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Chapter One
The dawn was bright and the sky clear as I climbed out of my wagon, smelling the morning air. I felt refreshed and more alive than I had in months, years probably. Looking around is saw other camps coming to life around the wagon circle and the ordered chaos of the morning beginning for some. Most of the wagons were unpacked, with the settlers deciding to stay until the next wagon train caught up with them. Probably the last of the season.
The rest of the wagons some eight to ten were packing up, cutting their livestock from the herds, and outfitting their wagons for colder climates. We were just beginning the real climb up into the mountains and would see a couple weeks of high altitudes with strong chances of inclement weather. There was also warlike Indian tribes who would range down out of the north, that we would have to stay on the lookout for.
I went around to the different wagons who were packing and thanked the people for putting their trust in Colt and us. I was also taking an assessment of the people and what kinds of personalities we were bringing with us. Seamus and Henry had their wagon packed up and would be helping Colt out on scouting duty. Helen would have her wagon and I and Annabelle ours. The DeMille family had decided to come, the plump pretty wife running roughshod over her husband as they packed up. I had my concerns about how they would fit into our dynamic. That is until I got to Albert and Daisy’s wagon.
"Not a man coming who doesn't understand the situation, ma'am," Albert said doffing his cap and clutching it in two nervous hands.
“The situation Albert?” I said with one raised eyebrow.
“Yes, ma’am,” he ducked his head again, glancing at the DeMille wagon and then the other few that were packing up. The man’s shyness or nervousness got the best of him and he wasn’t able to finish his thought, face just turning redder and redder.
“The Stevens came to us,” Molly said glancing at her husband and blushing. The man looked at her grateful and began nodding along, “The oldest brother wanted to know if the rumor was true.”
“Rumor?” I asked feeling a cold chill run down my spine. I had no doubt our way of life would become public to those who traveled with us, I just didn’t want to deal with the puritans who had chosen to stay behind.
“You’re never gone believe this,” Molly said moving in close and whispering, her red curls tickling my cheek, “Rumor among some of the wagons is that Albert bought Colt’s stud fees, to breed me.”
I looked from the woman to her husband a little stunned, “Oh yes ma’am,” Albert said nodding, “I don’t know how the rumor started but it certainly wasn’t from us.”
“What did you say when the Stephens brother asked?” I asked Molly.
“We’ll I was shocked, and they saw it, I denied it for certain, but I don’t think the men believed us. An hour later their clan had signed up to follow Colt.”
“Take care these first couple weeks, both of you,” I cautioned, “I have no desire to alienate any who have decided to join us.”
“Of course, not ma’am,” Albert said, “but we’ll be sure to keep our eyes open. That young man was… something else to witness in action, if I can be so bold.”
“Something else, if you’re so blessed to experience it,” his wife breathed with a dreamy look on her face and her husband patted her shoulder with a fond loving smile. His tiny hardon pressing against his pants.
“Colt and I will be gathering everyone in a bit to lay out some rules and guidelines, but I wanted to ask you,” I said glancing around, “if you would set up your wagon behind ours going forward. Helen will be to the front, both during the day journey and at night.” I let my words hang for a moment and then saw the dawning realization on both of their faces. None to either the front or the back would hear certain sounds with the buffer of wagons around it.
“We would be honored,” Albert said, with a big grin on his face. I could see the chubby man’s mind working. Every night he would be either witness or be able to hear Colt in action. Molly’s face was strained, and I placed a hand on her forearm, knowing what troubled her.
“There will be different guests in our wagon often,” I said, “but you and Helen will both be within easy reach. I would have women I trust nearby." Her eyes met mine and I saw her pride swell and she nodded smiling up at me gratefully. With a pat for both of their hands, I headed off continuing my rounds, making sure to greet and welcome all. Just as I was heading back to my wagon, I heard the outraged caterwauls from the other side of the train.
“But Momma!” Recognizing the voice of Edith Eaton, I made my way over to their wagons, “Please let me go with Annabelle and Elenore!” I stepped out and saw the girl confronting her parents before their wagon. She had a trunk packed and had drug it through the dirt for several feet, before being stopped.
“Child, you can’t just abandon your family and head into such dangerous lands,” her mother pled with her, “Please say something to her!” She said to her husband. The man wiped his brow with a kerchief.
“She is a grown woman Maggie. I don’t like it any more than you do, but the girl has made up her mind.”
“She may have made up her mind,” I said walking up to the family, “but that doesn’t mean she has been given a place with us.” I turned a stern look on the girl, “What’s the meaning of this? Breaking your parents’ hearts and leaving them in the middle of the wilderness to fear for their little girls’ safety? I thought you had more wisdom than this girl.” Her mother Maggie was staring at me with wide eyes as I spoke before she turned on her daughter nodding along with my every point.
“I mean no disrespect,” Edith said standing with her hands clasped and shoulders slumped, “but we all know the truth, even though none seem willing to speak it out." Her back straightened slightly and she glanced at her father and then back to me.
"There isn't another wagon train heading through the pass this year, the next train that comes along will stop in the Wyoming territory and carve out a spot there, most likely never to leave. You know you have your heart set on gold in the black hills papa,” she glanced at him and chagrined smile gave him away, “Momma I want to see the sea, I want to walk the Oregon trail in full and build a homestead for my family out of the wildest lands in the west. You know it’s all I ever wanted.” She looked at her mom not pleading but imploring, her confidence wavering before her mother’s baleful stare. Finally, the plump woman looked up at me, her big eyes round as saucers as they filled with tears.
“You will protect my baby, Miss Elenore?” She asked, her voice choking. Her husband placed a hand on the woman’s shoulder as I nodded.
"As if she were a twin to my own Annabelle, Maggie, I swear it." Edith’s face could barely contain the hope in it.
“If you are going child, then you best take the good silver, I always meant you to have my mother’s set, and you make sure you write now, you hear!?”
"Oh, Momma!" Edith burst out into tears along with her mother as they embraced. Mr. Eaton walked over and shook my hand.
"Thank you, Elenore, I know she would have been miserable if she’d stayed,” he said as he watched his wife and daughter balling into one another’s shoulders.
“She is a fine girl and will be a blessing to us all," I said, patting his shoulder before moving off.
 




Chapter Two
I headed back to our wagons and found Colt. The tall lean young man was sitting on a stump with his rifle broken apart, cleaning it meticulously. Beside him were the two girls he had brought out of the forest. They had been scrubbed and plucked by Molly and Helen to within an inch of their lives and the girls glared at anyone foolish enough to draw too close to them with baleful eyes. They sat uncomfortably in dresses leaning over their spread knees like men.
The older and taller of the girls Mary gave me a respectful nod before going back to her work, cleaning and oiling her weapon. Her younger sister Goldie, so alike her in looks and dress but so different in attitude, stared hard at me as I walked up. I looked into the girl’s eyes, taking in her stiff shoulders and the white knuckles of her little fists. The girl had fear coursing through her, I could read it in her every motion and twitch of the muscles around her eyes. I stared deep into her eyes and let her challenge washed over me, leaving me unaffected. She glanced down, eyes troubled and I smiled a small smile as I sat on a stump just before them. Colt looked at me and I felt my chest swell under his frank regard. His eyes drinking me in and a slow warm smile stealing across his beautiful features. The young man had a way of setting my spine shivering.
“We need to speak to the group before they start lining up their wagons,” I said, and Colt nodded.
“I know what I’ll say to them,” he said, his deep voice quietly commanding.
“You will have your own wagon,” I said, “Annabelle and I will see to it.”
Colt’s eyes bore into me and I felt my body go flush as the air charged between us. He nodded slowly and could feel his mind turning over the possibilities of his own empty wagon and privacy. I smiled at him and nodded to the two young women, “We have tents for both of you girls and supplies set aside.”
“We have to wear these skirts forever?” The younger Goldie asked, and I could almost feel the difficulty she was having, getting the sentence out without swear words. I looked the girls up and down with a critical eye and both squirmed slightly until I shook my head.
“Once we are on the trail, those skirts won’t be necessary. Keep them or cut them up for rags. I’ll have Annabelle dig out some pants and shirts that should fit you properly.” Both girls looked relieved at my words. I stood, brushing off my skirts and turned to go. A cough caused me to look back and I saw Mary glance at her sister and up at me.
“Ma’am, we was wondering if you could show us… you know, how you do it?” Mary asked, her cheeks blushing.
“How you do it?” I said arching one eyebrow, I glanced at Colt and smiled, “I’m sure Colt here can show you girls the proper way to do it. But if you want a lesson, one can be provided.”
“No ma’am!” The young woman said her cheek coloring even more, “I didn’t mean do that, Goldie and I know how ruttin' works. I mean how do you… be you… be a real woman who tells menfolk what to do and they jump to it."
“I’m not sure I know what you mean,” I said.
“Just watcher her,” Colt said, his voice drawing all three pairs of eyes, “watch how she is kind to all and gracious. Yet still has a core so hard; all can sense it. Annabelle is learning and since we’ve come out here, she has become much more than she once was. It’s all due to Elenore’s example.” He looked at me with those pale blue eyes and I felt the heat between my legs, “Helen, Molly… many of the women are picking up her habits and becoming better for it.”
It was the longest speech I had heard from the young man in a long time and I felt my heart flush with love for him. I knew he saw more than he lets on, but it was gratifying to know he had been so observant and noticed the care I put into all my interactions. The sisters were looking between Colt and I, dawning realization on their faces.
“She is your stepma?” Goldie asked, and when Colt nodded her grin grew lascivious, “So she the one we have to ask permission of if we want to roll you in the bushes?”
“She is,” Colt said immediately as be began fitting the rifle back together with quick sure fingers. Then he stood and slung the weapon over his shoulder, “I’ll go saddle, Strider.” He said and with one final glance around at us he nodded and strode off. The three of us watched his long legs eat up the ground, his firm behind filling his pants.
“Is that your desire, Goldie?” I said and let my eyes linger on Colt before I turned to her with a small smile, “To roll my boy in the hedges?" The girl's cocky grin slipped, and she glanced at her sister and then let her eyes linger on Colt's broad shoulders. She glanced up at me and nodded.
“It’s why I joined with you Ma’am,” The girl said, tearing her eyes away from Colt as he strode off.
“And you Mary, is this part of why you joined our group as well?” I asked her.
“Reckon it is ma’am,” she grinned and shook her head, “Goldie and I never knew much about civilization, always said we just needed to trap us a man and we thought we’d found the perfect one. That’s why we came down out of the mountains.”
“You did find the perfect one,” I said as I sat back down on the stump and crossed one leg over the other, placing my hand on my knee, “But he is not for you girls alone.”
“Oh, we know that!” Goldie said with a big grin, her voice an excited whisper, “We saw you, Helen and Colt in the cave last night. If we ever needed a lesson on putting it in that sure looked like the perfect class.”
"Did you know," I said with a frown.
“We didn’t mean to pry,” Mary said, “We followed that Molly and her husband into the woods because we figured they were going to rut, and we wanted to get a good look at it. They didn’t do no ruttin’ but that husband he dropped to his knees and licked his woman… down there for a long time while she watched you, Helen and Colt playin’.”
“Thank you for telling me, girls,” I said with a smile, “I appreciate the candor. As for what you saw, it’s best to keep it to yourselves for the time being. Soon enough our whole group will understand the dynamics, but I’m in no rush just yet.”
“Yes, ma’am,” both girls said. They fairly shook with sexual energy, their fingers shaking on their skirts as they fidgeted.
“The way I see it, you two will be out scouting. The faster and safer we can get this group down the trail, the earlier we arrive at camp.” I let my hungry smile shine through ever so slightly, “The more time we have at camp in the evenings… the freer we’ll all be for...”
“Doing it,” Goldie and Mary said at the same time then grinned big as they looked at one another.
“You will set up your tent beside Colt's wagon," I said as I stood once again and smoothed out my skirts, "and you will protect my boy." I felt my eyes grow hard for one moment and both girls swallowed glancing down. "I promise you, girls," I said, letting my voice soften, "all that you desire will come to pass, and then some."
With that, I turned and made my way to the gathered group. I could hear the sisters whispering fiercely behind me, but I ignored them, focusing on the group of people gathered. They were a steady bunch, and that reassured me. Each and every one of them had been on the trail long enough to have a clear-eyed understanding of what we were riding into. Just as I was nearing them, Colt cantered up on his tall stallion. He looked over the crowd with his hard-pale blue eyes, weighing and judging each of them. I saw men stand straighter under that gaze and women eyelashes fluttering and chest heaving.
“We ride at dawn,” he said his voice iron hard. I saw many who had chosen to stay behind had wandered over and were watching the young man we had all chosen to follow.
“Weapons close to hand at all times. If you don’t know how to shoot, I’ll teach you.” He scanned the crowd waiting for objections and nodded when there were none.
“We hunt every night we’re able. Mary and Goldie know these mountains and will lead us through. They’ll be assisted in the hunting and scouting by my Pa and Seamus,” he looked over the crowd slowly and I saw his hard eyes soften and a small smile tug at the corners of his mouth, “Value every moment of these next few months, for it will be the greatest adventure any of us take. Now mount up.” He tipped his cap and turned his horse up the trail.
I saw the group exchange excited looks, similar to what we had all experience when we had first set out. The thrill of the adventure alive in us all once more. They all burst apart chatting excitedly and pilling into their packed wagons. I was inundated with settlers’ questions about the wagon order and logistics. None of it was complicated and for the tougher problems the settlers themselves often already knew the best solution. All they needed was a gentle, but firm hand to lead them to it.
We waved and hugged, and I saw Elenore and her mother and father all sharing one final moment together. Then we were on the trail, winding up into the mountains. The cool wind blowing my hair as I sat beside Annabelle on our wagon, listening to her and Edith talking. The poor girl was heartbroken at leaving her parents, but I could hear the resilience in her voice and knew she would be fine with time. Annabelle was there for her friend and some of the things she whispered in the girl’s ears in order to coax a smile out of her, had my face bright red and scandalized.
 




Chapter Three
The morning passed and we made record time, in spite of the uphill climb. The path beneath our wagons was remarkably smooth. We were used to there being at least a few places the wagon train would have to ride around or even backtrack slightly but with the girls as our scouts, we didn't have to stop even once. We rolled through faster than we had since the early days of the well-worn trail on the plain.
In the early afternoon, we dropped down into a small valley thick with trees and blackberry bushes. There was a spring feeding a rushing creek that cut down the valley and a wide-open area perfect to roll our wagons into. There was a cheerful atmosphere as we set up camp. Colt and all the scouts headed out into the woods to hunt while those left behind tended to small chores and prepped and cooked the evening meal. Mary and Goldie returned with a brace of rabbit, cleaned and skinned and we roasted the meat, adding it to the food.
The wagon train retired early an hour or so before the sunset, most exhausted from the long day. The way I had arranged the wagons, the entrance to Colt’s was covered and hidden from view from all but my wagon’s vantage point. Annabelle and Edith were up at the springs washing up after supper and I caught Colt as he was about to retire into his wagon.
“I think your little friends from the forest could do with some attention,” I said letting my hand linger on his muscular forearm, “they have proven their worth and then some today.” Colt’s gaze sharpened on me and I saw his large cock throb gently in his pants, his smile was hungry and I smiled shyly up at him, “don’t get too tired now, Annabelle and Edith plan to spend the evening in your wagon with you.”
“You’re going to work me to the bone,” he said with a smile.
“It’s that bone I plan to put to work,” I said blushing at my own audacity.
“I want you,” he said with real heat in his voice, “I need you.”
“I will find you before dawn,” I said gazing up into his eyes and placing one hand on his powerful chest, holding him back from taking me right then and there, “Out behind the wagons, and give you the relief we both need,” it was all I could do to muster the strength to push the gorgeous young man away but I managed it, “Now, you have a job to do. Go make sure you keep our little life savers happy.”
His cheeks blushed at my words, but his eyes were all fire as they slid down my body, taking in my large heavy breasts, slim waist, and wide hips. Then a fierce grin came to his lips and he winked at me before ducking down into the large tent Mary and her younger sister had set up. Walking over to the wagon just behind Colt’s I found Molly and her husband.
“Where is Colt?” Albert asked, looking around in nervous excitement.
“He is visiting with Mary and Goldie,” I said and saw understanding blossom in both of their faces.
“The girls certainly have earned it,” Molly said, and I could detect the faintest hint of jealousy in her words. I had been waiting for this and smiled inwardly at the confirmation.
“Sisters…” Albert breathed his smile wide, “the man is a true Alpha indeed.”
“I wanted to ask you, Albert, if you would be willing to keep a lookout for them," I frowned and glanced around, “Our unconventional family may make some uncomfortable and I have no wish to offend.”
“I think more would be comfortable with the idea than you imagine,” Albert said, “but I would be willing to, happily.”
"Do you need me to keep a lookout as well?" Molly asked.
“No,” I said, “I have another task for you. If you are willing and it isn’t an issue for Albert.”
“What is it?” Molly asked eagerly.
“You see Mary and Goldie know little about the ways of men and women. Their only knowledge coming from watching the animals in the forest. They need a guide, someone to help and teach them.”
“Yes!” Albert said at once, then ducked his head when his wife glanced at him.
“I’ve never…” Molly said her pale cheeks flushed red, “You really want me?”
“From what I saw,” I said linking my arm in hers, “I couldn’t ask for a better teacher in how to please my boy.”
We got to the tent and I glanced at Molly, she smiled in nervous excitement, pressing her dress down against her bosom and with a final glance at her husband, who gave her a big thumbs up, she nodded to me. I winked at her and pulled the tent flap wide and we stepped into the dim interior.
“What you doing?" Goldie said in surprise sitting up and not bothering to cover her nude breasts. Colt sat back, his powerful body on full display and his turgid staff standing tall and proud. His face had a pained expression as Mary scrapped her teeth up the shaft of his cock, pulling her cute face off him. Her cheeks blushed and she glanced from Colt to her sister, covering her breasts with one hand.
“Oh no!” Said Molly softly, “You can never drag teeth up a man’s rod-like that girl, here let me show you." She dropped to her knees at Colt's other side. The young man glanced from me to Molly his smile beginning to form.
“Ma’am,” Mary said her eyes wide, fear and worry clouding her features.
“Molly has come to instruct you girls,” I said to Mary and Goldie’s blushing faces, “as you can see, she knows her business.”
Molly had taken Colt’s thick cockhead into her mouth, slipping her thick lips over the head and then coming up, letting her tongue play around the crown. I felt wetness seep down my legs, and I longed to sit astride my boy’s powerful thighs and ride him. The sight of his godlike body leaning back as the two sisters watched him be sucked off, awe, jealousy and lust on their faces, as he looked into my eyes moaning in pleasure, nearly made me cum right there.
I stayed for a short time and watched Molly instruct the sisters in the fine art of worshipping a man’s cock with your whole body. She slowly stripped off her clothes as well, leaving her sexy and pale, open to Colt’s stare. The sisters were alike in body, both with high firm small breasts and toned bodies. They were both slightly different in their lovemaking. Mary, shy and reserved outside the tent, showed very little hesitation or shyness once Molly had begun, and she saw the effects she had on Colt as her new skills were employed. They practically had to drag the girl's mouth off Colt, she was so in love with the task. Goldie sucked and licked Colt's massive rod with just as much enthusiasm, but the girl rubbed her soaked pussy on his shin and almost screamed out when he began to touch her. She wanted him inside her and was whimpering and begging until finally, Molly had the girl slip her thighs along his hips. 
My own desire was a raging inferno within as I watched the three women learning and pleasing my handsome Colt. But I slipped out, just as Colt wrapped his big hands around the slender girls’ hips and pulled her virgin pussy slowly down his rod. Molly stifled the girls cries with kisses of her own, as Mary sat back, a finger playing with her clit, eyes wide as she witnessed her younger sister finally getting what she had so longed for.
I stepped out into the waning evening light to find Molly’s husband standing guard, his eyes bright as he listened to the shenanigans going on in the tent. The low moans of the girls and his wife just barely carrying to him. I gave him a small nod and he nodded back and smiled shyly. He was a good man if a bit strange. I found Helen and drew her aside letting her know my plan for the next couple of days. She agreed with me wholeheartedly and set off quickly informing the DeMille sister's mother.
Finally, I was able to rest, sitting down and enjoying a nice cup of tea as I watched Annabelle and Edith as they darned dressed and gossiped about the different couples with us. I listened to them, learning much. I saw Colt step free of the wagons and stride across to check on the animals and the rest of the settlers. Molly and her husband stepped out after him and headed to their wagon, the woman patting her hair back, cheeks flushed and walk a bit wobbly. She had a grin from ear to ear thought as she and Albert chatted to one another excitedly. Annabelle and Edith exchanged giggles when they saw the state of the woman.
“You girls should head to bed,” I said giving them a look.
“Yes Momma,” Annabelle said, her voice eager. The two of them leaped to their feet arm in arm, whispering excitedly to one another.
I found Helen over by the Stevens fire and motioned for her to walk with me. I saw Henry and Seamus sitting near a pair of men, chatting good-naturedly. I felt the regard of the women around the fire, stares of envy and hope that I didn’t fail to recognize. Helen had a big grin as she slipped her arm in mine, pressing herself to my side as I lead her off for a walk around the wagons.
"What have you learned about that clan?" I asked her once we were out of earshot.
“It seems you and I aren’t the only ones who lived a lie in the bedroom,” she said her voice eager to share the gossip, “I’m not certain yet but from the questions those women kept peppering me with, I think their menfolk have more in common with Seamus and your Henry then they do with Albert.”
“Truly?” I asked glancing back at the clan.
“The matriarch has been holed up in their main wagon since we first started out," Helen said, "and the women are a tight-knit group of sisters and cousins.”
“Perhaps I should meet with her,” I said, “Let them know.”
I steered the two of us to Helen’s wagon which backed right up to Colt’s. None were close, nor could anyone see us or hear. I pulled the woman into a tight embrace and felt her lips crushed against mine. The feel of her in my arms, melting against my body sent a warmth through my chest. Her tongue found mine and for a time we enjoyed one another’s touch there in the dark, then we heard the tell-tale creak from the wagon behind us and both of us pulled back and grinned at one another.
We slipped out heads into the wagons thick covers and peeked into the now roomy interior. The slender form of eighteen-year-old Edith, her thin legs spread wide, and cute face thrown back in ecstasy as Colt sat up between her legs. His powerful hands gripped the slender girls’ hips and pulled her furry little pussy back into his thrusting hips.
“Oh! Oh god!” The girl panted with each thrust. Her small breasts jiggling and her small fists gripping the thick blankets covering the wagon floor. I felt Helen’s hand slip between my legs, just as I found her love button and began to tease her.
Annabelle slowly drew her top over her head and then unhooked her skirt. The girl was gorgeous, and her large firm breasts were capped in puffy pink nipples. They barely shook as she moved around, and Colt bit his lower lips in desire as she came into all of her nude glory. He pulled her close to him and her hands slid over his hard stomach and down between their thrusting bodies, touching her friend's sex.
"Oh, Anny… that's going to…. Oh!!!" Edith came with a convulsive shudder and Annabelle looked down on her friend with pleasure and joy. She leaned down and kissed the girl and I saw Colt's eyes widen as he reached up and took a firm hold of my daughters’ hip. He threw her leg over the other girls; their pussies lined up one above the other. Then pulled out of Edith and slid into Annabelle.
“Colt… that’s… uhh… uhhh… uhhhh!” The wet sounds of their lovemaking combined with Helen’s talented fingers had me reaching the peak of my pleasure soon. We left the girls with Colt on his back, Edith riding him hard and fast, the girl showing a side of herself I’d never seen in her. She was confident and free, taking her pleasure as she wanted from the handsome young man beneath her. While Annabelle sat on Colt’s face, kissing her friends’ smaller breasts in between gasps of pleasure.
Helen and I stumbled back from the wagon, each holding one another as we calmed down. With a final kiss, we said our goodnights. I found my bed and crawled into the thick blankets. I would miss Annabelle and her comforting warmth beside me, but the girl was having the night of her life and I fell asleep with a smile.
 




Chapter Four
I woke early and dressed, slipping free of the wagons and out into the woods just out from Colt’s wagon. I felt nervous and anxious until I heard the sound of a heavy boot strike dirt. Then he was striding out to me. His pale blue eyes intense, stride certain as he closed on my position. I stood and was about to speak but he was on me before I could. His strong hand pulling me into a tight embrace. His lips crushing mine as desire, love and lust tore through the two of us, like a storm unending.
Time was limited and we couldn’t very well roll around in the dirt and mud, but I had to have him inside me. My need was overwhelming, and I sensed it from him as well. Fumbling hands pulled my skirts up over my hips, even as I pushed his pants down below his knees, feeling that beast of a cock slap against my stomach as it sprang free. I spun around and shuddered in pleasure as I felt the fat head of his cock spread my wet lips. He pushed inside me slowly, my tightness stretching to accommodate his girth.
“This…” he hissed in my ear, “Is the greatest feeling… oh god… in the world,” he slowly worked in and out of me, my wetness coating his cock as he pulled back and thrust forward deeper and deeper.
“I love it,” I whispered, “I love it Colt,” my words sounding almost incoherent.
I reached back and slipped my fingers into his dark locks and pulled his lips to mine. His hands rose from my hips to my breasts, each taking up big handfuls of soft flesh, his strong fingers pressing through the thick fabric of my dress. His hips drove forward again and again and I felt the pleasure swell inside me. My hand clutched him tight, the other holding myself up on a tree trunk as I bit my tongue to keep from screaming out as the orgasm tore through me. Colt lost his rhythm and I felt hi, fill me with so much of his cum, that it leaked around his cock and down my thighs.
Panting we stood, coming back to ourselves. Our hands would leave each other’s bodies and he pulled me into a crushing hug. His body so hard and lean, cradling my soft curves as though it had been made for them. Feeling sated and loved I stepped back from the young man, smoothing down my dress. He stepped forward, hunger and desire in his eyes and it thrilled me to see how much he wanted me. I smiled as I held him off with one hand.
“You have a long day ahead of you Colt,” I said, “best save that strength for later.”
“I want you more than any of those other women,” he breathed, his eyes drinking in my body and face.
“And you will have me,” I said with a warm smile, “again and again, for the rest of our lives. But our plans are for a homestead where each woman is bred and loves the strongest and most capable man alive, where our children are given the best chance to thrive in this wild world. Have you changed your mind?”
"No," he said, marshaling himself and buckling his pants, "You're the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he said simply, “Wise, capable and brave… I never thought to be this lucky.”
“Luck,” I said, “is that we both feel the same way. Some of those women back there are in love with you, some are merely in lust, but all of them see your worth when held up against the men they’ve know their whole lives. You showed them who you are deep down when you fought for me when you stood up to Mr. Eaton, and in how you handle yourself around camp. I could no more keep you to myself, as keep all the water to myself. You are meant for more Colt.”
The young man stared into my eyes, his pale blue ones not daring to believe me.
“You must let go of that restraint,” I said reaching out and caressing his cheek, “let go of the illusion that your instincts are wrong, that your appetites will hurt those you love.”
“I have lived my whole life… constraining myself…” he said, his deep voice forming the words slowly, “because who I am goes against the grains of society,”
“We decide what society is out here,” I said.
He nodded and I could see a weight that had been growing on his shoulders was lifted. He stood straighter and the tension around his eyes eased.
“Now as to the others in our group,” I said linking my arm in his, “some still cling to the old ideas of how things are, but Helen and I have been working on that.”
As we walked back to the wagons, sounds of people waking and preparing the morning meal filling the area, I told him of my plan and how I imagined things would go. He had certain demands and I felt warmed as he grew into himself before my eyes, asserting himself and letting his alpha nature climb free.
We were on the trail in record time, the scouts out ahead. As we climbed higher and higher into the mountains the air grew thin and cold, but the scenery grew exponentially more beautiful as well. Distant vistas drew near, and their craggy snow-covered peaks looked as though they had stepped straight out of a painting.
The wind began to pick up in the afternoon and we stopped in a small dell that was low and protected. Far off in the east grey clouds were forming and we worried a storm was brewing out on the prairies. The scouts and Colt kept their hunting short and returned with a small brace of rabbits that they cleaned and shared around to all the cook fires. Colt taking several settlers out to teach them to shoot rifles, mostly younger women from the Steven’s clan. The rest of the womenfolk got stones heated in their fires and biscuit dough prepared, filling pans and setting them to cook overnight. Pots of rabbit stew, easy to reheat and store in case the storm hit hard, bubbled at every fire.
The wind picked up that evening and we all retired early. Annabelle had Becca one of the Demille sisters over to the wagon just before the rest of the wagons settled down for the night. The girl was nervous and excited, her forward behavior from before gone as she was confronted with the actual thing she had been hoping for.
“Evening Becca,” I said as I stopped by the girls, “I hope you’ve been enjoying the trip through the mountains.”
“Oh yes ma’am,” the young woman said respectfully, “my Ma’ was just talking today about how we have been making much better time under Master Colt than we was before.”
“And your sister?” I asked, “She is comfortable with the… arrangements?”
“Lucy can't wait, Ma'am," her cheeks blushing as she spoke, "wanted to come first tonight but Edith had to force her to wait her turn.”
“You girls enjoy yourselves,” I said, “and take care not to be too… boisterous.”
“Of course, Momma,” Annabelle said with an eye roll and a wink as she led Becca into the back of the wagon.
That evening the wind whipped and the rains began, a storm raging outside the wagons. I finally climbed out of bed before dawn exhausted from lack of sleep. The storm had kept me and most of the settlers up. We were packed and on the trail before the sun rose. A miserable lot of soaked travelers, shivering under raincoats as the icy water rained down. The wind picked up and the temperature dropped and near noon the rains turned into fat wet snowflakes that melted as soon as they hit the ground.
Colt called a halt and had the wagons all pull in close. The temperature was dropping quickly, and the snow was beginning to stick. He ordered that two empty wagons have their canvas stripped and brought to him in the center of the wagon circle. He took Seamus and his father around to all the wagons and had them tie ends of the canvas to the outside of their wagons. Then he took Helen and Molly aside with strips of rawhide and showed them what he wanted. Finally, he had a couple of the Stevens men, all staring at him in similar ways to the women, pull apart a barrel and construct a tall pole and hoop from it.
The snow was coming down in flurries when Colt’s plan came together, and all began to realize what he was after. Soon every hand was pitching in and a great canvas roof was raised above the wagon train, with a round opening in the center directly above a big cook fire. There was a large space now free of falling snow and blocked from the worst of the wind, within the wagon circle and the mood lightened as people began to layout clothes to dry and pull out biscuits and stew, preparing an early meal.
Colt built a large fire in the center of the open area and many of the women brought their pots of stew over to heat them up. I sat back and watched each approach nervously before Colt's pale blue eyes caught theirs and drew them in like magnets. His smile relaxing their shoulders and put a bit of red in their cheeks.
Mary and Goldie slipped into the space, the girls shivering but dragging a small deer over their shoulders, and Henry in the rear helping them carry it. Happy murmurs sounded from around the wagon circle as people saw the meat arrive. This was the biggest prize that the hunters had brought in and the prospect of days’ worth of meat, to help stretch stews and meals, made everyone happy.
Colt stripped off his jacket and shirt and drew forth his skinning knife. He called to several of the women he had just been talking to. They brought over wrapping paper and storage containers as he began carving up the deer. He gave each group equal portions, the women thanking him gratefully. He took the final large portion and cut it into several dozen small steaks and began to spike them over the fire. He had taken his shirt off to carve up the deer, and now his chest and arms ran with seat in the fire's heat. He looked like a muscled god and I felt a warmth in my nethers that had nothing to do with the warming air inside our improvised tent.
I glanced around and saw a ring of shining faces, all of the women from the wagon train were staring at my boy as he carved up the meat, his muscles shining and rippling in the firelight. The whole Stephens clan watching him work and I was hard-pressed to find a single member of that group who didn't show undisguised lust. Molly sat near me and had a blanket she was knitting across her lap. I noticed both hands buried in her skirts and realized with a start that she was playing with her pussy, uncaring of who might notice the motions beneath the blanket. Looking around I saw there was little chance that anyone other than Albert would notice her. The man watched his wife’s shining eyes and bit his bottom lip, overjoyed to see his wife under the spell of his Alpha.
Molly wasn’t the only woman who had begun to touch herself. Colt was having a wicked effect on most. I saw the two other husbands not in the Stephens clans glancing from their wives, both plain but pleasantly plump and busty women, to Colt. I watched the men’s eyes closely and saw not the jealousy and anger I had been worried to find, but quiet hope. One of the men, a portly fellow with a bristling mustache had reached a hand under his wife’s skirts, the motions mostly hidden by the blanket covering them. His hand worked to pleasure the plump pretty older woman, her cheeks flush and lips parted as she stared at my stepson with a look of awe and hopeless desire. The two women had expressions like they were stealing something, getting away with more than they had dreamed possible, and desperately devouring every second of it.
The atmosphere was charged, and I saw the barest edges of discomfort creeping in as all realized they were having the same thoughts at the same time. Then a pop drew all eyes to me, as I uncorked the bottle of rye whiskey I'd pulled from our stores, for just this moment, and took a long hard pull. The liquid burned its way down my throat and left a warm glow in my stomach. Smiling I passed it to Annabelle and watched carefully as the girl took a coughing sip. Her eyes widened at her first sip of whiskey and several of the others laughed. She passed it to Helen and the tall pretty woman took a long hard pull from the bottle, smacking her lips before passing it down.
The fire and whiskey warmed us, relaxing both muscles and inhibitions. Colt worked, cooking the meat and cleaning his weapons, the guns all taken apart and laid out on oilcloth. While we all watched him in appreciation. The first low guttural moan, nearly too faint to hear came from one of the Stephens girls. None dared to look at her, all knew what must be happening. Each was lost in their own fantasy, as slowly the rigid strictures and morals of our old society were whittled down.
Suddenly Colt gripped his skinning knife and stood, his broad shoulders thrown back and his fierce gaze looking out into the swirling whiteness, that showed in a sliver between two wagons. Then his head spun to the side slightly eyes narrowing.
“What is it,” the eldest of the Stevens men asked, standing in a crouch.
“I thought I saw,” then he was off, his long legs carrying him to the edge of our circle in a breath.
 




Chapter Five
Diving into the swirling snow, shirtless, he crashed into a dark form and they rolled away out of sight. There was a mad scramble from all sides, and I noticed more than one hard cock standing free as the Stephen men stood and ran to follow Colt, tucking themselves away as they staggered after him. I was right behind the group of men and we streamed out into the freezing weather, to see Colt and a pair of tall broad Indians squaring off against each other.
One of the dark-skinned braves held a hatchet in its hand and the other a long knife. I felt my stomach clench and fear grip me as I turned and yelled at one of the men to go get a rifle. Other figures could be seen dashing away from the other side of the wagon train, carrying sacks of our grain with them. I turned back just in time to see the two Indians, who had been circling dart in and attack Colt from either side.
The young man writhed, quick as a serpent and avoided the two attacks. One of the Indians grabbed onto his upper arm, trying to pin his knife hand down as the other slashed at his throat. Colt stepped back avoiding the slash and smashed his forehead into the Indian holding him. The brave reeled back, blood spraying from a busted nose, and Colt stepped forward smoothly and struck with the butt of his knife, striking the other Indian in the temple. The man collapsed and his friend followed after Colt put a knee to his skull.
Then Colt, after a quick glance to make sure we were ok, dashed out to intercept the thieves. There was a loud cry from out in the darkness and a horse came thundering out of the snow, bearing down on Colt. A great big Indian with a feathered crown and a wide grin charged my boy with a spear extended. Colt wheeled to the new threat and impossibly charged at the approaching rider. His wrist flickered and I saw blood fly from the rider’s spear arm and the point wobbled as he drew closer. 
At the last moment, Colt ducked and reaching up with one hand, gripped the spear, letting the momentum pick him up behind the rider. In a feat of supreme athleticism, he landed behind the rider and with his free arm wrapped it around the giant Indian's neck and pulled them both off the horses back. The two men tumbled hard, the horse wheeling, neighing and stomping the ground. I ran up and snatched its reins, just avoiding a bite from the mean animal, before I got a firm hold on the rope bridle.
The giant Indian was the first up and he reached down to his side, then glanced down in surprise. He picked his head up so see Colt standing slowly, his grin bloody as he held the Indian chiefs wicked-looking long knife in one hand. I heard thundering footsteps behind me and knew men approached with rifles. The Indian chief glanced at the wagons and gave a fierce grin. He ducked his head as if in respect to Colt, glanced to where I held his horse with a sour grimace and then turning, dashed out into the swirling whiteness. Colt didn’t bother to chase the man. He turned back to the wagons and began to shout orders. He called for rope and had the two braves he had captured tied up.
I got the women and girls calmed down. Then tasked the girls with checking all of the stores. Colt had the men on alert and put his weapons back together quickly. We discovered that the Indians had stolen most of our stores of flour, corn, and barley and even a small cast of brandy. Whispered angry conversations picked up from all over and Helen gripped me tightly in a hug. Colt pulled on his jacket and took up his rifle, strapping on the six-shooter he had taken from Captain Peckering. His face was a storm cloud as he caught my eyes and I saw the determination in his face.
“We have two of their men,” I said as I approached him, “do you think we can trade them for our supplies?”
“Mary!” Colt called, his gaze sweeping the crowd. The slender scout and her sister stepped forward.
“It was most likely the Endiho tribe,” she said her face grim, “they aren’t war-like but they have been known to raid wagon trains for supplies.”
“Can we trade with them?” Colt asked.
“You may be able to sir,” she said, “you defeated their chief in single combat.”
“That won’t make them hate us more?” Asked a fearful Molly.
“No,” Goldie said shaking her head, “Colt didn’t kill the man or his braves, that shows great honor to these tribesmen.”
“It’s settled then,” Colt said, “Mary, Goldie and I will track them and try to get our supplies back. The rest of you get what rest you can and be prepared to leave at first light.” He turned to me and said, “You will have to lead them if we don’t return.”
I stepped over to my wagon and reached into the back, pulling forth the two rifles I’d kept hidden there for days. I pulled the lever and jacketed a round into the chamber, turning to look at Colt I shook my head.
“I’m riding with you,” I met his gaze, my own steely resolve not budging one inch I would not let his head out into the storm to bargain alone. “Helen get them ready in the morning.” The woman nodded to me, her face pale and then I ignored her and Annabelle’s worried looks as I saddled and bridled one of the horses. Colt had the two Indians tied over the chief’s horse and soon he was in his saddle as well. I swung into the saddle and Molly ran over to me with a big thick coat that I gratefully pulled on. Then we were off, riding through the swirling snow.
Mary led the way, the girl pausing now and then to read the tracks on the ground when they weren’t obvious in the snow. We rode through a dense stand of trees and stopped at a wide creek. The trail disappeared and Colt ordered Mary and Goldie up both sides of the creek to search. Goldie found where they had exited the water, and the trail continued, and we were off again shortly. An hour later, my fingers tucked into my armpits to keep them warm, we rode around an outcropping of rock and found a ravine that extended deep into the mountains. The warm glow of cookfires and the sounds of a camp being stuck came to our ears.
Colt motioned the girls to fall back beside me and he took the lead of the chief’s horse with the tied and gagged Indians on it. He led the way into the ravine. The first form that emerged from the swirling white was a female Indian, the first I had ever seen. A young woman with dark skin and liquid black eyes. She glared at Colt with fierce pride and then her eyes widened when she saw the horse he was leading and its contents. She glanced back to Colt, her eyes weighing and measuring.
“Get your chief girl,” Colt said in his calm commanding voice, “tell him we want to trade.”
The girl gave no indication that she understood Colt, but she turned and walked off down into the ravine. We moved a little forward and found a place to settle our horses. We dismounted and kept our weapons on display. Two Indians came in and set off to one side, not looking at us but clearly standing guard. These scouts must have seen us approach.
Eventually, there was a lot of movement from deep in the ravine and a small group emerged. At their head was the giant man with the feathered headdress, he scowled when he was us standing there, his eyes roving over our group. He dismissed Mary and Goldie in an instant and his eyes lingered on me for a brief second until his sightline was cut off by Colt stepped in front of me. Glancing around him I saw the chief’s eyes grow thoughtful as he took in the tall handsome young man.
The chief and his small party stopped a couple of dozen feet away and the big man spoke in his native tongue, his words terse and harsh, at odds with the smile playing around the man’s eyes. He was surrounded by a half dozen of his warriors as well as two older women and the younger Colt had ordered off.
“Our chief says he has come,” said the young woman her eyes locked on Colt’s face, “So you can say what you have come to say.”
The man stared at Colt and when the younger man nodded once and sat, crossing his legs and setting the rifle beside him on the ground the great big chief laughed from deep in his chest, and tossed his own rifle to one of his braves and sat as well, throwing back his long leather coat as he did.
“You brave white man,” he said nodding, “much honor.”
“We have need of supplies,” Colt said, surprising me with his tact, “and would trade with you.”
“What could you have that we need?” The girl once more translated the chief’s words. I watched her carefully and the expressions of the two pretty older women behind her. Their faces were troubled and gaunt as if they had been suffering from deprivation, “These are our lands white man, you trespass.”
“I have your men, your horse, and your weapon," Colt said holding up the old long knife. The chief stared at the weapon, his smiling face grew troubled and he shook his head, face growing grim.
“Two failures and a knife are nothing to me,” the girl translated, “We have seen white man’s trades before. Blankets that kill and grain-filled with bugs. We have all that we need now."
I’d been watching all of their expressions and was reading deeply into their motives and I spoke up, surprising them all as I looked straight into the eyes of the elder woman.
“My son will no longer speak to this honorless dog,” shock turned to anger as the chief growled a curse, obviously understanding me, Colt turned to look at me, showing mild curiosity. I ignored them all and spoke to the real power here, “The man was charging on a horse, weapon in hand about to ride us down. My son, a noble warrior and our chosen leader, unhorsed your chief, taking his weapon and his horse, in one breath’s time,” I glanced down at the man, my sneer evident as I said, “then he ran, like a dog facing a lion.”
"Too far white whore!" The chief growled and leaped to his feet, whipping his hand forward. I didn’t flinch, keeping his gaze trapped in my steel-hard eyes, trusting entirely in Colt. The young man’s long-arm lashed out and batted the throwing knife out of the man’s hand, his other hand had drawn the long knife and now pressed the razor-sharp blade to the enraged man’s throat. He froze, eyes wide on Colt. All of this before the other warriors could even ready their weapons. They glanced at one another uneasily, the tension building. 
I held the older Indian woman’s gaze, feeling their anger wash over me.
“We came in good faith,” I said softly, my voice hard, “we could have come with rifles… we have many and you have none. We could have come with fire and anger. Instead, my leader chose to come and offer respect… and you let this dog speak for you?”
“Enough!” The older Indian woman barked in a harsh voice, she spoke quickly, and the chief sagged, his anger melting away, “We will trade with them,” she spoke in English, a whispered comment from the woman beside her and she chopped the air with one hand, “I have spoken!”
I touched Colt’s arm gently and he released the Chief, sheathing the long knife and stepping back. The big Indian moved back as well, his smile back as he nodded to Colt in approval. The man’s moods changed like quicksilver. He moved back amongst his braves speaking quickly, hands miming Colts attack. The old Indian woman sat in the chief’s place and motioned for me to take Colt’s. She spoke in her language and a couple of Indians ran back into the crevasse, returning soon with a bundle of long sticks and leathers. Moving with practiced efficiency they soon had a wide teepee set up around a few of us, keeping out the wind and snow.
 




Chapter Six
“I am Anwee,” she said in accented English once we sat in a warm quiet space, “and we are all that remains of the Endiho tribe.
“I am Elenore,” I said nodding slightly to her, “and we are from Colt’s wagon train, free citizens.”
The woman was hard, and her words terse and to the point. I liked her immediately. She had no desire to give up what her son had found as she put it. But she would trade some of it for the two braves, nephews of hers, and the horse. She didn’t care about the knife and said it had been her late husbands and it deserved to be with the best warrior. Then she tried to trade her son and the nephews for Colt. Saying we would have greater need of the many men over the one. I laughed at her suggestion, saying we would never part with Colt, could not. He was our guiding light and at that the woman paused, eyeing the young man again. Her handsome face softening slightly in spite of herself, and I saw the effects my boy had on women, happening even to these natives here.
"You're people are starving," I said finally as the negotiations came to an impasse, "that is why you can't give it back," the woman didn't refute my words, and as I looked around at the Indians I saw the evidence of their long deprivation in sunken eyes and hollowed out cheeks.
“I have one final proposal for you,” I said, “and I pray you accept it. We split the dry goods between us evenly. We give you back all we have taken save the knife, and as a sign of the goodwill between our groups we gift each other something close to our hearts."
“What gift?” The woman asked, suspicious.
I reached behind me and pulled out the rifle that had been taken from one of Captain Peckering’s men. I laid the rifle before me and saw the woman’s eyes widen, the warriors behind her taking a half step forward, avarice on their faces.
“Three rifles with ammunition,” I said.
“What will you take for this priceless gift?” Anwee asked and I already knew she was sold on it. Her people could really use the grain, but the rifles would improve their ability to hunt in these mountains during the winder by leaps and bounds, as well as providing them with security.
“Colt took the weapons off men who tried to rob us and kidnap me and several women,” I said my back straight, “they are his by rights. So, what do you offer him for them?”
The handsome older Indian woman glanced at Colt where he stood off to the side, his arms crossed over his wide chest. Her gaze grew speculative and she turned to the other woman and spoke softly in their language. The younger woman glanced at the older woman, her face blushing and she gave one fierce nod. The older women smiled at one another and glanced up at the chief he looked from the younger women to them and nodded as well, his eyes falling to the rifle with a covetous smile.
“We offer to your son our most prized possession,” Anwee spoke her eyes on Colt, “We offer wisdom, and skill in weaving. We offer to you the hand of my niece, Lashwa. She has seen twenty summers and been to the poisoned sea to the west and knows the lands between there and here. She will be yours in both body and spirit.”
I looked at the young woman, standing tall and proud now, unbowed by the new regard. Her eyes were dark and fierce as she stared at Colt, but I could see the barest tremble in her bottom lip, a sign of her worry that my beautiful and powerful stepson may not want her. Now that I took the time to appreciate her, I saw she was a singular beauty if a bit wild around the edges. Her hair was shiny black, a thick wild mane hanging down her back and over one shoulder. She had large firm breasts and wide firm hips, thighs and a behind that would make most women envious and most men drool. She was tall, an inch taller than myself and towering over most of the other women and had a dignity to her that reminded me of her aunt. I saw that they were indeed offering us something priceless, for in time this young woman would probably have come to rule the tribe.
I turned to look at Colt, and when our eyes met, he saw that I was leaving the decision to him. He stepped forward, his gait smooth and sure. He ignored the Indians as they shied away from him, hands moving towards weapons nervously, and stepped up to Lashwa. The young woman looked up into Colt’s eyes and I saw the effect he had on her. His sheer masculine presence and powerful form shook her, and I saw her pride at wanting to be good enough, change into a hunger to be desired. Colt held her gaze and the air grew charged in the teepee.
Anwee clapped her hands together hard and gave a bark in her language and all of the men filed out. As the chief passed us, I held up the rifle to him and he paused, glancing at Anwee who nodded. He reached out and took the weapon in reverent hands. Nodding deeply to me and then turning and nodding to Colt before he stepped out, closing the heavy flap behind himself.
“Is this your desire Lashwa?” Colt asked in his deep voice.
“I desire to be with the bravest and strongest of men,” she said, her voice caressing the words, “and to do what is best for our tribe… yes,” she said finally, her eyes tracing the lines of his face, “you are what I desire.”
“Then you are mine,” Colt said with a fierce grin, and his hands rose and took the girls hips in his strong grip, her lips parting as her back arched. Their kiss was gentle at first but soon grew hungry, their hands on each other bodies holding tight. I felt the heat grow in my loins and saw Anwee and her sister blush, both women wetting their bottom lips. The older woman glanced at me, and I saw her face register shock when she saw not prudish worry on my face but open love and joy. Her smile grew and she spoke something in her harsh language. The young woman pulled back shocked and I saw the girl’s mother smile a wide sensual smile, settling down on one elbow as if she was poised to watch.
“Our tribe claims right to the first child,” Anwee said, “the mother is of our blood. She is in her phase and ripe tonight.”
The girl glanced nervously from Colt to her mother and around at the watching faces. I felt Mary and Goldie sidled up beside me, the girls nervous before in the high stake’s negotiations, now wore looks of lusty delight.
“Then let the girl prove to us here and now her desire,” I said, and the charged atmosphere ramped up a few notches as all realized what I demanded.
“Mother!” The young woman said, slightly scandalized.
The older woman arched an eye brown and said something in their language and the girl blushed deeply, turning back to Colt with a look of firming resolve, but she forgot all of that the second he pulled her lips up to his. I saw her back relax, arms going slack for one moment. I heard my own breath him through my teeth as I could almost feel those powerful arms around me. Then he was laying the girl down, drawing aside the rough cloth of her dress. His hands couldn’t move fast enough for her however and she whipped the garment over her head, all embarrassment thrown aside as her glorious dark-skinned body rose, pressing Colt back even as she pulled his shirt up over his head. Her hands were quick and sure as they whipped his clothes free.
The sigh of pleasure that came from the five women watching them cavort was audible at nearly the same moment. His muscled torso flexed, and the great beast of his spear sprang forth. Then his hands were once more on the young Indian woman hips and he pulled her down onto him. She arched her back, a hiss of pleasure escaping her lips as she sheathed him deep within her virginal opening. Then she rose, the black hairs around her sex glistening and fell further down him. Rising again I saw his girth and length coated in her wetness.
“Ohh…” she sighed as he finally was seated fully within her, “Ohh great spirit…” Then Colt pulled her down to him, his hips thrusting up into her.
The sound and scent of their sex causing me to shiver in delight. Lashwa’s hand gripped the side of Colts and she kissed him deeply, her hips rising and falling like a beast, driving him down harder and harder, her cries of pleasure escaping their lips. Then she was pulling him around. Her hands-on his perfect behind as she pulled him into her, imploring him to go harder, faster. Like two wild mustangs, they wrestled and fucked on the floor of the teepee. The two Indian women watched the fornications with as much avid interest as Mary, Goldie and me. Perhaps more.
With a final below of pleasure, Colt filled her with his seed and the girl relaxed beneath him, shuddering in the throes of her final orgasm. Their gentle touches and soft kisses warmed my soul, and I knew right then that God had been watching over us all. There would be some issues from bringing a wild Indian woman into our wagon trains small community, but I knew it would work out in the end. It had to.
Colt stood slowly, pulling on his pants and jacket, as the girl drew her thick dress about herself. Her mother and aunt stood, tears in their eyes as they pulled her into a hug. Then Colt as well. I stood, feeling tears in my eyes too. The desire still coursed through my veins, perhaps sharpening the emotional farewell even more. I gave the two Indian women hugs and promised that we would stay in touch with them and that our bonds now were everlasting.
The girl ran off back down the crevasse and we waited while they split the grain and brought it back to us in the leather sacks they had taken. We had remounted and tied the sacks to our saddles by the time Lashwa returned. The tall beautiful native girl had tears in her eyes, and a blanket wrapped bundle on her back, as she hugged her friends and family goodbye one final time. By the time she swung up behind Colt on his saddle, she had a small smile on her lips, and I could see her excitement for the adventure ahead.
We rode into the lightening sky and fading storm. The mountains were blanketed in a layer of fresh white snow, and the morning sun was just beginning to rise as we crossed the creek and cantered back to find the wagon train still waiting, packed and ready to go. We were met with consternation by the settlers when they saw the young Indian woman riding behind Colt, but then relief when they saw we had returned with half of the grains. It was easy enough to get up across the trail and through a winter or two. Colt set us off immediately, ignoring the exhaustion I know he must be feeling.
 




Chapter Six
It was a short day, and I took the opportunity to nap in our wagon as we trundled along through the mountains. The skies were still overcast and the wind chill, but the snows had stopped, and the wagons were able to roll through the loose dry snow with ease. At noon Mary found us a great spot to make camp and Colt had the wagons circled. He took time to reassure the settlers that there would be no more attacks or thefts, not from the tribes near here. There was a clamoring to hear the tale and it was Goldie who told it, unable to keep it to herself. Once the wagons had been unloaded and the animals cared for Goldie held court before the large common fire in the middle of the group, describing the meeting with the Indians. The crowd had rapt attention and I saw a small old white-haired head peek out from the Stevens main wagon. I made my way over and found an elderly woman, strong of face watching the group with interest. When I approached, she looked at me, her gaze dismissive at first then reassessing. I stopped before her and raised an eyebrow and watched the woman’s pleased smile light her face. I had found a kindred spirit, we could both sense it immediately.
“You gonna share that gorgeous boy with more than just the young and pretty?” She asked, sounding every inch the crotchety old lady, her eyes narrowing.
“Colt will decide that,” I said with a small smile.
“Hmph!” She looked me up and down, her smile souring, “If you give the boy that choice, he’ll never stop wanting to stick you, woman. You ever look in a mirror?” I felt my face twist in confusion, and she shook her head, “Never mind, get in, we’ve things to discuss.”
I climbed into the wagon behind the old woman, who shifted her useless legs behind herself. The inside was beautifully appointed with wooden cupboards built into the space, a small library of books neatly stacked on shelves and a small bed, just big enough or the woman. I took a seat on one small bench and she the other.
“You and I have similar ideas girl,” she said in her harsh voice, her gentle hand movements as she delicately poured tea from a tiny warm kettle, at odds with the tone, “a world free of the stupidity of men.”
“Not entirely,” I said accepting the steaming cup with a smile.
“That boy of yours,” she said nodded out the wagon, “Is he all that here appears to be?”
“And more,” I said with a small smile. The woman grimaced and nodded.
“Aye, my girls dragged us after y’all on the hope, their men hope too, but I think they will be disappointed,” she looked at me for confirmation and I nodded slightly, “Hmph! Fools… Now answer my first question,” and she waggled a finger before my face when I went to speak, “None of that the boy will decide nonsense, we both know who that boy follows and loves. I’m no fool, girl.”
I sat there for a moment and tilting my head took the old woman in. The resemblance to her daughters was obvious, to the whole clan of women and I realized they must all bear her name. She had handsome features and must have been quite the beauty when she was younger. Her great strength was in the fierce intelligence that burned in her eyes, and a razor-sharp wit that cuts faster than most thought. I knew how hard society, dominated by chauvinism, must have been for her to deal with, as it had been for me.
“Will your menfolk cause trouble?” I asked, “I’ll not have petty jealousies and rivalries tear apart the world I seek to build.”
“Hmph, not if they know what’s good for them,” I frowned as if to say, that’s not good enough and she said. “Your husband Henry and that Seamus, are the rumors true about their… proclivities?”
“Henry and Seamus have found love with one another,” I said carefully.
“So, I thought,” she said with a smile, “My poor late husband Eldred was the same, and he found a refuge from the evils of our world, and I got a husband who didn’t interfere in my affairs.”
“Your girls?” I asked.
“Aye, they followed in my footsteps,” she said with a challenging look that softened when I smiled in relief, “Found themselves men who needed a beard, a cover for their true selves.”
“I understand,” I said, “and you wish to have more grandchildren.”
“We all dream of it,” she said nodding, “dragged me after your boy, hoping they might get their chance, like that friend of yours, Molly.”
“Your girls understand the way of things then?” I asked.
“Oh aye,” she nodded smiling, “Colt is the alpha male of this group, the rest of them are cuckolds or have no interest in laying with women. I must say,” she said with a warm smile, “It is nice to find a kindred spirit out here in this wilderness.”
“I feel the same,” I said with a warm smile of my own. We sat for a time speaking of small things and arrangements to be made while we drank our tea. She had a nice little set up with a bronze bowl of coals, filled each evening to both warm her wagon and heat the water. I promised to return soon for another cup of coffee and good conversation, then slipped out of the wagon. I found a small cluster of women sitting outside of the wagon, eating stew and venison. They all looked at me with hopeful eyes and rosy cheeks and when I looked to the eldest of the women, Sarah and nodded for her to follow me, there was a great sigh of relief and pleasure from the women.
Sarah leaped to her feet and hurried to my side. I linked my arm in hers and walked her around the wagons, looking out over the snow-covered beautiful landscape I let the woman know the way of things. She was a wise woman much like her mother and had guessed much of what had been happening. I found her one flaw to be her supreme lack of self-confidence. The woman was rounded of thigh, hip, and bust and though she near trembled with desire and anticipation, she had a fragility to her mien that bespoke a worry that she would not be enough for Colt.
“All we desire is good strong babies Ma’am,” she said as I steered her over to my wagon, “and I promise you’ll never see another hardworking and loyal clan than ours.”
"I do not doubt it, Sarah," I said, then I stopped the woman just outside of the wagon and turned looking down into her soft brown eyes. She was of an age with me, and her kindness and wisdom shone through from her gaze and I felt warm inside.
“Colt is a man who gives everything he has to every task he undertakes, I hope you and your sisters are prepared for that. The woman nodded but I could see she didn’t believe my words. I smiled and motioned for her to enter the wagon, “wait here for just a moment.” She gave a nervous smile and climbed into the wagon, fussing with her dress as she settled herself onto one of the wide cushions.
I found Colt standing with Lashwa near the horses speaking quietly with the young native woman. She stared at up my stepson with fascination, her hand occasionally reaching out to touch him, reminding herself this was no dream. I took him aside and Annabelle came and got the Lashwa, both of them fascinated by the other and I saw Lashwa sitting beside Edith, her eyes awed by Annabelle’s loose golden curls.
I felt the heat in my own loins still from the display I'd witnessed the evening before and was excited for the coming evening. First, though Colt had duties to perform. There was a buzz around the camp as eyes followed us, and I did nothing to hide where we were headed. Molly and Albert watched us and the rest of the crowd, both with growing smiles, I knew they couldn’t wait until they no longer had to hide what they were. Helen watched me with bright eyes, and I motioned her over with a subtle hand movement.
I saw Colt smile as he moved into the back of the wagon, and Sarah’s eyes widened when she saw the look of undisguised desire in the handsome young man. She had been dreading the look she might find in his eyes, but I knew Colt better than she. He saw the beauty in most women and was nearly always up to breed a busty older woman. Then Helen was at my side and we watched as Colt drew the older plump woman to him, her low moan of surprised pleasure escaping her lips as he pulled her to his strong body. Her hands slid over his muscles and back, trembling, her eyes wide as they met mine, his lips kissing her neck.
“Thank you,” she mouthed to me, her cheeks red as Helen and I watched their fumbling hands peeling clothes away from flesh, “Oh god!”
The woman sighed as Colt’s fingers slid into her skirts, the wet sounds of her soaking sex filling the space, as he teased her opening and bud. I saw her shudder, her hands holding his face, gazing into his gorgeous eyes. Then his smile of desire ignited her, and he rose on his knees, the woman peeling back his pants and pulling free his mighty cock. She held it in awed hands, stroking it slowly before she kissed the head several times gently, her tongue sliding out and tasting him. She closed her eyes, face filled with desire and awe as she sucked him into her plump lips. Colt closed his eyes sighing in pleasure as she worked him to hardness.
He pushed her back and she tried to cover her jiggling bits from his gaze, but he pulled her hands aside, touching and teasing her whole body. The woman’s eyes closed, and she bit her bottom lip in pleasure. I saw Sarah grip his hard rod and pull the thick head into her cleft. Her legs hooking around his thigh pulling him deep inside herself. They were lost in one another, the older woman, grunting in surprise as he stretched her wide, sighing in pleasure as he filled her. Then they were fucking with wild abandon, both desperately devouring each other in their need. Sarah’s cries of ecstasy climbing higher and higher.
“Ahh… ahhh… AHH!... AHHYEE!!” She came beneath him, panting and shuddering in pleasure and held him tight, too sensitive for more just yet. Helen gripped my arm tight and I nodded to her. The tall pretty woman gave me a big smile and slipped into the back of the wagon. Sarah looked over Colts back her eyes widening as she saw Helen pulling her top off, large breasts swinging free. Then Helen bent between Colt’s legs and the young man started as her tongue slid over his balls and down to tease Sarah.
“Oh heavens!” The woman moaned as she felt Helen’s tongue on her bum.
Then Colt pulled his cock out of her and settled onto his back. Helen wasted no time in sucking his cock into her mouth. Sarah watched stunned and awkward for a minute, until Colt pulled her to his side, kissing her and guiding her hand down to caress his balls. Sarah watched Helen suck and pleasure the massive cock. The Stevens woman looked at me, her gaze uncertain and I arched an eyebrow at her. Seeing how open and willing for our new dynamic she really was.
Her face firmed in resolve and she bent down, Helen offering her the thick cock head. Sarah’s held the other woman’s eyes as she licked and then sucked the head hesitantly. Then as she kissed it Helen kissed the other side. The two women easing into the shared experience. I watched them grow comfortable with one another. Their lips and tongue occasionally touching, as Colt watched in pleasure. Then he pulled the thick woman into his lap and she yelped in pleasure as Helen pressed the fat cock head to her lips. Colt gripped her wide hips as he drove up into her. His balls tightening and his face buried in her bouncing soft breasts. The woman arched her back crying out in joy as his cock jerked and throbbed within her, filling her womb with his sperm. She slumped to his side, kissing him softly, satisfied and exhausted. Helen took the cum covered cock back into her talented mouth and I left the three of them like that. Helen would take care of them and ensure Sarah and her sisters would know how to properly please Colt.
 




Chapter Seven
I walked out to the cook fire and got myself a bowl of stew. The exhaustion from the long day and night was catching up with me, but my nerves were tingling from my own great desire. I saw looks of pride from several of the Stevens women and men cast over to the wagon. Sarah hadn't been quiet in her pleasure and I hadn't tried to mask what had been happening. One of the men came up to me just as I was finding a seat next to Annabelle.
“Mistress,” he said rolling a cloth cap in his hands nervously, “I just wanted to say thank you, for what you and Master Colt are doing for our family.”
“You have a fine wife, sir,” I said smiling warmly at him, feeling my own juices flow as Helens cries of pleasure started up from within the wagon, the faint sounds of its creaking hinges carrying to our ears. The man’s eyes opened wide and another of the Stevens men came up and gripped his hand. I saw the two men exchange loving looks and I was comforted. “You will all make fine parents.”
“Yes Ma’am,” the man said glancing at me again, then I saw his face blanch slightly and he looked around nervously then with a burst of bravery he turned and kissed the other man on the lips. There was a murmur of approval from around the fire and I saw others from the Steven’s clan relax.
I sat beside Annabelle and was happy to see she was getting along nicely with the young native woman. Enjoying the good food and good company we spent the afternoon and evening relaxing around the fire. Colt slept in the wagon and I felt my own eyelids dragging down. I went to slip off to find my bed, but Annabelle took my arm and steered me with her. I looked down at her with a question and she grinned at me.
“Momma it’s time,” she said excitedly.
“Time for what darling?”
“Time for us to show them all what nights will be like on our homestead,” she said.
“Oh,” then I looked deep into her eyes, “are you sure you’re ready for that Annabelle?”
“Momma I was dreaming about it before you!” She grinned and then leaned her head on my shoulder as she walked me to Colt’s wagon. I saw Molly, Sarah, Mary, and Goldie all making up a large pallet of thick blankets in front of the wagon. The sun was setting, and the dark shadows were growing across the ground. I saw couples all around the fire laying out blankets and cushions. Several of the Stevens sisters were cuddling one another, and several of the men had relaxed with their lovers beneath blankets.
The women watched Annabelle and me with curiosity and no small amount of desire. I felt their eyes on our bodies and sensed their envy, letting it wash over me. I only cared what one man thought of me, and he was even now stepping free of his wagon. Tall, lean and muscular, his pale blue eyes fell on me and Annabelle as we stopped before him. I felt my heart flutter when he looked deep into my eyes, and I saw love and passion in equal parts. Then his gaze turned to Annabelle and I saw the same mirrored between them. There was the barest hesitation in the young man as he held himself back from taking all that he wanted, and I knew what I must do.
Holding Annabelle’s hand in my left, I took his hand in my right and lead them both to the large bed that had been made up. I smiled at the women in thanks and then knelt upon it, patting the spaces beside me. Annabelle knelt beside me and I slipped my arm around her waist as she did mine. Looking up at Colt I saw the lad take a deep breath, eyes going wide at the sight of us, kneeling and ready for him. He looked around the fire as the light faded, meeting everyone’s eyes. I knew what he would find there, in every gaze a mixture of trust, love, and devotion. He was their unquestionable master and we all longed to serve him.
Finally, he looked down at the two of us again and knelt. He cradled my face in his hand and our lips met in a passionate kiss, then Annabelle was right beside me, her soft lips kissing his neck and cheek and then he was kissing her. I pressed the two of them down, hearing the sighs of pleasure from each as their tongues intertwined. My fingers worked and pulled aside his shirt, revealing his sexy torso to the light. Kissing my way down his chest and stomach I undid the buckle of his pants and pulled them down his long muscular legs.
Looking up I saw he had a hand in Annabelle’s blouse, the girl offering him her big firm tit happily. He glanced down and our eyes locked as I slowly ran my tongue up the underside of his rock-hard cock. I felt my pussy soaked in pleasure, at both my own great desire for him and the kinkiness of taking him outside, for all to see. I didn't feel embarrassed, instead, I felt supported and glorious in this perfect moment. I took him into my mouth and sucked hard as I let my tongue play along with the soft delicate spot near his head. I felt his thighs flexing and when I looked up, he was staring at me with such a look of pleasure that my heart swelled even bigger.
Annabelle was stripping off her tops and skirt, the girl had no shame at all. She was youthful, busty perfection and the golden triangle between her legs glistened. I focused on Colt's enormous penis and only offered it to Annabelle when she was fully stripped. Colt had a hand on the girl's firm behind, touching and teasing her when I saw her thick pink lips kissing the shaft. I sat back and pulled my blouse and skirt off quickly, feeling free in the chilly evening air as my large breasts swung free. I blushed slightly when Lashwa swore and spread her dark legs wide, biting her lips as she gazed at my nude form. Then I saw Colt’s look of lust as he sat up, pulling me into a kiss, his hands taking up my ass and tits, sending pleasant shockwaves of pleasure radiating out from his touch and my pussy.
He lay back and pulled me to his face, I bit my bottom lip and let the young man put his gorgeous face between my legs. I felt his tongue caressing me, and it burned like fire as it swirled my sensitive parts. He shifted beneath me and I opened my eyes looking back and saw Annabelle’s slim legs spread over his hips and his great girth sliding into her tiny hole.
“Oh god!” She sighed, grinning in pleasure as her eyes met mine. His tongue had me near nirvana and the sight of their beautiful bodies bouncing one another up and down had me over the edge. I cried out in pleasure and moved to the side, as Annabelle leaned down her lips pressing against his. Her firm ass bounded hard again and again as he drove up into her, his hands sliding up her slender waist to cup her big firm breasts. Then the girl was locking up, her fingers digging into his skin as she came upon his thickness.
He lay her beside me, his muscled arms encircling both of us and like a boy suddenly given a whole pie for himself he gazed at us, nude and pressed together beneath him. Turning my head, I kissed Annabelle and felt her soft lips press into mine joyfully. Then Colt was growling in hungry desire and pushing between my legs. I laughed in joy as he drove into me, the laugh turning into an Oof! of pleasure.
One hand locked with Annabelle’s; our fingers intertwined as Colt’s delicious weight pressed down on me. He gathered one of my breasts up and his lips pulled at a firm nipple, sending pleasure radiating out from the spot. I had been on the razors edge since I’d see him dominate Lashwa so powerfully the night before. In seconds I was orgasming, hand locked in his hair and on Annabelle’s. Then Annabelle’s hips pulled up above mine, I felt her firm tush pressing down on me and Colt pulled out, and I felt her clench in pleasure. He fucked her slowly and gently, and all the while feasted on our large breasts.
Rolling Annabelle over the girl held herself up on hand and knees, her firm breasts and puffy pink nipples hanging down to graze my own. Then I felt him press down and into me, the man drove from one to the other, the three of us climbing higher and higher in pleasure, his cock throbbing and thickening with each taboo thrust. Until finally with a groan of absolute pleasure, he pulled out of my tight hole and came upon us both. Covering our pussy’s and asses with thick ropes of his cum. We rolled into a puddle of cuddles, hands caressing and touching, exploring one another’s bodies.
I could hear the sounds of lovemaking coming from around the fire and as I sat up and turned saw Lashwa, sitting near the edge of the circle, keeping watch. Looking down at Colt and Annabelle I leaned down and kissed the beautiful young man and then stood, loving the freedom of my nude form in the cool evening air. I rested two hands on the native girls’ shoulders, and she started turning up to look at me. I saw desire flare in her gaze, then be smoldered and relit as I pressed my lips to hers. Hers were thick and soft and her frozen muscles melted beneath my touch. I drew her back with me, stripping her bare and revealing her sexy body. I brought the young woman down and taking the base of Colt’s hard cock pressed the thick head into her soaking slit.
She rode him like he was a wild mustang, her cries of pleasure ringing out in the night. Annabelle watched the dark-skinned woman with undisguised pleasure, and I saw her friend Edith slide up behind the gorgeous blond girl, pulling her into a naked embrace. I felt a hand slide around my waist and reaching back pulled Helen’s pretty face into a deep kiss. Our bodies pressing together and hands exploring delicate flesh.
That night I fell asleep with the feel of Colt pressed to my back, his arm around me, one hand cupping a heavy breast. His thick and soft manhood pressed between my butt cheeks. While Lashwa cuddled up against my front. Dreams of a perfect like floating almost within reach of my unconscious mind.
The next week would see us out of the mountains, the treacherous peaks behind us, and the final stretch of our trail laid out. We were headed into truly lawless lands now, and the stakes would never be higher. The green hills of distant Oregon called to me, and I knew our journey was nearly complete. We had the people, now. A community built on love and trust and braced against the indomitable will of our leader Colt a true alpha male.
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