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Chapter One
I woke in the cold and dark of early morning. Colt left the blankets sometime in the night and I felt the absence more keenly than I thought I would. The night before had been both nightmare and fantasy. I’d seen men with evil in their hearts, prepared to do the most wicked things, then saw those men killed by my brave and handsome stepson Colt. After his wounds had been stitched and in the darkness of our wagon, I gave myself to my gorgeous stepson. He took me under cover of darkness, mastering my body and giving me the sweetest pleasure imaginable. I felt such a surge of love and tender gratefulness to be able to give him pleasure with my body. I’d never imagined that in the midst of such debauchery and sin, I would feel at home with my place in the world and fulfilled by being of service to Colt.
As I lay there huddled beneath the blankets, I dreamed of our future. Imagining a great homestead filled with animals, neatly ordered, with a great view of the surrounding lands, and family surrounding me. Try though I might I didn’t see Colt as my husband or not mine alone. The boy was too great of a man, to only be served by one woman. He would never want it for himself, he was too decent, but I had seen the looks given to him by women both young and old in the wagon train.
I knew from those first few weeks on the trail that Colt was a boy with vast needs. So, in an attempt to save him from himself and any poor decisions, I put a plan in motion. Helen my best friend out here was the first to take my boys big hard cock into her hands and relieve him. Soon after my daughter Annabelle did the same, going even farther in her youth and lust.
All of this had culminated on the night when the former Captain Peckering and his men had attempted to leave the wagon train and make off with several women as hostages and slaves. Me being one of them. Colt had done for the men with surprising skill, rescuing me and two other women, taking grievous wounds himself in the process. Happy to be alive, and beyond grateful to Colt for his bravery I took him into the wagon and losing myself to lust ended up taking the young man’s virginity. His powerful arms and body gave me more pleasure than I dreamed possible.
I lay beneath the blankets after I woke, warm and avoiding the chill air outside the covered wagon. When my hand began to wander down between my legs, one took a large breast and began to massage it, pulling down firmly on the nipple as my finger found my hairy wetness. I could still taste Colt on my lips and tongue, feel his hardness sliding between my lips, feel him slipping between my breasts as I pressed them around his girth. The orgasm hit me hard and fast, stifling my moans as I shuddered in release.
Some moments later after I had recovered, I dressed in my normal high-necked country dress. The dress was died a light blue and bleached white. I’d let the waist out, using needle and thread to hide my narrow waist and massive bosom as best I could beneath baggy fabric. It had seemed wise when heading out, and unsure about who I would be traveling with. I had done the same to Annabelle’s dresses. Unfortunately, they’d not done enough to mask our bodies and beauty, and we’d drawn the ire and glances of Captain Peckering and his men.
Putting the dress on now I thought about Colt and his pale blue eyes on my body. I enjoyed the young man looking at me and loved when he took the same pleasure from looking at Annabelle. Perhaps it was time to put my sewing skills to work. My entire life I had been hiding from the world. Here in this wide-open wild country I was beginning to feel free for the first time. Empowered to live the life I had only before dreamed of.
I stepped out of the wagon to find most everyone up already. I was unusually early for everyone to be up and already so packed, but with the events of the night before I wasn’t surprised. There was a large group of men over near the Eaton wagon and I could see Henry and Seamus standing off on the edge of the crowd, listening to the debate. I made my way over and Henry gave me a smile as I drew close.
“I’m glad to see you well Elenore,” He said, his face soft and voice kindly.
“Aye, we were praying for you,” Seamus said in his thick accent. I acknowledged their words with a smile and a nod, but not wanting to speak of such things asked what the men were debating.
“Deciding how we go forward,” Henry said, “Some are for taking ship down the river, finding a settlement. Others are for pushing on into the mountains and up north to the passes, like we planned.”
“Looks as though a small group may break off and head down river, but Mr. Eaton and a few others are trying to talk them out of it.” Seamus said, “last night put the fright in a lot of people.”
“We are heading on no matter what they decide,” I said firmly and with a look and a nod both men agreed. “I’m going to go check on Colt, do you know where he got off to?”
The two men shared a glance and Henry said delicately, “Mayhap you should wait with us for a time before you go finding the boy, he is a bit… indisposed.”
“What is it?” I asked my voice slightly shrill, “Is he ok?”
“The boy is fine,” Seamus said then with a nervous glance around he leaned forward whispering, “Helen took him back to our, or her wagon to… convalesce.”
I felt warmth spread through me when I realized what they were saying. My cheeks reddening slightly and I found it hard to meet the men’s eyes when I said, “I believe Helen would want me there to help make sure everything is in hand.”
Seamus whistled slightly and gave Henry a wink, “I always said that boy of yours was blessed by god Henry.”
“Go on then Elenore,” Henry said, “we will let you know what they decide here.”
Not trusting myself to speak I headed off to find Helen’s wagon. It was pressed back against a small hillside and I could heare and see nothing amiss as I drew closer. My breathing was coming heavy and I felt a sweat break out on my skin as I contemplated what I might find. I drew to the back of the wagon and glanced around, seeing no one in sight I pulled back the wagons curtains and revealed the scene inside.
Colt was seated reclining back on a makeshift place for him. He was shirtless with his lean and muscled form covered in clean bandages. His buckle was undone and between his legs knelt Helen. His eyes opened wide when he saw me, and I saw his face fill with shame and worry.
“Mom!” He said startled.
“Hush Colt!” Said Helen when she pulled back off his cock to scold him, then turning to look over her shoulder she smiled at me. Her hand delicately stroking my stepson’s massive boner. “Care to join me?” She asked, her eyes dancing with the invitation.
My breath caught; I’d never dreamed of the possibility but seeing the look of quickly hidden desire on Colts face I knew he had dreamed of it. I imagined us both licking and sucking his massive penis, worshipping him as the boy deserved. The thought sent a thrill down to my loins, but I shook my head at her suggestion.
“Everyone is awake, and it would be far too suspicious,” I said with regret in my voice, “but one day soon I would love to.”
“Really?” Colt said, his cock throbbing in Helens hand.
“We are yours now Colt,” Helen said her hand stroking his cock, “Your mom, me and Annabelle, you are our man. Just think about the possibilities. Then she leaned forward and I heard the gentle sounds of her lips sliding over Colts cock head, her tongue playing along the soft flesh as she nursed and sucked him, drawing forth his cum.
“Is this true mom?” He asked me, his eyes intense, I could see the internal battle to maintain control as pleasure swept through him.
“It is Colt,” I said my own body responding to the hot scene before me, but I resisted the urge to touch myself. “But we three won’t be the last to fall under the spell of that gorgeous cock. I plan to gather you a harem of fertile women. We will build a homestead and you will be at its center and keep us safe.”
“You will bring me more women?” He asked unbelieving.
“As many as I can,” I breathed, “I plan to watch you breed them all Colt,” I said getting swept up in the mood, “Just as I plan to watch you fill sweet Helens mouth with your seed.”
“Oh god!” He moaned out and I watched in awe as Helen took his cock to the root, opening her throat to swallow him nearly whole.
“Cum for her Colt,” I said my voice husky with desire, “Cum for us both.” Then I was smiling wide as I saw his muscles tense, and Helens throat swallowing quickly. The last few spurts of white seed, hitting her chin and cheeks as she pulled back, mouth and throat full.
The scent of his manly musk hit me, and I nearly crawled into the bed of the wagon to lick and suck that delicious cum up myself. But instead I forced myself to close the curtain and slip back to my own wagon, packing and preparing for the road. That’s where Annabelle found me a few minutes later. The girl practically bouncing with excitement.
“Mom I talked to Edith Eaton this morning,” her voice filled with some suppressed emotion.
“How is she doing?” I asked worried about how the girl was dealing with the ordeal from the night before.
“She is still quite shaken, and her mom has been fretting over her non-stop.” Annabelle said then she cast a glance around, and her voice hushed, “She said that she wants to come with us, wherever Colt goes. I think she is in love with him, might be a good one to help with, you know what.”
“Perhaps she would dear,” I said not wanting to commit to anything, “Bring the girl by some evening and I will get to know her.” It reassured me that Annabelle had come to me first and that she was co comfortable with the thought of sharing the boy. “You be careful now,” I said, “we don’t need these puritan fools casting judgment on how we chose to live our lives.”
“I know mama,” she said exasperated, “I know what those silly old stiff shirts would say if they knew about our special little family. Speaking of which, when do you think Colt will be… healed?”
I nearly laughed out loud at the too composed features of Annabelle as she pretended to nonchalance. “I fear you are too late darling,” pointing back at Helens wagon I said, “Colt should be resting now, and should sleep through the morning.”
Annabelle pouted as she helped me put the trunk back in, and seeing her sad expression I said, “But I’m sure he could use someone riding in back with him this afternoon.” Her expression changed so quick from glum to bright happiness that I did laugh this time.
 




Chapter Two
The wagon train eventually started out, but it was a hectic and confused affair. Mr. Eaton was shouting commands from atop his wide horse, trying to get people to listen to him. But none of the commands were appropriate and most of the people ignored him and his hollering. There were a few men helping to settle teams and several women had taken up new roles as well. There was a fearful and brittle energy to the people, I could see it on their faces.
We covered very little ground that morning and stopped to have an early lunch. Once more there was a commotion amongst the men folk. More arguments as tension and stress levels rose amongst everyone. I saw Annabelle slip into the back of the wagon and smiled to myself. I did wish the girl would take it easy on the boy, as he was still healing, but I knew he would relish the time alone with the busty eighteen-year-old girl.
We headed out for the afternoon, but after two wagons broke down in a sink hole Mr. Eaton led us through, the whole group stopped for the day, the settlers meeting in a great quorum, to debate a set of bylaws that we could all abide by, now that there wasn’t a set captain. It was agreed that all who wanted to could stay and wait for the next wagon train to come by and join with them, could but none chose to camp here near the scene of the slaughter. The Springs, a watering hole a couple days up the trail was spoken of as a possible place to stop and wait. Those that wanted to push forward into the Colorado Territory, were in agreement only on moving forward. Mr. Eaton was the compromise for leadership, but a council of three other men, refused to give the man total control and in the end, Mr. Eaton only had authority to roust everyone in the morning. The man seemed content with it, although his clansmen did grumble and grouse throughout the day.
That evening Mrs. Eaton and her daughter came to pay their respects to Colt. The girl had a bouquet of wildflowers she’d picked, and they were both dressed in their Sunday best. Mrs. Eaton was a plain faced woman, wide and square in shape, but she had a sweet smile as she expressed her gratitude and a wrapped package she carried.
“We just wanted to come by and see how Colt is doing,” Mrs. Eaton said stopping to talk, her daughter gave me a smile and then skipped over to the wagon, “and I can never thank your boy enough. What he did was so brave, I can’t imagine how terrifying it must have been out there.”
“EEK!” The young blond girl cried out once she had flipped back the wagons flap and gave a small start back, her cheeks flushed and eyes wide. She turned to look at me and her mother, and I just raised my eyebrow at her, hoping the silly girl had some wisdom in her.
“What is it Edith?” Her mother asked and began walking over to the wagon her face concerned.
“Oh, nothing mama! Sorry I just saw Colt’s wound and it put a fright in me,” She glanced back in the wagon one last time, her eyes hungry, lips wet and breathing ragged. The girl didn’t look scared to me.
“Come Edith, give the boy some privacy,” her mom said and with a vague nod the girl did. Closing the wagons flap firmly and tying it. Then she walked over to us her brain spinning a mile a minute.
“Now that you are here Mrs. Eaton,” I said changing the subject, “there was something I wanted to bring up with you and the other women of the train. We are in need of two things it seems to me above all others, scouts and more people with medical knowledge.”
“I couldn’t agree more with that,” Mrs. Eaton said, “Daisy Higson is a mid-wife but beside her we don’t have any other healers.”
“I was a nurse in the war,” I said, the admission difficult, as I brought back terrible memories of saws, tourniquets and screaming men. This was more important however, the events of the night before had made that clear to me. “I would like to gather a few young women, Annabelle, maybe your Edith here if she is interested, and train them in a few things.”
“God bless you,” Mrs. Eaton said with a warm smile, “I think that is a lovely idea. I know several of the other women who might want to learn as well. Edith what do you think?”
“I would be honored ma’am,” the girl said to me a bit nervously, her cheeks still colored red.
“Annabelle is in the wagon now changing Colt’s dressing,” I gave the girl a significant look, “as you saw. Would you like to have her instruct you on what she’s doing?”
The girl’s eyes widened, and she glanced from me to her mom, her expression filling with suppressed excitement. Not trusting herself to speak the girl nodded quickly.
“Would you care to see as well?” I said turning to the girl’s mom. The girls skin went white as a ghost and she shook her head slightly.
“No,” the woman said, her own face slightly green, “The sight of blood makes me swoon, but you go on Edith. Thank you again Elenore, and I will bring your suggestion up to the other women.” With a kindly smile the woman walked away, leaving her over excited daughter behind.
“Come with me Edith,” I said walking back to the wagon.
“Ma’am,” she said her voice nervous, “maybe we should give her a minute or two, just let her… finish in there.” I stopped walking and turned to look the girl full in the eyes.
“What did you see in there?” I asked her.
“Nothing ma’am!” The girl said, her cheek red and breath coming fast.
I smiled at the girl in the hopes of reassuring her and moved closer, my voice quiet as I spoke. “It speaks well of you that you cover for my girl and Colt but make no mistake if you are to join our little group, then you must be honest. I will brook no lies.”
“Group?” She asked, and I could see her struggle with the idea.
“You parent have sheltered you from the truth, but I will not. We are walking into a world with no laws, where women are a liability or seen as less than human. You saw the truth of that last night. This wide-open country requires the hardest and strongest in order to survive. I don’t plan to just survive; I plan for us to thrive out here, once we’ve found the land to build our paradise. A community of strong women, who trust and love one another.” The girl’s eyes grew wide as I spoke, and she nodded along unconsciously. I’d never spoken my plans out loud in this detail and it helped to crystallize them in my mind.
“I grew up thinking all men are brave, smart, and strong.” I shook my head, gazing off into the distance, “Then I learned the truth: they are far weaker and more foolish than you can imagine. Too many times I have set my hopes in a man only to have my faith and trust broken. So, I plan to build a community of the strong and stable. Where all are bound by love and mutual trust. I have only met one man in my life worthy of living in a world like that. One young man who stands head and shoulders above every other in this world.”
“Colt,” the girl breathed, her pupils dilating and wet lips parting in unconscious desire.
“Colt,” I said with a smile, my voice caressing the name. Edith glanced at me wondering and I looked her deep in the eyes, letting her see the depth of my love and the firmness of my resolve. “Do you understand what I am saying Edith?”
“I think so ma’am.” The girl said and then quickly, “I can’t imagine Pa’ or Ma’ letting me but I would love to live in that world!”
I eyed the girl up and down critically. She was a pretty thing, slender and blond with a cute little button nose and up turned lips. Slender of hip and bust but with a spark of intelligence in her honest and innocent eyes that warmed my heart to see.
“I do not know you Edith,” the girl looked sad at that, but brightened as I continued, “but we have many weeks yet to get to know one another and for you to get to know Helen, Annabelle and Colt we well. I ask only that you keep what happens between you and Colt secret, and never engage in any… activities without either myself of Helen to make sure you are not interrupted.”
“Of course, ma’am!” The girl said quickly, almost bouncing in joy and anticipation. Smiling at her I linked my arm in hers and drew her to the wagon. When we got there after a quick glance around to make sure none could see or hear us, I drew back the curtain to see the sight inside.
Annabelle had her dress top unbuttoned and her big firm breasts were wrapped around Colts, large thick cock. The tall, lean, muscular boy sat back in the wagon his handsome face relaxed into loving bliss. My heart warmed to see him so happy and comfortable. The sight of Annabelle’s pale slim form and perky breasts wrapping his beast made me almost jealous it wasn’t me with the look of submissive contentment that the girl had. But the sight of her giving Colt such pleasure washed away any jealousy, and I felt a upswelling of love for them both.
“Hi Edith!” Anabelle said quietly but cheerfully as she leaned back, taking the boys cock in her dainty hand. Colt started slightly, his head coming up and eyes widening as he saw me standing there with the slender young girl beside me. I saw his pupils flare and the vein in his cock throb as his eyes traced my curves, and I felt a warm burning pleasure inside that I pleased the boy.
“Darling, Edith here would like a little instruction in the healing arts,” I smiled at the girl and nodded to her as she slipped in the wagon, “she will just be observing, until we all get to know one another better.”
Colt was breathing heavy and Annabelle gave Edith a conspiratorial wink and then tilting Colt large phallus to her mouth, she kissed the soft head and ran her tongue around the mushroom tip. Colt moaned out slightly and I saw Edith’s eyes widen as she took note of the technique. The girl’s legs parted, and she let one small hand slip between her slender thighs and play with her virgin pussy. Watching her friend Annabelle service, the gorgeous young hero.
“Take your time dear,” I warned Annabelle, “There is no rush, not tonight at least and we don’t know how often we will get times like this. Learn to savor it.” Colt’s eyes bore into mine, desperate with need, but all wrapped up in his iron self-control. God how I wanted to ride that massive young rod again, but I knew we would have our time soon enough. This was for Annabelle and with any luck Edith may be brought into the fold as well. Annabelle drew back, her hand gently playing with his heavy balls as he calmed down. With a smile for them all I drew closed the flap, leaving the kids to their fun and sealing off the sound.
Helen came over and we prepared a meal of beans and seared meat and ate our fill. Soon Annabelle and Edith came tumbling out of the wagon giggling to themselves. The two were sharing conspiratorial glances but managed to compose themselves as Edith said her goodbyes, and I got a promise from her that she and Annabelle would make time the following evening for some training. Helen brought Colt his meal and with darkness finally setting in, Anabelle and I crawled into our wagon to sleep like the dead.
The next morning the sun was shining, and it seemed to push back the darkness that had clung to the wagon train ever since the horror of Captain Peckering and his men’s betrayal. It was high summer, and a gentle cool breeze was blowing down out of the mountains, setting a crisp edge to the morning air. I drew in a deep breath as we set out for the morning, smelling the wildflowers and trees.
When we stopped for lunch, I went in to check on Colt and found the boy sitting up. I got him to stretch some and when I saw he could bend and twist without risk of tearing his stitches I informed him he was fit to leave the wagon, but that if he felt the stitches tear or pull, he needed to take it easy and sit down for a few hours or another day. The risk of infection and secondary injury was my worry at this point. Colt was healing remarkably quickly though, and it warmed my heart when he climbed free of the wagon before we headed out and sat up on the seat with Helen on one side and Annabelle on the other as we rode out.
 




Chapter Three
Once more that day we made terrible progress. Without the scouts and the Captain to guide the wagons onto the safest path, we were forever turning the wagons back around or backtracking to avoid a treacherous path. As we climbed into the foothills the trees grew taller and the woods began to crowd in on our path. When we stopped for the evening we were near a small lake and a large stand of trees surrounding most of it. The wagons each stopped in their own comfortable place, each trying to find some measure of privacy.
That evening once again a large group of the menfolk got together to debate the bylaws that would govern our convoy now that the Captain was gone. As the men folk began, I saw colt turn at frown at their arguing voices. Then with a sad shake of his head he went back to caring for the horses and tack of several wagons. I walked over to the boy, once again awed and comforted by his tall calm reserve. As I drew near, he turned and glanced at me, his look almost shy, but masking a boiling inner desire.
“Do you agree with the decisions being made?” I asked Colt, watching the lad from under my lashes. His face was composed but I could discern a tightness around his eyes that bespoke a frustration buried deep. He stopped his work and paused a long moment before speaking. His deep rich voice sending shivers down my spine.
“They debate the wrong things,” he said finally staring at the group of men, “debating decisions that can be made in days or weeks. Ignoring the problems before their faces.” He looked at me and I saw the intense frustration bleeding through from within him now to twist his features. “They are the adults, why are they acting like children?”
I laughed a rich full-throated laugh at the boy’s words.  Sometimes it’s good to be reminded that others have their own viewpoints on the world and how different they can be from reality.
“Colt,” I said taking the boys arm and leading him on a slow walk to the group of men, “You will learn that there is very little difference between most men and their boyhood selves, except a few years and more than a few pounds. You see them there, fear written on every face as they argue about everything except what has them so afraid. None with the sense or will to make hard decisions that will affect us now. It’s not that they don’t want to do the right thing, these men just aren’t equipped.” I paused near the edge of the fires, feeling Colts muscled arm pressed into my large bosom, and the bandages beneath his shirt. “They can’t see the right thing to do, their don’t know how to act. Colt they are sheep in need of a shepherd, a pack of betas searching for an alpha that can lead us all to the promised land.”
“How can they not see?” He looked at me and for one second I saw a boy lost as he realizes the world is not what he had always thought it was, and his trust in adults perhaps misplaced.
“Show them Colt,” I breathed, feeling myself grow warm at the thought of him mastering us all, “Just be yourself and show them what a real man is.”
“They won’t listen to me,” he said, not whining but being realistic about how men treated boys of nineteen.
“Their wives will,” I said with certainty, “The women with wisdom to see a real man when one is before them. Some of them men will as well, once they hear the wisdom of your words. None of that matters however,” I said turning to look up at his pale blue eyes, filled with their burning intensity, “I will listen to you, and follow wherever you lead, as will Helen and Annabelle. Are you comfortable with those men deciding what is best for us and all those you care about?”
I saw the question have an impact and with a small smile and a nod, the boy acknowledge my wisdom. Then he walked over, slowly with his wounds, all hesitation gone from his demeanor and step. As he approached, I saw the men shuffle and huddle away, unconsciously reacting to the tall, dangerous young man in their midst. He received well wishes from some, nervous glances from more and a few, and grudging respect from others. He began to speak in a calm and measured voice, the men listened respectfully before launching back into their arguments. Some had thoughtful expressions though, mulling over the young man’s words.
I retired to our camp and set about preparing the meal, feeling like we were one step closer to the paradise I knew awaited us. Annabelle and Helen helped me prepare the meal and soon Seamus and Henry were setting out plates, bowls and cups of fresh clean water. A large crowd was beginning to gather around our fire, or large in comparison to those first few cold nights when I huddled beside it with only my daughter by my side. Edith sat beside Annabelle chatting as each girl took turns combing and braiding one another’s hair.
Nearby the DeMille sisters sat chatting with one another while their mother sat overseeing the girls. Helen had spoken with the woman, and the girls were under a much stricter watch now, although interestingly around our tents even more than before. Their flirtations and designs on Colt now curtailed by a strict mother. The woman was just as lovely as her girls, and I pretended not to notice as her eyes tracked my son with even more heat in them than her daughters. Molly one of the wives that Colt had rescued, and her husband were sitting nearby chatting with Daisy Eaton while the women knit.
We had a wonderful meal of simple food, warm friends and healthy conversation. The men finally breaking their grumbling and grousing to come get their supper. I watched the women and girls of the camp each with cheeks coloring slightly as they noticed the tall handsome young man walking back to our fire. His face was in deep thought, pale eyes looking far off. His black hair long and curling slightly and his wide strong shoulders framing a lean and ripcord strong torso. Breaths depended, moist lips parting, and chests heaving in desire as his long ground eating strides brought him past each group of women.
I saw something interesting happen between Molly and her husband as Colt drew near. Most every woman was now aware of the handsome young hero and their looks of lust, envy and need mostly drew side-long glances of inadequacy and anger from their husbands or fathers. There were a few exceptions and Molly and her husband Albert were a perfect example of this. Molly was a cute young woman in her mid-twenties, with a firm high bust, ruby red lips and hair a deep and rich crimson. She had a button nose and a smattering of freckles across her nose and cheeks and the most adorable eyes. She also had the tightness of fear just around the edges of her eyes, evidence of the traumatic experience earlier in the week. But there was desire there as well, a burning need in the woman’s face, evident to any who looked closely, and her husband definitely was. The man watched his wife as she lusted after my stepson and he smiled in secret delight. I saw a tiny lump in the man’s britches, evidence of his excitement and small package. The gears in my head beginning to spin.
We all gathered around the fire, warming up and enjoying one another’s company. After the kids had gone to bed, as the evening wore on people peeled off heading back to their wagons and tents to sleep. I noticed Helen, Molly and her husband sitting near her wagon looking up at the stars and talking quietly all huddled under a big blanket. When Helen saw me, she motioned me over with a secret little smile.
“Molly here and her husband were just telling me that they plan to ride near us tomorrow,” Helen said when I sat down.
“As long as it doesn’t bother you or Colt there,” the gentleman said in his retiring manner.
“I can’t imagine it could sir,” I said warmly to him and his wife, seeing their great relief.
“Molly had mentioned she would like to thank young Colt,” Helen’s voice dropped to a lower tone as she went on, “properly as it were.”
“Just wanted to say thank you again is all,” The red headed woman said, her voice squeaking out.
“Your boy saved my wife’s life,” Albert said his look intense but downcast, “Molly noticed him from the start of our trip. She’s just grown fond of the lad. Wanted to thank him… personally.”
“And you Albert?” I asked looking the man square in the eyes, curious which way he swung, “Do you wish to thank Colt… personally as well?”
“No Ma’am,” Albert said. He was looking down into his hands and wouldn’t meet my gaze, “just wanted to say that’s a right fine lad you have there. A lad any man would be proud to follow.”
“We agree sir,” I said in soothing tones, “Colt is still recovering from his injuries, and I know how… dedicated your wife will be in her appreciation. Perhaps when we get to the Springs next week, and we rest for a few days, we can set aside some time.”
“I would be so grateful!” Molly said, her excitement bubbling just beneath the surface. Her husband closed his eyes a small smile forming on his lips as a shiver passed through his large soft form. The couple retired for the evening saying their goodnights and Helen and I were all that was left awake.
“How are you doing?” She asked me concern in her voice, “We haven’t had a chance to talk since the madness of that night.”
“I am doing well,” I said giving my friend a hug, “I was so terrified I nearly soiled myself that night, but if I’m being honest I never for one moment thought that I wouldn’t be rescued. I knew no matter what, Colt would be out there somewhere.”
“What that lad did is nearly unbelievable,” Helen said.
“You should have seen it,” I said feeling my heart race once more at the tall dark form suddenly looming out of the tall grasses, “he never hesitated.”
“What do you make of Molly and Albert there?” Helen asked, changing the topic after she heard the emotion bubbling in my voice. “They were trying to get at something in our conversation, but I couldn’t figure it out.”
“I believe Molly is taken with Colt,” I said, and Helen laughed.
“Well that’s plain as day to see, her and nearly every other woman in the wagon train.”
“Her husband though thats the interesting part,” I continued Helen nodding along, “the man seemed more than resigned, he seemed almost eager for his wife to be with Colt. That worries me.”
“Ahh of course, I’ve heard of this before,” Helen said, “There are men who are excited by the idea of their wife with another man. There is a yiddish word for it: cuckold.”
“I’ve never heard of such a thing,” I said fascinated by the plethora of fetishes and desires in the world that I was just beginning to open up to and learn about.
“I believe the man is more willing or more excited if their girls and wives are with a powerful Alpha male,” Helen said.
“What do you think?” I asked her.
“I think Albert’s a weak man and I’m not sure I trust him.”
“Aye, the idea makes my stomach churn as well, but Molly is a sweet woman. We will have to see how things play out with them.”
“Let me set something up between Molly and Colt when we get to the springs,” Helen said, “but we need to be careful in case what we are thinking isn’t the case, I wouldn’t want a fight to break out, or a screaming fit.”
“I agree,” I said and with a kiss on Helen’s cheek we both retired for the night to our wagons.
 




Chapter Four
The next few days were brutally hard. The land climbed and the flat prairies ground was replaced by broken and cracked ground, making it hard to roll our wagons across. The train was forced to back track in several places and two more wagons got cracked axles. The two-day trek it should have taken us to get to the springs turned into an arduous five.
I’d never seen such soaring peaks and beautiful vistas as we were treated to. Everyone in the wagon train was in awe of the scenery as we drew farther and farther up into the mountains. The purple mountains stood tall against the sky and their white capped peaks were breathtaking. The difficulty of the journey had most people on edge and tempers flared often amongst the settlers. Finally, we rode down into a small valley, nestled in the middle of three great peaks, in the center of which was a large camp that was used by a half dozen or so wagon trains a year.
It was a great relief as we trundled the wagons down into the valley and unhitched the teams. There were large paddocks set aside and the animals were able to wander and graze a large area. The spring itself was a gushing flow of ice-cold water, crystal clear as it bubbled up from the rocky ground and began to the flow of a creek down into the valley below.
Colt was healing nicely and had even taken to riding his horse all of the last day on the train. Just as we were heading into the valley, he found a game trail and what he said were trappers’ marks along it. When the animals were all settled and the tied down and unloaded of camping supplies he headed off into the woods with his rifle.
Helen, Molly and I set about making our camp as comfortable as possible. The plan was to spend two days at the springs, refill all of the water barrels, maybe do a little hunting in the surrounding hills and forest and then head out over the pass. We took the opportunity to repack and resettle things in the wagons, pull out and clean the bedding and clothes. It was an exhausting day, but I must say I felt a great sense of accomplishment when everything was clean once again and neatly put away. With a large pot of stew bubbling on the fire and a few loaves of bread baking under hot stones, our mouths were watering as we sat around the fire.
Henry and Seamus came back from their hunting empty handed as did most of the men that returned throughout the afternoon and early evening. However, one man came back with a large shirt full of shriveled pears and apples. He knew were a large dell of different fruit trees were and a group planned to head out the next day to gather more. Annabelle and Edith joined in on the discussion of the fruit trees, the girls giggling and whispering about baking pies and tarts with the fruit.
The biggest surprise and commotion occurred when Colt returned with a deer slung over his shoulders. It was the first big game that had been had on the trip and when he took it to the center of camp and began dividing it between all of the wagons fairly, a big crowd of happy people formed around him. Soon the smells of roasting venison filled the camp and there was a happy festive air. Bottles of apple brandy came out along with a few stringed instruments and soon songs were being sung and impromptu dancing sprung up around several fires.
I found Colt down by the creek, bringing him a bar of soap to clean off the mess from the deer. He had a thoughtful expression on his face that vanished when he saw me. His pale blue eyes regarded me with an intensity that I found reassuring. They traveled over my prodigious curves and I felt my heart quicken in desire. I was all too aware that we were still in plain sight of the camp, although none could hear what we said.
“That was a fine bit of hunting you did,” I said complimenting him as I passed over the soap.
“Thank you Ma’,” The boy said in his deep rich voice, “but I’m not so sure it was entirely my skill.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“There are signs of others in the forest. I saw tracks here and there along the trail, nearly invisible and just as I caught the scent of wood smoke on the wind, that deer was startled out of a stand not thirty paces away from me. I think something or someone else spooked it.”
“What do you think we should do about it?” I asked.
“I was just thinking about that,” he said, “If you and Helen are willing to help, I have a plan that may work to flush out any would be stalkers in these woods.”
“I will speak with her tonight, and make sure she is up and ready early,” I said with a warm smile, happy we could be of help to the lad, “is there anything we need to bring?”
“Wear your big straw hats and bright dresses, also if you have perfume or anything else that smells put that on.”
“I have some special creams in a chest that I have been saving for… special occasions. They are floral scented.”
“That should work,” he said with a small grin. I couldn’t help but grin back. I wasn’t sure what the boy was planning but he seemed to be enjoying himself.
“That reminds me,” I said as if it was an afterthought, “Molly wanted to give her thanks and appreciation to you this evening.” I threw Colt a significant look under my eyelashes, “If you are… up to it.”
“That is kind of her, but no thanks are necessary. It was just one of those things.” His voice trailed off and I could see he was still struggling with the trauma of the experience. I knew he had to deal with part of it on his own, but soon he would need to talk, and I was ready to listen.
“Still it’s important to her and her husband. I will be sending her over to the wagon after dinner,” I said with a stern look, softened with a smile, “you be kind to the woman now.”
“Yes Ma’am,” Colt said with his own answering grin.
I returned to the fire and drew Helen aside, letting her know that Colt had a task for us and we would need to head out into the woods with him early in the morning. Helen was bubbling with excitement, both for our adventure the next morning and for what she had to tell me.
“Molly is damn near about to jump out of her skin over there and her husband seems even more nervous. I’m not sure what they are planning but you might want to warn Colt.” She said.
“I told Colt that Molly wanted to say thank you, but I have no idea what the two of them are planning,” I said worried, “Maybe I should go back and talk to them.”
“Too late,” Helen said pointing to the couple leading Colt off into the woods, the three of them talking good naturedly. Molly was clutching her husband’s arm, but she was looking up at Colt with blind devotion, and Albert shuffled at her side like a puppy. Helen and I exchanged excited and nervous looks and slipped into the darkness after them.
 




Chapter Five
The woods were dense and crowded in close around our wagons, Molly and Albert led Colt deeper into the thicket. Colt heard Helen and I following, I saw him glance back in our direction as they hiked ahead of us, but Albert was reassuring the lad. They paused near a small cave I hadn’t known was here and Colt, Helen and I were surprised to see a pallet laid out on the ground. Helen and I froze each clutching one another’s arm as we huddled in the shadows of the trees, just within earshot to watch.
“Thank you again for coming all the way out here,” Molly said her voice breathless as she stared up at Colt with wide, excited eyes.
“Yes, sir,” Albert said, shuffling nervously, “We cannot thank you enough for saving Molly the other night.”
“As I said,” Colt said in his deep confident voice, “I would have done the same for anyone who had been taken, your thanks are appreciated by not necessary.”
“Well,” Albert said, glancing at his wife as he clutched his hat in his hands, “there was… another reason Molly wanted to bring you out here.”
“Molly?” Colt asked and I saw the boy looking down at Molly with those pale blue eyes of his and intense gaze. The woman was trembling with nerves as she began to speak.
“It’s not something I can just come out and say!” She was blushing furiously. Colt reached out and took her chin in two fingers lifting her face to his, their faces were close, her lips parting as if ready for a kiss and Colt just smiled.
“Albert,” the boy said while still looking deep into the man’s wife’s eyes, “you are ok with this? I have no wish to cause issues between you and your wife.”
“No issues sir,” Albert said quickly and even from here I could see that the man’s tiny cock was pressed firm against his pants, even though he tried to hide it behind his hat, “I promise there will be no problems, this is what we both want… desperately.”
“Then you may watch,” Colt said his eyes never leaving Molly’s nor hers him, “but for tonight,” His voice was rich and commanding, more fully his than I’d ever remember hearing it before, “Your wife is mine to do with as I please, and pleases her.”
“Oh god!” Both Molly and her husband said the words at the same time, with near identical desire. Albert clutched at his cock through his pants and shuffled back his eyes wide in shame, shock and lust as the powerful young man swept his wife into his arms, drawing her into a deep kiss.
“Oh my god he IS a cuck!” Helen whispered in my ears.
I turned to reply to her, and I felt the woman’s warm breath on my cheek, I don’t know what came over me, but I leaned forward letting my lips meet hers. Helen started in surprise, then I felt her melt into the kiss as did I. The beautiful tall woman’s lips were thick and soft and as her tongue slid out and met mine, sparks ignited between us. Breathless I pulled back, seeing shock and surprised desire in Helens face I just winked and nodded back to the clearing.
Helen would not be stopped so easily however and we both leaned back on the grass, against a tree, her hands exploring my body and mine hers, fingers undoing buttons and trailing down across soft flesh.
“Oh, Elenore your breasts are heavenly!” I felt her hand squeezing my tit and pinching slightly at the nipple, and I moaned out gently, careful to be quiet in the dark forest. My own hand had trailed down to the wet fir between the woman’s legs and I felt a thrill of joy as she shuddered beneath my touch. The two of us turning to look at the scene just before the hidden cave.
Colt had lain Molly down on the pile of blankets, the tall young man had his shirt off and was slowly undressing the red headed wife, as her hands slide all over his muscled torso and she kissed his flesh with a hungry mouth. Albert sat off to the side, his eyes wide and breath panting. He had his tiny cock out and was jacking it furiously with thumb and index finger. His eyes locked on his wife’s hand as it slid into the young man’s waistband. The woman gasped out in surprise and pleasure as her hand gripped the boy’s girth and slide down and down his prodigious length. Even as Helen and I watched the fat little man came, shuddering as several spurts of cum shot out of his tiny cock and onto the forest floor.
Colt had stripped the woman naked and her high firm breasts jiggled deliciously as he drew off her panties, revealing a thick red bush of hair.
“Oh god please,” the woman said in weak protest as Colt spread her legs, kissing his way down her body, “I’ve never, no one has ever… Oh!”
“Quiet,” Colt hissed his face smiling to take the edge of the words, “I want to learn how to pleasure a woman and you will tell me how to make you cum.”
His words were firm and brooked no protest. The small woman only nodded, her arms clutched at her sides and as the beautiful young man dipped his head between her thighs, she glanced at her husband. She was filled with fear at what she might see there, but I could see her relax once she saw the man. Like a puppy the man was smiling and panting, his little cock hard once more. They mouthed “I love you,” silently to one another, then her eyes closed, and she was stifling a moan of pleasure as Colt tasted her.
“Can you imagine that beautiful face between your legs?” Helen asked as her fingers slipped inside my wetness. “This is so wicked!”
My own fingers worked the woman and as I slid a digit lightly around her clit, I felt her shuddering beside me, as a small orgasm ripped through her. Turning her head, she kissed me deep, our tongues locking, and she pressed me back her fingers desperate and quickly bringing me up to orgasm. I bit down on my tongue and opened my eyes just in time to see Molly as the woman’s hands tore the soil as she clutched and gripped it in her convulsing orgasm. We were both panting as we came down, Helen watching now in fascination with me as Molly with breathless words, directed Colt to her most sensitive parts and told him how to best pleasure her, but it took the young man little time to get the woman to the peak of pleasure, and soon she lay upon the ground like she was boneless.
Colt drew our attention as the tall young man stood. There was the unmistakable sound of a belt being slowly unbuckled, the leather and steel clicking together and cutting through all the other noise of the forest. Molly jerked upright at the sound, her face filling with surprised joy. The woman had completely forgotten where she was in the wake of her massive orgasm.
Now she crawled forward, her breasts swinging free and her tongue sliding across her lips in anticipation. She didn’t even bother to glance at her husband who sat nearby watching his wife devolve into the young man’s sex slave. That’s exactly what she was becoming as Colt crooked his finger and she sat up, her hands upon his pants, drawing them down his thighs. The woman’s gasp of surprise and pleasure at the sight of Colt’s long thick cock brought a confident smile to the lad’s face.
“I never knew they got so big,” Molly said, her hands gently sliding up Colt’s thighs and along his shaft. She looked up at Colt as he towered over her, his mighty staff hanging out over her head like some monster’s appendage, “I want to taste you, to pleasure you, to drink you down… please?”
“Albert,” Colt said turning to look at the man. The boy’s face was a sight, utterly calm and in command, confident in his place in the world, “Your wife is going to suck my cock.” The older man just nodded his head in excitement, his fingers once more stroking his small cock. “Then I am going to bend her over like a whore in front of you and show you how a real man claims a woman.”
“Yes, Sir!” Albert said, and Molly didn’t even glance at her husband as she opened her mouth wide and took the head of the boy’s cock into her hot wet embrace. I saw Colt close his eyes in bliss and then his big hand was guiding the red-haired woman’s head as she licked, kissed and sucked his cock in noisy worship.
Helen and I were almost completely absorbed in the scene before us, each of us was still touching and playing with the other woman’s body. She was almost entirely focused on my breasts, the woman constantly glancing down at them in fascination. They had always been a burden before in my life, but since I saw how Colt responded to their heavy, pale perfection I was much more comfortable with my body. Helen’s awe only added to my pleasure and self-confidence.
Colt was fucking the woman’s face, that’s the only way to describe it. She had completely relaxed and let the boy take control of her. He gripped her head in two hands and was sliding his cock in and out of her thick lips, saliva and spit draining down out of her mouth onto her perky tits and the ground below. It was a wild sight only matched when Colt pulled his massive cock out of her mouth and with two quick strokes and a quiet grunt began to shoot thick ropes of cum onto the woman’s face and into her open swallowing mouth. I felt Helen shudder in orgasm beside me and I was nearly there too, then Colt drove his dick back into the woman’s mouth and her wide eyes crinkled in a smile as he released her head.
“Get me hard again,” Colt said in quiet command, “So your husband can watch me make you mine.” Both Molly and Albert moaned out as the woman dove onto Colts cock, using every ounce of skill and knowledge she had with hands and mouth to get the boy hard again. It didn’t take much effort and in moments she was gagging on the thickness as it filled her throat. Albert sat nearby his mouth open and eyes soft in slavish devotion as he watched the powerful young man take his wife.
Colt was almost rough with the woman as he bent her over, still moving stiffly from his wounds. I watched in envy and no small amount pride as he lined his massive cock up along her wet pussy lips.
“Oh god!” Molly cried out, looking up to meet Albers eyes as Colt pressed his cock to her lips, “He is so big, I don’t know if I can take it honey.”
“He is going to stretch you so good!” Albert said his eyes intense, “Tell me Molly…”
“Mmhmmm I feel it… stretching me wide… oh… oh god… mmmm Oh Colt!” The woman moaned incomprehensible sounds then as the boy slid deeper and deeper into her. Her arms gave out and her face was pressed down into the blankets, her white hips shuddering as Colt slammed forward in one powerful thrust, bottoming out in her. “Full… cumming… oh fuck baby!” Molly hissed as Colt began to pound her.
“You are his,” Albert whispered in intense pleasure, “that powerful boy is claiming you Molly, using you for his pleasure!”
“Oh yes!!!” Molly moaned out as she met her husband’s eyes, face slack in the intensity of her pleasure.
The sight of the little redhead bent over with the lean and powerful form of my stepson gripping her hips in strong arms as he fucked her with long strokes was so hot, I was pushed right over the edge. My eyes shut and body convulsing in sweet bliss. Panting I opened them again in time to see Colt really going to town on Molly’s little body. He had her hair in a powerful fist, and she was arched her back, her titties juggling with each thrust, her husband came again into his own hands as his wife came for a third time on the thick cock driving into her and stretching her out.
“I’m not going… to impregnate you… yet…” Colt said between thrusts, “I want to watch you… swallow my cum… again.”
“Yes, Colt!” Molly said, “Anything… Oh god!... I am yours Master… anything.”
“Do it Colt!” Albert said, “Make her yours!”
Colt drew back quickly, his cock shiny coated in the woman’s cum, slipping free of her with a wet sound. Molly spun around her mouth open and face desperate as she sucked him quickly into her mouth. Colt arched he head back, grunting firmly as Helen and I watched his cock pulse and pulse again, filling the woman’s mouth as she swallowed quickly. Then she was kissing and licking his cock in devotion, as the boy stroked her hair gently.
“That was perfect,” he said smiling down at her, and glancing over at Albert I saw the man give him a nod in agreement, “You will both speak with my mother.” Colt said as she stood, buckling his pants on and grabbing his shirt, “She will instruct you on our groups arrangement.”
“Then we can stay with you?” Molly asked hopefully.
“If she agrees,” he said smiling at her, “Then yes.”
“Thank you, Colt!” Albert said, tucking his small dick into his pants and shuffling his bulk to his feet. He ducked his head in subservience and continued on, his voice sincere. “I can never thank you enough for what you did for Molly… and tonight… thank you for being so open minded.”
“If my stepmom agrees,” Colt said meeting the man’s eyes as he approached his wife, “Then I will be your master in all things. If you are ok with that arrangement, then I would be grateful to have you with us.”
 




Chapter Six
Helen and I slipped off back to the wagons. She was talking excitedly about the encounter, going over it again and again. She was convinced that Albert was like her husband and mine, queer, but I saw it as something different. I explained my reasoning to her as we got back to our fire.
“I think it’s a power thing,” I said, still feeling excitement that hadn’t died down, “I don’t think Albert would like to see his wife with just anyone. He seemed to take the most joy out of watching Colt when he was at his most powerful and commanding.”
“He was so sexy when he commanded her to pleasure him!” Helen whispered. “I think I get it. Albert feels inferior and loved watching an Alpha Male take his wife. She is a lucky woman.”
We kissed goodnight, careful to keep things chaste around the wagons, but I felt the heat in her, and for the second time in my life I felt true desire for a woman. I put the thought away for later and climbed into the wagon with a smile as I planned how and where we would both get time alone with Colt. I was surprised to find Edith Eaton laying alongside Annabelle. The two girls had been whispering and giggling together when I climbed in.
“Tell us what happened Mama!” Annabelle whispered as I was changing for bed. I drew my dress over my head, feeling relief as my large bust was finally freed from its confines. I saw Edith glance at the perfect large orbs, her face getting a touch jealous and then relaxing into appreciation. I felt warmth spread inside as I accepted the attention.
I crawled under my covers and the girls lay on the other side of the wagon, spooning each other and listening intently as I told them all that Helen and I had seen. I left out what our wandering hands had gotten up to. Then I saw the girls faces flush and each wiggle slightly as the other girl’s hand slipped between each other’s legs, and I smiled inwardly. It seemed the apple didn’t fall far from the tree and my beautiful girl was getting up to the same kind of fun as me with her friend. I took my time. Explaining in exquisite detail how Colt had mastered the woman, while her husband watched.
“He just sat there and… you know what… his little thing?” Edith asked in wonder.
“Molly is a lucky woman,” Annabelle panted, her eyes narrowed in near bliss.
“You should have seen the look of ecstasy on both husband and wife’s faces when Colt filled her pretty little mouth.”
“Oh… mmm… I’d love to see that… there… Oh!,” Edith cried out softly as her own orgasm hit her, Annabelle clutching the girl close. The wagon smelled of women and sex, and I felt the heat again in me, surprising myself at my own taboo desires, I watched my daughter and her friend make love, each whispering to the other about the sexy things they couldn’t wait to do together with Colt.
That night I dreamed of rolling green hills and spreading oak trees. A valley hidden between mountains, with a river running through it. High up in the valley was a small hill, with a bubbling spring coming out of the top. The air smelled of green trees, vineyards and the sea. I felt a warmth suffused me and when I awoke, it felt as if God herself had reached down and granted me the vision. I knew deep down in my heart of hearts that was our destination. At the end of our long road, a paradise awaited us.
The next morning, we were all up early and working. Molly and Helen came to me, along with Annabelle and Edith. I spent thirty minutes or so instructing them in cleaning out wounds and the necessity of soap and water. Then I tasked each woman with different chores, taking out and beating bedding clean, washing clothes and pots, prepping and baking a few loaves of bread. I have never really been the type to take charge and command others, but I knew what needed to be done and the women were all so desperate to help and be of service that it worked out well.
Colt got up before dawn and slipping on his pair of moccasins and taking up his rifle he slipped into the woods to go hunting again. Helen and I wanted to go and help him with his task, but we were waylaid by chores and the girls who came for training. Colt reassured us that he could take care of his plan alone and that he would be back soon. Several other men did the same, each heading off in different directions. Seamus and Henry each took pans and picks and headed up into the rocky hills to prospect they said. Helen and I just rolled our eyes as the men slipped off eyeing each other with desire.
Strangely or I guess not so strangely Molly’s husband stuck with the women. The man was like a puppy dog, following his wife around, sharing secret glances with her throughout the day, reliving their experience together from the night before. I was happy to see there was no issues between them and when Colt slipped off into the woods the man looked off after the boy with a mixture of envy and hero worship. Molly watched the boy with a mixture of desire, lust and love that warmed my heart to see and I felt happy with my decision to bring them into our little family.
Soon the joy in my heart was swelling so that I felt a song burst forth from my mouth as I went about the wash. Others joined in and soon our little corner of the camp was singing along with one another, the women harmonizing and lifting out voices to god. A song was just dyeing out on my lips when I saw a tall powerful figure coming down from the hills, eating up the ground with long strides, two hares dangling from his side. What gave me pause were the two slender figures beside him. The sight brought a commotion from the rest of the wagon train and by the time Colt approached a small group had gathered around our wagons.
The boy came striding close and I could finally make out his companions. Two girls, or young women, dressed like trappers in fur lined boots, buckskin pants and leather vests that hid little. Each had a feral, dangerous look to her, their features lean and sharp. They both had black hair that looked to have been hacked off just at shoulder length and now stood out and back from their head in wild disarray, matted with dirt and grime.
“Hold up there, Colt!” Called Mr. Eaton when the boy drew within the sound of his voice. Colt didn’t stop he just kept marching forward, the women to either side of him slowed glancing at one another, each with the shifty eyes and movements like they were ready to bolt at any moment.
“Lad stop!” Mr. Eaton cried again, this time he lifted his rifle, not pointing it at the tall young man but in that general direction.
Colt froze turning slightly so he was square with Mr. Eaton. His pale blue eyes narrowed, and he looked from Mr. Eaton down to the rifle in the man’s hands and back up to his face. Just that, face composed and yet the air within the camp became suddenly chill and reality took a sharper focus as fear bit the back of everyone throats. Colt suddenly didn’t appear like a young man of nineteen, he looked more like the dangerous killer from a week before. Mr. Eaton swallowed hard and dropped the weapon down to his side with a small nod.
“Just wondering is all,” the man motioned around, “I’m sure we would all like to know who these… ladies are… and where you found them.” There was a general murmur from the people around us. I just sniffed and walked forward, the girls had been wary of the group and hung back glanced at me as I stopped before Colt.
“Aren’t you going to be polite Colt and introduce me to your new friends?” I did my best to ignore Mr. Eaton and the rest of the crowd. The two girls walked forward then, each wiping her hands-on leather pants and smoothing down their hair as I took them in.
“Their Pa was a trapper,” Colt said, his deep voice carrying over the crowd, “killed by a grizzly three springs ago. Found the cave they been living in about ten miles into the forest.”
“Dumb luck that,” said the smaller girl in a voice dripping with fake toughness, “’aint never saw no tracks, just wandered in, middle of day like nothing doing.” Colts face twisted into a slight grin at the girls butchering of the English language and I just rose one eyebrow at her, cutting off her words with clicking teeth and a blush of cheek.
“Goldie, Mary,” Colt said with a small motion to the girls, “This is my mother Elenore.”
“Pleasure to meet you ma’am,” said the taller of the sisters, “I’m Mary, after the good book.”
“Aye and I’m Goldie,” said the smaller girl with a swagger like that of a deckhand, “Pleased to meet you Elly.” I smiled in amusement at the girl, she was certainly going to be a fun challenge.
“Tell me Mary, and Goldie when was the last time you girls had a hot bath?” I watched their eyes go wide in shock and each was shaking her head. Soon Helen and Annabelle had them in hand, ushering each girl over to the buckskin enclosed tub area we had set up the day before.
“We should talk about this,” Mr. Eaton said, several of the other men nodding along with him. “I want to do the Christian thing, the same as the next man but we can’t just have new members added to the wagon train willy nilly! Each of us paid a fee and have set amounts of food.”
“You certainly can’t expect us to send those poor girls back out into the woods?” I asked the man.
“They did survive just fine before we showed up,” Mr. Eaton said, “I don’t see why they can’t go back.”
“When I found them,” Colt said in his quiet confident voice, cutting through the noise, “they were gnawing on raw intestine.” Mr. Eaton grew green at that, but he still shook his head ready to argue on. “They know these mountains like the back of their hands and have crisscrossed the passes for years. We need them as scouts, that is if you plan to continue.”
“Well as to that,” Mr. Eaton said glancing at a few of his companions, “Some of us have been talking, it’s still early in the season. There should be another wagon train along this trail or nearby in the next couple weeks at the latest. I might be smarter and safer for us to join up with them.”
“That would cut it close getting over the Sierras,” Colt said, his frown deep.
“We still have plenty of time, besides there are a few families that have been begging for the break.” I wasn’t sure if that was true at all, but looking at Mr. Eaton’s sweating still pudgy body, it was easy to see how it had been a difficult journey for the man and others like him.
“I will consider it,” the young man said.
“You will consider it?” Mr. Eaton said in derision, “Go talk to your Pa boy, let the men decide.”
Colt glanced at me and in that moment, I saw the tall boy full of potential, reach out and grasp manhood in one single moment. I took strength and resolve from his gaze, and in return I poured love and trust into him. His answering smile proved that he read me loud and clear and turning to look at Mr. Eaton, he dismissed the older, rich man so completely with that glance that several of the men gasped.
Turning his back on them Colt strode off to our wagons, pulling the rabbits out of his belt as he went. Mr. Eaton stared daggers at his back, and I watched several of the men grumbling to one another, but most had too much respect of fear of Colt to say anything loud enough for me to hear.
“Talk to that boy of yours Elenore,” the fat old man said addressing me in a superior tone, “It wouldn’t do for him to find himself on the outs without whole company.” I just shook my head gently and smiled at the man.
“I thought you had learned the lesson of Captain Peckering, Mr. Eaton.” The man stiffened his face going white.
“And what lesson is that ma’am?” He said, his voice full of umbrage.
“That when the darkness is upon you, and all is lost,” my voice was haunting even to my own ears and I could see the effect I had on the men around us, “There is no one else, in this vast and uncaring wilderness, who will win out, every time. That young man was born for this world, and he moves through it like a fish in water. Can you say the same for any of the rest of us?”
Mr. Eaton could only shake his head, his face chagrined. I continued with a gentle smile, “That is why I and all those I love and hold dear, will follow Colt wherever he leads.”
“It’s folly to follow one so young,” Mr. Eaton said stubbornly, and I saw the hint of jealousy and desire in his piggish eyes and knew that his stubbornness was born from those emotions.
“Where some see folly, others see wisdom, thus it ever is sir.” With a warm smile I slipped off to our wagons. There Annabelle was spitting the two rabbits over the fire, making sure she had it well in hand I slipped back to the bathing area to check on Helen and the new girls. The scrubbing was happening apace. Helen had enlisted Molly and Edith in the task and each woman had a long-handled bristle brush and was scouring the wild women, each was taking it with no small measure of annoyance. By the looks of their whipcord like muscles I figured it would be best if I stepped in and calmed things down before they got out of hand.
 




Chapter Seven
The girls showed some wisdom when I approached and calmed their cursing to a minimum. Soon things were in hand and before long I was presenting two young women, scrubbed and primped as best Annabelle and I could. Each girl was a sight once their hair had been cleaned and combed and the dirt scrubbed from their faces. I had taken my sheers and even their locks out giving each girl a similar bob cut. Their dark eyes were enchanting, and their slim well-muscled limbs moved with a grace I had rarely seen. They did kick their skirts and pull awkwardly at their dresses constantly.
“Well aren’t you two lovelies,” said Helen when she saw the girl, and she was true. They really were quite lovely, that is when they weren’t scowling or cursing like a sailor to anyone who looked at them crooked. Only I and Colt seemed to have any measure of influence over the girls.
There was a large commotion over near the Eaton’s wagons and when I inquired what it was about, Helen told me they were about to hold a vote to see whether the train would be pushing forward or staying put.
“Fools,” I said, “they are letting their fear cloud their better judgments. We were the last wagons train of the season bound for to coast.”
“We all know it, but most just aren’t comfortable with the idea of heading forward without a real wagon captain and scouts.” Helen said with sympathy in her voice.
“Aye, I can understand that,” I said in understanding, “I wish I could share my faith in Colt with them.”
“So, we are certain then?” Helen asked, “He will want to press on?”
“The two of us are going to sit down with him tonight and discuss our future,” I said linking my arm in hers.
“Oh, we are, are we?” Helen asked with a wide smile, “Some place private I hope.” She said quietly.
“Yes, I was thinking a certain cave, where we will have him all to ourselves.” I said feeling a thrill of excitement and embarrassment at the prospect.
“The two of us?” Helen said her breath coming quick, “Mmmm I love the way you think Elenore.”
“Yes well you put the idea in my head you vixen!” I said with a smile, “I have some other ideas for Colt and our little group, I’d like to run them by you on our way over.”
I began to whisper in earnest in the woman’s ear, laying out plans I had been formulating in my mind over the past few days. We were able to get to the cave and have everything set up by the time Annabelle delivered my message to Colt. The girl would have the two new scouts under her and Edith’s wing, showing them what they needed to know about life with our wagon train. And learning all they could about their experiences and what they had been through over the past few years living in the wilds by themselves.
“Are you nervous?” Helen asked me as we finished and settled down on the blankets to wait.
“No,” I said in some surprise and turning to look at Helen I realized it was her presence and steady quiet strength that reassured me. I also took in her striking features and beautiful hair, and felt a stirring of desire for the woman, “are you?”
“Not one bit,” Helen said with a deep smile as she reached out and took my hand in hers. We touched and comforted each other often, but much like the other night when we had watched Colt dominate that wife and her husband, there was a charged atmosphere between us now. The sexual tension built and as we stared into one another’s eyes we each slowly leaned in, our lips meeting in a kiss. Our first that was solely about our desire for one another. Each of us pulling back in slight embarrassment then Helen pulled me close, her hands on my back and hips as her lips met mine in passion.
Her body was slim and soft and as I felt my hands exploring her, my passion increased. Helens own hand slipped up my bodice and I felt her gentle fingers slide down the side of one breast. Her finger grazed my nipple and I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my lips.
“You have no idea how sexy you are,” Helen breathed as she undid the buttons on my blouse, “every man wants you, every woman wants to be you… oh Elenore,” she said in awe as the drew aside the fabric, revealing my large and heavy breasts. Then she leaned forward and I hissed in pleasure as her lips wrapped around one large nipple, sucking and nibbling on it gently. The pleasure was sublime as she feasted on my breasts, my own hand slid into the woman’s skirts and feeling the wet hair of her sex, I slid one finger down around her little nubbin loving the shudder of pleasure it elicited from my friend and now lover. Soon her top was off as well and we were a tangle of flesh as we kissed and touched one another, lost in passion. The gasp from the cave entrance brought both of us to awareness of the world once more.
Picking up my head I saw Colt standing there, tall and broad shouldered. My stepsons’ eyes were wide as he took in the sight of us, half naked and flush with desire. I heard a growl of desire and lust and thought it came from Helen, until with a start I realized it was coming from my own throat.
“We’ve been waiting for you Colt,” Helen said as she slid up to her knees and began to crawl forward with me at her side. I could feel my heavy breasts swaying beneath me, hard nipples sliding along the rough blankets, sending delicious little shock waves of pleasure through my body.
Colt said nothing but his eyes burned with an intensity that caused my heart to flutter. I felt his gaze track along my body and face, feeling pleasure as his mighty cock grew firm in his pants just at the sight of me. Helen too drew the young man’s eyes and the woman was licking her lips as Colt took in her perfect ass and gorgeous face. He just stood there like a god, powerful, silent and yet commanding the space. Helen and I were each at one of his legs, glancing at one another we smiled in delight, sharing our joy that we could give this special moment to Colt, and get to enjoy him at the same time.
Helen’s hands slipped into Colts belt and began to unbuckle it, Colt meanwhile drew me to my feet, his powerful hands on my back as he pulled me into a fierce kiss, the explosion of emotions and passion within me wiped out all other thought and when I came too, I felt his hands on my body, hefting one large tit and bringing the hard nipple to his mouth. The sweet sensation of seeing and feeling him suckle on me caused my nethers to flood with desire.
“Oh god!” Helen murmured as she drew forth Colt’s massive rod, and we both watched in awe as she hefted the thick beast up in one hand, her eyes wide as she looked up at me and then to Colt. “It’s bigger than I remember, I think I’m going to need help taming you son’s mighty beast.” She said with a smile and I felt my body shudder in desire as I knelt beside her.
Colt stared down at us with wide eyes, “Both of you?” He said quietly, “Mom… Helen… this is out of my wildest fantasies.”
“Then I am so happy we can give you this,” I said as I pressed my body beside Helen’s, “We are yours now Colt, we want to give you your every fantasy. Just as you are here for us, we will be here for you.”
“I never dreamed I could ever be so happy,” Helen said as she looked up at Colt meeting his eyes, then glancing at me said, “Or get a chance to love such gorgeous people!” I leaned forward and kissed her, our tongues sliding along one anothers before we turned and took in the sight of Colts massive cock before us. Helen and I kissed the large head, each taking a side, then her tongue was sliding down his shaft and I drew the rock-hard cock into my mouth, feeling the soft skin covering steely hardness. Our hands wandering over each other bodies and Colts.
“Oh fuck that’s hot,” Colt said as he watched the two of us worshipping his cock, “Yes right there!” He hissed I sucked hard on his cock head and she sucked on of his large balls into her mouth, his hips rocking forward gently as I let his cock fuck my mouth. Then Helen and I switched places, our lips and tongues meeting around the head of his cock, before I dragged my tongue down along the tender flesh of his sack, eliciting a groan of pleasure from Colt that thrilled me.
The sounds of our wet sucking mouths filled the cave along with Colts moans of pleasure. The burning need between my legs demanded that I move things along, and I pulled back and slipped up to Helen. Her eyes wide as she took Colts cock deep into her throat again and again. My hands explored her body and began removing the rest of her clothes, glancing up I saw Colt watching in awe then his thighs began to tense up and I slid up, taking one handful of Helens breasts as I watched Colt begin to orgasm.
Helen swallowed quickly as Colt filled her mouth with cum, some of the pearly white liquid slipped out the sides of her mouth and I kissed it off her face, savoring the taste of my son. Then we dragged the young man down onto the blankets with us. His body was lean and hard and each time my hands slid along his muscles my pussy grew even wetter. He had me on my back, stripping away my dress and leaving me naked and exposed, then to my surprise he kissed his way down my stomach eyes afire as I saw him take in my fur covered sex.
“No,” I said gently trying to fend him off, wanting this to be all about Colt, but he ignored my words and his tongue touched my sex, the sensation was like fire in my loins, “Oh! Mhmmm!”
I had never felt such pleasure before, his tongue hard and yet gentle toyed with my sex, causing me to writhe in pleasure. Using ever lesson he had learned the night before. Coming to myself for a brief moment I picked my head up and looked around, then I smiled when I saw Helen between Colts legs on her back, sucking and licking his cock back to turgid strength.
The pleasure build and built as my son feasted on my pussy and looking down, I saw his gorgeous blue eyes looking up at me, filled with their own pride and pleasure. That sight pushed me over the edge, and I felt my thighs grip his head firmly and uncontrollably as the most powerful orgasm of my life ripped through my body. The tingling in my fingers and toes raced back and forth through me, and my breath was gone.
I may have passed out for a time, because when I realized where I was, and what was going on, swimming out of a sea of mental pleasure and haze: I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex happening just beside me. Turning I let my own hand trail down to my pussy as I took in the sight of Helen on all fours, her head thrown back and face twisted with a look of such frozen pleasure it looked like agony. Colt held her hips and thrust his cock deep into her older pussy with long powerful strokes. The wet sound as their hips met and the small grunts coming from Helen were so sexy to see.
I scooted over and let my other hand slide between the woman’s legs, her eyes popped open and she looked down smiling at me. My fingers trailed around her clit and slipped alongside Colts massive cock, feeling its wet hardness slide along my digits. Colt looked down and smiled reaching over he let his hand join mine in fingering and playing with my pussy.
“Oh god,” Helen moaned out, “I’ve found heaven!”
Then her body was locked in a powerful orgasm, her pussy tightening down so firmly on Colts cock that the lad was forced to halt and dragging his massive cock out of the woman, she grunted at the vacancy.
I felt powerful hands on my thighs, spreading me and then his delicious weight was pressing me down and his massive hardness was spreading me wide. It was my turn to moan in delirious pleasure as he drove himself into me. Colt’s lips met mine and I felt his hands exploring my body, paying special attention to my large breasts as he gathered them in two hands, pounding into me with harder and harder thrusts. I felt a finger press itself to my behind and my eyes opened wide in shock. I nearly called out but then I felt it coated in my own wetness and circling the tight and tender opening, sending intense pleasure through my body. Just as Helen slipped her finger inside another orgasm hit me powerfully and I felt my nails dig into Colts firm backside, pulling him deep in me as I shuddered in bliss beneath him.
Helen pulled the handsome young man into a kiss and rolled him off me onto his back. I watched her long graceful legs slide to either side of Colts hips as she sat back and stroked his massive cock in her two hands. She watched it in awe as she sat up and slipped the fat head into her pussy, moaning out in pleasure. I sat up beside her, letting my hands roam over her sexy body, helping her line up his beautiful cock. Feeling her tits and pinching her nipple as we kissed, the woman slowly lowered herself on the massive cock.
“You both are so beautiful,” Colt said, his hands on either of our hips, “you’ve made me the happiest man,” His voice was filled with emotion and I leaned forward kissing him deeply, feeling my breasts pressed against his chest.
“This is only the beginning Colt,” I said, “soon we find our homestead and will be able to love like this every night!”
“Oh god… uh… I’m going to cum.” He said. When Helen went to move off his cock, I held her back.
“Cum in her Colt,” I whispered in my sons ear as we both watched Helen riding his cock, her sexy breasts bouncing, “Fill her womb with your seed!”
“Oh yes!” Helen cried out, her eyes closing tight as she came on the massive spurts of cum shot deep inside her.
“She could get pregnant,” Colt said looking at me once he had caught his breath.
“I know,” I said with a smile for them both. Helen gave me a shy grin and leaning forward kissed me deep.
“I could watch that forever,” Colt said and when we turned to him, he had a silly grin on his face.
“Good,” Helen said turning and kissing me deep again, “because your mom deserved to get your cum in her pussy next, think you can still keep going tiger?”
Colts answering growl as he rolled atop both of us caused us to giggle. For the next two hours we explored one another’s bodies in a haze of joy. Helen and I slid down my stepson’s body and I tasted Helen’s sweet cum as we licked and sucked his beautiful cock together. Our worshipping mouths getting his young hardness ready quickly. My handsome boy bent me over in the cave and pressing my face down into the blankets slid into me. I loved the feeling of him mastering my body, but what pushed me over the edge was when I felt Helen’s tongue slip along my clit and Colts cock, the woman’s head down between our legs. Her tongue got him off as well and his cum shooting so powerfully deep inside me left me shuddering and wanting more.
It was early in the morning and still black out by the time the three of us made our way out of the cave. We didn’t speak, just holding each other, not wanting to break the contact as we slipped back to the wagons. Pausing in the deep shadows Colt pulled both of us into a fierce kiss, his cock growing hard again in his pants. I wanted to drop down right there and service his amazing beast, and Helen even started to, before we realized where we were and let the lad slip free. Helen and I kissed good night and hugged each other tightly when we parted.
“This was the greatest night of my life,” Helen whispered, “I can never thank you enough.”
“Mine too,” I said with a final smile before slipping into the wagon and into my bed. Annabelle woke and gave me a bleary look as I slipped beneath my covers and then realizing how late it was, smiled broadly at me and winked before turning back to sleep. I drifted off to sleep feeling perfectly content and at peace with the world. My body was deliciously sore and wild images and ideas kept swirling in my head, as I thought about all the others Colt would soon be playing with.
The next day would be a monumental one for our band. We would be splitting up, Colt would lead those of us who chose to push on into the treacherous mountains, while Mr. Eaton and those of fainter hearts would stay behind at the Springs. I felt happiness and hope warring within my breast as I thought about the future. It would be difficult, of that I was certain, but slowly but surely, we were building our family out and before long we would find that paradise I had dreamed of.
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