All conversation stopped suddenly in the Rattlesnake Saloon when the batwing doors creaked open.  In the doorway stood something the men of Henessee Depot had not seen in three years: a woman.  She stood holding the doors open, surveying the dim interior of the saloon.  Of the six buildings in the small town, the saloon was the only one still open for business and therefore, the only place a stranger could find all the citizens of the Depot gathered together.  
The citizenry of the Depot consisted of eleven men and two boys.  The two boys, Jebediah and Malekai, were undoubtedly off somewhere torturing the local wildlife.  The eleven men were gathered here in the saloon on account of it being Sunday; the Lord’s day.  <i>Thou Shalt Not Work On The Sabbath</i>, any of the fine gentlemen of the Depot would be happy to tell you over a dirty mug of beer.
The men of Henessee Depot ranged in age from eighteen to forty-eight.  And all of their eyes – from the stupid, but youthful gaze of Droolin’ Donnie right on up to Old Man Carter’s single cateract-clouded eye – were on the goddess standing in the doorway.

At nearly six feet, she was easily the tallest person in town.  She wore a green khaki work shirt tied up in a knot displaying a tight, rippled stomach.  Her jeans rode dangerously low on her hips, showing plenty of skin below the points of her hip bones.  Her clothes were faded and torn from the months of chasing her quarry through the desert.  She was lean and muscular, but her breasts were high, heavy, round, and undoubtedly firm.  Her long, blond, sun-bleached hair was pulled back in a ponytail beneath a wide-brimmed, dusty hat.  After a moment, she tipped the hat back.  Her face was both soft and fierce.  Her full lips were cracked and chapped from lack of water, but her light blue eyes shone with a sharp light as she swept her piercing gaze over the men of Henessee Depot.
Now had this been any other woman, she would have been on the floor by now, naked and bleeding, with eleven men trying to rape her at the same time.  But one thing kept the horny men in their chairs.  Or rather two things: hanging even lower on her hips than the waistband of her jeans was a gunbelt.  And hanging comfortably in their oiled holsters was a pair revolvers.  Their sandalwood grips named this woman more definitively than if a sign hung around her neck.
All eleven men of Henessee Depot had the same thought when they set eyes on the massive guns: <i>I thought all the Gunslingers were dead.</i>
The woman stepped further into the saloon, letting the batwing doors close with a scream of rust.  Fixing her eyes on the bartender, she walked across the smoke enshrouded room to the bar.  All eleven pairs of eyes followed the sway of her hips.  But whether it was to watch the seductive roll of her perfectly shaped ass, or to keep their eyes on the revolvers at her hips, not even they knew.  
The shadows were deep and heavy in the saloon that late afternoon but they caressed and fondled the Gunslinger’s body like an old lover.  This was a dangerous world where death lingered around every corner.  Even the poisonous rain was harsh and unforgiving.  Animals, plants, and humans alike were born with deformities and abnormalities more often than not.  But somehow this woman defied all that.  Perfect skin, perfect hair, perfect body; just by being alive she stood as a reminder of the days long passed when there was still beauty in the world.  The world has moved on, but the memory still lived in this woman.
Leaning one elbow on the dirty surface of the bar, she fixed her shocking blue gaze on the fat, bald man behind the counter.  The stink of fear grew as he approached.  His white t-shirt was stained yellow with sweat and beer.  He wrung his hands nervously as he stepped up to the woman.
“Hail and well met,” the man stammered.  His nervous voice sounded very loud in the tense silence of the saloon.  His beady black eyes kept darting down to her chest, as if he expected her breasts to jump out of the shirt.  She reached with a slender finger and lifted his chins so that his eyes met hers.  The stink of piss as his bladder released soon overpowered the smell of fear pouring off the disgusting man.

“Whiskey,” the woman commanded in a smooth but ragged voice.  Without this man’s eyes groping her tits, she could feel the rest of the patrons ogling her.  It made her feel like a piece of steak that had just wandered into the lair of a starving pack of wolves.  She dropped the rolls of chin and turned to the rest of the men.  One of them, she now noticed, was sitting quietly by himself in the corner.  He was watching her, but not with the carnal hunger of his peers.  He may have been handsome in another, gentler world.  But given her options, this one would have to do.

The bartender set the bottle of whiskey on the bar and stepped away quickly.  Without looking at him, she dropped a shiny gold coin on the bar before picking the bottle up.

“Th-this one’s on th-the h-house,” the fat man said.  The woman’s head swung around and held him with that hard gaze, daring him to not take the money.  He reached out a hand full of sausage-link fingers and snatched up the coin.  With bottle in hand, she sauntered over to the lone man’s table.
“Mind if I sit down?”  She took a sip from the bottle without taking her eyes off his.  He held her gaze bravely and nodded to the chair.
“Aye, we’s free people,” he said with a thick accent.  “Least we’s should be if’n there be one o’ yer kind still walkin th’ earth.  Name’s Michael.”

She nodded and took another drag from the bottle before sitting down.  “Amy.”  She reached into the pocket stretched over the swell of her left breast and pulled out a hand-rolled cigarette.  Marijuana had been hard to come by in recent years.  Amy had wanted to smoke this little bit for weeks, but her lungs had been full enough of the desert’s scorching air.  But now she had a drink to go down with it.  
Michael watched her as he sipped his beer.  “Smoke?” she asked.  Her tongue slipped out to moisten her parched mouth.  She put the joint between her wet lips as Michael fished a match out of his own shirt pocket.  He struck it on the rough wooden table and held the small flame up to her.  She gave a small nod of thanks and leaned in to light the cigarette.  The red cherry glowed brightly in the dim saloon as she inhaled.  Streamers of smoke rose into the gloom as she exhaled and offered it to Michael.
“There been anyone besides me come through your town in the last few months?” She took another drink of whiskey.  Leaning back in her chair, she watched her companion with those icy eyes.
“Nope,” he said promptly.  His face was straight, but his eyes were bright with fear.  “Ain’t been nobody but you, m’Lady.”  He took another drag from the joint, watching her through the smoke.

“You sure?” she asked and set the bottle of whiskey down on the table.  Her eyes bored into him as she leaned forward.  Her plump breasts rested on the table.  “Positive?”

Michael couldn’t help looking at her chest this time.  His resolve was quickly melting away under her fierce gaze and angelic body.  He felt that his voice might betray him so he kept silent.

“Look,” Amy went on, taking the joint back.  “I’m going to be perfectly honest with you.”  She squinted as the marijuana smoke floated up past her eyes.  “I haven’t seen another human being in three months.”  She crossed her legs under the table, much to the delight of the men who were afforded a better view of her ass, and ran the tip of her boot up the side of Michael’s calf.  “Now, you can cooperate with me, for which I’ll be very, very grateful.”  Michael’s eyes widened as Amy’s toe reached the inside of his thigh.  She managed to lean forward a little more and it seemed as though her breasts would spill out at any moment.  “Or you can continue to be a pain in my horny little ass, and suffer the consequences.”  She withdrew her foot and leaned back, casually placing a hand on the butt of a revolver.  Her other incredibly skilled hand was poised at the knot holding her shirt closed.  She made his options perfectly clear.  “What will it be?”
All the other patrons had been silent, watching Michael and the gunslinger, hoping to get a peak at more of her delicious skin.  The silence hung in the air like so much smoke as they waited to see what Michael would do.  Each one of them was torn; either they keep their word to the stranger that had passed through here a week ago, and run the risk of being shot down one by one; or they tell this blond goddess what she wants to hear and live, for a while at least, maybe even getting a handful of breast in the process.

Michael obviously felt this dilemma most clearly of his townsfolk, since he’d apparently been elected their spokesperson.  Beads of sweat stood out on his dirty forehead.  He was pinned under the intense eyes of this last of the Gunslingers.  His mind worried at the situation the way a starving dog will worry a bone.  Finally, he came to a decision.  If he does not tell this woman what she wants to know, he will almost certainly die immediately.  If, however, he does tell her, he will die whenever the Stranger finds out about his betrayal.  And Michael had no doubt that he would.  But in the meantime, he could reap the rewards of Lady Amy’s gratitude.  The choice now seemed obvious to his relatively cunning mind.
“Aye, was a man through here ‘bout week, maybe ten days past.”

“Heading west.”  It wasn’t a question.

“Aye.” 

She nodded.  Her expression didn’t change as she took a pull on the tiny joint held between her fingernails.  All the men watched her like they’d watch a rattlesnake.  She held the smoke in her lungs for several long moments.  The wary men were holding their collective breath, though they weren’t aware of it.  They waited, fully aware that their lives were in this woman’s very deadly hands.
Finally after what seemed an eternity, she exhaled.  The joint was smaller than a sunflower seed now.  Amy pinched it between her fingers and swallowed the extinguished remains.  When she looked back at Michael, her lips were curled in a dangerous smile.  She rose from her chair and walked slowly around the small table, dragging her fingertips over the aged, gouged wood.  Michael was still sweating.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?”  When she stood next to his chair, Amy lifted a long leg and stretched it over Michael’s lap.  She caressed the butts of her guns as she settled into his lap, moving them out of the way.  Michael couldn’t tell if he was more scare or aroused.  The gunslinger’s deft hands rose to the knot of her shirt and paused.  She turned her head to the rest of the men in the saloon.  “Get out.”  The tone of her voice brooked no argument.  After the briefest hesitation, the saloon was filled with the clamour of chairs being pushed back and booted feet scrambling for the door.  
When the batwing doors screamed shut behind the last man, Amy swung her attention back to Michael.  The saloon was silent again.  His eyes were round circles of fear.  “Don’t worry, hun.”  Her fingers were slowly pulling the knot out of her shirt.  “I’m very grateful you helped me, so we’re just going to sit here and have ourselves a nice little fuck.  Alright?”  All that came out of Michael’s throat was a pitiful whimper.  His hands hung at his sides, numb.  His wide eyes watched in what may have been horror as the knot in the woman’s green shirt finally came undone.  She swept it open with nimble fingers, exposing her full tits to the stagnant air of the saloon.  Her nipples were dark and tight.  She cupped one perfect breast and lifted it to Michael, expecting him to suck it into his mouth with the hunger of a starving bear cub.  But instead his yellowed eyes rolled back in his head and he went limp beneath her.
