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​Chapter 1: A Tavern Brawl
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Wynonna West wiped the sweat from her brow. Two days earlier, Sherrif Rawlins commandeered all the men in the district to chase down a band of outlaws travelling past Sandstorm towards Mexico. This was not an isolated incident. Outlaws often made a run for Mexico. The men of the district often went after them in hot pursuit. Sometimes the small Arizona town would be without men for a few days only, sometimes for weeks. As the only female cowhand on the ranch, the young redhead was responsible for keeping the cattle alive while the men were gone. This left her very little recreational time. However, it was time to collect provisions from town. This was a job usually done by the male cowhands. They would go to town early and return late at night with stories of drinking, gambling, fighting and prostitution. These stories made the small town sound so exciting. In reality, it was home to only six hundred residents. Although men gambled while drinking, causing some fights, and although the tavern had prostitutes upstairs, the men usually vastly exaggerated the events happening during their visits. But today, the twenty-two-year-old redhead would at last experience Sandstorm for herself. She pushed her horse, Nightmare, harder than usual to cut a few minutes off the short journey to town. The male cowhands gave the horse this name partly because she was a black horse, but mainly because none of them could tame her. Wynonna’s soft touch won the mare over, although it took almost six months before Nightmare allowed the redhead to ride her. She was still the only one on the ranch able to ride the free-spirited horse.

Thirty minutes later, Nightmare confidently walked down the main street of Sandstorm. However, its rider was not as confident. The few women on the street all stared at her, the way women do when assessing the threat of another’s woman’s beauty. The young cowhand headed for the tavern, hoping to get a stiff drink to calm her nerves. When she reached Bill’s Tavern and Brothel in the centre of town, she tied her pitch-black horse to the hitching post before entering the establishment. The only person inside was a woman in her mid-forties. Wynonna had seen Native Americans before, but it surprised her to see this woman in the tavern. They rarely lived in towns created by European settlers. The woman stopped cleaning the long bar counter and looked up, surprised to see a woman entering the saloon.

‘Women are not allowed in here.’ 

‘Why not? I have money.’

‘Only men may drink here. Those are the rules.’

‘These rules make little sense. Why are women not allowed in here?’

‘Women would cause fights between men and would also stop the men from spending money in here. Wives would nag their husbands to rather spend their money on food and such.’

‘What about the prostitutes?’

‘There is one who may cater for your needs.’

‘No! I do not want to use the services of a prostitute. I meant, don’t they come down here to be with the men?’

‘They do their business upstairs.’

Wynonna thought for a moment before talking again. 

‘I am a cowhand on Mr Evan’s ranch. The male cowhands always talk about visiting this saloon when they come to town. I work just as hard as they do. Am I not allowed to relax like they do? There are no men around, so nobody will fight over me. I will stop nobody from spending money in here. In fact, I will spend my own money.’

The older woman thought for a while. The redhead was right. While the men were hunting outlaws, the tavern made no money. What harm could come from allowing women to visit while the men were out of town?

‘I will allow you to have a few drinks. But you must pay upfront. I do not want to beat up your pretty face because you drank more than you could afford.’

The redhead removed a coin from her satchel and handed it to the dark-haired beauty. 

‘My name is Wynonna.’ She offered her hand.

The woman shook her hand. ‘I am Zitkala. Everyone here calls me Rose. I am Bill’s wife.’

‘Is that what Zitkala means?’

‘No. It means little bird.’

‘It is a beautiful name. Why don’t people use it?’

‘They find it easier to use a word they know.’

‘Would you mind if I call you Zitkala?’

The older woman handed the redhead a glass of whisky. 

‘Nobody has called me that for such a long time.’

‘What about your parents, or your siblings?’

‘I don’t know who my parents are. An outlaw named Aaron Briggs took me when I was very young. I travelled with him and his gang until Sherrif Rawlins and his posse caught up with us five years ago. They killed Aaron and his men and captured me and two other women. The gang also took these women through the years. I was on my own for a long time. But when I became a woman, we came across a husband and his young wife. They killed him and forced her to fight me for their entertainment. We were both scared of the consequences if we would not fight hard enough, so we beat each other bloody. They enjoyed this so much, they captured two more women. The four of us regularly had to fight while the gang put bets on the outcome of each fight.’

‘That is terrible.’

‘It was at first. But I soon realised I was no longer fighting because they forced me to. I was fighting because I enjoyed it.’

Zitkala would not usually share this much about herself with a stranger. But there was something about the young woman. The brunette trusted her from the moment she walked into the saloon. 

‘I have never been in a fistfight. How does it feel to fight another woman?’

‘At first you are scared, then excited. Many emotions flood your brain. These differ, depending on whether or not you like your opponent. The first time your opponent hits you, you feel pain, but you also feel more alive than ever. When it is over, you float on a cloud. You feel energised, even after a loss. Later, you feel each and every cut and bruise. But the pain reminds you of the fight. This then excites you and gives you a boost of energy again. This is difficult to explain. You have to experience it to understand why some women love fighting.’

‘I wish I could be in a fight. The men always tell stories about fighting, drinking, gambling and spending time with the prostitutes. This always makes me feel as if my life is empty compared to theirs.’

‘Don’t wish too hard. Fighting is exciting, but it is dangerous too. People die during fights.’

‘I don’t want to kill my opponent. But I want us to have a tough fight against each other.’

‘Maybe your dream will come true one day, but please do not start anything in here.’

‘I have no reason to fight you, and there is nobody else around.’

As Wynonna said this, she heard the swinging saloon doors squeaking. Two women in their late thirties entered. 

‘Martha, Eileen. Do you care to join my new friend for a drink?’

The sheriff’s wife looked at the preacher’s wife. They had come into the saloon to find out who the young woman was and why she entered a saloon meant for men only. However, both now wondered why they had never come in for a drink while the men had been out of town.

‘Martha, what do you say? Do you think the Lord will forgive us for frequenting a place like this?’ The sheriff’s wife did not wait for an answer. ‘Rose, I am sure the Lord will allow two hard-working women to have a drink each.’

The two women sat down before Eileen asked Wynonna who she was, and why she came to town. Soon, more women came into the saloon. Many had been curious about the establishment for years, but they had never dared to enter their husbands’ domain. Hearing the noise downstairs, a few prostitutes came out of their rooms and onto the landing on the first floor, hoping to entice men to join them for some adult fun. They were all dressed in revealing outfits, showing lots of cleavage and glimpses of nipples. Both sets of women found the sight of each other equally awkward. The prostitutes were displaying all the goods for a group of women who had no desire to see their sexy bodies, with one exception. Wynonna could not stop staring. She had heard so many stories about these scantily clad, beautiful women. Seeing them with her own eyes was far sexier than the images her mind had created from the men’s stories. The town’s women were now face to face with the women who seduced their husbands with their sexy bodies and sultry expressions. Seeing the temptation their menfolk had to endure when having a drink at the saloon, Emily, the banker’s wife, verbalised what many of the wives were thinking. 

‘Rose, get these sluts out of here. We no longer want them in our town.’

‘Calm down, ladies. These women perform a vital service. They ensure the young men do not get sexually frustrated. Men who do not have enough sex become frustrated and aggressive. As women, we must be grateful to these women.’

‘Yes, but they also lure our husbands in by putting their bodies on display in this shameful manner.’ Zitkala’s attempt to defuse the situation did not convince Emily. 

‘We only sleep with husbands if their wives are unable to satisfy them.’ A sexy blonde prostitute, using the name ‘Desire’, said this with a huge grin on her face. 

Everything happened at once after that. A prostitute yelled ‘fight!’, which brought all the other prostitutes from their rooms in different states of undress. Breasts were bouncing and jiggling all over the place as they rushed down the stairs while the town’s women rushed over to meet them. Only a few of the older women and Wynonna stayed seated. But the young cowhand could not let an opportunity like this pass her by. Most women were fighting the prostitutes, but some used the mayhem to settle their own scores. Wynona soon found a young woman without an opponent. Although they did not know each other, they soon held each other by the hair with one hand, while swinging wild punches with the other, smashing their fists into each other’s faces. When her opponent’s fist connected with her mouth the first time, the young cowhand knew exactly what the tavern owner’s wife had tried to explain to her earlier. Her body was in a fierce battle with another female body. But her mind was at ease. It found joy among the pain and chaos of a fistfight. Each time she received a punch to the face, the redhead punched her blonde opponent back even harder. Neither took a step back, although blood soon dripped from their noses and various cuts to their faces. Then, Wynonna felt the most excruciating pain. At first, she was not aware of what caused the pain. But when the blonde landed the second punch to her modest breast, she knew exactly where to focus her next attack. Although her mind was now yelling at her to get away from the source of this tremendous pain, the redhead did not obey it. Instead, she swung her fist at the blonde’s small breasts, crushing them with each hard punch. The two young women were now in a battle of wills. Both had tears in their eyes from the pain they were inflicting on each other’s breasts, but neither wanted to retreat. Around them, women ripped tufts of hair from each other’s scalp, bloodied each other’s faces, blackened each other’s eyes and even knocked some teeth out. Some left deep scratch marks on their opponent’s faces and exposed breasts, while some clawed at their opponent’s breasts or sank their teeth into each other’s flesh. 

Zitkala looked at the sheriff’s wife for help. ‘Aren’t you going to stop this?’

‘How do you want me to do that?’

‘I don’t know. Your husband usually knocks a few heads together before hauling the troublemakers off to jail for the night.’

‘He has deputies helping him. I guess you would not volunteer to be my deputy, Martha?’

‘I am not a fighter, but the Lord will be with me.’

The two women slowly got up while Zitkala joined them from behind the bar counter. They separated two women, but they immediately attacked each other again. Eileen and Martha quickly pulled them apart again. This time, Zitkala punched the first one who wanted to fight again in the nose. This took away her desire to brawl. They broke two more pairs up before getting to Wynonna and her blonde opponent. After breaking up their fight, the redhead stepped back towards her opponent. The saloon owner was about to pop her in the nose, but she saw both young women had broad smiles on their faces. Instead of fighting again, they gave each other an appreciative hug. 

‘Come, help us break up the other fights.’ 

With five women breaking up fights, a tense peace soon descended over the saloon. Most of the women were a sorry sight. They were bleeding from their noses and various cuts to their faces. Most sported dark bruises and bright-red scratch marks. Those who started the fight with their breasts covered mostly had their dresses torn and their breasts exposed. 

After sending a few older women, who did not fight, to bring back disinfectant and clean cloth, Eileen addressed the fighters.

‘Ladies. I hope you got all this animosity towards each other out of your systems. As women, we should stand together when the men are gone. I don’t care whether you are the doctor’s wife, the banker’s wife, the preacher’s wife, or a prostitute. We are all women. Women are supposed to be caring and nurturing. This will be the last time there will be a female brawl in this town. Next time, I will convince my husband to throw you all in jail when the men return to town. Now, I want you to find your opponent. You will clean her wounds and bind them. While you take care of each other, you will get to know each other and you will talk out any issues you have with each other. When we leave here tonight, all that happened today will be behind us. Don’t even think about hurting your opponent on purpose. Rose will punch you in the nose if you do.’
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Chapter 2: Talk of a Fight Club
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Wynonna and her blonde opponent were a little too eager to tend to each other’s wounds. While most of the other women needed some persuading before they walked over to the women with whom they had just been in a brutal fistfight against, the two young women rushed towards each other. They hugged again before formally introducing themselves. The blonde’s name was Carli. She was the new nurse in town and had arrived in Sandstorm only two days earlier. Her father had textile mills and a shipyard in Boston. He and her mother were against her moving to the West. They wanted her to marry into another wealthy family to consolidate the wealth of both families. But the blonde was a wild child. She could not settle for a life as a housewife. Her spirit needed adventure, and where could she have more adventures than in the Wild West? Her aunt, Jolene, who shared her niece’s free spirit, convinced them she would look after their daughter and return her after a few months with her lust for adventure cured and her good name still intact. Aunt Jolene had a natural medicine and herb shop in Sandstorm. This put her in direct competition with Doctor Morgan and his wife, Laverne. These two women were now treating each other’s wounds while trying to have a civil conversation. 

The two young women had no difficulty in having a pleasant conversation. They were giggling and talking non-stop. Both had found a soulmate in the other. Although their friendship had started in a most unusual way, they knew they would remain lifelong friends.

After the fighters had cleaned and bound each other’s wounds, Martha announced the Lord had spoken to her. He had ordered her to unite the good woman of Sandstorm by using church funds to purchase a few bottles of whisky. The few bottles soon turned into more than a dozen. The earlier rivals were now dancing, hugging and laughing as if they had been friends for years. Prostitutes were explaining how to perform fellatio. This caused many embarrassed giggles among the more proper women. However, when Desire explained to them that men should earn fellatio by first performing cunnilingus, all the women, even those who had earlier stated they would never perform fellatio, were hanging on her lips. The two young women, who were sitting at the bar counter with Eileen, Martha, Jolene and Zitkala, both blushed while listening to the sex talk. They were highly aroused, and both were sure the older woman could see that. They did not realise all the women were horny, even the preacher’s wife. The two new friends glanced at each other a few times, wondering whether the other was also struggling with a mixture of emotions flooding her brain. They kept quiet even after the talk had turned to other topics. Neither wanted any attention on her, as they were both still very horny.

However, when Jolene told her niece she was very proud of her for joining the brawl earlier, an idea popped into Wynonna’s head. She desperately wanted to fight her new friend again. However, after Eileen had laid down the law, this desire seemed to be just another impossible dream.

‘We should have a fight club, like the one you used to fight in, Zitkala.’

For a moment, the other women around them were confused about who she was talking to, before they remembered it was Rose’s native name.

‘Have I not made it clear there will be no further fighting?’ Eileen gave the young redhead a stern look. However, she had noticed how the mention of a female fight club had excited Jolene and Carli.

‘I know. But you know how women are. There will always be rivalries and unsolved issues. Some women will soon be enemies again. Others just enjoy being in a tough fight. We can allow these women to fight each other each time the men leave town in pursuit of outlaws. To ensure these fights would not be as chaotic as today, women will have to challenge each other and agree on the rules. They must register the challenge and the rules with you. You will then schedule each fight and enforce the rules for each fight. There will only be one fight at a time, so we will be able to control it should it get out of hand. After each fight, you can force the two fighters to care for each other’s wounds. Maybe we can get together like this when all the fights are done.’

‘She is right, you know.’ Martha said this in a calm yet convincing manner. ‘Women need to blow off steam as much as men do. With them around, we are unable to settle our differences. This causes minor issues to turn into feuds. I vote for the fight club.’

‘I vote for the fight club, too,’ echoed the aunt and niece.  

‘You make an interesting argument. Let me think about it.’

Excited that her idea might become a reality, and that she then could fight her new friend again, Wynonna turned to Zitkala. 

‘Are you excited about a fight club as well? I am certain you would love to fight again?’ 

‘My fighting days are over. But I am all for it if I will sell this much liquor after each event.’

‘Wait.’ Wynonna remembered a question she had thought of earlier but had never asked. ‘You mentioned there were four women in your fight club, but you also mentioned only three were rescued by the sheriff. Did the fourth die during the shootout with the sheriff and his posse?’
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