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Chapter 1




Forced confinement can teach a man many things about himself. The biggest lesson I learned was that I’m a man who needs work and to be moving, or else I feel empty and useless.

I’d have been out of bed two days before, but Grace and Jasmine would shoot me a frown of disappointment that I wasn’t taking their advice and I’d lay back down on the large down mattress.

I suppose if you’re going to be laid-up with injuries, there couldn’t have been a more comfortable place to rest. Well’s Lending was the name Grace chose for her fledgling business. Housing it in Hiram’s old building. The entire top floor of which had been turned over to lavish apartments.

Once the dead men and their mess was cleaned out, and new doors hung where I’d torn through them, the girls had moved everything over. There were enough room for each to have their own, but they’d paired off from what Grace told me, swapping bedmates each night.

Though Sylvia complained, Grace took up residence in the master bedroom where I rested, and had been adamant that I receive no visitors, so I could rest. That hadn’t stopped her and Jasmine from slipping beneath the sheets a time or two for a bit of hanky panky, but pain and stiffness had kept the play to a minimum.

Thankfully Grace was there at my side when I woke, her warm smile greeting me as her fingers stitched without thought. Setting her needlework aside she stood and drew back the thick curtains from the tall windows, revealing a breathtaking panoramic view of downtown, the wharf and bay.

“How are you feeling this morning?” Grace asked, stepping back over to my bedside and bending over to check my bandages.

No matter how many times the sight of her massive breasts swinging down greets me, my mouth still dries when I behold them. Dragging my eyes up to meet her cocked brow, I grinned like a mischievous boy and flicked back the sheet, giving her easier access to the wound on my hip.

“A little stiff,” I said with a wink, “but I’m feeling better today.”

“You’re impossible,” Grace said, but I caught her amused smile as she pulled the white bandages aside and checked for blood, and pressing around the stitches, “There’s no sign of infection, which is a miracle, and your flesh is knitting well. I think you can get up and about for a few hours today.” Her pale blue eyes grew sharp as awls when she looked at me and warned, “But don’t push it too much. If you pop a stitch, or worse, rip one wide open, you’ll be back in this bed and for longer next time.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, sitting up and drawing her down beside me, “Thank you, Grace, for everything. I can’t tell you how much you mean to me.”

“You can try,” the gorgeous older woman said, slipping gently beside me and cupping my cheek and drawing me into a hot kiss, “Mhhph… we can’t get too…. Mm… carried away… Here, since you’re so insistent…”

Grace slid my hand down from where I was pawing at one massive breast and slipped down the bed, her eyes dancing with delight when they alighted on the enormous tent in my drawers. She purred happily as she expertly slipped my thickness free and slipped her slender fingers around the base.

Careful to avoid the injury to my hip, the woman slipped down my legs and pressed her massive breast to my thighs as she gazed up at me. No words were spoken as we stared into one another’s eyes. No words were needed.

I sighed out in pleasure as she pressed her thick lips to the underside, kissing the sensitive spot there before running her pink tongue up and around the head. Kissing her way down the sides, Grace gave the shaft several light strokes with her fingers before drawing it back and sucking me deep into her mouth.

“Mhmm,” I sighed, watching in awe as the gorgeous woman lavished all of her attention and love on my cock.

When I reached down, she offered one of her massive breasts for me to caress. The large, inverted nipple was already hardening against the silk of her dress and I had to take pains not to distort the material in my desire to feel all over her sexy body.

The door clicked open but Grace never stopped her sucking, merely flicking her eyes over and smiling when Jasmine slipped into the room.

“You started without me!” The tall, slender Latina said with a laugh as she hurried across the room and flopped down beside Grace on the bed.

“I couldn’t wait,” the older beauty said, drawing the teen close and pressing her thick lips to the girl’s.

My cock throbbed in Grace’s hand when I watched the women kissing above the head of my cock, their tongues teasing one another as their hands caressed one another’s hips and ass. I saw Grace’s fingers sink into the teen girl’s firm ass and Jasmine moaned in pleasure.

“You keep that up… and we’ll never make it to the office,” Jasmine panted as Grace kissed down her long slender neck.

“You better get to work then,” the older woman purred into Jasmine’s ear, “The Vice-President of a bank can’t arrive late and we aren’t leaving until John is taken care of.”

“Mhmmm, ohh!”

Jasmine turned her head, eyelids fluttering as Grace slipped a hand between the girl’s legs, the scent of her young sex filling the room and skirts bunching as Grace teased her. The black-haired girl wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock and sucked hard, her tongue teasing the slit and one hand joining Grace’s around the base, stroking it lightly.

It was my turn to moan out in pleasure and then I gasped as Grace joined Jasmine, their tongues working my cock together. Pressing their smooth cheeks together, they ran their tongues up and down the shaft, eyes dancing in delight as they watched the pleasure twist my features. Jasmine’s newly painted nails dragged down my balls, setting off my orgasm, and both women took turns wrapping their lips around the tip, sucking my cum down with happy mewling noises.

“You two are amazing…” I panted, catching my breath as they sat slowly, straightening their dresses.

“See that you don’t do too much today,” Grace warned as she stood and wiped her chin and cheeks off in the vanity mirror, she’d had brought in, and Jasmine joined her accepting the silk kerchief.

The pair couldn’t have looked more alike and yet more different. Grace was shorter and with dark hair that reached down to her mid-back, thick and flowing. Her massive breasts dominated her body, attracting the attentions of men and women alike, but it was her patrician features, so elegant and royal seeming, that had always arrested my heart when I saw her.

Jasmine was several inches taller than the older woman, and slenderer in hip, waist and rear, but her bust was nearly a match for Grace’s. Strapped down by tight silk shirts, the pair of them eschewed clothing that would attract the attentions of the opposite sex, preferring more conservative garments, especially since coming to the city and purchasing a pair of matching dresses. Her hair was longer than Grace’s hanging nearly to her ass, and so black it looked almost blue in certain lights, like her mother, Sylvia’s.

“Yes, or you’ll be back in this bed and without our special… ministrations,” Jasmine followed up, her expression almost an exact twin of Grace’s.

“Yes ma’am,” I said, swinging my legs off the edge of the bed and standing slowly.

“You don’t have to… worry about me doing too much,” standing slowly, I stifled a grunt of pain as the stitches tugged at the wound in my side.

“Here,” Grace said, bringing over a bottle of Laudanum, “take a spoonful, it will help with the pain.”

I held my hand up to tell her for the tenth time I didn’t want it, but Jasmine put fists on her hips and was staring at me with a firm look over Grace’s shoulder, warning me to silence and I did but grimaced in annoyance.

“I know you don’t like to admit to any weakness,” Grace said, her smile taking the edge off her words, “But that hairy-chested thinking rarely leads to nicely healed wounds. The Laudanum will help you heal, trust me.”

She held out the spoonful of red-brown, hateful liquid and I opened my mouth with a frown, Jasmine’s raised eyebrow nearly as effective as Grace’s.

Is this the shy girl who barely spoke in the mountains? I thought as Grace put away the drugs and Jasmine touched up her hair in the mirror. She’s fully flowering now…

The girl’s youthful beauty was breathtaking, as it had always been, but she stood with more poise now, more confidence, and it made her even more desirable. Grace’s influence was obvious, but so too was the soul of the tall teen finally shining through now that she’d been given real responsibility.

“Come on Jaz,” Grace said, pulling a blue wool shawl about her shoulders, “We have that meeting with the Strauss engineers. We don’t want to be late. Did you get a chance to read their proposal?”

“I didn’t, but I have questions for them about the pylons they want to drop. It doesn’t sound workable given what the surveyors said about the Gate.” Jasmine pulled a twin blue shawl about her shoulders and threw me a smile before they left the room, soon lost in their conversations about banking, lending and whatever else it is they do on the bottom floor.


Chapter 2




The only contribution I’d been able to make, holed up in bed as I was, was to insist they hire a private security force to protect the building. Grace had agreed right away and had sent Esther out to find a trust-worthy group. It had taken all of three hours for the former soldier to find a crew of former sailors looking for work.

As I pulled on my pants, sweating with the effort of bending over and dragging the material over my ankles, I realized Grace had left me to dress alone on purpose. The devious woman. By the time I had the pants and shirt on, I’d revised my plans for the day. I would need to take it easier than usual, or else tearing my stitches out was a real possibility.

After pulling my boots on, I made my way downstairs to the kitchen where I heard laughter and familiar voices. When I stepped around the corner, I found Delilah before the large stove, with Lilliana helping her while Esther and Sylvia sat sipping coffee at the table.

“Looks whose finally up and about,” Esther said with her crooked grin as I stepped over to the coffeepot.

“Take a seat, John,” Lilliana said, offering me a bright smile as she took the pot from me and went to grab a cup, “Do you want cream or sugar? Delilah got us a bag of the whitest sugar you’ve ever seen.”

“Both, please,” I said, taking a seat with a stifled groan as the stiffness in my hip eased.

“How are you feeling?” Sylvia asked, her dark eyes warm with affection as they alighted on me.

“Stiff and sore,” I said, pulling my leg over and stretching it out slowly, “but once I move around some, I’ll be feeling better.”

“Good,” Sylvia said, “I don’t like the feel of this city. It’s like it’s holding its breath, waiting for something.”

“You keep saying that,” Esther said, pulling a flask from her jacket and pouring a small measure of whiskey into her cup, “but I’ve seen no evidence of it.”

“And what of Grace? Doesn’t she have connections or information from her banker friends about what’s going on? I still haven’t heard a good explanation about why she and my daughter were kidnapped. Pinche… when are we going to get some answers, John?”

“Grace will tell us when she’s ready-.”

“Not good enough,” Sylvia said, her voice hard as iron, “and you know it. Don’t try to argue with me, I’ve seen your frowns when she changes the subject or moves on. What about you, Delilah? You’ve a good head on your shoulders. Do you think we deserve to know what’s really going on around us? When our lives might be at risk because of your mother’s secrets?”

The bubbly blonde teen turned from the stove, pulling the pan of onions and peppers off the fire. Her expression was oddly thoughtful, and she took a moment before responding to the Madame.

“Momma is afraid. She’s afraid that if the truth comes out you all won’t see her the same way,” she frowned and shook her head, “There are parts of her past she’s never told me and I don’t think she ever will, given the choice. Perhaps… you shouldn’t give her the choice.”

I saw how hard it was for the girl to admit this failing in her mother, and even harder for her to offer the advice, but Esther nodded in approval.

“I’ll talk to her. Tonight, we’ll sit her down and find out what’s really going on.”

“I’m meeting with a contact this morning in Chinatown, I should be able to learn something from them.” Sylvia tapped the side of her cup, “If there’s anything going on in the city or mountains, the Chinese will know about it. But getting the information out of them might prove… expensive.”

“I’ll go with you,” I said, “Chinatown’s close by and I could use the walk.”

“And if you get into trouble?” Esther asked with a raised eyebrow, “A ten-year-old girl could beat you with one hand tied behind her back. Make sure you wear a pistol.”

“You’re not coming?” I asked, in surprise figuring she would insist on it.

“A dozen new ships docked at the wharf an hour before dawn. I’m going to head back out and see where they’re from. I wasn’t able to spot their flags in the dark.”

“Take it easy,” I warned her, “we might have to move quickly. I don’t want you dragging ass on the road.”

“A sleepless night or two won’t slow me down,” the leggy blonde said with a crooked grin, “You of all men should know that.”

Esther’s eyes twinkled in amusement, and Delilah barked a laugh of delight at the joke. Sylvia’s eyes rested on me with dark promise, making me shift uncomfortably in my seat. The woman had a way of setting my heart racing with only a glance, her every gesture a spell of seduction.

“Do you want three pieces of bacon or four, John?” Delilah asked as she pushed the onions out of the pan and lay slabs of bacon in.

“Six,” I said, my stomach rumbling audibly when the scent of smokey meats filled the small kitchen.

“We’ll head out after breakfast if you’re ready,” Sylvia said, standing to pour herself another cup and grab the folded paper sitting on the counter.

“He’ll need a few,” Esther said, her eyes holding a twinkle of amusement and heat I’d come to recognize. I could always count on the tall blonde being worked up and needy early in the morning, and I knew exactly what she needed. “Gotta holster his gun…”

“Oh god,” Lilliana said with a snort of laughter, “that’s the worse pun! Just say you want him to load his long-rifle first.”

“Better yet,” Delilah said, “why not say the truth? That Esther can’t wait to have John’s giant co- hey!”

The teen turned and laughed at the rag that hit her in the back and everyone laughed when she glared at Esther, none laughing harder than Sylvia who’d thrown it. I was relieved to see how well the women were getting along. Delilah and Sylvia were becoming friends of a sort, and the looks thrown back and forth between Esther and Lilliana had more heat than I remembered.

When Lilliana served up plates of eggs, bacon, peppers and onions, I took note that she served Esther first, then myself. I barely paused to chat, eating my food so fast I almost got a bellyache. But it was wonderful to have the pleasant and friendly chatter of the women washing over me as I shoveled bacon and eggs into my mouth.

Washing it all down with the last of my coffee, I sighed in contentment and leaned back in my chair. Sylvia had left her paper as she stood to clear the table and I pulled it over, scanning it in fascination.

It appeared to be a periodical, but one packed with stories and information about the city. Scanning it as the women cleaned up, I read an article about the new publics works projects they were putting in. A reservoir of fresh water on the other side of the peninsula. And another article mentioning gold had been found in the mountains.

The last story gave me pause, but I read right away it was a hundred miles or more south of where our lands were and breathed a sigh of relief. The article put me in a dour mood as I thought about my mountains and all the work piling up while we were away. This adventure had been fun enough, but I couldn’t wait to return to the tall peaks.

“Let me change and then we can head to the market to pick up the payment,” Sylvia said, rising and smoothing down her robe as she addressed Esther, “I take it you only need a few minutes to… handle your business?”

“Give us ten,” Esther said, a predatory gleam in her eyes as she stood, drawing me up to my feet behind her.

I felt like a dog on a tether as she led me down the short hall and up to the fourth floor where her small room was. The sight of her tight little ass bouncing up the stairs before me put the heat in my blood and I forgot about my discomfort as I spun her in the doorway, pressing my lips to hers.

“I’ve missed you,” I breathed into the kiss, and winced when the tall woman nipped my bottom lip playfully.

“Mhmm not as much as I’ve missed you… quick, John, take me hard and fast!”

Growling, I spun her around, quick fingers popping the laces on her pants and pushing them down below her pale ass. The sight of her bare behind poking out as she gripped the door’s frame filled me with lust and I slipped my fingers into the hollow of her hips and pulled her back onto my cock.

“Ohh, I’m sorry, ngghhh!”

Lilliana had stepped onto the landing and froze in shock when she saw Esther pressed against the doorframe half in and half out of the room. Cheeks reddening, the older Latina went to leave but Esther’s hand darted out, quick as a snake and snatched her close. Fingers locking around the back of the woman’s neck, she pulled the woman into a passionate kiss even as my cock drive into her to the root.

“Mhmmm!” Esther moaned, and slammed her ass forward then back, when I paused in shock, “Don’t stop, baby!”

Esther’s hot words drove me on, adding to the wicked sight of her shoving her tongue into the smaller Latina beauty’s mouth. My surprise didn’t come close to matching Lilly’s as her lips met Esther’s, but I saw her expression shift from shock to raw desire as she moaned into the other woman’s lips.

Esther’s sex writhed around my cock as she pulled Lilly in closer, one hand cupping the small woman’s tight ass as I pounded into her from behind. Lilliana’s eyes flashed open and met mine for one pregnant moment, and I could see the unease in them. Reaching up with one hand, I gripped Esther’s braid near the base and moved the woman’s lips down the Latina’s slender neck, watching Lilliana’s eyes roll back in pleasure and hearing her sigh as Esther nibbled on her neck.

The sight was so shocking and sexy; I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long. Esther didn’t seem to mind as her hands slipped beneath the other woman’s dress, popping buttons down the back.

“I’m… oh baby, I’m… kiss me… Kiss me!”

Esther came hard, just as my cock filled her womb with a large load. The woman pulled the Latina into her arms and, shuddering, clung to her and the wall to keep from falling.

“Nhhhnn,” Lilliana pulled up Esther’s face, their lips meeting in another passionate kiss, and I felt Esther’s tightness fluttering around my cock.

My cock slipped from her sex, slick with our juices and cool from the sudden air upon it, as the pair of women fell onto Esther’s narrow bed. I stood there a bit shocked as their kisses grew more and more passionate. It was as if the women had completely forgotten me as they gazed lovingly into each other eyes, touched tender and kisses fierce.

“You going to walk into Chinatown with that beast flopping around?” Delilah asked with amusement as she crested the stairs, an eyebrow raised as she stepped up to the open doorway, “Oh… it’s about time they got to it. Come on, tiger, let’s leave them be. Sylvia isn’t a patient woman, and you already forced her to listen to your… activities, so she’s not in the best of moods.”

“Is she ever?” I asked, meaning it for a joke, but surprised to see Delilah frown up at me.

“Don’t let my mom’s predispositions influence yours as well.”

I pulled Esther’s door closed. The woman acknowledged us leaving with a half wave of her hand, her attention entirely wrapped up in Lilly who lay with her long dark hair fanned out on Esther’s pillow, small spots of red in her cheeks.


Chapter 3




Five minutes later we were stepping out of one of the tall building’s side doors and onto the street. A bulky man in rough clothes and small dark eyes let us out, tipping his cap to Sylvia as he did. From the look of the man and the others stationed around the bank, the Madame had pulled in roughs who normally protected the whore houses. I wondered what she’d offered the men to have them take such a boring job.

“The pigs have been prepared for us and will be moved by the swineherd, but I want to make sure they’re the right kind. You can never trust these things unless you do them yourself.”

Sylvia’s firm tone reminded me once more of Grace, but the gorgeous, tall Madame, carried herself much differently as she slipped an arm in mine and started out down the wide boulevard. Where Grace would turn inward, ignoring the stares and glances of men and women in a retiring manner, Sylvia reveled in the looks.

The woman was wearing a black dress with slashes of bright red that caught the eyes. If the colors on her dress weren’t enough to attract the eyes, the neckline of her dress swooped low, revealing a stunning amount of smooth flesh that shook and jiggled with her every step. A tight bodice pushed her massive breasts up and out the neckline of her dress until I feared they might burst free and found myself half wishing they would. Her blue-black hair had been done up into a bun with artful ring curls hanging free and cascading down her back.

Delilah had taken her cue from Sylvia, I noticed. The bubbly blonde wore a tight dress of dark green that complimented her golden curls perfectly. Her bodice was tight as well, her firm young breasts pushed up and drawing even more stares than Sylvia’s though they were smaller and shook less. It was the girl’s breathtaking features and wide, bright smile that drew the most stares, for there are few as naturally beautiful as the teen.

“We should find a seamstress to make you some negligees,” Sylvia said, glancing across me, to where Delilah gripped my other arm and skipped beside me, “There are some French pieces I think would look absolutely stunning on you, girl.”

“What’s a negligee?” I asked.

“Oh, you’ll find out,” Delilah said, throwing a wink to Sylvia, “I like that idea Sylvia. I think it would do John some good to sweat a bit.”

“You can practice those dance moves I’ve been showing you too,” Sylvia’s dark eyes flicked up to mine, holding amusement and heat in equal measures, “You have no idea what’s in store for you.”

“If it’s anything like the other night, I’m looking forward to it.” I said.

“That was nothing!” Delilah giggled, “If momma knew what we have planned… She’d flip out.”

“You might be surprised by what your mother would be fine with. I know I have been. Here we are.”

We stopped at a small shop and I could hear the squeals and whine of pigs reaching us from the back. The shop owner, a shriveled old man, took us to his pens and pointed to the four pigs he’d set aside for Jasmine.

“Trained in Guadalajuara, just like you asked. Them’s expensive pigs, mind you and I aint being haggled down.” He turned and spit to the side, his beady eyes narrowing on me, but it was Sylvia who spoke.

“You will have your money swineherd, but I want proof they’re as you say.”

The man grimaced and nodded, then shuffled over to a bucket sitting near the wall. The other pigs hadn’t given the bucket any mind, but when he picked it up the four in question lowed in hunger, moving over to the fence as if they knew it was feeding time. The man pulled something out of the buckets and I saw in horror it was a human foot, gangrenous and emaciated.

Without ceremony he shoved the foot into the pen; a pig chomped on it, carrying it a few feet and then mawing down on the whole thing, bones and all. My stomach turned in revulsion as he fed a hand and another foot to the other pigs, before shoving a flesh studded femur in for the last.

Sylvia was nodding in satisfaction and pulled a pile of paper notes out of her purse, pushing it into the swine herd’s hands before making him promise to deliver the pigs to the address she gave him. Delilah’s face was as green as mine felt as we left the small shop.

“You paid ten times what those pigs are worth,” Delilah said, with a frown as we continued to China Town, “Why would they be worth that much?”

“No body, no crime,” I said, unable to keep the frown of distaste from my face.

“Exactly,” Sylvia said, nodding, “it’s grisly, si. But when you’re treated little better than slaves and worked to death by men who don’t even bother to learn your language, let alone your culture, there are few good options.”

Delilah gave a shiver of revulsion, mirroring my own feelings as we entered a ward of tightly built buildings. The road disappeared, and I limped down narrow alleys ways, ducking beneath hanging laundry, as we were surrounded by short, dark haired people speaking a foreign tongue of tonal sounds.

“Keep your lips shut and let me do the talking,” Sylvia said, leading us through the warren of alleyways and shops, “It might not seem so, but this place is probably the most dangerous area of the city.”

I frowned in disbelief as I looked around the crowd. The people were small, skittish and seemed unable to meet my gaze. Taking into consideration how I’d seen them treated in the rest of the city, it made sense why they’d distrust us. I don’t know what the sickness was that made some men believe others were less than them and sub-human, but in my short life I’d seen too much of it reflected against Africans, natives and now the Asians who’d come from across the great sea to this foreign and strange land.

We stopped at a dark little entrance with an old stoop shouldered man standing outside. The man was blind, as evidenced by his white eyes, and he had a long cane he rested upon, but his limbs were strong. When Sylvia announced herself he didn’t flinch, already having heard or perhaps smelled the Madam’s approach and when he stepped aside, I felt a chill run down my spine at his fluid and elegant movements.

This man could kill all of us without breaking a sweat.

I don’t know why I was so certain of the fact, but I watched the stooped old man warily as I ducked my head down to enter the small dark room.

“You move quick, for big man,” the old man said, just before I stepped in, his eyes gazing off into the distance. “You want learn the Way, come see Jin-Yip.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to this terrifying and strange little man. Nothing about him should have put such fear in my, not his weak chin, or the milky-white of his unseeing eyes, but it felt as though I’d passed beneath the shadow of death itself as we moved into what I found was a small house.


Chapter 4




Akitchen, no larger than my outhouse in the mountains, stood beside a bed bolted against the wall. A table and chair sat beneath the bed, and before a wall covered in jars and vials of all kinds. Braces of birds hung from the ceiling, along with rats and bats, their corpses desiccated and twisted from age.

An old woman sat at the table, a pure white porcelain teacup before her with liquid steaming from it. She wore spectacles, thick lenses that stood on a hooked nose and masked the shrewdest set of eyes I’d ever seen. An adorable young woman stood in the little kitchen, preparing cups of tea, but her beauty, though lovely, paled in comparison to the old woman’s presence. There could be no doubt who was in charge here.

“The whore returns with muscle and… A fine golden filly. Come girl, let Wushan look at you.”

With a snap of her fingers, Delilah was stepping forward and curtseying as if she were in a royal court. Spreading her green dress wide and dipping low, the old woman cackled like a witch, and slapped the table.

“Now that is a greeting! Lian, take note!”

“Yes, grandmother,” the slender girl said with a long suffering tone as she poured three more cups of tea.

“I see you’re the same as ever, Wushan,” Sylvia said, slipping into the one empty seat without being invited and setting her purse down on the table. She accepted a cup of tea from the girl with a gracious nod and sipped it lightly, as elegant a motion as I’d ever seen from her and a neat imitation of Grace. “Is shock still the first arrow in your quiver? Or have you progressed beyond childish games?”

“Am I the one playing at childish games here, Sylvia?”

The woman’s thin white eyebrows rose, and she glanced from the Latina breath-taking expanse of cleavage and up to me, her eyes traveling up the length of me slowly.

“Hmph, so he’s not just muscle then?” Adjusting her thick spectacles, she smiled at me and I saw a hint of the beauty that had once been and realized her charms might not be as gone as I’d first thought, “Greetings, giant white boy, I’m Empress Wushan. You are welcome in my empire, so long as you let Wushan see those finely turned calves of yours.”

“Empress?” I asked, raising one eyebrow and accepting a cup of steaming tea from the blushing young woman.

It wasn’t to me she blushed and stared but at Delilah, her golden curls and dress. I saw envy and no small amount of desire in the girl’s eyes and the teen preened under the attention.

“Tin pot Queen of a tin pot kingdom,” Sylvia said, setting her cup down and earning a sharp glare from Wushan. “But if you want to get anything in or out of the city or mountains without the authorities knowing about it, then she’s the person you want to talk to. And with that network comes, information, si?” She asked with a raised brow to the ancient Chinese woman.

“I have the information you asked for,” the woman said, swirling the dregs of her tea in the saucer and signaling the girl for more, “but the price has… increased.”

“Phah! What is this!” Sylvia said, her anger sudden and sharp, “We had a deal!”

“Things have changed,” Wushan said, and I noticed a tension entering around her eyes, the skintight. “You heard about the new ships arriving, yes?” Sylvia nodded sharply and the woman muttered sourly, “Ill tidings when redcoats have slipped into gray.”

I had no idea what she meant, but it obviously meant something to Delilah who gasped. That drew the old woman’s stare, which was reassessing the girl.

“Who are you girl, to get my hints when Sylvia so obviously doesn’t?”

“No one,” Delilah said, but she was a terrible liar and it was obvious. The crone’s eyes sharpened, and she moved in for the kill, but Sylvia cut her off.

“If you think I’ll give you any satisfaction without payment up front, you don’t know me at all, Wushan.”

“Point,” the woman said, nodding as if Sylvia had scored something on her, but she didn’t take her gaze off Delilah as she spoke. “The increase in price isn’t onerous. I need someone to escort Lian, to her mother in the camps and if you’re traveling with him,” the old woman’s gaze flickered to me and sparkled, “You’ll be as safe as she could be unless I sent Jin-Yip, and with who just arrived in the city… I can’t afford to have him far from my side now.”

“Deal,” Sylvia said, slapping the table and holding out her hand, “Now tell me of the banker.”

“It isn’t the banker you have to worry about, or I don’t think so. It’s the new princess who took over his shop. From what I’ve heard, she’s ten times sharper and closing off the dark markets. The old fat fool was mixed up in some nasty business. The type of business that sees princes’ heads roll if they fail, if you catch my meaning.”

She pressed a finger to the side of her nose. But I had no idea what she meant, and clearly Sylvia didn’t either. The Latina opened her mouth to give a fiery tirade, venting her annoyance with the old woman’s circular way of speaking, but Delilah cut her off. The girl’s tone oddly sharp and insistent.

“Which one is it? Albert or Darrien?”

“Prince Albert, has come, and he’s brought his Free Companies, fresh from their slaughter in East Indus. You know what I speak of girl, eh? The games of thrones at work and if we’re not lucky or quick of feet, we’ll get crush under foot.”

“What is it Delilah?” Sylvia asked, her annoyance mollified by the look of naked fear on the girl’s features, but the teen shook her blonde curls.

“Not here, if my Uncle is here, then he already has ears everywhere.”

“Not here, girl,” Wushan, said, reaching around and pulling out another chair and motioning for Lian to place it, “Have a seat and speak amongst friends. My people hold these blocks and more besides. More than stupid white men think.”

Delilah sat, but it took her a long moment to speak, and when she did, it was halting. I took the chance to sip my tea and found the flavor surprisingly pleasant. The notes were clean and clear, like the mountains just after rains fell. I tasted the earth and pine trees, scenting floral notes I couldn’t recognize that reminded me of the wildflower meadows on the south farthing of our lands.

I felt eyes on me and glanced up to see Wushan watching me through thick lenses. The woman’s eyes were sharp, but there was a faint smile plating along her thin lips.

“Momma has to tell most of it,” Delilah began, “She knows it all and it’s not my story to tell. But I know she’s always feared her uncles might come to the new world. Either looking to bring her home or for more nefarious things.”

“Their commander doesn’t know who your mother is,” Wushan said, “But he will soon. The entire city can’t stop talking about the giant hero who took down ten men and ripped the greasy face off this city’s corruption. Or so they’re telling it.”

“What are the ships doing here?” Sylvia asked Delilah, “What would your uncle want?”

“Everything,” I said, seeing it when I remembered just how many ships Esther had said docked over the night. “We need to get out of this city fast.”

“What do you mean everything?” Sylvia asked, her cheeks paling as she began to see it too, but not wanting to believe it.

“Uncle Albert would only bring the Free Companies if he means to hold the territory. I don’t know what the governor, or whoever, has, but he’ll have five thousand veterans on those ships and more incoming.”

“As I feared,” Wushan said, nodding and grimacing, “one set of overlords are the same as another to my people, but maybe not to you, eh? You see why the price was worth my granddaughter’s safety?”

“Thank you for this warning Wushan,” I said, pulling Sylvia up, and ignoring the woman’s squawk of indignation, “I promise we’ll see Lian to safety in the mountains, but first we need to get out of the city.”

“I can arrange a boat to transport you and yours across the bay… for a price.”

“No bargains,” I said, shaking my head and staring the ancient woman full in the eyes, pinning her there, “I want no passing deals with you.”

“What’s this?” The woman hissed, her expression shifting into anger.

“You know, mining. You know transportation, and you know the mountains.” I held up an open hand to her and showed her my palm, “I’d ask instead of bargains that you enter into partnership with me.”

“Hmph! You’re pretty enough, boy, and you’ve more spine than most, but what good does that do my people? We starve and scrape by, while the lash falls-.”

“Gold,” I spoke the word softly, but it silenced the crone right off and her thin lips twisted in a sour grimace as she sensed I had her. “My claim sits between two of the tallest peaks, a day’s ride in either direction, and I aim to increase those holdings when I return. I’ve struck in two places. One solid enough to see my dreams and those of my women, to fruition, and the other… Untapped.”

“What kind of percentages are you offering?”

“Anything you pull out of that second vein is yours and fair pay, plus 5% of anything your people help us pull out of the other vein.”

“And if what you offer us turns out to be more than you think it is? We’ve seen the words of white men broken easily before. Those spoken and written. Keep your words…”

Her words trailed off as I pulled my belt knife free with my other hand and slashed it across the palm of the hand I’d raised before her. Wincing slightly as the flesh parted, red blood flowing, I held the hand out.

“I’m not negotiator, Ma’am. If I say a thing, that’s it. I offer you my bond by word and blood. If you help me build the homestead, I’ve dreamed of for those I love, I’ll see you’re taken care of the best I’m able.”

The old crone sat there for long seconds staring at me as if I were a puzzle as my blood dripped on the tabletop, before holding out one hand. It took me a moment to realize what for, then I hastily laid the knife hilt first in her hand.

With a quick motion she slashed her palm without bothering to wince, then shook my hand in an unsurprisingly strong grip.

“I wasn’t expecting to make a grandson this evening, but the blood bond is made. Lian, gather your things. It seems your to be the concubine of a mountain king.”

I wanted to argue with her, but I could feel a half dozen eyes on us staring through the open doorway and kept my silence. Sylvia gripped my hand tightly, whispering quiet words in my ear.

“Beautifully done, not let’s get the hell out of here before she makes us carry her dirty laundry along with us!”

“A runner will come to you this evening during the witching hour,” Wushan said, “be ready to go and quickly. They will take you to a hidden dock where Lian and a boat will be waiting to take you across the bay.”

“Thank you again, Wushan,” I said, “and I hope this isn’t the last time we get to meet.”

“Me either,” the old woman said, “you’re an interesting fellow. Deeper than you first seem.” Turning, she spoke to the girl in her language and Lian blushed, her eyes darting from Delilah to me, then her cheeks grew flame red.


Chapter 5




Jin-Yip’s milky white eyes didn’t look our way as we exited the small opening, but I could feel the man’s attention on us. I didn’t have time to worry about the scary old man, or the pain of my injuries as we hurried back to the building. I was too busy wondering how I was going to explain to Grace that I’d somehow managed to rope another pretty young woman into coming along on our adventures.

As we left Chinatown, we got a much different reaction than we had when we entered. People stood up straighter and several met my eyes, offering nods or even weak smiles. Occasionally I heard the words “Wang”, “Huang di”, and “Shen”, repeated as people stopped to watch me walk past or point. I had no idea what they meant, but I was happier they weren’t always too down beaten and morose as they’d first seemed.

“Your mother has some esplaining to do,” Sylvia said, striding at my side, her black and red skirts kicking as her heels clicked on the cobblestones, her accent thickening as her emotions got the better of her. “Princess? Phah! I’m the bastard daughter of a whore, and she plays those games with me? I show her chinga tu madre puta hota machon.”

The woman continued on in a quiet angry mutter, but it was Delilah I watched with concern. The blonde was subdued, her curls barely bouncing as she walked on my other side. The knowledge that Grace might have nobility in her lineage didn’t surprise me at all, but it did make it hard to rationalize why she’d decided to settle down with a stranger in the mountains.

When we arrived back at the Bank, we found Jasmine and Grace waiting for us in the kitchen on the third floor. I could see the moment I saw her that Grace had already heard about her Uncle.

“You’ve heard about Uncle Albert, then?”

“Your Uncle Albie, the little ole Prince of England, Albert? Si, we heard!” Sylvia snapped, pacing back and forth. She glanced up when Lilliana entered the room, pulling a thin robe over her shoulders, along with Esther, who sauntered in with her shirt half undone and a pair of buckskin pants on and nothing else.

“Take it easy on Grace, Sylvia,” Esther said, pulling a bottle of whiskey down and pouring out glasses, “Listen to the whole tale.”

“Will you tell us?” I asked Grace, taking the seat beside her and accepting two fingers of whiskey from Esther.

“There isn’t much to tell,” Grace said with a little sigh and took a glass as well, and taking a quick sip, grimacing at the taste and speaking into the waiting silence. “Mother was a chambermaid at the Osborn House. There she met… my father. Their affair was brief, but Abigail found herself with child. My father’s wife didn’t take the news well and after my mother gave birth, men were sent to… deal with us.

“My grandmother intervened, spiriting us onto a ship bound for the New World. She and I kept up a correspondence for many years, and she paid for much of my education, but mother didn’t fare well in the climate of Philadelphia and New York.”

“Your grandmother,” Sylvia said, her tone flat, “who was…”

“Alexandrina Victoria, by the Grace of God, Queen of England, Ireland, and France. Defender of the Faith.”

A deafening silence reigned after she dropped those words in our laps, and I felt myself growing uneasy. Had the granddaughter of a Queen, really had her lips wrapped around my manhood not five hours before? The thought made me giddy and sick feeling at the same time.

“And that,” Grace said, watching me expression closely, “Is why I didn’t want to speak of these things. You see me differently now. See Delilah different… and we’ll never live up to those expectations.”

I couldn’t hold in the booming laughter that ripped its way out of my chest and found myself groaning in pain as the laughter rolled on. My stitches tugging and a pain in my sides forming as I tried to get the laughter under control. The others were looking at me like I’d lost my mind, all except Sylvia who’d begun to chuckle as well.

“I’m sorry,” I said, whipping a tear from one eye as I reached down and took Grace’s hand. I could feel her bristling as I took her delicate little fist in mine, but she softened as I spoke, “I don’t mean to laugh. I know it must have been a struggle for you, but I couldn’t even point out England or France on a map. And the thought that I might think better or less of you because of your blood…” I shook my head, “Tell us of this uncle, that’s what’s important.”

The woman’s light blue eyes brimmed with unshed tears as she gripped my hand tight, silently thanking me.

“He might think it doesn’t matter, but I think it’s a beautiful story, princess.” Sylvia said, and I felt Grace tense, expecting a barb any moment.

“I’m not royalty,” Grace said, a hint of primness in her tone, “I was born illegitimate.”

“Exactly,” Sylvia said, “we share that in common.” Grace’s demeanor shifted then, opening slightly to the Madame, as she took another deeper sip from her whiskey, “Now tell of this Albert and what his plans might be.”

“They won’t be Albert’s plans but my brother’s, though I doubt we’ll find any evidence of his fingers involved. The crown is excellent at orchestrating situations, so colonization is efficacious. Jasmine, why don’t you tell John and your mother what you discovered in the books today.”

The tall teen sat drew herself up in her chair and pulled a folio out of the leather case at her feet, referencing pages with her elegant handwriting across it she spoke in her cool mellifluous voice.

“There have been over a dozen deposits into the bank’s coffers from a mysterious source, paying in pound sterling. Most has been transferred into the holdings of the rulers in Mexico. I can’t be sure of its intent, but I can infer from the other deposits that have been made,” the girl glanced at her mother and grimaced, “Which have gone to a man now stylizing himself as General Galveston.” Sylvia frowned at the familiar name as I did as well, “As well as several of his captains and lieutenants who have been paid off, in order to march their men from the deep south all the way across the mountains and down into the territory. One of those Captains, whose received a considerable sum, is a man named Esposito.”

Sylvia hissed in anger, “Pinche guero!”

“There have been deposits made to certain pirate captains as well, and a look at the harbor documents shows nearly all of the captains who were paid are docked in the City or surrounding settlements.”

“So whatever they’re planning, it’s going to happen soon.” I said with a grunt, “I don’t like it but don’t see how it concerns us, other than as a warning to get the heck gone as fast as possible.”

“I agree,” Grace said nodding, “I’ve begun to make arrangements, but it’s going to take a while. There are few ships free and those that are, are being watched.”

“John has an answer to that,” Delilah said, her eyes beginning to crinkle into a smile, “and he roped another one, just like you said he would.”

“We still have to discuss how you kept secret that you’re fucking nobility!” Sylvia said, her hair a touch disheveled and her makeup in a bit of disarray, which was very unlike her.

“John is fucking nobility, dear, I never have.” Grace said, causing a gasp of shock from most in the room, then a burst of laughter as everyone realized the joke, she’d said but none laughed harder than Sylvia, who finally came over to the table and pulled up a chair and a glass of whiskey.

We spoke of our meeting with the Chinese and Grace listened with sharp eyes. When she heard of the deal I’d made, she flashed me a smile filled with pride and approval. I couldn’t remember my father ever having looked or spoken to me in a way that made me feel half so good about myself.

“Jasmine and I have been looking at efficiency reports, and it’s a better deal than you might think,” Grace said.

“From what I’ve seen,” Jasmine said, referencing a strange sheet of tiny boxes all pressed together in neat rows, and filled with numbers and calculations, “Mines worked by Chinese crews who’ve been educated in demolitions and mineralogy from the railroads, are more than 15% more efficient than those who don’t. If the shaft closest to home extends for even only a dozen more feet, then your decision will prove to be profitable.”

A few of the words sounded like a foreign language, but I got what she was saying.

“Let’s drink to profits then,” Esther said, raising her glass.

“And my daughter,” Sylvia said, her eyes taking on a similar approving look as Grace’s had, “Who it turns out learned more at those expensive boarding schools than I thought.”

It wasn’t exactly a compliment, but from Jasmine’s pretty blush and the smile she shared with her mom, the first of its kind I’d seen, I meant a lot to her. After that we pulled out maps, plotting our route north, then east. We would have to get our horses, then we’d ride north, avoiding the eastern hills with their bandits and pirates. After staying at the Mission, Sylvia assured us would give us succor, we could ride east for the mountains.

“You still intend to keep your word?” Sylvia asked, and there was a hardness in her tone, but I saw a wariness in her eyes, like a wounded animal wary of being hit again.

“Yes.” I said it simply, meeting her eyes and holding them until she nodded.

“Speaking of which,” Grace said smoothly, reaching for the bottle of whiskey and filling all the glasses but mine. “I think it’s time we ladies had our first quorum. Sylvia, do you think now is an appropriate time to decide… arrangements?”

“I think I’ll leave then,” I said, standing and pushing the chair back. “Get started on packing.”


Chapter 6




The women gave me long suffering looks as I slipped out of the kitchen and up the stairs. They knew I had so few belongings in the city it wouldn’t take but two minutes to stuff everything into my saddlebags. The last place I wanted to be though was in the room when Grace and Sylvia set to one another.

“What is she like?” Jasmine asked, her voice reaching me up the stairs, as did the creak of her feet and Delilah’s as they followed me up.

“I couldn’t tell, she’s quiet. Like you were. But soooo pretty. You’re going to love her hair, it’s like liquid black silk or something! And she’s got the tiniest little hands and feet…”

Putting the girls’ talk out of my mind, I stuffed my saddle bags full and wondered what I was going to do to burn up the hours before we had to move. The sound of the feather mattress shifting drew my attention over to the bed, where I saw Delilah pressing Jasmine down. The blonde’s firm little butt poking up and her skirts swaying as she and the Latina kissed passionately.

Grinning, I dropped my saddle bags and slid up behind Delilah. The blonde purred in pleasure and grinned back at me as I slipped her skirts over her hips and pulled down her tiny panties. Jasmine pulled her back into the kiss, her hands pulling the teen’s pale butt cheeks aside as I pressed my tongue against Delilah’s lips.

“Mhhmmm, lick me, John,” Delilah moaned, “Oh god, I’m melting!”

Delilah’s face pressed into the sheets as Jasmine spun around, slipping her head between the blonde’s thin thighs. The Latina’s tongue joined mine as we teased and licked the girl to a body shaking orgasm. While she still shook in pleasure, I whipped down my pants and stepped out of them, letting Jasmine press my cock into Delilah’s incredible tightness.

The dark-haired beauty’s eyes were bright with joy as her head hung off the edge of the mattress, my cock driving into Delilah’s tightness inches from her lips and tongue. Reaching down, I pressed the blonde head between Jasmine’s long legs and the blonde giggled in pleasure as she pulled up her skirts and got to work.

I took my time fucking Delilah, letting her work Jasmine into a frenzy, before switching off, clothes flying as I flipped the Latina teen over and took her bent over in the same place as her friend.

“Fill her, John,” Delilah purred, standing beside me and slapping Jasmine’s ass after a few thrusts, “fill her full with your hot stuff… Mhmm,” she nipped my bottom lip, and bounced on her heels, making her firm teen tits bounce, “Then I can taste both of you together.”

“Holy fuck, girl,” I growled, one hand cupping Delilah’s tight ass as I lost control of my thrusting, the orgasm exploding out of me.

“NNghh, yes, baby! I can feel you… so full mmmm.”

Jasmine slumped onto the bed as Delilah dropped to her knees and sucked my cock into her mouth. The girl’s cheeks were flush and her nipples hard as she pulled on my ass, goading me into fucking her little mouth in order to harden once more.

“You’re insatiable, darling,” I grinned as I placed one hand behind her head and watched in awe as my dick slipped down her throat, “Fuck… mhmmm that’s good.”

“Nghhkk llluuubbb yyyuuggghhh,” her blue eyes shone as she shoved herself forward onto my dick.

“Get my lover’s cock hard again, little mouth whore,” Jasmine purred as she slipped off the bed, her massive, firm breasts crushed together as she pressed herself to my side and placed her hand atop mine and pushed with even more force than I did. “We paid good money to have a bed slave as pretty as a princess… Don’t disappoint us.”

“NGGHHHH!!”

There was a small splash, and I grimaced as Delilah’s teeth scrapped my cock, but when I saw how powerfully she’d shook in orgasm and the wetness dribbling down her thighs from squirting, I grinned wide, reminded once again how powerful her fetish of being made into a whore was.

“Look at that,” Jasmine said with a frown, her fingers tightening into a fist and hauling Delilah’s head back off my cock. Shaking her head, she continued, “You’ve left teeth marks on my lover’s beautiful penis. You’re going to have to pay for that.”

“Yes, mistress, I am so sorry mistress, but your words they… Please let me serve you both,” Delilah’s lips flashed into an eager grin as her joy broke through, then she stifled the expression, her entire body shivering with pleasure as she awaited an order.

“Bend over the desk,” Jasmine said, and I felt the girl’s excitement at the play and stole a quick kiss, as Delilah hopped up to obey, loving the impish grin on Jasmine’s features. “You will count out with every spank, thanking your master for purchasing you to be his little blonde whore.”

“Yeessss, mistress,” Delilah said, her eyes press shut tightly and her legs trembling with anticipation as she stood bent over the desk, naked and vulnerable.

I stood, slowly stroking myself and enjoying the spectacle. There are few sights more enticing than Jasmine naked and standing in the open light. The girls tall, slender beauty was breathtaking, but it was her growing confidence in herself and the blossoming of her true personality that claimed my attention and I watched in awe as she mastered the girl she loved, respected and until so recently was too in awe of to contemplate such an act.

Stepping around the desk, Jasmine picked up a long thick ruler Grace used for her numbers, and I heard Delilah draw in a hiss of breath. The blonde’s toes gripped the thick rug in anticipation and I saw twin tracks of her juices making their way down the gap between her pale thighs.

SLAP!

“Nghh! One… Thank… you… master for letting me be your little blonde whore.”

“Purchasing…” Jasmine reminded, the ruler swishing through the air and making Delilah flinch and moan, but if it was pleasure or the absence of expected pain, I wasn’t sure.

SLAP!

“TWO! Thank you, master! For purchasing me as your Little! Blonde! Whore!”

There was genuine relish in Delilah’s voice as she shouted the words, and a creak caused me to look over to the door where Esther was pulling my bedroom door closed. The lanky blonde threw me a wink and blew me a kiss before the door shut behind herself and I was left with the wicked display before me.

SLAP!

“Three! Thank you master for purchasing me as your little butt whore!”

“Prove it,” Jasmine said, and I was surprised to see her snatch up Delilah’s head by her blonde curls.

The move looked violent and jarring, but the Latina only made it seem so as she manipulated Delilah around, pushing her tight teen ass out.

“I think my husband deserves a special treat before he heads out on his trip… I want to see him fuck this tiny little hole.”

Delilah’s eyes went wide when Jasmine slipped a finger in her bum, and the blonde moaned. Jasmine stepped over to the basin and came back with a handful of soft soap, coating my cock, then slipping two fingers into Delilah’s tight ass and working them in. The sight of the gorgeous tall teen fingering the little blonde’s ass with hard little thrusts, her massive breasts jiggling, had me hard as steel as I stroked the soap around my cock.

“I want to watch her put it in, wife,” I said as I stepped up behind the teen and pressed the fat head of my cock in place.

“Mhmm do it whore. Fuck this giant dick with this adorable little butt,” Jasmine was enjoying this nearly as much as Delilah, who was incoherent as she pressed her ass back against me, grunting as the tight head slipped through and sighing in pleasure as she slowly pushed back with a little hump.

I watched in awe as my cock disappeared into Delilah’s ass and felt Jasmine’s nails dig into my ass, shoving me forward.

“Nggh yes!” Delilah’s scream of pleasure was all the encouragement I needed as I fucked the girl with slow strokes that grew ever harder and fiercer.

It wasn’t long before I flooded Delilah’s bowels, Jasmine’s lips pressed to mine as she stared into my eyes. The girl’s look was one of awe and I knew the power and control she felt in that moment as both her best friend and I came from her orchestration.


Chapter 7




After that we drew a bath, taking our time as we had Delilah bathe us. The girl seemed to get an extra treat out of bathing Jasmine, assuming the guise of a lady’s maid until they both fell into giggles and jumped atop me in the small tub, making a mess. It was there, with the two in my arms and my cock rising once again, that Lilliana found us. Jasmine’s aunt threw open the door, and I knew from the tightness around the woman’s eyes that something was wrong immediately and was rising as she spoke.

“Prince Albert’s landed across the bay and sent men here to apprehend the ‘Mistress of Gold’. He’ll learn who she really is any moment, Grace says, and then we’ll have an army coming down on us, instead of a few Pinkertons. We have to go, now.”

“Did Wushan send her person, yet?” I asked, stepping from the tub and tossing the one towel to Jasmine and Delilah as I grabbed my shirt.

Lilliana was staring at the muscles of my abs and down to the semi erection hanging down my thighs and swallowed hard, eyes unfocused before she went on.

“Not yet, but Grace sent someone from the bank. They should be here any moment.”

“Get packed fast,” I said to the girls, but they were already moving, not bothering to use the towel I’d tossed them as they hurried out to their room.

“Now I see why Sylvia’s so head over heels for you…” the slender woman shook her head and looked up at me with a surprisingly frank stare, “You ever want to get into the whoring game, I could make a loooooot of money of just this… you standing around naked for women or men to ogle. I don’t even like men, but this,” she ran her eyes up and down me again, in a way that had me blushing and feeling more embarrassed than I ever could remember, “There’s something here.”

I frowned at her as I tried to edge past, but she didn’t budge and I jumped back when she reached out to touch my cock with a curious finger.

“What? You let the other’s play with it but not me?” My mouth gawped like a fish and the woman barked a sharp laugh and patted me on the chest, “Relax, big boy, I’m not going to bite.”

“I care for her very much,” I said, suddenly seeing through the woman’s behavior, “but I would never want to come between love-.”

Lilliana pressed two fingers to my lips and her eyes were hard as agates for a second, then they softened and she smiled a sad little grin.

“I could almost wish I felt what she does for you. You’re a good man John, but I’m too old and too burdened by my past to have any assumptions about what could wait for me in the future. Esther is… well, she’s unlike anyone I’ve ever met, but she’s not for me, alone. You understand?”

I nodded and watched her walk off and couldn’t help the wave of sadness when I thought of what the world must have done to her. Like her sister, she was a beautiful woman, though not as rare in her endowments. With her predilections, and coming from her profession, it must have been doubly hard.

Dark thoughts were hovering around in my mind when I stood on the landing downstairs, saddlebags over one shoulder and my pistols on my hips. The women were all packed and ready to go. When I looked around, it seemed that most of them had more luggage than when we arrived, though blessedly it was all light enough they could carry it all themselves down to the quay.

“Is this everyone?” Asked a slender woman with a thick accent. When I nodded she motioned of us to follow her.

I motioned the women on, Esther in the lead and Delilah and Jasmine right behind her. I took up the rear, making sure the women pulled up their hoods as we slipped into a narrow alleyway.

The woman seemed to know the warren of alleyways and streets like the back of her hand and led us through the darkness without pause. There were hundreds of men filling the streets, their drunken carousing broken up by the occasional shouts and fist fights. That they were military men was clear from the way they carried themselves and the array of scars and battle wounds on display, but I didn’t recognize the gray-coated uniforms they wore, without insignia or device.

One thing I saw that sent a chill down my spine was a group of twenty to thirty of the men who surrounded the bank just as we took off into the alleyway. We’d slipped away just in time.

The woman took us to the north and west of the where we’d docked, into the fisherman’s wharf. The smell of fish guts and salt air filled our lungs as we slipped through dark buildings that processed the seafood. Finally, we emerged onto the quay and found a fishing sloop waiting for us with a wizened old man sitting behind the tiller.

The man didn’t offer a greeting, just waved us aboard, motioning for our gear to be stowed in the forward section. As Esther helped the woman in, I glanced up when I spotted motion in the buildings’ shadows. But it was only Lian and Jin-Yip emerging.

The young woman wore a shiny silk dress and slippers of an odd design. On her back was a wrapped bundle and covering it all, a dark cloak. The old man met my eyes for a long second, before nodding grimly.

“Keep her safe. A good beginning, makes a good ending.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant by that, but it had the feel of a proverb or saying. With a shallow dip of his head the man turned and was lost in the shadows, his feet silent on the wooden boardwalks.

“Hi Lian,” Delilah said, from inside the sloop, shifting over and making room for her, “ready for an adventure?”

The girl didn’t speak, but I saw her blush a deep red in the moonlight as she grinned wide. Slipping into the boat beside Delilah, the girl clutched her bag and looked around at the women with undisguised awe.

“Aren’t you the loveliest thing,” Grace said, patting the girl’s thigh gently. “John told me everything and don’t worry. We’ll have you safe and in your mother’s arms.”

“We go,” the sailor said in broken English, “now.”

Scanning the quay one last time to make sure we had everything I hopped in took a seat on a bench near the middle. With a harsh sound, he cut off the ladies’ chatter and pushed off from the pier. I took up the oars at the man’s indication as he steered us with the tiller, and we worked our way out of the wharf, keeping to the darker shadows.

Clouds overhead obscured most of the sky, hiding us further, and when we slipped past the last pier, the headlands appearing on our left; I breathed a sigh of relief that we’d gotten clear. Only to have my heart freeze a moment later when a bright spotlight illuminated our little fishing sloop and the surrounding sea.

“They’re here! Captain, the princess and her posse are sailing across the bay-.”

BANG!

I flinched as the gun went off right above my head and almost missed the splash a second later as the spotter tumbled into the sea dead. Esther had taken the man with a single shot, from more than a hundred paces while standing on a rocking ship’s deck. I wanted to sit in awe of her skill, but shouts were erupting all along the wharf, more light appearing and the yellow glow of more lantern spotlights sweeping the dark waters around us.

With Esther standing at my back, I put my back into the oars, heaving hard enough on them that our little fishing sloop shot across the top of the waves. The little fisherman still cowered, fearful of return fire from the shore, but the man was brave, as he half stood and gripped the tiller, flinching whenever another shout went up.

Looking back as I rowed, saw several of the smaller vessels tied up along the piers with flurries of activities aboard them and knew we’d have company on the bay soon. I couldn’t see how Grace and the rest were doing, but I could hear the woman reassuring the new girl in calm tones.

“John and Esther will keep us safe; you don’t have to worry about a thing. This is a lovely dress, did you make it yourself?”

“Umm, yes?” The shy response was barely audible above the slap of waves against the hull, and my own heaving breath, but I could almost hear the shy smile tug at her lips at Grace’s compliment and I wanted to kiss the woman for being so kind and generous even now.

My shoulders and legs began to burn from the rowing, but I didn’t slow. The sea is a strange and powerful thing, and as it tossed us on her waves, I knew the larger vessels would fare better than our small fishing boat. The old sailor spoke quickly in Chinese, motioning a moment before the sails snapped with a gust of wind.

I barely got the oars out of the water before they were torn from my arms by the power of the wind, whipping us forward. Stowing the oars, I huddled down beside Sylvia and Esther, as the man pulled on a rope, angling the sail to take more wind. My stomach lurched as the little vessel tilted over onto its side and I felt Sylvia’s hands grip me tight. Even Esther crouched lower eyes warily watching the sea rise along one side into a wall that whipped past us.


Chapter 8




The old man had total and complete control of his ship once the sails were full, and he led us in a long looping curl out into the bay, our speed picking up each minute until the water was hissing past.

After a few minutes, and once I felt certain we weren’t going to capsize, I looked back but the lights from the other vessels were still closing on us. The old man saw my expression and smiled a gap-toothed grin and pointed ahead, saying something in his language. I couldn’t see where he was pointing but there wasn’t much, I could do about it but sit back down and pray.

Five minutes later, an island swept past us on the eastern side, and I was trying to puzzle out where we were, when the first fingers of fog slipped past. Within moments, the bright lights chasing us disappeared as we slipped into the dense fog banks. Everything was muffled once inside, including the wind, and with a grin the old man motioned to the oars again.

He seemed to get a perverse delight out of watching our wake as I pulled the oars, and the faster I pulled the more he bounced in his seat and grinned at me. The women huddled together for warmth and though they spoke quietly now and then, for the most part were silent as we passed through the diffuse glow of the fog.

Eventually the old man motioned for me to slow and pulled out a pole. Darkness loomed out of the fog to either side, as we passed up a narrow tributary. Five minutes later he pushed the sloop against the shore and Esther, and I hopped out to hold it in place while the women slipped free with their bags.

The old man spoke quietly with the girl, then flashed us a final gap-toothed grin before pushing his way back into the fog to disappear.

“He says, the town we want is east half a day’s walk, but the area is marshy, so take care.”

“All right then,” I said, shouldering my pack after pulling out my rifle and slipping its strap over one shoulder, “Esther take the lead and try to find us a dry path inland. We won’t find anything along the shoreline in the darkness.”

The lanky blonde nodded and set off, hunting for a trail while I made sure each woman’s boots were tight and their packs not too heavy. It took a few minutes to situate out all the weight, unloading a few of the new dresses Delilah had packed, and sharing them around to the women.

When we set out, the moon had nearly fallen and the cloud cover had thinned, letting us see by starlight. Esther found a path leading inland, but had to backtrack several times. By the time the morning sun rose, we were exhausted, mud splattered and still deep within the marsh.

“I need to get some elevation,” Esther said after one more trail ended in a marshy dead end, “See if we can get out of this muck.”

“If we keep pushing north, we should exit it eventually,” I said with a grimace, “but we have no idea where that will dump us out, in relation to where our mounts are.”

“Let’s find a tree or something to climb,” I shared Esther’s worries. The surrounding water was brackish and salty, unfit for drinking and we didn’t have much in the way of rations. Our situation could turn dire if we found ourselves lost in these marshes for too long.

It took an hour to find a tree sturdy enough to hold Esther’s weight. A sickly weeping willow, the blonde was able to shimmy twenty feet up its trunk once I gave her a boost. Shading her eyes, she peered all around us and I saw more than heard her curse. Her face was a grim mask when she slipped back down the trunk.

“We’re at least a day’s walk out from the edge of this marsh. It extends all the way north as far as I can see, but to the east there are hills. It looks like the town is on the other side of that, from the traffic I saw in the bay.” Looking around at the mud splattered and exhausted face, she frowned, “We aren’t going to make it there like this. Not and be fit for fighting or running.”

“Let’s find someplace to make camp, then,” I said, slapping at my neck where a bug had landed, “someplace without bugs, where we can clean up and get some rest.”

It took another three hours, but Esther found us a place with a freshwater spring filling a long clear lake between two embankments before spilling into the delta. Pushing down the tall grasses along one of the embankments, we had a relatively shaded camp. I saw Lian standing awkwardly while the women broke out into their roles from the trail, Esther and Delilah scouting the area, while Grace and Jasmine began setting up a cookfire and the camp.

Motioning the young woman over, I flipped open one of our tents and showed her how to set it up. Retiring and shy at first, the girl never spoke a word, but she learned quickly, her delicate pink lips quirking up into a cute smile as she figured out how the stakes and rope worked to keep the tent taut.

Lian flashed me a grin of pride when the first tent stood standing and moved to help with the second without encouragement. A shot from a rifle nearby caused us all to freeze, but when nothing else sounded, I began to relax. When we were tying off the second tent, Esther and Delilah returned, the latter carrying a long-eared jackrabbit, fat with meat in one hand and a smile of pride stretching from one ear to the other.

“We’ll have roast rabbit for supper!” The bubbly blonde enthused, but Lian hopped up and took the meat from the girl before Grace could.

“I make soup for everyone, yes?” The girl blushed when Delilah grinned at her.

“If you want to do the cooking by all means,” and handed her the rabbit.

Lian seemed pleased to have the task, and we watched as she dug into her bag, pulling out a massive cleaver and a large glass jar of spices.

“John, you look like you’ve rolled around in a mud puddle for the last hour,” Grace said, frowning at my mud caked pants and limbs. “Why don’t you go bathe in that pond while we get supper prepared, and the camp set up. I know the girls and I would like to do the same.”

“Keep the fire low,” I said, “and break up the smoke before we’re spotted out here.”

Esther caught my eye when I dug the bar of lye soap out of a pack, and I nodded for her to come along. The lanky blonde plucked at Lilliana’s dress and the three of us worked our way down the pond’s bank, through tall reeds until we found a hump of dry land to stash our clothes and shoes on.

“Let’s give them some time,” Esther said, laying out on the flattened scrub grass and enjoying the sun, “I know Grace wanted to speak with Sylvia tonight and the girls are busy fussing over Lian.”

“She’s a lovely thing, isn’t she?” Lilly asked, sitting beside Esther and laying back, resting her head on the tall woman’s flat stomach.

“Hmm,” Esther said, her eyes watching me as I pulled off my shirt and pants, “the girl’s a quiet thing, but she didn’t complain once, even when she was knee deep in mud.”

“Go on then,” Lilliana said, her lips turning up at the corners as she grinned up at me, “Drop those drawers and let us see it in the light of day.”

“Jesus Lilly,” Esther laughed, her fingers stoking the woman’s dark hair back from her brow, “You’re going to make him blush.”

“Too late,” I muttered, dropping my pants quickly and splashing into the water as the women let out whoops and even a shrill whistle from the laughing Latina.

My cheeks must have been scarlet, because they burned as I ducked under the water and began scrubbing. The long pond was shallow and warm from heating in the sun all day. As the muddy soap spread across the water’s surface, I took my time, luxuriating. Above me, a wide-open sky stretched, and the warm waters eased the ache in my stitches.

When I stepped free, I found Lilly and Esther wrapped in an embrace. The lanky blonde and her little lover had both stripped one another, and I was treated to my first sight of Lilliana’s slender body in the flesh. The woman glanced up and saw me staring and arched an eyebrow.

“Turn about’s fair play,” I said, and grinned when the woman cackled out a laugh and stood, drawing Esther up.

“True enough, but you better enjoy your eyeful, because I’m claimed, mhmmm,” she pulled Esther into a passionate kiss.

The blonde gave me a halfhearted shrug, then gave that crooked cocky grin of hers as she let Lilly pull her into the waters. She threw me a wink, then swept Lilly off her feet, one arm beneath the woman’s knees, and fell forward with a mighty splash. The Latina came up squawking and laughing and sent a great wave of water at Esther when she surfaced.


Chapter 9




Ilay for a while and watched the women bathe as they put on a show, but the sound of approaching voices warned me the girls were coming so I started pulling on my clothes. The three of them stepped around the reeds when I was lacing through my belt, and I saw Lian’s dark eyes widen when they fell upon my naked shoulders and torso. The girl seemed especially focused on my arms, tripping when I bent down to pick up my heavy gun belt.

“Lian has the most delicious smelling soup going,” Delilah said, grinning mischievously when she saw the girl staring at me, “She was just telling Jasmine and me this is the first time she’s spent the night away from her grandmother her whole life.”

“It’s all very exciting,” the girl said, her voice barely above a whisper, and her accent surprisingly light, “I read all adventure tales of cowboys and injuns. Will we get to ride horses?”

“Yes, and you’ll love Copper,” Delilah beamed, “she’s the sweetest horse in the world. John can teach you to ride if you don’t know already.”

“I’d like that,” Lian said, blushing and smiling up at me.

“I’m worried about all the forces moving on the plains,” Jasmine said frowning, “making our way through them is going to be a challenge.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, when the tall Latina stepped close, and let me pull her close, “Esther, Delilah and I can see us through. We won’t be dealing with any of that nonsense. If we have to, we can ride up north to the Shasta territory and hook south.”

“It will be good to get back to the mountains,” Jasmine said, her dark eyes holding mine, “I didn’t get to spend enough time seeing your lands.”

“Our lands,” I said, then kissed her wide mouth, savoring the feel of her soft, slender body pressing itself against mine.

When I pulled back from the kiss, I felt Lian’s eyes on us, but I tried not to let it make me self-conscious. Jasmine bit her bottom lip as she stepped back and let her dress drop, just as Delilah was doing, the two of them stirring my manhood to firmness as I watched them neatly folding and setting down their clothes.

“I’ll leave you all to it,” I said, my voice a touch rougher than I intended but when I turned to go, Lian hurriedly flicked off her dress, cheeks turning a bright shade of pink before she turned and fled into the waters, Delilah and Jasmine splashing in behind her and laughing as the blonde joked about the girls flaming behind.

My tongue felt too thick and dry as I made my way back to the camp. I couldn’t quite get the sight of her slender body out of my mind. The young woman was the same age as Delilah and Jasmine, but I never seen such a slender, nubile beauty before. Her breasts had been slight, but round, and remarkably, someone had trimmed the thatch of dark hair between her legs. I could clearly see the outline of her tight lips between the wide thigh gap of her slender legs and found myself wondering what her innocence might taste like or feel around my cock.

You’re the worst kind of lecherous fool, I thought to myself, but it wasn’t a castigation, more resigned.

The low sound of voice alerted me that Grace and Sylvia were in deep conversation as I drew close and I was certain to make enough noise, so they heard my approach. There was a burning knot of curiosity inside, dying to know what they’d been talking about, but I couldn’t betray Grace’s trust by eavesdropping.

When I spied the pair, their heads were close and I could see them whispering excitedly, but as I drew close they separated. I saw the atmosphere between the pair had shifted somewhat. Sylvia still shot the occasional frown at Grace, but they were softer and halfway between amusement and disapproval.

“Are the girls bathing?” Grace asked when I took a seat on the ground, “Is the water nice?”

“It’s lovely,” I said, “the pond is clear and bottomed in sand. The sun’s been warming it all day. You two should go before the sun disappears and you lose the light.”

“We will in a moment,” Sylvia said, opening her pack and pulling out one of the fine bottles of wine from the Ambassador’s house and flashing an impish grin, “Why don’t we drink a toast first?”

“I’m not sure this is the best place to be drinking,” Grace said, and I saw her eyes twinkling in delight, the bottle one of her favorite vintages. “But a glass or two won’t hurt.”

Grace and I held out our tin cups for the burgundy liquid, then raised them to one another. I couldn’t help but feeling like this was an important moment for the three of us. With the wind whipping around us and tall reeds swaying, we looked from one another and I knew this was the core. That from here on out, the three of us would be the center of the wheel from which the spokes could radiate.

“To the future,” Grace said, “and to building it together.”

“To new friends and lovers,” Sylvia said, her eyes sparkling in amusement as they locked on mine, “and an end to lonely nights.”

“Here, here,” Grace said, then looked at me, her light blue eyes so like Sylvia’s for the mystery they seemed to hold, “And you John, would you toast anything?”

“May we love who we please and please who we love.”

The words must have come from somewhere, because I’d never been a man of profundity, but they seemed to impress both Grace and Sylvia, whose eyes sharpened on me anew. Trying my best to ignore their looks I took a large gulp of the wine, tasting nothing of the cinnamon or cloves Grace and Jasmine had mentioned when we’d had it before.

I moved to set the cup down, but Sylvia poured another in our glasses, offering Grace a large wink when she went to question why. Shrugging and smiling one of her secret little smiles, Grace sipped down the second glass as we sat in silence around the fire, enjoying one another’s presence.

Sylvia stashed the bottle back in her bag with a wink when the girls returned and I watched her and Grace walking along the embankments newly trod path beside one another, speaking easily, and wasn’t sure if I should be uneasy or happy.

“What happened between them?” Delilah asked me with a grin.

“I’m not sure,” I said, and from my tone it was clear I wasn’t which caused Esther and Lilliana to break out into howling laughter that I didn’t find amusing one bit.

The soup turned out to be delicious, and had large chunks of rabbit, carrot and turnip in it along with a mélange of exotic spices. Sylvia and Jasmine were the first to try it, recognizing a few of the flavors, and I was too hungry to care what I ate, but I saw Esther show some hesitation. She watched everyone else carefully as they ate before digging in, and when I asked her why as we were clearing up, she whispered.

“Watch out for the red paste they like to put it in everything. I had a meal in Chinatown two days ago that melted my tongue off and had me shitting water for an afternoon.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said.

I didn’t have the easterner’s issues with spices. Though my tongue wasn’t leather and iron like Lilliana and Sylvia, I’d grown up on mountain peppers and even some of the hotter desert peppers when they arrived for trade or purchase.

The girls were exhausted from a day slogging through the marshes and bedded down early, pulling Lian into their tent with them. I could hear their whispers late into the evening as they peppered Lian with questions about China and her time in the city. Esther and Lilliana slipped behind their tent flap, and low moans rose from their blankets a few minutes later.

I was left with Grace and Sylvia still a bit tipsy from the wine earlier and eager for more once the coast was clear. Sylvia pulled the bottle free when the last of Esther and Lilliana was seen. Not bothering with cups the woman took a hearty swig from the bottle and handed it to Grace, who did the same.

“I was telling Sylvia about how glorious your lovemaking is,” Grace said, her works shocking me into a coughing splutter, but the patrician beauty went right on, “She mentioned something I hadn’t thought of.”

“What if we’re just not… compatible?” The heat in Sylvia’s eyes as she stared across the cook fire at me set my heart to hammering.

“What are you saying?” I asked Grace suspiciously.

“I’m saying that if you plan to marry this woman, you better prove to her that it’s worth it,” Grace said, that special smile of her finding its way onto her lips.

Looking over at Sylvia, I caught the beautiful Madame’s eyes, a question in mine and was surprised to see a shy blush work its way onto her cheeks, reflected in the fires glow, and she ducked her head then fled within the smallest tent which had been set aside for her and Lilly.

“Go to her, John,” Grace purred, sitting up from where she rested on one elbow and planting a soft kiss on my cheek, “Show her she’s loved, and seen.”
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Ineeded no further encouragement as I rose on shaky legs and approached the small tent. I’d been preparing mentally for this eventuality but hadn’t been ready for the women to spring it on me so suddenly. There was no way I was passing it up though. Grace’s genuine excitement was palpable as she watched me approach the tent, and when I glanced back the woman had an eager grin on her face and gave me a quick nod, shooing me along.

Almost laughing at Grace’s obvious arousal at the situation, I stifled the emotion. Knowing it was the wrong one to bring within this sacred space. Pushing the flap aside, I felt like a virgin schoolboy approaching his first lover as I paused in the entrance.

“Don’t just sit there and let all the cold air in,” Sylvia said, her tone oddly fussing.

Ducking past the flaps I could just see in the dim evening light filtering in. The gorgeous Latina lay on the unfurled bedroll, propped up on one elbow in the act of unlacing her dress. Her eyes met mine then shied away again, nervously, and I sensed in the awkward atmosphere that she was less sure of herself than she’d always make it appear to be.

As I crawled forward slowly, brushing the skirts of her dress as I drew close, she lay there frozen like an animal frozen in shock. Reaching out with a gentle hand, I plucked hers away from the laces of her dress and reached up to cup one smooth, lovely cheek, but she turned away.

“It’s been so many years… please be… gentle with me,” her words reached deep into me, tapping into my core being and need to protect those I love. For half a second I thought she might be manipulating me, but there could be no faking the fragility in her as she let down the last of her defenses.

In silent response, I cupped her cheek with rough fingers and drew her into a kiss. The explosion of sensation within me, like my soul was leaping for joy, reminded me of that first stolen kiss with Grace. Sylvia must have felt the same, because she moaned out softly, her stiff back melting against my hand as I ran it down, popping buttons as I did.

“Oh si,” Sylvia moaned into my lips as our tongue grazed one another lightly, testing and searching.

Like teenagers exploring the joys of the flesh for the first time, we lay there for long minutes just kissing and caressing one another. That Sylvia was out of practice was plain from the start, but in a short time, her soft lips were kissing me as well as any ever had. It was the feel of her incredible body, beneath the fine black dress that was driving me crazy and I finally popped the last button free.

Instead of the brash, brazen and confident woman I’d grown so used to, I beheld a shy woman, vulnerable and scared of the reaction she might see in her lover. She shouldn’t have worried, because the woman’s fine figure looked even more stunning in the flesh and as my eyes widened, beholding her massive soft breasts and her wide, smooth hips and waist, she could see the obvious reaction her beauty had on me.

“You really think I’m beautiful,” she whispered, not a question but an awed statement.

In answer I gathered her glorious breasts close and kissed first one, then the other, watching her large dark nipples harden and loving how the firm rubbery flesh rolled between my lips. Sylvia’s moans grew louder and her fingers laced through my hair. I felt a downward pressure and grinned as I began kissing my way down her smooth belly to the treasure waiting below.

“Besame… Besame…”

I didn’t know the words Sylvia was speaking, but their meaning was plain. The first touch of lips to pussy sent the Latina into a shaking and shuddering orgasm, her heels thudding into the bedrolls and her fingers fisting in my hair. Then I got down to work, tasting and teasing her sex, as I worked her close to another orgasm, but left her hanging there right on the brink for long minutes.

“Please… oh please, you gorgeous man… Si!”

When I suckled on her firm clit, one finger teasing the insides of her, right at the patch of rough flesh I’d learned about, Sylvia had a massive, body shaking orgasm that left her weak and shaking. She pulled me up her body, and I grinned when she rolled against me, her arms pressing those massive tits together. She surprised me by kissing me passionately, heedless of her own juices smeared across my lips.

“That was… Hngg… get prepared my beautiful man,” Sylvia purred, her fingers flicking free my belt with the consummate skill of a professional and then slipping my cock free as she grinned in surprise. “Mhmm, I’m going to give you a taste of what you’ll receive on our wedding night… Si?”

“Mhmm,” I moaned, nodding as she moved between my spread thighs, her large breasts hanging down and swaying as she got into position.

The woman might have been out of practice, but the fingers she slipped down my cock had me twisting in place. The woman knew just the places to touch, and the exact right amount of pressure to employ to have me squirming in place. The light was too dim to make out much, but the feel of her warm breath teasing the head of my cock was all the warning I got before her thick lips slipped over the head.

“Oh gaaaawwwdddd,” I moaned, as the woman’s head sank lower and lower, the tight ring of her throat stretching around my cock as she took me down to the root, her tongue teasing as she worked her way back up.

Her gasping breath sounded excited, and she ran two hands up and down my cock, coating it in the slick saliva from the back of her throat and mewling in pleasure as she placed gentle kisses around the fat head.

“You’re… muah… magnificent… mhmm!”

I could only shudder in place as the woman worked me over with a skill I’d never dreamed was possible. Her every flick of tongue, or pursing of lips had me writhing at her mercy and the woman knew it, taking particular delight when she took me deep and stayed there for long seconds. Tonsils working as she swallowed gently, I could only moan in pleasure but right before my cock was about to spew a massive load she slipped back up, licking and sucking me with quick motions of tongue and fingers.

“You aren’t getting off that easily,” Sylvia purred as she released my cock and breathed on it with her warm breath, and I wanted to groan in protest but wouldn’t give her the satisfaction.

I could see her dark eyes twinkling in amusement as she tortured me with pleasure. I couldn’t say how long the woman spent teasing and edging me with her lips, tongue and fingers, but I was delirious with pleasure by the time my cock finally erupted across her gorgeous face and thick lips. Witnessing her licking it all down and purring in contentment as she cradled my softening cock against her cheek, planting gentle kisses along its length, I pulled her up beside me.

Sylvia pressed her thighs together when I tried to roll her over, and I felt her stiffen.

“Grace and I promised… not until the wedding night, for either of us… Are you disappointed?”

“Yes,” I said in all honesty, enjoying the smile of pride that broke out on Sylvia’s face, “but I think it’s a good idea. Give us a chance to… mhmm, get to know each other better.”

My softening cock slipped between the woman’s thighs and she clamped them down, the smooth flesh gripping me tight. Pulling the blankets over us, I pulled the woman close, smelling the cloves and cinnamon in her hair and wondering once again how I’d gotten so lucky.

Sylvia had a rough past, but no worse than any other who’d grown up where she did. In spite of that, she’d build a business, carving out an independence for herself and her loved ones. That was something I had profound respect for, even more so because she’d done it as a woman.

I wasn’t sure I fully understand what she was giving up by abandoning that freedom, but swore to myself to never take it or her for granted.

Waking in the middle of the night, I felt a hot wetness rubbing up and down the length of my hardness as I lay on my back. Reaching up to grip the woman’s wide hips, I nearly shoved it up within the tightness beckoning me, but managed to master myself. Sylvia clung to my shoulders and though she gasped when I woke, her movements never ceased, instead she lost her rhythms and I felt a gentle spray of her fluids coating my cock as she ground her hard little clit up and down it.

The sight of Sylvia’s back arched, massive breasts thrust out and pressed together as she rode me as the moon highlighted her outline was an amazing sight to wake up to. It was nothing compared to when the sedate madame slipped down my body and wrapped those huge tits around my cock and suckling the head, treated me to a heavenly boob job, until she swallowed all of my cum down. There was no teasing and edging now, Sylvia worked with purpose, her dark eyes watching my face in the night for signs of exactly what got me off and was rewarded minutes later.

Pleased with herself, the woman slipped back within the circle of my arms without a word and pressed her wide ass back against my slick cock and snuggled close. Taking my wrist, she pulled my arm around her and wiggled in even closer in one of the cutest little moves I’d ever seen, and grinning; I hugged her close.

Kissing the back of her neck, I let my fingers wander across her soft skin, savoring those curves I’d longed to see and touch. We didn’t fall asleep for hours, kissing, touching and caressing one another in the dark until our hands gave each other relief once more as we stared deep into the other’s eyes. I felt Sylvia’s sex tighten around my fingers, her body shuddering in bliss as my seed splashed across her belly. Sated once again and exhausted, we passed out, finally.


Chapter 11




Iwoke an hour before dawn and pried myself free of Sylvia’s embrace. The beautiful Latina grumbled about the cold, then curled back up in the blankets as I pulled on my clothes and slipped free of the tent. My injuries were especially stiff in the morning, and I took a few minutes to stretch them out and limber up for a long day of hiking ahead.

A sound drew my attention to the shoreline, and I saw Lian sitting near the lapping waves, gazing up at the wide open night sky. Taking up a blanket from one of the packs, I walked over and lay it around the girl’s shoulders who looked up in surprise and blushed as she smiled in thanks, clutching the blanket close.

“Xiè Xiè,” the girl said, then she saw my puzzled frown said, “thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, taking a seat near her, “This all must be a little scary. Leaving home for the first time with strangers, and on the run from men who want us dead or worse.”

“Is like a dream,” the girl said, her white teeth flashing in the darkness, “Will we get shot at?”

“It’s likely,” I said frowning at the excited look in the tiny teens features, “I’m worried getting out horses and the carriage will end up in a confrontation, but you don’t have to worry any, Esther, me and the rest can handle ourselves in a fight if it comes down to it.”

“I no worry,” the girl said, her confidence surprising me, “but… could I try holding one of the guns?”

“Have you never shot one before?” I asked pulling one of the pistols from my hip and rocking open the cylinder I dropped the ammunition into my hand and passed it over.

I didn’t want to run the risk of an accident occurring, but the girl didn’t seem to mind at all that the heavy Colt wasn’t loaded. Her dark eyes went wide and the grin nearly split her face in half as she turned the gun over in her hands. I pointed to the hammer and trigger, describing how everything worked.

“Once we’re some place safe, with room for it, Esther and I will teach you how to shoot. If you’re going to be living up in the mountains is a necessary skill for hunting and protecting yourself and your land.”

“Hmm,” the girl said nodding, “Is same in China, but we use feet and hands,” she made a little fist with one hand while handing be back the gun, “Bow and arrow for hunting. I good with both, but not as good as Uncle Jin-Yip.”

“He was your uncle?” I asked, my curiosity piqued, “He was… an impressive man. I don’t know why, but I got the impression that he’s seen everything.”

The girl was nodding, “War, kings, family… the grandmaster seen everything. But he doesn’t like the city. Too dirty and close.”

“Hmph,” I grunted in agreement.

We sat for long minutes staring up at the slowly lightening sky. When a noise alerted me to others waking, I went to fetch water, then helped to break down camp. We were packed up and back on the muddy trail once there was light enough to see by. My feet sunk to the ankles in the mud, as I carried the heaviest pack by far, two of the tents weighing me down.

Esther guided us on a more or less straight path through the marsh and we were skirting the low hills fronting the little seaside town. Dark green, spread limb sea trees crowded the coast, and hills here, making it easy to pass undetected out of the marsh and up into the hills.

It was noon by the time we were settling down on the far side of the hills beneath a spreading tree. Esther and I were watching the town, while the others prepared lunch. There was a small contingent of soldiers, but they were bivouacked on the far side, and looked to be preparing to march east into the central valley.

“I could get in and out with the mounts in twenty minutes,” Esther said, “but if they’ve laid a trap for us, it could get dicey.”

“I’ll go,” I said, “you stay here and watch the girls. If you see anything that looks suspicious, pull back up into these hills and if you have to, head north to Sylvia’s Mission and I’ll meet you along the way.”

“I don’t like splitting up like this,” Grace said, “even for a bit. That town’s going to be a powder keg and anything could happen to you, John.”

“I will go with,” Lian said, her quiet little voice firm with resolve, drawing every eye to the tiny Asian teen, “Can you put on disguise? Hide that golden hair and chiseled jaw?”

“I have a few things that could work,” Lilliana said, digging into her bag.

“And I have a boot polish that could darken that hair of his,” Sylvia said, nodding.

“Oh no,” Jasmine said, stepping over and running her fingers through my hair, “A shame to darken such beautiful locks.”

“It’s only for a short time,” Grace said, but I saw a similar frown of sadness on her face before she wiped it away. “and with the right robes, the disguise might even work from a distance. Although you’ll be the biggest Chinese man anyone’s ever seen.”

“You look even bigger beside, Lian,” Delilah laughed, “I’m jealous, whenever you stand beside John, you look so tiny and adorable. I wish I was as slender and little as you.”

“But you’re so blessed by your ancestors,” Lian said, her eyes locked upon the bubbly blonde’s bouncing boobs in a way that was almost comical.

“Tell my back and shoulders they’re blessings,” Delilah grumbled.

The women seemed far too excited about playing dress-up with me than they should have given the stakes of the situation. I refused to wear the full robe without my pants, after trying it on and seeing how my manhood made a massive lump in the front.

“You sure?” Lilliana asked, with an eyebrow raised and a frank stare that put a hint of a blush in my cheeks, “That hog would certainly be distracting. Would pull attention away from that face which is going to give you away, no matter how much eye make-up we put on you.”

“It doesn’t need to be perfect,” I said, tightening my belt as I pulled on my pants, “just enough to fool anyone on lookout from a glance.”

“I think you’ll do that,” Esther said with a nod of approval when I stood before them.

Sylvia’s boot polish had turned my hair pitch black, and once she’d wiped the excess out, stopped leaving dark smears on my forehead and neck. The women seemed slightly taken aback as they stared at the dark hair and my pale blue eyes, and I saw Jasmine nod in approval.

“I take it back,” the tall, Latina teen said, “that hair and those eyes… you look very handsome, John.”

“Ravishing,” Sylvia said, her dark eyes twin to her daughters as she stood beside Jasmine, “You look ravishing. Now you just need a nice suit, perhaps a shiny pair of boots… mmmhmm!”

“Black wool,” Grace said, nodding, “with a blue vest and pure white undershirt. Those would fit you nicely.”

“I’m getting the hell out of here,” I said, “before you ladies have me dancing in pink lace and silks.”

“Pink would be perrrfect!” Delilah said, as I turned to go, my shoulder tightening as the others agreed with her.

I tried to tune out their comments about silk small clothes and ‘just a bit of lace around the neck and wrists, nothing gawdy…’ That last comment, offered in such a reasonable tone, had me motioning Lian to follow me.

“John, I’ll be watching from the tree line,” Esther said as I passed her cleaning her long rifle, “You have anyone on your tail you head straight for that oak down there and we’ll be waiting to pick them off. Stay safe.”

Offering her a return nod, I set off down the hill. The long white ‘robe’ I wore was a combination of two silk gowns that Delilah and Sylvia had packed. Neither had been large enough to cover me, so Delilah and Lian had taken strips of cloth and made a wrap of sorts around me with the white silk garments.

I tried not to feel like a total fool with silk fluttering around me and locks of dark hair falling in front of my eyes, surprising me each time they did, but it was hard. Lian, stepping quickly at my side, was silent and oddly calm. The girl hadn’t shown the slightest hint of nerves, besides a great deal of shyness, since she’d first climbed into the sloop, and I found myself worried that she wasn’t getting the seriousness of what was happening.

“When we get into town, we’ll head straight for the stables. Keep your head down and if anyone shouts at us to stop, don’t. Just keep walking. If there’s fighting, keep close and let me handle it.”

Her lips turned down in an adorable little frown, but she nodded, and I felt a touch reassured. The girl was a wild card, and I feared if things got rough, she might start screaming or get lost in the press of combat. Having her along, face open, while mine was mostly hidden behind silk wrappings, would get us past anyone who remembered our faces, I hoped.


Chapter 12




As we approached the town from the tree line, a few heads turned to stare and I held my breath, but none took more than a passing interest in us. Everything looked much as it had the first time we’d come through, but there were far more people out on the muddy streets. Walking a half step behind Lian, the bottom half of my face obscured by cloth, it was a strange sensation to be amongst so many people and have none of the eyes lingering on my height or shoulders.

Most seemed to avoid looking at Lian or me and those who didn’t sneer with evil looks that made my hands want to curl into fists so I could pummel them into the ground. Lian noticed none of the glowers or muttered curses, of if she did she took them in stride. I pointed out the stables on the far edge and the girl led the way with purposeful strides, her shoulders square and not a hint of nerves in her countenance which I found impressive.

When we stepped into the large stables, I spotted the two boys who’d helped us before. The older one stood up with an angry frown on his face.

“Beat it you. We don’t want your kind… ohh hello, sir,” I’d stood straight and dropped the cloth covering my face and the boy did a double take when he recognized me. “It’s you!”

His reaction was odd, however, for instead of grinning or offering a smile of hello, his skin turned sickly green and he began scrambling backwards and staring behind me in fear. Cold washed across my back, and I knew with a sinking feeling that they’d gotten the drop on me. Turning and expecting a bullet to drill into my spine any second, it shocked me when Lian spun into a blur of white.

The girl was standing beside me motionless one second and the next she was spinning, her foot describing a perfect circle, white silk tearing through the air in a fan behind it. I heard the thud and crash of a body hitting the dirt before I saw it. A man an inch or two shorter than I and round in the gut, lay broken and bleeding on the ground, his jaw had been torn free, blood fountaining from the bloody stump as the man tried to hold it in, bubbling sounds emitting from the ruins of his neck.

My hand was moving, even as the second man’s jaw dropped in shock. The first had been holding a shotgun, but it lay on the ground now, while the second held a long rifle in nerveless fingers, his mind still trying to compute what it had seen. Before I could put a round in him, Lian punched him in the chest with folded knuckles. The little woman had to reach up to hit the spot right above the man’s heart, but with a single strike he dropped dead, mouth still agape. His bulging eyes turned red almost immediately, blood pouring from his mouth and ears from an exploded heart.

“What tha fuuuu-.”

I wasn’t sure in my shock if the words had come from me or the boy who stood frozen in the act of trying to flee. Lian stood calmly, as if nothing much remarkable had happened. She frowned slightly when the choking man’s blood spread in a pool and stepped lightly aside to keep her white silk out of the blood. When she saw my expression, she blushed and dipped a shallow bow.

“My sorry, sir. They were going to shoot.”

“No,” I said, offering the young woman a grateful and wide smile, “that was fucking brilliant. Boy, we need our horses, and I want to trade that carriage for another two.”

The young man was too frightened to dicker, and we didn’t have the time. I traded the carriage and its horses for two good mounts for Lilliana and Sylvia, along with saddles and tack. The boy didn’t know who the men worked for, or wouldn’t say, and he was too frightened for me to press him hard.

The boy and his brother helped me saddle the mounts and tie them to a long lead, and it was a relatively short time later when I swung up into my saddle.

“Any law man comes asking about those men you tell them the truth,” I said, pointing to the corpses still laying in the dirt. The boys had been fearful of touching it, wanting to wait for their father to return.

Reaching down, I took Lian’s hand and pulled her up into the saddle behind me. The young woman had been watching the animals warily. She’d had little contact with horses in the city, and I could see she was frightened of them and wary of approaching. I couldn’t see her sitting behind me on the saddle, but could feel her tiny body tense with fear and her slender little arms held me in a vice like grip.

“You going to tell me how you did that?” I asked, pointing to the dead men as we rode out of the stable.

“Uncle Jin-Yip teach me,” she said, and I waited for more, but her tense little arms told me she was holding on for dear life.

Grinning, I tapped my heels to my mount’s flanks, and the girl gave a yelp of fright and held on even tighter, her slender little body conforming itself to my back. I was finally beginning to breathe a sigh of relief when I spotted the tree line as we rode around the last building, then I spotted the stableboy racing up the street and cursed to myself, figuring he wasn’t running that fast to warn a law man.

Sure enough, a shout went up behind us when we weren’t a hundred meters away from the tree line and I was forced to increase from a trot to a canter, Lian yelping again as we picked up speed. Glancing back, I saw a half-dozen men swinging up into their saddles and riding after us.

“Mount up!” I shouted as we rode up to the oak tree and the women streamed out.

I was just about to drop Lian to the ground and ride back when Esther leaped into her saddle and with a flick of her reins was free of the lead and riding back the way I’d come. The shout died in my throat as the lankly blonde leaped from her stirrups to the odd set-up she had on the saddle.

Standing practically atop her horse, the woman shouted to the beast, and it took off, fast as a hare, as she crouched, legs flexing to keep her balanced in place as she sighted her rifle. The men chasing me pulled weapons, but their aim couldn’t hold a candle to Esther’s and each round went wide, even those aiming at her mount. While Esther fired with cool precision, one hand actioning the lever of her rifle and the other holding it steady as a rock.

Lian kept clinging to me as I led the women north, Esther looping around to join us once she’d left six corpses in our wake. I could see a small group of town’s folk staring at the woman in awe as she fell back down into her saddle and stowed her rifle. Esther meanwhile had a smile of satisfaction on her face and was patting the odd saddle fondly as she joined me at the head of the line.

“They’re going to send scouts after us if Esposito’s involved.”

“Aye,” I said nodding, “we need to get lost in these northern hills, fast.”

“Want me to scout a path?”

“You and Delilah,” I said, calling up the blonde who grinned eagerly, obviously hoping to be sent out scouting, “We need to find that Mission and we can’t afford to waste any time.” I caught the young blonde’s eyes and held them for a second, “This is serious. If you ride out there alone and get caught out, we can’t come to your aid. There’s no room for error, or else we’ll find ourselves caught in a box canyon and no way to escape.”

“I’m ready,” Delilah said, and I saw how much this meant to her and ready or not, that it might break her spirit to be held back now.

Nodding, I held out my father’s rifle to her, “Take this then, and find us a way through.”

Delilah’s eyes widened, and I saw them mist with emotion, but she held it in, lips pressed together in a tight smile as she took the gun from me, not trusting herself to speak.

A sniff drew my eyes back, and I saw Grace touch her eyes with a handkerchief, then hand it to Sylvia without looking, who took it and dabbed at her own eyes. When I turned back Delilah was already putting heels to Copper’s flank, crouched low as she rode into the woods. Esther gave me a wink and a nod, then followed suit, veering towards the east where Delilah had gone westerly.

“Let’s go,” I said, leading our own horses out at a brisk trot, Lian gripping me tight.

The women strung out behind me, silent and thoughtful as we passed beneath a stand of oak and redwood. I was happy to see the tall trees once again. Their dense branches would make a perfect location for camp if we found ourselves needing one and would keep us hidden from prying eyes as we rode beneath and through them.

I kept us to a northerly route, but instead of speed I focused on masking our trail. There was a river to our east and as we rode, I angled us over into a few feeder creeks, taking out mounts straight up the waterways to mask our scent. This would make it all the harder for Esther and Delilah to find us again, but that was a risk we had to take.

It wasn’t until the sun began to sink on the distant horizon that I began to worry. Finally making camp, I found a stand of redwoods in a small depression dense enough to break up the smoke from our cook fire. We made camp, and while the women made camp, their worried voice reaching me, I unsaddled and brushed down the horses.

None of us got much rest that night. I stayed up late on watch, waiting for Delilah or Esther to return. Grace came out and relieved me early in the morning and I stole a couple hours of restless sleep, then had us moving once there was enough light for the horses.


Chapter 13




Two hours after the sun was up, I hear three rifle shots from near us to the east and my heart leaped into my throat. Those next twenty minutes as I kept us moving were some of the hardest of my life, until I spotted bright blonde curls through the trees, and Delilah emerged on Copper a moment later.

The girl's tight grin of pride at having spotted our trail and tracked us down was clear as she rode up. I shot a questioning frown at the rifle resting across her thighs, but she shook her head.

“Came upon a group of settlers huddled down near a spring. Had to fire a couple shots to keep the menfolk from coming after me and getting handsy, they won’t be a problem.” Her grin grew wider as she went on, “And I found the Mission. It’s just ten miles north and west, tucked between two valleys.”

“Go set sign for Esther so she knows where to look for us,” I said, and Delilah gave a firm nod and rode off as I turned us to the west, keeping my eyes out for a sign of the hills she’d mentioned.

The forest began to thin out and I could see the glittering bay far to the south and felt happy to have the waters behind us. The sea still held a fascination for me, but my recent memories had been of being lost and vulnerable in the fog, enemies all around us. I was happier to have a horse beneath me and solid land beneath it once again.

The thundering of hooves alerted me to Esther and Delilah’s approach, but my anxiety spiked when they came racing around a stand of trees, their mounts tearing up the turf.

“Ride!” Esther shouted, her reins slapping at her horse’s hindquarters as she whipped it faster, “A hundred men are on our trail! We have to flee!”

“The Mission will hide us!” Sylvia said, hauling around on her reins and pointing the direction we’d been headed instead of north as Esther was indicating. The Latina’s dark eyes met mine, imploring, “Trust me!”

“Let’s go then,” I growled, hauling on my reins, “Delilah, lead the way!”

We exited woods a couple minutes later, our horses blowing hard, and entered a large orchard of olive trees. Racing down rows of trees, I spotted the Mission up ahead. It was a large square building dominating a hilltop. Small out buildings crowded close, and I saw a large paddock and fields for herds stretching up into hills dotted with cattle and sheep.

The building was of strange construction. Not the single slab-sided frames I was used to, but an odder, heavier design. It reminded me of the tales my Pa would tell of Moorish Sultans, and Gothic cathedrals. Its majesty was reduced somewhat as we drew near, and I saw just how old and run down it was.

From what I’d always heard, the Missions were thriving hubs of commerce, and well-guarded by a Presidio of troops. What I saw didn’t look anything like the stories I’d heard. The building was dilapidated, and the equipment sitting outside rusted from a season or more of disuse. A lone Franciscan Priest emerged as we thundered up, shading his brow with one hand and frowning at our approach.

The frown disappeared when Sylvia stopped at the fore, and he waved his hand in an excited motion.

“Mistress Sylvia! So good to finally see you! Sadly, you’ve all caught us at a bad time-.”

“Father Smyth, there are men hunting us,” Sylvia said, cutting the man off, and no sooner had she spoken than a distant dust trail rose from the south.

“Say no more my child,” the man said nodding, his round face crinkling into a kindly smile, “we will see you’re safe. Release the animals into the hills, there are no other options, I’m afraid, and we can hide you and your things below in the cellars.”

The man meant that once we released the animals from their yokes, they would flee into the hills, making it difficult, if not impossible, to fully round them all up again, but I had more faith in Delilah’s connection with the beasts.

“Thank you for taking us in, Father,” I said to the Franciscan as he led us towards the back of the Mission.

“Think nothing of it,” the florid man said, his Irish accent so light I could barely notice it, “Without the support of Spain we were unable to pay the troops, and once Mexico’s new government pulled their support… well there is little love for the faith in such secular times as these. But I’m grateful to be able to be of service to Mistress Sylvia, and to spit in the eyes of every protestant who steals from us.”

“Protestants?” I asked.

“These British dogs who keep riding across our lands from the sea out west. It’s a bad business, the business of empires.” He spit to the side and pulled a leather flask from within his brown robes and took a swig. “If General Dutton doesn’t put them down, we’ll be a protectorate of Great Britain before the years out.”

“General Dutton?” I asked, almost coming up short at the familiar name, “You don’t mean James Dutton do you?”

“You know the man? Seems to know what he’s about. Sent scouts out this way trying to drum up support for the new capitol he’s founding out there near the Sacro’ River. Doesn’t have the men though, from what the nuns tell me.” When I raised an eyebrow, the florid cheeked man grinned, “Best intelligence network in the world, boy. Nuns are the biggest gossips this side of the Pope’s walls. Down in the cellar with you all and keep quiet. Might be awhile before I can get them to leave.”

I followed the women down into the tight space, pushing cobwebs and clouds of dust out of my face as I hunkered down between Grace and Jasmine near the rear of the cellar. Feeling like a rat backed into a corner, I cursed myself for letting us fall into this situation.

We could have abandoned our mounts and headed straight east, chancing the hills filled with bandits and pirates, but it didn’t seem like much of a better choice, besides Delilah would never have forgiven herself for leaving the animals to god knows what fate.

“We can trust, Father Smyth,” Sylvia whispered, sounding as if she was trying to convince herself.

We waited in tense silence for long minutes before the faint sound of horses galloping up reached us. I heard voices, but they were too muffled by distance and the closed cellar door to make out much. I did hear the occasional word filter through, and it didn’t sound good.

“Irish-dog!” The curse was followed by the sound of a hard slap as several men drew closer.

The voice was heavily accented with Mexican heritage and from the tense expressions on Lilliana and Sylvia’s expressions, they recognized it.

“Espositio…” Sylvia mouthed to me.

“He’s just a little catholic bitch,” came bored English tones, the voice sounding as effete and noble born as I’d ever heard. “A psion of that evil Pope in Rome. I grow bored with this chore of stealing back your nieces. You said there would be natives to have sport with, but it’s all dreary and dull. The Prince expects us to marshal at Griffon Springs in two days, just nail the man to a cross and let’s be done with it.”

“Crucify a priest?” I could hear the unease in Esposito’s tone.

“A lesson for the natives and peasants that the Crown is not beholden to the church. If the fat fool had nuns, I’d let those savages you ride with have their fun. It’s always a better lesson, more lasting.”

The satisfaction in the man’s voice filled me with rage and I surged forward without even thinking, my anger crystallizing as I envisioned pummeling the Englishman to death with my hands. Three hands slapped over my mouth and the weight of five women held me back as Grace and Sylvia whispered in my ears fiercely.

“There are too many, John! You’ll get yourself killed!” Grace whispered.

“Do you want to get us all dead, you fool?!” Sylvia hissed.

Hating myself, I relaxed somewhat, then stilled when I heard voices rising from outside again.

“Fine!” Shouted the Englishman in an angry hiss, practically right outside the cellar door, “If you Mexicanos can’t stomach a little crucifixion, then hang the Irishman. Just make sure it’s done. I’ll lead the men up into the Natives’ camps up valley. Let the boys have some fun before the battle with those Californians.”

I couldn’t make out Esposito’s reply, but a plan began to formulate in my mind. Shaking the hands off my mouth I began to whisper quickly, the women all pressed close listening with keen interest. When I was finished, they all stared at me like I was crazy. All except Lian, who had a wide smile stretching across her face.

“I can do it,” the tiny teen said, with a firm nod.

“I don’t like this, John,” Esther said. At the same time, Grace shot me a hard frown of disapproval, but I ignored the women. They hadn’t seen what I had.

“Lian will be fine,” I said, “Lilly, how many men are on this side of the Mission now?”

“I can’t see any from this angle,” the woman whispered, and I nodded.

“Go and bring back word as soon as you know their disposition.”

Lian gave a shallow bow and whispered something reverential in her language before slipping out of the cellar door. We all held our breaths, waiting for a shout of challenge when the little Asian girl slipped out into the early evening light, but each breathed out a sigh of relief when none came.


Chapter 14




It only took a minute for the girl to return, but every one of those seconds passed agonizingly slow. All the while Grace, Delilah, Sylvia, Jasmine and even Esther glowered at me like I was a monster who’d sent a babe to do a man’s work. They’d accepted my brief explanation that Lian wouldn’t be recognized and could pass herself off as a worker. I hadn’t wanted to try to explain what I still didn’t understand was possible.

Instead, I put my faith in the girl and was rewarded a minute later when she pulled open one of the cellar doors and motioned us out.

“Ten men left; rest are riding off. They erect a stand and hanging a rope from it.”

“Erecting a gallows,” Esther said with a grimace of anger.

“Ten we can handle,” I said, then a sharp gasp drew my head around and I saw what Delilah was staring at. Two men lay crumpled in a heap near the corner of the building. One of their heads was twisted completely around, the neck lumpy with broken bones and the mouth oozing dark blood while the eyes stared sightlessly up at the sky. The second man looked like he might still be alive, his fingers scrambled at the dirt weakly, but his eyes were stabbed out and the tongue had been ripped from his throat, not to mention both knees bent in the wrong direction.

“Was twelve men,” Lian said with a sweetly innocent grin that made the grisly sight all the more terrifying to behold.

“You… you did that?” Delilah asked, her eyes wide and face sickly green as she stared at the large rough-looking men.

“Did you want alive to question?” Lian asked with a frown of concern.

“No,” I said with a shake of my head, “You did perfect, Lian. But stay back for this next bit unless anyone gets close.”

The girl nodded as if that made total sense, then shyly slipped to the back of the group as we checked that our weapons were fully loaded. I spoke hurriedly, laying out my plan as I sketched it in the dirt. The Mission had a basic layout, with a large courtyard out front where Esposito and his men could be heard. They must have gotten into the wine reserves because their drunken laughter was growing, and I knew our time was running short.

“Can you teach me how to do that?” Delilah whispered to Lian as I began leading the way around the building.

The pounding blood in my ears drowned out the rest of their words. It was a straightforward plan, but in a wide-open shootout any number of things could go wrong. The thought of any one of these women being shot or killed flooded by veins with adrenaline, sharpening my focus and giving me real purpose.

In the end my worries were for naught. Esposito and his men had put too much faith in their lookouts and were entirely focused on their drinking. Father Smyth knelt to one side, I saw as I burst around the corner of the Mission, his face lumpy with bruises but still breathing, thank god.

My rifle was up, and the sights laid atop a man before they realized we were there, firing I dropped him and the man beside him as Esther stepped to my right, angling away from me as she fired with even more precision. Her rounds took three men in the chest before the slovenly soldiers managed to draw their own guns.

Four shots rang out from them, one whizzing past my ear as I dropped two more. Sudden silence rang out, and I looked back and felt a surge of relief to see Esther and Delilah safe. The bubbly blonde’s eyes were wide, and I saw her fingers trembling on her rifle as she stared at the man she’d killed, the bullet buried right in the center of his forehead.

Grace stepped forward and pulled the weapon out of the girl’s hand, stroking her back and speaking to her softly as Jasmine joined her. Putting them out of my thoughts for the moment, I joined Esther in searching the bodies. Two men were still alive, one choking on his blood and wouldn’t make the hour, and the other had a round straight through his chest, bubbling from his punctured lung, but he cursed us when we drew close.

“It’s… you… Pinche gringo stole my girls away from me!”

“We were never your girls, Uncle, you’re a monster!” Sylvia marched forward, her face red with anger, “What happened to mi Madre, Carlos? Eh?! How did she drown back in Mexico?”

“Rosa was a stupid cunt… cough… bitch gave it up, to keep you safe… ha!... cough…”

The man was coughing up blood, but I saw his hand shifting towards his side slowly but slapped the tiny pistol out of it when he drew. The single shot pistol went skittering across the dirt, and I looked up at the noose hanging from the simple stand. Without a word, I snatched the sour smelling soldier up with one hand and fit the noose over his head. The man began shaking and kicking when he saw where I was carrying him, but I ignored the feeble attacks as if he were nothing more than a willful child.

“You can’t do this… pinche ogre! Sylvia, please… we familia! Jasmine… sweet child… you will save me, si?”

“You’ve led a life of rape and murder, Uncle,” Jasmine said, her tone colder than I’d ever heard it. “This is a better death than you deserve.”

“Father! No! I have gold… GRK!”

Father Smyth rose on unsteady feet, one eye swollen shut and his lips split. I worried he had worse injuries internally, but there was nothing I could do for that. The old man stood before the man who swung gently as he kicked and claws at the rope tightening around his neck with feebler and feebler attempts.

“Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord,” Father Smyth began intoning, “And let perpetual light shine upon them. Deliver me, O Lord, from eternal death in that awful day. When the heavens and the earth shall be moved. When Thou shalt come to judge the world by fire.”

His words carried extra weight as Esposito slowly died on the rope. When the light finally died in the man’s eyes, Father Smyth made the sign of the cross and we stood in silence for a few seconds. The sour smelling bandito didn’t deserve it, but it seemed to ease everyone’s conscience slightly.

As Grace and Jasmine took the Priest inside to see to his wounds, I cut down the corpse and started digging graves. Esther joined me and before the sun sank below the horizon, we had a pit deep enough for all the bodies, dug. We were an exhausted pair, mentally and physically, when we staggered into the Mission.

Steam and the scent of herbal soap reached me from one of the side rooms and I found a warm bath waiting for me. Esther slipped off to god knows where, while I submerged myself in the steaming waters and sighed as my aching muscles relaxed. The stitches in my side tugged still, but I noticed the injuries less than I had a day or two before.

Climbing free of the tub, I felt my stomach rumbling and dried off and dressed, planning to hunt down supper. When I stepped out of the small room, I found the hall lit in the buttery yellow glow of dozens of candles. Jasmine was waiting for me outside the room, seating on a small bench, and when she stood in a pure white dress, my breath caught at her stunning beauty.

“Grace asked that you wear this suit for the ceremony,” Jasmine said, her smooth cheeks blushing faintly as I stared her up and down. “Don’t look at me so, John, or you’ll make me even more nervous than I already am.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, as I took the supple wool garments from the tall teen.

“Father Smyth has agreed to perform the ceremony… That is if you still want to go through with it and marry us.”

“I thought… with Esposito dead you, your mom and aunt are free now.”

“You silly man,” Jasmine said, stepping forward and resting a hand on my chest, “it isn’t freedom we want… it’s you.”

I was speechless as she planted a light kiss on my cheek then slipped away, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked deeper into the Mission. Dressing hurriedly, I found the fine woolen suit fit me like a glove. Buttoning up the pure white undershirt, I felt uncomfortable as the stiff white collar pressed against my neck, but I wanted to look my best. Finding a mirror in the room I’d bathed in, I combed out my hair and took out my razor to give myself my first clean shave in days.

Feeling polished and primped as much as I could stand, I strode down the hallway and turned into the sepulcher and gasped at the sight waiting for me.


Chapter 15




Candles filled the short hall, dozens and dozens on stands and shelves, illuminating a sight that made my heart swell so much I feared it might burst in my chest. Standing in a semi-circle, hands interlocked with one another, were the women who’d claimed my soul. Standing in the middle, hands clasped, were Grace and Sylvia, the pair wearing matching wedding dresses of stunning white silk.

Beside them were Delilah and Jasmine. The teens wore the same dresses as well, lighter gowns, that clung to their curves in a more scandalous way. And standing on the outer edges were Esther and Lilliana, the pair of them wearing white button up shirts and slacks. Lian stood off to one side, a handkerchief in her fingers as she dabbed at her dark eyes. Sole witness to our illicit ceremony.

“When did you plan this?” I asked, unable to keep the growing grin from my face.

“Grace arranged the dresses,” Sylvia said, “back in the city, but we’ve always been planning this.”

“Come, John,” Grace said, releasing her grip on Sylvia’s hand and beckoning me to stand before them, “Let’s make our love official in the eyes of god. All of our loves.”

The brunette glanced over to Esther, who was grinning a crooked grin with Lilliana. I let the woman draw me close, as Father Smyth stepped up before us, with an open bible before him.

“Let us who are gathered her, come together in love and peace, for the sake of holy matrimony. As with Solomon, and the kings of old, some few men are endowed with blessings uncommon. If he, who stands before me agrees in the fullness of his heart, and before god, to ‘not diminish the food, clothing, or marital rights’ of those who agree with open eyes and hearts to this union, then I see no reason the church cannot sanction it.”

“Wait!” Delilah said, then released Esther and Grace’s hand and hurried over to Lian.

The blonde whispered in the girl’s ears and I saw the slender little teen’s exotic eyes find me and crinkle in delight as she nodded eagerly. Then Delilah was pulling the girl back into the circle, letting her take the place between her and Esther. I frowned for a second, but when I saw Grace and Sylvia beaming in pleasure, I kept the words to myself.

“You understand the future you’re walking into?” I asked Lian softly, and she nodded eagerly.

“Grandmother hope I would find place in Emperor’s court. Please, Sir John, I promise to be a good wife.”

“She has decided, John,” Grace said gently, “But you must accept her, as you’ve accepted each of us.”

Looking around at each, I met their eyes and saw approval and insistence in each. Nodding for Father Smyth to proceed, I tried not to show the excitement I was feeling at the prospect of the future to come.

“Dearly beloved, we gather here to see a union fulfilled. Let us not waste time nor words with flowery speeches, but instead say vows of love and faith before god and hold this solemn promise close to your hearts. Sir, if you would please repeat after me:

“I, John, take you; then state their names,”

“I, John,” chills ran down my arms and the hair stood up on the back of my neck as the words spilled forth. They didn’t even register in my mine, only the color of every woman’s eyes as I said her name, gazing deep and seeing the same love I felt reflected back. Then I was done, the words floating on the wind, and I wondered why the world was suddenly rushing headlong forward and letting me savor nothing of this moment. Then the priest spoke again, and time stood still.

“Ladies, if you would please repeat after me, I-.”

The ladies spoke as one, their voice harmonized and sending chills down my spine. They each spoke their names, and I felt the weight of this moment settling on my shoulders. The responsibility for the safety and well-being of not only a single bride, but seven. As they finished speaking the last words, a thrill of such joy shot through my being to realize finally that they would be mine for all time.

Arms flew wide, and I was swarmed by a half dozen happy women. I kissed each, taking a moment to hold them tight and whisper my love in their ears, before letting the next tear me away.

“Father Smyth, the wine!” Esther’s shout was matched by an even more enthusiastic one from the priest who carted out several bottles moments later.

The fare was simple, stale bread, good cheeses and piles of fresh red grapes and olives, but the company was perfect. I thought we would feast and celebrate all night but I a few minutes after settling down to eat; I was pulled aside by Delilah who had another surprise waiting for me in one of the small bedrooms at the back of the Mission.

There I found my prize awaiting me.

Sylvia lay upon a narrow cot, propped up on one elbow and her silk gown pulled up to reveal long, slender, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever.

“Hello… husband,” the madame said, her tongue caressing the word as if it were the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

“You have twenty minutes before I return,” Delilah purred in my ear, “make sure she’s nice and warmed up for me, will you?”

Patting my cheek, the adorable blonde swayed back down the hall, tipping back her glass to finish off the last of her wine. Turning back to the gorgeous woman lying on the bed, I grinned and stepped in, pulling the door closed behind me and enshrouding the room in darkness.

Sylvia lay in a silver pool of moonlight as I shrugged out of my coat and shirt, then crawled upon the bed.

“I’ve been dreaming of this since the first moment I laid eyes upon you,” I breathed, pulling Sylvia into my arm and breathing deep of her perfume as I kissed her thick red lips.

Butterflies awoke within me as my hands slipped down her sides, caressing her stunning curves, and I felt her trembling fingers pluck my belt buckle free. I wanted to take my time with the woman and shower her body in attention, but her fingers upon my skin smashed my plans to dust.

The butterflies disappeared as our tongue danced against one another and my fingers fumbled at the buttons of her dress. I heard pearls clatter to the floorboards, but neither of us cared as I ripped free her dress and her long slender legs circled my waist.

“Yesss…. Oh god give it to me… Fill meee mmhmm!”

The feel of her soft warmth enveloping my cock drew a gasp of pleasure from my throat.

“Tell me, tell me how I feel,” Sylvia hissed in my ear, her teeth nipping the tender flesh as I sank within her depth, “Oh John! Ohhh HnnggHH!!!!”

“Cum for me,” I panted as her tightness gripped me with incredible strength, almost feeling like she was sucking my cock off with her pussy. “Jesus… fuck you’re… so… tight!”

“Mhnn, I didn’t think you’d make me cum so easily,” Sylvia purred, as she licked her lips and panted gently, fingers tracing lightly up and down my back, “But you’re touching places no man ever hasssss. Mhmm, you think that’s tight baby, wait til you feel what momma has in store…”

The whispering in my ear was matched by an incredible pleasure radiating out of my crotch as the muscles within her body writhed around my cock. Like a twenty fingered hand, she shifted her hips back and forth in minute motions, as her sex milked me with incredible skill. I could see the concentration and focus on her face, and the excitement in her eyes as she watched me melting in pleasure.

“I’ve never felt… holy shit… Nggh!”

I could take no more of laying in place, buried in Sylvia to the hilt. Gripping her ass in one hand and pulling her face to mine with the other, I kissed her passionately and pulled back, then shoved deep in her again.

“Fuck me!”

Her shriek was like a starter pistol, ripped from her throat and releasing both of us from the stillness of a moment before. The lust of a minute before was back as I pawed the Madame’s incredible body, pulling one dark nipple up to suckle and nibble, while her nails raked my back and her heels hauled me back inside her every time I withdrew.

The orgasm exploded out of me but in the lust and urgency I never slowed my thrusting, even when the sensation grew too intense as to be painful, I could feel Sylvia’s body tensing and drawing tighter and tighter around me as a massive orgasm built within her. Keeping the motion steady, I stared into the woman’s gorgeous face as the moment of bliss struck her, awed by the sight.

Her dark eyes flashed open at the last second, staring deep into mine as she mouthed a silent ‘thank you’, then wrapped her arms around my neck and screamed her pleasure into our kiss. My cock got harder within her as we lay cuddling and catching out breath.

Neither Sylvia nor I could seem to stop smiling the same stupid grin as we looked at one another. Every time my eyes strayed down to the sight of her massive breasts pressed between us, my cock would throb, and she’d wiggle with pleasure, until she rolled me onto my back.

Sitting up with a wicked gleam in her eyes, Sylvia began to gyrate upon my hips ever so slowly. Raising her hands, she cupped both breasts, squeezing and pinching the nipples as she bit her bottom lip. Whenever my cock grew harder and thicker, her grin would widen and the gleam in her eyes sharpen. Until she pulled one great breast to her lips and suckled the nipple, letting her thick lips slip from the rubbery flesh slowly and flashing a triumphant smile when my steel hard cock filled her.

“I’ve never felt more beautiful,” she breathed, eyes closing tight in pleasure as I reached up and caressed both breasts, “Mhmm I love that you love them.”

“You’re gorgeous,” I whispered, flexing my dick and making her give a delightful little jump of pleasure, “I love all of you.”

Her smile turned slightly shy, and I pulled her down, kissing her as I slowly thrust up into her pussy. Sylvia moaned in pleasure then offered me up first one soft breast then the other to nurse on, as I slow fucked her for long minutes. As the heat grew, so did our speed, until the small cot was creaking and rocking beneath me and Sylvia’s fingers were clamped on the side of my face as she whimpered in pleasure. With a growl, I gripped her ass, fingers sinking into the flesh and slammed deep, shooting my seed straight into her womb.

Sylvia collapsed atop me, her body shaking so hard she started laughing softly and I had to hold her off me and lay her down gently on the bed. One second the woman gazed up at me, lips parted and something sweet or loving on her lips, before the door flew open and a rosy-cheeked Delilah stepped in.

My eyes widened on the teen’s outrageous outfit and I felt Sylvia burst into giggles, her body shaking at my side.

“Esther found the whiskey and drank the priest under the table, literally. The poor man’s passed out in the privy,” tottering her way across the little room the blonde stopped beside the bed and reached up to tug at the pink lace of her top and the tiny little bottoms, “Jas and I picked these out, supposed to… hic… save them for when we get home but… hic… I wanted you to see me… Do you see me John?”

“Not proper, girl,” I said, grinning and sitting up, hooking my heels over the bed. “Why don’t you do a little dance so I can get a better look.”

“Oh, my god I love you!” Delilah said, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me four times quick before popping back up and assuming a roguish look that only slipped slightly for her being tipsy. “If m’ lord would like a dance, it’ll be twopence.”

“I pay your price girl,” Sylvia said, pulling herself up against my back and nipping my neck then grinning up at Delilah, “but if my husband isn’t hard by the time one song finishes… We’ll have to find us another gutter whore for the night.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Delilah purred and as she stepped back and stood up, a hungry gleam entering her eyes, I found myself swallowing hard and marveling that this was the same young woman I’d met so many months before.

As I watched the girl dance, and stroked Sylvia’s arms as she rested her chin on my shoulder, I pushed down my worries for the coming conflict between a man I’d only met once and the prince of a far of empire. The best we could hope for was to slip past without notice and escape back into my mountains.

Could I really sit by and let others decided the fate of this fledgling territory?

Pushing down the thoughts once more I watched Delilah move, her every curve and sway enchanting, and soon found it was easy to ignore my worries. As lacy undergarments fell with delicious slowness down creamy thighs, my manhood rose, and I thanked god for the blessings he’d bestowed upon me.

To Be Concluded In…
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