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Chapter One

Two days had passed since the terrible incident with the sheriff and the Dade Brothers gang. I was still moving slow, but I’d spent both ranging throughout our valley, burying corpses, and ensuring no more outlaws were hiding out on my property.

I saw to the sheriff last, finding his picked over corpse still laying on the rock outcropping where I’d left it. I buried the man in an unmarked rocky grave, far more than he would have given me and as much as I was willing to do for him. He had planned the death of my father, my death, and had promised to do terrible things to Grace, Esther, and Delilah.

My injuries still plagued me, but I found that the more I moved around, the less they hurt. The itching was mighty annoying, though, and I found myself picking at the stitches several times.

Trekking the two miles up the ridgeline, I got to the lookout point my Pa had first taken me to when he staked out the land. Seeing the whole valley spread down below was a sight to behold. The tall pines trees stood along the ridgelines like massive green sentinels, watching the walls of our home. Ravines and gullies cut down the valley’s walls, hidden beneath dense trees and underbrush, and in its center a patchwork of small stands of trees and flowing grass fields. Down the center, a glistening blue ribbon of water wound its way down to the foothills below, soon to become a great river.

I lived at the root of these high mountains and felt just as strongly tuned to this place as I had when we’d first come here. Far below, I could just make out the small trail of smoke winding its way up from the house I’d build with my Pa. Inside those four walls were my entire heart and soul. An abundance of love that felt foreign and still far too new.

As I rewound my way down to the house, I made a short detour past the gold deposit my father had found. It was tucked up on the mountainside just beside a small stand of trees, a large vein of quartz just beneath a rock shelf that was covered with brush and dirt. I scooped all of that out now and saw the wrist-thick vein of gold mixed in with the quartz.

We would need to start getting this stuff out of the ground, and quick. The longer we waited, the more difficult and dangerous it would become. If I wanted to get the work done safely and adequately, then I would need another person. No matter how I worked through the problem, two sets of hands always made it twice as easy and quick.

I covered the gold vein up and hiked down to the house. Hurrying through the afternoon chill, I was eager to get home and make sure the women were still safe. I smelled the woodsmoke before I saw the place, and the knots in my shoulder began to relax. The women had gathered the outlaw's horses I saw, putting them all into a small field with rope strung up around, making it into a paddock.

Stepping out of the woods, I saw Delilah walking through the rows of crops with a hoe, and Grace sat on the knitting. Grace saw me first, sitting in the perfect position to spy when I stepped out of the tree line.

The busty dark-haired woman dropped her knitting and leaped to her feet, and hiking up her skirts began running straight to me, a giant grin on her face.

“He’s back!” She cried, her excitement and joy at complete break from her typical composed self.

Delilah dropped the hoe and raced up to me as well. I met both women more than halfway and wrapped my arms around them both as they flew at me. The feel of their soft and slender bodies pressed to me, had my blood boiling in no time.

Grace pulled my face down and pressed her lips to mine, her hips pressing hard into me as desire won out over decorum, a moan escaping her throat. Then small hands turned my face, and Delilah was kissing me, her little pink tongue darting into my mouth, warring with mine.

Suddenly both women seemed to come to themselves and broke off the embrace. They stepped back with near-identical blushes, glancing at one another, then to me. Grace was pointedly ignoring the large tent in my pants, but Delilah stared at it in open regard.

“Come,” Grace said, taking my left hand in hers and drawing me down to the house, “You look like you could use a hot meal. Let’s get some food in you, and then you can tell us all about what you’ve been up to the past two days.”

“Where’s Esther?” I asked.

As we walked, Delilah pulled my right arm close to her. Pressing her large, firm young breasts around my arm as wrapped both her hands around mine. The herbal and floral scent from the two women relaxed the last few knots in my shoulders, and I realized that I felt at home when I smelled that scent.

“She’s checking the traps,” Grace said as we stepped into the house, “Delilah dear go put that hoe away, that’s enough work for the day.”

“But momma,” the eighteen-year-old complained, “I want to hear John’s story, too.”

“Get your work done, girl,” Grace said with a small smile, “he won’t begin until you return.”

“Better not!” She said with a grin, before she turned and raced out to the field to clean up after the day’s work.

“There isn’t much to tell,” I began, before Grace cut me off as she threw her arms over my shoulders and pressed me back into the wall.

Her eyes were bright with desire and joy as her lips crushed mine, and her massive breasts pressed into me. I felt her hip grind against my crotch, and my hard cock pressed into her stomach. My teenage hormones swept through me, and I lost all track of where I was. I had only one care in the world, and that was holding this gorgeous woman as tightly as I could, my hands groping and squeezing her breasts and ass, sliding up and down her back.

Grace had other ideas, her small hands fumbled at my belt, and then fished out my hard cock. She spun in my arms, her face fixed in need as she hiked her skirts right there against the living room wall and ripped down her lacy white undergarments.

“Quickly,” she moaned quietly, “Oh John, please, before Delilah returns, I need you so bad… oh god, yes!”

Her hiss of pleasure that escaped her lips as my manhood pierced her, filled me with silly pride. Her lower lips parted, and I sank into her hot wet depth. The sensation was still so new and shocking, the pleasure unbelievable as my hips began to thrust back and forth.

Grace pushed back against me with hard little thrusts. We said nothing, our breath hot and close, panting in need. The wet sound of our sexes joined filled the living room. Graces breath grew ragged and quick, and I slid one hand up from the grip on her hip to cup one massive heavy breast, feeing my fingers sink into the soft flesh through the thin material of her dress.

Her head turned back, and her lips seeking mine, our eyes locked on one another as I felt her shudder and climax against me. My cock throbbed, and with a final two pumps, my orgasm hit, and I flooded her depths with my seed.

We stood there for a long minute, still holding one another, softly kiss and catching our breath. Until with a regretful sigh, she pulled away from me. Her eyes were soft, and she looked sated as she winked at me, placing a finger over her lips and warning me to silence. Then she slipped into the kitchen as I tucked myself away, letting out a deep breath and chuckling.


Chapter Two

I was just setting a log on fire when Delilah came in, a small basket of eggs in hand. She flashed me a bright smile but two steps into the house, her steps faltered, and she sniffed. Her grin turned lascivious when she looked back at me, and I knew my face must be shining bright red as I blushed.

The girl said nothing they prepared the meal, her mother telling me all about what they’d been up to the past couple of days. As they were telling me about the gopher they’d driven out of the crops, Esther stepped into the house holding a brace of rabbits. She flashed me a triumphant grin as she held them out.

“Told you I could handle the traps while you were gone,” she left the skins outside to be staked out and scraped clean, and passed the meat to Grace who began chopping it up for a stew she had rolling in the hearth, “piece of cake.”

I showed Esther how to rig the traps before I’d left, and how to quarter and clean the small game they sometimes caught. The woman was a quick study with anything using her hands, having been shown something once, she could easily replicate it.

As Delilah stirred the stew and heated a loaf of bread, I told them of my past couple days. It had been grim work burying ten bodies in hard soil, but I was happy to have it done. They informed me that none came looking for the sheriff or the men. They had been squaring the farm away, caring for the crops and animals, and sewing new linens for the house.

The stew was finally ready, and I dug in with a hearty appetite. Two days of hardtack and dried meats had been hard when I knew Delilah’s cooking was waiting for me here at home. The stew was spicy and thickened with rue. Chunks of potato, carrot, and onions mixed in with the beans and rabbit. I left the spoon and used the thick brown bread to scoop big helping of the thick stew into my mouth.

“What’s next?” Esther asked once she’d set her bowl and spoon down.

“I need to head into town,” I said with a sigh, “folk deserve to know what happened out here, some of it at least.”

“Not tomorrow,” Grace said with a firmness I’d come to expect from her, “or the next day, please. So much has happened in the short time since we arrived, it would be good for us, all of us, to have a couple of days together. Work on the farm and plan for our future.”

“I agree,” I said with a nod, leaning back in my chair and staring into the fire, feeling stuffed and sleep all of a sudden. “There are a few things I need to take care of around here, and I need to spend a few hours up at the gold vein and start planning out how I’m going to get it out of the ground.”

“How we’re going to,” Esther said with a smile, “You’re going to need an extra set of hands, and I’m useless around here.”

“My only concern is if trouble comes, there will only be Grace and Delilah here,” I said, not wanting to state the obvious, that the gorgeous mother and daughter were competent, but not that dangerous.

“Then train me,” Delilah said, her eyes flashing in excitement, “I couldn’t fight a man off, but I can shoot. Esther, if you trained me, I know I could become a better shot.”

“I could show you how to fight a man off as well,” Esther said with a nod, “we can’t punch or punch or punch like John or other big strong men, but I met a china-man who showed me several little tricks that can have a man flying through the air like you wouldn’t believe. Grace, what do you think?”

“I think it’s a fine idea,” she said with a small smile, “But I insist on learning to shot better as well. The other day taught me that a woman could be just as deadly as any man with a good rifle in her hand.”

“That’s settled then,” I said, “We’ll begin tomorrow, and after that, Esther can come up to the mine with me, and we’ll figure out what needs to get done.”

Grace and Delilah began cleaning up after supper as I banked the fire and slipped out to take care of the last few chores. I came back into find Grace and Delilah heading back to the bedroom, both casting near-identical wistful looks at me and the pallet near the fire that Esther was slipping into.

The graceful slender blonde was unabashedly naked as she rested on one elbow. Her smile was warm and inviting as she patted the blanket beside her.

“Good night, you two,” Delilah said with a teasing grin, “don’t be too loud now, I’d like to get some sleep tonight!”

“You’ll get your turn tomorrow, girl,” Esther said, flashing her a wink, “unless you care to join us?”

The girl took a half step forward, her mouth widening into an eager grin before her mom rested a hand on her shoulder.

“Come on, Delilah, it’s time for bed,” Grace said, her words brooked no protest.

Delilah’s face fell in sadness as the girl let her mom steer her back down the hall. As they passed out of sight, I turned back to find Esther throwing the blanket back, revealing her gorgeous slender body to me in the flickering firelight.

“That woman is so rigid,” she whispered as I slipped free of my shirt, dropping it onto a chair and kicking off my boots, “making us promise never to pleasure the man we love when it’s ‘not our day’ hmph!”

She must have seen my hitch of surprise because, as I kicked off my pants, I found her staring at me with a questioning grin.

“Don’t tell me,” she said, her eyes widening as she ran her hand down my cock and felt the remains of Grace and I’s lovemaking, “That wicked slut!”

She was grinning as she pulled me atop her and pressed the thick head of my manhood into the soft wet folds of her sex.

“I’m going to make her pay for that!” She laughed softly into my neck, nipping the tender flesh with soft kisses as I slowly worked my cock into her, sighing in pleasure.

“It was… mhmm… didn’t mean to…” I said, unable to concentrate on the words as the woman’s hands ran all over my skin, teasing and touching me.

“God, I missed you,” She whispered in my ear as I held her close.

In moments I was lost to the rhythm we created, our bodies moving together by instinct as old as man. The sounds of our moans and wet sexes interlocking filled the living room, and minutes later, we both climaxed together. Esther locking her ankles around my waist, ensuring my cum was deposited deep within her womb.

“Mhmm, good to get the first one out of the way,” she said softly as she rolled me onto my back.

I grinned up at the tireless woman as she whipped her long straight blond hair over her shoulders and kissed her way down my chest and stomach. Her fingers were playing along the hard muscles as she pressed her wet pussy to my shin, rubbing herself. With a wicked grin, she took my cock at the base planted wet kisses with her firm lips up and down, her pink tongue sliding up and down the shaft, tasting our combined juices.

She worshipped me for long minutes with her mouth, and then I pulled her around, and she moaned out in pleasure as I pushed her face down into the blankets and knelt behind her. Holding onto her hips with strong hands, I drove into her in one hard thrust, bottoming out. She cried out in pleasure, her screaming filling the house and causing us both to grin in sinful pleasure. I held her down and pounded her hard, both of us clutching one another with strong fingers, sweat rolling down our brows, breath heavy and hot.

“I’m… god, I’m cumming again!” She moaned into my mouth as she twisted in my grip. Her hungry lips finding mine just as her orgasm hit.

I ran a hand up her taut stomach and slipped my fingers around her neck, holding her in place as I hammered her, feeling my cock swell with another orgasm. Then I was flooding her womb once more as we both shuddered in release.

We collapsed onto the blankets, spent, and stated. Holding one another, we lay in silence, content simple to touch and be touched. Our fingers gracing one another’s skin as the fire’s embers burned down and drew us into sleep.


Chapter Three

I woke early the next morning as is my habit and slipped out from under the covers. Causing Esther to grumble a little as the cold air hit her naked skin and curl up beneath the warm blankets. I pulled on my clothes and stepped outside, breathing in deep of the cold air.

The stars still shone, and the eastern horizon had a faint golden glow as the sun began its ascent. As I made my way around the farm, I found that the women had taken good care of the animals. Once the minor everyday chores of feeding, slopping, and everything else was taken care of, I began hauling up buckets of water from the well.

I refilled all the animal's water barrels and then filled several large pots and hauled then in, setting them near the fire. The women were getting up, moving about their tasks in the house in comfortable silence. Grace came up and gave me a warm hug and a lingering kiss good morning, while Delilah turned her kiss into an extended make-out session.

I practically had to peel the girl’s eager little hands from myself as her mother set the table and grilled up sausages and eggs. This was all still so new to me, and I found myself getting awkward that morning as I sorted through our strange new dynamic.

The women all seemed wholly comfortable with how things were, which made me a touch jumpier if I’m honest. It just all seemed too good to be true. As we ate breakfast, we talked about our plans for the day, both Grace and Delilah eager to start learning how to shoot correctly.

As Grace and Delilah cleaned up from breakfast, Esther and I got the rifles all loaded and ready, setting up targets at various distances.

Finally, we were all set, and then we settled down to some target practice. We were running low on ammunition, even after raiding the men who had come to attack us. But there was enough for both to get a hundred shots in, with plenty to spare.

“It’s best to learn,” Esther was saying as she lay prone on the ground, the rifle out before her. “By breaking down the process into four stages. If you fail at any one of them, you’re going to have less chance of hitting your target.

“The first part is a stable firing position,” Esther indicated how her body was supported and then she propped up her rifle with both hands, elbows on the ground and butt against her shoulder. “Now laying is best, as there is the least amount of risk of the rifle shifting off course as you fire. You can shoot on your knees, with less accuracy,” She moved up to her knees, showing how to rest one knee down and her elbow on the other to give herself a stable position.

“One of the least accurate, and whichever idiot in the west seems to think is best, is standing and firing from the shoulder. If you want to waste ammunition, fire from your hip because you have as much chance of hitting your target as you would if you shut your eyes and fired.”

She had Grace and Delilah get into the positions with their rifles, not letting them shoot until they felt comfortable.

“The next most important part is aiming. You’re not going to hit what you don’t aim at. Just line up the sights and put that front sight over your target. The third part is something most don’t think about, just as the fourth, but this one may be the most important, and that's your breathing.”

“How does breathing affect firing a rifle?” Delilah asked with a crooked grin.

“I’ll show you, lay down,” Esther said, and she lay beside the girl and reached out and placed her finger right at the tip of the girl's rifle. As Delilah breathed, the tip rose and fell a few centimeters no matter how still she tried to keep it.

“You see your shoulder rise and fall, your chest expands, you can’t help but move the rifle, and if you take your shot at a different point in your breath each time, you’ll never be able to learn to judge right where your bullets are going to go. You need to start to train yourself only to pull the trigger when you’ve released all your breath. Ever shot. And when you fire, pull straight back on the trigger, don’t squeeze it. That’s all of it. If you can manage those four things, you’ll be an expert marksman in no time.”

“Sounds easy,” Delilah said excitedly as she got down with her rifle sighting on a distant target.

“It a lot harder than it sounds,” I said, “to do all of those things every time. Remember, when you really need to use the rifle, you won’t be lying down in a safe field.”

“John’s right,” Esther said, “that’s why you practice, so you don’t have to think about it. Your body just reacts on instinct.”

“Ok,” Delilah said, “I think I get it. Can we start shooting yet?”

“Go ahead,” Esther grinned, “but take your time with each shot, especially in the beginning. We aren’t here to have fun. Well, not just that.”

Grace had been silent the whole time, nodding along as her brilliant mind saw the wisdom in Esther’s technique and explanations. This was a whole other side to her friend that had always been there but had been hidden from her.

Grace lay down and took her time, settling her position and breathing slowly, trying to time her first shot properly. Meanwhile, Delilah had gotten off two shots, neither of which had gotten near their target twenty paces off.

The air rang out with the whipcrack sound of Graces rifle going off, and to my surprise, wood chips flew from the same target Delilah had been shooting at. We all stared in shock, none more so than Grace.

“Looks like we have another marksman,” I said with a grin.

“How’d you do that?” Delilah asked, frowning down at her gun.

“I just did what Esther said, honey,” Grace said, trying but not succeeding at hiding how pleased she was with the results, “Take your time, and it will come.”

“Let’s see if you can do it again before you go giving advice, Grace.” Esther said with a laugh, “This time, try to hit the log a hundred paces out.”

Delilah took far longer with her next shot, muttering the steps to herself as she tried to relax and pull the trigger instead of squeezing it. Her shot kicked up dust just before the log, and she grinned in pleasure, cambering another round and settling into her next shot.

Meanwhile, Grace’s next bullet didn’t hit the hundred-meter target, but it got close enough to impress Esther. The rest of the morning, both mother and daughter improved by leaps and bounds. Esther and I each got off fifty rounds, and it felt good to shoot for sport and practice again.


Chapter Four

As the sun began to climb, Esther and I headed up into the hills behind the house. It was a short hike to the mine, but we took care to make sure the surrounding property was still free of trespassers. Esther went north, and I went south, circling the mine.

We met up in the gully, and I began hauling free the dirt and debris I’d hidden the vein with.

“Jesus, fucking Christ,” Esther breathed, stunning me with her swear words as she stared at the wide glittering vein, “How far into the mountain, does it go?”

“No way to know for sure,” I said, “but my Pa dug a few shafts down farther up the slope, and the quartz extends for at least a hundred feet, and this vein seems to run right down the center of it.”

“If it’s like this all the way back,” she said, her mind working through the figures, “Then there are thousands of bars worth of gold here.”

“Like I said,” shrugging, “There’s no way to know for sure, but even with I can see through the quartz looks like it will weigh as much as our pig. We’re going to have to figure out how to carry it all down from here.”

“The slope is relatively straight down to the house.” She stood and gazed back the way we’d come, “If we clear a few trees, we could make a nice path. I wouldn’t be hidden anymore, but that won’t last for too long after we start excavating anyway.”

“We need to get the gold out fast,” I said, my slow brain working through all the problems, “the biggest problem we have is word getting out and a rush of people swarming these hills. I’ve heard stories of how rough mining towns are. I wouldn’t want to see that happen to our little town.”

“Me either,” Esther said, “are you certain your father told no one?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head, feeling a sickness churn my gut as the sheriff’s words rang through my memory, “I’m not certain about much of anything anymore.”

“Good,” Esther said with a hard grin, “and welcome to adulthood, and things don’t get any easier either. But there are perks.”

Her grin went from hard to soft, and I saw desire dancing in her eyes.

“What about Grace’s rules?” I asked, feeling my manhood thicken at the idea of taking the sexy woman out here in the open.

“Rules are meant to be broken,” She slipped her arms around my back and pressed her slender form to mine, “Besides you flash any woman that much gold and she’d bound to get wet and… needy.”

“Just so long as it’s not greedy,” I said with a laugh that cut off as I felt her hand slipped into my pants and grasped me with firm, almost painful fingers.

“Oh, I’m greedy,” she said, her hot words tickling my ear, my hand gripped her firm backside, and my cock throbbed all the harder as the perfect cheek gave beneath my fingers, “but I don’t care about money… I’m greedy for you, my gorgeous mountain man.”

We made love there on the mountainside, beneath the baking sun and the thin shade of scraggly pine trees. Our knees in the dirt and rock, clothing pushed aside as our need to be joined won out over our need to disrobe fully. Her pants were pushed down to mid-thigh, and she was bent over, kneeling in the rocks as I drove into her from behind. Pulling her slender hips back into me again and again.

Despite one more feverish session of quick and dirty sex, we managed to get quite a bit of work done throughout the morning and afternoon. Digging out a large area of dirt and building a staging area for tools and excavations. Esther and I worked well together, finding that our ideas got much better when we bounced them off one another, working out the issues and improving upon them.

A few hours afternoon, we called it a day and hiked back down the mountain, splitting up to scout the area. I was teaching Esther how to track and read animal signs, like everything else in nature, the woman drank in the knowledge.

We’d decided early on that we needed more tools, and I’d been making a mental list all day. Once back at the house, Esther broke off and headed out to check the traps while I went down to work on the barn’s foundation in the last few hours of sunlight.

Checking on the bathwater that had been heating all day slowly, I saw it was nearly ready, so I took my knife to a bar of soap and dropped razor-thin shavings of soap into the pots, watching them slowly dissolve into the hot waters.

There was a large flat patch of dirt that I’d been planning to place the barn on, just behind the garden. I found Delilah working in the soil, plucking carrots from the ground. Her dirty blond hair was in artful disarray, and her face was flush from exertion and the sun. The girl looked lovely as she knelt there in the fertile black soil.

As I moved around with a ball of string, pacing out and squaring the foundation, she sent me flirty little looks from beneath her long eyelashes. A few minutes later, she stood and made her way over to me, her skirts swishing with each step, firm young breasts pressing against the top of her dress.

“What are you doing?” She asked curiously, brushing up alongside me as I stood and surveyed the string I’d staked down.

“Making sure the barn is square,” I said, measuring off a length of string, “I wouldn’t want to start putting he walls up and find the whole thing is crooked.”

“Will there be stalls for horses?” She asked with a grin, “I love horses.”

“I plan on getting a plow horse for the farm come next spring,” I said, nodding, “I’d like to have the barn up before then.”

“You can build a whole barn that fast?” She asked, her grin said she thought I was boasting.

“Aye,” I said, nodding, “The house went up in two months, and that was a lot more complicated that the barn will be, even with the loft I plan to include. The woods already cut and planed, that’s the hard part, that and raising the beam. But I have a plan to get the beam up and in place easily.”

“What’s the plan?” She asked eagerly, holding the other end of the string as I measured off the three paces to check if this corner was square.

“I have two sets of pulleys Pa brought out from the east, from his old sea days. That’s how they move heavy cargo onto ships. I am going to build a boom and use it to lift the main beam and hold it in place. I was going to use it when I built the house, but it wasn’t necessary.”

“Sounds complicated,” she said with a frown, “are you almost done here?”

“Hopefully it works, yea I’m pretty much done, why?”

“There’s something I wanted to show you in the garden,” she said, taking my hand and pulled me along with her. “Momma brought in pots all the way from Philadelphia, and when they’re grown, they’re going to be delicious.”

She pointed out two-small little seedlings with tiny green balls on them.

“Tomatoes?” I asked, feeling a grin tug at my lips.

“Yea, can’t you just taste them already!”

“But won’t they freeze over winter?”

“We can get two or three more harvests out of them before it gets too cold,” Delilah said, kneeling and pressing in the soil around the delicate seedlings carefully, “and we can save clipping and repot them once the soil warms. Momma always said I had a green thumb, but honestly, they always end up brown.”

She grinned as she held up her dirty hands, and I could help the smile that pulled at my lips. She was such an open and free soul that I was drawn into each conversation with her, losing all sense of time and place.

As she looked up at me with her bright, happy eyes, I couldn’t help it and leaned down to plant a warm kiss on her thick, soft lips. She breathed in a sharp surprised intake of breath and then melted against me. Her hands on my shoulders as she pulled herself up to press her big firm breasts against my hand.

“Mhmm,” our kiss lasted long minutes, and I had drawn her to her feet by the end of it. One hand still massaging the perfect orb of her young tit and the other slipping from her hip to her tight little ass. Her young limber body felt like heaven beneath my searching hands. I grew aware that we were stumbling to the side as she guided us to the porch.

My ass struck wood, and she kicked her skirts up as she slipped her thighs to either side of my waist. Her fingers were trembling as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants, her lips eager and desperate as our kisses grew soft and fragile.

Her hands were on her lower back, holding her up with strong arms as she pressed herself down onto my hardness. Easing it into her as she gave small little gyrations of her hips, our foreheads touched, and our lips parted, exchanging breaths as the pleasure and emotion swept through us.

The girl rode me slowly. Her incredibly tight young pussy was a warm sleeve of heaven as it enveloped my dick. I longed to see her sexy body, but I could think of nothing better than being right where I was at that moment. We came together in sweaty shudders of bliss, the walls of her hot sex convulsing in her third orgasm on my dick as I exploded within her.


Chapter Five

We sat there, grinning and sweating, gazing into one another eyes when the door opened behind us, and we both turned, blushing to see Grace standing there looking down at us. The gorgeous dark-haired woman looked flush, and her stern expression was spoiled by a small smile that kept peeking out of the corner of her mouth.

“If you kids are done, that water you set near the hearth is about to boil over, John. If you could see to it, that would be great.” She turned at let eh door close behind her, face a mask.

Delilah and I burst into a fit of laughter, falling into each other’s arms and finally pulling away from one another with difficulty.

The sun was falling in the sky; I dragged the wooden tub around and filled it with a few buckets of cold water then the boiling water. When the women all saw what I had been planning, they one and all gave great sighs of pleasure, and all three began getting this prepared for their baths. Each woman seemed to have a different ritual that involved soaps, French creams, combs, and brushes. All of it was a mystery to me, but I refused to leave the porch, not that they asked me to, and took in the whole spectacle with a stupid grin on my face.

I started to plan a trip for the four of us to a special little place I knew of in the winter, a pool of hot springs that would fill with snow and give a perfect hot springs bath for several months a year. It was just a half-mile up the mountain. I could barely contain my grin of excitement as fantasies of the three beautiful women, chest-deep in hot soapy water together filled my mind.

Eventually, he roused himself out of his stupor and headed in to carve up a brace of rabbit that Esther had brought in from the traps. He set them to grilling over the wood fire and heated the left-over stew from the night before.

By the time the women were done, they all had glassy eyes and dreamy little smiles on their faces. They found food ready and waiting for them, each bundled up in warm, soft clothing as the cold of evening set in.

As the women ate, I went out to bathe in the gathering gloom. I dropped my clothing on the porch and tested the waters with my foot, finding them still warm and full of soap. I slipped in and sank down, sloshing water over the side. A noise behind me made me turn and start in surprise when I saw Grace, Esther, and Delilah all sitting on the porch, munching on grilled meat and sipping bowls of soup as they watched me bathe.

“Turn about's fair play pretty boy,” Esther said with a laugh.

“Yea!” Delilah called, “More bending over and soap those muscles up!”

“Bwahaha!” Grace let out a bellowing laugh and fell into her daughter, all three of them laughing as one as I scrubbed myself. I wasn’t sure, but I felt slightly indignant as I turned my back to them and scoured myself with the soap.

When I finished my bath, my clothes had somehow disappeared, and I was forced to dry off with a small cloth while all three watched me with frank stares. The experience turned from embarrassing to erotic quickly as we stood on the small confines of the porch.

With the night sounds surrounding us, I felt my cock grow stiff as I stood in the nude before the three clothed women. I saw Esther and Delilah glance from my hardness to each other, their look holding a world of meaning, then both looked to Grace, who drew in ragged breaths, her hands clutching her loose garment in white-knuckled fists.

I sensed that I could push things. Draw all three of them into a world of sin and pleasure, but I also worried that this might be moving too quickly. It required a lot of will power to force myself to step into the house and pull on my clothes. The women all stood out there on the porch for long seconds as I lay down beside the fire.

There was a tension in the air, and I wondered what looks were being shared outside. The never spoke though, and when all three came in, their expressions were neutral. Grace and Esther said their goodnights, both throwing me linger stares before they slipped back to the bedroom and its heavy blankets.

A sly grin worked its way onto Delilah's mouth as she slipped beneath the covers with me, and I could tell she wanted me to probe her for answers. I refused, though, instead drawing the girl into my strong arms, and peeling away her garments, finally enjoying her nubile body in all its glory.

We said not a word as I lay the girl beneath me and kissed down her slender neck. Cupping both of her big firm breasts, I brought the nipples to my lips and sucked them into my mouth. At first softly, then with growing firmness, as she responded to the touch. Kissing my way across her taut, smooth, soft stomach to her waiting folds.

The girl wasn’t shy about voicing her pleasure, nor was she obscene. She was simply open and free-spirited in a way I could never be, and I loved her for it. When it came time to return the favor, she was energetic if not experienced, and took the time to learn what pleased me.

Our lovemaking was energetic, almost athletic in comparison to Esther. Delilah wanted to try everything, and her soft, eager little hands were always finding my most sensitive part and stroking it to hardness.

I don’t know how long we played together, but I tried to keep the noise to a minimum. We passed out coated in sweat and rolled into a puddle of loose limbs in the blankets.

My dreams were of heavenly warm bodies caressing me with soft wet hands, and as my eyes opened, I realized the dream was reality. Feeling a sublime pleasure engulfing my cock, I looked down and was shocked to see now Delilah, as I’d assumed, but Grace, with my cock deep down her throat.

My movement alerted her, and she pulled up off my cock and pressed a finger to my lips. Her small hand stroked me as she moved up beside me, her daughter still passed out beside us, facing away.


“Stay quiet, or this ends,”
 she whispered, “It’s my day… I plan to enjoy it.”


I shivered as her thick, soft lips brushed my neck. Then she was back down beside me, drawing my cock into her mouth, eyes closed as she sucked hard, tongue teasing me. Her movements were slow and silent as my dick disappeared down her throat.

Slowly I lay my head back and breathed out softly, a shiver of wicked pleasure running up my spine as I felt Delilah shift against my side. Grace never stopped her gentle and incredible ministrations. I slipped a hand up her skirt and felt her hips shift, giving me access to her wetness. My fingertip grazed her hard-little nub, and she shivered, her tonsils clamping down even harder on my cock.

I manipulated her gently as she ministered to me. The seconds slipped by, and I realized I might still be dreaming because this was a special kind of heaven.

My toes curled when the orgasm hit me, Grace sucking hard on the tip of my cock, drinking down every drop with a low moan. While her fold quivered around my finger as her orgasm raced through her body.

I lay there for long minutes catching my breath, amazed I hadn’t shouted when I came, and listening to Delilah’s slow even breathing. Grace slipped back into her room to finish getting ready for the day while I dressed and stamped my feet in my boots. Greeting the day with a smile.

Outside the house, the world greeted me with a thin layer of frost coating the ground and sparkling on the tips of pine needles. My breath misted before my face as the first hint of winter crept in. I felt sore from the night before, realizing that so much sex worked out odd hip muscles I’d never really used before.

The morning chores flew by, and an hour after sunrise, I was saddling a horse to head into town.

“I’m coming as well,” Grace said, brushing down one of the outlaw’s horses and resting a saddle blanket on its back, “I’m expecting a telegram in town.”

I wanted to argue, but the woman can get a look in her pale blue eyes that brooks no argument. I simply nodded and threw my saddle into place. She seemed surprised by my lack of argument and pleased.


Chapter Six

As we mounted up, Esther was heading up into the hills to continue working on the mine. While Delilah marched up and down the rows of crops, hoe in hand. Strung behind my horse were three of the outlaw’s horses on leads, two I planned to sell or trade, and the third would be our pack animal.

Grace rode side-saddle, something I’d heard of, but rarely seen. She had her own specialized saddle for it and everything. She rode well, as if she’d been on a horse since she was a girl. Her back straight and head held up proudly, I couldn’t help but wonder if she was some secret noble-lady or something. She looked like the picture of the aristocracy.

We rode hard, letting the animals walk up the small slopes and ridding them downhill most of the way to preserve them. It took half the time or less than it had with the cart, and we arrived in the morning before business had begun to pick up. The whores weren’t even hanging out their windows yet.

“I have to put in an order with the grocer,” I said, “and inform him of what happened with the sheriff, I’ll meet you back hereafter.”

“Don’t go getting yourself into any trouble while we’re here,” she said with a small concerned smile, then her eyes sharpened to augers as she went on, “Just remember your promise to us.” Shooting a glance at the whore house, she strode off, back straight and hips swishing side to side, dragging my gaze like a lodestone.

The general store was empty when I stepped in, and the owner smiled when I stepped in. I could see no sign of tension or anxiety in the man’s expression or stance. He seemed to know nothing about what the sheriff had been up to, that or he was a much better liar than I’d guessed.

“John, my lad, how are you?” He walked over and shook my hand as he looked up at me, “We had a service for your Pa at the church two days ago, Sheriff said he was going to invite you down, but I guess you had your own words at his grave. He was a complicated man your Pa, but too young to go, it’s a tragic loss.”

I was just about to open my mouth and tell him all about the Sheriff and the Dade Gang, but then I realized with sudden insight, that I’d have to explain why the men had come after me. The only reason that would make sense to the man would be the gold, and I had no desire to out that secret just yet.

“Complicated?” I asked, instead, “How do you mean?”

“Ahh, well, I’ll not talk ill of a man, especially to his son,” the small man shook his head, a tight frown on his lips, “But your Pa… he came into town a bit more than your realized… if you catch my drift.”

“I’m not sure I do,” I said and was about to press the man for more details, even though my stomach was queasy, unsure if I wanted to hear the answers.

The bell rang behind me, signaling someone entering the store, and we both glanced back. The woman who stood there had dark skim mocha-colored skin and thick, shiny black hair. She was dressed in a red dress of cheap silk with a lowcut bodice and the skirts pinned up to her knees, revealing white petty coats beneath.

She was younger, probably in her mid-twenties, but it was hard to tell with her artfully painted on make-up, enhancing her beauty and making her appear more youthful. Her body was incredible, with a narrow waist, cinched in a corset, big soft breasts spilling out of her top, and a round firm behind that her dress hugged artfully.

“Mistress Lilliana,” the grocer said with respect in his voice that surprised me, “how man I serve you today?”

“My sister wishes to speak with him,” she said, pointing at me, “before he does anything else.”

“I have supplies and tools to buy,” I said, my eyes narrowing on the pretty woman who seemed to be twisting slightly under my stare in order to draw my gaze down her body, “and then I planned to get a drink. If she wants to meet me in the saloon, we can talk, but I have no plans on heading into that den of sin.”

“Hmpf,” Lilliana said, crossing her arms and looking me up and down, “Why are the beautiful ones always so righteous?” Then she shook her head, “No one in this town will sell you anything until you see Sylvia, you can count on that, young man.”

I looked at Levinson, who gave a small shrug of apology, and I saw the truth in the woman’s words. I had no idea the whore houses Madame had this kind of power in town. Reaching down, I eased the six-shooter strapped to my him, in its holster making sure it would draw quickly if I should need it, then with a grim nod, I told the girl to lead the way.

“You won’t be needing that,” she said with a crooked, sultry smile, “my sister fights with… other weapons.”

I said nothing, just staring at the woman, and I was pleased to see her self-assurance grow fragile, and a small tremble appeared in her fingers. Finally, she broke eye contact and turned to lead the way.

She walked with quick little steps, her black slippers kicking her skirts and petticoats. As we walked down the dirt street towards the whore house, we passed the new telegraph office. I’d never been in the place, having no one to send messages to, but I saw Grace as we passed. She frowned when she saw who was leading me up the street, her gaze hard.

There was no name for the whore house; it was simply called The House, by townsfolk. It was a small but deep two-story building. Lilliana led me in and through the empty common room. A tired old whore was sitting at a table with a bottle of tequila, staring into an empty shot glass as if it held answers for her.

She glanced up when we entered, and I saw a glint of desire sparkle in the older woman’s eyes, and she called out to Lilliana.

“The handsome boy looking for doubles? Or Triples?”

“No, Mary,” Lilliana said with a crooked smile, “This is Boone’s boy. Sylvia wants to see him.”

“I don’t see much of your father in your boy, except for your size,” she grinned and poured herself another shot of tequila, “You ever want an expert mouth on that hard-young cock of yours, you come find me.”

The woman flashed me a wink and couldn’t help the blush that burned on my cheeks, which only caused the woman to cackle all the louder. I wouldn’t say she was pretty, not with her crooked teeth, but she was attractive and had perhaps the most massive pair of breasts I’d ever seen.

Trying to ignore Mary’s frank stare as we climbed the stairs to the second level, I looked around the place. I was surprised to find the inside tastefully decorated, with several paintings on the walls and delicate French furnishings. Even the doors had intricate brass nobs.

Throughout the building were several men I assumed were security—large bald men with mean glowering faces. There was a strange child-like quality to their features that made me shiver in revulsions, though I didn’t know why. Each man had a large weapon at their hips that looked to have been used often. Their eyes all tracked my movements as we walked deeper and deeper into the building to places the sun's light never reached.


Chapter Seven

Lilliana led me to a sizeable double-doored office with the large’s security guard standing outside, a shotgun resting at his side. The man held up a hand and pointed at the gun on my hip.

“No one sees the Lady with steel,” he pointed at the knife on my other hip, “Blade too.”

I looked at the man for one long moment, a slight smile tugging at my lips. The man was boarder than me, almost bulky with corded muscles, but I was a touch taller and my shoulder just as wide. I wanted to laugh at the absurdity of needing a gun or a knife to commit violence, but I unhooked the belt and handed it over.

Lilliana pushed in the door, and I saw a luxurious office and apartment laid out. There was a large bed off to the right, with a vanity covered in make-up, powders, eyelash curlers, mirrors, and more. In the center of the room was a richly upholstered couch and matching chairs, along with a footstool that had an odd set of cuffs attached to its four corners. The other side of the room was dominated by a large desk and drawers full of files and papers. What a whore house required paperwork for, I had no idea. Behind the desk sat the houses Madame, Sylvia.

Despite the guards, my lack of weapons, and being so far from the street, I’d felt utterly safe up until the moment Sylvia trapped me with her predatory gaze. Her darkly gorgeous eyes held all the secrets in the world and an incredibly seductive and almost reptilian otherworldliness. The resemblance with her sister was apparent, but where Lilliana was a touch softer featured and beautiful in a cute little sister way, Sylvia was that beauty perfect and matured.

Her face was either dominated or enhanced by her nose, her mouth full, lips thick and sumptuous. Her hair was raven-black, wavy, and hung down to her mid-back, so thick and sinuous it almost looked alive as she shifted in her seat, and its shine reflected the candlelight.

The woman motioned to a seat before her desk, flashing a Cheshire-cat like grin at me.

“Lilly, dear, please get the door,” her voice had an ever so faint accent and was throaty and thick, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine and through my cock. A sound caused me to turn and look as Lillianna pulled a heavy curtain in front of the door.

When I turned a raised eyebrow back to Sylvia, she shrugged impishly, doing amazing things to her breasts.

“It blocks out the sound,” she said, her voice once more doing strange things to my brain and teenage libido, “Wouldn’t want anyone to overhear what we have to say to our handsome young visitor now would we?”

She raised an eyebrow at me and winked, sending another shiver down my spine. She didn’t help the situation when she stood and walked over to a sidebar.

Her body was the most incredible I’d ever seen, except for Grace’s. With massive, heavy breasts cupped and held to perfection by her silky black dress. Her waist was narrow, and there was an ever so faint swell to her belly, the curve only serving to enhance her bust. Her hips were wide, and her ass firm and perfect beneath the material that clung to it.

She was pouring three glasses of wine, and I observed her motions. Bringing one over to her sister and me, she bent low to hand it to me, further than necessary. Her darkly seductive smile flashed even brighter when she caught my eyes dipping down into the dark shadow between her massive cleavage. Then she was standing and handing a glass to her sister, who sat off to the side.

“You know why I asked you to come here today?” She asked as she stepped behind her desk and slowly sank into her seat, sipping her wine and savoring it with a pleased smile.

“Why don’t you tell me?” I set my glass on her desk, untouched. Sylvia glanced at the wine, and then back to me a small smile tugging her lips.

“If I wanted to kill you, boy, you’d have died before you got to town this morning. My scouts saw you and the woman miles off. I wouldn’t waste good wine with poison.” She nodded to the glass, and I took a sip, my eyes never leaving hers. It was a vibrant red, and I found I loved the taste immediately. She saw my surprised pleasure, and her grin deepened, “Good, right? Bottled in Salinas but tastes of Italy. You killed the sheriff and the Dade brothers?”

Her change of topic caught me off guard, and my expression must have given away the truth before I could school my features. I saw her grin, like a kid who’d just won a puzzle game. My estimation of this woman went up a few notches, and I found myself wishing Grace were here, for I could have used the women’s sharp intellect when dealing with Sylvia.

“Your dangerous, boy,” she went on, swirling her wine, “I can respect that, but are you also smart?”

“The sheriff called me, boy, once.” I said, sipping my wine again and remaining silent. The Madame tilted her head at me once as if I’d scored a point. Then she went on in a slightly more respectful tone.

“Your Pa Boone and I had a deal… young man,” her grin was hard, and I saw the steel hidden beneath the soft silk of her seduction, “And I have it in writing with his signature in blood. Five percent of whatever he pulls out of that deposit, he found, and in return, I would transport it to the east for him. There were also other… favors the man wanted. I’m more than willing to extend the same contract to you, but make no mistake… I’ll have my five percent one way or another.”

“I have to ask,” I said eyes narrowed, “how it was the sheriff and the Dade’s found out about the gold.”

“Your Pa liked to talk, and when he was in his cups, he talked a lot,” the woman waved her hand dismissively, “How do you think I learned of the gold in the first place. Boone was bragging to one of my girls about how rich he was going to be two weeks ago. That sheriff was a two-timing son-of-a-bitch, you think I wanted to work with him?”

“Let me read the contract,” I said after a long pause.

She pulled out the piece of paper from a folder she had ready on her desk, and Lilliana stood and walked it over to me. The pretty Hispanic woman stood next to my chair; hands clasped before her waist in a stance of subservience.

I recognized my fathers’ signature at once and couldn’t help the small spark of betraying that coursed through me. The man had told me nothing about this. It was as the woman said, five percent of the gold pulled out of the ground in return for transport once a month to New York. As well as one evening of fornication with the Garcia sisters
. That last was written in my father’s hasty nearly illegible handwriting.

“Who are the Garcia sisters?” I asked, but I knew the answer just as I said it, seeing the smiles on the two women’s faces.

“Your father wanted to do with us, what every man has wanted our whole lives, and what we’ve held as our ultimate card to play.” Sylvia said, her voice soft and seductive, “A threesome with sisters… the man died before he ever got to experience it… tell me, John, would you like to spend an evening with Lilliana and me? I can promise you,” her words barely above a whisper as her sister moved closer to me, her warm body heat causing goose pimples to form on the backs of my arms and neck, “that we will give you the night of your life. But that is not all,” she added, surprising Lilliana, who looked at her sister with a questioning frown, “I would have you breed my hija, Maria…”

“Slyvia!” Lilliana gasped, “la nina es virgin!”

“Miralo hermana, es el hombre mas hermoso que he visto… y sera rico… Maria robara su corazon.” Sylvia’s voice came out as a breathy whisper.

I couldn’t understand their Spanish, but I could tell they were speaking of the girl and me. I started shaking my head, moving to stand.

“I will honor my fathers’ word,” I said, “but as for the rest, I’m sorry, I can’t.”

“You can’t?” Asked Sylvia, her voice sharp with a faint tinge of anger, this was not a woman used to being denied, “Are you into men?” Her frown said she didn’t believe the words, and I chuckled.

“Not that,” I said, “I’ve made promises to… others.”

“Who?” Sylvia asked, her voice almost a shriek as she stood quickly, her massive tits swaying and causing me to swallow hard and stiffen my resolve, “That uppity strumpet you rode in with? I’ve seen her type before, eager but stiff. No… you will come to us, John… once you see my gorgeous Maria… the girl has been educated in the finest private school back east… I’ve been grooming her for a special man… you’re that special man John. If you play things right, you could own these mountains, become the richest and most powerful man in the west… perhaps the country.”

“I don’t care about any of that,” I said, “I just want to live in peace in my mountains.”

“That ship sailed when your Pa started talking,” Sylvia said with a shake of her head as she walked around the desk. Her sister pressed herself to my side, large soft breasts crushed against my upper arm.

“You will marry my girl,” Sylvia said as she stepped close to me, resting a warm hand on my chest, her massive breasts filling my vision as her dark eyes danced with desire, “or at least put a baby in her belly and add this incredible strength to our family line… but first, we shall sample your delights… and give you the time of your young life.”

Her smile was almost predatory as I felt Lilliana sink to her knees beside me, her eager little fingers sliding along the length of my cock and waistband. My dick was hard, no matter how hard I tried to calm it down.

“Oh, sister…” Lilliana moaned, “he is a big
 man.” Her smile of delight sent such a thrill of pleasure through me that alarm bells began to ring in my head.

Taking that first step back away from the gorgeous women was one of the hardest thing’s I’ve ever done in my life. The second was a touch easier, but the anger I saw in Sylvia’s face and the hurt in Lilliana’s both hurt me deep down, surprising me.

The sexual tension which had been thick a moment before was ripped apart as I walked back to the curtained door.

“I can’t… I’m sorry… shit, I wish I could… but I gave my word,” my breathing was heavy, and my body and hormones screaming at me to not leave these gorgeous sisters.

Lilliana stood, she and her sister crossing their arms in near-identical movements.

“You’re a rare man,” Sylvia said, and I couldn’t tell if she was angry or not, “You have three days to decide, and after that, I send my eunuchs after you and those easterners. Choose wisely, young John. I would hate
 to see anything bad happen to that pretty face of yours.”

Her voice was hard, no longer seductive, and I gave her a nod, making sure my still rock-hard cock was pushed down the leg of my pants, somewhat less obvious. Then I stepped through the curtain and out into the hall. The guard gave me a mild look over and passed my weapons belt to me, a faint smile creasing the flesh around his eyes. I imagined he saw a lot of men exit that office with erections.


Chapter Eight

I walked out of the building in a bit of a daze, trying to banish the fantasy of the two gorgeous sisters from my mind. Also, trying to ignore the speculation of what a highly educated younger version of Sylvia might be like.

Grace was pacing back and forth on the boardwalk outside of the House, and she hurried over when I stepped out. She froze when she saw the hardness in my pants, and I looked down with a deep blush to see the top two buttons had become undone at some point. Lilliana’s fingers were quicker than I thought.

Grace glared at me as I thumbed them in place, but I shook my head, and her frown of anger turned to one of question, and I nodded my head to the horses. I saw she had sold the two we’d brought on leads and had someone from the grocers pack the third horse with the tools and ammunition I’d come for. Grateful once more for the woman’s incredible competence, I hauled myself up into my saddle and started out of town, feeling the eyes of many boring into my back as we headed back up into the hills.

I could feel the bristling curiosity as Grace rode beside me, her eyes searching my face all the way out of town. I wouldn’t speak until I knew there was no one near enough to overhear. Once we were in the clear, I told her everything. Sparing no details as I told her of the Madam and her sisters’ indecent proposal, the contract with my father, as well as the woman’s desires for her daughter.

She listened with intense concentration, and when I was done, she began to ask pointed questions. Everything from how the woman was dressed, to having me repeat everything word for word in places to the best of my knowledge. She even asked me to describe the painting on the walls and the furniture in Sylvia’s office.

When she was done probing, she rode in thoughtful silence, her jealous anger from earlier gone. I waited for her to say she didn’t believe me or cast aspersions on the whores, but she did none of that. If anything, I would have said she looked thoughtful.

“I plan to pay her the five percent,” I said, after a long silence broken only by the low howl of the wind, and the horses clopping hooves.

“It will keep the woman silent if nothing else,” Grace said, nodding, “The woman presents a unique opportunity, and one we should think deeply on. I hope you don’t plan to have her transport your gold.”

“No way,” I said with a shake of my head, “I don’t know what Pa was thinking, but that seems like asking her to steal it all or skim off the top.”

“Smart lad,” she said with a nod, “but what use could she and her women be?”

“Her women?” I asked I hadn’t thought about anything other than the woman, her sister, and the girl. But now I began to sort through all the information.

“She seems to be in total control of the town,” I said, “At least for now, with the sheriff gone. But someone is going to come in soon and fill the vacuum.”

“I suspect you’re right,” she said, nodding, “But so long as she stays alive and keeps control of that property, she’ll be a force of power in that town and this region, whether the men-folk know it or not.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“It’s not a truth I like to think about, but men visit whores, and they talk as they lay on the pillows. In every city and major town in the world, the people with the most information are the masters of these places of business. If they do their jobs quietly and manage not to anger the wrong individuals, they can become very wealthy.”

“How do you know all of this?” I asked with curiosity, I hadn’t probed her past and had no desire to put her on the spot, we all deserve a second chance, “I thought you’d be pissed off at me for even entering the place.”

“I don’t speak of my past because of any great shame or trauma,” Grace said with an easy smile, shading her eyes as she took in the view and took in a deep breath, before letting it out slowly, “It just isn’t that interesting. I grew up the daughter of a politician. My last name is well known in some small parts of the world, and my grandfather build a vast fortune in trading. My father squandered it all away though at the horse tracks, on women and many failed campaigns for office. He ruined our good name and drove my mother mad. He married me off when I was too young to know better.

“My husband was what they call a confirmed bachelor… in other words, not interested in women. He treated me well, and consummated our marriage… hmph, if you can call it that… and I was blessed with Delilah. My one solace was my friendship with my erstwhile friend Esther, who was always off on some adventure or other. Then when my husband passed, I was lost and bereft, penniless. In truth, I hate money, and one of the reasons for coming out to these wild lands was to build a life free of all that.

“I spent most of my time in study, with books and ledgers and digging through the accounts of great houses in the old country and companies. It is all so fascinating, but that world is impossible for a woman to enter. I’d hoped to find a better one out here. Instead, I found you…”

Her voice gave a hitch, and when I glanced over, she looked away, but not before I caught the tears shining in her eyes, and the smile on her lips. I felt warm and gooey inside and let my eyes travel the length of her sublime curves. It was remarkable how similar her and Sylvia’s bodies were, but Grace’s was just a hair sexier. Her pale skin contrasting with her dark hair and her elegant features speaking of excellent breeding.

“And I got you tied up in a dangerous situation involving a fortune in gold,” I said with a sigh.

“You have given me love and put me in the center of an adventure straight out of the penny novels I used to chew through as a girl,” Grace laughed, her manner so relaxed and carefree I saw a hint of Delilah in her right then. “Oh John, you beautiful young man, you’ve no idea what a blessing you are to us. Now, tell me,” she said with a sly little grin, “Were you tempted by Sylvia and her sisters offer?”

“Umm… well,” I said, feeling my face burning red, “Yeah, I was tempted… but I didn’t do anything.”

“Let’s take a break,” she said, changing the subject and pointing to a nearby hilltop with an oak spread out at the top, “The horses could use the rest, and I packed us a lunch.”


Chapter Nine

We rode over and let then drink from a nearby spring and then tied them off to graze near the tree. Grace spread out a red and white checkered blanket and pulled out a small package of cheese, dried meats, and fresh berries that were only a little smushed out of it.

Sitting down, we ate the light meal as the sun rose into the pale blue sky above us. Grace lay back on one elbow and pulled me down with her, her gentle fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

“What we have may be unconventional, but we have been so happy,” her smile made my heart swell just as my cock did when she pressed her large breasts against me, and I could feel her nipples digging into my skin, “But we have been so happy these past few days. Last night…” her cheeks blushed red fire, and I felt her hand slide down the length of my cock, “Esther and I couldn’t help ourselves and we… touched one another as we listened to you and Delilah make love.”

“Really?” I asked a little awed and out of breath, thinking of the two of them together.

“You like that,” she bit her thick bottom lip as she gripped my throbbing dick, flicking the buttons free as she dragged it forth, “That makes me so happy… I want no barriers between our love… between any of ours.”

“But your rules,” I said, my hand slipping under her dress, across her smooth pale skin.

“Do you imagine they will last forever?” She asked, her incredibly bright blue eyes arresting me in place.

She sat up, whipping her dress over her head and sitting on my hips. Proud and tall, she looked like a pale skinned goddess, her massive breasts with their pink puffy areola making my mouth water, shifting her hips slightly she took my cock into her waiting depths with a sigh of pleasure.

“Do you imagine… that we three will be the only women in your harem?” Her trembling smile grew at my frown of confusion, “If she is beautiful, loyal, and capable, why should you not claim them as yours? My beautiful young MAN
,” her voice a guttural moan as I felt her pussy quivering around my cock, her hips rising and falling slowly as I gripped then, slinging my fingers around to grab her ass.

She leaned forward and crushed her massive breasts between us, and her lips found mine, our thrusting bodies growing more frantic as desire built in us.

“Tell me… do you want that whore and her daughter?” Her eyes were burning as she looked into mine, and for a moment, I froze unsure how to answer, “The truth,” she hissed, the sounds of our wet sexes joining surrounding us, “tell me, John… fuck baby, mommy going to cum on this cock…”

“Yes,” I hissed, squeezing my eyes shut, not wanting to see the disappointment on Grace's beautiful features, “I do, God forgive me.”

“No… forgiveness,” she panted, and I felt her kisses raining down on my face, “You will have them… of god cumming baby, you will have them…!”

I flooded her insides with my cum, and she collapsed upon me, my hands full of her massive breasts, and we lay upon the blanket for long minutes catching our breath. She shifted at my side and kissed my neck, her fingers tracing the muscles of my chest and stomach as she whispered in my ear.

“Do you trust me, John?” She asked.

“I do,” I said, nodding, “I only just met you a week ago, but I do.”

“Then leave Sylvia, her sister, and daughter to me. I have a plan for dealing with them,” she kissed my cheek and sat up, her breasts swaying and causing my eyes to track their motions.

“Were you serious about what you said?” I asked, worrying it had just been in the heat of the moment and needing to know.

“Do you change your mind now?” She asked with a twinkle in her eyes, “And yes, to answer your question, I was serious. Perhaps not the mother, but the girl sounds promising if the woman’s telling the truth about her education and upbringing.”

“Why?” I asked, taking her hand and stopping her from rising to her feet, “Why would you be ok sharing me with so many other women?”

“In truth,” she said a touch hesitantly, “I love women, and I always have. Not in a sexual way, although sometimes,” she blushed bright red and then went on, “But I can find something to love and value in almost any woman. But I’ve only ever loved one man… and it hit me like a bolt of lightning when I first saw him.”

She was staring into my eyes, and I knew exactly what she meant, the moment we’d first met had been just as important and powerful to her as it was to me.

“It only makes me love you more when you look at Esther or Delilah and see the beauty in them that I do. I wanted you to love them as you love me, from the very start, but I didn’t realize,” she shook her head, blushing again, “I didn’t realize how much I would enjoy seeing you be physical with them… I’ve never gotten, so we John as yesterday on the porch…”

I grinned up at her, my cock hard once again as I pulled her beneath me, pressing my lips to hers. She moaned out softly as I kissed my way down her neck to drag her massive breasts together and lick and suckle the large hard nipples, massaging them against her chest.

“Tell me,” I said, “tell me everything in your dirty little mind.”

She breathed heavily and looked up at the sky before shutting her eyes and speaking. Her words were soft, barely above a whisper, but she never hesitated, gaining in steam until my tongue her sex and licked her hard-little clit.

“I made them tell me about your time together. How you look at them, what you like, and how they pleasure you. We all shared while you were gone…. Ohhh… God, that’s heaven, John… right there…”

“Don’t stop,” I said, “I want to hear it all.”

“All?” Her voice agonized as she went on, “While you were gone… we all shared our deepest fantasies after a little liquor… Esther admitted to wanting to be with a woman and a man together… so did Delilah. I… oh god!... I… wanted it too but stayed silent. My fantasy was… I can’t say it.”

“You want to,” I said with a grin as I climbed between her legs, the woman was almost frantic as she pulled me within her, her clit had been hard as a rock and her hips quivering, I knew she was on the very of exploding, and I sank my dick into her with agonizing slowness and she bit her bottom lip as her body rode the edge of a massive orgasm I wouldn’t let her crest the edge as my cock dug into her ever so slowly.

“Tell me,” I growled in her ear.

“I want to see you claim other women… of god… please let me cum… I want to see you fuck them! Breed them! Do to them what you have done to us… oh, god!”

“What have I done to you?” My cock was throbbing, and I began to move with force, causing her to tremble with violently beneath me.

“LOVE YOU… WORSHIP OUR MAN… GREATEST… FUCKING… FUCK… GOD… EVER… OH GOD IM -!”

Her teeth sank into my shoulder, and I felt a sharp pain, her scream of pleasure cutting off. Then I ignored the pain as my own orgasm hit, toes curling and fingers tingling as I came deep within her womb.

Our lips sought each other out, and we lay, holding one another’s sweaty, exhausted bodies, as we kissed with gentle lips, hands caressing.

The wild and wanton sex goddess faded as she sat up minutes later and began to dress. Her calm and composed exterior falling into place. I took dressed, and we packed up and got the horses saddled and ready to ride again.

Before heading out, I walked over and pulled Grace into a firm embrace, kissing her deeply. Resting my hands on either side of her face, I gazed down into her gorgeous blue eyes.

“Thank you,” I said, “I hope you know I love you too, and I can never tell you in words the depths of my gratitude and feelings for you, Esther and Delilah. All I can say is I love you, and thank you.”

“Oh… you…” Grace burst into tears; her calm once again shattered as she sobbed into my chest, holding me tight. “I love you too,” she said, grinning up at me when she had composed herself some. “now let’s get back home before the girls get too jealous and come hunting us.”

I laughed as we swung up into the saddles and rode off up the mountain to our valley home. The rest of the ride was pleasant, though we had to take our time with the packhorse being loaded down. We arrived at the house in the afternoon and found the girls had already completed the evening chores and were both sparring in the field beside the garden.


Chapter Ten

As we rode close, Esther waved, and Delilah pounced on the taller woman from behind, trying to wrestle her to the ground. Esther shifted her weight and flipped the young girl over her shoulder to hit the ground on her side hard.

Esther was grinning down at Delilah as we approached, and the girl took her time climbing to her feet.

“Just been showing the girl a little bit of hand to hand,” Esther said, flashing us her bright grin, “Everything go alright in town?”

“Let’s go in,” Grace said with a grim frown, “we can let you know what happened while we prepare dinner.”

Delilah came forward and took the reins of her mother’s horse and the packhorse. The let her lead them off into the paddock without complaint, the girl had a touch with animals just as surely as she did with growing things.

I helped her remove the saddles and tack and brush them down. Carrying the pack of ammunition and tools into the house. I went out back and pulled out several pieces of oak that I planned to carve down into handles for the tools.

We found Esther and Grace speaking quietly when we stepped in. I felt almost naked as both of their eyes traveled the length of me, a lusty promise in their gazes. Without a word, they laid out the food, and we all sat near the fire to eat.

“Tell us of this meeting you had in the whore house,” Esther said, prompting me to speak and drawing a crooked grin from Delilah.

“I’m surprised momma didn’t whip you for that!” The girl said with a giggle, “She teach you any tricks, John?”

“Delilah, listen up,” Grace said, her tone serious and brooking no more nonsense, “That trouble with the sheriff might seem like nothing if we make the wrong enemies.”

The girl broke off what she had been about to say and grew sober quick, nodding for me to go on.

I left nothing out in my tale, just as I had done with Grace. Surprisingly Delilah and Esther showed far more jealousy and anger when I described the offer Sylvia had made. I saw the two of them share a glance, and Esther flashed the girl a wink.

When I finished my tale, they both sat in thoughtful silence for several long moments before Esther turned to Grace and asked, “What do we do?”

“Yea, what are we gonna do, momma?” Delilah asked.

Grace smiled gratefully at their faith in her and turned to look me in the eyes.

“We have a few options,” she said softly, “but none of them are great. We might have to widen the circle earlier than we intended. We do know one thing, though,” she went on quickly, “John was tested today, by an offer no man could refuse… but he did, for us.”

“Was she beautiful, John?” Esther asked with genuine interest, licking her lips as she sat forward slightly.

“She was,” I said, seeing a slight twinge of jealousy touch her and Delilah’s faces, “as was her sister, both of them were gorgeous,” Delilah tossed her head angrily. She just happened to settle back down with her firm young tits spilling out the top of her dress and her legs showing above the knees, “and the things the offered to do to me…” I almost laughed at the stricken looks on the women’s faces, “But why would I ever contemplate it, when I have three such amazing and gorgeous women waiting for me at home?”

“You brat!” Delilah said, laughing, “you’re gonna pay for that!”

“Come on,” Esther said, steering the girl to the kitchen, “Let's clean up, it’s getting late, and we have an early morning tomorrow now that we are more than restocked on ammo. I plan to have you and your mom both hitting the hundred-meter target before breakfast.”

As the women cleaned up and said, goodnight Grace stretched and flashed me a wicked smile as she crawled over to my lap. Kneeling between my legs, the woman stripped my clothes off me. With the firelight illuminating her, she stood and slowly stripped before me. The world faded from sight as her pale skin flashed from dark shadow to golden light, casting lurid shadows on the wall and ceiling.

Without a single touch, my cock grew rigid and stood up tall, from merely staring at her incredible beauty. She seemed to relish my attention on her, and her hands cupped her massive breasts, massaging them and pulling down on her nipples, wet lips in an ‘O’ of pleasure as I looked on. I could see the moisture dripping down her inner thighs as she sank to her knees once more. Only this time, she had eyes on one thing only.

Taking my hardness into her hands, she ran her fingers up and down the length of it slowly, before drawing it down and planting soft kisses on the underside and head. Finally, taking me into her mouth.

She coated my cock slowly in her saliva, dragging it down with her fingers, and took her time as she sucked, licked, and kissed me into an oblivion of pleasure. She wanted to do nothing more that evening but worship my manhood until I gave her the prize she was seeking, drinking it down silently as she stared up into my eyes, her pale blue orbs burning with passion.

The orgasm left me trembling, and she held me still within the hot wetness of her mouth. Then her tongue began to slither and slide around the sensitive flesh, feather-light at first, then with more firmness. I was hard in no time.

Still silent, I lay her back and parted her slender thighs. I wanted to give her the same pleasure with my mouth, if not more, but she shook her head, desperate hands pulling me into her.

We made love with quiet passion, our hands all over one another’s body. Our orgasms were coming quickly as her tightness gripped me with feverish need. Then I pulled her around, pulling her up to her knees and watching her massive breasts sway. Her ass rolling before my hard thrusts as I took her from behind.

She began to grunt with an almost animal intensity as I pulled back on her hair, careful to grip it near the roots. And I felt her pussy gush wetness down my cock as she came hard on me. Her teeth pressed together as she fought to keep her scream in.

“Ugh!” She cried out as my cock throbbed and dumped a massive load deep within her.

Her spasming walls milked me as we collapsed to the blankets together, cuddling close and pulling a blanket over our naked bodies. My cock was still in her as we started drifting off to sleep. Then a sound from the back bedroom caused us both to freeze, awake, and alert.

“Mmmphm!” Came Delilah’s loud moan.

My cock throbbed when I realized what was going on, and I shifted my hips involuntarily. Grace sighed out, relaxing against me and welcoming me into her, as my cock hardened.

Her breathing was ragged and slow, and when I reached around to cup one of her massive breasts, I found the nipple hard as a little pebble, and she whimpered when I pulled down on it hard.

The sound of her daughter and Esther in the throes of sapphic love, while my cock dug deep into her pussy, sent Grace over the edge in record time. I took my time, listening with interest to the lesbian coupling going on, the occasional sighs and moans. All the while, I took Grace’s gorgeous body, able to fully explore her as I lay behind her thrusting away.

She rolled around and pulled my lips to her, her eyes open and staring into mine, searching and smiling at whatever she found. Her kisses were soft and delicate, at odds with our pounding hips. As she ran her tongue across my lips, I felt my rhythm falter, and I flooded her womb, holding myself as deep in her as I could.

With sighs of pleasure and exhaustion, we fell asleep like that, still connected to one another. I woke to the delicious pleasure of her sex working my hardness once more and we make quick fast love in the middle of the night, before passing out once again.


Chapter Eleven

The next morning, we fell right into our routine. An hour after sunrise, the ladies were out back shooting at targets, and an hour after that, I was heading up into the hills with Esther. I’d spend the morning whittling down handles for the tool heads, and by the time we left, we had another set of shovels, pick, and brushes.

We hadn’t made it halfway up the mountain before I had Esther bent over and gripping a tree trunk, grunting in pleasure as I pounded into her from behind. Her pants down around her slim thighs, and the sight of her pale bare ass slapping back into me was crazy hot. Once again, we broke up the day of hard and brutal labor with quick and dirty sex.

We had a breakthrough that morning, and I found a great angle to ding in from under the column of quartz, and we were able to dig out a four-foot section. Pounding down on it from above, the quartz cracked and sloughed off. With hammer and stone, we were able to break off the quartz easily and pull free fist-sized chunks of gold. They were in odd formations, almost like frozen bubbles or ribbons of thumb thigh metal.

As little as either of us cared about the wealth we held, it was exciting to pull free the material we’d been working so hard for. As the afternoon wore on, we covered up the mine and scouted the area. I took special care but found no trace of tracks around the area, much to my relief.

We were both almost stumbling as we lugged the heavy gold down the mountain. I knew of a place that I’d been planning to use and drew Esther into the small cave. The cave was only about four feet tall and ten feet deep, but at the back end was a vast pool of soft sand, tucked back from the wind and weather. It was plenty deep, and we buried the gold there.

Feeling proud of our day's work and seeing a clear path forward in our plans for the mine, we had a bit of a bounce in our step as we hiked back to the house. Once there, I was happy to find that Delilah had hooked up one of the outlaw’s horses to the plow and was practicing on a bare patch of dirt a few hundred meters away from the crops. The area around her was crisscrossed with winding rutted paths, but the fact that she’d been able to break ground with the horse at all, was big news.

“It took some time, but I found one of the horses that must have worked with a plow before,” Delilah enthused when we went over to check it out, “Old Copper here is a good old mare, she will be trained right up come spring. Won’cha girl?”

“This is amazing, Delilah,” I said, shaking my head I started to plan, with a plow horse we could quadruple our yields, making enough to see in town a few times a year, at least. “Instead of buying a plow horse this spring, we can get a milk cow instead.”

“Let me pick her!” Delilah said, “I promise she’ll be the best cow you ever seen!”

“Ok,” I said, grinning, “You can pick her.”

“We’re still on for, tonight, right?” Esther asked the girl as she trundled off with the horse, plow winding to the right as she fought to get it under control.

“We better be!” Delilah shouted back with a fierce grin.

“What’s tonight?” I asked.

“You’ll see, lover boy.” She winked and ran off to the house, laughing.

I was left with a double handful of tools to put away and a pile of chores to take care of, and I did it all with a giant grin on my face. Everywhere I looked, there was a beautiful woman who loved me and was working to make our lives better. The next day was Sunday, so I pulled out a salted ham from the cold box and carved it up to grill. Then I gathered mustard seeds that I’d stored from the spring before and ground them into a spicy sauce, cutting it with honey and salt.

We ate rabbit stew, thick brown bread with butter and honey, and slabs of grilled pork dipped in the mustard sauce. The night was cold, the sky clear, and our fire warm as we relaxed together in the living room, chatting and joking about our day. As the meal wore down, Esther pulled out a bottle of Tennessee Whiskey, surprising me.

“Pulled it from one of the bandit's gear, the tops cracked, but the whiskey still tastes fine,” she grinned as Delilah ran to get four tin cups.

Grace frowned as Esther poured the girl a healthy measure, but she said nothing. Taking her own tin cup and sniffing it suspiciously. I grinned as she recoiled and inhaled my own cup. The sweet and smoky aroma made my mouth water.

“To the mountain home,” Esther said, raiser her glass.

I nodded, and we all repeated the toast. I took a large pull from my cup, loving the fire as it burned down my throat and lit a warmth in my belly that worked its way through my limbs relaxing me. The second sip went down smoother, and the third tasted sweet as candy.

There was a warm, happy glow in the living room as I lounged near the fire sifting the embers and rolling the log to burn evenly. When I moved back, I found Esther there, pressing me down to the blankets and undoing the buttons of my shirt. I looked over and saw Delilah grin and toss back her drink, then slip down to the floor and crawl over.

My heart was hammering in my chest as the girl pulled up beside me and biting her thick bottom lip turn to look at Esther as the pretty blond kissed her way down my muscled stomach. The two women looked at each other as I saw true desire pass between them, and my cock throbbed all the harder in my pants. Reaching up, I slipped my fingers into both of their hairlines. Both women arched their backs at the sensation racing down their spines as my nails dragged along their scalp.

I turned Esther to me and kissed her passionately, our tongues dancing wildly. Then with a ragged breath, I pulled back and turned to Delilah, seeing such open joy and excitement on the girl's face that I responded in kind as I kissed her with equal affection and passion. The girl pulled away, licking her lips and mewling in pleasure, then reached up and turned Esther’s face to hers, kissing the woman before my awestruck eyes. Their tongues, that I knew so well, touching softly, almost delicately as they inhaled each other’s breath.

I looked up and saw Grace pull her seat back and take up her second glass of whiskey. She sat back in the shadows, almost invisible, except for her gleaming eyes, like blue gemstones reflecting the firelight. I realized that this was the fantasy she’d admitted to me, and from the intensity in her gaze, she planned to witness every moment of it.

Then my attention was drawn away as Esther ripped free my pants and yanked them down. Delilah took one of my hands and pressed it to her firm young breast as she pulled my shirt up off my head. The girl's dress came off at the same time Esther’s did, and both women reached out and caressed one another breasts with a hand and then dropped them into my lap. I sighed out as two soft hands encircled my cock, stroking me slowly.

Delilah and Esther were staring into one another’s eyes as they lowered themselves down to either side of me. I leaned back and rested on my elbows, my injuries still healing, ached something fierce. As always, the pain faded as pleasure pushed it away.

Watching in awe, both women arched their eyebrows at one another and pressed their soft lips to either side of my cock.

“Oh Jesus, that’s so hot,” I moaned out as they kissed up either side, their tongues snaking out to lick up and down, occasionally touching.

When they made it to the head, both flashed eager grins as their kisses joined, my cock and afterthought as they made out, tongues teasing one another and the tip of my cock. Then Esther turned and sucked me into her hot mouth, making me gasp and grinning around my dick as it stretched her jaws. Delilah kissed her neck, groping the woman’s smaller firm breasts and ass as Esther worked my cock into her mouth, hand stroking me.

Then they traded places, kissing as they passed my cock back and forth. Esther moving down to suck one of Delilah’s puffy nipples into her mouth. I could tell she was fascinated with the girl’s breasts, continually touching and squeezing them. As Delilah sucked me down, Esther pulled back, touching herself as she watched us.

“Ride him,” she said, her face twisted in pleasure as the girl grinned and climbed up my body.

I ran my hands up her firm thighs and around the firm swell of her ass and took hold of her waist. Drawing her wet lips up the hardness of my manhood, I felt her shudder as I gripped her tight. Then I was piercing her depths, and she cried out in pleasure. I drove up into her with hard fast thrusts, all need, and lust, and she pushed back into me with the same intensity.

Sucking one of her puffy nipples into my mouth, just as Esther had done, I loved the feel of her firm young breast beneath my lips. Esther was at our side, turning Delilah to her, kissing her passionately.

I pulled the taller woman around, and she moaned out in pleasure as I pressed my tongue to her wet sex. She was drooling with desire as I ran the tip of my tongue up and down her hard-little clit and drove it into her hot depths, tasting her.

Delilah rode me hard, taking over and getting her pleasure from me, as Esther held her, the two locked in an embrace. My tongue in her pussy and finger, teasing her backside, drove her to the heights. The three of us climaxed together, and I felt like Delilah drew the soul out of my body as she gripped me with her insides, her legs squeezing my sides tight.

We fell into a pile of limbs, touching and kissing and still hazy from the whiskey, happy and warm. Hands touched and teased me back to life, and I returned the favor. This time I took Esther on her hands and knees. She had already thought this through and had Delilah lay on her back. The woman grinned with fierce pleasure as she rode the girls face, and feasted on her tight young folds, as I drove into her from behind. Gripping her slender hips, our wet sexes filling the room with a slapping, in time with our grunts of pleasure.

Whether it was my cock driving into her, or Delilah’s tongue tasting her and exploring her nethers, Esther soon was screaming out in one of the biggest orgasms I’ve ever seen the woman have. Her sensitive sex could take no more contact, and I drew out of her slowly, loving the feel of her shuddering in aftershocks of pleasure as my cock left her.

Delilah rolled me onto my back and took my cum-slick cock into her mouth, sucking Esther’s juices from me. In moments the woman joined her and their tongues, flat and wide slide up and down my cock. I lay there, shaking as the orgasm finally rushed out of me. Delilah circled two hands around the base of my cock and cinched hard, trapping the blood and drawing out my release.

“Ohhhhhh….. Gooodddd!” I moaned as the cum throbbed out of my cock, not spraying but oozing out and over the women’s tongues, sliding down into their smiling mouths.

I shuddered in release and lay there trembling as the two of them licked and kissed my cock clean, soon just making out above me. My hands were filled with two butt cheeks, one young firm flesh, the other soft and athletic. I ran my hands up their backs, and slid my fingers into their scalps one more time, causing them to shudder and flash me delighted grins.

They both fell on me, kissing my cheeks, neck, lips, and each other’s. We rolled around for hours, exploring and playing, teasing, and touching. I forgot about Grace most of the time, but she never stopped watching us, and once I even caught her with her hand under her skirt and the other up her bodice, face twisted in ecstasy as she masturbated.

Feeling like a lecherous bastard and a blessed fool, I fell into a deep sleep. On one side was the tiny and busty Delilah and, on the other long, lean Esther with her stark, blond beauty.


Chapter Twelve

The next morning dawned overcast and with a chill to the air. The chores were evenly distributed now, and we took care of them quickly and with little fuss. Esther, Grace, and Delilah were all sitting on the porch, putting their rifles back together after cleaning them. It had become their habit to clean the guns before and after their morning target practice.

I happened to be looking down the mountains when a flock of birds startled a good half mile down, right on the trail that led down to town. Peering closely at the trees, I saw movement and felt a cold seed of fear take root in my stomach as our encounter with the sheriff and his men played out in my head.

“Get the rifles together, and loaded,” I said as I pulled my hat down to shade my eyes, “We’ve got company riding in.”

Their looks of fear passed quickly and were replaced by determination as they worked quickly. I watched the riders draw closer and was relieved to see there were only three riders and each of them in skirts.

“Guess she couldn’t wait three days for her answer,” I said, pointing, “That’s Sylvia upfront and her sister Lilliana beside her.”

“That’s
 Sylvia?” Delilah asked with a raised eyebrow before letting out a long low whistle, “That might be the prettiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Delilah,” Grave snapped, a touch of annoyance tinging her voice, “go put the kettle on, and run a comb through that hair of yours.”

The younger girl hopped up and raced off, flashing me a tight-lipped grin of excitement. I wasn’t sure what she was excited about, but she made me nervous. As the three rode up, I saw they were all armed but didn’t appear hostile at all. Sylvia and her sister were dressed in nearly identical black dresses, hair in thick braids that hung back over their shoulders. The third must be Sylvia’s daughter, I figured, the resemblance was uncanny.

The girl was tall and slender, with a beauty that seemed almost timeless. Her lustrous black hair hung down in loose curls, framing a face with high cheekbones and dark, shy eyes. She was as thin as Esther, but with wide hips and a firm round behind like her mother. Also, like her mother, the girl had a massive bosom, that her dress did little to hide. I felt my mouth go dry as they rode near, and her firm swaying breasts drew my eyes.

Sylvia flashed me a little smile when she saw me checking out her daughter and made sure that my eyes never left her sexy form as she pulled to a stop before the house. Her low-cut top revealed a vast expanse of smooth olive skin and the deep shadow between.

“I know I said I’d give you three days,” Sylvia said as she pulled her horse to a stop, “but we have a problem.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“I just got word late last night, the Governor of Texas just put a badge on his brother and set him up here to be Marshall.” Sylvia’s face was a grim mask, but Lilliana must have seen my puzzled expression because she spoke up.

“Findley Galveston is an evil son-of-a-bitch,” the shorter woman said, her soft breasts jiggling as she spoke, “I spent a few years down in Texas, and he is notorious for beating and killing whore, and just about anyone else who looks at him sideways.”

“Tell him about the ranch,” Sylvia said, nodding, “A dark business.”

“Tell us inside,” Grace said, stepping out of the house, “we have a pot of tea on, and some tea cakes leftover from our trip out here. Please, come inside and be welcomed, all of you.”

I saw Sylvia and Grace smile at one another. Their eyes were flinty and hard as they slowly tracked one another’s bodies and came to rest on each other faces. They were both searching for something, but neither would give an inch to the other. The tension grew, and I wondered if they were about to launch themselves at one another with raking nails and feral screams. Then almost as if by magic, both women flashed near-identical smiles to one another, mutual respect in their eyes.

Grace gave an almost silent grunt of approval as Sylvia and the other two dismounted, leaving their horses to feed near the paddock. I stepped into the living room to find that the pallet had been folded and put away. The chairs and dining table had been pushed back and small cushions placed on the ground around the fireplace in a circle.

I took a seat near the wall, and Delilah came out of the kitchen with the teapot and flashed me a grin. Just then, the women all stepped in. They were like two packs of stray cats, wary of one another, and testing the air.

The only two who seemed immune to the tension filling the air were the gorgeous young Hispanic girl and Delilah. The two of them grinned at one another, Delilah, with open joy and friendship and the taller, bustier girl with a shyness I found endearing. Then Delilah looked at Sylvia, and her smile fell, jaw hanging open and cheeks blushing a deep red. The girl was in awe of the Madame’s stunning beauty and dress.

Stepping forward, Delilah presented Sylvia and her sister with teacups, curtsying as she did. The two Hispanic women startled at the curtsy and flashed amused smiles to one another.

“You curtsy to whores’ girl?” Sylvia asked, her rich voice filling the room with its seductive vibrations.

“Courtesy is the glue that holds our fragile world together,” Delilah said, “or so I read once.”

“Honor holds us all together more than courtesy,” Sylvia said with a small smirk as she took the teacup, “But it’s a pretty sentiment. Thank you for the tea.”

“It would be nice if honor did,” Esther said, resting her rifle against the wall and folding her long legs beneath her, “but often it’s nowhere to be found. Speaking of which, tell us about this new Marshall and why you’ve all ridden out here today.”

“Colonel Findley Galveston and his men are known all over Mexico as a gang of rapists and murderers,” Lilliana said, accepting her tea with a grateful smile as she sat, “He and his men would come to the Five-n-Dime… sorry that was where I was… working at the time.”

She seemed shy to speak of her profession around the conservatively dressed Grace and Delilah, but Grace was shaking her head.

“Yours is the oldest profession in the world,” Grace said, her brooking no-nonsense, “and despite what the men and their books might say, there is no shame in it. You don’t have to mince words with us, and I assure you we’ve heard far worse.”

“That’s rather… enlightened of you,” Sylvia said, her eyes narrowed, and I too stared at Grace in surprise, but it was Delilah who spoke.

“Grandma Marie was a courtesan in France before grandpa married her,” the girl said, flashing a grin, “She used to tell me about when she was the king's lover as a girl, but then they cot off his head or something.”

Stunned silence reigned after that, all eyes staring at Grace, but none with more intensity than Sylvia, who was reassessing the woman once more. With a sigh, Grace nodded.

“Mother was quite the character; it’s true. Now, Lilliana, you were saying about the… Five-and-Dime?”

“Five-n-Dime, yea,” Lilliana went on in her heavy accent, “they were the worst sort of men. Mean, cruel, and too powerful and connected to do anything about it. One day Colonel Findley sees a woman he likes and decides to take her with force. The next day when the husband comes to press charges with the sheriff, Colonel has him hanged, property and wife confiscated by the state. Sold the woman to some banditos from the south and the land to one of his men.”

“Sounds like a bad guy,” I said.

“He’s the worst,” Lilliana said, her voice raw with emotion, “and if he’s coming here, it can’t be good news for anyone.”

“Especially someone with a secret gold mine,” Sylvia said, setting down her teacup and crossing her arms beneath her massive bosom as her eyes took on that predatory gleam I’d witnessed before.

“Or someone with a gorgeous young daughter…” Grace said, causing the Madame to turn and look at her, eyes flashing dangerously, “One who was educated in a fine boarding school but… has yet to finish her education.”

Sylvia held her gaze for one long moment before finally sagging, letting out a deep sigh as she nodded.


Chapter Thirteen

“I’ve had to send my best girls away. The last thing I want is that bastard to get his hands on my Jasmine,” she reached out and ran her fingers down the gorgeous girls soft pale cheek and grimaced, “There is more though, her uncle Esposito rides with the Colonel, and would claim her as his property and sell her the first chance he got.”

“That’s barbaric,” I said, feeling a wave of disgust. Slavery had never sat right with me. The thought of taking away a person’s freedom and forcing them into such a wretched life was anathema to my core.

“It’s their way,” Sylvia said, her anger plain.

“So, you would have us hide her,” Grace said, “But what of your contract with Boone? Will you still demand John to uphold it?”

“Circumstances have changed,” Sylvia said, “I’m willing to renegotiate.”

“Excellent,” Grace said, her pale blue eyes taking on a dangerous gleam, “So you know, the idea of you transporting the gold across the country is ridiculous, and we would never have agreed to it.” Sylvia frowned at that but nodded, and Grace went one, “We will transport and deposit the gold with a reliable third party.”

“Oh, some banker friend of yours?” Sylvia asked archly.

“Wells Fargo is sending a pair of representatives to establish purity as well as get an initial estimate of the mine,” Grace said, her perfectly composed manner unperturbed, “With that, we will be able to establish financing.”

“Financing for what?” Sylvia asked.

“For you to open up more of your establishments,” Grace said it so matter of factly that I nearly choked on my tea when the words registered, I looked over at her and saw the same pristine and gorgeous woman, sitting with back straight and primly sipping her tea. She looked at me and frowned then around at all the faces staring at her. Setting her cup down, she sighed and rested her hands in her lap.

“The secret of the gold will get out,” she said, “and even if it doesn’t, we need to plan as if it will. Once that happens, these mountains are going to be swarming with the roughest and most dangerous sort, your Colonel being one of them. Maybe not even the worst. I’m not worried about rough men with guns,” she motioned to Esther and me, “With these two we could fight off an army in these mountains if we had to. What worries me and what should worry all of you, is a man with connections a senator. There is nothing more slippery than a politician, and if he gets a whiff of the amount of gold there is here… we need to know before that happens.”

“How could we possibly know?” Esther asked, glancing around confused. I had to admit I shared her confusion, but Sylvia was nodding, a sly grin stealing onto her face.

“You want to steak a few houses down south and out east,” the woman said, her grin widening when nodded and smiled in reply, “we can… pump those boys for information, and my girls can slip them all kinds of tales to keep their heads spinning… this could work.”

“We will steak the establishments, owning the land but not running the businesses,” Grace said, brisk and businesslike, “That we leave to you and your sister.”

“And what do we get out of this?” Lilliana asked, her eyes narrowing on Grace, “If they shut down the whore house, you still own the land, but we have nothing.”

“You get your five percent steak,” Grace said, “and we’ll take in Jasmine and keep her safe.”

Sylvia smiled, and I could see the gears of her mind working, knowing that with her girl here she could be safer than in town, and would also be able to keep an eye on the gold. Ensuring that we weren’t cheating them of their percentage.

“This’s a good deal,” Sylvia said, but she didn’t not or hold out her hand. Instead, she tilted her head to the side and narrowed her eyes at Grace, “But tell me, why would you
 wish to own whore houses?”

“You will keep the girls safe?” Grace said, her eyes pale blue augers of intensity as they bored into Sylvia, “plenty of guards and none of the rough stuff.”

“You question how I treat my girls?”

The sudden shift in Sylvia was amazing to see. In one moment, she went from reclining and seductive to leaning forward, bristling in anger. As fast as she had moved, Esther was faster. The tall blond just happened to shift in her seat, a long knife flashing into her fist, only to trim a ragged nail innocently. Sylvia eyed the tall blonde with renewed respect and wariness.

“I must question,” Grace said softly, drawing all our gazes as she sat with perfect composure, neither ignorant nor unmindful of the violence that had about to be unleashed. “To not do so would be irresponsible to the women who work for you. Make no mistake I wish such places didn’t need to exist. But what I wish and what is are rarely the same thing, and I live in the real world. If they must exist, then women should run then, and earn the profits from them. They should be clean, safe, and the girls should be cared for as much as possible.”

“We have a physician that works for custom,” Sylvia said, her anger mollified as she settled back into her seat, Esther smoothly doing the same, long knife flashing in the morning light, “And the girls are well taken care of, as much as we’re able. Some are just soft in the head, and hell-bent on burning themselves to the ground,” she paused and turned to regard her daughter.

The girls sat with her hands pressed together, looking down into her lap, a faint blush on her cheeks. Not entirely innocent of this talk, I could see, but not entirely used to it either.

“Speak up, Jasmine,” she said to the girl, “what do you think of this?”

“I… I saw horses out back, sir,” she said in her soft shy voice, looking up from under long dark lashes at me, “Would it be ok, sometimes, if I rode one?”

“You can have one,” I said with a warm smile, her soft brown eyes felt like they stared straight into my soul as I melted before the beautiful teen, “They need someone to care for them, they’ve been growing a bit wild in that paddock.”

“A couple are mean,” Delilah said, her smile infectious, “but if you give them a carrot, they will be your best friend. I’ll introduce you.”

“I would love that,” Jasmine said, her shy smile flashing wide and genuine for a second before she hunched her shoulders again and settled back down.

Sylvia was smiling at her daughter but then frowned when the girls fell back into herself.

“She will have to marry young, John,” the Madame said, causing a bolt of shock to hit me, and causing the girl to pick her head up sharply and look at her mom, “I assume the rest of you are sleeping with the young man?”

She looked around the room, and Esther and Delilah blushed looked down and away from her frank gaze, but Grace held her stare, nodding gently. The woman amazed me at how poised and calm she remained.

“Wait, you all…” Jasmine looked around at the three of them, her jaw slowly falling open, then her light brown eyes fell on me.

I felt my cheeks burn, but I held her gaze, curious how she would respond. Her jaw slowly closed as our eyes stayed locked for a long second, her breath slowing and deepening. Then her eyes flickered to Grace, sitting perfectly poised and ladylike, matching her stare with her own. Interestingly the girl's face flashed with both respect and lust before she blushed and glanced down again.

“So young Jonathan,” Sylvia said, her dark, seductive gaze trapping mine, “are you, man, enough to make a woman of my little girl?”

Her words lit a fire in my loins and heart, and she must have seen something in my gaze, as I stared back at her, for her lips broke into a broad grin, white teeth flashing.

“You know our offer still stands,” she said, reaching out and linking fingers with her sister, the smaller woman biting her lips and pressing her soft breast together artfully as her sister spoke, “Perhaps next time you come by the House…”

“I believe we have a deal,” Grace said, standing and smoothly cutting in, “Perhaps later we can… renegotiate.”

Sylvia laughed and stood, reaching out to shake the woman’s hand and mine as I stood. Her grip was warm, and her eyes held a delicious promise in them. Lilliana wasn’t content to merely shake my hand, and she pressed herself to me, my hand ‘accidentally’ slipping between the soft, warm flesh of her breasts for a second as she mouthed ‘oops!’
 and winked.

The women all stepped outside and bade their farewells. We agreed that Jasmine would move in as soon as we were able and arranged to collect her and her things the next day. We stood on the porch and waved as we watched them ride off, and I couldn’t help but let my eyes linger on the women’s delicious curves until they were far out of sight.


Chapter Fourteen

I felt Delilah press her firm young body to my back and reach around and hug me tight, one hand sliding down the front of my pants, surprising me as she grabbed my cock through the material.

“You know today’s Sunday,” she said, a heat entering her voice, “it's supposed to be a day of rest… I think we all deserve a good rest… how about you?”

I turned in her arms and bent my head down to press my lips against hers. She was right, in truth, there was much that could be done, but we all could use the break.

The sound of sloshing water came to me, and I looked up to see Esther hauling a large pot of water out from the kitchen where they’d set it to boiling. Grace was pouring another into the large tub. The water steamed the chill late morning air, and I felt a shiver run down my spine, but it had nothing to do with the temperature.

Delilah pulled me close to the tub and slowly drew my clothes as we walked. I did the same with her, loving the feel of her smooth firm skin beneath my touch. By the time we drew abreast of the tub, we were both fully nude.

She dropped to her knees, and looking up with an eager grin, took my cock into her hot little mouth. No sooner had she coated my dick in her saliva before she was standing and spinning around, presenting her smooth little ass to me.

“Fuck me, John,” she begged, “hard and fast… please!”

We stood out in the open, the sunlight baking on our skin and the cool breeze pebbling our flesh as I pressed my cock into her tight wet folds. I took her fast and hard and nearly came when Grace stepped before us with another pot of hot water. She was watching us out of the corner of her eyes as she carefully poured the water into the tub. Her daughter was crying out in bliss as I railed her.

When she was finally done, Grace turned to look full at us and bit her bottom lip. I felt Delilah cum on my cock, her tight little pussy convulsing around it, narrow lips stretched tight.

“Oh… momma!” The girl cried out; her eyes locked on her moms as she came.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, and with a below, I filled the girl’s womb, my hands gripping her hips and holding her tightly against me. Then we sagged forward against the tub. Delilah turned and gave me a quick kiss, then stood and twisted her hair into a bun atop her head.

The girl threw on her white shift and took up my strewn clothes. Humming to herself, all the while, she headed inside a smile of contentment on her face. I turned to look at Grace and found the woman half undressed, stripping quickly as she stared at my thick, cum slick cock. She saw that id caught her, and she blushed a pretty shade of pink and came around the tub, pressing me back and into the warm waters.

“Let's clean you off,” she said, “before we get you all dirty again.”

“We?” I asked with a laugh.

“Oh yes,” Esther said from behind me, and I turned in surprise to find her slipping her naked slender form into the tub as well, pressing tightly against my back, “we… mhmm, do you have more of that stuff for us, big boy?”

“Jesus,” I said turning back and seeing the real reason for Grace’s blush, she met my eyes, and I saw nothing but love and excitement in hers, “I love you,” the words slipped out, and I saw her face crumple as tears grew in her eyes. I refused to let her cry through as I pulled her into a one-armed embrace and kissed her deeply, crushing her massive tits against my ribs. Turning, I looked at Esther and grinned to see the deep blush form on her face, for she had already read in my expression what I was going to say.

“I love you too,” I said, and she shook her head, adorably shy as the words and kissed me hard.

She said nothing, but her long slender fingers slipped down into the warm waters and gripped my cock.

“Please, John,” Grace whispered from my side, turning in my arm, “I need it… just like Delilah hard and fast… please.”

She bent over the edge of the tub and pressed her naked ass to me, my cock slipping between her thighs. Esther pressed the fat head of my cock to her friend’s wet lips. Slipping my fingers into the crook of Graces hip, I pulled the gorgeous woman back into me as her tall, slender friend kissed my neck and lips with a fiery passion.

The water sloshed as I took her with powerful thrusts, loving the way her massive breasts swayed against the edges of the tub with every thrust. Her tightness came on my multiple times, but she would release me from her clutches until I’d left a deposit in her womb. She leaned back into me, my hands filled with her breasts as I hammered into her, my cock throbbing with orgasm. Turning her head out, lips met in a passionate kiss as I came deep within her.

As I held her, recovering from my powerful orgasm, I saw her lips move in silent prayer as she hoped my seed took root. My heart swelled all the bigger, and my cock throbbed within her cum-drenched depths.

Graces' eyes flashed open, and she looked at me with a weak grin.

“You’re… still hard… I can feel it growing in me… harder… oh, Esther, you need to feel it,” she gave me a quick hard kiss then pushed me back out of her.

Esther was bent over and ready, biting her bottom lip in anticipation as Grace pressed me into the woman’s blond pussy. I gripped her slender waist and kissed Grace with deep, passionate kisses. I took Esther hard and fast, loving her high-pitched cries of pleasure that rang out across the mountains, hoping Sylvia, her sister, and daughter, heard it too.

Grace slipped her hand down between out thrusting bodies and teased Esther’s engorged clit, causing the woman to cum on my cock with a screaming shudder. Her slender folds were gripping me and milking my dick. When I came, it was with a shuddering loss of rhythm as I dumped my cum as deeply into her body as I could.

“Oh god, I feel it,” Esther breathed out to Grace, “so deep in me… so much… mhmm.”

The rest of the morning we spent lazily bathing one another. Each woman rode me briefly in the tub, water sloshing all around us. The most amazing moment for me was when they sat me on the edge, and both knelt before me, not letting me move from that spot until I’d covered both of their faces in my cum.

I lay naked upon the last of the green grass and let the warm afternoon sun put me to sleep. The nap took me into the land of dreams, but no dream could beat the reality I left behind. Grace and Esther napped beside me, as Delilah cooked a feast within the house. Soon things would become a lot more complicated, but for now, at this moment, the world was perfect.

To Be Continued…
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