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	My name is Jarret Rush and I live in Silver City in the New Mexico Territory. Silver City is a weird town. It's booming because of all the mines, but it's lawless as all get out. Someone once described the town as 850 Mexicans, 650 Anglos, and 15 bars open 24 hours a day to serve them all. Life at the Dexter Mines was hard. We'd work all day to make money for the boss and then we'd get it in the neck. One Friday in May, we finally got paid, so my buddies and me headed to town to have a hog-killin' time. I had $32 in my pocket and I couldn't decide whether I wanted a woman or a whiskey first, but I sure as Hell was getting both that night. 

	My friends Jake, Willet, and Henry all headed right for the bathhouse as soon as we maid the town proper. I guess after all that time working hard in a hole in the ground, we all smelled a might ripe. I didn't care. I wasn't letting nothing slow me down. I figured if my odor scared off the classier ladies, my money was good enough to attract me a parlor girl. 

	I said my adios to my friends and headed into the Red Onion Saloon, one of the nicer joints in Silver City. I hadn't been there in a couple of months and I was surprised to see a woman working the bar. Now, I hadn't seen me a woman in a long time, but I knew that this one was one fine filly. I regretted not taking advantage of the town's bathhouse with my friends. 

	"Give me a whiskey, darling," I said pulling up a bar stool. 

	"You got it," she said pouring me a glass. 

	"Just go ahead and leave the bottle. I'm going to get full as a tick, tonight," I said a might too loud. 

	"Get as drunk as you want, mister, but you ain't looking like you're exactly flush now." she responded warily. 

	"Relax, I just got paid. I work at the Dexter Mine and I can cover my whiskey," I said flipping her three crisp dollar bills. 

	"That's too much. The bottle's only two bucks," she replied. 

	"Like I said, I just got paid. You enjoy the extra yourself," I said. 

	"Thanks," she shrugged as she made her way to another customer, a woman who was dressed like a cowboy and sitting at a window table and nursing a drink. 

	I had hoped for a little more affection or at least attention from the beautiful blonde bartender, but instead I just stared at her going about her business as I guzzled my drink. She appeared to be about 5 foot, 6 inches tall, which made her only an inch shorter than I am. She had deep blue eyes and while she wasn't fat, she had the kind of curves that drove a man like me crazy. I sat on the bar stool bending my elbow, but she seemed more interested in the rugged looking woman sitting at the window table. 

	Now, whiskey and woman are a powerful combination, especially for a weak willed man like me who had been without both for a long time. The more I drank, the more I wanted her. 

	"Hey," I said grabbing her elbow as she came past, "You ain't much good at your job. I've been sitting here twenty minutes and I don't even know your name." 

	"My name's Lala," she said sternly, "and I'm not a saloon girl. I'm a bartender and I'd appreciate you remembering that and unhanding me." 

	"Come on darling, sit on daddy's lap and tell him all about it," I wink as I pulled her onto me. 

	She flopped around and got up, but my hands were on her breasts at this time and trying to hold onto her; I ripped her top. Now a man has maybe two or three moments that truly change his life, and I tell you as God as my witness, that was one of them for me. You see, what I didn't know was that the lady behind the bar currently protecting her modesty with a bar towel was none other than Lala Pruitt. Now, that name might not mean all that much to you, but her sister was none other than Zelia Pruitt, she of Jack Kincaid's feared outlaw gang. 

	I was paying her any attention at that moment, but the woman sitting in the window had gotten to her feet and was walking over towards me ready to clean my plow. By pawing up her sister, I had managed to get a notorious wanted outlaw on my trail and I don't care that she is a woman, that's never going to be a good idea. 

	I felt a tap on my shoulder, and as I turned around, boom, her right hand punched me hard in my right cheek. The force of the blow knocked me to the floor and left me foggy headed. 

	"Get up and fight me, you son of a bitch," she spat at me. 

	"Hold on there, I don't want any trouble," I tried to stumble to my feet, but she was having none of it. She lowered her shoulder and bulldozed me right into the hard wooden bar. 

	"It's too late for that, cause trouble is what you've got in spades," she sneered kneeing me hard in the balls. 

	I wanted to collapse, but she wouldn't let me. Her left hand reached up around my throat and pinned me to the bar. I couldn't move and she proceeded to pepper my cheeks with slaps from her right hand. I am not too proud to admit that by this time, tears were starting to freely pour down my cheeks as she bitch slapped me. I kicked out catching her in a place that a man should never kick a woman and I took off running for it. I needed to find my friends, but mostly I just wanted to get out of there. 

	As I cleared the saloon door and kept running towards the bath house, I suddenly felt something slip over my shoulders and then felt it tighten and the next thing I knew I was landing hard on my back and looking up at the sky. She had lassoed me. In a couple of moments, she had climbed upon her horse and began dragging me around the town's dirt streets. The skin was violently scraped off of my back and when I was dragged over some large rocks, I got more than just scraped. I could do nothing, but cry out in pain. 

	"Great day for a ride isn't it?" she called back to me laughing. 

	"Please let me go. You're going to kill me," I cried. 

	"You ain't gonna get that lucky," she said. 

	When she finally stopped her horse in front of the saloon again, I was a broken man. A crowd of curious gawkers had gathered to watch the show, but not one of them lifted a finger to help me. Silver City was a cruel town. With the fight dragged out of me, Zelia had no trouble hauling me up to my feet and manhandling me over to a bench in front of the Red Onion. I was barely able to put up any fight at all when she pushed me down so I was laying face down on the bench. 

	I felt her knee on the small of my back as she pulled back my arms and snaked her rope around my wrists and ankles. I was soon hogtied and as helpless as a newborn babe. I could feel the bottom of my boots with my fingers, but I couldn't reach any of the knots. 

	"Now, I'm going to go inside and finish my drink and when I'm in there, I'm going to ask my sister what she thinks we should do with you. You better be here when I get back or I'm going to be real mad," she threatened. 

	"Please let me go ma'am. I didn't know she was your sister," I pleaded. 

	"Not gonna happen," she responded grimly before turning to the crowd. 

	"What did he do?" yelled a man in fancy clothes that made him look like an Easterner or something. 

	"This lecherous son of a bitch put his paws all over my sister and I'll be settling up with him when I'm good and ready. Don't none of you touch him none or you'll be answering to me too," said Zelia firmly. 

	The crowd dissipated and Zelia went inside. I couldn't get free on my own no matter how I shook and shimmied and there was no way that anybody in that crowd was going to have the misfortune of tangling with the notorious Zelia Pruitt if they could help it. I lay there looking at all the good town's people's feet as they walked hurriedly by me. 

	"We heard what happened to you, Jarret. We sure are sorry. You should have come with us to the bathhouse," said Henry. 

	"It's alright. I'm just glad you're here now, guys. Untie me and let's get out of this town as fast as we can," I said desperately. 

	"Err, that's just it," said Henry, "None of us want to throw down with Zelia or any of Kincaid's gang so sorry, but we can't do anything for you." 

	"Yeah," sympathized Willet, "You really got yourself in a heap of a mess this time." 

	"What am I going to do? She's going to come back here soon and when she does, who knows what she'll do to me," I complained. 

	"Best not to think about it," said Henry. 

	"What else am I going to think about? I'm tied up here like a prized pig ready to go to the butcher," I replied. 

	"Well, we need to get moving. I don't want her to come out here and see us talking to you," Willet looked around nervously. 

	I was left stuck out there for another hour and still nobody would make a move to release me. I pleaded with people walking by, but they were too scared to get involved or to cross the legendary female outlaw. 

	Now, it's hard to tell where the factual story of Zelia's feats ended and where the legend began. Jack Kincaid had the most fearsome outlaw gang in the territory and he was willing to ride with the woman and have her watch his back. She was definitely a boss gunfighter and rode as good as any man. Still, I had a hard time believing some of the stories I heard about her. 

	As I lay there contemplating my fate, out she walked. She didn't even say a word, but simply slung me over her shoulder and hauled me inside as easy as you would haul a sack of grain. She roughly threw me on top of the bar. 

	"You sure you want us to go through all the trouble of keeping this one alive? I don't think a man this scrawny can be good for much." said Zelia to her sister. 

	"We do need the help here and besides, if he fouls this up, I'm going to let you turn this rooster into a hen permanently," responded Lalia. 

	"A gelding? Now that does sound fun," laughed Zelia. 

	"Hey ladies, please, there's no reason to talk of such things. Do you want an apology? Believe me, I am more than sorry," I said. 

	"Oh, you're long past an apology, mister," said Lalia. 

	"She's right. By the time my sisters done with you, you're going to wish I just killed you, that's if you're any kind of a man at all," said Zelia. 

	"Let's not be hasty now, sis. Your two choices are to obey us without question or I let Zelia get mean. What do you want? Choose real carefully," cautioned Lalia turning to me. 

	"Look, I'll do whatever you want. I promise," I said hating myself, my face flush with fear and desperation evident in my voice. 

	"OK, let's get him up to my room," Lalia grabbed my ankles while her sturdier sister grabbed onto my shoulders. 

	To describe what awaited me upstairs as Hell would be an overstatement, but perhaps not by as much as you might think. Lalia's room was quite large and in the middle of it, was a luxurious tub. Zelia proceeded to undo the rope connecting my wrists and ankles together and cut off all my clothing. I was still helplessly bound, but with the hogtie gone, I was much easier to maneuver. I was then plunked as naked as the day I was born into the bath, that Lalia had just filled with water, lavender, and sage. I do not doubt that at that moment, I sorely needed a bathing, but I was not happy that I would soon smell of lavender. 

	My hair had grown long in the miner camp and my beard was thick and coarse. Using a pair of them fancy new safety razors, my two captors removed all of the hair on my body below my ears. I flopped around in that bath hopelessly trying to put up a fight, but when those sharp razors came out, I decided that I had best let the women have their way. 

	I was removed from the tub and forcibly marched over to Lalia's vanity where, I was tied to her chair. 

	"Couldn't you please at least let me put some clothes on?" I pleaded. 

	"Nope, we ain't fixing to untie you anytime soon," replied Zelia. 

	"Well, you can hardly blame him for wanting to cover up such a tiny little thing. I've never seen one that puny before," said Lalia flicking my penis with her index finger and earning a loud guffaw from her sister. 

	I sat there roped in place, while Zelia styled my long, shaggy hair. She trimmed it and neatened it before curling it into spiral curls and pinning one side with hair pins. A small purple hat was then pinned upon my head complete with a large feather in it, before Lalia began to paint my face. 

	She smothered my face with some kind of white powder that made me look sickly before taking a red tube and placing some sort of red dyed wax on my cheeks and lips. She pulled out a bunch of my eyebrows and I am not ashamed to say that I hollered loudly at the loss of each and every one. Finally, she took some kind of black wax and made my eye lashes look much thicker and my eyes look even bigger. When I stared at myself in her mirror, I could only see a woman looking back. My painted face and my now hairless body were most unpleasant to my disposition. 

	"Now, for this next part I'm going to have to untie you, but if you so much as look at me cross eyed, I'll geld you," stated Zelia. 

	"I swear I won't ma'am," I replied meekly. 

	"You'd better not," she scolded. 

	Zelia cut the ropes on me and I began to try and rub some circulation back into my wrists. The ladies had me step into a pair of white combination camisole and bloomers before they tied a purple and black corset so tightly around my middle that I could only manage short panting breaths. This was followed by a purple petticoat, and a pair of black stockings. 

	"Are you feeling pretty yet?" Lalia teased. 

	"I'm feeling like a damn fool," I growled, "Come on, you ladies have had your fun. I'm sorry for what I done, but that don't give you the right." 

	"Let's put him in his dress," Interrupted Zelia, "He looks like such a pretty little lady right now, I bet he's going to turn a lot of heads when he's finished being all dolled up." 

	"There ain't no way I'm on putting on a dress," I snarled. 

	Zelia was on me instantly like a wild bull, she grabbed me hard by the camisole of my combination and she slapped me three times in quick succession. I slumped backwards, using the makeup table to steady myself on my feet, breathing hard quick breaths I managed to stay on my feet. 

	"Don't mess up his makeup, Zelia," cried out Lalia. 

	"Sorry, but you get an ornery filly like this one and you've got to show her who the boss is right off," said the fiery outlaw, "Now who is the boss, bitch?" 

	"Y-you are," I stammered. 

	"And don't you forget it," she demanded. 

	I meekly complied as Lalia helped me into the dress. It was scandalously short, and the large slit in the front didn't help my modesty any. Two small bags of rice were used to give me even more of a womanly figure. I was now capable of turning most men's heads, and desperate men like the ones in Silver City would have absolutely no chance. 

	I was motioned towards the bed and sat down while the two women put a pair of boots on me. With my corset on, I couldn't bend enough to lace them myself. They were black and pointy on the front with a narrow heel on the back, which made them damnable hard to walk in. My captors made me practice for a while sashaying around the room before declaring me "good enough". 

	"So here's the deal. You belong to us, now. I could have killed you back there and the only reason you're not heading for Boot Hill already is because Lalia wanted to keep you alive. So that means you owe her your life," said Zelia. 

	"Th-thanks," I stuttered truly grateful, but more than a little frightened. 

	"I kept you alive because I want to buy this saloon and like it or not you're going to help me make the money to do it," chided Lalia, "The way I figure it, your life is worth $500." 

	"That's a lot of money," I said. 

	"The reward on me is double that," pointed out Zelia with some pride. I certainly wouldn't be trying to collect on that prize. 

	"Now, you work for me," said Lalia. 

	"As what?" I asked nervously. 

	"Why sugar, you're the new saloon girl," laughed Zelia. 

	"No-no. I can't. I won't," I demanded before a quick punch to my stomach from Zelia doubled me over. 

	"Zelia!" snapped her sister. 

	"How is punching him in the stomach going to ruin his makeup?" asked Zelia. 

	"Alright, good point," said Lalia, "Anyway, you are going to be making me that $500. Got it? You just need to be pretty and charming to all the customers. I'll knock $5 off the debt every week, plus 10% of any drinks that you can persuade a customer to buy, plus you can charge them 50 cents for a ticket for a dance with you. If you hustle, you can be done in three or four months." 

	"Three or four months?!" I asked alarmed, but quickly cowered when I saw Zelia take a start at me. 

	"Yeah, three or four months," repeated Lalia for emphasis. 

	For the next two days, I learned some of the finer points of being a saloon girl. I learned how to change the pitch of my voice so that I would sound more feminine and although I might not have learned to move much like a woman on the dance floor, I did learn to move much less like a man. Lalia was a good teacher and with Zelia there, I was a very motivated student. At night, I slept tied to the foot of Lalia's bed. She promised me better arrangements would come, but that I had to earn her trust first. 

	Finally, the weekend came and I found myself back in that purple dress sitting at the bar not far from where I had first met Lalia and Zelia and had my life forever changed. A tall and rugged rancher with flaming red hair made his way over to me. He was 5 inches taller than me and probably weighed about 75 pounds more. 

	"Hello, little lady. I don't think I've seen you around here before. The name's Chance McDaniel," he said. 

	"Hey Chance, this here is Ruby. She's our new Saloon Girl," smiled Lalia when she saw me stumbling. 

	"Hi Chance, I'm right pleased to meet you," I said forcing a smile and taking his hand. 

	"Oh, I think she likes you Chance. Why not buy her a drink and get to know her better," suggested Lalia winking. 

	Chance happily took her up on the idea. She poured us both bourbons, but as I tasted mine, I realized that she had just given me an iced tea. When I asked her later about it, she asked me if I really wanted to get drunk around men like Chance. I had to agree that she was probably right. 

	Chance had half a dozen stiff drinks with me and was soon buying tickets to dance with me. As watered down as the drinks were kept and with Chance's size and long history of drinking, I was pretty sure it would take a lot more for him to get drunk. Still, the effect of the alcohol had loosened his tongue quite a bit. 

	"You know, you sure are a sight for sore eyes. You're the prettiest woman in these parts," said Chance. 

	"Oh Chance, you are such a gentleman," I responded coyly. 

	"How about, we go out for a stroll in the moonlight?" he asked.

	"I'd love to Chance, but the rules for us girls are real strict. The bar doesn't want to pay me and then have me leading the customers out the door," I said. 

	"Well then, how about we dance a few," he said. 

	Dancing with a man was about the most embarrassing thing I could think of, but I also knew it was my best chance to pay off my debt to Lalia and end this whole charade. 

	"Sure Chance, but they make me charge half a dollar for a dance with me," I said apologetically. Lalia caught my eye, so I gave a slight shrug. 

	"Well, they sure have you coming and going. Still, you're worth it, I reckon. I'll take three dollars worth," he said. 

	As I danced with Chance or charmed a gentleman, I would catch sight of Zelia smirking as she watched from her perch on the second floor. I know that she had felt proud of the depths to which her sister and her hand brought me. By the time, we parted I had made some progress paying off my debt and eased the loneliness of a solitary cowboy, but it wasn't anything I felt terribly proud about. 

	This, unfortunately for me, became a regular occurrence. Lalia would help me get all dolled up and then I'd head down to the saloon to flirt with all manner of gentlemen and convince them to buy drinks and dance tickets. I was fortunate to have my sister tormentors keeping eye on me to make sure no gentleman took indecent liberties, but they also delighted in the humiliation that I felt seducing these men into spending money on me. When a guy touched my knee or brushed my cheek, I felt like a little bit of me was dying on the inside. 

	A few weeks went by and I was talking to a gentleman who had moved out West from Philadelphia to find his fortune when I felt a large hand grip me firmly by my arm just above my left elbow, pulling me around to my left. He was quite rough with black hair and a very scraggly beard. He had three equally rough looking men behind him who were carrying shot guns. 

	"I'm looking for Zelia Pruitt," said the tall stranger, "The name's Matt Lawson and I'm a bounty hunter. I heard that she's here and I want to see her now." 

	"I really have absolutely no idea who you're talking about," I said meekly. 

	"Well, you best recollect, and fast. I haven't slapped a whore around in days," he spat. 

	Lawson dragged me up the stairs to Lalia's room and tore it apart looking for any sign of Zelia. As the men began going through Lalia's underwear drawer, I noticed them staring at the bloomers and other frillies a might too long. 

	"I must protest Mr. Lawson. Your men are fondling my lingerie and some of it has been imported all the way from France. I must demand that they stop," I said. 

	"You ain't in no position to make demands," he said to me, "If she's not here, then maybe I'll just sit a spell and wait for her to come back." 

	"You do and I will make sure the Marshal hears about this," I said. 

	"Like he's going to listen to some whore," said Lawson grinning. 

	"He will if he's that whore's best customer," I replied angrily. 

	"You're saying the Marshal is your best customer? I don't believe it," he laughed. 

	"Do I look like I'm joking?" I gave him a dead eyed glare. 

	"Hell, we can always come back. Let's go boys. We'll get her soon enough," said Lawson as he left. 

	I sat down on the bed to catch my breath only to have Zelia come out from under my bed where she was hiding. 

	"They looked under there? How did you stay hidden?" I demanded. 

	"One of Lawson's men looked there, but I had my Colt staring him right in the face. He would have got me, but I would have got him first so he pretended not to see me and I didn't shoot him," replied Zelia. 

	"Aren't you worried they'll come back?" I asked. 

	"It goes with the territory," she replied almost proudly, "You did good though Ruby. You did real good. Now, turn around." 

	I turned around and immediately felt her grab my arms and begin lashing a rope around my wrists behind my back. 

	"I thought you said I did good. You know, I'd never tell," I said nervously. 

	"I know you wouldn't tell, but that Lawson is a killer and I'm mighty obliged to you for not trying something when he was questioning you. I thought I'd give you a reward, but I saw how you were with my sister, you're not exactly the most skillful man in the territory," she replied knotting off the rope behind me. 

	She turned me around to face the bed and then pushed my shoulders down until I was on my knees. She then dropped her jeans and I looked on in amazement. I suddenly remembered just how long it had been since I had been with a woman, but I had never been with a woman like this before. It was obvious that she wanted me to use my tongue to please her and while my friends would probably laugh themselves at the sight, but all I could think about was that I had struck gold like never before. 

	"Woe! Not so wet. You've never done this before, have you?" she asked. 

	"No," I reluctantly agreed. 

	"You'll learn," she laughed, "a nice circle with that tongue of yours, Oooh yes," she moaned. 

	Instinct began to take over. I massaged her inner thighs as I followed her instructions. I built up the intensity and she began to moan. I began to plant kisses on her thighs at first and them moving on to more intimate locations. My tongue found made love to her clit in a way that my penis never would have. I could feel her throwing her head back wanton with lust and bucking like a wild bronco. She ground herself on my tongue and was soon in the throes of ecstasy. We danced as only lovers can do, but with her leading the way and though I was tightly bound and at times struggling for balance, I felt very proud to arouse such a lady and bring her to the heights ecstasy. A torrent of her juices drenched my face, but I was consumed by the task at hand. 

	She screamed loudly and if we were not above a saloon, surely someone would have complained by now. 

	She helped me get to my feet and threw me down on the bed. She flipped up my skirt and pulled down my frilly underwear. She was ravenous and I cautioned myself about the danger of falling for this notorious outlaw, but I didn't care. This was a woman worth dying for. This was a woman worth living for. 

	"You're pretty good for a beginner, Ruby. Now, let me show you how it's done," she smiled. 

	"Oh God, Zelia," I moaned. 

	She was as skillful with her tongue as she was with her horse. I still ached from the scrape that she had given me dragging me through town, but I didn't care. She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen and she was sucking me off at that very moment. I would have pinched myself had my hands been free. It was not long until I came with more power and force that I had in a mighty long time. I moaned loudly and unashamedly. For the first time in a long time I felt like a man, regardless of how I looked. Zelia untied me and we both lay in the bed. 

	"I hope Lalia doesn't mind. It is her bed," I said. 

	"Leave her to me," she replied. 

	"You were wonderful Zelia," I said. 

	"Don't you go falling for me now, you hear? I've got a price on my head. Loving an outlaw ain't the easy life you know," she stated with grim sincerity. 

	I was looking for the words to express my devotion without scaring her with a pledge of true and eternal love when I was saved by a pounding on the door. Lalia grabbed for her Colt .45 with all the speed and grace of the practiced gunslinger she was. 

	"It's me," said Lalia in a hushed tone through the door. 

	"What is it?" asked Zelia. 

	"Two of Lawson's boys are back. Zeke and Max are downstairs. Somebody recognized your horse outside. The other two probably have the entrance covered," said Lalia. 

	I got up from the bed and looked out the window. Sure enough Matt Lawson was outside waiting, shotgun in hand. I waved and then turned back to Zelia to confirm her worst fears. 

	"I'm done for," replied Zelia, "It's time to make a stand, I guess." 

	"No, maybe not," I said cleaning off my face and doing my best to pretty up my makeup, "I'll take care of the two downstairs and you make a run for it when you see the coast is clear." 

	"Don't risk yourself like that, Ruby. This isn't a job for a frail thing like you," said Zelia. 

	"The Hell it ain't," I replied and made my way to the door. 

	Lalia took a long look at me and smiled. If she knew what went on in the bedroom, she didn't say anything, but I think she sensed that something had changed in me and I was showing a steely eyed resolve, even if those eyes were hidden behind some serious kohl. I made my way down the stairs trying to give a sexy wiggle to my walk, just as Lalia had showed me before. 

	"Oh boys, you're back. This must be my lucky night," I smiled as I saw the two men sitting at a table in the middle of the saloon. They each had a shotgun at their side as well as a .45 lying on the table. They were well positioned to see anybody exiting the front door as well as anybody leaving the room upstairs. One of the men was a tall blonde farm boy looking fellow that I found was named Zeke. The other man was shorter with a black mustache and skin like leather. He may have been Mexican. His name was Max. 

	"We're working. You need to find yourself another table," said Zeke without even making eye contact. 

	"Oh boys, that's your loss, but surely you have just a little time to spend with little ol' me. There are two of you after all, and I'm so lonely. If you're watching the place, well one of you can watch it and one of you can be watchin' something much better," I said placing my leg on the chair and giving Max a good look at my legs. I guided his hand up to my knee and let him get a good feel. 

	"Yeah, all work and no play will make us dull, Zeke. Like the lady said, you watch awhile, I'll watch her," said Max. 

	"Mr. Lawson wouldn't like that Max. That's the kind of thing that could get a man killed. He shot Red for less," said Zeke. 

	"Yeah, but, what a way to go," sighed Max. 

	I saw the door to Zelia's room creep open. She was waiting for the all clear. I called over to Lalia and had the piano player play something fun. 

	I gave the two men a private dance with lots of high kicks and views of my cleavage created by the corset and the rice bags. I rubbed my hands across the boys' chins and I had managed to split Zeke's attention while commanding Max's complete focus. 

	As I saw the time was now or never and Zelia was fixing to make her move, I pulled Max's head into my cleavage, while at the same time pushing Zeke's had down over his eyes. I tried to make it look like I was trying to be suggestive, but he wasn't buying anything. Still, with both men temporarily blinded, Zelia tore down the stairs like an Oklahoma Sooner. Zeke recovered in time to fire a shot that immediately quieted the entire saloon, but luckily lodged in the wall just over Zelia's shoulder. I tried to keep Max's head pressed against my bosom, while bumping Zeke's arm. He couldn't get another shot off before Zelia had made it out the door and was off on her horse and riding like the Devil himself was on her tail. I heard a half dozen shotgun blasts and my heart skipped a beat. 

	"Aw Hell! the bitch got away. How the Hell did you let her get past you in here," demanded Lawson as soon as he stormed into the saloon. 

	"This one tried to distract us," said Zeke grabbing my wrist. 

	"It sounds like she did more than try," said Lawson, "Bring her and the sister with you. We need to get to the livery and ride after her." 

	Lalia and I were roughly dragged along, but unfortunately for Matt Lawson, bounty hunter, Zelia didn't stay free by not being at least two steps ahead of any pursuers. She had already been to the livery and chased off the men's horses before high tailing it out of there. 

	"Well, now what are we going to do, boss," said the fourth member of Lawson's team who I later learned was named Henry, but liked to be called Abilene. 

	"Tie them two up," commanded Lawson. 

	"Come along whore," sneered Zeke obviously upset with me. 

	"I'm not a whore, I'm a saloon girl," I protested. 

	"You ain't even a girl," spat Lawson reaching into my bodice and pulling out the rice bags. I have no idea why that somehow made me feel violated. 

	"Aw no," said Max clearly disappointed. 

	"You know, boss," said Abilene, "It's been a long time since any of us had a chance to be with a woman." 

	"You want to have some fun?" asked Lawson. 

	"Yeah boss," said Max. "How about it?" 

	"Why not, but tie them both bent over the stall. We need to make this quick and then get some horses and find Zelia. I'm sure when she finds out we have her sister it won't be too hard," sneered Lawson. 

	"What about the Saloon Boy?" questioned Zeke. 

	"I bet she sucks better than the other one and she's not a bad looker either," said Lawson pragmatically. 

	I soon had Lawson pulling down his pants at my face, while Max was behind me, lifting up my skirt. Lalia had Abilene from behind and a reluctant Zeke in front of her. As beautiful as my time with Zelia had been, being fucked by Max and sucking Lawson was just plain ugly. Lawson was not a dirty man, but he viewed getting sucked as an aggressive battle. He fucked my face with more rage than passion, while Max was behind me pounding away. Max at least was a little gentler, but being penetrated by a guy was not an experience that I had ever wanted or even thought would happen to me. 

	Lalia was having as much trouble with her position as I was. She called the men every dirty name in the book and threatened to bite Zeke's penis off before he brought his gun to her head. He probably never intended to shoot her, but that was one of those chances that you just didn't want to take. I felt Max climaxing deep inside of me, while my mouth was filling up with Lawson's spunk. Max was staggering in his ecstasy and then just as quickly fell to the ground, a knife sticking out of his back. I raised my head and saw Zelia riding like vengeance on a black and white spotted Appaloosa. 

	Abilene pulled out of Lalia and bent down to get his gun belt, but he never made it up, Zelia had pulled even with him and shot him at close range as she sped by. Only Lawson and Zeke were left and they fumbled to get their pants back on. Zeke pulled out his gun, but just before he fired, Lalia finally did as she had threatened to do and lunged forward chomping down hard on his penis. It was almost a mercy killing when he was cut down by bullet from Zelia who had fired at him while riding away out the other side of the livery stable. That was a nearly impossible shot, especially with Lalia and me in the way. 

	As quickly as she arrived, Zelia was out the other side of the livery. It was almost as if she had never been there, but the three dead bodies on the ground said otherwise. I reckon Lawson thought he was pretty smart. He stood between Lalia and me with a six-shooter pointed at each of our heads. 

	"Nice try! Now, we play by my rules though Zelia," called out Lawson, "You come back here nice and slow and let me see you drop your guns or I'm gonna spill their brains out right here on the ground." 

	"Don't do it, Zelia," I cried. 

	"I only want you. There's no bounty on their heads," he called out again, but there was still no response. 

	"Show yourself in three seconds or I'm killing one of them," Called out Lawson, "One....Two..." 

	A blast tore through the side of the livery, right where Lawson had ben standing. The wooden wall couldn't do much to stop a .50 caliber bullet fired from a Sharps rifle. Zelia wasn't about to take any chance that Lawson might stagger around and managed get off a shot at one of us. She approached the hole in the wall and fired a second shot, hitting the bounty hunter right between the eyes and killing him stone dead even before he landed in a pile of manure. 

	"Sorry, I couldn't get here sooner. I'll have you untied in a second," Zelia apologized. 

	"We need to get out of here," replied Lalia. 

	"Yeah, it's going to get pretty rough for us here," added Zelia. 

	"Where are we going?" I asked. The two girls stared at me wide eyed. 

	"What do you mean by we?" asked Lalia. 

	"I still owe you like $470," I said as Zelia cut me loose. 

	"You don't have to come. You saved my life and you paid for it too," she said, noticing the semen trickling down the back of my leg underneath my skirt. 

	"All in a saloon girl's day," I nodded proudly. 

	"Hold your horses," said Zelia, "We're going to have the law after us and it's going to be dangerous, you can't be coming with us." 

	"Try and stop me," I said with as much force as I could muster. 

	"I could," said Zelia. 

	"Yeah, but you won't," I replied. 

	"Aw let him come," laughed Lalia, "You'll be all pining for him if you don't." 

	"Alright, you two get saddled up. Maybe, we'll give San Francisco a try," reasoned Zelia. 

	"Think they're ready for me in San Francisco," I asked. 

	"Only one way to find out," said Lalia. 

	We rode off together, three outlaws on the run. We never looked back. 

	 

	 

	THE END
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