
[image: cover.jpg]




















The Runaway



By



Veronica Tower









[image: img1.png]



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.



The Runaway by Veronica Tower





Red Rose™ Publishing 

Publishing with a touch of Class! ™

The symbol of the Red Rose and Red Rose is a trademark of Red Rose™ Publishing



Red Rose™ Publishing 

Copyright© 2011 Veronica Tower

ISBN: 978-1-4543-0051-9

Cover Artist: Shirley Burnet

Editor: Keren Childers

Line Editor: Pam



All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews. Due to copyright laws you cannot trade, sell or give any ebooks away.

This is a work of fiction. All references to real places, people, or events are coincidental, and if not coincidental, are used fictitiously. All trademarks, service marks, registered trademarks, and registered service marks are the property of their respective owners and are used herein for identification purposes only.





Red Rose™ Publishing

www.redrosepublishing.com

Forestport, NY 13338



Thank you for purchasing a book from Red Rose™ Publishing where publishing

comes with a touch of Class!











The Runaway



By



Veronica Tower

















Chapter One

The Escaped Slave



The sun hung high over head by the time Carson found the location of the carcass. He was out in the heat on a broken down burro three miles from home because hed seen the buzzards circling and there was always the chance that the scavengers had found meat he could eat. It had been another bad year for crops and any meat Carson could put on the tableeven scavenged carcasseshelped stave off starvation here on the edge of nowhere in the Oklahoma Territory. 

He dismounted and drew his Sharps rifle. It was a muzzle-loading long gun with a full charge of black powder behind one of Carsons precious bullets. He hoped not to need the gun but it was best to be sure. Even dying, a coyote could cause him a world of hurt that just might result in the buzzards getting two meals today instead of one.

Two of the big birds were on the ground nowugly critters braver and stronger than their fellows. They had pecked at their prey; impatiently testing the dying animals remaining strength. It had tried to shield itself from their unwanted attention by crawling between two large rocks and the boulders combined with the buzzards bodies and the waves of heat shimmering off the plain obscured it from Carsons view. He approached slowly, whacking the first bird with the butt of his rifle when it failed to immediately give up its prize and retreat. Bullets and powder were too precious and the long gun took too long to reload to shoot the bird if he didnt have to.

The buzzard staggered a few steps and returned to the air. Its friend followed it, calling out in anger to their fellows. Carson ignored them, crouching down to peer between the stones to see what sort of animal he had found and how difficult it was going to be for him to get it out. He jumped back in surprise when he found a woman.

She lay stretched out on her stomach, cheek to the ground, dark flesh covered in dust and a torn cotton smock. Her feet were cut and swollen from many days of walking unshod over rough ground. He might have thought that she was dead, but then the buzzards would have already been into her. Chances were that she had been conscious not too long ago.

Carson prodded the body and got no response, so he lay the Sharps down out of the womans reach and carefully pulled her out from between the rocks. Her dark skin was dry to the touchsun burnt no doubt although it hadnt turned red like his did. Her lips were cracked from lack of moisture, her face swollen with thirst. He went back to his burro to recover his water skin, squirting the slightest trickle onto her parched lips. They opened feebly in response, so he gave her a little more, careful not to do more than dampen the flesh. She couldnt drink if she wasnt conscious, but maybe the water would help revive her.

It didnt.

Carson recapped his water skin and tied it to the burro alongside the Sharps. Then he picked up the unconscious woman, cradling her in his arms until he could set her on the burros back. He had to hold her in place as he began to guide the burro on the walk back to his little shack. 

She was very light with little meat left beneath the flesh. Shed been on the road a long timea runaway most likelyand the journey had taken a grueling toll on her body.

He hoped that she would make it.
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Carsons home was a one room shack in the middle of his arid farm. He had a larger structuresomewhat sturdier than his housethat served as his barn. Hed lived here in this Godforsaken part of the Oklahoma Territory for nigh on seven years now and he still didnt know who held the actual title to the place. It was empty when he happened upon it and if the bad weather held up for another year or two it would be empty again when Carson moved on.

He laid the colored woman on his own pallet and checked her temperature with his hand on her forehead. Her flesh felt burning hot. He left her to go out back and draw water from the little seep hole in the back yard. There were times that little hole turned into a full blown pool and even a pond, but today it stretched barely four feet across and was rarely more than eighteen inches deep. If the rain didnt return soon, even this little bit of moisture would be gone.

Carson carried the bucket of water back into the house and poured it into a cast iron kettle which sat on the firestones in the center of the room. He blew the ashes to life and fed in fresh wood. The smoke quickly filled the upper reaches of the shack before escaping through a hole cut for that purpose into the roof. 

When the fire burnt strongly enough to sustain itself, Carson returned his attention to the woman. He wasnt certain how to help her and was a little bit afraid to try. He didnt see too many men in the course of a year and hadnt seen a woman in three. So he had damn little idea about how to go about doctoring one of them.

Her burnt skin held a dark ebony hue. Her hair was long and tangled. The smock she wore looked more patched then whole with still more tears in the garment that needed mending. The flesh of her hands and feet wasnt in much better condition. Shed walked a long way without shoes. 

Carson swallowed his sense of propriety and lifted the hem of the womans dress just high enough to expose her knees. They too were lacerated and scabbed. Shed been tough enough and scared enough to crawl when her feet gave out. She had grit, this runaway. Her body had given outnot her spirit.

He wondered if the slave hunters were still on her trail or if shed lost them on the arid plain. The reward for capturing an escaped slave would be quite goodpowerful motivation for her pursuers to keep after her. He reckoned theyd try and take her if they caught up with her here.

Carson spit on his own dirt floor and considered what he should do. Two years without and he still missed his chewing tobacco. Want was one of the drawbacks of being poor. So was loneliness. 

He went out to his mule, removed its pack and his rifle and carried both back into his shack. The riflestill loadedwent on hooks above his single door. The pack he propped against one of the walls. The water was still a long way from boiling so he couldnt clean the womans wounds yetnot that he was sure that he ought to. They needed cleaning, but she was a right pretty woman and that made him uncomfortable. He remembered touching her dress to expose her knees and felt himself stir beneath his rope belt. Had he ever had a woman in this house before?

Shed been very light when he lifted her on to the old burro. He should cook some fooda soup would be good. He could start by feeding her the broth until she was ready for something heartier. He poked around in his meager supplies filling a pot with a handful of grain and his last scraps of dried meat. Then he went into his garden to find three small potatoes and a couple of stunted carrots. The garden fared better than his fields because he could water it from the seep hole behind the house. But truth be told, neither area was doing well. If he didnt get at least a little rain soon hed be moving on even earlier than he feared.

Carson returned to the house and added some water from the pot to his soup pan, then went back to looking at the woman. He decided he had to clean her torn up flesh. He didnt have much that he could bandage her wounds with, especially if his efforts got her bleeding again. He found the old burlap sack with his mothers clothes in it. He wore his departed fathers things himself and used his mothers old dresses to patch the holes. He found a scrap of skirt and dunked it in the pot of warming water. Then he knelt down beside the woman and lifted her hand. 

There were calluses and scars beneath the more recent damage, yet the thin little hand still felt delicate. Hed never held a womans hand beforeleast not since he was grown. 

He began by wiping the dust and grit clear then began to pay more serious attention to the dozen little cuts that marred the palm and fingers. The palm was a paler shade than the rest of her skina feature Carson had never noticed in colored flesh beforenot that he had much experience with slaves or runaways to base an impression upon.

The woman groaned.

The sound startled Carson. He wasnt used to another person making sounds in his house. He didnt make that many himself. He dropped the womans hand, his eyes darting to her face, but there was no sign that his ministrations had awakened her. 

Certain that she remained unconscious, he gently picked up her hand and resumed cleaning it. Three of her cuts bled as he tended them, but none with such force that he feared hed harmed her.

When he finished, Carson carefully placed the womans hand on her stomach and picked up the other one. Her left hand was less damaged than the right and his efforts didnt disturb her restless sleep. He set the little hand down atop its mate and repositioned himself near the runaways feet. 

The damage was much more severe herethe cuts more numerous and much deeper. Carson wet the cloth again. The water had grown hot enough to make touching it unpleasant but he didnt let that deter him. He picked up the womans right foot, braced it against his thighs, and began to clean the abused sole.

Never quite waking, the woman tossed and tried to turn in response to his efforts. The hem of her dress slipped higher on her legs showing an expanse of brown thigh that distracted Carson from his task and made his blood surge. He forgot her lacerated foot in the nigh overpowering urge to touch herto run his fingers up that smooth flesh and discover for himself the differences between man and woman.

He took a deep breath, shaking his head to help him resist the impulse. It would be so easy. He was already holding her foot, massaging the tortured flesh with the thumbs of both hands. All he had to do was shift his ministrations to her calf, then work his way up past her battered knees. He could pretend he was still cleaning her as he slipped higherpushing the hem of the dress above him as he went.

His flesh turned to iron beneath his rope belt. His heart pounded. He could feel the blood pulsing in his throat. His fingers itched to begin the journey, but he held them in place cleaning the womans legitimate woundsand no more.

Her foot bled more freely than her hands had. The cuts ran deeper. A sharp wooden splinter had penetrated the skin just south of the toes. He worked at it for a minute trying to wiggle it out with his fingers before finally drawing his knife to use the sharp end like a needle.

A subtle change in the womans breathing alerted Carson that she had awakened. He looked at her face and found frightened eyes peering up at him from the pallet. Her gaze embarrassed him. Of course she was frightened. She was a woman in a strange mans bed and he held a knife in his hand. He wanted to put her at ease, but didnt know what to say.

He settled for grunting, Gotta splinter here. His voice came out deeper than he intendedfogged from disuse. When the woman didnt answer him, he tightened his grip on her foot and touched the cold steel tip of his knife to the infected flesh.

The woman hissed and kicked her foot free of Carsons hand. He didnt fight with herletting her go to prove he meant no harm. She scooted further away from him until she banged her head and shoulder against the wall of his shack.

Carson waited for her to realize he hadnt harmed her.

She touched her foot without ever taking her eyes off him and puss and blood coated her finger tips. She brought her hand close to her face before glancing ever so briefly at the fluid.

Carson wiped his blade on the leg of his pants and sheathed the knife. He got up slowly and walked to the other side of his tiny shack to give the woman as much space as possible. Then he sat down again so that she could feel safer still.

She continued to stare at him with big doe eyesstill frightened despite his efforts to calm her. 

You want water? Carson asked. 

He advanced slowly to the bucket beside the fire and scooped out a cupful of liquid. Then he set the cup down about half way between them before returning to the far wall and sitting back down.

The woman stretched out to snag the cup without ever taking her eyes off of Carson. She tentatively took a single sip, and then greedily swallowed the entire contents of the cup.

Carson gestured toward the bucket and the woman crawled forward and drank again, quickly refilling the cup to drink a third time.

Whoa, Carson told her. His voice began to function better. You have to slow down. If you drink too much too quick, youll get sick.

The woman didnt listen to him, filling the cup a fourth time. Carson stood up and she scooted back away from him until her back pressed firmly against the wall of the shack again.

Carson edged forward toward the cook pot. The soup was nowhere near done but he scooped out a bowlful of its contents anyway and eased forward to set it near the womans feet. He backed away again and watched as she hungrily devoured its contents.

The food seemed to calm her a littlenot that it was enough to fill her belly. Carson sat back against the wall and watched her approach the little fire again. She scooped out another cup of water, drank it, and then refilled the soup bowl, all the while warily watching him. 

When she finished the second bowl, she slipped back against the far wall and resumed staring at him.

Normally Carson was quite content with silence, but normally he was by himself. Having a strange woman in his home upset his calm demeanor. He wanted to hear her voice, wanted further evidence that she was real and he wasnt imagining this. That foot cant heal til we get that splinter out, he told her.

The womans hand reflexively lowered to the infected sole of her foot. Howd I get here? she asked.

Carson shivered at the soft tones of her voice. It was all real. A poor runaway slave girl sat on the dirt floor of his home. I found you, he told her. Buzzards led me to you. I carried you back here on my burro. You want more food?

Yes.

Carson got back to his feet and eased forward, extending his arm ahead of him to reach for the bowl. The slave woman gave it to him, careful not to let their fingers touch as she handed it to him.

Carson turned his back on her and refilled the bowl from the pot. When he finished he saw that most of the food parts of the soup were gone and the water bucket was near empty.

He handed the bowl back to the woman. Ill go refill the water bucket. When I get back we can take another look at that foot.

He picked up the bucket without waiting for a response and crossed to the door of his shack. He paused. You got a name, girl?

Delilah.

Pretty, he said. He tried to remember where hed heard that name but couldnt recall. He guessed it must have been in the bible. His mother used to read it to him on Sundays in place of going to church. 

He stepped out the door and returned to his seep hole.























Chapter Two

The Sodbuster



As soon as the man left, Delilah cursed herself. Stupid girl! Whyd you have to give him your real name? You just made it easier for the Colonel to find you!

She looked around the little hovel for a way to defend herself. This man was dirt poor. Shed lived better as a slave in Arkansas. There was no possible way that he would forego turning her in for the reward. 

She saw the rifle hanging above the shacks only door and tried to stand to retrieve it. The pain in her swollen right foot was so great that she collapsed again, sprawling across the dirt floor. Tears poured from her eyes. She had to move quickly. She had no idea how long he would be gone.

She forced herself to her hands and knees and crawled to the rickety door. The long gun was just a few feet above her head. Midway up the door were hooks to hold a board which would bar the door from opening. She planted her good left foot firmly beneath her and caught hold of one of the hooks with her hand. Then she hauled herself into a standing position and reached for the rifle. 

The door pulled open, startling Delilah and causing her to lose her precarious balance. With reflexes a rattlesnake would envy, the man dropped the bucket and caught her, pulling her tight against him so she wouldnt hit the ground. Her throat constricted with fear. His lean body felt hard and strong against her flesh while her own muscles felt so very weak. She could hear his heart pounding in his chest.

You shouldnt be up, he said.

His gruff voice reminded Delilah that she was not safe with this man. She tried to straighten up and he relaxed his hold to permit this. His hands took no liberties with her body. He just eased his grip and allowed her to take responsibility for her own weight again.

A flash of pain shot up her injured foot the moment it touched the earth. A small cry escaped her lips and she dropped right back into the mans arms. This time he was less accommodating of her feelings. He scooped her up and carried her like a small child back to his pallet. There he laid her down on the blanket, leaving her to tug her smock down more firmly over her legs as he backed away.

If we fix that foot, youll be walking in a day or two, he said.

Delilah wanted to ask him why he cared, but then she realized it would help him if she could walk when he brought her back to the Colonel for his reward.

It will hurt a mite, the man told her, but its the only way youre ever gonna walk again.

Delilah pulled her injured foot into her lap and examined its sole. The swollen flesh beneath the toes was dark with infection and an oozing wound at the center of the pain. No wonder she couldnt stand on itjust looking at it hurt. Touching it with her fingers made her eyes tear.

The man drew his knife drawing Delilahs eyes back to him. Its an Arkansas Toothpick, he said. Sharp bladeit wont take long to cut the splinter out.

Delilah cringed at the thought. She didnt want to hurt anymore. She looked again at the oozing sore. Even in the dim light of the fire, she could see the end of a bramble peaking out of her flesh. He was right, she realized. It had to come out. 

She met the mans blue eyes and extended her hand. Could I do it? she asked. She didnt want to dig through her tender flesh with that blade but surely it would be better than letting someone else do it.

Best if I do it for you, the man said. Ive a steady hand.

Delilahs eyes settled on the knife again. The man and his little hovel were both filthy, but that blade gleamed in the firelight. He took better care of it than he did himself.

Roll over on your stomach, the man said.

She hesitated. She couldnt let him do it without watching, could she?

Go on! he said. For the first time she heard impatience in his voice. She reacted to the tone without thinking, rolling on to her stomach and extending her leg straight out behind her.

Good! the man said. He placed his shin on the back of her ankle just above her heel and let his weight come to bear. Then he pressed down on the uninfected part of her foot, just below the heel to lock her in place. 

Almost before Delilah knew what was happening he pressed the knife into her tortured flesh. 

She screamed. Lordy! No! Aiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!

He dug about inside her foot without apparent concern for her agony. Delilah thrashed back and forth, trying to dislodge him. Her free foot caught him a sharp kick across the cheek knocking him to the side and letting her pull the injured limb tight up against her body. Blood welled in the cut, almost drowning the piece of bramble that his efforts had pulled mostly free. 

The man was back up and in her face, pushing her down and grabbing hold of the foot with both hands. Stay still! he told her. He trapped the injured foot with one hand against his chest and held it there. Looking back over her shoulder, Delilah could see him pinching with the fingers of his free hand, trying to grip the mighty bramble that had caused all of this pain. 

He let her go. Here it is, he said. Its an awful little thing to cause so much trouble.

He handed the bit of wood to Delilah. She couldnt believe it. Inside her foot it felt six inches long. Outside, it wasnt half as long as her thumbnail. Is that all of it? she asked. 

Think so, the man told her. Lets take another look.

Before acting on his suggestion, he got the bucket from the door. Some of the water had sloshed out when he dropped it but most was still in the container. He carried it back over to her, dipped some out with his hand and splashed it on her feverish foot. The cool liquid felt good, but it hurt when he wiped the blood away with his fingers.

Youre not screaming, the man said. I think we got it all.

He let go of her. Why dont you get some rest? Ive got work to do.

Delilah watched the man stand and walk toward the door. She didnt know what to make of him. He hadnt touched her yetnot really. Now he appeared to be leaving her alone. Mister, she called out before she could stop herself. You got a name?

The man paused to look at her, the intensity of his stare unsettling Delilah. Carson, he grunted, then turned and left the shack.









Chapter Three

Yearning



Carsons heart pounded in his chest as he walked away from his home toward the barn. The woman had asked him his name. Hed held her in his armscarried her cradled against his chest. He never remembered feeling this excited. He wished he could turn around right now, go back to her, and discover what it meant to be with a woman. He wanted to feel her again, crush her against his body, and explore her flesh with his hands. She was twenty feet away. Why couldnt he turn around and go make her understand he was a man?

The answer to that question gleamed as vividly in his memory as the tantalizing feel of her soft breast against his chest. Shed been frightened of him when she first woke upabsolutely terrified hed take advantage of her weaknessand Carson would do anything not to bring that fear back into her beautiful eyes. She was all alone like him, but worse than that, he knew that men had to be looking for her. No wealthy southern planter was going to let a fine looking filly like that escape his herd.

Carson entered the barn and pulled the door closed. This building was better built than his housesturdier and larger. In the winter, he slept here with his burro and his chickens, now he leaned his back against the door and tried to catch his breath in the deep shadows. He couldnt believe there was a woman in his housea beautiful dark-skinned gift from God staying under his roof. He couldnt seem to make his pulse stop pounding. Hed had her in his arms! Why hadnt he done something about it? He could have run his hand over her rear when he set her down or at the very least innocently run his fingers up her leg. 

There was a woman in his house! Why was he out here in his barn clutching his thick cock in his hands, massaging himself through his pants? Why was he fumbling with the knot of his belt instead of going back into the house and pulling Delilah up against him? She had to be grateful he had saved her life. Wouldnt she want to reward him?

The rope came loose and his pants dropped down to his knees. His cock was hard, jutting out in front of him through the circle of his fingers. His balls ached with need. His heart raced faster than any horse hed ever seen.

He stroked his rigid flesh up and down in the darkness wishing it was Delilahs fingers touching him. He paused to lick his hand remembering his brief glimpse of the womans dark thighs, wishing her dress had hitched higherthat hed had the courage to push it up about her waist and see what a woman hid between her legs.

His hand moved easier now, squeezing hard on his thick shaft as he pumped his hand up and down his length. His pulse throbbed beneath his jaw and sweat beaded on his forehead. It just wasnt right. A woman had finally come to him and he was out here in the dark like always while shewhat was she doing in his house? Was she thinking of him? Was she wishing hed come back inside like a man and teach her how to be a woman?

He was on the very edge of spitting nowhis dick harder than he ever remembered. Shed actually touched him with her breast, pressing it against his body when shed fallen against him. He wished hed had the courage to cover it with his handpull back her dress, expose the dark tit and…

Uhhn, uhhn, uhhn, he grunted.

In the dim light that filtered through the cracks in the walls, Carson could see his cock spitting seed into the darkness. His knees weakened and he slipped down until his ass hit the dirt. His breaths grew deeper and the sticky mess began to coat his hand while he continued to stroke himself. 

Its not right, he repeatedaudibly this time. You got yourself a woman in your house, but you dont have her. You aint never going to have her. She may be a runaway, but youre a dirt poor sodbuster. You aint got nothing to offer her.

He wiped his hand on the ground, unable to fully clean himself, then hitched up his pants and left the barn.



Chapter Four

Worry



Delilah watched the door swing closed behind Carson unable to believe that he had really left. Her foot hurt something fierce, but her fear of the man overrode the pain. Not that he had given her any reason to fear him yetbut he was a man. She knew what he was thinking. She knew what he was planning. All men were like the Colonel. Hed come back through that door when he was ready, throw her on to the floor, beat her if she resisted, and ram that evil prick between her legs…

Her hands shook with fear entwined with fury, but Carson didnt come back inside. Hed really walked away. Perplexed, still unable to truly relax, Delilah pulled her foot back into her lap and examined the cut he had made. It had stopped oozing blood but the surrounding flesh was still filled with puss and fluid. She squeezed it. The pain was nowhere near as intense as it had been when the bramble was lodged inside her. Disgusting fluids oozed from the gash and she wiped at them with the hem of her smock. Then she spied a damp piece of cloth near the pallet and cleaned her foot more carefully. It looked as if hed gotten the entire offending splinter.

Despite her fears of the man, Delilah began to relax. Sure he was probably just getting her fit to walk so he could turn her back over to the Colonel, but once she was fit shed be able to run again. Shed been running a long time nowfifteen or twenty days. Once her foot had healed shed be fit to run some more. No one could catch her when she was able to run.

If only she knew how much time she had. Was the Colonel right behind her, or did she have a few days to get well?

Her mama always told her not to fret over things she couldnt help, so she tried to put the fear out of her mind and concentrate on restoring her strength. She crawled over to the little fire in the middle of the floor and dished out the remains of the soup the man had made there. It had gotten hot since her first bowlsteaming hotbut that just made it taste better. 

She ate the soup, drank more water, and thought about the gun above the door. Should she get it now and kill Carson? Or should she bide her time with him, get what she could from him, and then run again.

Shed probably have to kill him before she fled. If she left him alive he might come after her for the reward or point the Colonel toward her trail. She didnt want to kill anyone, but she refused to go back to Arkansas. She wasnt going to be the Colonels slave no more!





Chapter Five

Conversation



Carson returned to his house at sundown. Hed spent the day weeding his fields and watering his poor garden. He was tired and hungry and very curious about the runaway hed left in his house. Hed half expected her to try and move on despite her hobbled foot but thered been no sign of movement from his little shack. 

He pushed his door open and peered inside. The woman sprang up from the pallet as if startled from a deep sleep. She made the mistake of putting weight on her bad foot and cried out with pain, lurching against the wall of his home and shaking the whole structure. Carson resisted the impulse to rush to her assistance choosing instead to remain framed in the door unmoving.

She hugged the wall for several seconds before she remembered where she was and calmed down. 

Evening, Miss, Carson said. 

She straightened up, careful not to place any weight on her bad foot. Evening, she said.

He loved the sound of her voice. 

Thought Id cook some dinner, Carson said.

The woman considered his suggestion for a moment. That sounds like a good idea.

Carson entered slowly, bringing a few tufts of long grass and a dried buffalo pie with him. He knelt down in the center of the room, placed the grass on the cold ashes and blew across them. The embers flared instantly to life, suggesting that Delilah had added some wood to the original fire. He fed some twigs into the sudden flame, and then slowly built the blaze with larger sticks. When the fire was sufficient to ignite it, Carson placed the buffalo pie on top and waited while it began to burn.

Tomorrow Ill try and catch us some meat, he said. Tonight well have more potatoes. He put the water on to boil and laid out a motley collection of vegetablescarrots and turnip in addition to the spuds.

Delilah watched himeyes following his movements as if she expected some trick to take away the food.

Carson cut the vegetables, dropping the pieces into his pot. Meat would help the flavor but he didnt have any more. Tomorrow hed check his traps and take the big rifle out to see if he could find something.

How long have you been out here? Delilah asked him.

The question so surprised Carson that he almost dropped his knife. The little woman had spoken to him! He felt so excited that for a few moments he couldnt think of an answer. He just lifted his eyes to look at her. The dark brown face was mostly hidden behind her tangle of hair but he could make out the curve of her cheek and the darker brown of her beautiful eyes.

He remembered her question. Its been years, he said. I moved on when my ma died, found this place, and started farming.

It was just here?

Carson nodded, Just sitting here with a scraggly crop dying in the fields. I dont know if the owner died or gave up and moved on. I never found no sign of him cept a bucket and a couple pots. I figure he died, but there werent no body and no animals in the barn so maybe not.

That was the longest speech Carson had made since he found this place and the effort drained him. Delilah took her time absorbing his wordsso much time that Carson went back to slicing his vegetables. He wasnt prepared for it when she spoke again.

And there are no other people?

Carson dropped the last of the vegetables into the pot, wishing again he had some meat to flavor the soup. Sweet Waters about three days walk to the east, he told her. Its got some people. Times Injuns pass byits their country, so they tell me. Then theres you. 

The woman straightened her back as Carson talked. It didnt look like fear to him. It seemed like she liked what he had told her. That was good. Carson wanted her to like it here. 

He stirred the pot with his spoon and wondered how to get her to talk some more. He couldnt ask about her home, she was a runaway slave girl. Could he tell her she was safe with him? Hed never hurt her, but how could she know that? He decided to keep silent. 

Is it hard, she asked, being all by yourself?

Not so youd notice, Carson told her. Got a mite lonely at first, but I got used to it.

Why do you stay? Delilah asked, then sucked in her breath like she wished she could take back the question.

Carsons shoulders sagged. She wasnt impressed with him at all. Its my place, he told her. Where would I go?

I just meant, Delilah started, but her words trailed off without completing the thought.

Carson stirred the pot again. Even a runaway could see how little hed made for himself taking over another mans failing farm and acting like it was his own. He wanted to get up and leave, but the food wasnt ready yet and he was hungry.



Chapter Six

Dishes



Delilah wished she could bite the words back and swallow them. She hadnt meant to insult Carson. While she still didnt trust him, hed been kind to her so far, leaving her mostly in peace and feeding her. Shed just risked turning that inside out and unleashing the beast that white men held inside them. She didnt know why hed left her alone this long and she didnt want to do anything to raise his interest. She wasnt going to be used againnot no way, no how would she lay back and let the Colonel or anyone like him force his way between her legs. 

But Carson, despite the hurt shed given his pride, didnt look to be getting angry. He stirred that pot with a frown creasing his brow and sad thoughtful eyes staring into the soup. They were pretty blue eyesnot like the Colonels squinty brown ones. And where the Colonel had that God-awful black beard jutting far below his chin, Carson had only a scruff of dirty blond whiskers two shades darker than the tangled mess of his hair.

Delilahs eyes widened with sudden concern. Carson wasnt handsome! Thinking about him like that would get her turned back over to the Colonel. She couldnt afford to think of him as anything other than a tool to use for her escapesomeone to help her heal enough to run again. He wasnt someone who could be liked or trusted. White men were too dangerous to think of like that.

The silence grew uncomfortably long but Delilah didnt know how to break it. What do you talk about with a man whos completely cut off from the world? She couldnt imagine such a fate. On the plantation in the slave quarters there had always been plenty of people. She hadnt liked all of them but shed never been lonely. Out here in the middle of nowhere there was nothing to hear but the wind running through the long grass and nothing to see but the sun over head. She didnt understand how anyone could choose to live out here.

Abruptly, Carson dropped the spoon into the pot, picked up the lone bowl and cup, and stalked out of the small house leaving Delilah alone again. His departure caught Delilah by surprise and she didnt know what to do. Should she call out? Should she go after him? When would he return?

She struggled to her feet. Her right foot still could not fully support her weight although the swelling had reduced somewhat. She hobbled around the little room bracing herself with her hand. When she reached the front door she pressed it open slightly and peered out the resulting crack. The orange hues of sunset brightened the western sky and cast long shadows across the land. There was no sign of Carson.

She cautiously stepped outside taking her first conscious look across the land. There was a little field south and westit hardly seemed sufficient to support one man much less two. To the east there was an even smaller garden. Behind the house to the north and west stood a barnsmall by the standards she was used to but much larger than the little shack that Carson lived in, but still no sign of Carson. 

Delilah limped her way from the shack toward the barn. She caught sight of him kneeling almost directly behind the house near a little pool. He held something in his lap, scrubbing it. After watching him a few moments she realized it was the bowl.

Carson was cleaning the dishes before their meal. 

The sight made her want to cry.

She painfully made her way up beside him and sat down, careful to keep her feet out of the water despite thinking that it would feel cool and good on her fevered flesh. 

Carson glanced briefly at her when she arrived but made no other acknowledgement of her presence. He returned his attention to the bowl.

I didnt know where you went, Delilah told him.

He grunted. Did that mean he was angry or did he simply not know how to hold a conversation? How long had he been alone?

He was having trouble with the bowl, scratching at the caked on grit with his fingernails. The dirt was days if not weeks old so why clean it tonight? Was it really for her? She was just a chance for Carson to earn a little money and escape this hovel, wasnt she? So why had his pride been hurt when she asked why he didnt leave?

He finished with the bowl and rinsed out the cup. We should eat, he said as he got to his feet. He extended a hand to help her which Delilah surprised herself by accepting. 

He was much stronger than he looked. Every pound he possessed must be made of bone or muscle. 

His long silences were getting to Delilah. She needed to hear some talk. Its good of you to help me, she said.

Carson grunted. 

No, really, she said. A lot of men would have left a colored girl to die.

That cant be right, Carson told her. Disbelief colored his voice and his expression. 

Its true, Delilah told him. Colored folk aint worth much to most whites.

But that wasnt true, she realized, or the Colonel wouldnt be coming after her. Colored folk were worth plentyit just wasnt the kind of worth a person wanted to have.

Carson led her toward the small house, still holding her hand.



































Chapter Seven

Evening



When Carson finished eating he set his cup by the side of the fire and stood up. I guess its time to call it a night, he said.

Delilah shuddered and he wondered if she thought he intended to sleep with her. He wanted to do it. He could still recall the feel of her fingers resting against his when hed helped her stand by the watering hole and he very much wanted to touch her again. 

Not that that made any difference tonight. Wanting to do something and actually doing it were too different things and Carson wasnt going to force himself on any womanno matter how beautiful. 

He rubbed his scruff of a beard thoughtfully. The blankets on top of the bed. It gets cold before dawn.

He watched Delilah find the old blanket. She looked confuseduncertain.

You need anything else? he asked.

She finally spoke again. He wished he was better with words because he loved to hear her talk. I dont understand.

Im sleeping in the barn, Carson said. If you want something, you ought to ask now.

Delilahs eyes widened in surprise. Oh, I didnt…no, I dont need nothing else.

Carson smiled, glad that he could help her this much. He glanced around at his meager possessions. The old buffalo skin on the wall caught his eye. If it gets real cold you can take that down. I use it in the winter.

Delilah looked at the tattered skin measuring its potential for warmth. Thank you, she said.

Carson couldnt think of a reason to wait any longer. He made his way to the front door where he stopped and indicated the board leaning against the wall. You should drop this bar across the door when I leave. It keeps out the coyotes.

Delilah shuddered.

Now dont be getting scared. Varmints arent likely to bother you. Just best to be sure.

He felt winded, talking so much. He turned to go.

Mr. Carson?

He stopped, looking back at the little woman with her smooth dark skin and that wild tangle of hair. He should give her his mothers comb to use. And it wouldnt hurt if he used it himself. 

For the first time, Carson wondered what he, himself, looked like. Did Delilah think him handsome? He knew he was too poor to attract her, but hed like to think if hed been richer she would have been interested.

Thank you, Delilah told him. This will be very nice.

Carson bobbed his head and left.





























Chapter Eight

Suspicions



Delilah watched the door swing shut behind Carson unable to fully credit that he had left. Had he just advised her to lock the door? Was he saying she could spend the night in peace and he wouldnt bother her? It was difficult to imagine. Had the past weeks been so hard on her he didnt find her attractive?

This last thought disturbed her. She didnt want Carson coming back in the middle of the night to have his way with her. So what if his hand had been both strong and gentle. That didnt mean she wanted him to touch her againthat didnt mean she was attracted to him. White men werent gentle or kind! Tomorrow, or even later tonight, the truth would come out. Hed prove to be just like all the others.

Delilah crawled over to the door and followed Carsons advice. She put the bar in place then noticed for the hundredth time the long gun which hung across the door frame. As a slave shed had no opportunity to learn about such weapons. She wondered what was wrong with it that Carson left it here to tempt her. It was evidence that he couldnt be trusted. He wanted to tempt her into standing up to him so he could cruelly steal her hope and beat her back into her place. Thats how the Colonel would have done it, and it must be what Carson wanted too. 

She left the rifle in its place above the door and crawled back to the little pallet Carson had left her. The fire burning in the center of the room continued to bake the night so she didnt think shed need the blanket as she curled up and waited to fall asleep.



























Chapter Nine

Carsons Dream



Carson stood naked in the tall grass with his Sharps .50 rifle in his hands. Ahead of him standing like a small mountain on the plain a buffalo bit the sweet tops of the blades and patiently chewed them. 

Carson sighted along the rifle, aiming directly between the great beasts eyes. 

Unconcerned, the buffalo gobbled another mouthful of grass and stared at him as it ate. 

Carsons finger tightened slowly on the trigger. He breathed in, let out half the breath and squeezed the trigger. 

The beast jerked back away from him and collapsed into the grass out of sight. Carson edged forward, carefully feeling each step with his bare toes before he trusted the spot with the weight of his body. Long grass scratched his naked legs and tickled his balls where they hung below him. He didnt understand why he couldnt see the buffalo. It was so large it should have been rising like a hill above the crest of the grasses.

He pushed the waist high blades out of his way with his spent rifle and saw Delilah lying in the grass before him. Blood welled out of the hole in her forehead distracting him for a moment from the sight of her naked body. Her dark breasts were large and full with even darker nipples standing out from them. Her waist was harder to discern as if a mist had risen up out of the soil to conceal that portion of her body from his view.

Carson lay the rifle down beside her and touched the palm of her hand with the tips of his fingers.

Delilahs eyes opened and her gaze met his. Her fingers ran lightly up his arms, caressing his bare flesh on their way to embracing him. Carsons arms encircled her in turn. The hard flesh jutting out from between his legs probed toward the mist covering her groin.

Her mouth opened as if to kiss him.

A scream shattered the night!

Carson sat up in the barn, looking around in bewilderment.

Delilah screamed again.

He leaped to his feet and ran for his house.









Chapter Ten

Delilahs Nightmare



In Delilahs dream she sat in the long swing chair that hung atop the Colonels veranda, drinking lemonade and waiting for her gentleman to come courting. Her full hooped skirts bowed in front of her in a most fashionable manner. Water beaded on the glass around her dark fingers.

Dogs began to bark excitedly as Carson approached. He looked quite dashing in his white jacket and trousers. His scruff of a beard had grown quite full and his eyes sparkled with desire as he looked at her.

They were dancing together in the meadow. Other couples sported near them, twisting and turning in harmony with the silent music. She couldnt make out their faces, but that didnt matter. Carson held her in his arms and for the first time in her life she felt at home and safe and

Blood spattered from her mouth from the force of the Colonels blow. He hit her again, and again, and again. Gone were the hoop skirts and genteel fancy, replaced by the horrible reality of Colonel Abner Beaumont beating Delilah into submission, ripping open her smock, driving the polished end of his wooden walking stick hard between her legs so that her screams would drive some power into his dick and bring him to erection.

He thrust the stick deeper inside of her than anything ought to be able to go and cruelly twisted it from side to side. His cock still hadnt achieved its full hardness.

He twisted his hand in her hair and pulled her to her knees in front of him, thrusting himself deep into her bloody mouth and cruelly pinching her nipples until she began to suck

Delilah woke to the sound of violent blows hammering the door of the shack and shaking its walls.

DELILAH! DELILAH!

She pulled in on herself, imagining the Colonel had caught up to her. All thought of resistance fled. The long gun above the door frame might as well have been back in Arkansas. There was no way she could risk approaching that door and the Colonel to fetch it.

The blows lessened in fury. Delilah! Delilah! Are you all right in there?

That wasnt the Colonels voice. 

I heard screams, the man outside the little shack called. He wasnt driving his shoulder into the wood anymore. Whats wrong?

Delilah fully remembered where she was and who was outside checking on her. A wave of embarrassed relief shuddered through her body. The Colonel hadnt found her. He couldnt hurt her tonight. Bad dream, she croaked, then realized Carson couldnt hear her.

She crawled to the water bucket and filled the cup while Carson continued to call out to her. The cool liquid soothed the fire in her throat so she could speak again. Im all right, she said, her voice raised to penetrate the walls of the little house. I had a nightmare.

Carson took a deep breath. She could hear it clearly through the thin walls of the shack. Youre sure? he asked. The way you screamed…

Delilahs heart still pounded against her rib cage. She could taste her own fear lingering from her dream but she didnt want a man coming inside the little building with her. Im sure, she said. It was just a dream.

















Chapter Eleven

Cleansing



The next morning, breakfast was a mostly silent affair of warm gruel, cold water, and two small, deliciously wonderful eggs which Carson produced for her inspection like little nuggets of gold. They didnt talk much while he cooked them. Delilah felt embarrassed over her nightmare and Carson just wasnt the sort to make idle conversation. Hed clearly been alone too long. Hed forgotten how to be sociableif hed ever truly known.

He left to check his traps after breakfast, taking the long rifle off the hooks above the door and leaving Delilah alone with her thoughts. 

Her thoughts werent pretty. The Colonel would be coming and she had to get away. She shuddered to think what hed do to her if he got his hands on her again. Hed raped and beaten her before he got mad. She couldnt imagine what hed do now that shed humiliated him by trying to escape.

She examined her foot to see how it was healing. The swelling had diminished but there was still puss within the fevered flesh and she didnt imagine she could walk very far on it.

Carson had an animal she could steal, but it wasnt a horse and she didnt know how fast it could carry her. The worst mistake she could make was to turn Carson into her enemy. She wasnt prepared to accept him as a friendwhite men didnt befriend colored womenbut whatever his motivation he hadnt hit or touched her yet. If she stole his old burro and he caught up with her that would change immediately.

She needed to get her foot healed so she could strike out on her own again. Perhaps if she could clean the swollen flesh properlymake certain that no piece of that bramble remained inside hershed be able to walk without pain. She considered using the bucket of water but she was drinking out of it and she didnt want to contaminate it with her own filth. So she snatched up the rag Carson had used on her yesterday and limped to the door of the shack. Pain shot through her foot with each step, but she could manage it for a few paces.

Outside the sky looked as barren as the land. She didnt understand how Carson could try and live in this place. Whatever he thought he had here, there had to be better waiting for him somewhere else. Even the Colonels slaves had heard about the gold in California and there was supposed to be miles and miles of farmland out west just waiting to be settled. Why was he sticking it out here in the Indian territory? He was a white man! America was made for people like him!

She made her way around Carsons home to look behind it. The watering hole he used to fill the bucket was no more than fifteen feet behind the little house. She limped her way over to ittoo proud to stop and crawl despite the agony her movements triggered. There was no sign of Carson anywhere, he was either out checking his traps or looking for game he could shootor possibly he was in the barn, but if he were hed closed the door after entering and that didnt seem likely.

Delilah sat down beside the watering hole. It wasnt much to look atonly four feet across and perhaps a little longer end-to-end. She could easily see the bottom wherever she looked. If she were to stand within it, the deepest portions were unlikely to cover her knees, but the grass grew thicker near the waters edge which offered her a modicum of privacy from the house and barn.

She slipped her feet into the water and sighed as the cool liquid caressed her swollen flesh. The chill water rolled over the feverish wound, deadening pain and offering her a little touch of paradise. Who would have thought she could find that in this arid country?

She slid deeper into the little pool enjoying the feeling of cool water embracing her flesh. Her smock rode up around her waist as her butt pressed into the cool mud at the bottom of the hole. She laid her head back on the bank and luxuriated in the sensations.

A bird called out sharply, startling Delilah out of her reverie. She sat bolt upright, pushing her formless dress modestly about her body. She glanced left, right, and back again, wildly looking about her but nothing was in view. Gradually, she began to relax again, easing her back against the bank, soaking in the cool clear liquid. The mud at the bottom of the pool seeped around the feverish wound in her foot, giving her a taste of heaven.





























Chapter Twelve

Spying



Carson walked home from checking his traps, Sharps .50 rifle in hand and one small rabbit slung over his shoulder. Hed hoped for moremaybe a prairie dog or threebut this would be meat enough to cook a thicker stew. He wished he could catch a rabbit every day.

Hed seen no game at all that was fit to shoot. A big bullet like a .50 would rip the hell out of smaller animals so he only used it if he saw something worthy. A buffalo would be ideal, but he hadnt seen one near his farm in nearly two years. A wolf or coyote was also acceptable and a deer would be a blessing, but until one showed itself in the area there was nothing to do but look and wait and farm while hoping for more game.

He ascended the little hill that climbed from the water hole behind his house. It was a good site to get a look at his land and he still held some small hope that a game animal might appear, coming toward the water. What he actually saw surprised the hell out of him and sent him dropping to his stomach so he wouldnt be noticed.

Below him, Delilah bathed in his pool. He couldnt believe it. He set his rifle and the rabbit to the side and carefully crawled to the crest of the ridge so he could take another look. 

It was true! He wasnt dreaming!

Delilah sat in the clear water up to her waist not twenty feet away from him. He could see more of her bare thighs than he had yesterday. Her dress barely covered her groin leaving all that dark flesh exposed to the sky. Shed flung her long hair out behind her and her head and back lay against the side of the pool. He had never imagined seeing anything so beautiful. 

His cock stirred in his britches, but he refrained from touching himself, afraid of disturbing her and making her cover her thighs. He knew that he should slip back down the ridge, make some noise to warn her he was coming, and bring the rabbit up to the house. He knew he should do this but he couldnt stop watching. He imagined what it would feel like to dip his hand into the water and slide it over her dark bare flesh. 

She squirmed as he watched, and her dress slid just a little higher. A tuft of black hair peeked out at the sun before she unconsciously lowered the thin fabric again. 

Time passed before she pulled her injured foot up so she could look at itunintentionally opening her legs for Carsons inspection. He leaned forward, eager to see, only to be disappointed again. Her foot obscured his view of her groin, covering her just as well as her dress had.

He looked around, wondering if there was a better angle, but also fearing to risk attracting her attention by moving. His sense of caution tortured him. An almost half-naked woman sat twenty feet in front of him! Why couldnt he stand up and go down to her and discover what it meant to be a man?

Unfortunately, he knew the answer. Delilah had shown him just how little she thought of him last night. He was nothinga sodbuster on a worn out farm. If he went down to join her she would turn away and leave and Carson couldnt bear the thought of that. Shed only been with him a day, but hed do anything to keep her here with him. 

She was probing that bad foot again, working at it with her two thumbs. Was it possible that hed missed something in the flesh? Could he have left a tiny sliver of wood inside her?

She let go of her foot and splashed water on to her dark arms, rinsing the dirt and grime of travel from her flesh. Water soaked the thin material of her dress, giving Carson a much clearer view of the contours of her breasts. One nipple pressed visibly against the fabric. His own fingers squeezed his hard cock through his pants.

Delilah stood up, feet planted firmly in the center of the pool. While Carson watched she bent over to wash her legs. Her dress gaped open further exposing her body while she splashed water on her thighs.

She looked around, convincing Carson she was thinking about removing her thin garment. He unfastened his pants in expectation, taking his rigid meat into his hand and squeezing hard on the swollen head.

Delilah evidently changed her mind. She sunk to her knees and splashed water up beneath her dress, rubbing with her wet hands against the flesh of her stomach, touching her breasts beneath the thin cotton covering.

Carson muffled a groan. He didnt want to spill in his hand again, he wanted to thrust himself hard between Delilahs legs. He wanted to feel her body all around him. He wanted her to squeeze him in her arms while he kissed her lips and filled her with his seed.

His cock had never been this rigid. His hand moved rapidly, pretending to be Delilahs sweet body. His balls tightened in expectation. He was close, closer, closerOh, Delilah, he gasped.

Beneath him, in the pool, Delilahs spine abruptly straightened and she yanked her dress down to fully cover her thighs. 

Carson immediately realized his error. He slid down the ridge away from the pool, snatching up his rifle and the rabbit as he went. His pants slipped down around his knees. His stiff dick still jutted out in front of him just a few quick strokes shy of spewing out his seed. He snatched up the waist of his pants in the same hand holding his rifle and ran away from Delilah out into the prairie, hoping against hope that she hadnt seen what hed been doing.































Chapter Thirteen

Doubts



Delilah stood in the pool, dress yanked down to cover her legs, waiting for Carson to appear so she would know which way to run. She didnt understand what was taking him so long. Hed been patient with her before, but there was no doubt in her mind that he had seen her bathing herself and she knew beyond a doubt that to excite a white man was to invite his attentionhowever unwelcome. Why then was Carson not appearing so he could finish satisfying himself? It made no sense.

Her eyes darted from right to left and back again. Where was he? Why hadnt he appeared yet? Why hadnt he just come right over the top of that ridge and taken her here in the water?

Where was he?

She backed out of the water hole, still looking around for the white man. Her foot immediately began to hurt again. The cool water might have reduced the swelling somewhat but it hadnt magically cured her infection. A slight breeze rustled past her, chilling her flesh through the wet dress and making her nipples painfully hard. She didnt need her body encouraging Carson. Why hadnt she shown more sense? It was one thing to soak her feet but to let her dress get all wet as well? Every curve of her body was vividly exposed now. She might as well beg him to attack!

Where was he?

Why was he playing with her like this? She backed closer to the little house, wondering where he was hiding, wondering when he would stop playing cat and mouse. He wanted her, didnt he? He was white and she was black! White men took colored women when they wanted them. Any moment now hed jump into view, run her down, rip her dress off…

Where was he?

He wanted her, didnt he?
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By the time her dress dried out, Delilah had given up worrying about Carson. He wasnt coming for her. Shed been wrong. Could she possibly have misunderstood his interest? She was still pretty, wasnt she? Why hadnt he come down that hill at her? Why had he turned her world upside down?

Why did it bother her so much that he had?

She needed to get on the road again but her foot simply wasnt up to it. In a few days she might be able to, but right now shed get nowhere without Carsons mule. How was she going to get that animal from him? And even if he did give it to her, could she keep it? A womana runaway slaveon her own in this country was not going to get far. Shed had her share of hiding and fleeing to make it to Oklahoma. She needed Carson if she was going to get much farther.

But what could she do to get him on her side?

He didnt want her.



























Chapter Fourteen

Dinner



When Carson returned to the house, he had a dead rabbit slung over his shoulder. That little bunny was the most exciting thing Delilah had seen in a long time. MeatCarson had found meatand that meant they were going to eat truly well tonight.

Her mouth began to salivate and her stomach to rumble. Her hunger was so intense that for the first several moments she forgot that Carson had seen her bathing in the pool. Then his cheeks reddened and he looked away from her face and she remembered everything. 

Carsons response confused her. Why was he embarrassed? She knew hed been alone for a long time but was it possible that he didnt understand what it meant that she was colored? Was he actually interested but didnt know he could have his way?

You caught something, she told him just to try and get him talking.

Its not much, Carson said. 

Yes, it is, Delilah told him. She forced herself to reach out and touch his forearm to see how he would respondrisking triggering the violence she feared. 

Carson trembled at the contacttrembled and looked away. Ill dress the rabbit, he said, leaving Delilah to stare after him as he left.
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For the first time since she had awakened in this place, Delilah decided to make herself useful but she didnt have the tools she needed to follow through on her intention. She hobbled into the little house but the vegetables were still in the garden. Nor did she have a knife to cut them with if she went out to pick them. So she emptied the bucket into the pot and went out to fetch more water. This was hard on her foot, but she wanted very much to look less like a burden to Carson.

He looked up at her from near the barn. Hold on there! he told her.

He leapt up from cleaning the rabbit and hurried to her side. His fingers touched hers as he took the bucket from her. You shouldnt be walking, he said. Your foots not healed. 

Delilah liked the way he spoke to herstrong, but not in the cruel preemptory manner of the Colonel. I want to help, she told him.

Carson grunted, like he didnt understand her words. You just sit down by the wall over there, he said. Ill finish dressing the rabbit. Then Ill get the water.

He turned around without waiting for an answer, carrying the bucket with him as he went back to his work. He was quick with the knife, cutting open the skin, and removing the meat for eating. He wrapped the cuts up in the skin and carried them with him when he went to fill the bucket. There was blood on his hands when he came back to join her but that didnt trouble Delilah.

Carson led her back inside, started the fire, then left again to fetch the vegetables. When he returned he browned the meat and produce together in an iron skillet, then dumped it all into the pot to make a stew. When he sat back to let it cook, Delilah tried to talk to him again. 

I need to be moving on soon, she said.

Cant, Carson told her, least not with that foot.

She wondered if she should tell him about the Colonel. If he really didnt understand she had runaway, then she was probably safer not telling him. 

You could let me ride your burro, she said.

Carson shook his head. Cant, he repeated. I need him.

Delilah struggled to keep her face calm. Carson didnt appear to understand what she was suggesting. Did she really want to be more direct? It would be safer for her if he would come along to protect her and deal with the white men in their path, but would he be willing to do that? And was she willing to give him all the benefits of a womans company that a man might expect if she asked him to accompany her?

She just didnt know.



Chapter Fifteen

Convincing Carson



Delilah woke in a cold sweat, stifling the screams sparked by another nightmare. She knew what she had to do! Whatever else happened, she wasnt going to let the Colonel get hold of her again.

Hobbling on her injured foot, she crossed the tiny room and stoked the little fire back to life. Shed start by making Carson breakfastheating the remnants of last nights stew to feed the hunger in his belly. Then shed offer to comfort his lonely hearthoping her body could persuade him where her words could not.

When she finished readying breakfast, Delilah poured it into Carsons single bowl, picked up his spoon, and left the house for the barn. The sun peeked above the horizon sharing a pink glow that was all too merry for her mood. She limped her way across the yard and paused before the barn door. 

Could she really do this?

The thought of Carson touching her both terrified and excited her.

She heaved open the door. Carson was already on his feet, tending to his burro. He turned to blink at her in the early morning light.

I brought you some breakfast, she told him.

Delilah steeled her nerve, pulled the door shut behind her and walked over to him. I thought youd be hungry.

Carson didnt move. His eyes locked on hers as if he knew beyond a doubt that her visit wasnt about breakfast, but couldnt quite be certain what she really wanted. His eyes flickered toward the burro and back to hers.

Delilah closed her eyes. How could she be so stupid? He thought she wanted his damn animalwhich she did, of coursebut that wasnt why shed made him breakfast this morning.

She set the bowl down on an upended bucket then plucked up her nerve to take his hand in both of hers. Mr. Carson, she said, I thought maybe youd go with me when I leave here.

She moved his hand to her left breast, shuddering just a little when he touched her.

Carson still didnt move. His fingers didnt close on her breast. He didnt pull her against him. He didnt try to kiss her.

This is my home, he said. Youre welcome to stay.

He really didnt understand, she realized. Somehow that made him more attractive to her. He wasnt thinking of her as a slave, but as a woman.

She took a step closer to him. His hand accommodated her movement by cupping her breast, but he still didnt play with it or run his thumb over her nipple. There are bad men chasing me, she whispered.

She took his left hand in both of hers and guided it to the cleft between her legs. 

He shuddered and the involuntary movement reverberated through her lower lips into her groin.

Wont find you here, he said.

Only a couple of inches separated their torsos. Delilah lifted her left hand and caressed his cheek. Please help me, Mr. Carson.

The trembling in his hand intensified, making her whole lower body vibrate in response. She didnt quite know what to make of the feeling. It was unique to her experience. Not that it mattered now. With her right hand she touched the place the Colonel always forced on her. Carson was long and stiff beneath his pantsmuch bigger than she had expected.

What are you--

She moved her fingers from his cheek to his lips. Hush, she told him. I know how to be good to you.

She dropped her left hand down beside her right and began to work on the knot of his rope belt. Casons hand on her breast finally began to move, ever so slowly exploring her nipple, treating her like a wild animal who might start and run away if he startled her. 

She tugged the belt free and dropped his pants to the floor. She couldnt resist the urge to look down. His cock was larger than shed thought possible, based on the Colonel, with the little hole peeking out from beneath its foreskin.

She didnt want to touch itand she did want to touch it. The Colonel would be beating her by now, bloodying her mouth and hurting her tits. Carson stood statue-like by comparison. He let her take the lead for the first time in her life and choose what she wanted to do to him.

She slipped her small brown hand around the head of his penis and slid the foreskin back. His head strained with excitement, glistening all over with a clear sticky fluid.

She touched the bared flesh, running her thumb over the smooth skin and

Carsons back arched and he grunted loudly. White seed shot up between them almost splattering Delilahs dress. She stepped back away from himtoo quickly to censor the movementand Carson caught hold of himself and turned away in shame. Im sorry, he muttered. I shouldnt havesorry.

Delilah had to do something quickly or her efforts here would drive him away. You just surprised me, she said. Its not bad.

Carson reached down and began to haul up his pants.

No! she told him. Wait! I mean--

As he turned to glance at her, she hauled the dress up over her shoulders and tossed it away from them. Then she got down on her knees like the Colonel liked and encouraged him with her hands to turn back to face her. His eyes were larger than ever, soaking in the sight of her naked body. His cock grew harder as she took it in her hands to work on it.

I mean, we dont have to be finished yet, she told him.

She opened her mouth and made herself lick him. The Colonel forced her to do this, but with Carson it wasnt so bad. He wasnt hurting her, he was standing there stunned by the feelings she was sparking in his manhood.

She licked again. He tasted of salt and seed. It was kind of pleasant without the copper taste of blood overpowering the flavor.

What are you doing? he asked.

It must have been a genuine question. Was it possible hed never been with a woman?

Im getting you ready to take me, she told him.

Her mouth covered the whole head of his dick making him groan with pleasure. She bobbed up and down, keeping her mouth tight the way the Colonel liked it. 

Carsons knees buckled and she let him slip free. Easy, she said. Why dont you lay down here beside me?

Strangely enough, he laid down the wrong way so that his dick was near her face but his head was pointed toward her feet. She supposed that sort of made sense considering what shed been doing to him. It let him look up at her naked form and it kept his stiff prick by her face, but it was by no means what shed expected from him.

She swallowed him again, using her tongue as shed been taught, hoping she could give him so much pleasure that hed happily follow her west. It really was a small price to pay. Shed satisfy Carson each night and hed keep other men from hurting her. She was taken completely by surprise when he pressed her thighs apart and abruptly tried to return the favor.

His tongue was wet, rough and exciting. It pressed between her dark lips before she realized it was upon her. It dug deep, spreading her in places no mouth had ever been, and surprised her body into bucking up to kiss him back.

Carson pulled his mouth away, the scruffy whiskers on his chin glistening from their brief contact with her womanhood. Youre all wet, he said. The surprise in his voice was no greater than that which she felt. What did he mean she was wet?

Delilah took one hand off Carsons stiff cock and touched herself down there. He was right! Her lips were all wet, dripping juices onto her thighs. What the hell was wrong with her?

Carson dipped his face down again and sucked hard on one of her swollen lips. Her body quivered in response. Her ass rose off the dirt floor of the barn to push her flower deeper into his mouth. 

Carson pressed her hips back down, using his strength to stretch her thighs widerbut this wasnt like the Colonel forcing himself upon her. Delilah struggled to help Carson, opening her legs as wide as she could and loving every moment that Carson spent between them. She completely forgot about his cock. Her left hand found one hard brown nipple and rolled it between her thumb and forefinger. Her right hand began to dibble that little nub of flesh above her lips. Carson noticed what those fingers were doing and shifted the focus of his mouths attention. He sucked that nub in between his teeth and Delilahs whole groin erupted with pleasure. 

Her hips thrust high into the air pushing Carson up with them. His mouth never stopped sucking, never stopped making her scream with excitement. Shed never felt anything like thisnever dreamed it was possible to enjoy a mans touch. Now shed do anything to keep him from stopping. She ran her fingers through his hair and pulled his face more tightly against her. Even as her body squirmed to escape her mind focused on the task of keeping him in placekeeping his lips sucking on her body. 

It felt like Carson had done for her what shed always done for the Colonel, only this was a thousand times betterand Carson clearly liked doing it to her as well. He rode her body up and down, chasing that bud of pleasure wherever her hips thrust it. His fingers dug into her thighs, but instead of causing pain it intensified her enjoyment. Her heart pounded, her throat rasped with fire, her groin burned with excitement. 

Then he tugged her about on the dirt floor of the barn and thrust the head of that thick cock deep inside her. Shed never imagined sex could be so wonderful. Her dark hands gripped his pale ass, begging him to thrust harder while his hand rediscovered her breastsqueezing the soft flesh while his thumb rode her swollen nipple.

His cock delved deeper than the Colonels ever had, pumping powerfully inside her, urging her body toward another explosion of pleasure. Sweat stood out on his pale brow before rolling in drops down the tip of his nose. His breaths became increasingly ragged with the strain of maintaining his pace. His efforts grew clumsier as his need rose.

His pale white rod popped out from her depths and stabbed the tangle of hair that covered Delilahs groin. A smear of clear seed marked his passageidentifying her as his woman. He quickly grabbed hold of himself and pushed his cock back between her dark lips, stretching her flesh with his size while his fingers caressed her swollen pussy.

Delilah shuddered to the brink of another climax. 

Carsons fingers quested higher, pressing lightly against her ultra sensitive flesh, feeling his cock pump beneath her skin. He brushed her throbbing nub of flesh, triggering a violent contraction between her thighs. Her legs clamped tighter around him as her pussy squeezed with all the strength of her lower body. She could feel every swollen vein cording his iron rod and track its passage in and out of her womb. 

Carson gasped and his rhythm faltered. He half-fell on top of her, his hand trapped between their bodies. His calloused thumb ground against her nub of flesh, pushing back the hood, and igniting Delilahs senses.

She screamedexcitedly announcing her new orgasm. Then Carson grunted and seed spit deep inside her. His thrusts grew even more frantic, spreading hot desire throughout her insides and spilling it down her eager thighs. 

Delilah wrapped her arms around his strong back and hugged Carson. His lips found hers and he kissed her for the very first timehis lips urgently sucking at her mouth. Her tongue startled him, but he quickly got the idea, thrusting between upper and lower lips until the force of his seed finally subsided.









Chapter Sixteen

The Colonel



Delilah couldnt get the smile off her face as she dressed herself. Carson drowsed on the dirt floor, his manhood still half erect. She resisted the impulse to stroke it back to life again. There would be plenty of time for that later. Who could have imagined that sex could be fun for a woman?

She slipped her smock over her shoulders and readied herself to slip out of the barn into the yard. She needed a drink of water and she wanted to look over the house to see what they could take with them when they left this farm. She had no doubt that Carson would go with her now. If she had to, shed tell him all about the Colonel. He was a good man and hed enjoyed her body as much as shed enjoyed his. He wouldnt take any chance that the Colonel would find them.

She slipped out into the daylight, giving one lingering glance at Carson in the barn. Was this pleasant warmth radiating through her body love?

A horse whinnied behind her.

Delilah whirled around in time to see the Colonel dismount his horse. Been quite a chase, Delilah, he said. Now get your black ass over here and show me youre sorry!

Delilah froze. Behind the Colonel, his men, Jake and Ross, dismounted their horses and stalked toward her. Carson was lying naked in the barnhis rifle in the house if it was even loaded. He couldnt help her.

Get over here! the Colonel hissed.

Terrified, Delilah watched her body do as it was told. She crept three paces toward him.

His fist split her lip, knocking her to the ground even as it loosened her tooth.

The Colonels boot caught her in the ribs. How dare you run away from me?

The force of his blow picked her off the ground and flipped her over on to her back. 

Get away from my woman! Carson shouted.

He burst out of the barn, buck naked and wild with rage. His Arkansas Toothpick gleamed menacingly in his hand, but the bright morning sun caught him in his eye, blinding him so that a rifle butt connected with the side of his head. 

He sprawled to the ground and the Colonels two men commenced beating him, alternating between blows with the stocks of their rifles and the boots on their feet. 

The Colonel took in Carsons appearance and turned on Delilah in a rage. Cheating on me? You no good little whore! 

He kicked her again, driving the toe of his boot deep into her side. Then he stomped on her with his heel before grabbing her by the hair and slamming her head into the ground.

Still holding her hair, the Colonel yanked Delilah to her knees and dragged her over to Carson. He had curled up in a ball, trying to shield his bloody head and body from as many of the blows as possible. Is this what you left me for? the Colonel shouted.

He sneered at his men. Lets cut off his balls!

Carson proved to still have some life in him. He fought like a bobcat as they tried to stretch him out, but the Colonels two men were too much for him. While they held him down, the Colonel rammed Delilahs head into the barn wall and dropped her to the ground. He picked up Carsons knife and crouched down over him.

He grabbed one of Carsons nuts and ran the knife over the flesh. You never should have touched my nigger, he said.

Red fury clouded Delilahs vision and she threw herself at the Colonels back. Im not your nigger! she shouted.

Surprised the Colonel stumbled forward. Jake leapt out of the way to avoid the knife, releasing Carson in his effort to avoid the blade. Carson took advantage of his captors distraction by wrenching hard on Ross arm and toppling him to the ground. His knee came up into the Colonels gut and in half a moments time, Carson was on top of the pile, driving his fist into the Colonels face.

Run, Delilah! Run! 

She looked about in panic. Where could she go? Theyd be back up in moments and kill them both.

Jake kicked Carson off the Colonel but didnt drive him far enough away. Delilahs man grappled with the Colonel for his knife, but with three men against him, he wasnt going to win.

Carson was going to die!

And Delilah might well die right after him.

Her eyes came to rest on one of the dropped rifles. It was the only hope they had.

Scrambling around the side of the fight, she scooped the long gun up in her hands. She had no experience with weapons like this but shed seen the Colonel use them often enough. She pointed in the direction of the men fighting with Carson and pulled the trigger. It bucked so hard the weapon jumped out of her hands while a cloud of black powder momentarily obscured her view.

All four men stopped fighting and looked at her, frozen as if waiting for the smoke to clear. 

She hadnt hit any of them.

With one mind, the Colonel and his two men lunged for the other rifle.

Carson pulled Ross down and began to slam his head repeatedly into the ground. 

Delilah darted toward the other gun. She beat the Colonel to it, but not quickly enough to keep him from getting his hands on it as well. He spun her around and the weapon went off in a cloud of awful black smoke. A red spot appeared on Jakes chest and then the Colonel pulled the weapon free from Delilah and drove its butt hard into her stomach.

First Im going to kill your man, he told her. Then Im going to make you wish you were dead.

He turned around to find Carson holding the other rifle. He didnt hold it like he intended to shootwhich was good because the chamber was empty. His hands were spaced eighteen inches apart on the stock and barrel and he looked very comfortable despite being naked.

The Colonel took a step back from him. Whod you serve with, boy? he asked.

Carson spit blood. My pa served in New Orleans under General Jackson, he said. 

The Colonel glanced at his horse and the rifle still sheathed beneath the saddle.

Carson stepped in and swung the butt of his weapon into the side of the Colonels head. It was a fast movement, up and back, followed up by a jab to the gut. The Colonel squealedeyes open wide with what had to be fear. His own weapon moved clumsily by comparison and to Delilahs shock, she realized he wasnt the big man shed always thought him. Hed always had others to do his dirty work. He wasnt prepared to fight a real man on his own.

On the ground behind Carson, Ross groaned and began to move again. 

Carson risked a glance back at him and the Colonel barreled forward, knocking him off his feet. He swung his rifle like an axe, breaking it in half on the ground next to Carsons head. The sodbuster brought his knee up hard between the Colonels legs, but Delilahs owner jumped back out of the way to avoid the blow. 

Ross rolled onto his hands and knees. He was going to get up and help the Colonel kill Carson. Delilah couldnt let that happen. She started to run for the Colonels horse when she saw Carsons Arkansas Toothpick lying on the ground. She picked it up, feeling the weight in her hand, then stepped forward and drove it hard into the Colonels back. 

He stiffened, trying to look behind him at her, but Carson took advantage of the moment to drive the barrel of his rifle deep into the Colonels groin. 

He screamed and Carson scrambled to his feet and swung his rifle stock hard into the back of the mans head.

The Colonel collapsed to the ground and Carson turned his attention to the last living man. Ross saw him coming but couldnt act to save himself. It only took two more blows to see him dead.



























Chapter Seventeen

Going West



Delilah watched Carson mount the Colonels horse and turn the stallion toward the west. 

Theyd been busy since the slavers had attackedburying the three men, gathering up Carsons meager belongings, and packing them with the best of the farm equipment in an old two-wheeled cart. They even had money in their pockets as the Colonel didnt have any more use for it. With enough distance to put all of this behind them, they had enough to make a fresh start in life.

Carson extended his hand to her and she let him pull her up behind him. She loved the strength in his lean body and the way it felt to sit against him on the horse. You ready? he asked her.

Where are we going? she asked.

Doesnt much matter, he said, California or Oregon, I reckon. All I really care about is that were together.

She couldnt have said it better herself.

The End
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