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Chapter One
It was desperation and hope that drove us out west, across  vast prairies and through the high mountain passes. Those were hard times for folk and harder still on a woman raising a teenage daughter alone. Our journey west was dangerous but we met our true family in the midst of all that struggle and strife. I met the perfect man, and a group of amazing women that all agree with me, but I’m getting ahead of my tale.
I could find no honest work in the city and looking as I do; it was never honest work or honest men that wanted to pay me. I never sold my body, for my pride was always too great, and since the war I struggled to find my way.
The church and our community had arranged for me to marry a man in a far-off city who planned to head west as well. I was reticent but after a half dozen letters, I agreed. We made plans for a new life for us all. So, the next spring I boarded a train with my daughter Annabelle, and two trunks packed with our worldly possessions and began our great journey.
Arriving at the train station we discovered that Henry, the man I was to marry, was unable to meet us. Instead his son greeted us warmly. I must say I was disappointed Henry wasn’t there, as I was nervous to see what kind of man he was and how he looked, but I was reassured by how well-mannered and handsome his boy Colt was.
When we first saw him standing at the end of the platform tall, lean and sharp eyed I felt Annabelle clutch at my arm and heard a low grunt of surprise from her throat as she took in the handsome young man. I found my own heart fluttering in my breast and I was all too aware of my own body for the first time in years as it was clad in my Sunday.
“Ma’am and young miss,” he said with a polite nod to us both his voice deep and rich, “it’s a pleasure to meet you, my name is Colt.”
Annabelle and I gave matching curtsies then I reached out my hand for him to take. He took it in his and I felt the roughness of his skin and the strength in his long fingers.
“It is a pleasure to meet you Colt, I am Elenore and this here is Annabelle.” Looking around I asked, “Where is your father?”
Conveying his deepest apologies on behalf of Henry, saying he had been tied up with the wagon train. Colt hefted both of our trunks onto his wide, strong back and lead us out to the wagon he had waiting. Colt stowed and lashed out trunks into places to either side of the wagon, making it easy for us to access. Then Annabelle and I climbed aboard to either side of him we trundled off across the city. He led us through the narrow streets masterfully leading the wagon team. We arrived outside of town at a great open field filled with wagons and chaos as settlers and traders packed and made last-minute preparations.
I met Henry that evening, after I had prepared a meal at our open fire for the first time. A tall quiet man who looked like a pale somewhat effeminate version of his son. He was grim and quiet, preferring the company of the horses to people and not engaging with much small talk. After an awkward meal he slipped off, back to care for the wagon teams.
A small wedding ceremony was held the next morning for a half dozen new couples by the local pastor. My breast was filled with fear and uncertainty at marrying this man. He had raised such a fine son, that I couldn’t think too poorly of Henry. Plus, with Annabelle to think of, I had very little options. After a few words before the pastor, and with a chaste kiss of rough lips upon my own, I once more found myself married. The celebration was nonexistent as we all loaded up onto wagons and headed out for our first leg on the trail.
Our wagon train was over a hundred souls strong with dozens of wagons loaded to the brim and creaking with their heavy loads. The wagons trains Captain, a hard man with a big grin pasted on his face as he directed and pointed the way for settlers, had a team of four scouts with him. A more disreputable group of men I had never seen, but we were heading into hard lands where soft people rarely survived.
We made less than a mile that first day, and hard going too, but as the week wore on and everyone fell into routines, we began to pick our pace day by day, driven ever onward by the captain and his scouts. Soon we were free from civilization and out on the open plains. That’s when things got really tough.
I spent little time with Henry during those first few weeks. That first awkward night, when he failed to get hard enough to consummate our wedding existed like a wall between us. He would be up before dawn and away from me and the kids as soon as he could be. Off working or whatever with the man he had become best friends with, Seamus. Henry and Seamus would spend all of their time with the wagon teams or helping the scouts by hunting along the wagons trail for fresh water and game trails.
I waited every night for him to take me as a woman and wife, if not eager then willing, the man never came to try again and consummate our marriage. I am not a woman to countenance rumors, but word got around about my husband’s lack of desire for me, and of where his predilections might truly lay. Given his new friend, and my desire to not cause a scene in these close quarters, I kept to myself mostly.
The eyes of the scouts and especially the wagon trains Captain Peckering, were always on me. I felt sullied by their oily and hungry regard. Growing with my looks and figure had been a curse. I have grown used to the stares of other men and the hatred of women, but I’ve always known society has its rules and by those I would be kept safe. Out here in the wilderness, I felt truly fearful under those dangerous men’s eyes for the first time in my life. This was the wild west and my new husband was often in the bushes with Seamus.
I had two comforts during those interminable days, my children. Annabelle was like an angel reborn, or so it seemed to me. The poor girl had lost her father in a terrible accident, then dragged halfway across the country and she offered not a voice of complaint. Whether it was helping with the cooking, caring for the animals or watching the young children of other waggoneers, she was tireless and earned our family a lot of good will.
Colt was the center of our little world once we left civilization, the rock we all leaned on, without even knowing. The boy was quiet and solemn but I was able to draw him out little by little over the course of those first few days. His father was rarely around and when he was Colt was picked on and ostracized by the other lads in his neighborhood. Growing up without a mother I could see had been hard on him, and he could have easily been broken by the stress and grown needy or become a bully. Colt was neither, however. He was self-sufficient and nearly unflappable, slow to speak but quick to come to decisions and then stubborn in his follow through. Those were skill that would have seen him grow up into a successful man in any city, I believed, but out here on the prairie and in the wilderness to come, he was a rare and capable young man.
Having worked odd jobs all over the city growing up Colt was capable of nearly any task that called for using his hands, often with a master or journeyman’s quality. Truly remarkable in a young man of only nineteen summers and a testament to the mentors he had found in his early years.
Silently and rarely with any witnesses to his compassionate good works, he would perform maintenance on wagons and harnesses, keeping things from breaking long past when they should have in the harsh environment. Or searching along their trail and gathering herbs and spices to fill out several families stores. The sweetest times of all, at least to my eyes, were when we would spend quiet nights near our fire, Annabelle and I knitting while Colt whittled tops and other toys for the kids.
The other women of our camp were eying the young man too, I could see their sidelong stares and linger glances as we set up camp or broke it down. The boy was tall with long curling dark hair and pale blue eyes. Wide shoulders and a well muscled from a life of hard work, drew as many older women’s eyes and lusts than younger. The younger women would try to pique Colts interest, but he was oblivious and they soon went for boys who showered them with more attention. Annabelle was the one exception and I worried about her more than any other girl with young Colt. Her eyes almost never left him when he was working, especially if he was shirtless, although she was careful to not be caught. Often, I would find her set up cleaning or performing some task, perfectly placed to spy on her stepbrother as he chopped wood shirtless, or helped lift a wagon, so a new axle could be fit. Truth be told, I too would find myself lingering whenever I caught her, enjoying the sight of him to my own shame, before distracting Annabelle. I didn’t want to confront the poor girl; I honestly had no idea what I would say to her.
Somewhere in our second week I felt comfortable and happy in this new life. Traveling across the prairie and leaving all that I knew behind had been brutally hard on both Annabelle and I, but we had a new family and some comfort in our lives. On one of those great relaxing evenings, spending by the fire, three figures loomed out of the darkness.
“Evening there ma’am,” Captain Peckering drawled tipping his hat back with one finger as his eyes lingered on Annabelle. I could see a hunger in his eyes that matched those in his two slovenly scouts.
“Good Evening Captain,” I said placing my knitting aside, “How may we help you?” I tried to meet the man’s eyes and a slow second passed as his oily stare took in Annabelle’s ripe, innocent young form before they swung to me. He didn’t even have the decency to look embarrassed or ashamed. “Annabelle,” I said turning to the girl, “would you be a dear and see to preparing for bed?”
“OK momma,” she replied in her cheerful voice before flouncing away. That girl was oblivious to the affect she had on men, but then I was too at her age.
“Well ma’am that’s just it see,” he leaned back as he spoke, his face twisting in annoyance, “two of my scouts aint come back and they’re two hours late. Gone off with that husband of yours and his friend. Figured maybe you may know where they got off to.”
“Henry is missing?” I felt a trill of fear steal through me, I had always worried when he went out ranging, but didn’t know what to say to stop it. Looking around at the two scouts who were licking their lips as they eyed me up and down. The small seed of fear blossomed into full blown panic. I was just about to leap to my feet when I felt a large strong hand settle on my shoulder and calm swept through me at the reassuring touch.
“Which way did they head off Captain?” Colt asked quietly, standing beside me a tall menacing shape in the dark. I hadn’t even seen the boy move and apparently the others hadn’t either, for the captain and his scouts started and eyed the boy suspiciously.
“They lit off to the south,” one of the scouts squeaked out, before he could clamp his mouth shut with a glare for all around him.
“If they aren’t back by sunrise then the four of us will head out and search for them.” Colt said.
“Can’t leave the train unguarded,” Captain Peckering said with a slow smile, “Need to leave at least one of us rough hands behind.” Turning to look the wat Annabelle had gone off with that lascivious look again he continued, “Make sure no outlaws show up and molest the women folk.”
“You’re going to leave him.” Colt said pointing at the man who squeaked.
“Oh? Am I? And why would that be?” The Captain asked with amusement, his eyes glinting dangerously.
“Accidents happen out there in the high grasses.” Colt said it like he was commenting on the weather, his face expressionless, but a glinting silver light near his waist showed a knife gripped for fighting. I gasped at the sight.
Captain Peckering looked from the boys dead eyes down to the knife in his hand and then back up, the smile dropping from his face with a glare he pointed and said, “You dare threaten me boy?”
“No threat.” Colt said, “If you or your men ever look at my mother or sister that way again, this blade,” he held his hand up, fire light glinting golden and red from the razor-sharp steel, “Will be in your eye.”
“Fine boy,” Captain Peckering said, a glimmer of hard respect entering his eyes, “If they aren’t back by tomorrow morning then the four of us will search for your pa, that sound alright?”
Colt narrowed his eyes glancing between the three men before saying in a quiet resigned voice, “Alright.”
“Dawn,” the Captain said in a near growl and spinning on his heel, he slunk off into the night.
The emotions and fear came flooding in the moment they left, but fearing how far sound travels in the dark, I kept my silence. Breathing heavy I stood slowly only to see Colt acting as if nothing had happened, going about his nightly chores. Suppressing my fears, I followed the wise young man’s lead and found that calm did come from performing the normal routine of cleaning up and dousing the fire.
When we had finished and neared the wagon to get ready for sleep, I felt a strong hand upon my shoulder and quiet words whispered in my ear. His hot breath on the soft pale skin of my neck sent chills down my spine.
“I fear for my father’s safety or else I would never leave you and Annabelle alone.” Colt whispered.
“But will you be safe out alone with those men?” I asked, fighting to keep the quaver from my voice. It amazed me how much I cared for the young man after such a short time.
“I have that covered,” He said and moving off into the night I heard him rummaging around in the other wagon, with his and his father belongings. He came back a minute later with a dark, cloth wrapped bundle. He took my hand in his and placed the bundle within, the weight was surprising and with a start I realized what I held. I opened my mouth to speak but he placed one long thick finger against my lips and shook his head gently. I nodded and then took his arm, pulling him to the wagon I normally shared with Annabelle alone.
“None of us should be alone tonight,” This time it was my turn to quiet his objections and then we all clambered into the wagon. We would be waking before light so there was no fear of starting chatter and rumors, but I couldn’t let Colt sleep beneath the wagon like the usually did. The looks on those men’s face as they slipped off in the night still sent shivers down my spine.
Annabelle was surprised and delighted when she saw Colt clambering into the space, she had just made up for sleeping. I shot her a glare and a quick shake of my head over the boys shoulder and she ducked her chagrined face, cheeks rosy as she pressed herself against the wagon walls, making room for Colt in the middle. I quickly lay there, fearing what the little minx might get up to in the night. Annabelle is eighteen and innocent as far as I know, but still she is a young woman with hormones.
Colt slipped off his boots and shirt and slid into the opening between me and the wagon wall. It was snug but we all managed to fit with room to roll on our side snuggly. I lay awake long into the night, fear and worry still keeping my heart beating fast. It must have been near midnight when I felt Colt roll over beside me and suddenly, I felt strong hard muscles pressed against my body as he pressed against me.
My heart nearly leapt into my throat when I felt the boys hips shift and a steely hard shape pressed into my side. I closed my eyes and bit my lip, trying as hard as possible and praying for all I was worth, but no matter what I did nothing could get me to ignore the massive length and girth that pressed against me with desperate need.
Years I had been without the touch of a man and lying awake, my fear suddenly evaporating, I was confronted with the body and cock, in shape and form, of my greatest fantasies. I lay for long seconds agonizing about being in this situation with my new stepson, when he rolled over onto his stomach and the opportunity was lost. Hours longer I lay awake, my skin burning where his cock had pressed against me, my fingers itching to touch my soaking pussy.
 




Chapter Two
I awoke before dawn as Colt shifted and moved near my side. I could still feel where his hardness had pressed against my skin and shame caused me to freeze in place. Then I noticed the boy was shifting regularly beside me.
My heart nearly burst from my chest when I realized what he was doing. Colt lay half turned on his side away from me, his arm rhythmically moving down by his crotch in long slow strokes. I felt my pussy grow damp and my hand gripped a fist in my dress as I nearly reached out, to do what, I wasn’t sure. I lay there frozen while his muscular back pressed against my side, I could feel them hard cords of muscle flexing and undulating as he worked the big piece of meat between his legs.
Just as my body could take no more and almost mad with desire, I nearly reach out to relieve my handsome stepson, I felt him turn his head and lowing my lids to a bare slit, saw his hot eyes travel the length of mine and Anabelle’s sleeping forms. His eyes feasting on our big breasts and slender legs. My pulse quickened to know I could still illicit such desire, and a twinge of jealousy and pride that Annabelle could too. My daughter turned slightly in her sleep and with her back arched that way, her young heavy breasts were pressed firm against her sleeping gown, large nipples hard and poking through the white cotton. Colt’s pace increase and suddenly he turned away sharply as his body tensed and then relaxed.
I fought to control my own heavy breathing and felt Annabelle shift at my side, glancing over I caught the moons light twinkling off her open eyes as we locked gazes for one frozen moment. Her cheeks flushed a deep red, I could make out even in the darkness of the wagon and then her eyes flicked from me to Colt and I saw the shame turning to a knowing grin. I tried to glare at Annabelle, but she just closed her eyes and with a little smile she drifted off asleep. I pretended to sleep, until a few minutes later when Colt started to climb free and I acted as thought I had just woken, and warning him that Annabelle still slept, crept out of the wagon with him to make up the fire while he dressed for their search.
Worry had worked its way back into me. My husband was not a love connection, he was aloof and seemed to care little for my daughter and me, but I wished nothing bad to happen to Colt’s father, nor his friend.
I had just finished brewing a pot of coffee when the captain and his two scouts rode up. Colt pulled his own mare around saddled and ready. The boy was packed for at least a few days out in the countryside. I felt the captains eyes traveling the length of my body once more when Colt was on the other side of the wagon and I glared at the man but he only smiled in rye amusement.
Life was dangerous for a beautiful woman who didn’t have a man for protection in this lawless western world. As the captain stared me up and down, one hand massaging his little hard dick in my plain view, I knew he had evil intentions upon me and Annabelle.
I’ve grown used to the regard of men throughout my life. As I said before I developed at a young age, much like my Annabelle. When I reached fifteen, I had teats greater than any other women in our church, with my slim limbs and waist, I was hated by most of the women and lusted after by the men, daily. My hair is a thick dark brown with loose curls that I usually pull back away from my face. Annabelle has the same figure as myself, but her hair takes after her fathers, golden and sunny with my thick body and loose curls. We both have the same green eyes, high cheekbones and thick sensuous lips.
It was a relief when I met my first husband Clarence. He was a good and sweet man, a longshoreman who worked hard and took care of us. I never grew to love my wifely duties, enduring them as best I could, but Clarence never hurt me and when he passed, I mourned the man if not the love I’d lost.
When Colt came around riding his mare, he caught the captains looks and with narrowed eyes he rode up. Like a blade of silence Colt sat his horse, his face expressionless as he regarded the captain. The older man waited for several moments then growing uncomfortable under Colt’s gaze he began to fidget his reins.
“You ready boy?” He asked, trying to ignore the dangerous atmosphere.
“Lead the way, captain.” Cold said his voice quiet, and surprisingly dangerous. The captain whirled with a snarl and headed off at a canter, the two scouts shooting glares at my stepson as they turned to follow their master.
I brought the bundle of dried meat and biscuits I had prepared over to Colt and passed it up to him.
“You be safe now Colt,” I said unable to keep the worry out of my voice, “I don’t trust those men, so you find your Pa’ and bring him straight back.”
His large warm hand closed on mine as he took the food from me and I felt a spark of energy pass between us. Green eyes met pale blue and something deep passed between us then, a conveying of emotion and regard that was unconscious from us both. I saw those cold hard eyes of my boys soften and something hungry enter them for just a second, my heart quickening at the recognition of that same hunger in myself.
“Don’t worry Elenore,” his deep voice sending tremors down my body, “I trust them neither and will return before the dark.” Turning to look after the men glancing back at our whispered conversation, he continued his voice turning grim, “One way or another.”
He kicked his horse off after the men and I watched in the strengthening morning light as the four of them rode off across the horizon. A tall, handsome and powerfully built boy in their midst, carrying my heart in his pocket, and completely unaware.
The wagon train set up to stay for the day, people taking the opportunity to bathe and repack their wagons. Helen’s husband Seamus was missing too and so I went to keep her company. She was an older, quiet woman whose her icy beauty was intimidating to many in the wagon train. She had always been kind to me but distant and there was a brittleness beneath the surface of all our interactions that I couldn’t quite understand.
She sat quietly looking out across the plains as I approached. Glancing at me, I saw her guarded eyes soften and with a small frown she motioned to the seat beside her. Her hair was straw colored and hung straight down to her lower back, pulled back into a severe braid. Her eyes were a dark blue and her high cheek bones spoke of high breeding. She was a beauty but cold and remote, like a statue you dared not touch for fear it might shatter. She was tall, nearly as tall as Colt and towered over her small spindly husband. Her body was slender and graceful but with the heavy breasts and hips of a woman who could have born a dozen children but had given birth to none.
We sat for a long time, quiet and watchful, occasionally I would glance back to our wagon and see Annabelle entertaining a clutch of younger girls laughing and having fun. The only evidence that the young girl was worried was the occasional tightness around her eyes, or the sudden glances she would shoot out to the horizon in the direction her stepbrother had ridden.
“I hear that Henry got you as a Mail-order bride.” Helen said quietly in her old country accent, startling me as the silence was broken.
“Our church arranged the union,” I said carefully, “but it is true, we’d not met before the wedding.”
“Hmph!”  The woman grunted and I tried to stifle my indignation as her dismissive tone, but what she said next stilled my tongue, “Seamus’ father bought me for three lambs and a sack of seeds. Such a price, the village talked for years.” The woman’s eyes narrowed as she looked back on the dark memories. “Little did they know the man was buying my silence because he knew what his son was. Fat Lord Farthing got himself a second wife and a second son, so Seamus was sent to ‘make his fortune’. You ever hear of such nonsense?” Turning to look me in the eyes I saw a faint shimmer of tears there.
“Doesn’t mean I want the man dead,” Helen continued, all trace of the tears gone, “no matter what those cunts might be whispering,” she nodded her head toward the largest group of settlers, a tight knit pack.
“No one would think that Helen!” I said aghast at her words, the stress had definitely unnerved the woman, but grateful she had opened up to me.
“If you think that, you really are as oblivious as you seem,” her faced softened immediately after the words left her mouth, “I am sorry, fear and worry has twisted my tongue today.”
“Nothing to apologize for,” I said reaching out with one arm and pulling the taller woman close. Glancing over my should I continued, “let them talk if they’ve a mind. I’m not worried about their words.”
“Those fool men,” Helen said, looking off to the horizon with me once more. “Was that your boy I saw riding off with the Captain?” She asked quietly.
“Yes,” I said and this time my voice caught and though I wanted to speak more, the words wouldn’t come. Helen hugged me back, and we sat like that quiet for a time.
“You better watch out for those DeMille sisters,” Helen said with a little smile, “I heard them talking about your Colt, seems they have a little wager on who will get that young man under their skirts first. I told their Mama and they got a whooping for it,” turning she glanced at the two beautiful young women in question as they helped their mother with her chores. “but those little harlots are stubborn and too pretty by half.”
Each of the sisters was a slender thing, with doll like faces and tiny bow shaped lips and mouth. Becca was red haired and freckle faced and had hemmed her dresses to show a scandalous amount of calf for a young woman over eighteen. Her older sister Lucy was nearly her twin in body and face with honey blond hair and a creamy complexion. More reserved and studious, young Lucy seemed an innocent and I was surprised to hear Helen speak about her so.
“I suspected it of that Becca,” I said, “but I’m surprised to hear Lucy is a little hussy too!”
“I don’t think either girl has broken their chastity, their mother would kill them if they do before marriage. I think they’re looking at your boy as husband material.”
The spike of jealousy I’d felt when she mentioned the girls desires upon my Colt was tempered by the reality that I was his stepmom and he was a young man of marriageable age, as were both girls. I glanced back and took them in once more, weighting each lovely young woman against my handsome stepson.
“He can do better.” Helen whispered in my ear, her face beside mine watching the young women, “that perfect boy deserves better.” I couldn’t help the throaty growl that slipped out of my throat and Helen laughed softly, her fingers at my waist holding me tighter a she whispered in my ear, “If Colt doesn’t find some relief out here, with a young man’s raging desires and so many healthy and eager young women, we could end up with a lot of angry fathers.”
“Colt would never!” I said, the thought of him impregnating all those young girls and older women sent a tingling sensation down my spine and to my clit.
“Unless he is like his father,” she froze for a moment, both of us shocked at the honesty, before she went on, “Unless he is like his father then no young man without an outlet would be able to resist.”
“What are you saying?” I asked suspiciously turning to look at the woman, but she just kept looking forward a small secretive smile on her lips.
“Nothing at all, just making conversation.” Feeling uncomfortable and more than a little worked up, I crossed my arms and we sat in silence for the next thirty minutes.
 




Chapter Three
My fear climbed higher and higher with each minute that passed. When the shout finally came from a lookout Helen and I leapt to our feet searing until we spotted the small dust cloud off on the horizon. In a short time, shapes came into view.
“There are only six riders,” Helen said and reaching out she took my hand in a death like grip. We stood there and waited for long agonizing minutes as the riders thundered closer until finally, we could make out six riders, two with forms slumped over their saddles.
“Heat some water and get clean rags,” I said to Helen before dashing back to my wagon digging out my medical kit. I had part of the war as a nurse, when my former husband fought and knew more about wounds than I cared to remember.
When I got back, I found two men on the ground bleeding and a group gathered around. Seamus and one of the scouts looked as though they had been cut up and Seamus had a gunshot wound in one shoulder. Henry was holding a dirty rag to the man’s wound and was near weeping with worry. When I tried to move him away, he barked angrily at me and I stared him down. I lifted the clean bandages in my hand and with a defeated and worried look me moved away, hovering close by as I knelt to work.
The wagon train writhed like a struck beehive as the Captain ordered everyone to pack up and get moving. It was late in the afternoon and folk had been settled in for the night and chaos and fear gripped everyone as they hurriedly repacked, unsure of what was going on. I gathered bits and pieces of the story as I worked, making sure Annabelle and Colt were taking care of our camp and wagons as I was busy and Henry useless with worry.
It seemed Henry and Seamus were caught in a creek by an Indian, either one they were tracking or it had surprised them, that part of the story was unclear. A fight ensued and when the scouts came to help, more Indians showed up. Henry and the scouts managed to cut their way free hiding under the tall grasses over the night. They had been found by the search party in the morning, their tracks crisscrossed by those of the Indians.
Cleaning and sewing both men’s wounds, I removed the slug from Seamus shoulder. Forcing the small man to drink a healthy dose of whiskey. Helen hovered near by, almost as worried and watchful as Henry. When I could do no more for either man and rested back on my heels, Henry rushed forward and the two men clasped hands and shared a look that made both Helen and I uncomfortable and caused the other scout to roll his eyes as he limped off with the help of a couple settlers.
With Helen and Henry’s help we lifted Seamus into the back of their wagon and without a word Henry climbed in beside the man, clasping his hand as the two gazed into each other’s eyes.
“I guess I’ll hitch the teams then,” Helen said frowning at her husband who had failed to acknowledge her with more than a nod since his return.
“I believe Colt is seeing to it now, it looks like our teams are already hitched.” I said and closing the cloth curtain left the two men to themselves.
Helen collapsed into me, silent tears streaming down her face, “I can never thank you enough for what you did today.”
Caught off guard I patted the woman’s back gently, “It was just a few stitches, nothing to it.”
“Thank you all the same,” she said pulling back and wiping her eyes. Colt walked by and with a concerned glance at the two of us, he headed off to load up into one of the wagons. I caught Helens eyes trailing after my stepson a little fire in hers, much as mine had, and I could see her nipples briefly hardening against her chaste dress and then relaxing as her face fell into sadness once more. Then another cry of warning from one of the riders had us all scrambling for our wagons.
A large cloud of dust had been spotted in the direction the scouts had come back from. A hunting party had ridden out of Indian Territory and our slow wagon train stood right in its path. Fear sent everyone scrambling and in minutes the first wagons were trundling off. Colt whipped up the front wagon and I took the back and we headed off. Helen and the men close behind us.
As we rode on Annabelle and I kept throwing glances to the rear and so we were able to see the trailing wagons strung out far behind us with everyone on the move, thank god. The war party trailed us for hours, eventually heading out into the grasses where we lost sight of them. Near dusk we rolled all the wagons into a great circle and with quiet grim conversations, people set up what defenses they could, in case we were attacked. I was setting up our cooking pans when there was a loud commotion over by Helen’s wagon.
“Those injuns’ are after the buggers!” A small man in a fancy bowler hat shouted, flanked the two scouts who had gone missing. Henry was just climbing free from their wagon and the small man turned to him, “that’s one of the sinners right there!” A little crowd was forming near the wagons and whispered conversation had sprung up all around.
“Quiet you old fool,” said Helen as she crossed her arms and stood tall, “the Indians are after the food and girls, they aren’t avenging the lords wrath.”
“Now see here ma’am,” said one of the scouts, the Captain walking up behind the man and nodding along, “the Indian caught your husband with his cock in that man’s ass.” He said pointing to Henry, who blanched and shook his head violently. The crowd grew restless, fear and uncertainty rising.
“That’s a lie!” Henry said and bringing himself to his full height he stalked up to the scout. “Say that to my face you weasel.”
“Say what?” The smaller man asked glancing to the captain and the other scouts a sly grin on his face, “That you’re a faggot who’s never touched that perfect pussy you been keepin’ to yourself?” Some in the crowd gasped at his words, but murmurs of unease hummed through them as well.
“You son of a-,” Henry had hauled back a fist to strike the scout, but several of the settlers intervened breaking the men up. Annabelle and Helen stood at my side while Colt helped pull his father back.
“I know when I’m not wanted!” Henry shouted his face red with fury, “Seamus and I will take our families and leave you fools for the Indians and wolves!” The three of us gasped at his threat and the angry murmur of the crowd grew louder, fear and darkness are ingredients that make for a dangerous soup.
I heard a quiet whispering nearby and glancing over I saw Colt had his eyes closed and was whispering to himself over and over, “Please Pa, not again. Please Pa, not again.”
“Calm down! Everyone!” Shouted the Captain, “No one is leaving anywhere tonight, not with those Indians out there.” Glancing around at the gathered group he waved them off, “Everyone back to your wagons and set your watches, it’s going be a long night. That goes for you too Mr. Eaton.” He said pointing at the small angry man. Stomping off in a huff and dragging his large clan behind, the man never ceased his complaining.
With that the crowd dispersed, most casting dirty glances and angry mutters our way. Not all though and I saw a few kindly faces in the dark. The Captain lingered after ordering his scouts to their posts. He gave Henry a measured look and when he spoke his voice was calm but dangerous.
“We have a contract and this train needs all of its numbers to scare off enemies, both the white and the red kind.” Pointing one stiff finger at Henry he continued, “I don’t give a flying fuck what you do in your bedroom, but I won’t tolerate any more talk of mutiny on my train, you hear?”
Henry regarded the man in sullen silence then gave a nod and turned back to the wagon holding Seamus. I could see the smaller man’s face peeking out the canvas curtains before ducking back as Henry climbed in.
An hour later, the camp quiet, Henry came out from the wagon and found me waiting for him near the fire. Normally I would have found my bed before he took his plate and sat the first watch, but tonight we had words that needed saying. When he saw me sitting there in the dark, he paused and advanced slowly, as if expecting to be hit.
“Is it true?” I asked my voice quavering with emotion, but I kept it quiet. The man opened his mouth to speak and then closed it, opened it and closed it again.
“I guess that’s all you have to say.” I said. I should have been angry, furious at being lied to but I just felt hollowed out.
“I am sorry Elenore, I don’t know what came over me.” Starting slowly, once he began the words rushed out of him, the secret finally revealed. “I have been able to keep my proclivities secret for my whole life. My first wife never knew, but then she was so religious she thought any sex was a sin, even in the marriage bed, and love some Parisian fantasy. Colt was more an accident than anything. I don’t know what has come over me, but when Seamus and I met we both went mad for one another and it’s all we can do to not run off and be together. I am so sorry Elenore, you were dragged into this sham of a marriage by my lies and for that I will always be ashamed.”
“Hush now,” I said suddenly sorry for the man. My anger somehow seemed small compared to the internal agony he must have suffered, “it’s over and done, no sense crying about it. But the world is a hard place. People here know and wherever we stop word will spread. What are we going to do about that?” The man cast me a grateful glance and then hung his head again.
“I don’t know.” He said his voice soft. I rested my arm across his wide shoulders and patted him gently. He was a kind man, if a bit weak and lost.
“We can worry about it tomorrow, if we all manage to survive the night.” I said and getting up, I paused before heading to the wagon, “If he hasn’t yet, Seamus needs to talk to Helen.”
“Aye,” Henry said and he stayed there staring into the cooling embers of the cook fire. The man was ruining his night vision, but I guess that didn’t matter given his watch was ending.
I shook Annabelle awake and let the girl know it was her watch. Then I slipped under the covers wondering if I would be able to sleep with a second nerve filled night ahead, but I was passed out in moments. Woken in the middle of the night by Annabelle rolling me, I yawned and slipped out of the wagon, wrapping a blanket around myself and heading out to sit against the wagon wheel and keep my watch for anything trying to slip into our wagon circle.
A sifting sound behind let me know that Colt was sleeping just a foot or two away from me. There possibly within reach was that beautiful young man’s cock. It had been years since I was touched by a man, and years still longer since I had yeaned to be touched and now an old lady, I had no chance. My husband didn’t even want me!
I nearly cried, feeling the tears brimming in my eyes, but instead the heat of my body took over and with my knees pulled up I slipped a hand beneath my skirt and slid one finger along my slit, surprised to find the outer lips covered in juices. I sat there on watch, visions of my powerful stepsons shirtless torso and that fisting hand in the morning, rolling through my mine. I grazed my clit with one finger and couldn’t help the gentle moan that escaped my lips.
I felt anxiety spike and also delicious pleasure at the thought of being caught. Turning my head, I glanced beneath the wagon and was stunned to see Colts face turned towards me, pale blue eyes burning in the night as they stared beneath my skirts at my fingers rubbing my pussy in the shadows. My own eyes trailed down his muscled torso to see one large hand stroking a large hard cock. The young man’s penis easily dwarfed my deceased husbands, his hand sliding up and down with a steady and firm rhythm. My eyes traveled back to his handsome kind face and our eyes locked, the forbidden and taboo moment frozen as we both gave in for a small time, to our baser desires. His eyes flicked down to my chest and I saw his pupils dilate as his hips shuddered slightly and streams of white goo shot out of his big dick and onto his stomach and chest
My own orgasm began deep in my belly, skin tingling and muscles shaking, but I let out not a sound. Biting my tongue bloody to keep quiet, not wanting to wake the whole wagon train. The delicious pleasure so sweet and foreign, hit me like a drug melting my muscles and loosening my inhibitions. Never had I known a fraction as much pleasure with my poor deceased husband. I felt no shame only awe at the dawning realization of what pleasures existed.
I was ready in that moment of sweet release to be anything Colt wanted or needed. I was ready to rip open my shirt and give the boy a look at what he had been dreaming about. But at that moment a horse whinnied and a man screamed not three hundred meters off into the prairie grasses and then everyone was screaming and shouting as horsemen thundered up to the circle, torches lighting and flaring bright as they drew close.
Whooping and hollering like madmen and firing rifles into the air, the Indians attacked the circle. The Captain knew his business and between the flattened grasses he’d had trampled outside around the circle and interlocking the wagons, we had some measure of safety. The true dangers now were stray bullets and fire to the wagons or stores.
Water barrels had been set up in the middle of the circle and kids and women ran buckets and pails to wherever there was smoke or fire. Annabelle helped with this and Colt and I fought off the riders that tried to push in between the wagons. I used a pitchfork and Colt had an old cavalryman’s spear he had dug up from his wagon and we fought side by side each second an eternity.
In the dark and immediacy of the fight there was little time to think. I saw shapes darting past the opening between out wagons and occasionally one would dash up and I would threaten them off with the burnished pitchfork. Whenever that happened Colt would be right there, his spear point driving the man off if my pitchfork didn’t. When there was no attacker, he would be off running to the next wagon over, driving the man there off. Three separate families he protected, each more grateful than the last, of their handsome young hero.
When he would come near me, even with all that was going on, my heart would quicken and if we happened to brush against one another the point of contact would burn as though it were afire. I was pleased to see that I was affecting Colt too. He would steal glances down my blouse whenever the opportunity presented itself or start when he noticed my hip pressed against him. His eyes never met mine and I knew we both felt the same shame at our earlier actions, and it colored everything else.
It felt like hours had passed but in truth I doubt the raid lasted more than a minute or two. As suddenly as it had begun it was over. The horsemen riding off into the night with what little spoils could steal, whooping and hollering. They sounded more like boys out having a few pranks, than the fearsome and blood-thirsty Indians I had heard about for so many years.
 




Chapter Four
Once we knew they were gone I ran to Annabelle at the water barrels. Relieved at finding her safe but warry when I saw she had been under the watchful eyes of Captain Peckering, who continued to eye her up and down whenever he thought he wasn’t being noticed. The man’s eyes followed us as we made our way back to the wagon.
When we returned, I saw Helen speaking with Colt. The normally grim woman was smiling widely and laughing along with the young man. Her hand reached out and touched his arm and I saw the widening of Colts eyes at that and quickening of his pulse and couldn’t help but smile. He is a wise, strong and confident boy, but he’d had little experience with women and ideas began to form in my head, of a life with those I loved, shared with a man we could all love and respect.
We got there and after casting me a nervous glance Colt slipped off. Annabelle was grinning up at Helen when she saw us and said, “Thank God you’re safe Ms. Helen!”
The older woman pulled the two of us into hugs and we all spoke for a time about the chaos of the skirmish. Just as we were about to turn in for the night Annabelle spoke up, her eyes twinkling with mischief.
“Ms. Helen with your husband lame, maybe Colt should ride with you tomorrow, keep you company?”
I felt a spike of jealousy at her words, but it smoothed away when I saw the quickly concealed hope on the woman’s face before she shook her head. “That is kind child, but people would talk. I will be fine alone in our wagon.”
“I don’t give a damn what the others are saying,” Annabelle said, tossing her golden locks, “God says to love your brother, and honor those who protect and provide.”
“Language girl!” I said, stunned at the vehemence in her voice. My angel rarely had a temper but one was peeking through now. Perhaps it was just the stress of the moment. “You head to bed now. I want to speak with Ms. Helen alone.”
Annabelle was first chastened and then annoyed at my command as she headed off, voicing no complaint but her back stiff. That is until she noticed Colt with his shirt off in the darkness as he changed clothes near his wagon. Helen and I both watched her expression change to that of a girl with a secret. A little smile on her face, she skipped over to Colt and began pestering him with questions about the fight. I watched his eyes and for one brief moment and I saw a world of desire, shame and longing cloud them as he gazed at Helen and I, before they hooded back into their normal quiet watchfulness.
When I glanced back Helen was regarding me with a thoughtful expression and I realized I had a similar one on my face.
“I spoke with Seamus,” Helen said and her expression changed to one of sadness, “and he… he was honest with me, about… things.”
I pulled her into a hug and felt her sigh deeply and hug me tightly.
“I spoke with Henry too,” I said, “this is all just a mess but we’ll figure it out.”
“I can’t imagine how angry you must be,” she said, “I had ten years to figure out what was wrong with my marriage and I think I was willfully blind to it. You met Henry through correspondence and then he dragged out here to be shot at and harassed!” I sighed and stood back crossing my arms and looking off towards our wagons.
“Maybe I should be angry but the truth is I’m not,” I felt Helen slide an arm around my waist and hold me tight against her shapely side. “I am thankful there are no more lies, that maybe this’s the reason Henry could never stand to… touch me. I’ve grown to love this wide-open sky and the freedom I feel out here, away from civilization and its pressures. The kindness of new friends and the grace of our fellowship is a blessing.”
“You’re a rare woman Elly and I too am grateful we met.”
We stood for a time and listened to the sounds of the quiet night, unable to sleep yet and unwilling to part company. As Colt slid beneath the wagon and under his bedroll, he cast the two of us one more glance and a smile and with a little wave goodnight the boy rolled over. I felt lips and warm breath near my ear as Helen whispered.
“Have you thought about what I mentioned earlier,” I felt her pulse beating fast beneath her skin, “about Colt and his… needs?”
I am not sure what madness gave me the inspiration. Perhaps it was the life and death struggle of the evening, the new fantasies floating around in my head, or my encounter with Colt hours before and having the biggest orgasm of my life. I’ll never be sure, but in that instant a plan formed in my mind. A wicked and sinful plan, but one that could offer the perfect life for us all.
I turned and stared Helen deep in the eyes, our noses nearly touching, her breath upon my lips. “I have,” I said and watched her eyes dilate and breath quicken before continuing, “I think Annabelle has good instincts, but is too naive about how people gossip. I can’t believe I am saying this, but I think you should help him.”
The woman was tense, her face unbelieving, like a person who’d just found out they were getting everything they ever wanted and then I watched it collapse into self-doubt and fear.
“No, get your Annabelle or some young woman you can trust, he would never want an old woman like me.”
“Hush,” I said and on the spur of the moment leaned over and kissed the woman’s soft wet cheek, “I saw how he looked at you, you have nothing to fear.”
“I can’t believe we are talking about this!” Helen hissed.
“You brought it up.” I reminded her, “ride with Colt tomorrow get to know the lad. We will figure out a time and place for… things.” I was about to leave but the strange look in Helens eyes as she regarded me, made me freeze in place, “What?”
“Nothing, just…” she moved forward and folded me into a warm hug, her large breasts crushed against my own and her soft cheek resting warmly on mine. “Thank you.”
Then she moved off in the night to find her bed. Wondering what had come over me, and why my jealousy was nonexistent, I crawled into the wagon beside a slumbering Annabelle. I looked down at her slumbering form and wondered if the girl would be ready for all I had planned for her. Thankfully we were not attacked again that night and, in the morning, we packed up heading out once more. No one had been injured beyond a twisted knee and no wagons were burned. A few things like alcohol and grain had been looted from a few wagons but nothing significant.
It was unspoken but Henry and Seamus took the front wagon, while I took the middle and Helen drove her wagon behind us. Colt rode with the woman at Annabelle’s urging in the morning and glancing back occasionally I could see them deep in conversation. With all that was going on with Colt’s dad and Helens husband I guess they had plenty to talk about. It warmed my heart to see the glances shared between them. Watching Colts face glowing red as she flirted and complimented him, I felt my soul warm in happiness. The boy deserved the love and attention of good women. Annabelle talked my ear off all day as usual, about our fight the night before and Henry and the strangeness of it. I did my best to explain and warned her about spreading gossip.
In the afternoon Colt took to his mare and rode along the wagon line with several other men. His pistol out in the open, in a holster on his hip. The captain and his father gave the boy a look, but no one said anything and I could see he was a bit surprised by it.
I couldn’t help following his lean form as he rode past our wagon several times. I didn’t have the heart to scold Annabelle when she made little mewling noises of pleasure watching him. He did make a fine sight, tall lean and handsome and I was acutely aware of my own shape beside the younger slimmer form of my daughter.
That evening we made camp and once more ringed the wagons up for defense. We had a large meal with several other families and I was pleased to see others welcoming us warmly after the nastiness between Henry and the Captain. Most stayed up late into the night, grateful to be safe I wager. I saw Colt slipping away from the crowd and off to the wagons to check them before turning in. I felt my feet pulling me after him and was delighted to see Helen move off in that direction too.
The woman moved with furtive almost secretive steps, and before passing behind a wagon she darted a look around to see if anyone was watching. Her eyes met mine and for a moment she froze, I smiled warmly and gave her a little nod. Her eyes widened and a big grin spread over her face. She waved me towards her with one quick hand, hidden down low and I made my way over. Just as I drew close, she stepped back into the shadows and put a finger over her lips. I just smiled and suppressed the surging emotions in my breast and heavy breathing, positioning myself to watch and be a lookout if anyone approached.
I saw Colt standing back behind the horses, nearly invisible between two wagons and hidden behind the great wheels. He was not twenty feet away but I could hear nothing of what was said as Helen approached him above the creaking wood and leather sounds. The young man spun around when she spoke and I saw him back up a half step, coming up against the wagons side. His eyes widened and he looked about suddenly aware of his surroundings and noticed me standing at the corner.
He spoke to Helen as our eyes remained locked on one another and I saw the woman lean forward and whisper something in his ear. I would have given anything at that moment to know what she told him, because I watched his face relax its worry and fill with surprise, desire and lust. My own breathing was heavy, my chest heaving and nipples hard against the fabric of my dress, rubbing deliciously as my pussy grew wetter and wetter with each moment. In delicious anticipation of what I might be about to witness.
Helen was pressed against Colt, her body molded to his taller lean muscled form like artwork. She was still whispering in the lads ear and I saw her hand, resting on his chest, begin to slide down over muscled abs and along the big lump in his britches. Colts turned his head from regarding me to look full in Helens face and I watched with true jealousy as his arms pulled her into a hard embrace, lips meeting hers in passion. His hands explored her body and I could feel his hunger and need from where I stood, and I bit my lip to clamp down on my own desire.
Oh, how I wish it was me he was holding and kissing just then, but Helen needed this even more badly than I did and Colt needed it too. Our encounter the night before had proven to me how much he needed caring for and how desperately I wanted to make sure he got it. Helen was right too, he would end up getting some little slut pregnant and be stuck with her much like I was stuck with Henry, if he couldn’t find relief from those who loved him.
Helen pushed the young man away slightly, her smile wicked as she spoke again. He looked at her dumbly, his hands cupping her ass tight against his crotch as he ground it into her, his need evident. Her hands had slipped to his waist and I saw the flicker of a belt unbuckled and then the hand slid down into his pants and Colt tilted his head back, mouth open in a moan of pleasure, I could hear nothing but the joy on his face was evident.
Then Helen hitched up her skirts and was down on her knees before the lad and I had to force the expression of shock off my face, as I saw her pull that monster free from my stepson’s pants and turning her head to look at it in awe, she slide one hand up and down its length. Then looking up into his eyes and manipulating it gently like she was worshipping the boys dick, she sucked his cockhead into her mouth holding it with both hands and sucking and licking the head. Gentle loving movements her hands working into the motions, that had Colt frozen in shock, as if there was too much stimuli for him to process and he gripped the wagon behind him looking down at the beautiful older woman sucking his dick.
I had to tear my eyes away from the scene behind the wagons and glance around at the revelry. Most were sitting in ones, twos or threes, enjoying a cup of wine or two and looking at the stars, trying to tune out the sounds of horse and cattle herded so close and warm by a fire. I looked back in time to see Helen take that long thick dick deep into her mouth, Colt bit his lip in pleasure as her throat bulged with cock.
Helen wasn’t paying attention to Colts expressions, her entire focus was on his rock-hard dick before her, and she worshiped it like it was her salvation. Hands, wet lips, snaking tongue and clutching throat she used everything she had ever learned in her decidedly chaste life, but for the virgin boy at her mercy, she was a sex goddess. She had a steady rhythm going using her hands before her lips and I could almost hear the “Gluck Gluck Gluck” from where I stood lookout, but perhaps that was just my imagination.
Colts looked up at me and I saw his hips bucking, one hand reached out and held Helen’s head, the other gripping the wagon. My breath was ragged and my nether region a wet mess, when I realized that one hand was massaging my tit, hidden by the shadows from the fires, but visible to Colt. His eyes traced the lines of my face and then settled on my hand as it massaged and stroked the fat hard nipple pressed against cloth. His eyes closed then and I saw his whole form tense.
Helen to my amazement swallowed and swallowed down as much of his seed as she could and then she had to pull back, her mouth full and drooling white cum. My own mouth salivated, even though I had never enjoyed the taste, and I watched in envy as Helen licked that beautiful cock clean, sucking up the remaining cum and kissing his tip gently before she tucked his dick back into his pants.
Standing she leaned in and kissed the panting, slightly stunned young man on the cheek and whisper something in his ear. Then she turned and walked towards me, as she passed, she turned to look me in the eyes her expression one of pure contentment and bliss.
“Thank you,” she mouthed, before heading to her wagon and climbing in, her steps a little unsteady.
Colt took his time getting himself situated and finishing the last of his tasks, somewhat distractedly if I do say so. Eventually he came back, needing to pass just by where I still sat. My nerves were frayed and my own lust nearly overwhelming, but as I saw the hesitant way he approached me, my heart went out to this beautiful boy. Standing I went over to him and pulled him into a big hug, the love so overwhelming.
Holding him I realized this was the first hug we had shared, and I really did love him, as a mother or a lover I still wasn’t sure and the shame of that worried at me. Feeling his tall lean strength, those worries faded.
“That was…” Colt began, before trailing off.
“That was someone who cares about you, taking care of you.” I said, not wanting to but releasing him and stepping away. My hands itched to reach out and touch him again but I dared not.
“That’s one way to put it.” Colt said wryly.
“Are you upset?” I asked, suddenly worried that we had gone too far.
“No, I’m not upset. Surprised, especially after what happened last night. I thought-” but I cut him off before he could continue. I wasn’t about to speak of that where anyone could hear.
“There is no need to speak of that.” I said with a glance around. My words had been harsher than I meant and I saw Colt recoil a little. Reaching out I placed a hand on his cheek. “None of us expected things to turn out the way they have. Your father is good man and I refuse to believe love is a sin… no matter what form it takes.” My hand slipped from his cheek gently, the promise unspoken. Colt scowled at that but his head was nodding, “We are tied to them now I believe, for good or ill, at least until we get to civilization.”
“Then why,” he waved back behind the wagon, his face was confused and I suddenly understood.
“Colt we love you.” The young man’s breath caught and I had my confirmation, “Annabelle, me and even Helen. You can’t see it but you are the perfect man for these times: strong, self-reliant, capable and a fighter. We have relied upon you so much already and you have been wonderful and we will rely upon you even more in times to come. We are here for you Colt, those who love you, in anyway that you need.” I let my eyes convey the promise I knew he didn’t yet believe. My pussy quacking at the thought of his confined cock so near to my touch.
“Anything you want,” I whispered looking straight into his eyes, “just ask. Anything you need, we will provide.”
I saw his handsome pale blue eyes burn with an inner intensity and knew his mind was rolling through possibilities, but the civilized man intervened once more and he drew back from the lusty and unbelievable thoughts. He would learn in time, that I meant what I said, but there was time.
Colt had known little love in his young life and more than a little suffering. In spite of this he was still a kind and generous lad, never expecting love or kindness in return. He was overwhelmed right now and I saw it in his eyes. Knowing he needed time to think and make this right with himself, I patted the back of his hand and wished him goodnight. Leaving him thoughtful and bemused, I crawled into my wagon.
 




Chapter Five
Once into my night dress and under the covers beside Annabelle the enormity of what had just happened hit home and I felt my heart beating and breath coming fast. What if we had been caught? We could have been driven from the wagon train, or even lynched as perverts. I knew that last wasn’t a real possibility, but it had still been dangerous. The danger just added to the thrill for me and I couldn’t help slipping a hand between my legs and rubbing my pussy to a body shuddering orgasm.
I lay there panting, brain returning to something like normalcy after the madness of my lust and I felt my daughter roll beside me and drape and arm across my middle. Her sun kissed loose curls smelled of lavender and felt like coiled pillows. Then I felt her lips near my ear and she whispered words that made the blood thunder in my ears drowning everything else out.
“Next time you sit lookout, I’ll be pleasing Colt, or else Pastor will find out how much that asshole Henry likes pleasing Seamus.” My heart was cold with fright for one second thinking everyone must know what’d happened. I thought we were so careful, but then I relaxed and a different unease settled in me as Annabelle continued, “I heard everything Momma’ everything that slut said to steal Colt!”
I rolled, trying to pull her close but she tried to hold me back, eventually she collapsed into me, sobbing deep ragged cries.
“Oh honey,” I said, “It’s not like that.” Then pausing to consider I went on, “well I don’t know what you heard exactly, I couldn’t hear myself over the horses and cattle, but Helen said what she needed to, you understand?” Annabelle looked up at me and her eyes were tear filled and her cheeks red and raw.
“She is stealing him momma!” Her voice rose and nearly echoed in the covered wagon.
“Hush darling!” I whispered, “And listen to me, Helen is not stealing Colt. Do you have any idea what that woman’s life has been like?” She shook her head blond curls bobbing, “Her husband is like Henry, she’s had a life with little love and no kids of her own. Now she knows the truth of it all. Trapped out here in these unending grasses. Plus, Colt is your stepbrother now and nothing will ever change that.” She tried to object but I kept on talking over her, “I know how you feel about him, I feel it too. There will be tough times ahead and we need to band together, we may need to break off from this wagon train at some point, or perhaps find our own piece of land together. Colt needs all of us to be there for him, and I think if you are honest with yourself, you will see we all need him too, more than anything.” The last escaped my mouth in a hiss full of emotion.
“Ok momma, I think I understand but I don’t know Helen and I don’t trust that Seamus. He seems good for nothing.” This was a side to my daughter I rarely saw, but when things got down to the bone, she could be a cold and hard as necessary.
“I’m still not sure where we will end up, all I know is we are sticking with Colt, if we want to live out in this wilderness, as long as he’ll have us.”
Annabelle was quiet for a time and then she rolled over and relaxed, becoming her old happy go lucky self once again.
“Goodnight momma, I love you.”
“Goodnight darlin, I love you too.” I said, comforted that at least for the moment the tension had been diffused.
“I still get to be the next one who… you know what, with Colt.” Her whisper was barely audible but I couldn’t help but smile. Things were far ahead of my plan with Annabelle and Colt but that was all for the better.
“You ride with Helen tomorrow, get to know her some.” Then saying nothing else I rolled over and drifted off to a delicious sleep filled with dreams of a tall young man mastering my body and making me his and then watching him conquer beautiful woman and ger beautiful woman as he did the land around.
I woke the next morning early and slipped out of the wagon to find Henry setting up for breakfast. We worked together in silence and I would occasionally spot a small smile on the solemn man’s face. Ours was a strange little tribe and probably perverse in the eyes of many, but I was hopeful about our future, wherever it would be out in the great wilderness of the west.
It was hard most nights to find a private moment, let alone any extended time and with the threat of attack still a fresh memory in people’s minds, we circled up each night with most turning in early. A long agonizing week passed with nothing but flirtation and stolen glances passed between the three of us and Colt. The poor boy didn’t know where to look. I think he expected us to explode on one another at any moment snarling in anger and jealousy, especially after that first morning.
Colt had been his normal quiet self, letting on to nothing that had happened the night before. Annabelle was not nearly so well behaved, which was truly unlike the girl. She pouted and flounced around all morning, refusing to talk or look at Colt. His face grew red with embarrassment as the morning wore on and cast suspicious looks my way. Each time the girl was about to take it too far an innocuous comment from Helen would stop her short. I don’t know what Seamus and Henry thought of all they saw between us and Colt, and frankly I was beyond caring.
When we left, Annabelle was riding beside Helen in sullen silence. Glancing back a few times throughout the morning I saw they were both still silently ignoring one another. Finally, an hour or two before lunch the Captain rode past, his cruel eyes passing over Annabelle like she was just meat. Helen said something sharp and cutting and the man stiffened in the saddle and with a sneer rode off, his cheeks red with either anger or shame.
Just like that Annabelle was all laughs and smiles. Soon she and Helen were having a deep conversation that carried on for the rest of the day. They only paused when Colt rode by on his mare. Stopping to let their gazes linger on the young man, making him even more uncomfortable as he looked first at Helen with lust and then Annabelle with restrained desire and shame. The conflict played out when he met my eyes as well, and I tried to let him know with mine that what I had said the night before, was true.
By the time night fell the Helen and Annabelle were fast friends. Helen went with me to the necessary that evening and whispered that she wanted to be ‘lookout’ with me next time. My heart skipped a beat as I realized it was finally happening, and that if things played out like I hoped, soon it would be my hands and mouth, or even more,
on his young hard flesh.
A week later we arrived at a river crossing, our second after having crossed the great Mississippi weeks back. The sight of trees and darker green grass marching across the horizon was a welcome one and we were a merry bunch as we trundled into the small valley, the river running through it. That evening there was a festive air and the Captain decreed that there would be little threat of an Indian attack while we were near the river, as federal lawmen protected the river trade.
We set up our three wagons a little off from the group and everyone spread out some. Taking wash down to the river and even breaking out instruments. In hours there was a large crowd dancing and I found myself being spun by Henry, as he kept a surprisingly good step to the beat, around and around to the fiddle. It was a merry and happy time, and we needed the rest, forgetting the hardships of the prairie and trail for a small time. The wine and whiskey had been flowing for a couple hours, even the most religious partaking as the river drew out their wilder sides.
I had been watching Colt throughout the evening. He cut a stunning figure through the crowd, his lean and tall form drawing the eye of every woman and girl in the place. The men too seemed to respect him, in spite of what they felt about his father. He had won most of them over with his quiet and constant work, as well as his honor and courage. He danced with several unmarried women and even both of the DeMille sisters, and each woman did her best to win his regard and a second turn on the floor in his strong arms, but it was Annabelle and Helen who held his regard. He did a masterful job of hiding it, dancing with neither woman but I noticed it in the way he deferred to them, and no one else.
I was returning from the necessary and washing up when I spotted Annabelle being cornered by Captain Peckering as he asked her for a dance. I was about to step in when Henry slid up, his hand on the young woman’s shoulder and he offered her his arm, taking her out on the floor with his long graceful legs.
Everyone stopped to stare at the couple as they danced, the stepfather who most knew little about except for rumors, and the bubbly frivolous young beauty. They were a sight to behold on the dance floor, each aloof and graceful as an angel. The music becoming more refined as the players were drawn into the elegant mood the couple cast.
I saw my opportunity, watching Colts eyes follow his stepsister like a man who can’t eat meat, watches a steak. I slipped around the group and took Helens elbow, drawing her back towards our wagons.
“Stay here and when Colt comes, send him behind the wagon, under the trees.” I said as I pointed to the spot. The pretty woman’s face lit up in realization and then she paused.
“Annabelle?” she asked, her voice concerned for her friend.
“I will be sending her along right after.” I said and Helen nodded relieved. Turning back to the festivities, a thrill of excitement run through my body, I hurried to give Colt the release I knew he craved. The wickedness of what we were engaged in was almost enough to put me over the edge. I got back in time to catch Colt as he was ladling out a sip of water. I caught him breathless and linking my arm in his, steered him over towards the wagons. He gave me a curious look.
“What’s this?” He asked the merriment of earlier passing to confusion for a moment, and then he noticed my heavy breasts pressed against his arm and side and he gulped audibly. Glancing down I saw the hardness form in his britches and I nearly jumped him right there, knowing he desired me was almost too much. I felt warmth spread through my body and as his eyes passed over my body, my own drinking in his in secret glances. Not trusting myself to speak we finally arrived at the edge of the wagons, I pointed and he followed my finger to see Helen standing, hands behind her back and twisting one toe casually.
“Oh,” he said, “of course, thank you.” I thought I detected a little disappointment in his voice as he gave me a small smile and walked off, but perhaps it was wishful thinking on my part.
I watched for a moment as he walked up and Helen directed him behind the wagons. I went back into the crowd and found Annabelle and Henry talking as each sipped a glass of wine. Saying it was late and we all had to be up early to get the wash done I lead Annabelle off. She was a little annoyed at first that I was taking her away from the only fun night we’d had in weeks but as we wandered our way down by the river and along a wooden path, she looked around suspicious.
“Where are we going Momma?” Then a quick glance back at the crowd of people she clutched at my arm hard and looked forward into the trees, “Where is Colt? Is this it?!”
“Quiet girl!” I said admonishing her slightly as I released her arm and pointed down the path, “Go on now, and do your duty to that young man.”
She tossed her arms around me and gave me a big wet kiss on the cheek then ran off down the wooded path. The trail lead in a wide loop through the small river trees and back behind our wagons. It passed a small clearing surrounded by dense bushes and trees, with only one-way in. I slipped my way back to the wagons and found Helen standing beside the wagon wheel.
We stood there in the dark with the camp in sight arrayed down the river and just out of sight, the small area where Colt waited. We heard rustled footsteps and then Colt’s voice whispering followed closely by Annabelle’s soothing seductive tones. I strained but could only make out a work here and there as Annabelle assured Colt that Helen wouldn’t be coming, but she was here if he would have her.
I felt Helens hand grip mine and we both snuck forward until we could see clearly into the small area. Annabelle was pressed up against Colt and the young man had a wild look in his eyes and seemed to be trying to push the girl away, but without much conviction. She tilted her head back and I saw them gazing into each other’s eyes for one long moment and then he was folding her into a powerful embrace his lips finding hers. My nipples grew firm and my pussy damp as I watched my beautiful daughter and stepson making out, their hands all over one another. My innocent little eighteen-year-old girl used her body to drive the young man wild. She slid and curled herself around him. Her hand slipping under his shirt and soon she had it over his head. Her hands playing along his rippling muscles, as I heard Helen moan out quietly next to me.
Turning Helen and I gave each other big smiles, sharing the taboo secret of watching the two young lovers explore one another’s bodies. I felt my own heat rising as I turned back and saw Colt had unbuttoned Annabelle dress down the front and was laying the girl back, his eyes wide as he took in her big young breasts. They were lovely and high with wide pink nipples, much like my own. They weren’t nearly as big as mine, and she should be grateful for the lack of back pain. She was still growing though and showed the promise of being as massively endowed as I am.
I worried I would have to step in and say something as things progressed between them. A part of me also thought I should give them their privacy. But I told myself I was watching to make sure they didn’t take things too far. Annabelle had been given strict rules about that and knew them well. The lies were flimsy.
I was watching for the same reason Helen was beside me. It was the hottest thing either of us had ever seen. Colts powerful back bent over the small delicate virgin form beneath. He was a dominant and powerful man lurking just beneath a thin surface of boyhood uncertainty and that hidden beast made every woman a little turned on when she recognized it in him. Now we were seeing the shell just being to crack and the true man emerge.
 




Chapter Six
Annabelle pulled back, her breathing heavy and hair wild with disarray, she sat astride the young man’s narrow hips, her skirts bunched up and the top of her dress pushed down. I went to move forward, fearing they had already gone past the line, when Helen gripped me tight and held me. I gave her a questioning look and she just whispered in my ear, “Watch!”
I felt her slide the arm back down her body and begin to shift rhythmically. Looking down I saw Helens hand buried in her skirts, rubbing herself. Her eyes were glazed over in lust as she watched the scene folding out before her. I was stunned at her openness with me, but then she had told me her life’s story the moment we first spoke. I was also surprisingly turned on. Helen was a pretty woman and so sensual and confident, the sight of her indulging and living in the moment was a sight to behold.
Looking back, I saw Annabelle slid down Colts legs, dragging the boys britches with her. He was nude now and the most gorgeous specimen of a man I had ever seen. My own hand slid down into my skirts and I felt my cheeks coloring as Helen glanced at me. I refused to meet her eyes though as a hiss of pleasure escaped my lips as I touched my wet lips. Soon there was a squishing noise coming from both of us. I slid two fingers on either side of my clit and felt the tremors of a small orgasm already run through my body.
Annabelle’s golden curls slide down her naked back and I could see her breasts hanging down as she slide his cock between then. Colt moaned out in pleasure his hands reaching down and taking up two handfuls of her firm tits. She reached up and pressed his hands together wrapping her young big boobs around his cock as she knelt between his legs. The sight was so hot I felt another bigger orgasm running through my body. I had never felt so alive and horny as watching his big dick slide between my girls tits.
“What’s she doing?” I asked, never having heard of anything like this before and amazed at my innocent girls knowledge.
“It’s something I learned about from a brothel girl,” Helen said, she’d had a big orgasm. Now she lazily rubbed herself, her cheeks flushed and panting slightly, “Back when I thought I could get Seamus into my bed. They call it titty-fucking and if you have the chest for it, men love it.”
From the looks of it Colt did. He was fixated on the sight of his big dick going in and out of his stepsisters tits. Occasionally she would like the tip or drool more saliva onto his cock and the wet sounds of cock on skin could just faintly be heard. Annabelle was awkward at first and too enthusiastic, but she paid attention to Colts reactions and soon had a steady rhythm going. It was too much for the lad and with a gentle warning for Annabelle that she ignored, he began to shoot his cum onto her breasts.
The girl watched in amazement and no small pride as his body shuddered in joy and release, providing him with the greatest pleasure a man could experience. Colt collapsed back and Annabelle leaned forward, I could see her kissing his muscled stomach and realized she was licking up and sucking the remaining cum. She kissed and licked her way down and soon had his softening cock in her mouth.
As I watched the girl hiked her skirts up, cotton covered ass and pussy on display, and slide a hand into her underwear. Her head bobbed up and down and Colt’s cock responded to the sensations and sight. Reaching out with one hand he began to guide Annabelle’s face as he fucked into her mouth. His face got a look of intense desire as he began to control the young woman, making her his toy.
Two fingers were sliding in and out of my own pussy, and I was ridding the edge of the biggest orgasm of my life when I saw Colt standing up and drag Annabelle onto her knees. Both of her hands came up to rest on his thighs as he slid his cock deep into her mouth, deeper and deeper still and with no sound of gagging or struggle, Annabelle wiggled the last few inches forward to bury her nose in his black curly hair, his balls on her chin.
Colt froze in absolute pleasure, Annabelle’s throat muscles working his cock to steel. His nude powerful form standing over and dominating my little girl is what sent me over the edge and Helen was holding me close, her lips on my neck and as my skin tingled and flushed with joy, every nerve afire. My muscles like jelly and my skin flush.
In total silence and absolute Alpha mastery, Colt fucked Annabelle’s pretty face, her loose golden curls swaying and bobbing as he used her. I watched his face, full of love and lust as the orgasm hit him, cum gushing out of Annabelle’s mouth and down her chin to drip down her tits and flat stomach. The girl barely noticed; two hands were buried between her legs and her own orgasm had taken her. It hit her hardest and uncontrollably when Colt had taken charge of her body.
Helen and I quickly picked ourselves up off the ground and made our way back to the campfire. The men had retired for the night and we found ourselves alone and all we could do was talk about what had just happened. Whispering to one another about how insanely wild it was, and how gorgeous Colt looked. How the boy was growing onto a powerful man, who took what he wanted. Each of us were so proud of Annabelle, Helen especially as she had spent days talking with the girl about what to expect and what she could do with the young man, without the risk of pregnancy.
Saying our goodbyes, I slipped into the wagon to find Annabelle already under the covers.
“Oh Momma,” she said when I got in, “That was amazing! Did you and Helen watch?” Her cheeks were rosy with embarrassment but there was no shame or reticence in the girl.
“We did darling, and you were wonderful.” Crawling under the covers with her she gave me a brief squeeze and I was aware of her young firm body in a way I never had been before, “I am sure Colt is happy and relieved now, the boy needed the release.”
“Next is your turn Momma.”
“I don’t know about that,” I said my heart quickening at the thought, “Colt has you two girls, that should be enough.”
“No, I see the way he looks at you Momma,” Annabelle said with a small smile as she rolled over facing me, “Colt thinks you’re the prettiest woman in the world, he told me back before we started out.”
“Wait, he did?” I asked somewhat stunned. Annabelle just rolled her eyes.
“God mom don’t be dense! You’re the most beautiful woman on this train by a long shot and Colt nearly falls out of his saddle whenever he rides by you, from staring at these.” She reached out and hefted my large breasts. I ignored the thrill the contact gave me.
“Well perhaps darling, we will see.”
“Helen agrees, all three of us is the best way to keep him safe from the others and make him ours.” The fierceness in her voice was startling to me, but I was grateful to her words, although it was hard for me to believe them. I know I am an attractive woman, but no one wants to think of themselves as that beautiful, not if they want to have a good soul. I felt Annabelle slide a hand down between her legs and gently begin to get herself off.
“Oh, Momma he was so hard!’ She whispered on her back, her slim legs bent at the knee, “I want it in me so bad my soul is screaming for it.” She kept on like that, whispering about the boys big hard cock and how it felt sliding between her lips, the taste of his cum and the perfection of his eyes locked on hers as she sucked him. The surprise at how he took her and forced his cock down her willing throat.
“He took control of my body Momma, using me as his plaything for just a moment and I loved it.” My own hand had found its way between my legs and in moments the two of us were both having shuddering orgasms side by side in the wagon. Our minds filled with images of Colt mastering us and taking his pleasure.
I woke the next morning twisted in the blankets, with the inside of the wagon smelling of woman and sex. Wondering what madness had come over me the night before I glanced down at my once innocent, Annabelle. Her face was angelic, with thick red lips and the golden curls framing it, and love swelled in my breast so hot and heavy I bent down and kiss her cheek, whispering “I love you,” into her ears. I couldn’t have asked for a better partner and daughter for where we had found ourselves.
When I emerged from the wagon most were already up and packing away their things. Today was a river crossing day, always a scary time. Henry was double checking that everything was strapped down on their wagon and as I began to do the same to our, he came over to help.
“I just wanted to say how much I appreciate you being so understanding about our circumstances.” His quiet voice spoke with hesitancy.
“I chose to come out west Henry,” I wanted to give the man some peace, “to build a life for my daughter and I on our own terms. I had thought to share that life with a man and his boy, but no matter what happens, Annabelle and I wanted to make this journey.”
The man dropped his head and looked at his worn hands, his face troubled.
“You’re leaving us,” I said in sudden realization. He hunched his shoulders as though I had hit him.
“Seamus and I will only cause you girls more trouble.” His voice was quiet but firm as though he had thought this out and would not be budged.
I felt hollowed out all of the sudden, and empty. How could Henry leaving have hit me so hard? Feeling like the family I had just begun to build was being ripped from my hands I turned to look in his face and my own must have been a sight because he backed up, holding his hands up before himself.
“We won’t leave you girls until we hit a settlement or break from the wagon train,” he said quickly, reassuring me, “I’m not so blind and foolish as to leave Colt the only man to guard you three’s virtues against the Captain. I don’t trust the man or his scouts.” The anger evaporated at his words and I felt myself opening and closing my mouth like a fish for a second before what he had said truly registered.
“Colt is… staying? …Helen too?” I cringed a little at the naked hope and longing in my voice but Henry just smiled and patted the hand that at some point had reached out and grabbed his.
“I haven’t spoken to the boy, but from what he has said of you and your girl, and Ms. Helen. I can’t imagine him not wanting to. Seamus is speaking with Helen now.” He paused for one pregnant moment and then placing a finger along the side of his nose, he whispered to me out the side of his mouth.
“I see what you have been doing with the boy, you and the girls.” My skin prickled as I was suddenly acutely aware, in the bright morning sun, of how insane and outside of societies boundaries my plan was. “I wanted to say thank you.”
“Thank you?” I said in surprise.
“Of course,” he said his face twisting in suppressed emotion, “I haven’t always been the best father for that boy, in spite of that he’s grown up to be a good man. It does him great credit that three such fine women as yourselves see his worth and… reward him for it.” My own cheeks colored at his blunt words.
“I have never seen a finer man that Colt.” I said in all honesty, “I never thought to find one.” I turned to look out across the river to the western lands beyond. “We will build a home together, the four of us. I have seen it in my dreams. If we are so blessed then Colt will give us many little ones to run around the farm and lands. A great homestead where peace, love and homegrown food reign.” I turned to look at Henry and caught a hopeful and sad look in his eyes.
“It will be hard but we will manage.” I said, “There is a place for you and Seamus there, if you ever want Henry.” His eyes filled up with tears at my words and I could see how grateful he was.
“I would love to see that place.” His words filled with choked back tears, “and be honored to call it home someday.” Wiping his eyes and clearing his throat he continued, “Seamus and I have been talking about heading into the Sierras, maybe looking for gold or silver. Escaping the judgment and hate of others for a while.” I gave the man a warm embrace that he returned and would have spoken to him further, but then Annabelle was trundling out of our wagon and Captain Peckering was hollering for the first couple wagons to head down to the crossing.
We spent all that day and half of the next crossing the river. Madness and chaos was the norm during river crossings, and all hands helping to get everyone and everything across. That evening we camped on the western side of the river, cleaning out waterlogged trunks with poor seals and caring for the distraught animals.
Colt and Annabelle stole little moments together and I saw him with Helen as well, the two sharing secret glances. They all hid it well, but the flirtatious energy was strong. Most keenly though I felt his regard on me, no longer able to ignore it after my daughters words. I found myself walking taller and swaying my hips just a little under his stare. I loved the look I saw on his face out the side of my eyes as I rolled my shoulders side to side, walking back from fetching water, his eyes tracking my great breasts as they swayed.
Unfortunately, I noticed Captain Peckering watching my every move as well. There was a darkness in the man, that grew the farther from civilization we got. Annabelle and I were not the only women to fall under his gaze. Several of the other prettier wives and daughters would get a long lingering dark glance from him. With his status and power over the company I would have thought some of the women may take him up on the unspoken promise his eyes gave. However, his rude and abrupt manners as well as a face only a mother could love, afforded him little opportunity.
The next week was hard, the land even more wild and untamed than what we had seen before. In the first day we rolled along the plain, half a dozen axles were broken and a pack of wild dogs attacked the second night, taking three sheep off with them. Then we were forced to head far north and avoid a marsh area. Several members of the wagon train got ill with some dreadful illness and one died of fever. We had a funeral for the poor old man, our first on the trail, but not our last.
Summer heat and dense clouds of stinging bugs greeted us as we climbed free of the marshes. The wagons rolled faster and smoother on the hard-packed roads and we found camps on hill tops, using the winds and smoke smell to keep the bugs away.
Captain Peckering drove us onwards relentlessly. When a few of the homesteaders confronted him about the dangerous pace, he reminded them that we were in real Indian territory now. The red men here hunted for scalps, not fire water he said. After that the men kept their grumblings private, and everyone had a watchful eye on the horizons.
On the seventh day past the river a dingy grey smear on the horizon showed itself to be mountains and a great cheer went up from everyone. Like the end of a race in sight, we had nearly made it through the great plains, the first brutal half of our journey. That night as we relaxed, the air in the camp one of merriment, Captain Peckering broke out dozens of bottles of brandy from his personal stores.
Some premonition took hold of me and I felt such anxiety and dread as I watched the glasses being tipped and the familiar faces of my companions soften into drunken bliss. As I watched I noticed the scouts and Captain Peckering drank little, which seemed out of character for such rough men. Such generosity was unlike the man, and I feared for what he might be planning.
Colt, ever a wise lad had hung back feigning drunkenness. Most everyone else, except for the most steadfastly religious, were extremely drunk. Just a little after dark fell, I slipped Annabelle hidden beneath cloaks, off and into Henry and Seamus’s wagon. The fear so strong in me now that my mothers’ instincts were screaming.
They broke out the banjos and fiddles once more and it was a more raucous affair than last time. At some point I lost sight of Captain Peckering and his scouts and figured they had hit the sacks. It had all been nothing, just me being silly I figured. I was just about to climb into our wagon for sleep when the attack came.
 




Chapter Seven
A wide rough hand sliding across my face was the only warning I got. I managed get the edge of a scream out before it clamped over my nose and mouth, sealing off my airways. Panic flooded my body and I lashed out with my foot kicking back and clipping a hard shin. I heard an oath but I couldn’t make out the voice, my eyes rolling wildly, trying to see who my captors were. Rough hands pulled my arms behind my back and I felt rope tie my wrists together painfully and slipped a gag into my mouth. I kept kicking and a pair of arms wrapped my legs in rope and I felt an explosion of pain in my stomach as all the air whooshed out of my lungs.
They hit me, I thought and the panic crystallized when a sharp blade hovered before my eye and I blinked in surprise.
“Keep kicking pretty and I’ll start carving that smooth, milk white skin, hear me?” I recognized one of the scouts voices, then a curse from the back of the wagon.
“She isn’t here,” said one of the other scouts, “Little slut must have slipped beneath someone’s blanket.”
“Let’s find out.” Said the smaller scout with an evil note in his voice. Then he was dragging me out into the tall grasses, the bigger man snatching up my feet when I tried to wiggle free. They took me far out and when we finally stopped, I could see a small clearing, with all the horses gathered and tethered together. There were several large sacks filled with silver and other valuables, looted from settlers wagons.
The gag was suddenly removed from before my mouth and as I drew in a deep breath to scream, a hard slap rocked me across the face. I had never felt such pain as I did then, in both my stomach and face. Instead of paralyzing me it cleared my thoughts, burning away the fear, replacing it in a second with anger and hatred for these vile men. The bigger scout gripped my chin and turned my face to his, lifting the knife before me one more.
“Scream and I’ll give you another.” Licking his thin cracked lips, he glanced down at my body, his other hand sliding along my side to take up one great handful of breasts, making my skin crawl in revulsion. “Now, tell us where that sweet little cunt Annabelle is and I won’t have to cut you none. The brothels in Mexico don’t care how many scars we sell you with, so long as you’re… compliant.” He laughed evilly and I heard him unhitch his belt. “Hold her down, I’ve been wanting a piece of this high and mighty bitch since we headed out.”
“Capt’n gonna be pissed he finds out you took his woman first.” The smaller scout said, glancing around in the dark uneasily.”
“Fuck the Capt’n, he already called the blond daughter.” I felt the man’s hands pulling up my skirts and I screamed out, the shriek cutting through the nights silence for one long second before another slap hit me so hard my throat seized and the sound cut off. My ears were ringing and once more I felt myself being man-handled. I fought like a wild cat under the restraints still, and this time felt the back of a hand strike me, splitting my lips. When another hand was placed over my mouth to silence me, I managed to clamp down on soft flesh with my teeth tearing free a chunk, the taste of hot coppery blood filling my mouth with the taste of victory.
“Fucking bitch!” The big scout hissed and I tensed for a blow but instead heard a heavy rustling and grunting coming from the direction of the camp. The two men scrambled to their feet, after slapping the gag back in my mouth. Just as they were finishing one of the other scouts came into the clearing dragging Molly Flanders, a slender and pretty young widow from one of the settler clans. The younger woman was trussed up like I was, a purpling bruise on the side of her face and tears rolling down her cheeks. Our eyes locked and I saw the terror written plain in her. Whatever she saw in mine lessened her fear and I saw anger growing there replacing it, perhaps she witnesses white hot rage that filled me and partook.
“What the fuck is all the racket?” The newly arrived scout said, I seem to remember his name as Denny, looking around his face twisted into a frown, “Where is the girl? And what the fuck you been doing with the mom, Capt’n gonna fuckin string you up for that shit.”
“Told you, Red!” The smaller scout said.
“Fuck you both,” The big scout said, “We were trying to find out where the girl is, off in some wagon I reckon. Not nearly the little angel she makes out to be. And as for her, I didn’t do shit, the bitch won’t stop fighting. Took a chunk out of my hand,” he lifted the appendage as he gripped the wound, blood soaking down his sleeve, “had to straighten her out.”
“Where is Teller?” Denny asked, he was crouched down, double checking Molly’s bonds, “This is all fucked, I heard that scream while draggin’ this cunt. We need to get mounted and moving.”
Once done checking Molly’s bonds he tossed her up over his shoulder and walked her over to a horse. The bigger scout grunted his agreement and rolled me onto his shoulder, I stayed lax, waiting for my moment, knowing to struggle now would only earn me another strike. I already worried that the pain in my gut might slow me if I managed to get free and had to drag Molly with me.
I was hanging over the man’s shoulder, so happened to be looking back at the smaller scout as he trailed the others. So, I watched the tall figure stalked out of the grasses, his movements sure and quick. Like a blade in the chill night air he cut forward without sound. The stars light glinting dully off a knife blade held low in a fighting grip. On silent bare feet the dark silhouette slipped behind the smaller man and for one frozen instant the moons light collected in pale blue, beautiful eyes. Those eyes were hard with determination, as tensed awaiting the perfect moment.
I wasn’t sure what the pause was but then I heard the forward scout struggling to bring a horse around, and Red stopped in place. He hefted me on his shoulder with a small grunt of irritation and in that moment Colt darted forward.
One strong hand clamped over the small scouts mouth and his eyes opened wide in surprise. His head was wrenched back and Colt turned to one side and stabbed the long blade deep into the cleft of his shoulder and neck. The blade came free with a small spray of blood and the man went ridged then his muscles slackening and he was crumpling to the ground. Colt caught the body and eased it the rest of the way.
Blade low he advanced on the big man holding me. I could make out his face now, slicked red with drying blood that covered his shirt and torso as well. That much blood hadn’t come from the small scout and I feared suddenly some of it or all of it was his. I must have tensed or wiggled because the big man holding me, slapped my ass with one giant hand and turned to look as I glanced at him.
“Quit it-”, he began to hiss but I saw his eyes turn from my face and knew he had spotted Colt a half dozen feet back, with a dead man laying at his feet and a long knife in his hand in a low guard. “What the fuck! Denny!” He cried, throwing me to the ground, I fell hard and saw him pulling a pistol from a side holster.
Red was too slow, I watched in fascinated horror as the man who was about to rape me minutes before had the fourteen-inch blade of an Arkansas Toothpick stuck into his guts just below his navel. In two quick strides Colt had closed the distance, his face a hard mask without expression as he tore the blade up, ripping and spilling innards around his arm and down to the man’s feet, until the blade stopped on the big man’s ribcage.
A tiny gasp escaped Red as weak and feeble arms reached down to hold in what could not be saved. All rage and hate drained out of him, but he opened his mouth in a scream of pain and horror. Before it could escape his throat, the blade was buried deep in his eye and his whole body gave a violent twitch, nearly wrenching the blade from Colts hand as he flopped back onto the ground beside me, dead. There was an oath and the thump of a body striking the ground from the other side of the horses. Colt reached out to grab my arm but then I saw him hit the ground, rolling away and then heard the loud blast of a firearm behind me. Dirt and grass skipped up just beside the boy as he rolled off into the tall grasses. Two more bullets rang out before he disappeared and I heard a cry behind me.
“I got him!” Captain Peckering was shouting, triumphant and angry.
“What the fucks going on Capt’n?” Asked Denny as he came around the horses, his own pistol drawn. He saw the gutted body of Red first and swore loudly, then turning to scan the area he saw the small scout and swore again, crouching low.
“It’s the little shit son, Colt.” Said Captain Peckering. I looked around desperately but the man didn’t have Annabelle, but he was dragging the eighteen-year-old daughter of the Eaton clan, her face tear stained and swollen with bruises. The joy at finding Annabelle still free of their clutches escaped me the second I met the Eaton girls soft brown ones.
Turning I scanned the grasses but saw no sign of Colt. Then the scout slipped past me and searched over the ground, staying low. He stopped at one spot and slid his fingertips along a spot, sniffing them.
“Aye, Capt’n you hit him alright.” Holding up his two fingers I could see they glistened with blood. My heart leapt into my throat and I barely felt the boot that struck my side. I felt a rough hand grab my hair at the back of my head and lift me to a sitting position. I tried to yank away but froze when I felt a cold circle of steel pressed against the base of my skull.
“Go find the lad,” The Captain said, “I’ll hold this stuck-up bitch as insurance.” The scout tossed the captain a sour look and hesitated and the Captain barked a derisive laugh, “You scared of some green city boy goody-two-shoes whose been shot?” Denny flicked the Captain the finger and slipped into the grasses, almost as silently as Colt.
I felt the Captain dragging me back towards the horses and when I struggled to stay in place, I heard the unmistakable click of a hammer being cocked behind me.
“Don’t even think about it.” The captain growled. We circled the horses and I saw Molly off on the edge of the clearing, trying to roll away into the grasses. Brave woman, I thought. Chuckling amusedly Captain Peckering fired his pistol, aiming it just in front of her. She froze and flinched into herself.
“At least I’m leaving with two ripe cunts,” He growled. Lifting me he tossed me over a saddle and quickly tied me across it. If he managed to start riding, with all of the trains horses, nothing would be able to catch him or stop him.
I heard the captain grab up another woman, grunting under the weight of the Eaton girl as she screamed dully into the gag. A scream off in the grasses, impossible to place in the darkness, cut through the night leaving silence in its wake. Looking around and drawing his gun and casually flipping the girl to the ground Captain Peckering crouched low, his eyes scanning the tall grasses.
“Denny,” He asked, “You get the boy?”
Silence was his only answer. The weight of it pressed down with every moment that passed and the Captain spun fast, seeming to spot something in the grasses as he fired his pistol, but the place was empty, just waving grasses and dancing shadows. The man was breathing heavy, fear and nerves getting the better of him.
He slowed his breathing and began to take control, the eyes of a predator backed into a corner hunting for an edge. His eyes alighted on me and I felt cold fear in my bowels as lifting his pistol he stalked forward at me.
“It will be a shame boy, to destroy something so perfect but you leave me no choice. Your mom is about to get a bullet through one of those gorgeous eyes.”
Faintly there was a small snapping sound behind the Captain in the grasses and I glanced to see what it was. The Captain had been waiting for this and with a triumphant look he spun and fired two quick shots behind himself. A dark shape lurched out of the darkness of the grasses behind me. Clutching its side with one elbow and a length of string running off across the clearing in his hand. His other arm lifted his big revolve and leveled the barrel at the Captains back.
Colt hesitated there and I wanted to scream for him to shoot, but the Captain turned and froze when he saw Colt with his gun trained on him.
“Got me in the lurch boy,” he said with icy calm, his feet sliding wide on the trampled grasses, one hand arm arching wide over the second gun holstered on his other hip.
“Think you can-” in the middle of his sentence then man’s hand reached down to his hip, a blur as he brought the other gun around. Just as his skin struck sandalwood grip, Colt’s six-shooter rang out in two quick shots his hand fanning the hammer. The Captain dropped, a bullet buried in his heart and the other straight though one eye and out the back of his skull.
Colt slumped down in exhaustion and pain, and I saw his face crumple in intense emotion for one terrible moment. Then his eyes sought mine and he saw the love and joy as I cried and sobbed in joy at our salvation. He stumbled over to Molly laying nearby and with his long-bladed knife, clutching his side in pain, he sawed free her bonds. Then collapsed to the grass he handed her the knife.
“Cut my mom free and Edith, she’s around the horses, another girl, somewhere in the grasses,” he coughed and I thought I heard wet sounds in his throat and I cried out into my gag. Molly ran over to me and taking care not to hurt the horse I was strapped to, cut my arms and legs free. I ripped the gag out and fell to the grasses rushing over to Colts side.
“Where were you hit?” I asked, my old nurses skills returning as I searched his body with gentle probing hands.
“My side,” he said, removing one hand from the bleeding wound.
Sliding my hands down his chest and back I felt for broken ribs and feeling none, nor the pushed-out throat or bubbling wound of a collapsed lung I pulled his shirt off over his head. He stifled the groan of pain when I forced him to lift his arm up over his head. I was happy to see a small hole where the bullet had entered and another just behind where it had exited. Pressing between the wound he cried out in pain, but the rib beneath was unbroken and no risk of puncturing a lung from movement. Just an awful bruise and risk of infection. I ripped free a clean swatch of my skirts and pressed it to the wounds.
“I need to get you back to the wagons as soon as possible,” I said and I turned to call for one of the two women, when I felt Colts strong hand grip my own and I turned to see his eyes boring into mine, concern and a softness there I had never seen before in a man.
“You are ok?” He asked, “Are you hurt?”
I laughed as suppressed emotion burst out of me and reaching down with two hand took his beautiful face between them, planting a full and long kiss on the lips I had dreamed of for so long. Seconds passed or minutes I’m not sure, but when I pulled back the Molly and Edith were standing, watching us. I didn’t care who saw at that moment, I was so happy to be alive.
“Yes, my dear boy,” I said, “I’m alive and unhurt, thanks to you. You saved us all.”
Colts face still pole-axed from our kiss, turned where he sat and saw Molly and Edith standing there, gentle and grateful smiles on their faces.
“Thank you, Colt,” Molly said as she and Edith came over and embraced the boy with gentle arms. I watched in some amusement as each woman’s hands lingered on his muscled torso. With their help we were able to get Colt to his feet and began limping our way towards the wagons. Edith ran ahead of us crying for her Pa and the other men and women to wake. Most of the wagon train was passed out drunk but several ran out and with cries of alarm and torches lit, a party fanned out, soon finding the bodies, looted valuables and horses.
 




Chapter Eight
I got Colt to our wagon and found an anxious Annabelle waiting there. I was relieved to see her but when she saw Colt was injured, she leaped forward and over enthusiastically tried to help. Colt sent her off for another girl who he worried was still tied up in the grasses, giving her specific instructions.
I was relieved quickly though when people gathered in quiet groups to listen to Molly and Edith each tell their tales. Edith’s clan the Eaton’s had been the first and loudest to whisper in dark corners of our families evils. Hers was the most compelling tale. The Captain had spoken of selling them to a brothel or killing them when he had his fill. She talked about the tall hero who stalked out of the darkness to rescue the three women’s virtue. Him refusing to shoot a man in the back, and him offering the man a way out. Annabelle told me all of this as I placed the last stitch in Colts side.
When we climbed out tired and sore, there was a large crowd waiting and a great cheer went up when they saw Colt. The boy’s face was slightly red with embarrassment but he kept his expression neutral. We sat on the back of the wagon and relayed our tales. Colt went last and the audience was rapt as he spoke, his quiet confident voice filling the night.
“I noticed Peckering taking one sip for every ten he poured. When I went to settle down the horses, a nightly chore, I noticed the leads all strung together. I took to the grasses just then as Teller and Red came and collected them. I found Hoggins dragging Mary-Sue through the grasses and did for him. I followed the trail from him and found Teller and Red. The rest you know.” The pretty dark-haired girl huddled closer to her mom. She had been found unconscious from drink, her bonds slit and propped on her side in the grasses, a dead scout laying nearby with a cut throat.
“Well I for one am grateful that you were there boy,” said Edith’s father, an indulgent smile on his face.
“Boy?” Colt asked quietly as he picked up his head slowly to regard the man with an intensity none had witnessed before. The words hung in the air; the moment pregnant. I watched Mr. Eaton’s face change from its accustomed one of comfortable privilege to uneasy fear as he realized this boy had just killed five dangerous men in one night, four of them with a knife. The same blade strapped to his thigh just now.
“My apologies, I meant no offense, it’s just rare to find such virtue in one so young.” Mr. Eaton said quickly.
“It’s late,” I said drawing all eyes to me. “I say we get some rest and deal with this in the morning. Set watches and take what comforts we can before the consequences of tomorrow.” There were murmurs of agreement and everyone drifted back to their wagons and blankets.
Helen came up and gave me a hug, whispering how afraid she had been for me when she heard what happened. Showing herself to be a true friend she just offered to listen if I needed to talk, and then she was pushing me into the wagon and my blankets.
I had just slipped into my loose white cotton sleeping gown when I felt Annabelle climbing into the wagon. Looking up my breath caught in my chest as I saw it wasn’t Annabelle but Colt’s powerful form slip in. He was being pushed in by Annabelle who flashed me a wicked grin and then she drew the curtain shut, she and Helen standing outside as the lookouts.
Colt knelt there in the wagon bed his eyes wide as I slipped up to him. One hand slid lightly over his wound I held him gently as I pressed him onto his back there in the wagon.
“Elenore,” he said his hands finding my hips and then exploring my body, “you have no idea how much I’ve dreamed of this!”
“Hush darling,” I said whispering in his ear as I bent down over him, I slid my hands over his hard muscles, feeling my lust become wild. “You called me mom earlier,” the naughty words making my pussy damp, “I liked that. I told you, anything you want, just ask and we will give it.” I kissed his neck, “Anytime,” kissed it again as I went lower down his body, my hard nipples dragging deliciously along his skin, “Anyone of us,” reaching his stomach I slid one hand down his pants and felt for the first time his hard-smooth cock. Pulling it free of his britches I gazed at it lovingly.
“Or all of us, if that’s what you desire.” I held the base of it in a firm grip squeezing the blood to the tip, swollen and purple. “Do you want us Colt?” I asked my breath hot on his cock, “Do you want me?”
It was too much for the boy, as I knew it must be. And with a small growl of desire he reached up and took my head in his hand and drew it forward. Not forcing me but guiding me in his needs and desires.
I have never felt more contentment and love, then as I bent over colts big beautiful cock, serving and worshipping it with my mouth and hands. His hands reached down and drew the dressing gown over my shoulders and I let him. Looking up, a little nervous, I felt all doubt about his love disappear as I gazed into his eyes. Then his cock was jerking in my mouth and his seed filled it. Not the terrible taste I had expected, I drank him down happily as he groaned in pleasure, I glanced up over his head to see Helen and Annabelle both peeking into the back, watching us.
Colt panted and lay back his whole body relaxed, but I wasn’t done. The lust was too great and I knew there was only one thing that would sate it, taboos and the civilized world be damned. I crawled up Colts body, stripping free my under garments as I slid my legs across his hips. Annabelle gasped in shock and I heard a deep groan of jealousy from Helen as I took Colts big dick in one hand and placed the tip at the entrance to my pussy.
Colt stared up at my massive breasts hanging down into his face, then up into my eyes, then down to watch, as I started to slide down his dick. He groaned out in pleasure his hands sliding up my thighs and hips, to grip my waist.
I have never felt such delicious pleasure as when that massive cock is filling me and watching the look of pure joy on Colt’s face as he slipped inside warmed my heart. Our lips found one another’s and I rode him gently and slowly, careful of his wounds and to make no creaking sounds. The second time his cock bottomed out in my pussy I had a powerful orgasm. My whole-body tingling and shuddering against Colt. He held me close, his lips clamping down on one nipple as he nursed and nibbled at my teat. I felt his cock pulsing in me, his hips shuddering beneath me and then he too was cumming deep in my pussy. I felt the splashing cum hit my womb and my mind was afire with joy. His moans of pleasure stifled by my breasts as I happily stroked his hair and rode his gently softening cock.
Colt was exhausted and his face beamed with contentment. Helen and Annabelle tied shut the curtains with murmured goodnights and Colt rolled onto his side, spooning me. We lay there, his powerful arms around me and I felt for the first time in my life, like I was home, safe and complete. When his hand came up to cup my big breasts, we were both stunned to notice a small amount of milk leak out.
“You are the perfect woman,” Colt breathed as he drew one big firm breast to his lips and began to suckle on the nipple, drinking of my creamy milk.
“I am the perfect mom,” I said stroking his hair back, “And we will build a beautiful family my brave boy.” Reaching down I slid my hand up and down his thick dick. He moaned into my nipple as I slowly stroked him, teasing with gentle fingers and playing gently with his heavy balls.
I knew my boy desired nothing more than my body as his perfect reward and I offered it to him. I took him into my mouth again and felt his tongue explore my pussy. We took our time, ignoring, our exhaustion as we pleasured one another. Finally, I got to drink his delicious cum again, savoring and licking down every last drop.
As we fell asleep, I knew how hard it was going to be to share Colt with the other women but I knew also that together with Colt as the center of our harem, we could build a beautiful world here in the wild west.
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