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Chapter One
A hard week of mountain riding saw us out of the snowcapped peaks of the Colorado ranges and down amongst the foothills and high plains. The settlers were all happy to be out of the treacherous mountains and chill air. It was by their hard work and ingenuity, not to mention my stepson Colt’s strong leadership that got us out safely. Between cracked axels and broken wheels, there were a lot of setbacks. Thankfully none so terrible as the ones we had seen at the beginning of our journey west.
The wagon train had come together after the last Indian attack. Anywho had doubts or second thoughts about their choice to follow Colt, lost them quickly after he so bravely fought down the Indian chief, and then got most of our supplies back. Many were still wary of Lashwa, the young squaw who had joined us, but I was confident the beautiful young native girl would prove her value and then some.
The days fell into a comfortable rhythm. I would wake before dawn and meet with Colt for a little one-on-one time. Usually in his wagon but occasionally out in the woods, to have some peace. We would have a quick breakfast and then head to a safe place to practice with firearms of all kinds. Colt had mandated that every woman and man know how to load and fire rifles, shotgun, and pistol. At first, some of the men grumbled about this, but once Clementine, the matriarch of the Stevens clan came out to observe Colt training her daughters, she nodded in approval. They quieted under the hard woman's gaze, and when I reminded them, we were heading into lawless territory, they wised up and quit their grumbling entirely.
Clementine proved to be a godsend. She was aware of my plans for Colt and approved of them wholeheartedly. Her daughters and granddaughters had all married men who were either like Albert, of Seamus. She desired strong sons and daughters and knew that Colt would give her the best. She had sworn to me that they would all follow wherever he led. The rest of the settlers were of a similar mien, and I was soon juggling more than a dozen women who wanted to spend ‘special’ time with our handsome young leader.
Colt, for his part, had come into his own. Many could see the great man he was, even as a boy, but here in the wilderness, with the weight of responsibility resting on his broad shoulders, he rose to the task and thrived. By the second day after he’d ridden out and brought back our supplies, none would question that he was the one and true alpha of our group.
Seven days after Lashwa joined us, tragedy struck when Helen found weevils in the grain. Sift and sort it as much as we could, most of it ruined. We broke into the other stores and found nearly all the grain filled with the bugs and need to be thrown out. We had weeks yet to go before we reached a town where we could purchase or trade for more, and the fear was thick amongst the wagons, for there was now too little food for all the hungry mouths.
Colt called a halt for the day and met with several of us who had positions of authority or leadership. He also brought Lashwa and his two scouts, Goldie and Mary. I saw a few of the men give Lashwa and even the two sisters, disapproving or suspicious looks, but they held their tongues in front of Colt.
“I want to hear options,” Cold said, his steely blue eyes meeting each of ours in turn.
“We can slaughter some of the livestock and live off the meat,” said Sarah, the eldest daughter of the Stevens clan.
“Then we wouldn’t have anything to trade or start our homestead," said Seamus with a frown.
“We could send a few riders ahead with coin and buy supplies and ride it back,” piped up Albert.
“This country is too dangerous for riders alone,” replied Henry shaking his head, “They would have the horses stolen if nothing else. You can guarantee that.”
Other suggestions were mentioned and debated, but nothing resembling a good option. All the while, Colt stood silent, listening, and weighing. The arguments grew heated, with no good options, and he finally held up his hand, silence descending in moments. He turned thoughtful eyes on Lashwa and the scouts who had been silent up till that point.
“Thoughts?” He asked them. The two sisters glanced at one another and then looked at Lashwa. The native girl was shy under all the stares, but at Mary's nod of encouragement, she steeled herself to speak, eyes holding Colt’s and ignoring the looks of mistrust and hatred from the men and one or two of the women.
“The bison herd to the south,” she said slowly in her accented English, “We can trade with the Shoshone Tribe and hunt the herds.”
“Can we trust more Indians?” Asked one of the Steven’s men of Colt, “They might just rob us in the middle of the night again!”
“We trust none but ourselves,” Colt said his face hard, “Take stock of your wagons and let’s meet back up in an hour. Find things you’re willing to part with in trade. Nothing precious to your families or necessary to start our homestead. I’ll reassess our options then.”
The group broke up and headed to their wagons. I met Annabelle at ours, and the two of us began digging through stuff, pulling out old clothes and blankets. The girl, much like Colt, had grown into herself out here in the wilderness. She still looked like an angel in face and form, but she had matured much through our trials and tribulations.
We returned and set our things in the pile of stuff willing to be offered for trade. Lashwa was picking through all of the items, setting aside what would be of little value to the nomadic tribe. Soon she had a small pile of things from knives and swatches of cloth to furs and blankets.
Colt tasked several of the better shots, both men and women, to guard the wagons. Setting them on a course westward but at a slow pace and with orders to Henry and Seamus to find a good defensible camp. Then he, Lashwa, Goldie, and I rode out with serval pack horses in search of signs of the Shoshone.
We rode through rolling foothills dotted with small stands of trees and interspersed with rolling hills of tall grass. The weather was fair, and our horses in great shape. Goldie ranged out ahead along with Lashwa, leaving Colt and I to ride in companionable silence.
One thing I loved about the young man was his ability to be perfectly content with silence. He never felt the need to fill the air with conversation. I caught him watching me a few times, his eyes appreciating the form-fitting shirts I now wore, thanks to Helen's beautiful needlework. My hair was in a loose braid down my back, and I felt beautiful and free as we rode together thought this wild country.
We stopped in the early evening and made camp. I pulled out the makings of supper, while Lashwa built a fire and began setting up camp. As we did, Colt and Goldie scouted the area, setting up traps for small game and refilling out waterskins from a nearby creek.
“The Shoshone will see the value in our man,” Lashwa said when we were alone, her gaze judging, “They could be an ally in the times to come, if we do not make enemies.”
“I have no desire to make enemies, Lashwa," I said, sitting back and looking the girl full in the face, "But nor will we be the victims of more predators.”
“Tell me,” Lashwa said, “This place you are searching for, how will we know it when we find it?”
“It came to me in a dream,” I said, voice soft, “A vision of a green valley bordered by a snow-capped peak. Herds roaming, horse and bison, and children at play.”
“You are a shaman, a wise-woman,” Lashwa said, her voice slightly awed.
“No,” I said with a chuckle, “Just a woman with a dream and faith that god and fate will guide us.”
“Sounds like a wise woman to me,” Colt said, stepping into the camp. His pale blue eyes caught mine, and I felt the warmth and love flow through our bond.
“Ma’am,” Goldie said, drawing my gaze to her as she held up a handful of strawberries, “We discovered a patch down by the creek. If you have something to carry them in, we can get to pickin’.”
We went down and picked handfuls of strawberries, eating them with our meal, and preserving what we could. We ate an excellent meal of salted pork and biscuits along with the berries. The warm tea was perfect as the sun began to set, the sounds of evening closing in around us along with the darkness.
The fire was small, and the night was taking on a chill when Goldie crawled around the fire with a look of hungry desire on her pretty face. Lashwa and I watched in fascination as Colt turned to the girl and held out a finger, freezing her in place. Then he knelt up and reached down, slipping his strong fingers around the back of her neck, caressing her. He bent down and whispered in the girl’s ears, and she looked up at him, grinning. Then her gaze turned to Lashwa, and she crawled over, sliding up between the native girls’ legs, lips trailing up her dark skin, and then meeting hers in a sensual kiss.
I watched the two beautiful young women embrace, their hands sliding down firm bodies, exploring and caressing, peeling clothing away slowly. Then Colt was before me, and I felt the ache within recede, as I slid my hands up his powerful legs, unhooking and drawing down his belt and pants. The great beast within sprang forth, and I took it in hand, hot and hard with his need. My fiery mouth drawing it in, my tongue caressing it for slow, luxurious minutes.
With a bright smile, his strong hands drew me down and stripped the clothing from my body. Colt's beautiful blue eyes were tracking bare flesh, hands gathering up my enormous breasts and sucking on the large soft nipples, one after another. The pleasure radiated out from his touch, but I wanted more, needed it. I drew him into me, my legs wrapping around his thighs as he sank in deep. My soul complete as we joined, his hard weight pressing me down. Our lips found one another’s, and the animal need was on us. Hard and fast, he took me, holding me close, his hardness driving down into my softness. Then the pleasure exploded in me, and I clutched and clawed at his back.
The sensation too much for me, he drew out, leaving me empty, and pressed himself into Goldie. The small brunette was nude now, she and the native girl fingering one another as they watched Colt and I. When he drew forth, Goldie rolled her hips, presenting her ass for the young man’s raging hardon.
He took the tiny brunette and the curvy native girl in turns. The girls gently moaning in pleasure as the three of them reached their peak of joy together. Lashwa locked her ankles around Colt as he drew near orgasm, forcing his cum deep into her womb. I saw the triumph in her eyes as the seed took root, and saw Colt’s cock throb again and again as she milked the last drops from him.
Rolling off the girl exhausted, Goldie sucked him into her mouth, licking and kissing her new lover's cum off the gorgeous young man’s cock. We all crawled beneath the blankets, enjoying each other until we fell asleep, taking turns on watch until the sun rose.
 




Chapter Two
Waking the next morning an hour before dawn, we were on the trail as soon as there was light to see. Lashwa knew where we could find sign of the tribe and had been confident it wouldn't take longer than two days. Each hour we were parted from the wagon train we feared for their safety, but without the supplies, we would be at even greater risk.
Near noon Goldie rode back, saying she had found smoke and sign of the Shoshone. We rode hard towards it, our pack animals trailing along behind on their leads. Riding over the top of a hill, we found a large encampment stretching along a riverbank. The natives grew agitated when they saw us, calling in their women and children. Colt had us wait in plain view. Dismounting and walking towards a small party of men that came to speak with us.
They didn't know English, but Lashwa was able to communicate with them. They nodded after she finished and began to talk amongst themselves.
“They are willing to trade,” she said, “but want to see our goods,”
The three of us emptied the animal’s packs, laying out the items we’d brought to trade. Several of the Indians wandered through, picking over the items and haggling with Lashwa in their language. The young woman, by the looks of it, defeated every one of their haggling tricks, bargaining hard.
There was a great bare-chested warrior with silver at his temples, the only man carrying weapons, and he stared at Colt with a hard gaze. The two men silently regarding one another as the negotiations went on. I could feel the tension growing between them, like wolves whose hackles slowly rose as they sized one another up.
Suddenly there was a ‘whoop!' from the south of us, and the earth began to tremble beneath our feet. I felt a primal fear course through my body, but there were grins of joy on the faces of the Indians around us, and they leaped high in the air. The man who'd been staring daggers at Colt jumping highest of all. Kicking his foot up above his head and then calling to the camp.
Horses were brought, and I saw him look back to Colt, sizing the younger man up. He said something to Lashwa, who started and looked to Colt with wide eyes. She said something in their language then translated for us.
“This man offers a challenge,” Lashwa said, pointing at the powerful shirtless Indian, "Ride with him and show no fear or stay here and… he said something rude about your white people being soft and milk fat.”
The tall Indian whooped and glared at Colt with a hard smile as he leaped into his saddle. The young man grinned back and turned, taking his saddle horn and leaping up, even, and he kicked the horse off. Before I could say a word, the two men were off, racing down the sloping hill. The tall Indian drew ahead, but Colt caught up halfway down.
The thundering ground grew stronger underfoot, and then suddenly, a sea of brown bison swept around a hill far off, pouring across the grasslands like a flood. It was a mad stampede that angled towards us. I saw Colt and the Indian charge at the rampaging animals, pulling their mounts near the edge of the herd. It was hard to see how far back the stampede extended as the tail end clouded in dust.
I watched in amazement as the Indian reached way out of his saddle, his whole body practically parallel to the turf. He extended one hand and brushed his fingers along the side of a maddened bison, on the edge of the herd. The Indians gathered around us, whooped and crowed in joy for their leader. Rattling spears and bows in the air as the man peeled away from the herd. Even from where we stood, I could see the bright white of his triumphant smile. He turned back to watch Colt, and I felt my heart seize when I saw the lad.
Colt had ridden up behind where the Indian was, but as the native man peeled off, he leaped up onto his saddle. He stood upon the back of his horse, the beast beneath him wild-eyed and charging full out. I could see a wide grin of joy on Colt’s face, perhaps the happiest I’d ever seen him, and I wanted to curse his foolishness. He kept his balance surprisingly well in a feat I'd never before witnessed, crouched upon the galloping horses back. The giant Indian near him was shouting, his face angry and fearful as he waved at Colt, but the young man focused on his task.
Suddenly there was a gasp from the natives around us, as Colt leaped from the back of his horse. My heartfelt like it choked my throat, or else I would have screamed in fear. Colt’s long legs threw him through the air, and he landed on the back of a bison, riding it bareback. There was one terrifying second as he nearly slipped over the side, but he wrapped a fist in the animal’s fur and held on for dear life. I could faintly hear his great peals of laughter and joy from where we stood, as he steered the wild bison away from the herd and towards his cantering horse.
The crowd around us was stunned into silence for several long seconds, watching Colt ride the bison away from the stampeding herd. Then they broke into a wild cheer, cavorting around and leaping high as they cheered the mad white man. As the animal slowed, Colt jumped free, rolling through the tall grasses and coming to his feet. The great shirtless Indian rode straight to him, laughing as he swung down to clap Colt on the back.
Needless to say, I gave Colt a stern talking to on our way back to the wagons, making him promise not to do anything that stupid again. He had made a friend in the Indian whose name was Two-Steps, the leader of his tribe’s hunters. The man had killed the bison Colt rode, showing him how to clean and carve the animal. Colt had given the man the hide, and the meat loaded up with our supplies.
The hunting party rode the rest of the day with us, several scouts heading out ahead to check on the wagon train and reporting that they had been safe but wary, which was good. We camped one more night out in the foothills, sharing stories and food with the hunting party. They would prove to be great allies and friends if we ever had need and Colt and Two-Steps took to one another, as I have seen few men do, becoming fast friends in a short amount of time. The language barrier wasn't an issue as neither man spoke much, and when they did, Lashwa was there to translate.
We parted with them the next day a few hours past noon, just as the wagon train came into view. Colt and Two-Step clasped forearms, shared a smile, and parted silently. We rode the rest of the way to the train, Goldie ranging out ahead and connected with her sister. The wagon train pulled up near a small creek and stand of trees, and by the time we arrived, they were already unloading and setting up camp. Smiles and shouts of joy greeted us, and soon all hands were helping to distribute the grain and meat we had traded for.
“God’s blessings, you all made it back safe!” Helen yelled when she laid eyes on us.
The tall, beautiful woman ran forward and wrapped her arms around me, and I did the same. It felt so pleasant to hold her, knowing she had worried for me, as I had for her. Soon we were surrounded by a chattering group of excited Stevens women. They were thrilled to share that Sarah Stevens, the eldest daughter, was pregnant. The woman and her man were thrilled, and the look of shock and pride on Colt's face when they informed him warmed my heart to see.
It’s beginning, I thought to myself.
Colt spent the evening checking on the wagons and animals, and I was busy as well, ensuring that we would have no more significant issues for the next couple weeks. After nightfall, he was dragged into a large tent the Stevens women set up. Their menfolk were posted outside of the tent, keeping others away, but when a man tried to halt me from entering, I raised an eyebrow at him, and he doffed his cap, stepping aside.
Within, I found the space lit by warm candlelight. Colt was sitting down, two women feeding him as another held out a cup of wine for the young man to sip. He looked like a King from yore as he lounged on pillows, attended by beautiful women. Sarah came straight to me and wrapped me in her arms, tears of joy in her eyes.
“Oh, Elenore, it's a miracle!" She whispered fiercely in my ear.
“I heard,” I said, a big smile on my face, “You're the first of many if we are all so blessed."
“I'm sorry we took your boy for the night, but my sisters and their daughters were insistent," Sarah said, turning in my arm to look around at the women looking from us to the handsome young godling in their midst.
“He is yours all night, just make sure you leave enough of him to be able to ride tomorrow." I said, and with a grin at Colt added, "I'll be sore and angry if you can’t breed every one of these women tonight.”
I saw his eyes flare with desire, and he looked around at the six pretty women with a hungry look on his beautiful face. Esther, the youngest of the sisters, giggled and set aside her cup of wine and knelt, unhooking Colt’s belt and drawing off his boots and pants. Soon the young woman was pulled into his powerful arms, stripped bare and impaled on his mighty spear. Her gentle moans and cries of pleasure filled the tent as the others watched with avid interest, whispering amongst themselves and slowly drawing off their clothing.
I stayed for a short time, chatting with Sarah about the pregnancy. I knew a little about midwifery and so gave her what advice I had, not that the woman needed much with her mother Clementine here to help. We drank cups of wine and watched as Colt bred Esther, filling the woman’s womb with his seed, and leaving her shuddering and happy.
He turned next to a plump Gerty Stevens and her pretty, plump nineteen-year-old daughter. The two women gave a start of surprise to be the focus of his desire. Both were shy, but as Colt pulled the mother into a deep kiss, her daughter pressed in close. The girl’s eyes wide with excitement as she ran her hands down his rippling muscles to slowly stroke his cock. Soon mother and daughter were both on their knees worshipping him. He took the mother from behind, her wide ass rolling as he drove into her again and again. The younger woman pressed close to them, kissing the handsome Colt as she teased and touched his body. Then he was taking her bent over beside her mom, the young woman’s cries of pleasure ringing out in the same tone as the older.
I took my leave of them then. Knowing that if I stayed, I wouldn’t be able to contain my already rising desire, and this night was for the Stevens and Colt to enjoy. The menfolk gave me smiles of pride and joy as I stepped out, the sounds of Gerty Stevens and her girl being ravished by my boy faint but clear.
 




Chapter Three
I spent the evening in Helen’s arms, talking late into the night of our plans and how best to juggle what we had already begun. She feared jealousy and strife would tear us apart now that some were getting pregnant, but I assured her that wouldn’t be the case. I’d already planned for such a thing.
Planning or not, I by the rush of women who wanted more time with Colt and a chance to get pregnant themselves. We started out early the next morning and weren’t on the trail for ten minutes before the DeMille mother had ridden alongside Annabelle and I, with frank and blunt questions about the next time her daughters could spend the evening in Colt's wagon. I informed the woman who came by to ask that all would be dealt with in the evening. I couldn’t help the grin on my face when I caught Colt’s slightly alarmed eyes. The young man had no idea what was in store for him.
We camped that evening near a babbling brook, and while Colt and the scouts were out hunting, I met with the women of the wagon train. I informed them that we would have a schedule of sorts. Colt would be the final one to decide, but in the interest of reassuring those who feared for their next turn, I set each night aside for a different woman. I told them that if they wanted to join in with their friends, or any who were willing, that too would be acceptable. Several were unsure of being intimate while other women were around, but most were excited by the idea.
That evening Molly and Albert hosted Colt at their wagon. They were cooking him a great meal of Bison stew and flakey biscuits, made with the last of their butter. Molly set an excellent example for the rest of the settlers, inviting Helen and the DeMille daughters to join her around the fire. They all retired into their tent, and I saw Albert grinning with glee as he slunk into the corner, eager to watch the powerful alpha dominate his pretty little wife and her friends.
Colt bred all four women, Helen and Molly, in particular, exhausted the boy, coaxing multiple loads of his potent seed deep into their wombs. The next evening the DeMille mother hosted our leader, taking special care to cook him a meal of bison pie, with thick brown gravy and chunks of vegetables she had gathered for the special occasion. The woman invited me to join them, and I did with a warm smile. I took care not to insert myself in the mix too often, not wanting to seem greedy with my handsome boy’s time and energy.
The boy hadn’t even finished his meal before Becca DeMille was drawing his cock out and nursing on it, her pretty face in awe of its size. I drew Lucy to myself, touching and teasing the girl as we watched her sister and Colt make love. They were both pretty little things and more than eager for the breeding. Little Lucy proved to be quite the kinky girl, drawing Colt into her as she lay atop me, sucking and nursing on my enormous breasts as he took her from behind.
Finally, the two young women were exhausted, and I pressed Colt’s gorgeous form down and took him into my mouth, coaxing him to life once more. I rode him, sitting up, hands on his chest, my massive breasts bouncing with each meeting of loins. I watched the love and lust on Colt’s handsome face as I drew out our pleasure and felt my heart swell as he throbbed within me. The girls soon were on either side of us, both fondling and sucking on a massive breast, the sight enough to send Colt over the edge, and myself along with him as I felt him flood my depths.
The next evening Colt spent with Annabelle and Edith, the girls pampering him for hours, the three of them sharing a close friendship. The evening he spent with the scouts and his Lashwa, the three girls having formed a bond after the trip to the Shoshone.
So, it went for the next couple weeks as we trekked across the rolling hills of the highlands. We saw sign of herds of bison and even one large pack of wild horses far off in the distance. Colt watched the horses, and I saw him yurn to ride out and tame them, but he had responsibilities here. We saw no other humans, though, and during those weeks, our bond as a group forged itself tighter and tighter.
Each morning up early to train with firearms, careful to avoid wasting ammunition, and a little training in healing for the girls, then we were on the trail. It was late summer when we finally rode over the crest of a hill, and a shot came from the lead wagon. The first town we had seen in weeks and weeks was ahead. Trails of smoke rising from several houses in the early morning and a couple of farmers out working their fields turned to watch us ride in.
There was a large field set aside for wagon trains, and we pulled in there. Unloading, as the sheriff and mayor came out to greet us. I met the two men with Colt. The Sherriff was a portly fellow who carried his sidearm in a sloppy holster and the mayor, a small bookish fellow who wore a pair of half spectacles and the apron of a grocer.
“Greetings!” The sheriff called as he drew close, “didn’t think to find another party arriving this year, welcome to Ashford.”
“Greetings sheriff, I’m Colt, I lead this train, and this is Elenore.” The men shook hands the sheriff and mayor introducing themselves and doffing caps to me.
“We are looking to buy supplies and learn a little of the state of affairs out here in the west,” Colt said. The two men eyed one another before responding.
“You’re welcome to purchase what supplies you need.” The sheriff said, "The mayor here runs the general store, and I'm sure he would love the custom. I would warn you about staying overlong in Ashford." The man glanced around uncomfortably before continuing, “Things have been a might unsafe the past few months.”
“Troubles?” Colt asked, his eyes narrowing.
"The Barrow Gang has holed up in the green valley," the mayor said, spitting to the side at the name. “Terrorizing the territory for years and now they think to stake a claim here.”
“Aye, it's dark times hereabouts," the sheriff said, shrugging, "not much we can do. Sent to the government, requesting a posse to run the men out, but the last one they sent had twelve men and… well, they didn't stand so well against thirty armed bandits.”
“Have they been attacking wagon trains?” Colt asked, his voice steely.
“Aye,” said the mayor, and when the sheriff shot him a warning glance, he spoke up angrily, "No Ennis, the boy deserves to know the truth of it. I’ll not have more innocents killed, nor women carted off. It's gone too far!"
The sheriff shook his head, and then when he saw Colt's firm stare, he spoke up.
“The Barrow Gang has attacked several wagon trains, making off with women, spirits, and grain," he sighed a great sigh, resting one hand on his sidearm that looked to have never seen use. "It would be safest for you and your womenfolk if you just head on out tonight or tomorrow morning early before they learn of you. If word gets back to Barrow, there is another train before winter… he’ll most like ride out with enough men to cause you trouble.”
“Perhaps you’ve time to pick up some supplies before you repack?” The mayor said hopefully, “I have great prices on grain and cloth, got a shipment just a month ago from Chicago!”
Colt stayed silent, contemplating the news while Molly, Albert, and Helen spoke with the mayor about prices and goods. Helen had a list from the wagons of necessities. In just a few minutes, we had a large group that wanted to get into town. A festive aura around everyone as they got excited to see some new faces, and something other than hills, grass, and the back of a wagon. Before we went into town, I saw Colt holster his pistol on one hip after carefully loading it and his rifle.
It was a small town, a few dozen buildings, with a large saloon and general store across from one another. The merry music that drifted out of the saloon enticed several of the menfolk into it right away, as the women tended to the shopping. I took Annabelle through the store, and we picked out several swatches of cloth the mayor had just received, beautiful fabrics of white and blue that I planned to turn into matching dresses for us.
We had only been in town an hour before I heard a commotion from outside. The Mayor ran up to his door, his face filled with fear as he looked out.
"Dear Lord, I prayed they wouldn't come to town today," I heard him whisper as I stepped up beside him.
A half dozen riders were riding into town. Dirty, angry-looking men one and all and at their head rode a tall hatchet-faced man with tiny beady black eyes. I saw greed alight on the man’s face as he gazed out of town at our wagon train. The greed turned a dangerous gleam of lust and avarice as he noticed Annabelle standing beside me. The man’s eyes widened, and he froze on his horse, eyes traveling from my daughter to myself, a dark fire lighting them. I felt my skin crawl as he smiled a lascivious grin, then he swung down from his horse, doffing his cap to us and waltzing into the saloon. A second man swaggered behind the leader, tall and lean, and with the look of a cold killer. He stared daggers at anyone willing to meet his eyes, challenging them until they looked away.
I felt cold fear fill my guts at the sight of the bandits.
“That’s John Barrow himself,” the mayor said when I asked who they were, “along with Sixgun-Slate and their best shooters. Come to town for a bit of whorin’ and drinkin’. I better check on my Mary-Beth, she’s always in such a tizzy when they come into town." With that, he scurried into the back, fear writ plain in his every movement.
“Helen,” I called to the woman, “make sure everyone gets their business done quickly. I want us out of this place and on the trail before any trouble can start.” The woman looked over, fear in her eyes, but she nodded sharply then began to herd the others into motion. Heading into the back to harass the mayor into taking our coin.
“Colt’s in the stables, want me to go warn him?” Annabelle asked.
“You stay here with Helen,” I said, glancing at the saloon, "I'll go find him."
I hurried across the dirt street and over to the stables, finding Colt speaking with the stable master about feed and replacement tack for the remainder of our journey. He glanced up when I walked in and then froze at the look on my face. I told him quickly what had happened, and the stable master swore, glancing from me to Colt.
“If Barrow and his boys are in town,” he said, nervously glancing around, “That’s bad news, especially if Slate’s here. That man done killed poor Cletus last time they were in town, just for tripping in front of him.”
“Let’s gather everyone,” Colt said, striding towards the exit, “I want us on the trail in two hours.”
“Two hours?” Came a deep drawl from just outside, “Now that’s not nearly enough time for me to enjoy this gorgeous piece of ass.”
Slate, the tall, lean killer stood in the entrance, his dangerous eyes ignoring Colt as he looked me up and down licking thin, cracked lips.
 




Chapter Four
“Barrow done claimed the younger one, but I prefer them with a little experience,” he grinned wickedly and sucked at his teeth, “Like this blue-eyed whore. Hey, cunt, how much to see your pretty lips wrapped around my dick?”
I gasped at the man’s language, but he and the two men behind him just snickered. Colt stepped between Slate and me, cutting off the man’s sight.
“Outta’ the way boy, me and this whore are negotiatin’,” The man stood up straighter a hand resting casually on his holstered pistol, "Run on back to your Momma, let the grown-folk discuss business."
Things were moving so fast. I didn’t know what I could do to head off the violence I sensed approaching. A crowd had gathered, our people from the store, along with the mayor, standing on the boardwalk watching. On the other side of the road, most of the patrons of the saloon had emptied. Barrow, the gang leader, was leaning on a post, rolling a cigarillo as he watched, an amused smile on his face.
I suddenly realized that this was all performative. These men planned to kill Colt, no matter what I did or said. I felt the cold fear in my gut swell and nearly choke my throat.
Colt just stood silently watching Slate, with his own cold hard stare. The other man lost his amused smile, his grin twisting in distaste, but before he could speak, Colt nodded once and then stepped out into the street, his eyes never leaving the man. He glanced down from Slates, eyes to the man's pistol, and then back up, his hard stare turning amused.
“You gonna yammer all afternoon, or we gonna do this?” Colt asked, his drawl slightly bored.
The words cut through the watching crowd like a stiff breeze, shocking everyone. I saw Barrow look at the younger man again, reassessing, a niggling worry in his eyes. Slate just growled in anger and strode out into the street, pulling off his jacket dramatically, smiling around at all the watching people.
"Look at this pup!" Slate called, turning in a full circle, his grin confident and condescending, “Boy wants to get his self killed! That’s fine by me,” he grinned evilly, “Gonna take that sweet bit of pussy of his and let her warm my blankets… till I get tired of her.
“I’ve killed twenty men boy," he said, stopping three dozen feet away, feet planted wide, and eyes full of disdain, “fastest draw in the northwest, and that's a fact! You don't stand a chance!”
The handsome young man stood like a statue, feet spread, hands resting at his sides. He had a calm, almost bored expression on his face. I could tell, only because I know him so well, from the slight tension around his eyes, that he felt the stress of the moment. I felt a hand clutch mine and glanced over to see Annabelle, her eyes full of fear. I looked back and nearly missed the action; it happened so fast.
Slate drew first, reaching down for his gun. Colt’s arm was a blur, far faster than my eyes could track, suddenly his weapon was in hand, cocked and firing. Two slugs hit Slate, in chest and belly, tearing ugly black holes in the flesh. Slate’s face was stunned, his own gun half-drawn falling from nerveless fingers, blood draining from his body. In less than a heartbeat, the man had gone from bragging, to dead.
Colt moved like molasses as he raised his big gun. Face hard as stone, eyes, not on the man he faced but the outlaw leader Barrow. He pulled the trigger one final time, the bullet going straight through Slate’s right eye, blowing out the back of his skull. The man’s body dropped to the ground, and silence reigned.
Barrow slipped his cigarillo into his mouth and struck a match, cupping his hands as he lit the smoke. His men were tense, their stares alternating between the tall young man and their leader, hands on their weapons. Suddenly there was the sound of a dozen weapons cocking as our settlers drew pistols and unslung rifles. I was grateful and proud of the steady hands, and firm gazes as our people faced down the outlaws.
Barrow gave a curse and swung up into his saddle, motioning for his men to follow suit. He glared around, his dark beady eyes taking in every face until they rested on Colt. Giving a firm nod, he gave a small hard smile.
"I'll be seeing you again, boy," then he looked over to Annabelle and me, his grin growing wider, "Ma'am, darlin'." Then he kicked his spurs into the flank of his animal cruelly, causing it to leap forward. His men cast glares all around as they rode after their leader.
The boardwalks were full of silent, terrified faces tracking the riders as they lit out of town. Then as one, they swung back to look at the dead man and the tall, lean young man standing above him. Fear was thick in the air, the stench clinging to my nostrils. I felt no fear, though. I looked in Colt’s eyes, and their beautiful pale blue held grim resolve.
“What the hell have you done, boy!" Hissed the sheriff as he waddled out, clutching his hat in his hands.
"Oh, dear!" Said the mayor when he stepped out onto the road. Behind the short man, a tall, uncommonly pretty woman stepped out of the store, glancing around fearfully. “Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, this is bad, really bad!”
“I don’t see how it could have been avoided,” I said, the mayor’s weakness grating on my nerves.
“Barrow is going to exact his revenge on us,” the sheriff said, wringing his hat, “last time he lost a man, he raided the town, carted off a girl, and killed our preacher and the cooper.”
“How long after his man died?” Colt asked his eyes intense, freezing the sheriff in place. The man gulped audibly and licked his lips before answering.
“Noon the next day!” His voice shrill with fear.
Colt gazed off into the distance, and I could see his mind churning over the problem. He was playing a chess game several moves out, trying to account for all the pieces, but I saw him grimace in frustration.
“Annabelle run to the wagons and get them packed up and ready to start out,” the girl took off at a run, then Colt turned to Helen, “Helen, get Seamus and my Pa; gather all the weapons we have and bring them here." The woman nodded and followed after Annabelle. Then Colt strode towards the sheriff’s office.
“I need maps!” He called to no one in particular, pausing in the office door he turned back to run his hard-blue gaze over the gathered townsfolk, softening as he saw the fearful faces. He looked at me and found me smiling, approving of what he was planning.
“You’re afraid,” he said to the crowd, “You’ve been afraid for too long. My people and I will settle this outlaw and his men, and return to you all that they took. But I need maps and information if I am to plan a successful battle. So still your fears, and get to work.”
The crowd was frozen, but I clapped my hands together once, and they broke as if startled. Fearful and excited conversations sprang up all around as people scattered. The mayor's jaw was hanging open, and he looked around, finally spotting me and coming over with the sheriff.
"Ma'am, the boy can't mean what he says," the mayor said, "he has maybe ten men? Barrow and his men will cut him down and us right after!” The man’s wife walked up to his side, her gaze decidedly less fearful than her husband.
“The boy done killed his first man, and he’s gone power-mad with it,” the sheriff said, “please lady talk sense to him. Get your people on the trail and away as fast as you can. We can’t hope to hold out against Barrow with our numbers.”
“That was not the first outlaw Colt’s slain," I said, looking around, "You better do as that young man says, sheriff. I saw the look in his eyes, he has decided to fight, and there’s no turning him back once his mind is made up.”
“Is it true my lady?” The mayor’s wife asked, her voice filled with fragile hope, “The boy… I mean the young sir, Colt. That he would return all those outlaws stole?”
“If it’s in our power to do so,” I said with a warm smile for the woman, “then we shall. It won’t be easy, and all hands that can hold a rifle will be welcome."
“Blasphemy!” The mayor said aghast. “He plans to arm the women folk sheriff!”
"If you hadn't been so damn pig-shit stubborn, then our sweet Heather might never been stolen!” The woman said, wiping a hand on her cheeks, brushing away angry tears, and turned to me, "If you need more hands to help in your fight, the other mothers of stolen daughters and I will be there!"
“Mary-Beth!" The mayor said, surprised and angry. The sheriff was watching the woman speculatively, however, and when his gaze turned to me, seeing calm resolve, he nodded slowly.
“I think,” he said with a great sigh, “that we’re going to have to accept some new things if we hope to be rid of the Barrow menace, Mayor.”
The small grocer kept up his arguments with his wife, but the woman ignored her husband, and I saw her glance from me to the sheriff’s office speculatively. A spark of curiosity and desire alight in her pretty green eyes.
“Gather your friends Mary-Beth,” I said, “and every map of the area you can find and meet Colt and me in the sheriff’s office, we have plans to make, all of us.”
With that, I left the three of them and walked to the office. I found Colt pouring over a pile of notes written in a crabbed slanted hand. They seemed to be notes and reports from Barrow’s previous attacks. Colt was taking notes of men and supplies. Soon the sheriff returned along with a couple of townsfolk bringing in maps. Colt quizzed all who came, about the compound the gang had taken over, and the surrounding lands, filling in any gaps the maps might not cover.
 




Chapter Five
The sheriff had the best maps of the area. Colt had several pulled out, showing the trail out of town and the surrounding hills and valleys when Annabelle returned with a group from the wagons. I stepped out of the office and began directing the settlers to load and hand out weapons. They were a grim-faced lot, all having heard or seen the shoot out, but our people showed little of the fear I knew they felt. The townsfolk, on the other hand, were a nervous and agitated bunch, all except for the mayor’s wife and a couple of other mothers, who watched our preparations with hopeful eyes.
“You mean to fight, not run,” Mary-Beth said, stepping up to my side, "They warned you how many men Barrow has?”
“The sheriff mentioned thirty," I said, eyeing the woman, "but our scouts are out getting an accurate count now."
“Those bastards took my girl,” the tall, pretty woman said, her voice quavering, “stole her right out of my home.” She glanced back at the store where her husband fretted over his goods, “My husband just stood by and watched it happen, not even uttering a word of protest… when I think about what poor Bailey must be going through…” Her voice broke, tears in her angry eyes.
“If you’re unwilling to fight for what you love and what’s right," I said, not managing to keep the contempt out of my voice as I glanced around at the gathered townswomen, "Then you will always be the victims of evil men's predations. Especially out here where the law is weak… and fat.”
“I would fight!” Mary-Beth said, her voice filled with emotion and anger, “but what can a group of women do against a band of outlaws?!”
“A rifle kills a man just as easily in a woman's hands as a man's," I said, walking over to the cart of weapons Helen had brought from our wagons. "Are you serious about your willingness to fight and rescue your daughter?”
“I am!” Several of the other women voiced their agreement but fell silent as Mary-Beth went on, “But my husband and the sheriff never allowed women to be armed or learn to shoot. It's blasphemous, they say."
"Nonsense," I said, frowning, "Let’s see them try to argue that with Colt. He will set the men straight." I glanced around at all the townswomen who’d gathered, “All who are willing to fight will be welcome and armed. I don’t know Colt’s plan yet, but everybody that can carry a rifle and shoot will be welcome and probably necessary.”
“What if we never shot a gun?” One woman asked, her eyes wide with worry and excitement.
“Seamus!” I called to the man, who jogged over, “We have more students who need learning on the rifle, get those who want training shooting right away.”
"Yes, Ma'am," he said, doffing his cap.
The women were more startled by his respectful attitude towards me than they were by the rifles shoved into their hands. Soon he had them on the edge of town, shooting at bottles on fence posts, Mary-Beth the first to take up a rifle and shoot. Her husband watched with a frown of disapproval, but he kept his tongue still. The same could not be said for all the husbands and fathers in town, and soon Colt was striding out of the sheriff's office. He only had to glare once at the men grumbling men to quiet them down.
He sent Helen back to the wagons and had them finish their packing and get ready to ride. The order confused the settlers who were in town, but once Colt pulled everyone together and explained his plan, there was a general sense of excitement and angst about the coming battle. Thick winter clothes were pulled on, and he sent the first group out into the hills along with Goldie to get them into position. Mary returned with a count and news that the outlaws were restless but didn’t look to be heading out until late in the evening or early morning.
“Perfect,” Colt said a hard smile finding its way onto his lips, “I want everyone in place before darkness falls. Mary go inform Helen that I want the wagons on the move tonight, but at a slow pace, they need to be in position come first light.”
"Yes, sir!" The slender brunette said before dashing off towards the wagons with her orders.
"It's really happening," the sheriff said, looking around at the flurry of activity with slightly stunned eyes.
“You have your orders sheriff,” Colt said, fixing the man's eyes with his cold blue gaze, "Do you have any concerns?"
“No,” the portly man said quickly, “It's a good plan. We shouldn't have any problems getting the girls free unless the outlaws don't ride out as you figure."
“They will,” Colt said, “but if they leave a sizable force behind you and your men are to hold until we get there. If anything happens to us, you lot will be hidden and safe, at least.”
“Yes sir,” the sheriff nodded, wiping the sweat from his brow, he glanced towards the townswomen who marched into the woods, “You’re certain they will hold and do what needs doing?”
“Have you ever seen a mama bear protect her cubs?” Colt asked with a little smile, “I have total confidence in these women.”
His words carried to the women, and I saw backs straighten and fear replaced with pride. The sheriff still had a look like he didn’t quite believe the young man’s words, but he shrugged and headed off, calling the half dozen men along with Seamus and Henry, all of whom would ride with him for the outlaw’s compound and hide out in the woods Colt had indicated.
Another hour or two of preparation and the wagons was rolling down the trail, the townsfolk and settlers walking into the woods, bundled in thick coats and carrying rifles and blankets. When we got to the twin hills, Colt moved down the two lines, positioning everyone accordingly. I found a place next to Annabelle, the long rifle cold in my hands, and settled down for a long wait.
Colt’s plan worked on the element of surprise, that and knowing where the outlaws would ride from their valley to intercept the wagon train. That’s where the maps had been helpful. He suspected the outlaws had a spy in town. I saw the true wisdom in his plan as we sat, dozing in our thick blankets. Each group was a mingling of townsfolk and settlers, with none left behind to give warning to the Barrow gang.
The night was chilly, and the hours passed long and slow. Colt kept moving up and down the two lines, putting some to sleep and waking others to set watch, reminding everyone to wait for his command before they fired. I slept for a few hours, sitting with my back to Annabelle. The girl was frightened, I could tell, but all of the young women in town and the wagon train had been taking their cues from her since Colt had announced his plan. I couldn’t have been prouder of the poise and bravery she showed when she walked right up and took the first rifle Albert handed out. The others adopted her total and complete trust in Colt.
As I dozed, I dreamt of the heavenly homestead again, but unlike most of my dreams this time, I saw no great house and barn. Instead, I saw roiling black smoke and sensed a raging fire that cleansed the lands of darkness.
I was woken from sleep by Annabelle nudging my shoulder. My eyes snapped open, and I heard a whispered conversation from off in the woods. The night sky was just beginning to lighten with the dawn, and I could make out Lashwa speaking with Colt. He sent the native girl off, and I could see her run down our tree-covered hill to the other across the way.
Colt strode down the line stopping to whisper with each for a few seconds. Some he reached out a steadying hand and gripped their shoulder. Some he pulled into a firm embrace, whispering in their ear’s words of encouragement. Others, he simply nodded to once he had passed on his words. Then he got to the end of the line and pulled up before Annabelle and me.
“Barrow is rousting his men,” Colt said, “They should be here within the hour. I’ve been warning everyone not to fire until they see my signal, but nerves could get the better of some of them.”
“They will hold,” Annabelle said, brimming with confidence, “It's a good plan, and we all trust you."
“Thank you,” he said with a small smile, and I noticed the tension in him. I reached out and gripped his hand.
“This is our stand Colt,” I said with total confidence, “I had another dream. We don’t just fight for each other; we fight for our home.”
"Here?" He asked me, and when I nodded in answer, he looked around in the darkness and nodded, "So be it then. We’ll clear Barrow and his men out and build your dream.”
"Our dream," I said, meeting his eyes.
“Our dream,” he said with a warm smile.
Then he was off, moving quickly and silently through the trees. Then down and up the other hill to check on the people there. I could feel the tension and fear building as we waited in the cold. Colt’s plan hinged on the outlaws taking this one path to intercept our wagons. He had been confident they would take the trail through these two low hills, and I had trusted him. Now, as we waited those last few minutes, I worried that he had been wrong. I had visions of the outlaws catching our undefended wagons and ransacking them, carrying off or killing those few who had braved to drive them through the night.
I could hear others along the line shifting and muttering in fear that the outlaws weren't coming. Then far off and faint, I could hear the sounds of horses riding towards us. The air around us became supercharged with anxiety and fear. My heart was pounding so hard I could hardly hear anything; my nerves ragged as I waited long minutes for the riders to appear below us.
"Hold steady, ladies!" Annabelle said, her soft voice carrying along the line of hidden women.
Colt had positioned both lines up the slope of their hills, hidden just within the brush and tree line. Annabelle and I drew forth our rifles and lay down in the dead leaves and brush. All along the line, women were doing the same. The sounds of cantering horses grew closer and closer. I felt a wild energy running through me, the desire to fight or flee coursing through my veins. I could feel Annabelle beside me, shaking with the same emotions, but when I reached over to pat her arm and comfort her, she just grinned back.
The girl is enjoying this! I thought to myself.
Then I caught my first sight of the riders. Grime encrusted and slovenly the men slumped in their saddles. Weapons held carelessly in loose hands, some smoking thin cigarillos. There at the head of the group was Barrow himself. The tall, lean man with the hatchet like face. 
 




Chapter Six
The seconds seemed to stretch as they rode below us, slowly getting into position. I held my breath. Heart hammered in my chest as I slowly drew back the hammer on the rifle. My nerves were ragged as I waited for Colt's signal. The men below were nearly straight below us, and my finger caressed the trigger. I sent a prayer to the lord above that our people would be safe.
“NOW!”
The deep voice shout came from the other hill. The men below startled in their saddles, most blinking owlishly up in the direction of the roar. Only their leader reacted quickly. The man wheeled his horse and shouted.
“Back! It’s an ambush!”
Then his words were swallowed by the sounds of cracking rifles. All along, our line’s women took careful aim and pulled their triggers. I set my sights on the lean form of their leader but feared with the distance I would miss the man. I pulled the trigger and felt the rifle kick against my shoulder then to my joy I saw Barrow spin in his saddle, blood flying from his side. The man fell to the ground hard, and his horse reared, screaming and charging off up the trail. Most of the other horses panicked, dropping their riders on their butts, easy targets for the women who gunned them down.
Two riders, more daring than their companions, charged up the hillside towards us firing as they rode. I ratcheted my gun, aiming for one of the men, but Annabelle was already up beside me. The beautiful blond girl slowly walked forward, firing her rifle and ratcheting another round in the chamber, then firing again, and again. In seconds she’d dropped both men, sparing their horses, and was training her weapon on the remainder of the outlaws.
“Women?!” Shouted one man angrily as he drew his pistol, “Ambushed by women?”
Enraged, the man turned on Barrow training his weapon on the leader and fired point-blank into the outlaw leader's face as he struggled to rise. Then he turned, taking aim at Annabelle. I put a bullet between his eyes before he could pull the trigger a second time.
Silence reigned after that, cut through only by the groans of the hurt and dying. We walked down from the hills taking our time, careful of any man still spoiling for a fight. None were, though. I felt my stomach roiling as I walked down and saw the dead men littering the trail. More than two dozen had ridden forth, and twenty-two of them lay dead or on the verge of death.
Many women had tears in their eyes as they saw what we had done, some paused in the bushes to be sick before coming down, and others retched when they caught a whiff of evacuated bowls or sight of a man they had killed.
Colt stepped out of the tree line, along with the women on the other hill, and his searching eyes found Annabelle and me, and he sighed with relief. He ordered those who lived to discard their weapons, and most did. One man woke raging and defiant that he would never be taken by women, only to have Colt put a bullet in his brain from two hundred paces away. The rest of the men were compliant after that, tossing aside their weapons and allowing themselves to be bound.
The horses were the real issue. Two were wounded, and there wasn't a dry eye in our group as Colt put them down. The rest we corralled and tied onto leads. Twenty-two dead men lay along the trail, and five were bound and gagged. Then thrown over the back of their horses and tied down.
"You are all so brave," Colt said, looking around at the group of women riflemen, "but our task isn't complete. Your daughters and friends are still prisoners in the compound. If you can't stomach any more killing, I understand, but our job's not done until we get those women free."
None wanted to stay behind and so everyone mounted up. The outlaw’s horses were poorly maintained, and some women were forced to ride double when we assessed which were healthy and which not. The women avoided looking at the dead men scattered about the trail. Once we had finished dealing with the rest of the gang, we would have to come and bury these men, and that was a task none relished. It was a grim group as Colt lead us through the woods, to their compound.
An hour later, the sun just beginning to crest the horizon. We rode out of the tree line to see the green valley of my dreams spread out before us. Off in the distance, a tall snowcapped mountain stood proudly, and down at the southern end of the valley, a river ran, narrow in the late summer season. Near the center was a hodge-podge of poorly built structures. A farmhouse, half-completed, dominated the compound, along with a dilapidated barn and storehouse. There was a ring of men crouching down behind overturned carts, surrounding the storehouse, and I could make out the sheriff’s bulk behind an overturned wagon with Seamus and Henry beside him.
We circled and approached from behind the half-built house, using it for cover. We left the horses there, along with a small group of women, to stand guard over our prisoners. Crouching low and running across the open ground, a small group of us made it to the overturned wagon without a shot fired from the storehouse.
“You got them?” The sheriff asked his voice tense as we arrived.
“Aye,” Colt said, “None managed to escape. What’s the situation here?”
“Four men holed themselves up in there,” the sheriff said, indicating the store house, “dragged five women in there as hostages. They have been threatening to kill the women if we storm the building.”
Colt nodded and chanced a glance around the wagon, scoping out the building. He motioned Goldie over and whispered in her ears, the young woman nodded and dashed off, pulling Lashwa with her as they ran back, circling the buildings. In a minute, they were walking the horses with the prisoners tied over the saddles around the building.
“Your friends are dead or captured!” Colt called out loud and clear once the men inside got a good look at their captured comrades, “Give yourselves up now, and you’ll be given a trial instead of the rope!”
There was a low murmur of whispered conversation from within the storehouse. I saw Colt smile when an argument erupted within, cut off quickly by a harsh curse. He motioned the sheriff over and whispered in his ear. I saw the man’s eyes go wide with worry, but he nodded and scuttled off, grabbing another man as they circled behind the building.
“Leave four horses outside the door,” called a harsh voice from within, “Then clean your men out of here, and we'll go!"
“That will never happen,” Colt said, his voice hard, “We will burn that building down before we let you men walk.”
“We’ll kill the women if you try it!” The man called from within.
There was the sound of a fearful woman crying out from within the building, and I saw Mary-Beth glance up and mouth a name. She looked around and caught my eyes, and I saw she recognized the voice, fear for her child writ plain on the woman’s face. I moved over to the woman's side, gripping her hand in mine.
“You come out, unarmed, and you'll get a fair trial," Colt called, "You harm one of those women, and you die. Here and now.”
“Go to hell, boy! We're not coming out for nothing!" There was an angry whisper within the storehouse and then a short argument, ending with the sound of a harsh slap. Colt looked over and winked at me, and I gripped Mary-Beth’s hand tighter.
"Sheriff, they are madmen!" Colt called loud and clear, "Burn it down!"
The woman whose hand I gripped nearly cried out in fear, but I held her close, whispering in her ear, “Trust Colt, your girl will be safe.”
Her eyes met mine, and I could see the struggle in her as she fought to control herself. After a minute, smoke rolled out of the windows. The sheriff and his man had started a blaze at the back of the building. The sound of a fight breaking out within the storehouse and a single shot ring out, caused us all to freeze as we waited to see the outcome.
“Hold your fire!” Colt called.
I don’t know how he knew, but a second later, five young women dashed out of the building, crying out and covering their heads with their arms. I released Mary-Beth, and she hopped up, headless of any threat from the dark windows of the storehouse, and ran to her daughter.
"We're coming out!" Called a new voice from within. Three rough-looking men emerged from the building, tossing their weapons down as they exited and putting up their hands. The sheriff and several townsmen were on them in moments, tying them up.
There were no cheers or calls of celebration. The dirty, vacant-eyed stares of the girls were too gut-churning. Mothers pulled their girls into tight embraces, tears flowing as we all gathered around. The relief was palpable as the prisoners were led away. The sheriff was effusive in his praise of Colt’s plan and leadership, and more than one woman was eyeing the young man speculatively, sizing up the handsome hero for the job of son-in-law.
Long hours were spent picking through the buildings, and during that time, we were able to relax finally — the shock of the battle and stand-off fading. Colt ordered the buildings and the memories they contained burned down to the ground. The black smoke rolled through the valley long into the afternoon, carrying with it the darkness that had inhabited this place. Leaving behind ashes and dirt, the seeds of the homestead we would build here.
The men had their trial, and the noose soon after. Their victims testified to their vile actions. Though emotions flared, Colt maintained order, and in the end, it was justice that was served and not vengeance, and with that, the healing could begin.




Epilogue
There were no living descendants of the family that had first settled Green Valley. So, there was none to gainsay Colt’s claim to the lands. The mayor and sheriff were happy to have the young man settle not ten miles away. The story spread throughout the territory, and Colt hailed as a hero. A man of law and order. The town’s women often found reason to visit for the afternoon or even to stay the night, helping with the building of our homestead and sampling the young hero who plagued their fantasies and dreams.
Those first few weeks were a whirlwind of activity. The wagons rolled into the valley that first day. The settlers were finally seeing the place I had been dreaming of. One and all they fell in love with the valley. There were woods close by filled with lumber, deer, elk and small game. The valley floor had thick topsoil, perfect for planting, and the river access offered both fishing and an avenue for trade in the future. The Shoshone tribe bordered our lands to the east, friends, and allies for the years to come.
We broke down the wagons, and with everyone pitching in, we're able to erect a longhouse that would see us all through the winter months. Seamus and Henry said their farewells and took off south into the mountains for some prospecting and alone time, and to no one’s great surprise, several of the Stevens men followed soon after. Colt saw them all outfitted with horses, tools, and furs and made them promise to visit whenever they could.
Those who were left behind were busy with the tasks of trying to build a home from nothing. The work was fulfilling and energizing, and we all found jobs that suited our skills. Surprising talents emerged over those first few weeks. Men and women who were lost and useless out on the trail, showed remarkable efficacy when it came to making a homestead. Albert turned out to be an excellent architect and his wife Molly, a taskmistress that kept everything running without ruffling feathers. Basket weaving, smithy work, even a woman who had brought out a pottery wheel and pulled great vases that were fired and painted. The jars made excellent trade with the tribes.
There were challenges too, such as when we discovered that several women were pregnant at the same time, or when the first rains hit, and our thatch roof leaked. For the most part, things were good and happy. We even began felling and shaving trees so we could raise a manor house the next summer when the timbers and weather were dry. Albert had a whole plan mapped out, and he was constantly adjusting his drawings when another idea popped into his head, or someone offered a helpful suggestion.
The first night in our longhouse, we celebrated, feasting on roasted chicken and squash, the spirits flowing freely. As evening fell instruments were brought out and soon, we were dancing and laughing and having a merry time. The alcohol loosened many morals, and things got a bit wild that night.
It all began when Helen and Molly both drunk and filled with lust, pushed a tipsy Colt into a corner, and dropped to their knees before him. Albert watched on drunkenly, staring in fascination as his wife and her friend, worshipped the handsome young alpha with their mouth and hands. The music throbbed low and pulsing, the players entranced by the sight as well.
I felt slender arms reach around my waist as Lashwa pressed her firm young body against me. Her hands reached up, cupping my enormous breasts, and I sighed in pleasure, turning back and touching my soft lips to hers. Annabelle and Edith were dancing together in the center of the room, along with the DeMille sisters. The young women were slowly stripping one another until they danced only in their thin white shifts. Their firm young bodies were tantalizing in the glowing light as they passed a bottle back and forth amongst themselves.
I looked back into the corner and saw Helen pushing Sarah Stevens down onto a pile of blankets, kissing the woman’s stomach and womb softly, her eyes alight with desire and love. Mary had pressed Molly down, the slender brunette girl devouring the curvy redhead. Colt walked towards me, his naked body gleaming golden and glorious in the firelight. All eyes tracked him with either lust, devotion, or both. I felt eyes on me too, as Lashwa slid my dress down my shoulders, my body revealing itself in all its glory.
Then my gorgeous stepson, my love, my hero, lay me down, spreading my legs and mounted me right there in the middle of the room for all to see. I forgot about all else as I felt him drive deep within me. Pleasure exploded in my sex as I quivered beneath him. Our lips found one another, tongues intertwining, our hands sliding all over each other’s bodies as we devoured one another. I reached the peak of pleasure soon, and as my toes curled and the pleasure raced along my nerves from fingers to toes, I felt Colt flood my womb with his seed. I closed my eyes, praying that it might quicken within me.
Gentle hands were pulling us apart, and I watched with a smile as the four girls pulled Colt into their young arms. Annabelle led the group as they pressed Colt down on a bed, thin white shifts flying free as the girls pressed their nubile bodies to his hard-muscled form. Soft pink lips and teasing tongues drawing his cock back to stiff life as Edith pressed her sex into his handsome face, for him to feast on. He reached up and gripped her firm young cheeks as he tasted her. Both were moaning out, her from his expert tongue and him as Becca DeMille swallowed the entire length of his cock, and her sister Lucy licked and sucked his balls.
“I have wanted you since the first moment I saw you!” Whispered a voice behind me.
I turned, finding Goldie there, her eyes filled with lust as she looked up and down my curvy body. I smiled and pulled her into a gentle kiss, even as I felt her tentative fingers slide along my hip and up to cup one massive teat. The girl cuddled up to me, our hands exploring one another, teasing and touching. Glancing up at low moans of pleasure, I saw my gorgeous Annabelle riding Colt. All turned to stare at the sight of them. They looked like Greek gods as their bodies writhed together.
Then I was lost in the feel of the beautiful athletic body beneath me. The girl left shaking and breathless by the time I finished with her, and I turned my sights on Helen. The beautiful woman was interlocked with Lashwa and I saw Colt just pull his raging hard-on out of a trembling Stevens sister. The young woman swooning in the throes of her orgasm.
I rolled Helen’s pretty pale behind up and pulled Colt’s thick cock within. She arched her back in surprise and pleasure. Moaning out in joy as he drove deep within her. I bent over Lashwa, Helen and I both kissing on her neck and lips, her soft dark skin so sensitive to our touch. Then I felt Colt drive into me, and I shuddered in pleasure. He took the three of us, tireless and glorious in his unrestrained lust.
We were all lost in bliss for hours that night, deepening our connections and reaffirming our love. Colt was nearly worked to death. There wasn’t a single woman who would let the night pass without even a taste of him. The Stevens men and Albert were in heaven watching their alpha breed and dominate every female there.
Many women were bred that night, and come spring, I too found myself with child. It was a magical time in our valley.
That summer, Albert oversaw the construction of our manor house. With dozens of rooms and indoor plumbing rigged off a well, he had dug. We also raised a barn with the help of the townsfolk. Colt rode out that summer with Lashwa, Annabelle, and the scouts for weeks, rounding up wild horses that he planned to breed. Annabelle found her calling working with the horses, she was fearless so long as she rode with Colt. It was she as much as Colt who roped and reined in the mustangs and it was she who founded the training program for the foals.
In the years to come, Colt would spend time as marshal of the territory. He was riding down rustler and bandits with his own posse of riflemen, riflewomen, and even several natives from varying tribes. That was years after we build our homestead, and he quit the work once the government set a permanent marshal. Returning to us and spending the remainder of his life fathering children and breeding horses.
As I gaze out at our lush, a vibrant valley, filled with children, animals, and my beautiful loved ones, I can't help but thank god for this bounty. It was a hard journey, but we each grew in our way. We found that what awaited us far exceeded our hopes and dreams.
THE END
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