around, so we couldn’t do anything.”

“And you think that’ll be the end of it?”

The pointed remark made Katie’s lips tighten into a pout. She knew the answer to the question, but didn’t even want to think about it. Her paw wouldn’t give up. Chad’s death had hit him too hard. His thirst for revenge cut deep and it would consume him until either he or Samson was dead to bring an end to the matter.

“Your paw ain’t gonna give up after what happened to Chad,” Henry went on to put voice to Katie’s thoughts.

“Yeah, I know,” she replied disconsolately.

“If you don’t do what he wants, he’ll more than likely try something himself,” Henry said. “He wants Samson dead by the hand of a Carter to avenge Chad. That means either you or him.”

“I ain’t stupid,” Katie snapped and rocked her head back.

In truth, she hadn’t actually contemplated that. She’d been too preoccupied with worry for herself to think about anything else. What Henry said was probably true, but she didn’t want to have it on her mind because it put a different complexion on the situation. Her brother was dead and she didn’t want the same fate to befall her father. Then again, she had no desire to take someone’s life either.

“Goddamn it,” she cursed harshly when she brought her gaze back to Henry. “Why didn’t you just tell my paw you didn’t know anything?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“If I didn’t tell him, someone else would have,” he said. “You know him better than anyone, so should understand he’ll keep trying.”

Katie let out a growl of despair. She wanted to shout at Henry, but in truth it wasn’t his fault. He’d only been trying to help and she knew in her bones what he’d said was right. Her father would have found out something eventually that led her to where she now was. It was inevitable.

“This is a nightmare,” she muttered and slapped her hat back on her head.

She turned to watch when she saw Henry dismounting. He grabbed the canteen from his saddle then walked to the small creek nearby, so he could fill it up to douse his head with water again. Filling it up a second time, he returned to Katie and held it out.

“Better to cool down before we get going,” he said.

She looked out to the sun-parched landscape ahead and decided to take him up on the offer this time. Snatching the canteen from his hand, she removed her hat and closed her eyes before tilting her head back to pour the cool water on her forehead. It felt refreshing as it streamed across her face and she didn’t stop until every last drop had poured out.

A touch brushed on her leg and she snapped her eyes open to realize that Henry hadn’t exactly acted out of the goodness of his heart. His lecherous gaze was fixed on her chest and she looked down to the way her wet top now stuck to her pert breasts.

“Jesus, Henry,” she griped and leaned forward to shove the canteen in his chest. “Do you have to be such a goddamn horndog all the time.”

“What?” he protested in an amused voice as he backed off. “You got what boys like. There’s no need to be embarrassed about it.”

“Who the hell said I was embarrassed,” Katie shot back at him, but she could feel the blush of redness on her cheeks and it was nothing to do with the baking heat of the sun.

His leering gaze stayed on her as she grabbed her top to pull the wet material away from her skin.

“You done looking?” she grumbled.

“I can do more than look if you want,” he replied.

“Yeah, you wish,” Katie muttered then raised her voice. “Get the hell away from me.”

“That’s not very nice now, is it? We could have a good time together.”

Katie shook her head before slapping her Stetson on and her voice was dismissive when she spoke.

“If I’m going to have a good time it’ll be with a real man who knows what he’s doing, not some horny dick boy who probably shoots it in his pants before he can even get them off.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about my abilities,” Henry retorted. “Ain’t no one complained about what I give them.”

Katie knew he was likely bragging about his prowess and rolled her eyes. It didn’t stop him looking and she knew she should be disgusted when she saw his hand rubbing the obvious bulge in his crotch. For a second or two she was transfixed, however. The flutter of heat between her thighs made her swear quietly and the slight shame of getting a little turned on by his display made her avert her gaze.

“You ain’t getting nothing from me,” she spat out.

“Can’t blame a boy for trying,” Henry replied.

That the smile stayed on his face annoyed Katie, but she said nothing more and looked ahead. She held her top away from her chest to make sure the wet material didn’t stick to her breasts and Henry eventually moved back to the creek to refill the canteen. When he finished, he mounted again and they both let their horses drink their fill from the small watercourse before they got moving.

Katie tilted her head forward, so the wide brim of the stetson cast a shadow over her face, but it didn’t provide a lot of relief from the scorching sunshine as they made their way across the open range.

They were the only ones out on it. At least, they didn’t see anyone as they crossed the wide open space, but that was hardly a surprise. Any sensible person would be taking a siesta to stay out the heat of the early afternoon.

Katie found herself wishing they’d done the same under the shade of the tree although she was sure Henry would have tried to turn it to something more. Not that she was really worried about what he might do. He was a horndog, but she could handle him and knew he wouldn’t really try anything unless she let him.

“Yeah, not going to happen,” she muttered and realized she’d spoken a little too loudly when Henry replied.

“You say something?”

“No,” she lied and lifted her head to see him watching her.

She dropped her gaze back down to just concentrate on riding and the time it took for the remainder of the journey seemed to drag in the burning heat. It was sweat rather than water that made her clothes damp by the time the outskirts of Thorntrails finally came into sight through the dusty view ahead of them. It brought them to a stop for a short while until Henry spoke.

“There,” he said.

Katie looked to see him motion his head. She glanced in the direction he indicated to see a small patch of woodland to the west of them. A simple nod was all she gave in return to show she understood and she followed as Henry set them on a path towards it.

The shade from overhead branches finally provided some welcome relief from the burning rays of the sun when they rode into the trees, but they didn’t stop right away. It was only when they came upon a small pond in a clearing that they reined their horses to a halt near the water.

“Here’s good enough,” Henry said and dismounted.

Katie did the same and it brought the hot journey to an end.


The Wait

“Christ all mighty, are you going to finish every last drop of that?” Katie grumbled when she saw Henry taking another drink.

“Not unless you help me,” he retorted and held out the bottle of moonshine.

Katie snorted her annoyance as she shook her head to refuse the offer. She couldn’t say she was completely surprised by his actions though. When they first arrived at the small pond, they’d spent some time getting themselves squared away. However, it didn’t take long to feed and water the horses then collect some firewood and that left a few hours to wait out the rest of the afternoon.

Henry had brought the bottle out almost as soon as they settled down and had been swigging from it on and off ever since. Katie still had no real idea how the rest of the day would go. Whatever happened, having Henry cock-eyed on moonshine certainly wasn’t going to help matters.

“Some use you’ll be if you’re drunk,” she muttered.

“I can hold my liquor,” he retorted and took another gulp.

“Yeah, sure you can,” Katie retorted and rolled her eyes.

She could hear the slight slurring in his speech and it wasn’t a good sign. Chad had been the same, as were most of the young men she knew. Most claimed they could hold their liquor, but she’d seen enough to know that pretty much all of them were talking bullshit. That thickheaded bravado had probably been what got her brother killed.

Lifting a branch, she jabbed the end in the embers of the campfire to make flames flare up. Once she’d finished, she waited a few minutes to let the coffee pot heat up some more before pouring herself a cup from it.

“This is what you should be drinking,” she said.

“Oh, give it a rest will you,” Henry complained and waved his hand dismissively. “You’ll never get a boy to like you if you gripe like a goddamn sour-faced, old hag all the time.”

“Yeah, well if the boys are all the same as you, I’ll be happy that none of them like me,” she countered and lifted the cup to take a sip of black coffee.

“You don’t want to spend your life alone, do you?” Henry asked and took another swig from the bottle.

“No,” Katie answered. “But that doesn’t mean I’m going to spread my legs for just anyone and especially not you. I’ll leave that to the little whores you try to sweet talk into bed.”

Henry let out a raucous guffaw that made moonshine spill over his bottom lip, so he wiped his sleeve across his chin to dry it.

“I’ll let Meredith know what you think about her,” he joked and let out another belly laugh.

“From what I heard, she’ll open her legs for anyone,” Katie said. “The pair of you are well suited to each other. When’s the wedding?”

“You know it’s only you I want for my bride,” Henry mocked and toasted her with the moonshine before taking another drink.

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t hold your breath waiting on that to happen,” Katie replied and shook her head. “I’ll let Meredith and the other floozies you hang around with have your dirty dick.”

She looked to Henry as he rose to his feet and saw the way he swayed a little off balance. His mouth opened, but she barked a comment at him before he got the chance to say anything.

“Go duck your head in the pond to clear away the drunkenness.”

He turned to look at the water then up to the darkening sky.

“Yeah, maybe,” he muttered almost to himself and walked over to where his saddle lay on the ground.

He took the cork from his pocket, jammed it in place and shoved the bottle of moonshine back in a saddlebag.

“Get my horse ready, will you?” he said when he straightened up. “It’s almost time for me to get going.”

Katie was about to tell him to do it himself, but she saw him walk off towards the pond and kept her mouth shut. She could only hope that dousing his head in the water would clear his head some, so he’d have his wits about him when he rode into town.

Getting to her feet, she walked across to where the horses were tethered to a tree. She loosened the reins of Henry’s mount to lead it across to the saddle. Leaning down, she picked it up to heft it over the back of the animal and quickly secured the straps in place. She’d only just finished when she heard the shout.

“Hey, look at this.”

A frown creased her brow as she looked towards the pond. The sun now hung low in the sky and the orange glow of twilight made her squint her eyes, so she lifted a hand to shield them.

“What is it?” she called back.

“You won’t believe it,” Henry replied. “It’s something special.”

The words piqued her curiosity, so she walked towards him. As she approached the edge of the pond, she saw his clothes piled in a heap and realized he was doing more than dousing his head in the water. She lowered her hand from her face when she came to a stop and saw him sitting up to his neck in the dark water.

“What is it?” she asked again.

“Found something huge in here,” he replied.

“What…”

His snorting guffaw stopped her saying any more as he got up and she cursed him under her breath. He turned sideways to her and the silhouette of his body in the growing darkness clearly show his fully erect cock jutting out from his groin.

“Don’t you think it’s huge?” he taunted, with a belly laugh as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft.

“You’re such a disgusting pig, Henry,” she threw at him before turning away to walk back towards his horse.

The sound of splashing showed he was coming out of the pond, but she didn’t give him the satisfaction of looking back. She only realized he hadn’t stopped to put his clothes on when her wrist was grabbed to spin her around.

“What the hell are you doing?” she exclaimed and shook her hand forcefully to free it from his grip.

“C’mon,” Henry replied in a pleading voice. “You can’t make me go in town like this. I won’t be able to get my head straight.”

The comment made her look down and she felt the flutter of something that wasn’t disgust when she saw how big he actually was. Not huge, but definitely bigger than the two other erect cocks she’d seen in her life. She tried to snatch her hand away when he reached out again, but her reactions were too slow and his fingers wrapped around her wrist.

“Goddamn grow up,” she shouted as she fought against the tugging. “I ain’t touching it.”

“It’s not like you haven’t done it before,” Henry said. “Tommy told me.”

Katie felt the hot burn of shame on her face. Tommy’s was one of the two cocks she’d seen. Well, she’d done more than just look at it and the memory of jerking him off came to mind. It had been a massive thrill to make him lose control and she’d been spellbound by the thick, streaming spurts of cum that jetted out from his stiff manhood.

It was an embarrassment to find out that he’d bragged to someone about what she’d given him though. Then again, she couldn’t pretend it came as a huge shock. She knew that boys would be boys and there was no changing that.

“Let go,” she complained as she kept struggling to free herself.

“Please,” Henry urged as he kept tugging on her wrist. “It’s just your hand. What’s the harm in that?”

There was no fighting his strength. Katie tried, but he was too powerful and she let out a gasping curse when her fingertips brushed on the hardness of his erection. Her gaze fixed on it and she felt the prickle of arousal that brought heat between her thighs. There was a guilt that being made to touch his thickly swollen member excited her, but she couldn’t pretend the emotions weren’t there.

“Why are you making me do this?” she screeched.

“Because you want to.”

“No, I don’t,” Katie protested, but knew she was lying and was sure Henry could sense the feelings she was desperately trying to disguise.

The sound of his excited groan when he got her fingers wrapped around his erection infected her in a way she hated and she gave herself away even more by squeezing to feel the throbbing response it got her.

“Harder,” Henry growled and gripped his fingers tightly around hers.

It sent a shiver down Katie’s spine. Henry’s erection was definitely bigger than the two she’d played with before. She’d been drinking on those occasions and let herself get a little carried away by jerking off the boys. That wasn’t an excuse she could use this time to justify her actions to herself. She hadn’t touched a drop.

On this occasion she was letting herself be forced. She couldn’t fight against Henry’s strength, but knew if she really kicked up a holy stink he’d back off. That wasn’t what she did though. She continued to struggle against his grip, but not enough and he began to stroke her fingers along his hard cock. It made her heartbeat race faster and the heat blossoming between her thighs made her squeeze them together.

“Yeah, knew you would like it,” Henry groaned as he kept making her stroke his erection.

Katie found her eyes drawn to the way she was being made to play with hard cock. She saw the bead of pre-cum leak out to trickle across the swollen head and was transfixed. Henry pulled his hand from over hers, so he could slap it down on her shoulder and it was clear she was giving him a knee-trembling moment.

The chance was there to let go, but she didn’t do it. She remembered the excitement she felt when she played before. It was there again as she gripped tightly just below the head, so she could brush her thumb across the tip. It got her the sound of a desperate groan and she looked up to the tormented grimace of open-mouthed pleasure on Henry’s face. His fingers dug into her shoulder as he tried to steady himself and she was amazed at just how easy it was to turn a man’s legs to jelly.

“Spit on your hand,” he gasped. “It feels better when it’s slippery.”

Katie let go to bring her hand up, so she could spit on her palm. She was giving in to what he wanted, but it was her in control now and it felt good in a way she couldn’t explain to herself. Dropping her hand back down, she gripped hold again and Henry’s groans were louder still when she started to pleasure him.

She gradually quickened the pace of the stroking until her fingers were racing up and down. The quiver of Henry’s muscles was all too obvious and he clenched his buttocks to force his hips forward. He started to mouth gasping curses as his excitement climbed towards breaking point and Katie didn’t let up. She stroked faster still and felt the pulsing throb as his erection strained. His breathing grew heavier as the pressure in his groin came to a peak.

“Can’t, I can’t...” he groaned.

Katie had enough experience to know what his garbled uttering meant, so stroked her fingers all the way down his erect shaft right to the base and forced them against his testicles. The quiver in his cock lasted no more than a second before a thick string of his seed was unleashed to arc through the air and she let out a gasping squeal as she watched the dirty display of a man letting go.

It was all the more thrilling because she made him do it. She squeezed her fingers tighter around the base of his erection to feel the intense, pulsing contractions of his muscles and watched intently as more streaming spurts of his cum exploded into the darkness. When they began to weaken, a last few dribbles of creamy white slid down his shaft to trickle across her fingers.

“Eww…, filthy fucker,” she blurted out and released her grip.

He tried to grab her hand, but she skipped away from him and saw his knees buckle as the last elation of the climax made him stagger back on weak, trembling legs.

“Feels so good,” he gasped.

Katie watched as he dropped to the ground to lie down then put a hand on his heaving chest. Her gaze went to his still-solid erection, but the pulse of hot blood gradually weakened to sap the power from it. She eventually moved away from him to walk to the pond, so she could wash her hands.

“Idiot,” she berated herself quietly, but there was no pretending that playing with Henry’s erection hadn’t excited her.

She could still feel the flush of arousal between her thighs, but it now came with a sense of shame that she’d given in so easily. Cupping her hands, she scooped some cool water in them to wash the stickiness from her skin. She then splashed her face a couple of times. A glance over her shoulder showed Henry still stretched out on the ground. It made her straighten up, grab his clothes from where they still lay by the side of the pond and walk across to him.

“Get dressed,” she told him and dumped the clothes on his chest. “It’s time for you to go into town.”


Henry’s Return

The brittle crack of a twig snapping ignited a rush of adrenaline, but Katie tried to hold her nerve. Waiting alone in the darkness had spooked her more than she expected and she could taste the bile in her throat as she rolled onto her belly behind her saddle. It made her swallow hard as she aimed the rifle in the direction of the noise. The twitching tremors of her muscles grew stronger as the seconds passed by, with the breath catching hard in her chest until she felt the relief of hearing the shout of a voice she recognized.

“Take it easy, it’s me.”

She didn’t let her guard down completely though and kept the gun aimed at the shadowy figure who stepped into the clearing from the darkness of the surrounding trees leading a horse. It quickly became clear it was Henry returning from town, however, and she eased her finger off the trigger of the gun. The sense of relief disappeared when she got to her feet to greet him as he approached her.

“Well?” she asked although wasn’t sure she wanted to hear the answer to her query.

“Samson’s still in town,” Henry replied.

“You saw him?”

“Yup,” he replied. “Obvious place to look was the saloon, so I went there first.”

“And?”

“I had a couple of drinks, so I could check out the place,” he answered and lifted a hand to wipe it across his sweaty brow.

Katie’s lips tightened together. She couldn’t hear the slurring in his voice now, but it wasn’t exactly good that he’d drank more. There was no point complaining about it though, so she let it slide.

“Go on,” she urged him.

“All I ever seen of Butch Samson is a wanted poster,” he said. “But it was enough for me to recognize him. He was at the card table.”

“You’re definitely sure it was him?” Katie queried. “You had a lot to drink, so…”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” he interrupted in an annoyed voice. “I’m not an idiot. Someone vouched that it was him.”

The news that he’d spoken to someone unnerved Katie.

“Who?” she asked.

“Got talking to one of the soiled doves. They…”

“One of the what?” Katie butted in and felt the heat rise in her cheeks when she heard the sniggering guffaw.

“What age are you?” Henry mocked. “You’re such an innocent.”

“I don’t know what…”

“A saloon girl,” Henry interrupted. “I got talking to a saloon girl.”

“You didn’t bloody tell her why you were there, did you?” Katie exclaimed.

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“Not really,” he said. “The girls are told to keep customers drinking if they can, so she asked if I wanted another when she saw me finish my drink. I took the chance to say yes and let her sit down when she came back with it.”

Katie suddenly wished she’d went with Henry rather than being talked into letting him carry out a recce first. There wasn’t a lot she could do about it now though. What was done was done. She suspected he’d probably been thinking about his dirty dick more than getting information when he let the saloon girl sit down.

“What did she say?” she asked.

“Told me it was Butch Samson,” Henry answered. “Apparently he’s staying at the saloon. Gets drunk most nights playing cards. Sometimes takes a girl up to his room, but mostly goes up alone. From what she told me, most of the girls are scared of him. He can get a bit rowdy, but its not like the owner’s gonna ask him to leave. Everyone knows his reputation.”

“Rowdy like how?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“She didn’t say, but you know what saloons are like. Doesn’t take much for someone to take umbrage at a loose comment and fists fly.”

“Bad idea with Samson,” Katie muttered and found herself wondering just how the argument with Chad had broken out before escalating into a gunfight. Not that it mattered now.

She turned away from Henry and wiped a hand across her mouth. She’d hoped to get the news that Samson had moved on, so she could go home. That wasn’t the case, but she still just wanted to get the hell away from Thorntrails.

Henry’s words of that afternoon played on her mind though. Her paw wouldn’t give up and that left her with a dilemma. The idea of killing someone made her sick. If she didn’t, however, the situation wouldn’t be resolved and that put her father at risk.

“The chance is there,” Henry urged to break into her thoughts. “Saddle up and we’ll go into town.”

The remark made Katie rub at the back of her neck as she looked down at the ground. Thoughts continued to tumble through her mind at breakneck speed and she couldn’t get them to calm down, so she could make sense of them.

“Come on, let’s go,” Henry said.

“Easy for you to say,” Katie snapped when she rounded on him. “It’s not like it’s your finger on the trigger.”

“The bastard killed your brother.”

“Yeah, and I don’t want to end up six feet under like Chad,” Katie replied.

Henry looked at the rifle she still held.

“You were aiming that at me when I returned,” he said.

“Yeah, so?”

“If you thought I was a danger you would have blown my head off, without a second thought,” Henry went on.

“That’s different,” Katie muttered darkly.

“No it’s not,” Henry replied. “Samson’s a danger and you’re good with that gun, so use it. Do the right thing by your brother.”

“What and just snuff out a life, like that?” she replied and snapped her fingers.

“You do it all the time when you hunt.”

“That’s goddamn beasts,” Katie protested.

“Yeah, well, that’s what Samson is. A goddamn beast. No one will miss him. Someone will probably give you a medal for putting him down like the filthy rat he is.”

“But…”

“You promised your paw you would. He told me you swore it on the bible.”

The words weren’t what Katie wanted to hear and her face tightened into a grimace as memories of the conversation with her father that morning came back to her. She contemplated them for a moment before she started jabbering.

“Don’t think I can go through with it. We can just go back and lie, tell my paw I killed him. He’ll…”

“Oh, no, no, no, leave me out of that,” Henry cut in. ‘I told you already that won’t wash.”

“Come on, he’ll never know the truth of it.”

“And what happens the next time an old-timer comes through town shooting off his mouth about seeing Butch Samson in a gunfight. Hell, what if Samson bloody turns up in town? He travels around the territory, so it could happen.”

“Well…”

“I ain’t taking the chance of getting caught in a lie like that,” Henry continued. “My life wouldn’t be worth living and neither would yours. Just think how bad it would be. On top of that, it’s guaranteed your paw would go after Samson himself. Do you want that?”

Katie let out a frustrated sigh.

“No,” she muttered disconsolately.

“Then you need to do this,” Henry said. “Get it over with right here and now, tonight. It’s only then you’ll be able to get on with your life, without this hanging over you.”

He was the one who picked up her saddle and it felt like the weight of the world bore down on her shoulders to make them sag while she watched him working. When he finished, he mounted his own horse then held out the reins of hers.

“You need to do this,” he repeated.

Katie looked at him. Her hesitation went on for a few seconds before she finally strode forward to take the reins and got up on her horse. Things were about to come to a head and her frantic mind conjured up the unwanted thought that she’d either be a killer or dead when the dust settled.


The Saloon

The ride into Thorntrails didn’t take long. As they approached the saloon, the quiet of the dusty main street gradually gave way to the tuneless, jangling melody of a piano floating out into the darkness through the batwing doors. The sound sent a chill shiver down Katie’s spine and sparked memories that unsettled her.

She’d occasionally been dispatched by her father to bring Chad home from town, with the recollections of doing so flooding her mind as she reined in her horse to bring it to a halt. She’d always known where to find her brother and those forays into the saloon to drag him out of it were the only times she’d been in one.

She was about to enter another and her gaze took in the wooden facade and large sign above the entrance proclaiming the delights to be found within. The shabby, peeling paint spoke of a building that had stood in place a little too long, without any care being lavished on it. That was hardly a surprise. It wasn’t as if the patrons of a saloon were bothered about its appearance. Most of them went into the place in search of some cheap drink and the attention of a woman. The surroundings likely didn’t trouble them in the slightest.

“Come on.”

Henry’s comment brought her out of her thoughts. She watched as he dismounted and tied the reins of his horse to one of the hitching posts in front of the saloon. His gaze came to hers and he motioned his head towards the building.

“Come on,” he repeated.

Katie let out a slow breath before getting down. Trembling hands made her fumble a first attempt at tying the reins to the wooden rail. She ignored Henry’s snort of amusement while she worked to tether her horse in place, but shot him a withering glance when she finished. She rubbed her clammy hands on the sides of her denim-clad thighs as she watched him walk towards the saloon entrance.

His glance back towards her when he pushed open the batwing doors got her moving, so she didn’t have to listen to him telling her to come on again. She looked towards the sound of the music when she walked inside. The man sitting on the stool in front of the piano looked the part, with sleeve garters pulling the white material of his shirt up his arms to keep it out the way of his playing. The occasional missed or wrong note spoiled the tune, however, and revealed he was no real maestro at tinkling the ivories.

“Sit there and I’ll get us a drink,” Henry said.

Katie looked away from the piano player to see Henry pointing towards an empty table. He walked away from her before she said anything, so she quickly moved over to the table and dropped on a seat. When she’d gone into her hometown saloon to get her brother, she’d got in and out as quickly as she could. This time was different and the nervousness of sitting alone wasn’t lost on her.

Glancing around showed her the place wasn’t too busy, however. There were a few men standing at the wooden serving counter and a few others scattered around the other tables. Her attention fixed on a saloon girl sitting on the lap of a burly cowboy. One of his hands was firmly clamped over a breast through the faded pink material of a pretty dress and the way the girl squirmed around showed she was probably grinding down on an erect cock.

“Jesus,” Katie muttered, but for a few seconds she couldn’t pull her eyes from the shameless display.

A flutter of unwanted emotions rose up from deep within as she watched the way the girl was being mauled. It brought the heat back to her face, so she looked away to cast her gaze around for the card table. Her eyes narrowed when she located it. The dealer was wearing a similar get up to the piano player, but she focused on the others sitting with him. She could only see the faces of two and neither was Butch Samson, as far as she could make out.

It was only when she saw Henry returning that she looked away from the gamblers. He was almost at the table when she realized he wasn’t alone. The woman in tow was probably the one he’d talked to earlier and that came as a surprise, but Katie tried not to show it. She looked at the glass of whisky put down in front of her and nothing was said until the other two were sitting.

“Doesn’t look like much,” the woman commented before picking up her glass to take a drink.

Katie bristled at the comment and met the gaze fixed on her. It didn’t waver and she was the one who broke the eye contact.

“She’ll do it,” Henry said. “Bastard killed her brother.”

“Yeah, well, Samson has a lot to answer for,” the woman went on quietly. “No one’s going to miss him. What’s your name?”

The question made Katie look up from the table.

“Does it matter?” she asked.

“No, I guess not,” the woman replied.

Katie held the gaze on her this time. She’d imagined Henry would speak to a pretty, young thing, but that certainly wasn’t the case. The woman looked old enough to be his mother and whether she was pretty was hard to tell.

Much of her heavy curls were piled up on the top of her head, but enough spilled down the sides of her face to partially cover it. That didn’t hide the heavy makeup which adorned her eyes, cheeks and lips. It was slapped on so thick that it seemed like a disguise to hide her true identity. Her dress was definitely a size to small although that was probably deliberate to make her large bosom almost pop out of the low cut neckline.

It was a gaudy appearance, but a glance at Henry showed that it had the desired effect. His eyes were glued to the woman’s cleavage and Katie found herself wondering if his intention was to be with a saloon girl while he was away from home. He seemed to sense he was being watched and averted his gaze when he spoke.

“Jessie can get you in.”

Katie frowned.

“Uh…, get me in where?” she asked.

“Samson’s room,” Henry replied.

“What?” she blurted out.

The silence that followed her outburst felt oppressive as her gaze flitted between the two others at the table. It was Jessie who eventually ended it.

“How else you gonna do it?”

“I have a rifle and…”

“And what,” Jessie broke in loudly, but leaned forward and lowered her voice as she went on. “You gonna stand out on the street waiting for him to come to the window of his room, so you can get a shot and hope that nobody notices you loitering about for your chance. Good luck with that idea. It ain’t smart.”

Katie looked across to the stairs in the corner of the saloon that led to the upper floor of the building. She motioned her head towards them when she brought her gaze back to the woman opposite.

“And your smart idea is what exactly?” she asked. “To take me up those stairs to his room and hope that no one notices.”

A frown creased Katie’s brow as she watched Jessie slide fingers under the top edge of her dress and presumably under her bra. A glance towards Henry showed the way he watched intently, with a smirk on his face. There seemed little doubt his thoughts were along the lines of what it would be like to get his hand under the dress and on the big tits of a saloon girl.

“There’s a back door to get into the first floor,” Jessie said when she pulled out a key to show it. “Put in by a previous owner years ago and now only available to some of the people who work here. It’s a way to get to the rooms, without having to come through the saloon. The staircase is round the back of the building. I can get you inside through that, without anyone knowing.”

“Am I’m supposed to take the chance that Samson isn’t awake,” Katie said.

“No chance of that,” Jessie replied. “He got liquored up while playing cards earlier and ended up losing. He disappeared upstairs alone with a bottle and I would wager that whisky is now finished. He’ll be drunk as a skunk and more than likely passed out on his bed.”

A memory of the conversation with her father that morning flashed through Katie’s head and made her grimace. He’d told her to put an end to the life of a filthy skunk and Jessie’s mention of the same animal reminded her of the comment. It made her shake her head grimly as she brought up another reason why going up to the room seemed like a bad idea.

“It’s too loud,” she said. “People will hear a gunshot.”

“There’s a burlesque show in here at around eleven,” Jessie replied. “The place fills up and gets rowdy when some of the girls flash a little flesh for the watching cowboys. Always gets a reaction, with the hooting and hollering filling the place with noise. That’s the opportunity. We go up when the show starts, I let you in and show you the room. Just put a pillow over Samson’s head, do what you got to do and we’ll be back down here before anyone even notices we’re gone.”

Katie felt the bile rise up in her throat. It made her pick up her drink to knock back the whisky and her face screwed up when she felt the hot burn of the alcohol going down. She could barely get a breath out when she put the empty glass down and the sense of panic that took hold felt overwhelming.

“It’s perfect,” Henry said.

“Easy for you to say,” Katie rasped and set her gaze on Jessie. “What’s in it for you? Why are you helping?”

“Samson’s an accident waiting to happen,” Jessie replied. “The flash point will come sooner rather than later and someone will suffer. I don’t want it to be me, one of my girls or someone else I know. From what Henry told me, you’ve got a powerful reason to want him dead and I ain’t got a problem with that. No one is gonna mourn him or go looking for the person who finished him off. Most will be glad to see the back of him. Get it over and done with quick and nobody will even suspect you. You’ll get your revenge, leave town and that will be an end to it.”

“This is your chance,” Henry said. “You can keep your promise to your paw.”

Katie closed her eyes as more memories of earlier in the day came alive. They raged through her head to torment her. It left her in a state of confusion that drained the blood from her face to leave her looking paler than a ghost. The clink of the glasses snapped her out of her thoughts and she let her eyelids slide up.

“You look like you could do with another,” Jessie said as she picked up the three empty glasses and held out a hand to Henry.

He gave her the money to buy more drinks. When she walked off, he looked at Katie.

“You know Samson deserves it, right?” he said.

Katie didn’t answer. There was no doubt he was right, but he wasn’t the one who’d do the deed. She could feel the bile rising in her throat again as the idea of killing someone sickened her.

“Don’t you back out now,” Henry urged and reached across the table to grab her wrist. “Get revenge for Chad. One shot and this will be all over. Like Jessie said, just put a pillow over his head and pull the trigger. You can go home and know that Samson is out of your life for good. It will make your paw proud.”

The flash of anger made Katie yank her wrist free of his grip.

“You do it then, if it’s so bloody easy,” she muttered.

“Not my fight,” Henry replied.

“Yeah, you’re a lover not a fighter,” she mocked. “Planning to get your hands on some big tits, are you?”

There was no response to her comment and it left her stewing in silence. Jessie eventually returned with the whisky. As soon as the glasses were put down on the table, Katie picked hers up. She was no drinker, but for once she needed the alcohol.

The burn of it going down made her cough, but she didn’t stop as more glasses were put in front of her while the minutes ticked inexorably past. She wasn’t even sure how many she’d had when the words she dreaded were finally spoken.

“It’s time,” Jessie said.


Taken Roughly

The cheer that accompanied Katie rising to her feet had nothing to do with her. She understood that when she looked towards the small stage at the far end of the saloon to see two pretty girls striding onto it. Her gaze stayed on them as they turned their backs to the crowd, leaned forward then flicked their dresses up to reveal the frilly knickers below. The burlesque performance getting underway ignited louder cries, as the hooting and hollering of men enamored by the sexy display rang out.

“Hurry,” Jessie urged.

A grip around Katie’s wrist yanked her away from the table. She glanced back towards Henry, but it was no surprise to see he was on his feet watching the show. It made her glance back to the stage and she wondered how the girls could even hear the piano music they were obviously dancing to over the cacophony of whistles and catcalls. The sight of it was taken from her when she was led out the batwing doors to the quieter darkness of the street.

“Get your rifle,” Jessie said.

Katie moved to her horse. The cool of the night air combined with the alcohol she’d drank to make her head spin a little. It gripped her in a sense that the situation was gathering a momentum she couldn’t halt, but she still hesitated when her fingers touched on the butt of the rifle.

“Let’s go,” Jessie hissed.

The urgency in the saloon girl’s voice made Katie pull the weapon out of the saddle scabbard. Her wrist was grabbed again and a hard tug got her moving to lead her into the narrow alley at the side of the building. The tipsy fog in her brain meant she couldn’t get her thoughts straight and before she knew it she was climbing the staircase at the rear of the saloon. At the top of them, Jessie used the key to unlock the door. It allowed them to enter the first floor of the building and the sound of the men watching the show came to them again.

“Stay close to me,” Jessie said after closing the door.

The pair of them hugged the wall as they scuttled along the dimly lit hallway. Katie couldn’t get a breath as her fears heightened. She felt her panic growing when they came to a stop at a room.

“In here,” Jessie said and grabbed the handle.

“You’re sure?” Katie blurted out.

A nod of the head was all she got in response before the door was opened. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her mouth then raised the rifle into firing position before stepping forward to move into the room. The surprise of the door being closed immediately distracted her for a second before she narrowed her eyes to peer towards the bed in the darkness.

She couldn’t quite make out the shape of a man under the covers and only realized why when she came to a stop. The bed was empty. Her heart raced as she swung the rifle around and turned, but it was too late. She realized she was in trouble when she heard the click of a pistol being cocked. It came with the sound of a gruff command.

“Drop it.”

It made her freeze and she instinctively knew she’d never get a shot off. If she tried, she was dead. A gunslinger had the advantage over her. His skill and speed meant it would be futile to try anything.

“I said drop it,” Butch growled to repeat the warning as he got to his feet from the rickety chair in the corner of the room.

One look showed Katie the pistol aimed squarely at her head. She’d been set up to walk into a trap. It was the only explanation for why Butch Samson wasn’t in bed. He’d been sitting in the chair waiting for her intrusion and it put him firmly in control of the situation.

Katie knew making one false move would be the end of her. It left her with no choice but to do as she’d been told. Her hands shook as she lowered the rifle and there was no getting a breath as her throat constricted. The terror was all too real and her eyes opened wide when Butch took another step towards her.

“Put it all the way down on the floor,” he went on. “Slowly. No sudden movements.”

His pistol remained unerringly aimed at her head as she leaned forward. Every one of her movements was done at a snail’s pace until the rifle was set down on the floor.

“Now kick it under the bed,” Butch ordered.

Katie looked down at the weapon as she moved her foot to it. A flick of her boot sent the rifle slithering under the bed and she heard the clunk of it banging against the wall to put it well out of her reach.

“Please,” she let out timidly as she raised her hands.

“Shut up,” Butch barked in a gruff rasp. “Now turn around and clasp your hands at the back of your head.”

“Please,” Katie repeated.

The pistol was thrust in her direction and she let out a frightened whimper as she gave in to the commands. She closed her eyes when she felt the gun barrel touch on the back of her head. Butch’s free hand began to pat her down, but she knew he was doing more than searching for a concealed weapon. The memory of the saloon girl being mauled by the cowboy flashed through her head when her breasts were groped.

The search went on longer than it needed to, but her shoulder was finally grabbed to spin her around. A forceful shove in the chest made her stagger back against the side of the bed. It knocked her legs out from under her and she squealed as she collapsed down to sit on the covers.

“Who the hell are you?” Butch demanded.

“Please don’t kill me,” Katie implored.

She winced when a strong grip snatched hold of her chin to tilt her head back, so she looked up to meet the harsh gaze on her.

“Answer the bastard question,” Butch barked.

Katie closed her eyes. The loud commotion of the show going on down in the main part of the saloon came to her and she feared it would be the last thing she ever heard when she opened her eyes to the sight of the gun aimed at her forehead. She winced when the grip tightened on her chin. It made her voice come out in a breathless rasp.

“You killed my brother.”

“I killed a lot of people,” Butch retorted.

“His name was Chad Carter,” Katie went on in a quiet voice. “You killed him in Blissford not long ago.”

“That stupid, goddamn son-of-a-whore,” Butch barked. “He should have backed off when I warned him.”

“You killed him.”

“Got what he asked for,” Butch replied. “If you’re gonna act the bigmouth, hotshot, young gun and challenge someone, you better have something to back up the words. He didn’t.”

Katie grimaced. She’d seen her brother act in that manner all too often. Taking on the man standing before her was Chad’s last act though. He’d bitten off a whole lot more than he could chew and paid for it with his life. Samson’s words could be a lie, but they rang true to her and she wished she’d defied her paw and refused to come after the gunslinger. It was too late for that now, however. She was in his clutches.

“Seems like you were aiming to finish off what your brother couldn’t,” Butch said.

“No, I…”

“Want a piece of advice from someone that knows?” Butch cut in harshly. “You set out to kill someone, make sure you do the job before the tables are turned. Don’t hesitate.”

The grip tightened on Katie’s chin and she felt the touch of cold steel on her forehead.

“Please,” she begged desperately. “Please don’t kill me.”

“It’s what you were going to do to me,” Butch growled.

There was no answer to that. Denying it would be futile. It was why she came in the room. She closed her eyes and waited, but the shot didn’t come. Instead, the grip on her chin loosened and she recoiled when Butch’s hand slid down to grope her breast through her top.

“No, you can’t,” she gasped and knocked the touch away.

“You want to walk out of here alive, you better give me something,” he growled. “Take off the top.”

Katie didn’t react as she watched him loosen the chest buttons of his long johns, so he could pull the material off his shoulders and drag it down to his waist. She couldn’t help herself. Her gaze flitted over his strapping torso and she could see the many scars of a life lived as a fighter. His arm stretched out as he pointed the pistol at her again.

“I goddamn said take it off.”

The gruff order made her flinch. She contemplated begging for mercy, but knew it would be a waste of time. There was none on offer. Her gaze slid down to the way Butch grabbed his crotch with his free hand and there was no doubt in her mind what he wanted from her. It put images in her head that came out of nowhere. It felt utterly degrading that she could have such shameful thoughts and she let out a gasping whimper.

Her mind often conjured up the scenario of a man making her give him what he wanted. The thoughts usually came to her in the dead of night when she was lying in bed unable to get to sleep. They ignited a hot flush of arousal that only left her body when she finished playing with herself. The pleasure always died away to intense shame that she could have such debauched dreams and actually masturbate to them.

It was no fantasy she was experiencing now though. She’d put herself in a desperately dangerous situation with a gunslinger and there was no doubt he intended to take advantage of having her in his room. The threat of the gun was being used to make her act, but that served to ignite a prickle of heat between her thighs. She hated herself for it, but couldn’t pretend that feelings she kept hidden deep inside were being stirred.

“Do it,” Butch yelled and reached out to grab her top with his free hand.

The material was dragged up to reveal her taut belly. She grabbed hold, but there was no stopping her top being yanked higher still to expose her breasts. Rough fingers mauled her naked flesh to make her cry out, but she knew no one would hear. The sound from the show in the saloon was too loud.

A moment of respite came when Butch’s hand pulled away from her breasts. He leaned to the side to slam the gun down on the small table at the side of the bed then straightened up again. There was no stopping him now both his hands were free.

Katie grabbed at her top, but it was dragged up and she couldn’t prevent it being taken from her. She crossed her arms over her breasts to cover them up as Butch stepped right in front of her.

“Oh god, please no,” she blurted out. “I’m a…”

She stopped herself finishing the sentence, but a glance up showed it didn’t matter. Butch knew what she was going to say and she saw the wicked smile that flashed across his face.

“First time for you, is it?” he snarled. “We better make this good then.”

She fought against a grip on her wrist, but he was too strong for her and there was nothing she could do to stop her hand being dragged to his crotch. Memories of earlier in the evening flashed through her head. She’d been forced by Henry although it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t nearly the same.

Stopping Henry would have been straightforward if she’d really wanted to. She knew she had the control. That wasn’t the case with the man looming over her now. Butch really was going to take what he wanted like one of her fantasies and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do to stop him. He was totally in charge and he could toy with her in any manner he chose.

She tried to fight his strength, but it was impossible. Feelings she knew she shouldn’t have came alive as her hand was pressed against his swelling erection. There was no pulling it away and he reached out to grab her other arm to uncover her breasts.

“Bastard,” she cried out when she looked up to his lecherous gaze.

She could feel his lust growing stronger. Every twitching pulse of hot blood brought him more erect and the fierce throb of his arousal brought a heady mix of elation and fear that felt so wrong to her.

“Don’t need to waste no money on one of the floozies from downstairs tonight, do I?” Butch growled. “I’ve got me something much sweeter.”

The grip on Katie’s arm was released. The surprise of it made her slow to react and her naked tits were being roughly mauled before she managed to grab at Butch’s wrist. She couldn’t pull his hand away now and the rugged touch of his fingers sinking into her flesh brought pleasure that felt even more wrong.

“Please, don’t do this,” she gasped.

“That’s it, girly,” he replied in an excited rasp. “Let me hear you begging for your innocence.”

He tensed his muscles to force his groin forward and Katie could feel the straining stiffness of his erection as her hand was held against it. She knew that begging was going to get her nowhere, but couldn’t stop herself doing it now. Her words only seemed to excite Butch more and she heard his gruff laugh when he grabbed at her nipple. There was no hiding the stiffening of the pert bud as his fingers rolled around it, but he suddenly pulled his hand away.

Her squeal was loud when he grabbed a handful of her hair. The grip on her wrist was released to let her drag her hand away from his crotch, but her eyes fixed on the way he shoved his long johns lower.

There was no missing the way his strong erection sprang into view to stand up proudly. She tried to stop him grabbing her hand again, but his grip tightened in her hair to make her cry out and she gave in. Her fingers were wrapped around his rigidly engorged manhood and emotions from deep inside flooded to the surface.

It left her feeling more ashamed than ever before as she was made to stroke her fingers along his erect length. Memories of giving the same to Henry flashed through her mind, but that had been the end of their sexual encounter. She’d pushed him all the way to losing control with her hand. That wasn’t going to happen with Butch. She met his gaze for an instant when she looked up, but couldn’t hold the eye contact.

He was going to make her do a lot more than just stroke his erection. The grip on her hair tightening even more to bring a flutter of pain made that all too clear. Her fingers were shoved to the base of his manhood and she shuddered as her head was dragged down to his crotch.

The grip of her fingers tightened around hard flesh as she was made to keep holding on, with the strain in her neck muscles feeling more and more uncomfortable. There was no resisting though. Butch wanted her mouth and he was going to have it whether she wanted him to or not. Her gasping breaths grew shallower as her lips touched on the slick, rounded head of his erection and a shudder made her relax.

“Take it,” he growled as he forced his hips forward.

His hand came away from over hers, but she didn’t let go of his cock. She winced as he pulled harder on her hair to make her give in. A louder gasp made her lips part and a jabbing thrust filled her mouth with hard flesh. Her eyes opened wide as she tried to look up. There was no letting go now. Having her hand around the base stopped the full length fucking into her mouth.

“Come on, bitch,” Butch snarled. “Show me how good you are.”

Katie slid her hand higher on his shaft as he tried to thrust deeper into her mouth. The sound of his groan when she gripped tightly around his thick girth brought an excitement that swelled up unbidden. It was wrong. She shouldn’t like what was happening, but the reality of being made to act like a whore for a bad man was even more thrilling than the fantasy.

A harder thrust rubbed the slick head of his cock on her inner cheek and she gagged when the tip almost brushed against the back of her throat. The sound of her distress only seemed to stoke Butch’s lust for her. She slapped her free hand on his belly, but there was no holding him at bay.

There was only one thing she could do. Give him what he wanted. It made her start bobbing her head and his groan was louder as she pleasured him. She closed her eyes as she worked her lips along his erection to a quickening pace. It worked to make him stop thrusting and for the second time that evening she gave a man a knee-trembling moment.

She was being the dirty slut he wanted and couldn’t pretend it was entirely because she was being forced. That thought brought guilt and she dragged her head up. It was a mistake. She realized that right away. The grip on her hair was released and it was quickly followed by a shove on her shoulder that sent her crashing down to the covers.

Butch was over her in a second and his weight pinned her down. She instinctively fought against his attempts to get her under his control fully, but his determined efforts won out. He managed to wrap the fingers of one hand around both her wrists to pin them down to the covers.

“Bastard,” she yelled at him when his face came over hers.

She turned away from an attempted kiss and it stopped his lips getting on hers. Instead, they played on her neck as it stretched out and the shivers it sent racing down her spine felt so good, but so wrong. It made her fight harder, but there was no escaping the strong grip that pinned her hands down. Her shouts grew louder as she continued to curse him, but that only seemed to spur him on.

He tried to force her legs apart with his knee as he got his other hand between their bodies. It allowed him to grab between her thighs and she squirmed around as he groped her. The movements only made her more aware of his erect cock rubbing against her body. His hand came higher to rip at the buttons of her jeans and there was nothing she could do to stop them being undone.

Her struggling ended and it made him let go of her wrists, so he could grab her hair. It held her head in place and she couldn’t avoid the kiss that found her lips now. She could taste the whisky on his breath as his torso crushed down on her naked breasts and she was consumed by the searing shame of getting turned on by the force he used to make her do unspeakable things.

There was nothing she could do to stop him taking advantage of her. He wanted her nubile, young body and was going to take it however he saw fit. Whether she liked it or not wasn’t an issue for him. He was in the grip of primal urges that he acted upon. Their eyes met when the kiss ended and she lay gasping for breath as she stared up at him.

“Is this what you came looking for?” he taunted and shoved his hips down to grind his groin against hers.

“Is abusing girls what you need to get it up?” Katie spat back through gritted teeth.

“And here I was thinking you loved me,” Butch mocked.

He pushed himself up to his knees to straddle her waist before she responded. Grasping her hip, he pulled hard and her attempts to stop herself being flipped onto her belly were in vain. Her instincts kicked in again to make her grab for the waistband of her jeans, but she couldn’t stop the denim being dragged down to expose her naked bottom.

The jeans were ripped out of her grip and she clawed at the covers on the bed as she tried to scramble away from Butch. It was impossible though. She let out a pained cry when his hand came down on her naked ass.

“You know you’re going to give it to me,” he growled.

“Please,” Katie yelled.

She knew she should shout no, but couldn’t get herself to do it. The confused torment of raging emotions left her shaking as the jeans were pulled from her. It was a fantasy she masturbated to so often, but this time it was playing out for real. She wanted to get away from the man using her, but at the same time was all too aware of intense cravings that she couldn’t pretend weren’t there.

It felt like her body was betraying her. She clamped her legs together, but there was no stopping fingers wiggling in between her thighs. The wetness of her arousal was there for Butch to feel and the gruff laugh she heard brought an excruciating embarrassment.

“Definitely found myself a whore who likes what she’s getting,” he taunted. “You’ll be perfect for a job downstairs when I’ve broken you in.”

The crude insult made Katie shove her face into the covers. She tried to clamp her legs tighter together, but all that did was trap Butch’s hand in place as his fingertips pressed against her slick skin. There was no stopping the hot rush of pleasure filling her veins, but she didn’t want to show it so sank her teeth hard into her bottom lip to hold in the moans that threatened to come out.

The quivering spasms of her thigh muscles were impossible to disguise though. They grew stronger until Butch’s hand finally pulled from between her thighs. Pleasure turned to pain in an instant when he landed a vicious spank. There was no holding in the cries now, but she pressed her face harder into the covers to stifle the sound.

The pleasure came back when kisses pressed on her lower back. She grasped at the covers when his lips slid lower and her knuckles turned white as the tension ratcheted up. Fingers sank into her buttocks to spread them and she gave in to impulses she couldn’t control. It made her head pop up.

“You can’t…, you can’t,” she cried out, but there was no stopping the inexorable touch of Butch’s tongue sliding lower.

She let go of the covers with her right hand and reached towards his head. Her fingers tangled in his hair as she desperately squirmed around, but his tongue trailed down onto her puckered skin. She pulled harder, but there was no dragging him away. Licks rimmed around her tiny, puckered hole and ignited a hot flush of pleasure that filled her with shame.

The rush of arousal made her wetter though and there was no hiding it when fingers slid between her thighs again. This time, they wiggled between slick folds of skin to ease inside. Harder licking on her asshole made her muscles contract and her pussy tightened around the penetration of stiff fingers plunging deeper.

She tried to hold in the groans, but they slipped out as the rougher, rasping touch of Butch’s tongue swept across her naked skin. It felt both degrading and delicious at the same time and there was no escaping the attention being forced upon her. His fingers began to stroke in deeper as he kept licking, but he finally backed off.

Her body felt limp as she was rolled onto her back. Her squealing attempts to avoid a kiss when Butch loomed over her were ended by the grip on her hair. He forced her legs apart to drop in between and she couldn’t escape the hardness of his erection rubbing on her thigh. It made her twist her head frantically, but his lips only broke away from hers when he dragged his head up.

“Does it feel good to be a bad girl?” he taunted.

“Fuck you,” she hissed through gritted teeth.

His weight came down to pin her in place and her neck stretched out as she desperately tried to avoid being kissed again. It only presented her throat to him and the caress of his lips on sensitive skin sent shivers down her spine. Her head lifted from the covers when he kissed lower still and she tried to grab at his hair again.

Her grip didn’t stop him though. Her back arched when his lips wrapped around a stiff nipple to torment it. No matter how much she tried to convince herself differently, his hunger for her body was a turn on and it was made all the more potent by the way he just took what he wanted.

His head moved back and forth across her chest before he grabbed at her breasts to squeeze them together. The way he licked her cleavage brought a whimpering groan spilling from her lips and the tension in her muscles made her torso stretch out.

He suddenly let go to scramble down the bed until his head was over her waist. His nails scratched at her skin as he forced her thighs apart and the sensation brought back the tremors to her body. Being so crudely exposed made her act to get a hand between her legs, so she could cover herself up. Butch made no effort to pull it away at first. His lips pressed on her inner thighs and stronger spasms made her muscles quiver.

The kisses came higher and she tried to resist when her hand was eventually grabbed. Her efforts were weaker than ever and she felt the mortification of giving in so easily. There was no pretending she didn’t want the touches though. The clenching of her muscles made her butt lift up from the covers, but the tension evaporated when a lick swept across her slick labia.

Butch became even more of a beast. She cried out when his thumbs sank into her flesh to open her up, with more rasping licks playing on the glistening pink he exposed. A sliver of instinct was still there to make Katie try to close her legs, but his head burrowed between them and her body arched up when his tongue slithered inside.

His thumbs dragged roughly at slick folds of skin to spread her vagina indecently wide and her hips began to buck as the roiling violation of his tongue plunged deeper inside. It made her thighs squeeze harder around his head, but that only made her aware of the rough prickle of his stubble on sensitive skin. Her neck stretched out as her mouth opened wide to let out gasping whimpers as her body responded to the rugged onslaught of a man in the grip of raging lust.

She’d expected him just to throw her down and fuck her, but she was getting so much more and hated that she loved the feelings in which she was drowning. It sent her into a spin as the pressure between her hips grew stronger and there was no respite when his tongue pulled out of her. His thumb slid up to flick across her stiffly swollen clitoris and it was too much.

“Please, please,” she whined as a knot clenched in her lower belly.

Each forceful, brushing touch of his thumb made the tension grip tighter until her excitement spilled over. A convulsing shudder ripped through her body to send her crashing down to the covers and she was lost to orgasm. Butch scrambled up the bed to get over her and she couldn’t get a breath when his lips crushed down on hers.

She writhed around under him as he worked her legs apart to get in between then took hold of his erection, so he could get it in position. Katie let out a cry when he roughly entered her. A slamming thrust gave her every hard inch of his thickly engorged manhood to lock their groins together. It made her head roll around as the pleasure of her shuddering climax rose to a peak.

He forced himself onto her and the grinding movements of his hips pinned her down to the bed. Her virginity was his to take and he gave in to animal lust as he started to thrust. His lips came down on her neck as her body stretched out. She was his to use and he pumped his hips frantically to crash between her spread thighs. It fucked his erection deep as she lay limply in the afterglow of orgasm to let herself be ravaged by a gunslinger.

There was only one thing Butch wanted now and he went after it with a brutish passion. His thrusts became ever more savage as the pressure in his body mounted. It made his balls tighten up to his groin as he used her for his own pleasure and he didn’t make any effort to hold himself in check. He pounded his cock into virgin pussy to rip the innocence from Katie and she sensed the moment it was too much for him.

A last thrust buried every inch of his erect manhood inside her and she felt the tension in his body explode to the hot, streaming spurts of his seed inside her. He let out gasping groans as his weight came down fully on her, with each powerful contraction of his muscles making his hips buck hard.

Katie could feel every one of the shooting spurts inside as her virginity was taken. Her body trembled under the assault, but the elation was still there as the last pleasure of her orgasm melted away. Butch’s movements finally weakened when his balls emptied, but he kept her pinned down and she could feel the jerking movements of his erection inside her.

The sensation slowly died away as the power drained from his body and she shuddered when he finally rolled off her. A glance showed the way he lay gasping for breath. Her body felt limp and she lay silently as she tried to recover from the onslaught. When she finally moved, she shuffled towards the side of the bed. Her eyes fixed on the pistol sitting on the low table. It was within her reach and she reacted without thinking.

Grabbing the weapon she spun around to aim it.


Revenge… Or Not!

“What in the hell did I tell you?” Butch growled in a hoarse rasp as he sat up on the bed.

“Shut up,” Katie yelled as she got to her feet and stretched out her arms to keep the pistol trained on him.

“Don’t hesitate,” he snarled as he moved across the covers. “That’s what I goddamn told you.”

“Stay where you are,” Katie shouted at him and waved the weapon.

That her order had no effect spooked her and she backed away from the bed. She squeezed her finger on the trigger as Butch rose to his feet. His steely eyed gaze never wavered.

“I’m warning you,” she yelled in a louder voice. “I can use this.”

“Then do it,” he countered and stepped forward.

It made her move back and her hands began to tremble. The chance was there to avenge her brother and make Butch suffer for what he just did to her. She knew the cheers and cries from the saloon would cover the noise of a shot. He showed no signs of backing down though. He strode forward and she tried to keep a gap between them. That became impossible when she bumped against the wall.

“Stay back,” she screeched. “I’m warning you.”

The threat didn’t work and she felt the pressure on her arms when his chest pressed against the barrel of the gun.

“Last chance,” he growled.

His challenge made it seem like he had a death wish, but Katie couldn’t get herself to act. She was no killer and pulling the trigger to snuff out a life so ruthlessly in cold blood was a step too far. Her scream of frustration was loud as she rocked her head back. The sound was lost in the cries of the men watching the burlesque show. Butch grabbed the barrel of his gun to snatch it from her hand then lunged forward.

His lips were on his before she could stop it and their naked bodies slammed together to pin her to the wall. She heard the clatter of the pistol dropping to the floor and twisted her head in an attempt to free herself from the kiss. Her breath came out heavily when she managed it and she made a show of wiping the back of her hand across her mouth.

“Bastard,” she cursed when he took a step back.

The smirk on his face now made her react. She swung her hand hard to slap him and the crack of her palm landing wiped the smug expression from his face.

“There’s some fight in you after all,” he taunted and lunged forward again to grab at her throat.

It pinned her to the wall and his lips were on hers again. She closed her eyes tightly as she was caught in a flare of hot, breathless passion. It was crazy. She knew she should fight to free herself from his clutches, but she couldn’t get herself to do it. His hand dropped down to grab her wrist when the kiss ended.

She pulled against the tug, but there was no stopping herself being dragged across the room to the bed. She was shoved onto the covers and Butch was on her before she could get her wits about her. Her writhing struggles were in vain as she was pinned down under his weight once more.

“You’ve had your fun, just let me go,” she yelled, but knew she was wasting her breath.

“Why would I do that when you want this as much as me,” Butch replied.

She hated hearing the words because there was a truth to them she didn’t want to admit, even to herself. It made her turn away from a kiss she saw coming, but her hair was grabbed and the fierceness of his lips on hers left her in a breathless whirl. His head finally lifted and she stared up at his face right over hers.

“I should have pulled the goddamn trigger,” she let out in a hoarse rasp.

“Never hesitate when you have the chance,” Butch retorted. “You’ll always regret it.”

There was no chance for Katie to say anything when his mouth clamped onto hers. She closed her eyes as another flare of passion ignited and she knew it was only going to lead to one thing. His power had faded after he took her virginity, but she could already feel it returning as he forced himself onto her again. When he ended the kiss, he brought a hand up to brush fingertips on her lips.

“Had that,” he said.

It made Katie look up at him and there was no breaking the eye contact as he slid his hand down the side of her body. She made no effort to close her legs when his touch pushed in between her thighs.

“Had this too,” he repeated.

Her muscles tensed as his fingertips entered her vagina. It made her hips quiver and she felt the pleasure returning to her body. The touch pulled away quickly though and Butch rose up to his knees to straddle her waist. He grabbed at her hip and there was no resisting his strength as he turned her onto her belly.

“Only one virgin hole left,” he went on.

The sudden realization of where things were heading made her struggle, but his weight came down on the back of her thighs to hold her on her belly. He brushed the hair from the nape of her neck then trailed his fingertips down the curve of her spine.

“You can’t,” she let out in a muffled gasp as she pushed her face down in the covers.

“Should have pulled the trigger,” he taunted.

It was took late for that, however, and Katie knew it. She’d put herself at his mercy once more and he was going to take advantage. The way his fingers slid relentlessly lower made her tremble and she shuddered when they slipped in between her buttocks. He’d already shown her the pleasure of a forbidden touch on her tiny, puckered hole, but he planned to go further now and use more than his tongue.

Her hips pushed down hard against the mattress when she felt the pressure on her asshole. The twitching pulse of her sphincter clenching tightly put up some resistance and she turned her head to take in heavy breaths when his hand pulled away. It was only a brief moment of respite, however.

She felt the slipperiness on Butch’s finger when it wiggled back between her cheeks. It made her shove her face down into the covers as she grabbed hold of them. The touch on her asshole was even stronger this time and the clenching of her sphincter wasn’t enough. Her head came up as she let out a cry, but it was pleasure she felt as she was violated.

The slipperiness on Butch’s finger allowed it to ease past the twitching clench of her tight anus and she heard his gruff laugh when she let out another cry. It turned to a squealing yelp when his free hand came down hard on her buttocks. Her muscles were suddenly on fire, with quivering contractions bringing pleasure to the pain as the stiff penetration slipped deeper.

“Look who likes it,” he mocked.

There was no chance for Katie to respond when his palm cracked on her ass again. The stinging ache ripped through her veins to make her grip the covers tighter and it turned her knuckles white. She started pleading when he landed another spank. She was given no mercy though.

The agony of the searing sting was tempered by the pleasure of the slippery touch stroking into her asshole and her hips pressed down harder against the bed. Her cries got louder as Butch toyed with her for his own enjoyment, but he finally eased his finger out.

Katie buried her face in the covers when the pressure on the back of her thighs lifted. It was only when her ankles were grabbed that her head popped up. She gripped the covers tighter although couldn’t stop herself being dragged down the bed to be pulled off it.

Her knees cracked hard on the floor to make her wince. There was barely a chance to get her breath before she was turned to face her tormentor. He stood before her and it was clear what he wanted when he grabbed her wrist, but she didn’t try to stop him. She let him pull her hand to his semi-erect cock.

“You’ll want to get it really wet,” he said.

Katie looked up at him and there was no breaking the eye contact as he gathered her hair into a bunch at the top of her head. She could feel the swell of his flesh and gripped her fingers tighter around it.

“Do it,” he let out in a growling order as he pulled on her hair.

Letting herself be used in such a debauched manner brought an excitement that felt shameful, but it was there. She shoved her fingers right down to the base of his erection to make it jut out from his groin and heard his groan when she licked on the swelling head.

“Bitch, yeah,” Butch groaned as she gave what he wanted.

She forced her fingers harder against his balls and the throbbing pulse of hot blood stiffening his cock grew stronger by the second as she kept rolling her tongue around the slick head. Eventually, she pressed her lips on the very tip and let spit dribble out. When she moved back, she slid her fingers up to the lubrication to work it along his length.

“More,” he urged and pulled her in again.

A shudder ran through her as she let more saliva spill on the tip of his erection then used her fingers to work it in. His grunts of pleasure showed she was doing something he liked, but there was no doubt he craved more when his grip tightened on her hair as she tried to back off.

He forced the tip of his erection against her lips, but she resisted his efforts to make him work for what he wanted. It brought his free hand to the back of her head and she gagged when he made her take his cock. There was no getting a breath when he jabbed his hips forward and her eyes started to water.

All she could do was surrender to his urges, so she gripped tight around the base of his stiff shaft and began to give a blowjob. She’d been told how dirty it felt to give head by Meredith, but she was now finding it out for herself. Bubbly strings of spit started to spill over her bottom lip as she forced her lips down to where her hand gripped around the shaft. It let the tip almost fuck to the back of her throat and the sound of her loud, gagging efforts seemed to fill the room.

It made her realize she couldn’t heard the noise of the show anymore. The sudden image of Henry popped into her head and she wondered what he was thinking about her not returning. That changed to the idea that he hadn’t even noticed. He’d probably paid to be with Jessie or one of the other saloon girls and was concerned with nothing more than putting his dirty dick somewhere tight and wet.

She’d taunted him earlier in the evening about finding a real man to be with, but didn’t expect that to happen before the night ended. There was no doubt she’d found what she’d been fantasizing about though. It made her put thoughts of Henry out of her head as she continued to work her lips along Butch’s erection until it was as hard as before and soaking wet.

His grip tightened to pull her head up and the flare of pain made her wince. It made her let go of his erection and she watched as he gathered the strings of spit hanging from her chin in his palm to spread them around the head of his cock.

There was a moment of still when he let go of her hair and she looked up into his eyes. It ended when he grabbed her shoulder to make her turn on her knees then bent her down across the bed. The sudden urgency of his movements when he dropped behind her took her breath and she buried her face in the covers to muffle the sound of her cry when he spanked her.

“Show it to me,” he barked.

Being made to act in such a degrading way stirred emotions from deep inside. It made her cheeks burn, but she gave Butch what he wanted by getting her hands on her ass cheeks to spread them. Her breath came out in shallow, rapid gasps as she exposed herself and the slippery touch of the tip of his erection was instant.

Butch was consumed by animal lust as he forced himself onto Katie. She buried her face even deeper in the covers to muffle the sound of her groans. His finger had felt big when he slid it inside, but it was nothing compared to size of a fully erect cock. The quivering contractions of her anal muscles did nothing to stop the man behind though.

She pulled harder on her cheeks as the aching pleasure of the rough penetration made her asshole gape. She could feel the throbbing pulse of hard flesh slowly sliding deeper and shudders lit up her body as she was made to take all of Butch’s erection.

He grabbed her hair to yank her head up and there was no holding in her cries when his other hand smacked hard on the side of the hip. It made her let go of her cheeks and it was all she could do to take in gasping breaths when he landed another spank.

“You like that, bitch?” Butch growled as he pushed forward to trap her against the side of the bed.

Katie said nothing, but the burning ache between her thighs made her hunger for another release. She pushed back against his grinding movements to give herself some room, so she could get a hand to the top of her pubic mound.

A shudder ripped through her when she slid the touch lower. It was something she’d done more than she cared to admit in recent times, but it was more than masturbation she was about to enjoy. The touch on her clitoris made her gasp and her mouth opened wide when her hair was pulled. It made her spine arch and she started to push back against Butch.

He grabbed her hip with his free hand and she circled her fingertips on her clitoris when he started to fuck her. It caught him in the grip of a raging lust for her body again and his groin slapped hard against her buttocks to make them jiggle as he drove his erection forcefully into the soft tightness of her asshole.

His fingers sank deeper into the flesh of her hip, so he could pull himself onto her and his thrusts became ever more aggressive as he used her for his own pleasure. It wasn’t only him enjoying the frantic anal sex though. Katie circled her fingertips furiously on her clitoris as his erection drove deep over and over again until she was edging another orgasm.

She pulled her hand from between her thighs at the last second and closed her eyes tightly. His hammering thrusts tipped her over the edge and the tension in her muscles exploded to unrelenting shudders that ripped the strength from her body. Butch’s groin crashed against her all the more frantically until he pushed himself all the way and the end came when she felt the hot spurts of his release inside her.

He buried every hard inch in her asshole and clung on tightly to her as her anal muscles gripped around his shaft to hold it deep. The way his body bucked against her brought out groans from them both until the spurts finally began to weaken. She felt the quiver of his body in the last throes of the release before he slumped forward onto her.

She tried to hold onto the sense of euphoria, but it slowly began to ebb away. The rhythmic contractions of her muscles squeezed around his stiff shaft until his power was gone and she groaned when he pulled out of her. She winced when he spanked her before grabbing her arm to pull her onto the bed with him. They lay in silence for a while and it was her who finally broke it.

“My paw wants you dead for what you did.”

“He’s not the only one,” Butch replied.

“I can’t go home now,” Katie said and brought her hands over her face.

“Then don’t,” Butch told her.

She pulled her hands from over her face to look at him. She had no idea what the words meant, but she knew she definitely couldn’t go home. Her life as a farm girl was over although she’d found something else and all she could think about was staying with Butch, so she could be taken by a gunslinger again.
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