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Chapter One: Dry Throats
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The Faded Rose is known as the only true watering hole to quench dry throats for more than fifty miles. Saddleback ridge is a town of around three hundred people that sits in the far northwestern corner of the State of Texas not far from the Indian Territory to the north and the New Mexico Territory to the west. We see all kinds come through our town, from the roughshod stragglers that most of us would rather see pass by without tying up their horses, to a few well-heeled men from the east. For our part, Lila and I have made our home here after coming from Tennessee, and we’re glad to have done so. Still, times are tough for us, and we have very little money put back.

“You’ve come in for a drink,” my wife says to me as she sits down in a seat at my table. “Something to celebrate, husband?”

I sigh. “If only that were the case, my love. No, I figured that I would drop some change here to enjoy a sip of whiskey before heading back home.” After finishing my drink, I tell her, “Besides, Mr. O’Reilly offered to let me have one for free whenever I come in here.”

Lila raises her eyebrows. “The same Mack O’Reilly who owns the place?” she says incredulously. “Surely not, William.”

“Surely so,” I reply with a grin. “The Irishman isn’t such a terrible man as you’ve told me.”

“I’ve told you no such thing,” she retorts while sitting back in her chair and straightening the small ruffles along her dress. “Mack can be a decent man at times. I just didn’t think he would allow any drink to go for free in here.” Lila turns to look over at the bar where the proprietor is serving drinks. “He’s given me a few minutes to come sit with you.”

“I’m glad.” I lean forward and take her hand into mine. “Have you been treated well here, my sweet wife?”

She doesn’t answer at first, causing me to feel a bit concerned. However, she soon rectifies this by saying, “It is a fine position, Will. Mack gives me a meal at noon and the ladies upstairs have been very accommodating when needed.”

“Accommodating?” 

“You know I mean nothing untoward, husband. They are fine ladies, even with their reputations.” Lila’s blue eyes lock onto mine as she makes the case for her friends. “The men here treat them well.”

“Of course they do,” I say with a chuckle. “The men here need a place to rest their things, don’t they?”

Lila blushes and looks around the bar. “Don’t say that so loudly, Will. You will offend someone.”

“Offense?” I shake my head. “You cannot offend a man who already pays for his woman in bed, can you? These men are happy enough to wet more than their throats.”

My wife looks down at the table for a moment and I get the feeling there is something she’s not telling me. We have promised to be honest with each other every day of our married life, and for some reason that hasn’t been honored. At least, that’s how I feel about the situation. Something isn’t right. I want to know what it is.

“Why are you so withdrawn?” I ask her plainly.

“Do not ask such things,” she warns me. “This is a position that I need and there are some things that you have no need to hear.”

“Tell me,” I demand quietly. My eyes scan the room. There are several men and a few women who have taken a seat at various tables to eat their meals and to enjoy their drinks. I hate that Lila works here, but it was the only job she could find when we moved here last year. Money is money, no matter where it comes from.

Lila takes a breath before saying, “There are some customers who come in and make comments toward me. I don’t mind, really, but...”

“What comments?” I interrupt.

“Not the most polite of comments,” she answers. “William, do not take this for more than it is. My job requires that I have thick skin.”

“I’ll put a damned knot on the head of any man who speaks to you with a lack of respect,” I tell her. “Name one.”

“No, I will not.” Lila glares at me. “You will not ruin this for me, husband. We have spoken about this before and we have come to an agreement. There are times when we must allow things to be said and done in order to make our way through life. Mack has assured me that the men will not be entertained for long if they persist.”

“I’ll entertain them,” I growl. “Bring me to one of the jackrabbits that let their mouths run away with you, Lila.”

She pats my hand and smiles. “No, again, dearest Will. You can’t fix something like that. Besides, I have handled them swiftly each time. There is no reason to worry.”

Looking around the room again, I tell her, “They should respect you, Lila. Not a single man should be willing to defile your name by asking for your virtue. Not one.”

“I haven’t done anything that would allow them to defile me. Although, some have offered quite the sum for anything that I would do.”

Swallowing hard first, I ask, “What sum?”

“Ah, you’re interested now, huh?” Her face blushes once again.

“Not really, no. Still, I want to know what sort of shame they’re trying to lump upon you, wife. Tell me, how much?”

“One man offered me a dollar just to see my chest.” Lila turns her gaze back down to the table for a moment after telling me this. 

“Evil fucker.”

Lila looks up at me, shocked at what has rolled off my tongue. “You know that word could get you locked up in jail, William! Don’t say it in public.”

“Our jail is nearly worthless. You’ve seen the state of it, haven’t you? It’s a damn shame that the town council refuses to do anything about it.”

“Without much lawlessness, there’s no real reason for a jail anyway.” Lila continues to rub my hand. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I have no reason to allow any other man to see me that way. Sometimes I have to let them think that there’s a chance, though. It helps me to get a little more from them when I serve their table.”

“I can't stand that you work here. You deserve so much better, Lila.”

“One day, Will. We’re saving money as quickly as we can and someday we’ll own that ranch. You can raise all the cattle you want and I’ll bear you the children you’ve asked for. A boy and a girl at first, and then a passel more of the little ones running around outside our house. You would like that, right?”

My wife always brings a smile to my face no matter what we have been discussing before. It’s Lila’s uncanny ability to put a better face on our situation that has kept me from walking out into the scrubland and putting a bullet through my head. Things are often not what I would like them to be. If only 1879 would be a better year for us. At this point, I can’t see how that can ever happen.

“I’m hoping the bank president will consider my application for the new position,” I tell her with some hope restored to my voice. “He will decide on a new vice president in the next few weeks.”

“That would be a good promotion, wouldn’t it?”

“It would,” I reply. “The raise in pay would be more than half what I make now. With that kind of money, it would be much easier for the two of us to look for land. We don’t need much, maybe twenty or thirty acres. That would be plenty for the two of us to do what we want to do.”

“Only twenty or thirty?” Lila shakes her head. “In Tennessee that’s a good lot of land, but here you need ten times that amount to raise any cattle at all. William, we will need to save much more money to buy a working ranch.”

She’s right, of course. My wife and I have sat down and discussed our plans before and how the land in Texas is different from the land in eastern Tennessee. My father has done well with just forty acres of land there, but it’s green land with plenty of water and vegetation. Growing anything in this part of Texas requires a bit more planning and luck than the land back east.

Mack looks over at our table and Lila nods her head. “He wants me back at work, Will. I have to go.” She stands up and looks down at me. “Enjoy that drink and head home, alright? I’ll fix supper when I get there.”

“No, I’ll fix it for you,” I tell her. “It’s the least that I can do.”

“That’s a woman’s job,” she complains. “I’m your wife and I should be cooking for you.” 

“I can cook as well as you and I don’t want to see you over a hot stove after getting home so late, Lila. I’ll make the meal and it will be ready for you when you arrive. Be safe and stay away from the men who want to take you to bed.” I ball my hands into fists while looking around the bar once again.

“Don’t do that,” she tells me. “I’ll see you at home.” My wife bends down and gives me a soft kiss on the cheek before she goes to the bar to take some drinks to a table of cowboys. I watch her do this and see that the men are happy to see her. On the one hand, it’s hard to blame them for noticing her beauty and grace. On the other, Lila is my fucking wife and she doesn’t deserve to be ogled in this way. She deserves to be respected and honored as a good wife. Unfortunately, that’s not an easy thing when her job happens to require her to serve drinks to the lowlifes that come in here.

After finishing my drink, I leave the Faded Rose and make my way down the dusty street. Lila and I live about a quarter mile outside of town, so I have no need for the horse. She, on the other hand, has our horse stabled near the bar. It’s something that Mack O’Reilly has allowed her to do as he owns the stable. There are some fringe benefits to working for the Irishman, and I’m thankful for his occasional generosity. Still, I look forward to seeing my wife leave that position behind for a nice home near town. That’s what motivates me for now.
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Chapter Two: A Warm Drink
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Lila returns home at around eight o’clock in the evening and I put out supper for her to eat. She washes her hands in the pan and then sits down to begin to enjoy some food.

“You shouldn’t have to do this,” she tells me emphatically. “It’s not your job as the husband, William.”

“It’s my job as your husband to see that you are taken care of, isn’t it? Cooking a meal shouldn’t be just for the woman of the house.” 

I grew up on a farm with my parents and three brothers in eastern Tennessee. We all pitched in to keep things running smoothly, including cooking the meals as needed. Mother wasn’t always around to make us something to eat, as she often made trips to other’s homes to help them with their own cleaning and cooking when they were infirmed. It was something that our rural community there was known for and Mother wouldn’t have dreamed of not being a part of that.

“Thank you.” Lila takes her fork and digs into the roasted potatoes and carrots that sit along a small piece of pork on her plate. “Where did you get the meat?” She cuts into it with her knife and fork.

“On the way home I stopped by the Claremont’s place. They were working on the roof of their house, so I got up there and worked about a half-hour to help Bud get the rest of the new roof shakers down. He was thankful and gave me some pork for my efforts.”

She smiles. “That was very kind of him.” Lila then adds, “And it was kind of you to stop and help him.”

I nod my head. “Bud’s getting along in years and I didn’t like seeing him up on the roof by himself. His wife can’t do much to help, so it seemed to be the right thing to do at the time.”

“You’re a good man, William Brown.” My wife returns to her meal and continues to eat as I relax near the fireplace. The chill in our home was a bit more than I knew Lila would appreciate, so I built a small fire to warm things up. It makes me happy to do little things for her such as this, even though I can’t buy the land just yet to put a house on for the two of us. For now, we are paying rent on this little cabin. It’s suitable enough, but we will need more room if we are to have any children one day.

After Lila finishes her meal, she sits back in her chair and smiles at me. “This was a delicious meal, Will. Thank you very much for making it.”

“I’m happy to do whatever I can for you, my love.” I watch as she gets up from her seat at the table and she goes to the chair nearby at the fireplace. Lila sits down and reaches for some knitting nearby. She begins to work on it while enjoying the heat from the fireplace.

After some silence, she turns her attention to me and asks, “Are you still bothered by what I told you today at the bar?”

I look up from the book I have been reading and sigh. “The idea of men looking at you and making such terrible comments bothers me, Lila. Even though I know you need the work, and we need the money, I want to put my fist in the faces of the men who are so crude to you.”

“Crude, yes, but they are business for Mack and any business for him helps me to earn a living.”

“But at what cost?” I ask her. 

My wife smiles as she looks at the fireplace. “You know, Rebecca has been servicing men upstairs for ten years at the bar and she thinks it’s the most wonderful thing. She, along with Sue and Angela, have made a real living out of their profession.”

“Profession?” I say with a snarl. “It’s a terrible thing they do, Lila. They sleep with men who are married and who have women they are beholden to. It’s a shame.”

“It’s legal,” she reminds me. “And some of their wives already know about what they do.”

Shaking my head, I ask, “How is it that a wife can know that her husband sees these other women without dragging him into court and declaring for divorce? There’s not a lot of calls for unfaithful men in most parts, Lila.” 

I’m right, but we occasionally have this same discussion at the end of a long day. Lila has befriended the wicked women who allow other men to drive their rods into them, and so I do understand the sympathy she has for them. Still, any objective person who’s still decent enough knows that what they are doing isn’t right or proper in any respect.

“Rebecca makes very good money, Will. She lives in a nice house in town and she is able to care for her mother.”

“Does her mother know what she does to make this money?” I ask. “Perhaps she wouldn’t want to be taken care of by a woman who spreads her legs for any man who can give her a dollar or two.”

“William!” Lila is offended by my characterization of her friend from the bar. “You know better than to speak about a woman like that.”

“She’s a whore,” I reply flatly.

“She’s a woman who has treated me with great respect and compassion.” Lila takes a quick breath before adding, “You do recall that we have had many times in the last two years when we haven’t had enough money to pay our debts, do you not?” Her blue eyes focus intently on me.

“We’ve always managed.”

“Sure we have. After Rebecca loaned me the money to pay those debts so that we wouldn’t lose what little property we do own.”

My jaw drops. “You would never take money from her.”

“I did, William. Just two months ago we owed a debt to the same bank where you work. Did the bank president offer to help you with that debt? No. We owed fifteen dollars and didn’t have enough to cover the bill. When I told Rebecca, she didn’t hesitate to give me the money to pay the debt. I’m still paying her back at fifty cents per week.”

“You took money from her?” My face turns red as I become embarrassed by the revelation. “From a whore?”

“From a friend,” Lila corrects me. “A good and decent friend who only wants the best for us.”

“You can’t have a woman of the night as a friend,” I tell her. “It’s unseemly.”

“Which of your friends came to our aid to help us pay the debt, Will? Anyone from the bank? Perhaps from back east?”

“No one knew of that debt. You know that.”

“You don’t have friends here,” she points out. “Not a single one. I have Rebecca, Sue, and Angela. They care more for me than anyone else besides you. They’re my friends, and I’m proud to say so.” 

The air cools between us and I feel the chill as it crosses between the shoulder blades. There are few times when Lila and I have such disagreements, but when we do they can be substantive. At the moment, our feelings about what goes on at the Faded Rose are quite stark in contrast. Mack O’Reilly allows a lot to happen under the roof of his establishment, including the prostitution, but that doesn’t mean I have to agree with it.

“I didn’t know you had gotten money from her or I would have told you to give it back. I could have worked out an arrangement with Mr. Charleston. He would have gladly allowed me more time.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. You wouldn’t have asked him because you constantly worry that he will see you as less than you are. William, you could not have gone to him for any help whatsoever, and you know it. Rebecca was our only help.”

Frowning, I ask, “Are you considering your own part with her, then? Is that what this is truly all about, Lila? Do you wish to be one of the ladies who men can call upon for their wicked pleasures?”

Her eyes widen and she grimaces. “Do you think so little of me, husband?”

“You would bed a man for the right price, wouldn’t you?” I accuse my wife. “I can see it in your eyes right now.”

I’m surprised as she laughs. “Do you spend time thinking of me with another, Will? Is that why you are so eager to discuss this?”

“No, of course not.”

“But you are warmed by the thought, are you not?” Lila puts her knitting down and then slips out of her chair. She crawls slowly on her hands and knees toward me while pulling her hair out of the bun she put it in earlier today. The flowing locks are golden to brown in color and very beautiful. It’s the one thing about her that I’ve loved more than anything about my dearest wife. Lila is beautiful and the object of many men’s fantasies. It bothers me, but at the same time it causes me to be aroused.

Reaching forward, my wife feels my pants crotch. “That’s nothing,” I tell her as she grins.

“You are hard, sir,” she giggles. “Pull down your pants so that I can see it, Will.”

“Lila.”

“Please, my sweet husband. You know I do like to see it when it’s like this.” I slowly do as she asks and slip my pants down. My wife pulls them to my feet on the floor and then reaches out to take my hard pole into her hand. “You’re very happy about what we’ve been discussing, aren't’ you?”

I shake my head. “Don’t assume such a thing, Lila.”

She pulls her hand up, causing me to groan and move around in my chair. “You want me to drink from it, don’t you?”

“That’s a vulgar thing,” I tell her. “It’s not what is taught among good folk.”

“Good folk? How many do you believe there are here in Saddleback Ridge, William? A dozen, maybe. Most are happy enough to do whatever they need to do to enjoy themselves.” Lila leans forward and kisses the end of my cock and I feel my body tense. 

“Damn it, woman. It’s not right to do this.”

“To do what?” she giggles.

“To use your mouth. It’s not ladylike.”

“Oh? Rebecca uses her mouth a lot. Men seem to enjoy it,” Lila tells me with a laugh. “Maybe you would like it, too?”

“My love...” She does it again, this time parting her lips so that she can take me into her mouth. The feeling of her soft lips and tongue along the length of my shaft is incredibly intoxicating. I reach down and put my hands on the back of her head as she slowly begins to bob up and down.

“Lila,” I groan while watching her. If the town minister or the sheriff happened to see what she is doing to me, we would both be taken to jail and convicted of a terrible crime. A woman is not to feast upon a man’s lizard. No, it’s to be put inside her for the purpose of creating a child, not for someone to enjoy as a warm drink.

My wife lifts her mouth from me and asks, “Do you like this, Will? I can keep going, but I’m not sure I will swallow it all for you.”

“Please,” I beg her as I feel my balls ache. She gladly goes back down on me and sucks once again. Her hands, soft and precious, massage my robin’s eggs in their nest and it doesn’t take long for me to reach the obvious conclusion.

“Ooooohhhhh!!!” For the first time, I release into her mouth and she begins to choke on the volume of my warm cream. Though I expect Lila to pull back to catch her breath, she continues to try to swallow it all as her mouth moves around on my cock. “Uuuuuuhhhh...oooooohhhhhh...mmmmmmm...” 

Some of the thick mess I have put into her mouth finds its way past her lips and back onto me as Lila attempts to finish swallowing what I’ve given her. She soon pulls her mouth away from me and dabs it with the end of her dress. 

“Oh, dear. I’ve made such a mess,” she tells me. 

“This shouldn’t have been done,” I reply. “It’s not right.”

“We are married, William. You haven’t gone to see Rebecca for relief, have you?” She raises an eyebrow and I nearly smile. My wife has a point and I don’t know what I can do to counter it.

“It would be considered a terrible thing if others were to find out.”

“And they will not,” she tells me. “We will not be sharing what we do in our own home with others. Right?” Lila kisses me on the cheek before sitting back down in her chair. I can still smell the musky scent of my own seed on her lips. 

We speak very little the rest of the evening and go to bed about an hour later. Lila puts her arm around me in bed and kisses my cheek before falling asleep beside me. As I lie awake beside her, I consider all that she has told me. Rebecca has been a true friend, regardless of what I might think of her and her ilk. She has shown herself to be kind and willing to help someone out when they are in dire straits. Perhaps she does deserve a modicum of respect from me for that.
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Chapter Three: A Penny Saved
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I finish with one of our bank’s customers just as a familiar face walks in the front door. Mack O’Reilly, one of the bank’s wealthiest patrons, strolls up to my window and smiles at me. “Have ya a minute?” he asks in his thick Irish accent.

“Certainly.” I lock my cash drawer and then drop my key into my pocket before turning to Jacob Henry beside me. “You have the counter, Mr. Henry. Keep a sharp eye, sir.”

“I will, Mr. Brown.” The young man of only nineteen years nods his head and sits up straight on his stool. Though he has only been with the bank for a couple of months, he has shown himself to be quite a quick learner and eager to please his superiors. That’s a good thing, as the bank president rarely suffers an employee to make any mistakes.

I follow Mack outside and we have a seat on a wooden bench near the entrance of the bank. The bar owner smiles at me, his mustache and beard rising slightly with the expression.

“Your wife has been a wonderful help, William. I hope ya know that I look out for her when I can.”

“Thank you, Mack, but what do you mean by that last thing you said?”

He moves around on the seat beside me and eyes the street. Horses and wagons move by slowly as some people step along the wooden boardwalk to the side. The town, though small, has a robust trade during the day that brings in quite a few country residents.

“Rebecca, the lady who is the mistress of the girls upstairs, has been speakin’ ta her. As you well know, the woman has a devilish tongue about her.” Mack straightens his spectacles before adding, “The things she does upstairs I pay no mind ta, but I have asked her to keep her thoughts to herself.”

“Alright. What has she been saying to Lila?”

Mack clears his throat. “She’s offered to take her on ta train.”

“Train?” I shake my head. “For what?”

“Ya know for what, lad. Rebecca is a woman with ways that counter the wisdom of most men. I’ve seen her convince a reverend to see her in a room upstairs before.” Mack shakes his head. “She wants your wife ta become like her.”

“The hell you say!” My voice bellows a bit too loudly and a woman nearby covers her mouth as she glares at me. “My apologies, ma’am,” I tell her as I take off my hat and bow slightly. Thankfully, she moves along and I lower my tone with the owner of the Faded Rose. “Did you hear what she said? What did she say specifically?”

Mack frowns. “I did’na hear Rebecca, but Lila came to me and told me, lad. She said that she spoke for nigh an hour with the woman. It happened before work this mornin’.”

“Damn it.”

I’ve been concerned for
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