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Chapter One

It was desperation and hope that drove us out west, across vast prairies and through the high mountain passes. Those were hard times for folk and harder still on a woman raising a teenage daughter alone. Our journey west was dangerous, but we met our true family in the midst of all that struggle and strife. I met the perfect man, and a group of amazing women who all agree with me, but I’m getting ahead of my tale.

I couldn’t find honest work in the city and looking as I do; it was never honest work or honest men that wanted to pay me. I never sold my body, for my pride was always too great, and since the war, struggled to find my way.

The church and our community arranged for me to marry a man in a far-off city who planned to head west as well. I was reticent but after a half dozen letters, I agreed. The next spring I boarded a train with my daughter Annabelle, taking two trunks packed with our worldly possessions and began our great journey.

Arriving at the train station we discovered that Henry, the man I was to marry, was unable to meet us. Instead his son greeted us warmly. I must say I was disappointed Henry wasn’t there, as I was nervous to see what kind of man he was and how he looked, but I was reassured by how well-mannered and handsome his boy Colt was.

When we first saw him standing at the end of the platform; tall, lean and sharp eyed. I felt Annabelle clutch at my arm and heard a low grunt of surprise from her throat as she took in the handsome young man. I found my own heart fluttering in my breast and I was all too aware of my own body for the first time in years as it was clad in my Sunday best.

“Ma’am and young miss,” he said with a polite nod to us both his voice deep and rich, “it’s a pleasure to meet you, my name is Colt.”

Annabelle and I gave matching curtsies then I reached out my hand for him to take. He took it in his and I felt the roughness of his skin and the strength in his long fingers.

“It is a pleasure to meet you Colt, I am Elenore and this here is Annabelle.” Looking around I asked, “Where’s your father?”

Colt conveyed his deepest apologies on behalf of Henry, saying he had been tied up with the wagon train. Then he hefted both of our trunks onto his wide, strong back and lead us out to the wagon he had waiting. Colt stowed and lashed out trunks into places to either side of the wagon, making it easy for us to access. Then Annabelle and I climbed aboard to either side of him and we trundled off across the city. He led us through the narrow streets masterfully guiding the wagon team. We arrived outside of town at a great open field filled with wagons and chaos as settlers and traders packed and made last-minute preparations.

I met Henry that evening, after I had prepared a meal at our open fire for the first time. A tall quiet man who looked like a pale somewhat effeminate version of his son. He was grim and quiet, preferring the company of the horses to people and didn’t engage in much small talk. After an awkward meal he slipped off, back to care for the wagon teams.

A small wedding ceremony was held the next morning for a half dozen new couples by the local pastor. My breast was filled with fear and uncertainty at marrying this man. He had raised such a fine son, that I couldn’t think too poorly of Henry. Plus, with Annabelle to think of, I had very few options. After a few words before the pastor, and with a chaste kiss of rough lips upon my own, I once more found myself married. The celebration was nonexistent as we all loaded up onto wagons and headed out for our first leg on the trail.

Our wagon train was over a hundred souls strong with dozens of wagons loaded to the brim and creaking with their heavy loads. The wagons trains Captain, a hard man with a big grin pasted on his face as he directed and pointed the way for settlers, had a team of four scouts with him. A more disreputable group of men I had never seen, but we were heading into hard lands where soft people rarely survived.

We made less than a mile that first day, and hard going too, but as the week wore on and everyone fell into routines, we began to pick up our pace day by day, driven ever onward by the captain and his scouts. Soon we were free of civilization and out on the open plains. That’s when things got really tough.

I spent little time with Henry during those first few weeks. That first awkward night, when he failed to get hard enough to consummate our wedding existed like a wall between us. He would be up before dawn and away from me and the kids as soon as he could be. Off working or whatever with the man he had become best friends with, Seamus. Henry and Seamus would spend all of their time with the wagon teams or helping the scouts by hunting along the wagons trail for fresh water and game trails.

I waited every night for him to take me as a woman and wife, if not eager, then willing, the man never came to try and consummate our marriage. I am not a woman to countenance rumors, but word got around about my husband’s lack of desire for me, and of where his predilections might truly lay. Given his new friend, and my desire to not cause a scene in these close quarters, I kept to myself mostly.

The eyes of the scouts and especially the wagon trains Captain Peckering, were always on me. I felt sullied by their oily and hungry regard. Living with my looks and figure has been a curse. I have grown used to the stares of other men and the hatred of women, but I’ve always known society has its rules and by those I would be kept safe. Out here in the wilderness, I felt truly fearful under those dangerous men’s eyes for the first time in my life. This was the wild west and my new husband was often in the bushes with Seamus.

I had two comforts during those interminable days, my children. Annabelle was like an angel reborn, or so it seemed to me. The poor girl had lost her father in a terrible accident, then dragged halfway across the country and she offered not a voice of complaint. Whether it was helping with the cooking, caring for the animals or watching the young children of other waggoneers, she was tireless and earned our family a lot of good will.

Colt was the center of our little world once we left civilization, the rock we all leaned on, without even knowing. The boy was quiet and solemn but I was able to draw him out little by little over the course of those first few days. His father was rarely around and when he was Colt was picked on and ostracized by the other lads in his neighborhood. Growing up without a mother had been hard on him, and he could have easily been broken by the stress and grown needy or become a bully. Colt was neither, however. He was self-sufficient and nearly unflappable, slow to speak but quick to come to decisions and then stubborn in his follow through. Those were skill that would have seen him grow up into a successful man in any city, I believed, but out here on the prairie and in the wilderness to come, he was a rare and capable young man.

Having worked odd jobs all over the city growing up, Colt was able to perform nearly any task that called for using his hands, often with a master or journeyman’s skill. Truly remarkable in a young man of only nineteen summers and a testament to the mentors he’d found in his early years.

Silently and rarely with any witnesses to his compassionate good works, he would perform maintenance on wagons and harnesses, keeping things from breaking long past when they should have in the harsh environment. Or searching along their trail and gathering herbs and spices to fill out several family’s stores. The sweetest times of all, at least to my eyes, were when we would spend quiet nights near our fire, Annabelle and I knitting while Colt whittled tops and other toys for the kids.

The other women of our camp were eying the young man too, I could see their sidelong stares and linger glances as we set up camp or broke it down. The boy was tall with long curling dark hair and pale blue eyes. Wide shoulders and well muscled from a life of hard work, drew as many older women’s eyes and lusts than younger. The younger women would try to pique Colts interest, but he was oblivious and they soon went for boys who showered them with more attention. Annabelle was the one exception and I worried about her more than any other girl with young Colt. Her eyes almost never left him when he was working, especially if he was shirtless, although she was careful to not be caught. Often, I would find her set up cleaning or performing some task, perfectly placed to spy on her stepbrother as he chopped wood shirtless, or helped lift a wagon, so a new axle could be fit. Truth be told, I too would find myself lingering whenever I caught her, enjoying the sight of him to my own shame. I didn’t want to confront the poor girl; I honestly had no idea what I would say to her.

Somewhere in our second week I grew comfortable and happy in this new life. Traveling across the prairie and leaving all that I knew behind had been brutally hard on both Annabelle and I, but we had a new family and some comfort in our lives. On one of those great relaxing evenings, spending by the fire, three figures loomed out of the darkness.

“Evening there ma’am,” Captain Peckering drawled tipping his hat back with one finger as his gaze lingered on Annabelle. I could see a hunger in his eyes that matched those in his two slovenly scouts.

“Good Evening Captain,” I said placing my knitting aside, “How may we help you?” I tried to meet the man’s eyes and a slow second passed as his oily stare took in Annabelle’s ripe, innocent young form before they swung to me. He didn’t even have the decency to look embarrassed or ashamed. “Annabelle,” I said turning to the girl, “would you be a dear and see to preparing for bed?”

“OK momma,” she replied in her cheerful voice before flouncing away. That girl was oblivious to the affect she had on men, but then I was too at her age.

“Well ma’am that’s just it you see,” he leaned back as he spoke, his face twisting in annoyance, “two of my scouts aint come back and they’re two hours late. Gone off with that husband
 of yours and his friend
. Figured maybe you may know where they got off to.”

“Henry is missing?” I felt a trill of fear steal through me, I had always worried when he went out ranging, but didn’t know what to say to stop it. Looking around at the two scouts who were licking their lips as they eyed me up and down. The small seed of fear blossomed into full blown panic. I was just about to leap to my feet when I felt a large strong hand settle on my shoulder and calm swept through me at the reassuring touch.

“Which way did they head off Captain?” Colt asked quietly, standing beside me, a tall menacing shape in the dark. I hadn’t even seen the boy move and apparently the others hadn’t either, for the captain and his scouts started and eyed the boy suspiciously.

“They lit off to the south,” one of the scouts squeaked out, before he could clamp his mouth shut with a glare for all around him.

“If they aren’t back by sunrise then the four of us will head out and search for them.” Colt said.

“Can’t leave the train unguarded,” Captain Peckering said with a slow smile, “Need to leave at least one of us rough hands behind.” Turning to look the wat Annabelle had gone off with that lascivious look again he continued, “Make sure no outlaws show up and molest the women folk.”

“You’re going to leave him.” Colt said pointing at the man who squeaked.

“Oh? Am I? And why would that be?” The Captain asked with amusement, his eyes glinting dangerously.

“Accidents happen out there in the high grasses.” Colt said it like he was commenting on the weather, his face expressionless, but a glinting silver light near his waist showed a knife gripped for fighting. I gasped at the sight.

Captain Peckering looked from the boy’s dead eyes down to the knife in his hand and then back up, the smile dropping from his face. With a glare he pointed and said, “You dare threaten me boy?”

“No threat.” Colt said, “If you or your men ever look at my mother or sister that way again, this blade,” he held his hand up, fire light glinting golden and red from the razor-sharp steel, “Will be in your eye.”

“Fine, boy,” Captain Peckering said, a glimmer of hard respect entering his eyes, “If they aren’t back by tomorrow morning then the four of us will search for your pa, that sound alright?”

Colt narrowed his eyes glancing between the three men before saying in a quiet resigned voice, “Alright.”

“Dawn,” the Captain said in a near growl and spinning on his heel, he slunk off into the night.

The emotions and fear came flooding in the moment they left, but fearing how far sound travels in the dark, I kept my silence. Breathing heavy I stood slowly only to see Colt acting as if nothing had happened, going about his nightly chores. Suppressing my fears, I followed the wise young man’s lead and found that calm did come from performing the normal routine of cleaning up and dousing the fire.

When we had finished and neared the wagon to get ready for sleep, I felt a strong hand upon my shoulder and quiet words whispered in my ear. His hot breath on the soft pale skin of my neck sent chills down my spine.


“I fear for my father’s safety or else I would never leave you and Annabelle.”
 Colt whispered.


“But will you be safe out alone with those men?”
 I asked, fighting to keep the quaver from my voice. It amazed me how much I cared for the young man after such a short time.


“I have that covered,”
 He said and moving off into the night I heard him rummaging around in the other wagon, with his and his father belongings. He came back a minute later with a dark, cloth wrapped bundle. He took my hand in his and placed the bundle within, the weight was surprising and with a start I realized what I held. I opened my mouth to speak but he placed one long thick finger against my lips and shook his head gently. I nodded and then took his arm, pulling him to the wagon I normally shared with Annabelle alone.

“None of us should be alone tonight.”

This time it was my turn to quiet his objections and then we all clambered into the wagon. We would be waking before light so there was no fear of starting chatter and rumors, but I couldn’t let Colt sleep beneath the wagon like he usually did. The looks on those men’s face as they slipped off in the night still sent shivers down my spine.

Annabelle was surprised and delighted when she saw Colt clambering into the space she’d just made up for sleeping. I shot her a glare and a quick shake of my head over the boy’s shoulder and she ducked her chagrined face, cheeks rosy as she pressed herself against the wagon walls, making room for Colt in the middle. I quickly lay there, fearing what the little minx might get up to in the night. Annabelle is eighteen and innocent as far as I know, but she’s still a young woman with hormones.

Colt slipped off his boots and shirt and slid into the opening between me and the wagon wall. It was snug but we all managed to fit with room to roll on our side snuggly. I lay awake long into the night, fear and worry still keeping my heart beating fast. It must have been near midnight when I felt Colt roll over beside me and suddenly, I felt strong hard muscles pressed against my body as he pressed against me.

My heart nearly leapt into my throat when I felt the boy’s hips shift and a steely hard shape pressed into my side. I closed my eyes and bit my lip, trying as hard as possible and praying for all I was worth, but no matter what I did, nothing could get me to ignore the massive length and girth that pressed against me with desperate need.

For years I’d been without the touch of a man and lying awake, my fear suddenly evaporating, I was confronted with the body and cock, in shape and form, of my greatest fantasies. I lay for long seconds agonizing about being in this situation with my new stepson, then he rolled over onto his stomach and the opportunity was lost. Hours longer I lay awake, my skin burning where his cock had pressed against me, my fingers itching to touch my soaking pussy.


Chapter Two

I woke before dawn as Colt shifted and moved near my side. I could still feel where his hardness had pressed against my skin and shame caused me to freeze in place. Then I noticed the boy was shifting regularly beside me.

My heart nearly burst from my chest when I realized what he was doing. Colt lay half turned on his side away from me, his arm rhythmically moving down by his crotch in long slow strokes. I felt my pussy grow damp and my hand gripped a fist in my dress as I nearly reached out, to do what, I wasn’t sure. I lay there frozen while his muscular back pressed against my side, I could feel hard cords of muscle flexing and undulating as he worked the big piece of meat between his legs.

Just as my body could take no more and almost mad with desire, I nearly reach out to relieve my handsome stepson, I felt him turn his head and lowing my lids to a bare slit, saw his hot eyes travel the length of mine and Anabelle’s sleeping bodies. His eyes feasting on our big breasts and slender legs. My pulse quickened to know I could still illicit such desire, and a twinge of jealousy and pride that Annabelle could too. My daughter turned slightly in her sleep and with her back arched that way, her young heavy breasts were pressed firm against her sleeping gown, large nipples hard and poking through the white cotton. Colt’s pace increased and suddenly he turned away sharply as his body tensed and then relaxed.

I fought to control my own heavy breathing and felt Annabelle shift at my side, glancing over I caught the moons light twinkling off her open eyes as we locked gazes for one frozen moment. Her cheeks flushed a deep red I could make out even in the darkness of the wagon and then her eyes flicked from me to Colt and I saw the shame turn to a knowing grin. I tried to glare at Annabelle, but she just closed her eyes and with a little smile drifted off asleep. I pretended to sleep, until a few minutes later when Colt started to climb free and I acted as thought I had just woken. Warning him that Annabelle still slept, crept out of the wagon with him to make up the fire while he dressed for their search.

Worry had worked its way back into me. My husband was not a love connection, he was aloof and seemed to care little for my daughter and me, but I wished nothing bad to happen to Colt’s father, nor his friend.

I had just finished brewing a pot of coffee when the captain and his two scouts rode up. Colt pulled his own mare around saddled and ready. The boy was packed for at least a few days out in the countryside. I felt the captain’s eyes traveling the length of my body once more when Colt was on the other side of the wagon and I glared at the man but he only smiled in rye amusement.

Life was dangerous for a beautiful woman who didn’t have a man for protection in this lawless western world. As the captain stared me up and down, one hand massaging his little hard dick in my plain view, I knew he had evil intentions upon me and Annabelle.

I’ve grown used to the regard of men throughout my life. As I said before I developed at a young age, much like my Annabelle. When I reached fifteen, I had teats greater than any other women in our church, with my slim limbs and waist, I was hated by most of the women and lusted after by the men, daily. My hair is a thick dark brown with loose curls that I usually pull back away from my face. Annabelle has the same figure as myself, but her hair takes after her fathers, golden and sunny, thick with loose curls like mine. We both have the same green eyes, high cheekbones and thick sensuous lips.

It was a relief when I met my first husband Clarence. He was a good and sweet man, a longshoreman who worked hard and took care of us. I never grew to love my wifely duties, enduring them as best I could, but Clarence never hurt me and when he passed, I mourned the man if not the love I’d lost.

When Colt came around riding his mare, he caught the captains looks and with narrowed eyes rode up. Like a blade of silence Colt sat his horse, his face expressionless as he regarded the captain. The older man waited for several moments then growing uncomfortable under Colt’s gaze he began to fidget his reins.

“You ready boy?” He asked, trying to ignore the dangerous atmosphere.

“Lead the way, captain.” Cold said his voice quiet, and surprisingly dangerous. The captain whirled with a snarl and headed off at a canter, the two scouts shooting glares at my stepson as they turned to follow their master.

I brought the bundle of dried meat and biscuits I had prepared over to Colt and passed it up to him.

“You be safe now Colt,” I said unable to keep the worry out of my voice, “I don’t trust those men, so you find your Pa’ and bring him straight back.”

His large warm hand closed on mine as he took the food from me and I felt a spark of energy pass between us. Green eyes met pale blue and something deep passed between us then, a conveying of emotion and regard that was unconscious from us both. I saw those cold hard eyes of my boys soften and something hungry enter them for just a second, my heart quickening at the recognition of that same hunger in myself.

“Don’t worry Elenore,” his deep voice sending tremors down my body, “I don’t trust them either and will return before the dark.” Turning to look after the men glancing back at our whispered conversation, he continued his voice turning grim, “One way or another.”

He kicked his horse off after the men and I watched in the strengthening morning light as the four of them rode off across the horizon. A tall, handsome and powerfully built boy in their midst, carrying my heart in his pocket, and completely unaware.

The wagon train set up to stay for the day, people taking the opportunity to bathe and repack their wagons. Helen’s husband Seamus was missing too and so I went to keep her company. She was an older, quiet woman whose icy beauty was intimidating to many in the wagon train. She had always been kind to me but distant and there was a brittleness beneath the surface of all our interactions that I couldn’t quite understand.

She sat quietly looking out across the plains as I approached. Glancing at me, I saw her guarded eyes soften and with a small frown she motioned to the seat beside her. Her hair was straw colored and hung straight down to her lower back, pulled back into a severe braid. Her eyes were a dark blue and her high cheek bones spoke of high breeding. She was a beauty but cold and remote, like a statue you dared not touch for fear it might shatter. She was tall, nearly as tall as Colt and towered over her small spindly husband. Her body was slender and graceful but with the heavy breasts and hips of a woman who could have born a dozen children but had given birth to none.

We sat for a long time, quiet and watchful, occasionally I would glance back to our wagon and see Annabelle entertaining a clutch of younger girls laughing and having fun. The only evidence that the young girl was worried was the tightness around her eyes, or the sudden glances she would shoot out to the horizon in the direction her stepbrother had ridden.

“I hear that Henry got you as a Mail-order bride.” Helen said quietly in her old country accent, startling me as the silence was broken.

“Our church arranged the union,” I said carefully, “but it’s true, we’d not met before the wedding.”

“Hmph!”  The woman grunted and I tried to stifle my indignation as her dismissive tone, but what she said next stilled my tongue, “Seamus’ father bought me for three lambs and a sack of seeds. Such a price, the village talked for years.” The woman’s eyes narrowed as she looked back on the dark memories. “Little did they know the man was buying my silence because he knew what his son was. Fat Lord Farthing got himself a second wife and a second son, so Seamus was sent to ‘make his fortune’. You ever hear of such nonsense?” Turning to look me in the eyes I saw a faint shimmer of tears there.

“Doesn’t mean I want the man dead,” Helen continued, all trace of the tears gone, “no matter what those cunts might be whispering,” she nodded her head toward the largest group of settlers, a tight knit pack.

“No one would think that Helen!” I said aghast at her words, the stress had definitely unnerved the woman, but grateful she had opened up to me.

“If you think that, you really are as oblivious as you seem,” her faced softened immediately after the words left her mouth, “I am sorry, fear and worry has twisted my tongue today.”

“Nothing to apologize for,” I said reaching out with one arm and pulling the taller woman close. Glancing over my should I continued, “let them talk if they’ve a mind. I’m not worried about their words.”

“Those fool men,” Helen said, looking off to the horizon with me once more. “Was that your boy I saw riding off with the Captain?” She asked quietly.

“Yes,” I said and this time my voice caught and though I wanted to speak more, the words wouldn’t come. Helen hugged me back, and we sat like that quiet for a time.

“You better watch out for those DeMille sisters,” Helen said with a little smile, “I heard them talking about your Colt, seems they have a little wager on who will get that young man under their skirts first. I told their Mama and they got a whooping for it,” turning she glanced at the two beautiful young women in question as they helped their mother with her chores. “but those little harlots are stubborn and too pretty by half.”

Each of the sisters was a slender thing, with doll like faces and tiny bow shaped lips and mouth. Becca was red haired and freckle faced and had hemmed her dresses to show a scandalous amount of calf for a young woman over eighteen. Her older sister Lucy was nearly her twin in body and face with honey blond hair and a creamy complexion. More reserved and studious, young Lucy seemed an innocent and I was surprised to hear Helen speak about her so.

“I suspected it of that Becca,” I said, “but I’m surprised to hear Lucy is a little hussy too!”

“I don’t think either girl has broken their chastity, their mother will kill them if they do before marriage. I think they’re looking at your boy as husband material.”

The spike of jealousy I’d felt when she mentioned the girl’s desires upon my Colt was tempered by the reality that I was his stepmom and he was a young man of marriageable age, as were both girls. I glanced back and took them in once more, weighting each lovely young woman against my handsome stepson.

“He can do better.” Helen whispered in my ear, her face beside mine watching the young women, “that perfect boy deserves better.” I couldn’t help the throaty growl that slipped out of my throat and Helen laughed softly, her fingers at my waist holding me tighter a she whispered in my ear, “If Colt doesn’t find some relief out here, with a young man’s raging desires and so many healthy and eager young women, we could end up with a lot of angry fathers.”


“Colt would never!” I said, the thought of him impregnating all those young girls and older women sent a tingling sensation down my spine and to my clit.

“Unless he’s like his father,” she froze for a moment, both of us shocked at the honesty, before she went on, “Unless he’s like his father then no young man without an outlet
 would be able to resist.”

“What are you saying?” I asked suspiciously turning to look at the woman, but she just kept looking forward a small secretive smile on her lips.

“Nothing at all, just making conversation.” Feeling uncomfortable and more than a little worked up, I crossed my arms and we sat in silence for the next thirty minutes.


Chapter Three

My fear climbed higher and higher with each minute that passed. When the shout finally came from a lookout Helen and I leapt to our feet searching until we spotted the small dust cloud off on the horizon. In a short time, shapes came into view.

“There are only six riders,” Helen said and reaching out she took my hand in a death like grip. We stood there and waited for long agonizing minutes as they thundered closer until finally, we could make out six riders, two with forms slumped over their saddles.

“Heat some water and get clean rags,” I said to Helen before dashing back to my wagon digging out my medical kit. I had spent part of the war as a nurse, when my former husband fought and knew more about wounds than I cared to remember.

When I got back, I found two men on the ground bleeding and a group gathered around. Seamus and one of the scouts looked as though they had been cut up and Seamus had a gunshot wound in one shoulder. Henry was holding a dirty rag to the man’s wound and was near weeping with worry. When I tried to move him away, he barked angrily at me. I lifted the clean bandages in my hand and with a defeated and worried look he moved away, hovering close by as I knelt to work.

The wagon train writhed like a struck beehive as the Captain ordered everyone to pack up and get moving. It was late in the afternoon and folk had been settled in for the night and chaos and fear gripped everyone as they hurriedly repacked, unsure of what was going on. I gathered bits and pieces of the story as I worked, making sure Annabelle and Colt were taking care of our camp and wagons as I was busy and Henry useless with worry.

It seemed Henry and Seamus were caught in a creek by an Indian, either one they were tracking or it had surprised them, that part of the story was unclear. A fight ensued and when the scouts came to help, more Indians showed up.  Henry and Seamus managed to cut their way free hiding under the tall grasses over the night. They had been found by the search party in the morning, their tracks crisscrossed by those of the Indians.

Cleaning and sewing both men’s wounds, I removed the slug from Seamus shoulder. Forcing the small man to drink a healthy dose of whiskey. Helen hovered near by, almost as worried and watchful as Henry. When I could do no more for either man and rested back on my heels, Henry rushed forward and the two men clasped hands and shared a look that made both Helen and I uncomfortable and caused the other scout to roll his eyes as he limped off with the help of a couple settlers.

With Helen and Henry’s help we lifted Seamus into the back of their wagon and without a word Henry climbed in beside the man, clasping his hand as the two gazed into each other’s eyes.

“I guess I’ll hitch the teams then,” Helen said frowning at her husband who had failed to acknowledge her with more than a nod since his return.

“I believe Colt is seeing to it now, it looks like our teams are already hitched.” I said and closing the cloth curtain left the two men to themselves.

Helen collapsed into me, silent tears streaming down her face, “I can never thank you enough for what you did today.”

Caught off guard I patted the woman’s back gently, “It was just a few stitches, nothing to it.”

“Thank you all the same,” she said pulling back and wiping her eyes. Colt walked by and with a concerned glance at the two of us, he headed off to load up into one of the wagons. I caught Helens eyes trailing after my stepson a little fire in hers, much as mine had, and I could see her nipples briefly hardening against her chaste dress and then relaxing as her face fell into sadness once more. Then another cry of warning from one of the riders had us all scrambling for our wagons.

A large cloud of dust had been spotted in the direction the scouts had come back from. A hunting party had ridden out of Indian Territory and our slow wagon train stood right in its path. Fear sent everyone scrambling and in minutes the first wagons were trundling off. Colt whipped up the front wagon and I took the back and we headed off. Helen and the men close behind us.

As we rode on Annabelle and I kept throwing glances to the rear and so we were able to see the trailing wagons strung out far behind us with everyone on the move, thank god. The war party trailed us for hours, eventually heading out into the grasses where we lost sight of them. Near dusk we rolled all the wagons into a great circle and with quiet grim conversations, people set up what defenses they could, in case we were attacked. I was setting up our cooking pans when there was a loud commotion over by Helen’s wagon.

“Those injuns’ are after the buggers!” A small man in a fancy bowler hat shouted, flanked the two scouts who had gone missing. Henry was just climbing free from their wagon and the small man turned to him, “that’s one of the sinners right there!” A little crowd was forming near the wagons and whispered conversation had sprung up all around.

“Quiet you old fool,” said Helen as she crossed her arms and stood tall, “the Indians are after the food and girls, they aren’t avenging the lords wrath.”

“Now see here ma’am,” said one of the scouts, the Captain walking up behind the man and nodding along, “the Indian caught your husband with his cock in that man’s ass.” He said pointing to Henry, who blanched and shook his head violently. The crowd grew restless, fear and uncertainty rising.

“That’s a lie!” Henry said and bringing himself to his full height he stalked up to the scout. “Say that to my face you weasel.”

“Say what?” The smaller man asked glancing to the captain and the other scouts a sly grin on his face, “That you’re a faggot who’s never touched that perfect pussy you been keepin’ to yourself?” Some in the crowd gasped at his words, but murmurs of unease hummed through them as well.

“You son of a-,” Henry had hauled back a fist to strike the scout, but several of the settlers intervened breaking the men up. Annabelle and Helen stood at my side while Colt helped pull his father back.

“I know when I’m not wanted!” Henry shouted his face red with fury, “Seamus and I will take our families and leave you fools for the Indians and wolves!” The three of us gasped at his threat and the angry murmur of the crowd grew louder, fear and darkness are ingredients that make for a dangerous soup.

I heard a quiet whispering nearby and glancing over I saw Colt had his eyes closed and was whispering to himself over and over, “Please Pa, not again. Please Pa, not again.”


“Calm down! Everyone!” Shouted the Captain, “No one is leaving anywhere tonight, not with those Indians out there.” Glancing around at the gathered group he waved them off, “Everyone back to your wagons and set your watches, it’s going be a long night. That goes for you too Mr. Eaton.” He said pointing at the small angry man. Stomping off in a huff and dragging his large clan behind, the man never ceased his complaining.

With that the crowd dispersed, most casting dirty glances and angry mutters our way. Not all though and I saw a few kindly faces in the dark. The Captain lingered after ordering his scouts to their posts. He gave Henry a measured look and when he spoke his voice was calm but dangerous.

“We have a contract and this train needs all of its numbers to scare off enemies, both the white and the red kind.” Pointing one stiff finger at Henry he continued, “I don’t give a flying fuck what you do in your bedroom, but I won’t tolerate any more talk of mutiny on my train, you hear?”

Henry regarded the man in sullen silence then gave a nod and turned back to the wagon holding Seamus. I could see the smaller man’s face peeking out the canvas curtains before ducking back as Henry climbed in.

An hour later, the camp quiet, Henry came out from the wagon and found me waiting for him near the fire. Normally I would have found my bed before he took his plate and sat the first watch, but tonight we had words that needed saying. When he saw me sitting there in the dark, he paused and advanced slowly, as if expecting to be hit.

“Is it true?” I asked my voice quavering with emotion, but I kept it quiet. The man opened his mouth to speak and then closed it, opened it and closed it again.

“I guess that’s all you have to say.” I said.

I should have been angry, furious at being lied to, but I just felt hollowed out.

“I am sorry Elenore, I don’t know what came over me.” Starting slowly, once he began the words rushed out of him, the secret finally revealed. “I have been able to keep my proclivities secret for my whole life. My first wife never knew, but then she was so religious she thought any sex was a sin, even in the marriage bed, and love some Parisian fantasy. Colt was more an accident than anything. I don’t know what has come over me, but when Seamus and I met we both went mad for one another and it’s all we can do to not run off and be together. I am so sorry Elenore, you were dragged into this sham of a marriage by my lies and for that I will always be ashamed.”

“Hush now,” I said suddenly sorry for the man. My anger somehow seemed small compared to the internal agony he must have suffered, “it’s over and done, no sense crying about it. But the world is a hard place. People here know and wherever we stop word will spread. What are we going to do about that?” The man cast me a grateful glance and then hung his head again.

“I don’t know.” He said his voice soft. I rested my arm across his wide shoulders and patted him gently. He was a kind man, if a bit weak and lost.

“We can worry about it tomorrow, if we all manage to survive the night.” I said and getting up, I paused before heading to the wagon, “If he hasn’t yet, Seamus needs to talk to Helen.”

“Aye,” Henry said, and he stayed there staring into the cooling embers of the cook fire. The man was ruining his night vision, but I guess that didn’t matter given his watch was ending.

I shook Annabelle awake and let the girl know it was her watch. Then I slipped under the covers wondering if I would be able to sleep with a second nerve filled night ahead, but I was passed out in moments. Woken in the middle of the night by Annabelle rolling me, I yawned and slipped out of the wagon, wrapping a blanket around myself and heading out to sit against the wagon wheel and keep my watch for anything trying to slip into our wagon circle.

A sifting sound behind let me know that Colt was sleeping just a foot or two away from me. There possibly within reach was that beautiful young man’s cock. It had been years since I was touched by a man, and years still longer since I had yeaned to be touched and now an old lady, I had no chance. My husband didn’t even want me!

I nearly cried, feeling the tears brimming in my eyes, but instead the heat of my body took over and with my knees pulled up I slipped a hand beneath my skirt and slid one finger along my slit, surprised to find the outer lips covered in juices. I sat there on watch, visions of my powerful stepsons’ shirtless torso and that fisting hand in the morning, rolling through my mine. I grazed my clit with one finger and couldn’t help the gentle moan that escaped my lips.

I felt anxiety spike and also delicious pleasure at the thought of being caught. Turning my head, I glanced beneath the wagon and was stunned to see Colts face turned towards me, pale blue eyes burning in the night as they stared beneath my skirts at my fingers rubbing my pussy in the shadows. My own eyes trailed down his muscled torso to see one hand stroking a large hard cock. The young man’s penis easily dwarfed my deceased husbands, his hand sliding up and down with a steady and firm rhythm. My eyes traveled back to his handsome kind face and our eyes locked, the forbidden and taboo moment frozen as we both gave in for a small time to our baser desires. His eyes flicked down to my chest and I saw his pupils dilate as his hips shuddered slightly and streams of white goo shot out of his big dick and onto his stomach and chest

My own orgasm began deep in my belly, skin tingling and muscles shaking, but I let out not a sound. Biting my tongue bloody to keep quiet, not wanting to wake the whole wagon train. The delicious pleasure so sweet and foreign, hit me like a drug melting my muscles and loosening my inhibitions. Never had I known a fraction as much pleasure with my poor deceased husband. I felt no shame only awe at the dawning realization of what pleasures existed.

I was ready in that moment of sweet release to be anything Colt wanted or needed. I was ready to rip open my shirt and give the boy a look at what he had been dreaming about. But at that moment a horse whinnied and a man screamed not three hundred meters off into the prairie grasses and then everyone was screaming and shouting as horsemen thundered up to the circle, torches lighting and flaring bright as they drew close.

Whooping and hollering like madmen and firing rifles into the air, the Indians attacked the circle. The Captain knew his business and between the flattened grasses he’d had trampled outside around the circle and interlocking the wagons, we had some measure of safety. The true dangers now were stray bullets and fire to the wagons or stores.

Water barrels had been set up in the middle of the circle and kids and women ran buckets and pails to wherever there was smoke or fire. Annabelle helped with this and Colt and I fought off the riders that tried to push in between the wagons. I used a pitchfork and Colt had an old cavalryman’s spear he had dug up from his wagon and we fought side by side each second an eternity.

In the dark and immediacy of the fight there was little time to think. I saw shapes darting past the opening between out wagons and occasionally one would dash up and I would threaten them off with the burnished pitchfork. Whenever that happened Colt would be right there, his spear point driving the man off if my pitchfork didn’t. When there was no attacker, he would be off running to the next wagon over, driving the man there off. Three separate families he protected, each more grateful than the last, of their handsome young hero.

When he would come near me, even with all that was going on, my heart would quicken and if we happened to brush against one another the point of contact would burn as though it were afire. I was pleased to see that I was affecting Colt too. He would steal glances down my blouse whenever the opportunity presented itself or start when he noticed my hip pressed against him. His eyes never met mine and I knew we both felt the same shame at our earlier actions, and it colored everything else.

It felt like hours had passed but in truth I doubt the raid lasted more than a minute or two. As suddenly as it had begun it was over. The horsemen riding off into the night with what little spoils could steal, whooping and hollering. They sounded more like boys out having a few pranks, than the fearsome and blood-thirsty Indians I had heard about for so many years.


Chapter Four

Once we knew they were gone I ran to Annabelle at the water barrels. Relieved at finding her safe but warry when I saw she’d been under the watchful eyes of Captain Peckering, who continued to eye her up and down whenever he thought he wasn’t being noticed. The man’s eyes followed us as we made our way back to the wagon.

When we returned, I saw Helen speaking with Colt. The normally grim woman was smiling widely and laughing along with the young man. Her hand reached out and touched his arm and I saw the widening of Colts eyes at that and quickening of his pulse and couldn’t help but smile. He is a wise, strong and confident boy, but he’d had little experience with women and ideas began to form in my head, of a life with those I loved, shared with a man we could all love and respect.

We got there and after casting me a nervous glance Colt slipped off. Annabelle was grinning up at Helen when she saw us and said, “Thank God you’re safe Mrs. Helen!”

The older woman pulled the two of us into hugs and we all spoke for a time about the chaos of the skirmish. Just as we were about to turn in for the night Annabelle spoke up, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Mrs. Helen with your husband lame, maybe Colt should ride with you tomorrow, keep you company?”

I felt a spike of jealousy at her words, but it smoothed away when I saw the quickly concealed hope on the woman’s face before she shook her head. “That is kind child, but people would talk. I will be fine alone in our wagon.”

“I don’t give a damn what the others are saying,” Annabelle said, tossing her golden locks, “God says to love your brother, and honor those who protect and provide.”

“Language girl!” I said, stunned at the vehemence in her voice. My angel rarely had a temper but one was peeking through now. Perhaps it was just the stress of the moment. “You head to bed now. I want to speak with Mrs. Helen alone.”

Annabelle was first chastened and then annoyed at my command as she headed off, voicing no complaint but her back stiff. That is until she noticed Colt with his shirt off in the darkness as he changed clothes near his wagon. Helen and I both watched her expression change to that of a girl with a secret. A little smile on her face, she skipped over to Colt and began pestering him with questions about the fight. I watched his eyes and for one brief moment and I saw a world of desire, shame and longing cloud them as he gazed at Helen and I, before they hooded back into their normal quiet watchfulness.

When I glanced back Helen was regarding me with a thoughtful expression and I realized I had a similar one on my face.

“I spoke with Seamus,” Helen said, and her expression changed to one of sadness, “and he… he was honest with me, about… things.”

I pulled her into a hug and felt her sigh deeply and hug me tightly.

“I spoke with Henry too,” I said, “this is all just a mess but we’ll figure it out.”

“I can’t imagine how angry you must be,” she said, “I had ten years to figure out what was wrong with my marriage and I think I was willfully blind to it. You met Henry through correspondence and then he dragged out here to be shot at and harassed!” I sighed and stood back crossing my arms and looking off towards our wagons.

“Maybe I should be angry, but the truth is I’m not,” I felt Helen slide an arm around my waist and hold me tight against her shapely side. “I am thankful there are no more lies, that maybe this’s the reason Henry could never stand to… touch me. I’ve grown to love this wide-open sky and the freedom I feel out here, away from civilization and its pressures. The kindness of new friends and the grace of our fellowship is a blessing.”

“You’re a rare woman Elenore and I too am grateful we met.”

We stood for a time and listened to the sounds of the quiet night, unable to sleep yet and unwilling to part company. As Colt slid beneath the wagon and under his bedroll, he cast the two of us one more glance and a smile and with a little wave goodnight the boy rolled over. I felt lips and warm breath near my ear as Helen whispered.


“Have you thought about what I mentioned earlier,”
 I felt her pulse beating fast beneath her skin, “about Colt and his… needs?”


I am not sure what madness gave me the inspiration. Perhaps it was the life and death struggle of the evening, the new fantasies floating around in my head, or my encounter with Colt hours before and having the biggest orgasm of my life. I’ll never be sure, but in that instant a plan formed in my mind. A wicked and sinful plan, but one that could offer the perfect life for us all. I turned and stared Helen deep in the eyes, our noses nearly touching, her breath upon my lips.

“I have,” I said and watched her eyes dilate and breath quicken before continuing, “I think Annabelle has good instincts, but is too naive about how people gossip. I can’t believe I am saying this, but I think you
 should help him.”

The woman was tense, her face unbelieving, like a person who’d just found out they were getting everything they ever wanted and then I watched it collapse into self-doubt and fear.

“No, get your Annabelle or some young woman you can trust, he would never want an old woman like me.”

“Hush,” I said and on the spur of the moment leaned over and kissed the woman’s soft wet cheek, “I saw how he looked at you, you have nothing to fear.”

“I can’t believe we are talking about this!” Helen hissed.

“You brought it up.” I reminded her, “ride with Colt tomorrow and get to know the lad. We will figure out a time and place for… things.” I was about to leave but the strange look in Helens eyes as she regarded me, made me freeze in place, “What?”

“Nothing, just…” she moved forward and folded me into a warm hug, her large breasts crushed against my own and her soft cheek resting warmly on mine. “Thank you.”

Then she moved off in the night to find her bed. Wondering what had come over me, and why my jealousy was nonexistent, I crawled into the wagon beside a slumbering Annabelle. I looked down at her slumbering form and wondered if the girl would be ready for all I had planned for her. Thankfully we were not attacked again that night and, in the morning, we packed up heading out once more. No one had been injured beyond a twisted knee and no wagons were burned. A few things like alcohol and grain had been looted from a few wagons but nothing significant.

It was unspoken but Henry and Seamus took the front wagon, while I took the middle and Helen drove her wagon behind us. Colt rode with the woman at Annabelle’s urging in the morning and glancing back occasionally I could see them deep in conversation. With all that was going on with Colt’s dad and Helens husband I guess they had plenty to talk about. It warmed my heart to see the glances shared between them. Watching Colts face glowing red as she flirted and complimented him, I felt my soul warm in happiness. The boy deserved the love and attention of good women. Annabelle talked my ear off all day as usual, about our fight the night before and Henry and the strangeness of it. I did my best to explain and warned her about spreading gossip.

In the afternoon Colt took to his mare and rode along the wagon line with several other men. His pistol out in the open, in a holster on his hip. The captain and his father gave the boy a look, but no one said anything and I could see he was a bit surprised by it.

I couldn’t help following his lean form as he rode past our wagon several times. I didn’t have the heart to scold Annabelle when she made little mewling noises of pleasure watching him. He did make a fine sight, tall lean and handsome and I was acutely aware of my own shape beside the younger slimmer form of my daughter.

That evening we made camp and once more ringed the wagons up for defense. We had a large meal with several other families, and I was pleased to see others welcoming us warmly after the nastiness between Henry and the Captain. Most stayed up late into the night, grateful to be safe I wager. I saw Colt slipping away from the crowd and off to the wagons to check them before turning in. I felt my feet pulling me after him and was delighted to see Helen move off in that direction too.

The woman moved with furtive almost secretive steps, and before passing behind a wagon she darted a look around to see if anyone was watching. Her eyes met mine and for a moment she froze, I smiled warmly and gave her a little nod. Her eyes widened and a big grin spread over her face. She waved me towards her with one quick hand, hidden down low and I made my way over. Just as I drew close, she stepped back into the shadows and put a finger over her lips. I just smiled and suppressed the surging emotions in my breast and heavy breathing, positioning myself to watch and be a lookout if anyone approached.

I saw Colt standing back behind the horses, nearly invisible between two wagons and hidden behind the great wheels. He was not twenty feet away but I could hear nothing of what was said as Helen approached him above the creaking wood and leather sounds. The young man spun around when she spoke and I saw him back up a half step, coming up against the wagons side. His eyes widened and he looked about suddenly aware of his surroundings and noticed me standing at the corner.

He spoke to Helen as our eyes remained locked on one another and I saw the woman lean forward and whisper something in his ear. I would have given anything at that moment to know what she told him, because I watched his face relax its worry and fill with surprise, desire and lust. My own breathing was heavy, my chest heaving and nipples hard against the fabric of my dress, rubbing deliciously as my pussy grew wetter and wetter with each moment. In delicious anticipation of what I might be about to witness.

Helen was pressed against Colt, her body molded to his taller lean muscled form like artwork. She was still whispering in the lads ear and I saw her hand, resting on his chest, begin to slide down over muscled abs and along the big lump in his britches. Colts turned his head from regarding me to look full in Helens face and I watched with true jealousy as his arms pulled her into a hard embrace, lips meeting hers in passion. His hands explored her body and I could feel his hunger and need from where I stood, and I bit my lip to clamp down on my own desire.

Oh, how I wish it was me he was holding and kissing just then, but Helen needed this even more badly than I did and Colt needed it too. Our encounter the night before had proven to me how much he needed caring for and how desperately I wanted to make sure he got it. Helen was right too, he would end up getting some little slut pregnant and be stuck with her much like I was stuck with Henry, if he couldn’t find relief from those who loved him.

Helen pushed the young man away slightly, her smile wicked as she spoke again. He looked at her dumbly, his hands cupping her ass tight against his crotch as he ground it into her, his need evident. Her hands had slipped to his waist and I saw the flicker of a belt unbuckled and then the hand slid down into his pants and Colt tilted his head back, mouth open in a moan of pleasure, I could hear nothing but the joy on his face was evident.

Then Helen hitched up her skirts and was down on her knees before the lad, and I had to force the expression of shock off my face, as I saw her pull that monster free from my stepson’s pants, turning her head to look at it in awe, she slide one hand up and down its length. Then looking up into his eyes and manipulating it gently like she was worshipping the boys dick, she sucked his cockhead into her mouth holding it with both hands and sucking and licking the head. Gentle loving movements her hands working into the motions, that had Colt frozen in shock, as if there was too much stimuli for him to process and he gripped the wagon behind him looking down at the beautiful older woman sucking his dick.

I had to tear my eyes away from the scene behind the wagons and glance around at the revelry. Most were sitting in ones, twos or threes, enjoying a cup of wine or two and looking at the stars, trying to tune out the sounds of horse and cattle herded so close and warm by a fire. I looked back in time to see Helen take that long thick dick deep into her mouth, Colt bit his lip in pleasure as her throat bulged with cock.

Helen wasn’t paying attention to Colts expressions, her entire focus was on his rock-hard dick before her, and she worshiped it like it was her salvation. Hands, wet lips, snaking tongue and clutching throat she used everything she had ever learned in her decidedly chaste life, but for the virgin boy at her mercy, she was a sex goddess. She had a steady rhythm going using her hands before her lips and I could almost hear the “Gluck Gluck Gluck”
 from where I stood lookout, but perhaps that was just my imagination.

Colts looked up at me and I saw his hips bucking, one hand reached out and held Helen’s head, the other gripping the wagon. My breath was ragged and my nether region a wet mess, when I realized that one hand was massaging my tit, hidden by the shadows from the fires, but visible to Colt. His eyes traced the lines of my face and then settled on my hand as it massaged and stroked the fat hard nipple pressed against cloth. His eyes closed then and I saw his whole form tense.

Helen to my amazement swallowed and swallowed down as much of his seed as she could and then she had to pull back, her mouth full and drooling white cum. My own mouth salivated, even though I had never enjoyed the taste, and I watched in envy as Helen licked that beautiful cock clean, sucking up the remaining cum and kissing his tip gently before she tucked his dick back into his pants.

Standing she leaned in and kissed the panting, slightly stunned young man on the cheek and whisper something in his ear. Then she turned and walked towards me, as she passed, she turned to look me in the eyes her expression one of pure contentment and bliss.

“Thank you,”
 she mouthed, before heading to her wagon and climbing in, her steps a little unsteady.

Colt took his time getting himself situated and finishing the last of his tasks, somewhat distractedly if I do say so. Eventually he came back, needing to pass just by where I still sat. My nerves were frayed and my own lust nearly overwhelming, but as I saw the hesitant way he approached me, my heart went out to this beautiful boy. Standing I went over to him and pulled him into a big hug, the love so overwhelming.

Holding him I realized this was the first hug we had shared, and I really did love him, as a mother or a lover I still wasn’t sure and the shame of that worried at me. Feeling his tall lean strength, those worries faded.

“That was…” Colt began, before trailing off.

“That was someone who cares about you, taking care of you.” I said, not wanting to. but releasing him and stepping away. My hands itched to reach out and touch him again but I dared not.

“That’s one way to put it.” Colt said wryly.

“Are you upset?” I asked, suddenly worried that we had gone too far.

“No, I’m not upset. Surprised, especially after what happened last night. I thought-” but I cut him off before he could continue. I wasn’t about to speak of that where anyone could hear.

“There is no need to speak of that.” I said with a glance around. My words had been harsher than I meant and I saw Colt recoil a little. Reaching out I placed a hand on his cheek. “None of us expected things to turn out the way they have. Your father is good man and I refuse to believe love is a sin… no matter what form it takes.” My hand slipped from his cheek gently, the promise unspoken. Colt scowled at that but his head was nodding, “We are tied to them now I believe, for good or ill, at least until we get to civilization.”

“Then why,” he waved back behind the wagon, his face was confused and I suddenly understood.

“Colt we love you.” The young man’s breath caught and I had my confirmation, “Annabelle, me and even Helen. You can’t see it but you are the perfect man for these times: strong, self-reliant, capable and a fighter. We have relied upon you so much already and you have been wonderful, and we will rely upon you even more in times to come. We are here for you Colt, those who love you, in anyway that you need.” I let my eyes convey the promise I knew he didn’t yet believe. My pussy quacking at the thought of his confined cock so near to my touch.

“Anything you want,” I whispered looking straight into his eyes, “just ask. Anything you need, we will provide.”

I saw his handsome pale blue eyes burn with an inner intensity and knew his mind was rolling through possibilities, but the civilized man intervened once more and he drew back from the lusty and unbelievable thoughts. He would learn in time, that I meant what I said, but there was time.

Colt had known little love in his young life and more than a little suffering. In spite of this he was still a kind and generous lad, never expecting love or kindness in return. He was overwhelmed right now and I saw it in his eyes. Knowing he needed time to think and make this right with himself, I patted the back of his hand and wished him goodnight. Leaving him thoughtful and bemused, I crawled into my wagon.


Chapter Five

Once into my night dress and under the covers beside Annabelle the enormity of what had just happened hit home and I felt my heart beating and breath coming fast. What if we had been caught? We could have been driven from the wagon train, or even lynched as perverts. I knew that last wasn’t a real possibility, but it had still been dangerous. The danger just added to the thrill for me and I couldn’t help slipping a hand between my legs and rubbing my pussy to a body shuddering orgasm.

I lay there panting, brain returning to something like normalcy after the madness of my lust and I felt my daughter roll beside me and drape and arm across my middle. Her sun kissed loose curls smelled of lavender and felt like coiled pillows. Then I felt her lips near my ear and she whispered words that made the blood thunder in my ears drowning everything else out.


“Next time you sit lookout, I’ll be pleasing Colt, or else Pastor will find out how much that asshole Henry likes pleasing Seamus.”
 My heart was cold with fright for one second thinking everyone must know what’d happened. I thought we were so careful, but then I relaxed and a different unease settled in me as Annabelle continued, “I heard everything Momma’ everything that slut said to steal Colt!”


I rolled, trying to pull her close but she tried to hold me back, eventually she collapsed into me, sobbing deep ragged cries.


“Oh honey,”
 I said, “It’s not like that.”
 Then pausing to consider I went on, “well I don’t know what you heard exactly, I couldn’t hear myself over the horses and cattle, but Helen said what she needed to, you understand?” Annabelle looked up at me and her eyes were tear filled and her cheeks red and raw.

“She is stealing him momma!” Her voice rose and nearly echoed in the covered wagon.


“Hush darling!”
 I whispered, “And listen to me, Helen is not stealing Colt. Do you have any idea what that woman’s life has been like?”
 She shook her head blond curls bobbing, “Her husband is like Henry, she’s had a life with little love and no kids of her own. Now she knows the truth of it all. Trapped out here in these unending grasses. Plus, Colt is your stepbrother now and nothing will ever change that.”
 She tried to object but I kept on talking over her, “I know how you feel about him, I feel it too. There will be tough times ahead and we need to band together, we may need to break off from this wagon train at some point, or perhaps find our own piece of land together. Colt needs all of us to be there for him, and I think if you are honest with yourself, you will see we all need him too, more than anything.”
 The last escaped my mouth in a hiss full of emotion.


“Ok momma, I think I understand but I don’t know Helen and I don’t trust that Seamus. He seems good for nothing.”
 This was a side to my daughter I rarely saw, but when things got down to the bone, she could be a cold and hard as necessary.

“I’m still not sure where we will end up, all I know is we are sticking with Colt, if we want to live out in this wilderness, as long as he’ll have us.”

Annabelle was quiet for a time and then she rolled over and relaxed, becoming her old happy go lucky self once again.

“Goodnight momma, I love you.”


“Goodnight darlin, I love you too.”
 I said, comforted that at least for the moment the tension had been diffused.


“I still get to be the next one who… you know what, with Colt.”
 Her whisper was barely audible but I couldn’t help but smile. Things were far ahead of my plan with Annabelle and Colt but that was all for the better.


“You ride with Helen tomorrow, get to know her some.”
 Then saying nothing else I rolled over and drifted off to a delicious sleep filled with dreams of a tall young man mastering my body and making me his and then watching him conquer beautiful woman and ger beautiful woman as he did the land around.

I woke the next morning early and slipped out of the wagon to find Henry setting up for breakfast. We worked together in silence and I would occasionally spot a small smile on the solemn man’s face. Ours was a strange little tribe and probably perverse in the eyes of many, but I was hopeful about our future, wherever it would be out in the great wilderness of the west.

It was hard most nights to find a private moment, let alone any extended time and with the threat of attack still a fresh memory in people’s minds, we circled up each night with most turning in early. A long agonizing week passed with nothing but flirtation and stolen glances passed between the three of us and Colt. The poor boy didn’t know where to look. I think he expected us to explode on one another at any moment snarling in anger and jealousy, especially after that first morning.

Colt had been his normal quiet self, letting on to nothing that had happened the night before. Annabelle was not nearly so well behaved, which was truly unlike the girl. She pouted and flounced around all morning, refusing to talk or look at Colt. His face grew red with embarrassment as the morning wore on and cast suspicious looks my way. Each time the girl was about to take it too far an innocuous comment from Helen would stop her short. I don’t know what Seamus and Henry thought of all they saw between us and Colt, and frankly I was beyond caring.

When we left, Annabelle was riding beside Helen in sullen silence. Glancing back a few times throughout the morning I saw they were both still silently ignoring one another. Finally, an hour or two before lunch the Captain rode past, his cruel eyes passing over Annabelle like she was just meat. Helen said something sharp and cutting and the man stiffened in the saddle and with a sneer rode off, his cheeks red with either anger or shame.

Just like that Annabelle was all laughs and smiles. Soon she and Helen were having a deep conversation that carried on for the rest of the day. They only paused when Colt rode by on his mare. Stopping to let their gazes linger on the young man, making him even more uncomfortable as he looked first at Helen with lust and then Annabelle with restrained desire and shame. The conflict played out when he met my eyes as well, and I tried to let him know with mine that what I had said the night before, was true.

By the time night fell the Helen and Annabelle were fast friends. Helen went with me to the necessary that evening and whispered that she wanted to be ‘lookout’ with me next time. My heart skipped a beat as I realized it was finally happening, and that if things played out like I hoped, soon it would be my hands and mouth, or even more, on his young hard flesh.

A week later we arrived at a river crossing, our second after having crossed the great Mississippi weeks back. The sight of trees and darker green grass marching across the horizon was a welcome one and we were a merry bunch as we trundled into the small valley, the river running through it. That evening there was a festive air and the Captain decreed that there would be little threat of an Indian attack while we were near the river, as federal lawmen protected the river trade.

We set up our three wagons a little off from the group and everyone spread out some. Taking wash down to the river and even breaking out instruments. In hours there was a large crowd dancing and I found myself being spun by Henry, as he kept a surprisingly good step to the beat, around and around to the fiddle. It was a merry and happy time, and we needed the rest, forgetting the hardships of the prairie and trail for a small time. The wine and whiskey had been flowing for a couple hours, even the most religious partaking as the river drew out their wilder sides.

I had been watching Colt throughout the evening. He cut a stunning figure through the crowd, his lean and tall form drawing the eye of every woman and girl in the place. The men too seemed to respect him, in spite of what they felt about his father. He had won most of them over with his quiet and constant work, as well as his honor and courage. He danced with several unmarried women and even both of the DeMille sisters, and each woman did her best to win his regard and a second turn on the floor in his strong arms, but it was Annabelle and Helen who held his regard. He did a masterful job of hiding it, dancing with neither woman but I noticed it in the way he deferred to them, and no one else.

I was returning from the necessary and washing up when I spotted Annabelle being cornered by Captain Peckering as he asked her for a dance. I was about to step in when Henry slid up, his hand on the young woman’s shoulder and he offered her his arm, taking her out on the floor with his long graceful legs.

Everyone stopped to stare at the couple as they danced, the stepfather who most knew little about except for rumors, and the bubbly frivolous young beauty. They were a sight to behold on the dance floor, each aloof and graceful as an angel. The music becoming more refined as the players were drawn into the elegant mood the couple cast.

I saw my opportunity, watching Colts eyes follow his stepsister like a man who can’t eat meat, watches a steak. I slipped around the group and took Helens elbow, drawing her back towards our wagons.

“Stay here and when Colt comes, send him behind the wagon, under the trees.” I said as I pointed to the spot. The pretty woman’s face lit up in realization and then she paused.

“Annabelle?” she asked, her voice concerned for her friend.

“I will be sending her along right after.” I said and Helen nodded relieved. Turning back to the festivities, a thrill of excitement run through my body, I hurried to give Colt the release I knew he craved. The wickedness of what we were engaged in was almost enough to put me over the edge. I got back in time to catch Colt as he was ladling out a sip of water. I caught him breathless and linking my arm in his, steered him over towards the wagons. He gave me a curious look.

“What’s this?” He asked the merriment of earlier passing to confusion for a moment, and then he noticed my heavy breasts pressed against his arm and side and he gulped audibly. Glancing down I saw the hardness form in his britches and I nearly jumped him right there, knowing he desired me was almost too much. I felt warmth spread through my body and as his eyes passed over my body, my own drinking in his in secret glances. Not trusting myself to speak we finally arrived at the edge of the wagons, I pointed and he followed my finger to see Helen standing, hands behind her back and twisting one toe casually.

“Oh,” he said, “of course, thank you.” I thought I detected a little disappointment in his voice as he gave me a small smile and walked off, but perhaps it was wishful thinking on my part.

I watched for a moment as he walked up and Helen directed him behind the wagons. I went back into the crowd and found Annabelle and Henry talking as each sipped a glass of wine. Saying it was late and we all had to be up early to get the wash done I lead Annabelle off. She was a little annoyed at first that I was taking her away from the only fun night we’d had in weeks but as we wandered our way down by the river and along a wooden path, she looked around suspicious.

“Where are we going Momma?” Then a quick glance back at the crowd of people she clutched at my arm hard and looked forward into the trees, “Where is Colt? Is this it?!”

“Quiet girl!” I said admonishing her slightly as I released her arm and pointed down the path, “Go on now, and do your duty to that young man.”

She tossed her arms around me and gave me a big wet kiss on the cheek then ran off down the wooded path. The trail lead in a wide loop through the small river trees and back behind our wagons. It passed a small clearing surrounded by dense bushes and trees, with only one-way in. I slipped my way back to the wagons and found Helen standing beside the wagon wheel.

We stood there in the dark with the camp in sight arrayed down the river and just out of sight, the small area where Colt waited. We heard rustled footsteps and then Colt’s voice whispering followed closely by Annabelle’s soothing seductive tones. I strained but could only make out a work here and there as Annabelle assured Colt that Helen wouldn’t be coming, but she was here if he would have her.

I felt Helens hand grip mine and we both snuck forward until we could see clearly into the small area. Annabelle was pressed up against Colt and the young man had a wild look in his eyes and seemed to be trying to push the girl away, but without much conviction. She tilted her head back and I saw them gazing into each other’s eyes for one long moment and then he was folding her into a powerful embrace his lips finding hers. My nipples grew firm and my pussy damp as I watched my beautiful daughter and stepson making out, their hands all over one another. My innocent little eighteen-year-old girl used her body to drive the young man wild. She slid and curled herself around him. Her hand slipping under his shirt and soon she had it over his head. Her hands playing along his rippling muscles, as I heard Helen moan out quietly next to me.

Turning Helen and I gave each other big smiles, sharing the taboo secret of watching the two young lovers explore one another’s bodies. I felt my own heat rising as I turned back and saw Colt had unbuttoned Annabelle dress down the front and was laying the girl back, his eyes wide as he took in her big young breasts. They were lovely and high with wide pink nipples, much like my own. They weren’t nearly as big as mine, and she should be grateful for the lack of back pain. She was still growing though and showed the promise of being as massively endowed as I am.

I worried I would have to step in and say something as things progressed between them. A part of me also thought I should give them their privacy. But I told myself I was watching to make sure they didn’t take things too far. Annabelle had been given strict rules about that and knew them well. The lies were flimsy.

I was watching for the same reason Helen was beside me. It was the hottest thing either of us had ever seen. Colts powerful back bent over the small delicate virgin form beneath. He was a dominant and powerful man lurking just beneath a thin surface of boyhood uncertainty and that hidden beast made every woman a little turned on when she recognized it in him. Now we were seeing the shell just being to crack and the true man emerge.


Chapter Six

Annabelle pulled back, her breathing heavy and hair wild with disarray, she sat astride the young man’s narrow hips, her skirts bunched up and the top of her dress pushed down. I went to move forward, fearing they had already gone past the line, when Helen gripped me tight and held me. I gave her a questioning look and she just whispered in my ear, “Watch!”

I felt her slide the arm back down her body and begin to shift rhythmically. Looking down I saw Helens hand buried in her skirts, rubbing herself. Her eyes were glazed over in lust as she watched the scene folding out before her. I was stunned at her openness with me, but then she had told me her life’s story the moment we first spoke. I was also surprisingly turned on. Helen was a pretty woman and so sensual and confident, the sight of her indulging and living in the moment was a sight to behold.

Looking back, I saw Annabelle slid down Colts legs, dragging the boy’s britches with her. He was nude now and the most gorgeous specimen of a man I’d ever seen. My own hand slid down into my skirts and I felt my cheeks coloring as Helen glanced at me. I refused to meet her eyes though as a hiss of pleasure escaped my lips as I touched my wet lips. Soon there was a squishing noise coming from both of us. I slid two fingers on either side of my clit and felt the tremors of a small orgasm already run through my body.

Annabelle’s golden curls slide down her naked back and I could see her breasts hanging down as she slid his cock between then. Colt moaned out in pleasure his hands reaching down and taking up two handfuls of her firm tits. She reached up and pressed his hands together wrapping her young big boobs around his cock as she knelt between his legs. The sight was so hot I felt another bigger orgasm running through my body. I had never felt so alive and horny as watching his big dick slide between my girl’s tits.

“What’s she doing?” I asked, never having heard of anything like this before and amazed at my innocent girl’s knowledge.

“It’s something I learned about from a brothel girl,” Helen said, she’d had a big orgasm. Now she lazily rubbed herself, her cheeks flushed and panting slightly, “Back when I thought I could get Seamus into my bed. They call it titty-fucking and if you have the chest for it, men love it.”

From the looks of it Colt did. He was fixated on the sight of his big dick going in and out of his stepsisters tits. Occasionally she would like the tip or drool more saliva onto his cock and the wet sounds of cock on skin could just faintly be heard. Annabelle was awkward at first and too enthusiastic, but she paid attention to Colts reactions and soon had a steady rhythm going. It was too much for the lad and with a gentle warning for Annabelle that she ignored, he began to shoot his cum onto her breasts.

The girl watched in amazement and no small pride as his body shuddered in joy and release, providing him with the greatest pleasure a man could experience. Colt collapsed back and Annabelle leaned forward, I could see her kissing his muscled stomach and realized she was licking up and sucking the remaining cum. She kissed and licked her way down and soon had his softening cock in her mouth.

As I watched the girl hiked her skirts up, cotton covered ass and pussy on display, and slide a hand into her underwear. Her head bobbed up and down and Colt’s cock responded to the sensations and sight. Reaching out with one hand he began to guide Annabelle’s face as he fucked into her mouth. His face got a look of intense desire as he began to control the young woman, making her his toy.

Two fingers were sliding in and out of my own pussy, and I was ridding the edge of the biggest orgasm of my life when I saw Colt standing up and drag Annabelle onto her knees. Both of her hands came up to rest on his thighs as he slid his cock deep into her mouth, deeper and deeper still and with no sound of gagging or struggle, Annabelle wiggled the last few inches forward to bury her nose in his black curly hair, his balls on her chin.

Colt froze in absolute pleasure, Annabelle’s throat muscles working his cock to steel. His nude powerful form standing over and dominating my little girl is what sent me over the edge and Helen was holding me close, her lips on my neck and as my skin tingled and flushed with joy, every nerve afire. My muscles like jelly and my skin flush.

In total silence and absolute Alpha mastery, Colt fucked Annabelle’s pretty face, her loose golden curls swaying and bobbing as he used her. I watched his face, full of love and lust as the orgasm hit him, cum gushing out of Annabelle’s mouth and down her chin to drip down her tits and flat stomach. The girl barely noticed; two hands were buried between her legs and her own orgasm had taken her. It hit her hardest and uncontrollably when Colt had taken charge of her body.

Helen and I quickly picked ourselves up off the ground and made our way back to the campfire. The men had retired for the night and we found ourselves alone and all we could do was talk about what had just happened. Whispering to one another about how insanely wild it was, and how gorgeous Colt looked. How the boy was growing onto a powerful man, who took what he wanted. Each of us were so proud of Annabelle, Helen especially as she had spent days talking with the girl about what to expect and what she could do with the young man, without the risk of pregnancy.

Saying our goodbyes, I slipped into the wagon to find Annabelle already under the covers.

“Oh Momma,” she said when I got in, “That was amazing! Did you and Helen watch?” Her cheeks were rosy with embarrassment but there was no shame or reticence in the girl.

“We did darling, and you were wonderful.” Crawling under the covers with her she gave me a brief squeeze and I was aware of her young firm body in a way I never had been before, “I am sure Colt is happy and relieved now, the boy needed the release.”

“Next is your turn Momma.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said my heart quickening at the thought, “Colt has you two girls, that should be enough.”

“No, I see the way he looks at you Momma,” Annabelle said with a small smile as she rolled over facing me, “Colt thinks you’re the prettiest woman in the world, he told me back before we started out.”

“Wait, he did?” I asked somewhat stunned. Annabelle just rolled her eyes.

“God mom don’t be dense! You’re the most beautiful woman on this train by a long shot and Colt nearly falls out of his saddle whenever he rides by you, from staring at these.” She reached out and hefted my large breasts. I ignored the thrill the contact gave me.

“Well perhaps darling, we will see.”

“Helen agrees, all three of us is the best way to keep him safe from the others and make him ours.”

The fierceness in her voice was startling to me, but I was grateful to her words, although it was hard for me to believe them. I know I am an attractive woman, but no one wants to think of themselves as that beautiful, not if they want to have a good soul. I felt Annabelle slide a hand down between her legs and gently begin to get herself off.

“Oh, Momma he was so hard!” She whispered on her back, her slim legs bent at the knee, “I want it in me so bad my soul is screaming for it.” She kept on like that, whispering about the boys big hard cock and how it felt sliding between her lips, the taste of his cum and the perfection of his eyes locked on hers as she sucked him. The surprise at how he took her and forced his cock down her willing throat.

“He took control of my body Momma, using me as his plaything for just a moment and I loved it.” My own hand had found its way between my legs and in moments the two of us were both having shuddering orgasms side by side in the wagon. Our minds filled with images of Colt mastering us and taking his pleasure.

I woke the next morning twisted in the blankets, with the inside of the wagon smelling of woman and sex. Wondering what madness had come over me the night before I glanced down at my once innocent, Annabelle. Her face was angelic, with thick red lips and the golden curls framing it, and love swelled in my breast so hot and heavy I bent down and kiss her cheek, whispering “I love you,”
 into her ears. I couldn’t have asked for a better partner and daughter for where we had found ourselves.

When I emerged from the wagon most were already up and packing away their things. Today was a river crossing day, always a scary time. Henry was double checking that everything was strapped down on their wagon and as I began to do the same to our, he came over to help.

“I just wanted to say how much I appreciate you being so understanding about our circumstances.” His quiet voice spoke with hesitancy.

“I chose to come out west Henry,” I wanted to give the man some peace, “to build a life for my daughter and I on our own terms. I had thought to share that life with a man and his boy, but no matter what happens, Annabelle and I wanted to make this journey.”

The man dropped his head and looked at his worn hands, his face troubled.

“You’re leaving us,” I said in sudden realization. He hunched his shoulders as though I had hit him.

“Seamus and I will only cause you girls more trouble.” His voice was quiet but firm as though he had thought this out and would not be budged.

I felt hollowed out all of the sudden, and empty. How could Henry leaving have hit me so hard? Feeling like the family I had just begun to build was being ripped from my hands I turned to look in his face and my own must have been a sight because he backed up, holding his hands up before himself.

“We won’t leave you girls until we hit a settlement or break from the wagon train,” he said quickly, reassuring me, “I’m not so blind and foolish as to leave Colt the only man to guard you three’s virtues against the Captain. I don’t trust that man or his scouts.” The anger evaporated at his words and I felt myself opening and closing my mouth like a fish for a second before what he had said truly registered.

“Colt is… staying? …Helen too?” I cringed a little at the naked hope and longing in my voice but Henry just smiled and patted the hand that at some point had reached out and grabbed his.

“I haven’t spoken to the boy, but from what he has said of you and your girl, and Mrs. Helen. I can’t imagine him not wanting to. Seamus is speaking with Helen now.” He paused for one pregnant moment and then placing a finger along the side of his nose, he whispered to me out the side of his mouth.

“I see what you’ve been doing with the boy, you and the girls.” My skin prickled as I was suddenly acutely aware, in the bright morning sun, of how insane and outside of societies boundaries my plan was. “I wanted to say thank you.”

“Thank you?” I said in surprise.

“Of course,” he said his face twisting in suppressed emotion, “I haven’t always been the best father for the boy, in spite of that he’s grown up to be a good man. It does him great credit that three such fine women as yourselves see his worth and… reward him for it.” My own cheeks colored at his blunt words.

“I have never seen a finer man that Colt.” I said in all honesty, “I never thought to find one.” I turned to look out across the river to the western lands beyond. “We will build a home together, the four of us. I have seen it in my dreams. If we are so blessed then Colt will give us many little ones to run around the farm and lands. A great homestead where peace, love and homegrown food reign.” I turned to look at Henry and caught a hopeful and sad look in his eyes.

“It will be hard but we’ll manage.” I said, “There is a place for you and Seamus there, if you ever want Henry.” His eyes filled up with tears at my words and I could see how grateful he was.

“I would love to see that place.” His words filled with choked back tears, “and be honored to call it home someday.” Wiping his eyes and clearing his throat he continued, “Seamus and I have been talking about heading into the Sierras, maybe looking for gold or silver. Escaping the judgment and hate of others for a while.” I gave the man a warm embrace that he returned and would have spoken to him further, but then Annabelle was trundling out of our wagon and Captain Peckering was hollering for the first couple wagons to head down to the crossing.

We spent all that day and half of the next crossing the river. Madness and chaos was the norm during river crossings, and all hands helping to get everyone and everything across. That evening we camped on the western side of the river, cleaning out waterlogged trunks with poor seals and caring for the distraught animals.

Colt and Annabelle stole little moments together and I saw him with Helen as well, the two sharing secret glances. They all hid it well, but the flirtatious energy was strong. Most keenly though I felt his regard on me, no longer able to ignore it after my daughters’ words. I found myself walking taller and swaying my hips just a little under his stare. I loved the look I saw on his face out the side of my eyes as I rolled my shoulders side to side, walking back from fetching water, his eyes tracking my great breasts as they swayed.

Unfortunately, I noticed Captain Peckering watching my every move as well. There was a darkness in the man, that grew the farther from civilization we got. Annabelle and I were not the only women to fall under his gaze. Several of the other prettier wives and daughters would get a long lingering dark glance from him. With his status and power over the company I would have thought some of the women may take him up on the unspoken promise his eyes gave. However, his rude and abrupt manners as well as a face only a mother could love, afforded him little opportunity.

The next week was hard, the land even more wild and untamed than what we had seen before. In the first day we rolled along the plain, half a dozen axles were broken and a pack of wild dogs attacked the second night, taking three sheep off with them. Then we were forced to head far north and avoid a marsh area. Several members of the wagon train got ill with some dreadful illness and one died of fever. We had a funeral for the poor old man, our first on the trail, but not our last.

Summer heat and dense clouds of stinging bugs greeted us as we climbed free of the marshes. The wagons rolled faster and smoother on the hard-packed roads and we found camps on hill tops, using the winds and smoke smell to keep the bugs away.

Captain Peckering drove us onwards relentlessly. When a few of the homesteaders confronted him about the dangerous pace, he reminded them that we were in real Indian territory now. The red men here hunted for scalps, not fire water he said. After that the men kept their grumblings private, and everyone had a watchful eye on the horizons.

On the seventh day past the river a dingey grey smear on the horizon showed itself to be mountains and a great cheer went up from everyone. Like the end of a race in sight, we had nearly made it through the great plains, the first brutal half of our journey. That night as we relaxed, the air in the camp one of merriment, Captain Peckering broke out dozens of bottles of brandy from his personal stores.

Some premonition took hold of me and I felt such anxiety and dread as I watched the glasses being tipped and the familiar faces of my companions soften into drunken bliss. As I watched I noticed the scouts and Captain Peckering drank little, which seemed out of character for such rough men. Such generosity was unlike the man, and I feared for what he might be planning.

Colt, ever a wise lad had hung back feigning drunkenness. Most everyone else, except for the most steadfastly religious, were extremely drunk. Just a little after dark fell, I slipped Annabelle, hidden beneath cloaks, off and into Henry and Seamus’s wagon. The fear so strong in me now that my mothers’ instincts were screaming.

They broke out the banjos and fiddles once more and it was a more raucous affair than last time. At some point I lost sight of Captain Peckering and his scouts and figured they had hit the sacks. It had all been nothing, just me being silly I figured. I was just about to climb into our wagon for sleep when the attack came.


Chapter Seven

A wide rough hand sliding across my face was the only warning I got. I managed get the edge of a scream out before it clamped over my nose and mouth, sealing off my airways. Panic flooded my body and I lashed out with my foot kicking back and clipping a hard shin. I heard an oath but I couldn’t make out the voice, my eyes rolling wildly, trying to see who my captors were. Rough hands pulled my arms behind my back and I felt rope tie my wrists together painfully and slipped a gag into my mouth. I kept kicking and a pair of arms wrapped my legs in rope and I felt an explosion of pain in my stomach as all the air whooshed out of my lungs.


They hit me,
 I thought, and the panic crystallized when a sharp blade hovered before my eye and I blinked in surprise.

“Keep kicking pretty and I’ll start carving that smooth, milk white skin, hear me?” I recognized one of the scout’s voices, then a curse from the back of the wagon.

“She isn’t here,” said one of the other scouts, “Little slut must have slipped beneath someone’s blanket.”

“Let’s find out.” Said the smaller scout with an evil note in his voice. Then he was dragging me out into the tall grasses, the bigger man snatching up my feet when I tried to wiggle free. They took me far out and when we finally stopped, I could see a small clearing, with all the horses gathered and tethered together. There were several large sacks filled with silver and other valuables, looted from settlers wagons.

The gag was suddenly removed from before my mouth and as I drew in a deep breath to scream, a hard slap rocked me across the face. I had never felt such pain as I did then, in both my stomach and face. Instead of paralyzing me it cleared my thoughts, burning away the fear, replacing it in a second with anger and hatred for these vile men. The bigger scout gripped my chin and turned my face to his, lifting the knife before me once more.

“Scream and I’ll give you another.” Licking his thin cracked lips, he glanced down at my body, his other hand sliding along my side to take up one great handful of breasts, making my skin crawl in revulsion. “Now, tell us where that sweet little cunt Annabelle is and I won’t have to cut you none. The brothels in Mexico don’t care how many scars we sell you with, so long as you’re… compliant.” He laughed evilly and I heard him unhitch his belt. “Hold her down, I’ve been wanting a piece of this high and mighty bitch since we headed out.”

“Capt’n gonna be pissed he finds out you took his woman first.” The smaller scout said, glancing around in the dark uneasily.”

“Fuck the Capt’n, he already called the blond daughter.” I felt the man’s hands pulling up my skirts and I screamed out, the shriek cutting through the nights silence for one long second before another slap hit me so hard my throat seized and the sound cut off.

My ears were ringing and once more I felt myself being man-handled. I fought like a wild cat under the restraints still, and this time felt the back of a hand strike me, splitting my lips. When another hand was placed over my mouth to silence me, I managed to clamp down on soft flesh with my teeth tearing free a chunk, the taste of hot coppery blood filling my mouth with the taste of victory.

“Fucking bitch!” The big scout hissed and I tensed for a blow but instead heard a heavy rustling and grunting coming from the direction of the camp. The two men scrambled to their feet, after slapping the gag back in my mouth. Just as they were finishing one of the other scouts came into the clearing dragging Molly Flanders, a slender and pretty young widow from one of the settler clans. The younger woman was trussed up like I was, a purpling bruise on the side of her face and tears rolling down her cheeks. Our eyes locked and I saw the terror written plain in her. Whatever she saw in mine lessened her fear and I saw anger growing there replacing it, perhaps she witnesses white hot rage that filled me and partook.

“What the fuck is all the racket?” The newly arrived scout said, I seem to remember his name as Denny, looking around his face twisted into a frown, “Where is the girl? And what the fuck you been doing with the mom, Capt’n gonna fuckin string you up for that shit.”

“Told you, Red!” The smaller scout said.

“Fuck you both,” The big scout said, “We were trying to find out where the girl is, off in some wagon I reckon. Not nearly the little angel she makes out to be. And as for her, I didn’t do shit, the bitch won’t stop fighting. Took a chunk out of my hand,” he lifted the appendage as he gripped the wound, blood soaking down his sleeve, “had to straighten her out.”

“Where’s Teller?” Denny asked, he was crouched down, double checking Molly’s bonds, “This is all fucked, I heard that scream while draggin’ this cunt. We need to get mounted and moving.”

Once done checking Molly’s bonds he tossed her up over his shoulder and walked her over to a horse. The bigger scout grunted his agreement and rolled me onto his shoulder, I stayed lax, waiting for my moment, knowing to struggle now would only earn me another strike. I already worried that the pain in my gut might slow me if I managed to get free and had to drag Molly with me.

I was hanging over the man’s shoulder, so happened to be looking back at the smaller scout as he trailed the others. As I watched a tall figure stalked out of the grasses, his movements sure and quick. Like a blade in the chill night air he cut forward without sound. The stars light glinting dully off a knife blade held low in a fighting grip. On silent bare feet the dark silhouette slipped behind the smaller man and for one frozen instant the moons light collected in pale blue, beautiful eyes. Those eyes were hard with determination, tensed, awaiting the perfect moment.

I wasn’t sure why the man carrying me had paused but then I heard the forward scout struggling to bring a horse around, and Red stopped in place. He hefted me on his shoulder with a small grunt of irritation and in that moment Colt darted forward.

One strong hand clamped over the small scouts mouth and his eyes opened wide in surprise. His head was wrenched back, and Colt turned to one side and stabbed the long blade deep into the cleft of his shoulder and neck. The blade came free with a small spray of blood and the man went ridged then his muscles slackening and he was crumpling to the ground. Colt caught the body and eased it the rest of the way.

Blade low he advanced on the big man holding me. I could make out his face now, slicked red with drying blood that covered his shirt and torso as well. That much blood hadn’t come from the small scout and I feared suddenly some of it or all of it was his. I must have tensed or wiggled because the big man holding me, slapped my ass with one giant hand and turned to look as I glanced at him.

“Quit it-”, he began to hiss but I saw his eyes turn from my face and knew he had spotted Colt a half dozen feet back, with a dead man laying at his feet and a long knife in his hand in a low guard. “What the fuck! Denny!” He cried, throwing me to the ground, I fell hard and saw him pulling a pistol from a side holster.

Red was too slow, I watched in fascinated horror as the man who was about to rape me minutes before had the fourteen-inch blade of an Arkansas Toothpick stuck into his guts just below his navel. In two quick strides Colt had closed the distance, his face a hard mask without expression as he tore the blade up, ripping and spilling innards around his arm and down to the man’s feet, until the blade stopped on the big man’s ribcage.

A tiny gasp escaped Red as weak and feeble arms reached down to hold in what could not be saved. All rage and hate drained out of him, but he opened his mouth in a scream of pain and horror. Before it could escape his throat, the blade was buried deep in his eye and his whole body gave a violent twitch, nearly wrenching the blade from Colts hand as he flopped back onto the ground beside me, dead. There was an oath and the thump of a body striking the ground from the other side of the horses. Colt reached out to grab my arm but then I saw him hit the ground, rolling away and then heard the loud blast of a firearm behind me. Dirt and grass skipped up just beside the boy as he rolled off into the tall grasses. Two more bullets rang out before he disappeared and I heard a cry behind me.

“I got him!” Captain Peckering was shouting, triumphant and angry.

“What the fucks going on Capt’n?” Asked Denny as he came around the horses, his own pistol drawn. He saw the gutted body of Red first and swore loudly, then turning to scan the area he saw the small scout and swore again, crouching low.

“It’s the little shit son, Colt.” Said Captain Peckering. I looked around desperately but the man didn’t have Annabelle, but was dragging the eighteen-year-old daughter of the Eaton clan, her face tear stained and swollen with bruises. The joy at finding Annabelle still free of their clutches escaped me the second I met the Eaton girls soft brown ones.

Turning I scanned the grasses but saw no sign of Colt. Then the scout slipped past me and searched over the ground, staying low. He stopped at one spot and slid his fingertips along a spot, sniffing them.

“Aye, Capt’n you hit him alright.” Holding up his two fingers I could see they glistened with blood. My heart leapt into my throat and I barely felt the boot that struck my side. I felt a rough hand grab my hair at the back of my head and lift me to a sitting position. I tried to yank away but froze when I felt a cold circle of steel pressed against the base of my skull.

“Go find the lad,” The Captain said, “I’ll hold this stuck-up bitch as insurance.” The scout tossed the captain a sour look and hesitated and the Captain barked a derisive laugh, “You scared of some green city boy goody-two-shoes whose been shot?” Denny flicked the Captain the finger and slipped into the grasses, almost as silently as Colt.

I felt the Captain dragging me back towards the horses and when I struggled to stay in place, I heard the unmistakable click of a hammer being cocked behind me.

“Don’t even think about it.” The captain growled. We circled the horses and I saw Molly off on the edge of the clearing, trying to roll away into the grasses. Brave woman,
 I thought. Chuckling amusedly Captain Peckering fired his pistol, aiming it just in front of her. She froze and flinched into herself.

“At least I’m leaving with two ripe cunts,” He growled. Lifting me he tossed me over a saddle and quickly tied me across it. If he managed to start riding, with all of the train’s horses, nothing would be able to catch him or stop him.

I heard the captain grab up another woman, grunting under the weight of the Eaton girl as she screamed dully into the gag. A scream off in the grasses, impossible to place in the darkness, cut through the night leaving silence in its wake. Looking around and drawing his gun and casually flipping the girl to the ground Captain Peckering crouched low, his eyes scanning the tall grasses.

“Denny,” He asked, “You get the boy?”

Silence was his only answer. The weight of it pressed down with every moment that passed and the Captain spun fast, seeming to spot something in the grasses as he fired his pistol, but the place was empty, just waving grasses and dancing shadows. The man was breathing heavy, fear and nerves getting the better of him.

He slowed his breathing and began to take control, the eyes of a predator backed into a corner hunting for an edge. His eyes alighted on me and I felt cold fear in my bowels as lifting his pistol he stalked forward at me.

“It will be a shame boy, to destroy something so perfect but you leave me no choice. Your mom is about to get a bullet through one of those gorgeous eyes.”

Faintly there was a small snapping sound behind the Captain in the grasses and I glanced to see what it was. The Captain had been waiting for this and with a triumphant look he spun and fired two quick shots behind himself. A dark shape lurched out of the darkness of behind me. Clutching its side with one elbow and a length of string running off across the clearing in his hand. His other arm lifted his big revolve and leveled the barrel at the Captains back.

Colt hesitated there and I wanted to scream for him to shoot, but the Captain turned and froze when he saw Colt with his gun trained on him.

“Got me in the lurch boy,” he said with icy calm, his feet sliding wide on the trampled grasses, one hand arching wide over the second gun holstered on his other hip.

“Think you can-” in the middle of his sentence then man’s hand reached down to his hip, a blur as he brought the other gun around. Just as his skin struck sandalwood grip, Colt’s six-shooter rang out in two quick shots his hand fanning the hammer. The Captain dropped, a bullet buried in his heart and the other straight though one eye and out the back of his skull.

Colt slumped down in exhaustion and pain, and I saw his face crumple in intense emotion for one terrible moment. Then his eyes sought mine and he saw the love and joy as I cried and sobbed in joy at our salvation. He stumbled over to Molly laying nearby and with his long-bladed knife, clutching his side in pain, he sawed free her bonds. Then collapsed to the grass he handed her the knife.

“Cut my mom free and Edith, she’s around the horses, another girl, somewhere in the grasses,” he coughed and I thought I heard wet sounds in his throat and I cried out into my gag. Molly ran over to me and taking care not to hurt the horse I was strapped to, cut my arms and legs free. I ripped the gag out and fell to the grasses rushing over to Colts side.

“Where were you hit?” I asked, my old nurses skills returning as I searched his body with gentle probing hands.

“My side,” he said, removing one hand from the bleeding wound.

Sliding my hands down his chest and back I felt for broken ribs and feeling none, nor the pushed-out throat or bubbling wound of a collapsed lung, I pulled his shirt off over his head. He stifled the groan of pain when I forced him to lift his arm up over his head. I was happy to see a small hole where the bullet had entered and another just behind where it had exited. Pressing between the wound he cried out in pain, but the rib beneath was unbroken and no risk of puncturing a lung from movement. Just an awful bruise and risk of infection. I ripped free a clean swatch of my skirts and pressed it to the wounds.

“I need to get you back to the wagons as soon as possible,” I said and I turned to call for one of the two women, when I felt Colts strong hand grip my own and I turned to see his eyes boring into mine, concern and a softness there I had never seen before in a man.

“You are ok?” He asked, “Are you hurt?”

I laughed as suppressed emotion burst out of me and reaching down with two hand took his beautiful face between them, planting a full and long kiss on the lips I had dreamed of for so long. Seconds passed or minutes I’m not sure, but when I pulled back the Molly and Edith were standing, watching us. I didn’t care who saw at that moment, I was so happy to be alive.

“Yes, my dear boy,” I said, “I’m alive and unhurt, thanks to you. You saved us all.”

Colts face still pole-axed from our kiss, turned where he sat and saw Molly and Edith standing there, gentle and grateful smiles on their faces.

“Thank you, Colt,” Molly said as she and Edith came over and embraced the boy with gentle arms. I watched in some amusement as each woman’s hands lingered on his muscled torso. With their help we were able to get Colt to his feet and began limping our way towards the wagons. Edith ran ahead of us crying for her Pa and the other men and women to wake. Most of the wagon train was passed out drunk but several ran out and with cries of alarm and torches lit, a party fanned out, soon finding the bodies, looted valuables and horses.


Chapter Eight

I got Colt to our wagon and found an anxious Annabelle waiting there. I was relieved to see her, and when she saw Colt was injured, she leaped forward and over enthusiastically tried to help. Colt sent her off for another girl who he worried was still tied up in the grasses, giving her specific instructions on where to find the girl.

I was relieved quickly though when people gathered in quiet groups to listen to Molly and Edith each tell their tales. Edith’s clan the Eaton’s had been the first and loudest to whisper in dark corners of our family’s evils. Hers was the most compelling tale. The Captain had spoken of selling them to a brothel or killing them when he had his fill. She talked about the tall hero who stalked out of the darkness to rescue the three women’s virtue. Him refusing to shoot a man in the back, and him offering the man a way out. Annabelle told me all of this as I placed the last stitch in Colts side.

When we climbed out tired and sore, there was a large crowd waiting and a great cheer went up when they saw Colt. The boy’s face was slightly red with embarrassment but he kept his expression neutral. We sat on the back of the wagon and relayed our tales. Colt went last and the audience was rapt as he spoke, his quiet confident voice filling the night.

“I noticed Peckering taking one sip for every ten he poured. When I went to settle down the horses, a nightly chore, I noticed the leads all strung together. I took to the grasses just then as Teller and Red came and collected them. I found Hoggins dragging Mary-Sue through the grasses and did for him. I followed the trail from him and found Teller and Red. The rest you know.” The pretty dark-haired girl huddled closer to her mom. She had been found unconscious from drink, her bonds slit and propped on her side in the grasses, a dead scout laying nearby with a his throat cut.

“Well I for one am grateful that you were there boy,” said Edith’s father, an indulgent smile on his face.

“Boy?” Colt asked quietly as he picked up his head slowly to regard the man with an intensity none had witnessed before. The words hung in the air; the moment pregnant. I watched Mr. Eaton’s face change from its accustomed one of comfortable privilege to uneasy fear as he realized this boy
 had just killed five dangerous men in one night, four of them with a knife. The same blade strapped to his thigh just now.

“My apologies, I meant no offense, it’s just rare to find such virtue in one so young.” Mr. Eaton said quickly.

“It’s late,” I said drawing all eyes to me. “I say we get some rest and deal with this in the morning. Set watches and take what comforts we can before the consequences of tomorrow.” There were murmurs of agreement and everyone drifted back to their wagons and blankets.

Helen came up and gave me a hug, whispering how afraid she had been for me when she heard what happened. Showing herself to be a true friend she just offered to listen if I needed to talk, and then she was pushing me into the wagon and my blankets.

I had just slipped into my loose white cotton sleeping gown when I felt Annabelle climbing into the wagon. Looking up my breath caught in my chest as I saw it wasn’t Annabelle but Colt’s powerful form slip in. He was being pushed in by Annabelle who flashed me a wicked grin and then she drew the curtain shut, she and Helen standing outside as the lookouts.

Colt knelt there in the wagon bed his eyes wide as I slipped up to him. One hand slid lightly over his wound I held him gently as I pressed him onto his back there in the wagon.

“Elenore,” he said his hands finding my hips and then exploring my body, “you have no idea how much I’ve dreamed of this!”

“Hush darling,” I said whispering in his ear as I bent down over him, I slid my hands over his hard muscles, feeling my lust become wild. “You called me mom earlier,” the naughty words making my pussy damp, “I liked that. I told you, anything you want, just ask and we will give it.” I kissed his neck, “Anytime,” kissed it again as I went lower down his body, my hard nipples dragging deliciously along his skin, “Anyone of us,” reaching his stomach I slid one hand down his pants and felt for the first time his hard-smooth cock. Pulling it free of his britches I gazed at it lovingly.

“Or all of us, if that’s what you desire.” I held the base of it in a firm grip squeezing the blood to the tip, swollen and purple. “Do you want us Colt?” I asked my breath hot on his cock, “Do you want me?”

It was too much for the boy, as I knew it must be. And with a small growl of desire he reached up and took my head in his hand and drew it forward. Not forcing me but guiding me in his needs and desires.

I have never felt more contentment and love, then as I bent over Colts big beautiful cock, serving and worshipping it with my mouth and hands. His hands reached down and drew the dressing gown over my shoulders, and I let him. Looking up, a little nervous, I felt all doubt about his love disappear as I gazed into his eyes. Then his cock was jerking in my mouth and his seed filled it. Not the terrible taste I had expected, I drank him down happily as he groaned in pleasure, I glanced up over his head to see Helen and Annabelle both peeking into the back, watching us.

Colt panted and lay back his whole body relaxed, but I wasn’t done. The lust was too great and I knew there was only one thing that would sate it, taboos and the civilized world be damned. I crawled up Colts body, stripping free my under garments as I slid my legs across his hips. Annabelle gasped in shock and I heard a deep groan of jealousy from Helen as I took Colts big dick in one hand and placed the tip at the entrance to my pussy.

Colt stared up at my massive breasts hanging down into his face, then up into my eyes, then down to watch, as I started to slide down his dick. He groaned out in pleasure his hands sliding up my thighs and hips, to grip my waist.

I have never felt such delicious pleasure as when that massive cock is filling me and watching the look of pure joy on Colt’s face as he slipped inside warmed my heart. Our lips found one another’s and I rode him gently and slowly, careful of his wounds and to make no creaking sounds. The second time his cock bottomed out in my pussy I had a powerful orgasm. My whole-body tingling and shuddering against Colt. He held me close, his lips clamping down on one nipple as he nursed and nibbled at my teat. I felt his cock pulsing in me, his hips shuddering beneath me and then he too was cumming deep in my pussy. I felt the splashing cum hit my womb and my mind was afire with joy. His moans of pleasure stifled by my breasts as I happily stroked his hair and rode his gently softening cock.

Colt was exhausted and his face beamed with contentment. Helen and Annabelle tied shut the curtains with murmured goodnights and Colt rolled onto his side, spooning me. We lay there, his powerful arms around me and I felt for the first time in my life, like I was home, safe and complete. When his hand came up to cup my big breasts, we were both stunned to notice a small amount of milk leak out.

“You are the perfect woman,” Colt breathed as he drew one big firm breast to his lips and began to suckle on the nipple, drinking of my creamy milk.

“I am the perfect mom,” I said stroking his hair back, “And we will build a beautiful family my brave boy.” Reaching down I slid my hand up and down his thick dick. He moaned into my nipple as I slowly stroked him, teasing with gentle fingers and playing gently with his heavy balls.

I knew my boy desired nothing more than my body as his perfect reward and I offered it to him. I took him into my mouth again and felt his tongue explore my pussy. We took our time, ignoring our exhaustion as we pleasured one another. Finally, I got to drink his delicious cum again, savoring and licking down every last drop.

As we fell asleep, I knew how hard it was going to be to share Colt with the other women but I knew also that together with Colt as the center of our harem, we could build a beautiful world out here in the wild west.


Chapter Nine

I woke in the cold and dark of early morning. Colt had left my 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 were stitched, in the darkness of our wagon, I gave myself to my gorgeous stepson. He took me, 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 amid 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. I was imagining a magnificent 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 only to be served by one woman. He would never want it for himself, he was also 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 boy's 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. 

Colt had done for Captain Peckering and his men with surprising skill, rescuing two other women and me 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 usual high-necked country dress. The dress was dyed 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 loose 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 it 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. It was unusually early for everyone to be up and 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 smiled at me as I drew closer.

"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 downriver, 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’re 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 god blessed that boy of yours."

"Go on, then Elenore," Henry said, "we’ll 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 hear 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 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 Helen's 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, unbelievingly.

"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 Helen's throat was 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 wagon, packing and preparing for the road. That’s where Annabelle found me a few minutes later. The girl was 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 so 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 Helen's 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 Ten

The wagon train eventually started out, but it was a hectic and confusing 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. A few men were 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 menfolk. 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 sinkhole that 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 of 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 smiled at me 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 her mother and me, 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 require two things 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 girl's skin went white as a ghost, and she shook her head slightly.

"No," the woman said, her 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 overexcited 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’re to join our little group, then you must be honest. I’ll brook no lies.”

“Group?” She asked, and I could see her struggle with the idea.

“You parents 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 just to 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 upturned lips. Slim of hip and bust but with a spark of intelligence in her honest and innocent eyes that warmed my heart to see.

"I don’t 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’re 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 an upwelling 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’ll 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 pulled 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 Eleven

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 way. 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. As the menfolk 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 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’re the adults, but 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 boy's arm and leading him on a slow walk to the group of men, "You will learn that there’s 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 ample bosom and the bandages beneath his shirt. "They can't see the right thing to do, and they don't know how to act. Colt they're 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 the 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 acknowledged my wisdom. Then he walked over, slowly with his wounds, all hesitation was 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 they appeared 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 broad, strong shoulders framing a lean, muscular 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 unusual 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 vibrant 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 were 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 whispering 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, hugging my friend, "I was so terrified I nearly soiled myself that night, but if I’m 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, that's 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's 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 Twelve

The next few days were brutally hard. The land climbed, and the flat prairies earth was replaced by broken and cracked ground, making it hard to roll our wagons across. The train was forced to backtrack 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 saw. 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 often flared amongst the settlers. Finally, we rode down into a small valley, nestled in the middle of three high 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 day again. 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, 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 where a large dell of different fruit trees was, 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 pleasant 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’s 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 Thirteen

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 but 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 firmly against his pants, also 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 his, "but for tonight," His voice was rich and commanding, more fully his than I'd ever remembered 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, and 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 hand had trailed down to the wet fur 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 laid 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 slid 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 stripped the woman naked, and her big 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 deeply, 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. Still, it took the young man little time to get the woman to the peak of joy, 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 slowly unbuckling. 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 hero’s sex slave. That's precisely 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 continually 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 massive, 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, 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 Alpha 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…"

“Mmhmm, 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 mighty 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 jiggling 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 juices, 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 his 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 group's 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, 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’re ok with that arrangement, then I would be grateful to have you with us.”


Chapter Fourteen

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 sincere 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 girl's 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 from the night before. I was happy to see there were 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 mix 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 dying 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, 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, and 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, “’ain't never saw no tracks, just wandered in, middle of the 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 undoubtedly 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 of 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’ll 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 entirely with one 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 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’s 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 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 Fifteen

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 the dirt washed from their faces. I took my sheers and evened 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, spoiling the image of delicate pretty young women.

"Well, aren't you two lovelies," said Helen when she saw the girls, and she was right. They 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 considerable 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 broad smile, "Someplace 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 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. Helen's 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. When I came too, I felt his hands on my body, hefting one massive 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 another's before we turned and took in the sight of Colt's 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 Helen's breasts as I watched Colt start 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 Colt's 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 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 Colt's 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 particular 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 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 Colt's 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 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’ll 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 deeply.

“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 deeply again, "because your mom deserves 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 dark 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, and 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 confident, but slowly, surely, we were building our family out, and before long, we would find that paradise I had dreamed of.


Chapter Sixteen

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 of 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 which 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 Stevens 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 handkerchief.

“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’re 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 Seventeen

Heading back to our wagons I 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. 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 were drinking me in, and a slow warm smile was 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’re 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 were 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 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 watch 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 as he 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, only he trapped us. 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 now," 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 honesty. 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’ll 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. 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.

“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. 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 Edith 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 was 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 okay with time. Annabelle was there for her friend and some of the things she whispered in the girl’s ears to coax a smile out of her, had my face bright red and scandalized.


Chapter Eighteen

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 at least a few places the wagon train would have to ride around, 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 for rolling 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 enormous 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 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, massive 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’s 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 shape, 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, and 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 little 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 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 Nineteen

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 him 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 see your worth when held up against men they've known 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 to keep all the water to myself. You're 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, lifted. He stood straighter, and the tension around his eyes eased.

"Now as to the others," I said, linking my arm in his, "some still cling to the old ideas, 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 jagged 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 took several settlers out to teach them to shoot rifles, mostly younger women from 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 were 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 high canvas roof was raised above the wagon train, with a round opening in the center directly above a big cook fire. There was ample 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 as 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 Stevens clan was 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 Stevens clans glancing from their wives, both plain but pleasantly plump and busty women, to Colt. I observed the men’s eyes 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 desperate 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 Stevens girls. None dared to look at her, and 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-,” Colt began, but then he was off, his long legs carrying him to the edge of our circle in a breath and into the teeth of the storm.


Chapter Twenty

Diving into the swirling snow, shirtless, Colt crashed into a dark form, rolling away out of sight. There was a mad scramble from all sides, and I noticed more than one hard cock standing free as the Steven 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 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 glance to make sure we were ok, dashed out to intercept the thieves. There was a loud cry from 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 harness.

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 leader 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 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 stream 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’d 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 gun 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 require 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 observed her 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 older 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 gorge, 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 Twenty-One

“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 was softening slightly in spite of herself, and I saw the effects my boy had on women, happening even to these natives here.

"Your 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. As I looked around at the Indians, I saw the evidence of their prolonged 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 gun 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 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 several women and me," 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 broad 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 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 gravely 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 rise 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. 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 gorge, 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 Twenty-Two

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 older 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, and 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 a tiny bench and her 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 that 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 evident, 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 beautiful 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, 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 beautiful snow-covered 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 Lashwa, the native girl awed by Annabelle's loose golden curls.

I felt the heat in my 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 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 muscular 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 were 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 please Colt properly.


Chapter Twenty-Three

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 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 company, we spent the afternoon and evening relaxing around the fire. Colt slept in the wagon, and I felt my 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 Annabelle and me 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 led 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 top 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 entirely 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 enormous 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 razor's 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 Colt and me 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 delight, 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, 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 massive breast. His thick and soft manhood pressed between my butt cheeks while Lashwa cuddled up against my front. Dreams of a perfect life 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.


Chapter Twenty-Four

A hard week of mountain riding saw us out of the snowcapped peaks of the Colorado ranges and down amongst the foothills and high plains. The settlers were all happy to be out of the treacherous mountains and chill air. It was by their hard work and ingenuity, not to mention my stepson Colt’s strong leadership that got us out safely. Between cracked axels and broken wheels, there were a lot of setbacks. Thankfully none so terrible as the ones we had seen at the beginning of our journey west.

The wagon train had come together after the last Indian attack. Anywho had doubts or second thoughts about their choice to follow Colt, lost them quickly after he so bravely fought down the Indian chief, and then got most of our supplies back. Many were still wary of Lashwa, the young squaw who had joined us, but I was confident the beautiful young native girl would prove her value and then some.

The days fell into a comfortable rhythm. I would wake before dawn and meet with Colt for a little one-on-one time. Usually in his wagon but occasionally out in the woods, to have some peace. We would have a quick breakfast and then head to a safe place to practice with firearms of all kinds. Colt had mandated that every woman and man know how to load and fire rifles, shotgun, and pistol. At first, some of the men grumbled about this, but once Clementine, the matriarch of the Stevens clan came out to observe Colt training her daughters, she nodded in approval. They quieted under the hard woman's gaze, and when I reminded them, we were heading into lawless territory, they wised up and quit their grumbling entirely.

Clementine proved to be a godsend. She was aware of my plans for Colt and approved of them wholeheartedly. Her daughters and granddaughters had all married men who were either like Albert, of Seamus. She desired strong sons and daughters and knew that Colt would give her the best. She had sworn to me that they would all follow wherever he led. The rest of the settlers were of a similar mien, and I was soon juggling more than a dozen women who wanted to spend ‘special’ time with our handsome young leader.

Colt, for his part, had come into his own. Many could see the great man he was, even as a boy, but here in the wilderness, with the weight of responsibility resting on his broad shoulders, he rose to the task and thrived. By the second day after he’d ridden out and brought back our supplies, none would question that he was the one and true alpha of our group.

Seven days after Lashwa joined us, tragedy struck when Helen found weevils in the grain. Sift and sort it as much as we could, most of it ruined. We broke into the other stores and found nearly all the grain filled with the bugs and need to be thrown out. We had weeks yet to go before we reached a town where we could purchase or trade for more, and the fear was thick amongst the wagons, for there was now too little food for all the hungry mouths.

Colt called a halt for the day and met with several of us who had positions of authority or leadership. He also brought Lashwa and his two scouts, Goldie and Mary. I saw a few of the men give Lashwa and even the two sisters, disapproving or suspicious looks, but they held their tongues in front of Colt.

“I want to hear options,” Cold said, his steely blue eyes meeting each of ours in turn.

“We can slaughter some of the livestock and live off the meat,” said Sarah, the eldest daughter of the Stevens clan.

“Then we wouldn’t have anything to trade or start our homestead," said Seamus with a frown.

“We could send a few riders ahead with coin and buy supplies and ride it back,” piped up Albert.

“This country is too dangerous for riders alone,” replied Henry shaking his head, “They would have the horses stolen if nothing else. You can guarantee that.”

Other suggestions were mentioned and debated, but nothing resembling a good option. All the while, Colt stood silent, listening, and weighing. The arguments grew heated, with no good options, and he finally held up his hand, silence descending in moments. He turned thoughtful eyes on Lashwa and the scouts who had been silent up till that point.

“Thoughts?” He asked them. The two sisters glanced at one another and then looked at Lashwa. The native girl was shy under all the stares, but at Mary's nod of encouragement, she steeled herself to speak, eyes holding Colt’s and ignoring the looks of mistrust and hatred from the men and one or two of the women.

“The bison herd to the south,” she said slowly in her accented English, “We can trade with the Shoshone Tribe and hunt the herds.”

“Can we trust more Indians?” Asked one of the Steven’s men of Colt, “They might just rob us in the middle of the night again!”

“We trust none but ourselves,” Colt said his face hard, “Take stock of your wagons and let’s meet back up in an hour. Find things you’re willing to part with in trade. Nothing precious to your families or necessary to start our homestead. I’ll reassess our options then.”

The group broke up and headed to their wagons. I met Annabelle at ours, and the two of us began digging through stuff, pulling out old clothes and blankets. The girl, much like Colt, had grown into herself out here in the wilderness. She still looked like an angel in face and form, but she had matured much through our trials and tribulations.

We returned and set our things in the pile of stuff willing to be offered for trade. Lashwa was picking through all of the items, setting aside what would be of little value to the nomadic tribe. Soon she had a small pile of things from knives and swatches of cloth to furs and blankets.

Colt tasked several of the better shots, both men and women, to guard the wagons. Setting them on a course westward but at a slow pace and with orders to Henry and Seamus to find a good defensible camp. Then he, Lashwa, Goldie, and I rode out with serval pack horses in search of signs of the Shoshone.

We rode through rolling foothills dotted with small stands of trees and interspersed with rolling hills of tall grass. The weather was fair, and our horses in great shape. Goldie ranged out ahead along with Lashwa, leaving Colt and I to ride in companionable silence.

One thing I loved about the young man was his ability to be perfectly content with silence. He never felt the need to fill the air with conversation. I caught him watching me a few times, his eyes appreciating the form-fitting shirts I now wore, thanks to Helen's beautiful needlework. My hair was in a loose braid down my back, and I felt beautiful and free as we rode together thought this wild country.

We stopped in the early evening and made camp. I pulled out the makings of supper, while Lashwa built a fire and began setting up camp. As we did, Colt and Goldie scouted the area, setting up traps for small game and refilling out waterskins from a nearby creek.

“The Shoshone will see the value in our man,” Lashwa said when we were alone, her gaze judging, “They could be an ally in the times to come, if we do not make enemies.”

“I have no desire to make enemies, Lashwa," I said, sitting back and looking the girl full in the face, "But nor will we be the victims of more predators.”

“Tell me,” Lashwa said, “This place you are searching for, how will we know it when we find it?”

“It came to me in a dream,” I said, voice soft, “A vision of a green valley bordered by a snow-capped peak. Herds roaming, horse and bison, and children at play.”

“You are a shaman, a wise-woman,” Lashwa said, her voice slightly awed.

“No,” I said with a chuckle, “Just a woman with a dream and faith that god and fate will guide us.”

“Sounds like a wise woman to me,” Colt said, stepping into the camp. His pale blue eyes caught mine, and I felt the warmth and love flow through our bond.

“Ma’am,” Goldie said, drawing my gaze to her as she held up a handful of strawberries, “We discovered a patch down by the creek. If you have something to carry them in, we can get to pickin’.”

We went down and picked handfuls of strawberries, eating them with our meal, and preserving what we could. We ate an excellent meal of salted pork and biscuits along with the berries. The warm tea was perfect as the sun began to set, the sounds of evening closing in around us along with the darkness.

The fire was small, and the night was taking on a chill when Goldie crawled around the fire with a look of hungry desire on her pretty face. Lashwa and I watched in fascination as Colt turned to the girl and held out a finger, freezing her in place. Then he knelt up and reached down, slipping his strong fingers around the back of her neck, caressing her. He bent down and whispered in the girl’s ears, and she looked up at him, grinning. Then her gaze turned to Lashwa, and she crawled over, sliding up between the native girls’ legs, lips trailing up her dark skin, and then meeting hers in a sensual kiss.

I watched the two beautiful young women embrace, their hands sliding down firm bodies, exploring and caressing, peeling clothing away slowly. Then Colt was before me, and I felt the ache within recede, as I slid my hands up his powerful legs, unhooking and drawing down his belt and pants. The great beast within sprang forth, and I took it in hand, hot and hard with his need. My fiery mouth drawing it in, my tongue caressing it for slow, luxurious minutes.

With a bright smile, his strong hands drew me down and stripped the clothing from my body. Colt's beautiful blue eyes were tracking bare flesh, hands gathering up my enormous breasts and sucking on the large soft nipples, one after another. The pleasure radiated out from his touch, but I wanted more, needed it. I drew him into me, my legs wrapping around his thighs as he sank in deep. My soul complete as we joined, his hard weight pressing me down. Our lips found one another’s, and the animal need was on us. Hard and fast, he took me, holding me close, his hardness driving down into my softness. Then the pleasure exploded in me, and I clutched and clawed at his back.

The sensation too much for me, he drew out, leaving me empty, and pressed himself into Goldie. The small brunette was nude now, she and the native girl fingering one another as they watched Colt and I. When he drew forth, Goldie rolled her hips, presenting her ass for the young man’s raging hardon.

He took the tiny brunette and the curvy native girl in turns. The girls gently moaning in pleasure as the three of them reached their peak of joy together. Lashwa locked her ankles around Colt as he drew near orgasm, forcing his cum deep into her womb. I saw the triumph in her eyes as the seed took root, and saw Colt’s cock throb again and again as she milked the last drops from him.

Rolling off the girl exhausted, Goldie sucked him into her mouth, licking and kissing her new lover's cum off the gorgeous young man’s cock. We all crawled beneath the blankets, enjoying each other until we fell asleep, taking turns on watch until the sun rose.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Waking the next morning an hour before dawn, we were on the trail as soon as there was light to see. Lashwa knew where we could find sign of the tribe and had been confident it wouldn't take longer than two days. Each hour we were parted from the wagon train we feared for their safety, but without the supplies, we would be at even greater risk.

Near noon Goldie rode back, saying she had found smoke and sign of the Shoshone. We rode hard towards it, our pack animals trailing along behind on their leads. Riding over the top of a hill, we found a large encampment stretching along a riverbank. The natives grew agitated when they saw us, calling in their women and children. Colt had us wait in plain view. Dismounting and walking towards a small party of men that came to speak with us.

They didn't know English, but Lashwa was able to communicate with them. They nodded after she finished and began to talk amongst themselves.

“They are willing to trade,” she said, “but want to see our goods,”

The three of us emptied the animal’s packs, laying out the items we’d brought to trade. Several of the Indians wandered through, picking over the items and haggling with Lashwa in their language. The young woman, by the looks of it, defeated every one of their haggling tricks, bargaining hard.

There was a great bare-chested warrior with silver at his temples, the only man carrying weapons, and he stared at Colt with a hard gaze. The two men silently regarding one another as the negotiations went on. I could feel the tension growing between them, like wolves whose hackles slowly rose as they sized one another up.

Suddenly there was a ‘whoop!
' from the south of us, and the earth began to tremble beneath our feet. I felt a primal fear course through my body, but there were grins of joy on the faces of the Indians around us, and they leaped high in the air. The man who'd been staring daggers at Colt jumping highest of all. Kicking his foot up above his head and then calling to the camp.

Horses were brought, and I saw him look back to Colt, sizing the younger man up. He said something to Lashwa, who started and looked to Colt with wide eyes. She said something in their language then translated for us.

“This man offers a challenge,” Lashwa said, pointing at the powerful shirtless Indian, "Ride with him and show no fear or stay here and… he said something rude about your white people being soft and milk fat.”

The tall Indian whooped and glared at Colt with a hard smile as he leaped into his saddle. The young man grinned back and turned, taking his saddle horn and leaping up, even, and he kicked the horse off. Before I could say a word, the two men were off, racing down the sloping hill. The tall Indian drew ahead, but Colt caught up halfway down.

The thundering ground grew stronger underfoot, and then suddenly, a sea of brown bison swept around a hill far off, pouring across the grasslands like a flood. It was a mad stampede that angled towards us. I saw Colt and the Indian charge at the rampaging animals, pulling their mounts near the edge of the herd. It was hard to see how far back the stampede extended as the tail end clouded in dust.

I watched in amazement as the Indian reached way out of his saddle, his whole body practically parallel to the turf. He extended one hand and brushed his fingers along the side of a maddened bison, on the edge of the herd. The Indians gathered around us, whooped and crowed in joy for their leader. Rattling spears and bows in the air as the man peeled away from the herd. Even from where we stood, I could see the bright white of his triumphant smile. He turned back to watch Colt, and I felt my heart seize when I saw the lad.

Colt had ridden up behind where the Indian was, but as the native man peeled off, he leaped up onto his saddle. He stood upon the back of his horse, the beast beneath him wild-eyed and charging full out. I could see a wide grin of joy on Colt’s face, perhaps the happiest I’d ever seen him, and I wanted to curse his foolishness. He kept his balance surprisingly well in a feat I'd never before witnessed, crouched upon the galloping horses back. The giant Indian near him was shouting, his face angry and fearful as he waved at Colt, but the young man focused on his task.

Suddenly there was a gasp from the natives around us, as Colt leaped from the back of his horse. My heartfelt like it choked my throat, or else I would have screamed in fear. Colt’s long legs threw him through the air, and he landed on the back of a bison, riding it bareback. There was one terrifying second as he nearly slipped over the side, but he wrapped a fist in the animal’s fur and held on for dear life. I could faintly hear his great peals of laughter and joy from where we stood, as he steered the wild bison away from the herd and towards his cantering horse.

The crowd around us was stunned into silence for several long seconds, watching Colt ride the bison away from the stampeding herd. Then they broke into a wild cheer, cavorting around and leaping high as they cheered the mad white man. As the animal slowed, Colt jumped free, rolling through the tall grasses and coming to his feet. The great shirtless Indian rode straight to him, laughing as he swung down to clap Colt on the back.

Needless to say, I gave Colt a stern talking to on our way back to the wagons, making him promise not to do anything that stupid again. He had made a friend in the Indian whose name was Two-Steps, the leader of his tribe’s hunters. The man had killed the bison Colt rode, showing him how to clean and carve the animal. Colt had given the man the hide, and the meat loaded up with our supplies.

The hunting party rode the rest of the day with us, several scouts heading out ahead to check on the wagon train and reporting that they had been safe but wary, which was good. We camped one more night out in the foothills, sharing stories and food with the hunting party. They would prove to be great allies and friends if we ever had need and Colt and Two-Steps took to one another, as I have seen few men do, becoming fast friends in a short amount of time. The language barrier wasn't an issue as neither man spoke much, and when they did, Lashwa was there to translate.

We parted with them the next day a few hours past noon, just as the wagon train came into view. Colt and Two-Step clasped forearms, shared a smile, and parted silently. We rode the rest of the way to the train, Goldie ranging out ahead and connected with her sister. The wagon train pulled up near a small creek and stand of trees, and by the time we arrived, they were already unloading and setting up camp. Smiles and shouts of joy greeted us, and soon all hands were helping to distribute the grain and meat we had traded for.

“God’s blessings, you all made it back safe!” Helen yelled when she laid eyes on us.

The tall, beautiful woman ran forward and wrapped her arms around me, and I did the same. It felt so pleasant to hold her, knowing she had worried for me, as I had for her. Soon we were surrounded by a chattering group of excited Stevens women. They were thrilled to share that Sarah Stevens, the eldest daughter, was pregnant. The woman and her man were thrilled, and the look of shock and pride on Colt's face when they informed him warmed my heart to see.


It’s beginning
, I thought to myself.

Colt spent the evening checking on the wagons and animals, and I was busy as well, ensuring that we would have no more significant issues for the next couple weeks. After nightfall, he was dragged into a large tent the Stevens women set up. Their menfolk were posted outside of the tent, keeping others away, but when a man tried to halt me from entering, I raised an eyebrow at him, and he doffed his cap, stepping aside.

Within, I found the space lit by warm candlelight. Colt was sitting down, two women feeding him as another held out a cup of wine for the young man to sip. He looked like a King from yore as he lounged on pillows, attended by beautiful women. Sarah came straight to me and wrapped me in her arms, tears of joy in her eyes.

“Oh, Elenore, it's a miracle!" She whispered fiercely in my ear.

“I heard,” I said, a big smile on my face, “You're the first of many if we are all so blessed."

“I'm sorry we took your boy for the night, but my sisters and their daughters were insistent," Sarah said, turning in my arm to look around at the women looking from us to the handsome young godling in their midst.

“He is yours all night, just make sure you leave enough of him to be able to ride tomorrow." I said, and with a grin at Colt added, "I'll be sore and angry if you can’t breed every one of these women tonight.”

I saw his eyes flare with desire, and he looked around at the six pretty women with a hungry look on his beautiful face. Esther, the youngest of the sisters, giggled and set aside her cup of wine and knelt, unhooking Colt’s belt and drawing off his boots and pants. Soon the young woman was pulled into his powerful arms, stripped bare and impaled on his mighty spear. Her gentle moans and cries of pleasure filled the tent as the others watched with avid interest, whispering amongst themselves and slowly drawing off their clothing.

I stayed for a short time, chatting with Sarah about the pregnancy. I knew a little about midwifery and so gave her what advice I had, not that the woman needed much with her mother Clementine here to help. We drank cups of wine and watched as Colt bred Esther, filling the woman’s womb with his seed, and leaving her shuddering and happy.

He turned next to a plump Gerty Stevens and her pretty, plump nineteen-year-old daughter. The two women gave a start of surprise to be the focus of his desire. Both were shy, but as Colt pulled the mother into a deep kiss, her daughter pressed in close. The girl’s eyes wide with excitement as she ran her hands down his rippling muscles to slowly stroke his cock. Soon mother and daughter were both on their knees worshipping him. He took the mother from behind, her wide ass rolling as he drove into her again and again. The younger woman pressed close to them, kissing the handsome Colt as she teased and touched his body. Then he was taking her bent over beside her mom, the young woman’s cries of pleasure ringing out in the same tone as the older.

I took my leave of them then. Knowing that if I stayed, I wouldn’t be able to contain my already rising desire, and this night was for the Stevens and Colt to enjoy. The menfolk gave me smiles of pride and joy as I stepped out, the sounds of Gerty Stevens and her girl being ravished by my boy faint but clear.


Chapter Twenty-Six

I spent the evening in Helen’s arms, talking late into the night of our plans and how best to juggle what we had already begun. She feared jealousy and strife would tear us apart now that some were getting pregnant, but I assured her that wouldn’t be the case. I’d already planned for such a thing.

Planning or not, I by the rush of women who wanted more time with Colt and a chance to get pregnant themselves. We started out early the next morning and weren’t on the trail for ten minutes before the DeMille mother had ridden alongside Annabelle and I, with frank and blunt questions about the next time her daughters could spend the evening in Colt's wagon. I informed the woman who came by to ask that all would be dealt with in the evening. I couldn’t help the grin on my face when I caught Colt’s slightly alarmed eyes. The young man had no idea what was in store for him.

We camped that evening near a babbling brook, and while Colt and the scouts were out hunting, I met with the women of the wagon train. I informed them that we would have a schedule of sorts. Colt would be the final one to decide, but in the interest of reassuring those who feared for their next turn, I set each night aside for a different woman. I told them that if they wanted to join in with their friends, or any who were willing, that too would be acceptable. Several were unsure of being intimate while other women were around, but most were excited by the idea.

That evening Molly and Albert hosted Colt at their wagon. They were cooking him a great meal of Bison stew and flakey biscuits, made with the last of their butter. Molly set an excellent example for the rest of the settlers, inviting Helen and the DeMille daughters to join her around the fire. They all retired into their tent, and I saw Albert grinning with glee as he slunk into the corner, eager to watch the powerful alpha dominate his pretty little wife and her friends.

Colt bred all four women, Helen and Molly, in particular, exhausted the boy, coaxing multiple loads of his potent seed deep into their wombs. The next evening the DeMille mother hosted our leader, taking special care to cook him a meal of bison pie, with thick brown gravy and chunks of vegetables she had gathered for the special occasion. The woman invited me to join them, and I did with a warm smile. I took care not to insert myself in the mix too often, not wanting to seem greedy with my handsome boy’s time and energy.

The boy hadn’t even finished his meal before Becca DeMille was drawing his cock out and nursing on it, her pretty face in awe of its size. I drew Lucy to myself, touching and teasing the girl as we watched her sister and Colt make love. They were both pretty little things and more than eager for the breeding. Little Lucy proved to be quite the kinky girl, drawing Colt into her as she lay atop me, sucking and nursing on my enormous breasts as he took her from behind.

Finally, the two young women were exhausted, and I pressed Colt’s gorgeous form down and took him into my mouth, coaxing him to life once more. I rode him, sitting up, hands on his chest, my massive breasts bouncing with each meeting of loins. I watched the love and lust on Colt’s handsome face as I drew out our pleasure and felt my heart swell as he throbbed within me. The girls soon were on either side of us, both fondling and sucking on a massive breast, the sight enough to send Colt over the edge, and myself along with him as I felt him flood my depths.

The next evening Colt spent with Annabelle and Edith, the girls pampering him for hours, the three of them sharing a close friendship. The evening he spent with the scouts and his Lashwa, the three girls having formed a bond after the trip to the Shoshone.

So, it went for the next couple weeks as we trekked across the rolling hills of the highlands. We saw sign of herds of bison and even one large pack of wild horses far off in the distance. Colt watched the horses, and I saw him yurn to ride out and tame them, but he had responsibilities here. We saw no other humans, though, and during those weeks, our bond as a group forged itself tighter and tighter.

Each morning up early to train with firearms, careful to avoid wasting ammunition, and a little training in healing for the girls, then we were on the trail. It was late summer when we finally rode over the crest of a hill, and a shot came from the lead wagon. The first town we had seen in weeks and weeks was ahead. Trails of smoke rising from several houses in the early morning and a couple of farmers out working their fields turned to watch us ride in.

There was a large field set aside for wagon trains, and we pulled in there. Unloading, as the sheriff and mayor came out to greet us. I met the two men with Colt. The Sherriff was a portly fellow who carried his sidearm in a sloppy holster and the mayor, a small bookish fellow who wore a pair of half spectacles and the apron of a grocer.

“Greetings!” The sheriff called as he drew close, “didn’t think to find another party arriving this year, welcome to Ashford.”

“Greetings sheriff, I’m Colt, I lead this train, and this is Elenore.” The men shook hands the sheriff and mayor introducing themselves and doffing caps to me.

“We are looking to buy supplies and learn a little of the state of affairs out here in the west,” Colt said. The two men eyed one another before responding.

“You’re welcome to purchase what supplies you need.” The sheriff said, "The mayor here runs the general store, and I'm sure he would love the custom. I would warn you about staying overlong in Ashford." The man glanced around uncomfortably before continuing, “Things have been a might unsafe the past few months.”

“Troubles?” Colt asked, his eyes narrowing.

"The Barrow Gang has holed up in the green valley," the mayor said, spitting to the side at the name. “Terrorizing the territory for years and now they think to stake a claim here.”

“Aye, it's dark times hereabouts," the sheriff said, shrugging, "not much we can do. Sent to the government, requesting a posse to run the men out, but the last one they sent had twelve men and… well, they didn't stand so well against thirty armed bandits.”

“Have they been attacking wagon trains?” Colt asked, his voice steely.

“Aye,” said the mayor, and when the sheriff shot him a warning glance, he spoke up angrily, "No Ennis, the boy deserves to know the truth of it. I’ll not have more innocents killed, nor women carted off. It's gone too far!"

The sheriff shook his head, and then when he saw Colt's firm stare, he spoke up.

“The Barrow Gang has attacked several wagon trains, making off with women, spirits, and grain," he sighed a great sigh, resting one hand on his sidearm that looked to have never seen use. "It would be safest for you and your womenfolk if you just head on out tonight or tomorrow morning early before they learn of you. If word gets back to Barrow, there is another train before winter… he’ll most like ride out with enough men to cause you trouble.”

“Perhaps you’ve time to pick up some supplies before you repack?” The mayor said hopefully, “I have great prices on grain and cloth, got a shipment just a month ago from Chicago!”

Colt stayed silent, contemplating the news while Molly, Albert, and Helen spoke with the mayor about prices and goods. Helen had a list from the wagons of necessities. In just a few minutes, we had a large group that wanted to get into town. A festive aura around everyone as they got excited to see some new faces, and something other than hills, grass, and the back of a wagon. Before we went into town, I saw Colt holster his pistol on one hip after carefully loading it and his rifle.

It was a small town, a few dozen buildings, with a large saloon and general store across from one another. The merry music that drifted out of the saloon enticed several of the menfolk into it right away, as the women tended to the shopping. I took Annabelle through the store, and we picked out several swatches of cloth the mayor had just received, beautiful fabrics of white and blue that I planned to turn into matching dresses for us.

We had only been in town an hour before I heard a commotion from outside. The Mayor ran up to his door, his face filled with fear as he looked out.

"Dear Lord, I prayed they wouldn't come to town today," I heard him whisper as I stepped up beside him.

A half dozen riders were riding into town. Dirty, angry-looking men one and all and at their head rode a tall hatchet-faced man with tiny beady black eyes. I saw greed alight on the man’s face as he gazed out of town at our wagon train. The greed turned a dangerous gleam of lust and avarice as he noticed Annabelle standing beside me. The man’s eyes widened, and he froze on his horse, eyes traveling from my daughter to myself, a dark fire lighting them. I felt my skin crawl as he smiled a lascivious grin, then he swung down from his horse, doffing his cap to us and waltzing into the saloon. A second man swaggered behind the leader, tall and lean, and with the look of a cold killer. He stared daggers at anyone willing to meet his eyes, challenging them until they looked away.

I felt cold fear fill my guts at the sight of the bandits.

“That’s John Barrow himself,” the mayor said when I asked who they were, “along with Sixgun-Slate and their best shooters. Come to town for a bit of whorin’ and drinkin’. I better check on my Mary-Beth, she’s always in such a tizzy when they come into town." With that, he scurried into the back, fear writ plain in his every movement.

“Helen,” I called to the woman, “make sure everyone gets their business done quickly. I want us out of this place and on the trail before any trouble can start.” The woman looked over, fear in her eyes, but she nodded sharply then began to herd the others into motion. Heading into the back to harass the mayor into taking our coin.

“Colt’s in the stables, want me to go warn him?” Annabelle asked.

“You stay here with Helen,” I said, glancing at the saloon, "I'll go find him."

I hurried across the dirt street and over to the stables, finding Colt speaking with the stable master about feed and replacement tack for the remainder of our journey. He glanced up when I walked in and then froze at the look on my face. I told him quickly what had happened, and the stable master swore, glancing from me to Colt.

“If Barrow and his boys are in town,” he said, nervously glancing around, “That’s bad news, especially if Slate’s here. That man done killed poor Cletus last time they were in town, just for tripping in front of him.”

“Let’s gather everyone,” Colt said, striding towards the exit, “I want us on the trail in two hours.”

“Two hours?” Came a deep drawl from just outside, “Now that’s not nearly enough time for me to enjoy this gorgeous piece of ass.”

Slate, the tall, lean killer stood in the entrance, his dangerous eyes ignoring Colt as he looked me up and down licking thin, cracked lips.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

“Barrow done claimed the younger one, but I prefer them with a little experience,” he grinned wickedly and sucked at his teeth, “Like this blue-eyed whore. Hey, cunt, how much to see your pretty lips wrapped around my dick?”

I gasped at the man’s language, but he and the two men behind him just snickered. Colt stepped between Slate and me, cutting off the man’s sight.

“Outta’ the way boy, me and this whore are negotiatin’,” The man stood up straighter a hand resting casually on his holstered pistol, "Run on back to your Momma, let the grown-folk discuss business."

Things were moving so fast. I didn’t know what I could do to head off the violence I sensed approaching. A crowd had gathered, our people from the store, along with the mayor, standing on the boardwalk watching. On the other side of the road, most of the patrons of the saloon had emptied. Barrow, the gang leader, was leaning on a post, rolling a cigarillo as he watched, an amused smile on his face.

I suddenly realized that this was all performative. These men planned to kill Colt, no matter what I did or said. I felt the cold fear in my gut swell and nearly choke my throat.

Colt just stood silently watching Slate, with his own cold hard stare. The other man lost his amused smile, his grin twisting in distaste, but before he could speak, Colt nodded once and then stepped out into the street, his eyes never leaving the man. He glanced down from Slates, eyes to the man's pistol, and then back up, his hard stare turning amused.

“You gonna yammer all afternoon, or we gonna do this?” Colt asked, his drawl slightly bored.

The words cut through the watching crowd like a stiff breeze, shocking everyone. I saw Barrow look at the younger man again, reassessing, a niggling worry in his eyes. Slate just growled in anger and strode out into the street, pulling off his jacket dramatically, smiling around at all the watching people.

"Look at this pup!" Slate called, turning in a full circle, his grin confident and condescending, “Boy wants to get his self killed! That’s fine by me,” he grinned evilly, “Gonna take that sweet bit of pussy of his and let her warm my blankets… till I get tired of her.

“I’ve killed twenty men boy," he said, stopping three dozen feet away, feet planted wide, and eyes full of disdain, “fastest draw in the northwest, and that's a fact! You don't stand a chance!”

The handsome young man stood like a statue, feet spread, hands resting at his sides. He had a calm, almost bored expression on his face. I could tell, only because I know him so well, from the slight tension around his eyes, that he felt the stress of the moment. I felt a hand clutch mine and glanced over to see Annabelle, her eyes full of fear. I looked back and nearly missed the action; it happened so fast.

Slate drew first, reaching down for his gun. Colt’s arm was a blur, far faster than my eyes could track, suddenly his weapon was in hand, cocked and firing. Two slugs hit Slate, in chest and belly, tearing ugly black holes in the flesh. Slate’s face was stunned, his own gun half-drawn falling from nerveless fingers, blood draining from his body. In less than a heartbeat, the man had gone from bragging, to dead.

Colt moved like molasses as he raised his big gun. Face hard as stone, eyes, not on the man he faced but the outlaw leader Barrow. He pulled the trigger one final time, the bullet going straight through Slate’s right eye, blowing out the back of his skull. The man’s body dropped to the ground, and silence reigned.

Barrow slipped his cigarillo into his mouth and struck a match, cupping his hands as he lit the smoke. His men were tense, their stares alternating between the tall young man and their leader, hands on their weapons. Suddenly there was the sound of a dozen weapons cocking as our settlers drew pistols and unslung rifles. I was grateful and proud of the steady hands, and firm gazes as our people faced down the outlaws.

Barrow gave a curse and swung up into his saddle, motioning for his men to follow suit. He glared around, his dark beady eyes taking in every face until they rested on Colt. Giving a firm nod, he gave a small hard smile.

"I'll be seeing you again, boy," then he looked over to Annabelle and me, his grin growing wider, "Ma'am, darlin'." Then he kicked his spurs into the flank of his animal cruelly, causing it to leap forward. His men cast glares all around as they rode after their leader.

The boardwalks were full of silent, terrified faces tracking the riders as they lit out of town. Then as one, they swung back to look at the dead man and the tall, lean young man standing above him. Fear was thick in the air, the stench clinging to my nostrils. I felt no fear, though. I looked in Colt’s eyes, and their beautiful pale blue held grim resolve.

“What the hell have you done, boy!" Hissed the sheriff as he waddled out, clutching his hat in his hands.

"Oh, dear!" Said the mayor when he stepped out onto the road. Behind the short man, a tall, uncommonly pretty woman stepped out of the store, glancing around fearfully. “Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, this is bad, really bad!”

“I don’t see how it could have been avoided,” I said, the mayor’s weakness grating on my nerves.

“Barrow is going to exact his revenge on us,” the sheriff said, wringing his hat, “last time he lost a man, he raided the town, carted off a girl, and killed our preacher and the cooper.”

“How long after his man died?” Colt asked his eyes intense, freezing the sheriff in place. The man gulped audibly and licked his lips before answering.

“Noon the next day!” His voice shrill with fear.

Colt gazed off into the distance, and I could see his mind churning over the problem. He was playing a chess game several moves out, trying to account for all the pieces, but I saw him grimace in frustration.

“Annabelle run to the wagons and get them packed up and ready to start out,” the girl took off at a run, then Colt turned to Helen, “Helen, get Seamus and my Pa; gather all the weapons we have and bring them here." The woman nodded and followed after Annabelle. Then Colt strode towards the sheriff’s office.

“I need maps!” He called to no one in particular, pausing in the office door he turned back to run his hard-blue gaze over the gathered townsfolk, softening as he saw the fearful faces. He looked at me and found me smiling, approving of what he was planning.

“You’re afraid,” he said to the crowd, “You’ve been afraid for too long. My people and I will settle this outlaw and his men, and return to you all that they took. But I need maps and information if I am to plan a successful battle. So still your fears, and get to work.”

The crowd was frozen, but I clapped my hands together once, and they broke as if startled. Fearful and excited conversations sprang up all around as people scattered. The mayor's jaw was hanging open, and he looked around, finally spotting me and coming over with the sheriff.

"Ma'am, the boy can't mean what he says," the mayor said, "he has maybe ten men? Barrow and his men will cut him down and us right after!” The man’s wife walked up to his side, her gaze decidedly less fearful than her husband.

“The boy done killed his first man, and he’s gone power-mad with it,” the sheriff said, “please lady talk sense to him. Get your people on the trail and away as fast as you can. We can’t hope to hold out against Barrow with our numbers.”

“That was not the first outlaw Colt’s slain," I said, looking around, "You better do as that young man says, sheriff. I saw the look in his eyes, he has decided to fight, and there’s no turning him back once his mind is made up.”

“Is it true my lady?” The mayor’s wife asked, her voice filled with fragile hope, “The boy… I mean the young sir, Colt. That he would return all those outlaws stole?”

“If it’s in our power to do so,” I said with a warm smile for the woman, “then we shall. It won’t be easy, and all hands that can hold a rifle will be welcome."

“Blasphemy!” The mayor said aghast. “He plans to arm the women folk sheriff!”

"If you hadn't been so damn pig-shit stubborn, then our sweet Heather might never been stolen!” The woman said, wiping a hand on her cheeks, brushing away angry tears, and turned to me, "If you need more hands to help in your fight, the other mothers of stolen daughters and I will be there!"

“Mary-Beth!" The mayor said, surprised and angry. The sheriff was watching the woman speculatively, however, and when his gaze turned to me, seeing calm resolve, he nodded slowly.

“I think,” he said with a great sigh, “that we’re going to have to accept some new things if we hope to be rid of the Barrow menace, Mayor.”

The small grocer kept up his arguments with his wife, but the woman ignored her husband, and I saw her glance from me to the sheriff’s office speculatively. A spark of curiosity and desire alight in her pretty green eyes.

“Gather your friends Mary-Beth,” I said, “and every map of the area you can find and meet Colt and me in the sheriff’s office, we have plans to make, all of us.”

With that, I left the three of them and walked to the office. I found Colt pouring over a pile of notes written in a crabbed slanted hand. They seemed to be notes and reports from Barrow’s previous attacks. Colt was taking notes of men and supplies. Soon the sheriff returned along with a couple of townsfolk bringing in maps. Colt quizzed all who came, about the compound the gang had taken over, and the surrounding lands, filling in any gaps the maps might not cover.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

The sheriff had the best maps of the area. Colt had several pulled out, showing the trail out of town and the surrounding hills and valleys when Annabelle returned with a group from the wagons. I stepped out of the office and began directing the settlers to load and hand out weapons. They were a grim-faced lot, all having heard or seen the shoot out, but our people showed little of the fear I knew they felt. The townsfolk, on the other hand, were a nervous and agitated bunch, all except for the mayor’s wife and a couple of other mothers, who watched our preparations with hopeful eyes.

“You mean to fight, not run,” Mary-Beth said, stepping up to my side, "They warned you how many men Barrow has?”

“The sheriff mentioned thirty," I said, eyeing the woman, "but our scouts are out getting an accurate count now."

“Those bastards took my girl,” the tall, pretty woman said, her voice quavering, “stole her right out of my home.” She glanced back at the store where her husband fretted over his goods, “My husband just stood by and watched it happen, not even uttering a word of protest… when I think about what poor Bailey must be going through…” Her voice broke, tears in her angry eyes.

“If you’re unwilling to fight for what you love and what’s right," I said, not managing to keep the contempt out of my voice as I glanced around at the gathered townswomen, "Then you will always be the victims of evil men's predations. Especially out here where the law is weak… and fat.”

“I would fight!” Mary-Beth said, her voice filled with emotion and anger, “but what can a group of women do against a band of outlaws?!”

“A rifle kills a man just as easily in a woman's hands as a man's," I said, walking over to the cart of weapons Helen had brought from our wagons. "Are you serious about your willingness to fight and rescue your daughter?”

“I am!” Several of the other women voiced their agreement but fell silent as Mary-Beth went on, “But my husband and the sheriff never allowed women to be armed or learn to shoot. It's blasphemous, they say."

"Nonsense," I said, frowning, "Let’s see them try to argue that with Colt. He will set the men straight." I glanced around at all the townswomen who’d gathered, “All who are willing to fight will be welcome and armed. I don’t know Colt’s plan yet, but everybody that can carry a rifle and shoot will be welcome and probably necessary.”

“What if we never shot a gun?” One woman asked, her eyes wide with worry and excitement.

“Seamus!” I called to the man, who jogged over, “We have more students who need learning on the rifle, get those who want training shooting right away.”

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, doffing his cap.

The women were more startled by his respectful attitude towards me than they were by the rifles shoved into their hands. Soon he had them on the edge of town, shooting at bottles on fence posts, Mary-Beth the first to take up a rifle and shoot. Her husband watched with a frown of disapproval, but he kept his tongue still. The same could not be said for all the husbands and fathers in town, and soon Colt was striding out of the sheriff's office. He only had to glare once at the men grumbling men to quiet them down.

He sent Helen back to the wagons and had them finish their packing and get ready to ride. The order confused the settlers who were in town, but once Colt pulled everyone together and explained his plan, there was a general sense of excitement and angst about the coming battle. Thick winter clothes were pulled on, and he sent the first group out into the hills along with Goldie to get them into position. Mary returned with a count and news that the outlaws were restless but didn’t look to be heading out until late in the evening or early morning.

“Perfect,” Colt said a hard smile finding its way onto his lips, “I want everyone in place before darkness falls. Mary go inform Helen that I want the wagons on the move tonight, but at a slow pace, they need to be in position come first light.”

"Yes, sir!" The slender brunette said before dashing off towards the wagons with her orders.

"It's really happening," the sheriff said, looking around at the flurry of activity with slightly stunned eyes.

“You have your orders sheriff,” Colt said, fixing the man's eyes with his cold blue gaze, "Do you have any concerns?"

“No,” the portly man said quickly, “It's a good plan. We shouldn't have any problems getting the girls free unless the outlaws don't ride out as you figure."

“They will,” Colt said, “but if they leave a sizable force behind you and your men are to hold until we get there. If anything happens to us, you lot will be hidden and safe, at least.”

“Yes sir,” the sheriff nodded, wiping the sweat from his brow, he glanced towards the townswomen who marched into the woods, “You’re certain they will hold and do what needs doing?”

“Have you ever seen a mama bear protect her cubs?” Colt asked with a little smile, “I have total confidence in these women.”

His words carried to the women, and I saw backs straighten and fear replaced with pride. The sheriff still had a look like he didn’t quite believe the young man’s words, but he shrugged and headed off, calling the half dozen men along with Seamus and Henry, all of whom would ride with him for the outlaw’s compound and hide out in the woods Colt had indicated.

Another hour or two of preparation and the wagons was rolling down the trail, the townsfolk and settlers walking into the woods, bundled in thick coats and carrying rifles and blankets. When we got to the twin hills, Colt moved down the two lines, positioning everyone accordingly. I found a place next to Annabelle, the long rifle cold in my hands, and settled down for a long wait.

Colt’s plan worked on the element of surprise, that and knowing where the outlaws would ride from their valley to intercept the wagon train. That’s where the maps had been helpful. He suspected the outlaws had a spy in town. I saw the true wisdom in his plan as we sat, dozing in our thick blankets. Each group was a mingling of townsfolk and settlers, with none left behind to give warning to the Barrow gang.

The night was chilly, and the hours passed long and slow. Colt kept moving up and down the two lines, putting some to sleep and waking others to set watch, reminding everyone to wait for his command before they fired. I slept for a few hours, sitting with my back to Annabelle. The girl was frightened, I could tell, but all of the young women in town and the wagon train had been taking their cues from her since Colt had announced his plan. I couldn’t have been prouder of the poise and bravery she showed when she walked right up and took the first rifle Albert handed out. The others adopted her total and complete trust in Colt.

As I dozed, I dreamt of the heavenly homestead again, but unlike most of my dreams this time, I saw no great house and barn. Instead, I saw roiling black smoke and sensed a raging fire that cleansed the lands of darkness.

I was woken from sleep by Annabelle nudging my shoulder. My eyes snapped open, and I heard a whispered conversation from off in the woods. The night sky was just beginning to lighten with the dawn, and I could make out Lashwa speaking with Colt. He sent the native girl off, and I could see her run down our tree-covered hill to the other across the way.

Colt strode down the line stopping to whisper with each for a few seconds. Some he reached out a steadying hand and gripped their shoulder. Some he pulled into a firm embrace, whispering in their ear’s words of encouragement. Others, he simply nodded to once he had passed on his words. Then he got to the end of the line and pulled up before Annabelle and me.

“Barrow is rousting his men,” Colt said, “They should be here within the hour. I’ve been warning everyone not to fire until they see my signal, but nerves could get the better of some of them.”

“They will hold,” Annabelle said, brimming with confidence, “It's a good plan, and we all trust you."

“Thank you,” he said with a small smile, and I noticed the tension in him. I reached out and gripped his hand.

“This is our stand Colt,” I said with total confidence, “I had another dream. We don’t just fight for each other; we fight for our home.”

"Here?" He asked me, and when I nodded in answer, he looked around in the darkness and nodded, "So be it then. We’ll clear Barrow and his men out and build your dream.”

"Our dream," I said, meeting his eyes.

“Our dream,” he said with a warm smile.

Then he was off, moving quickly and silently through the trees. Then down and up the other hill to check on the people there. I could feel the tension and fear building as we waited in the cold. Colt’s plan hinged on the outlaws taking this one path to intercept our wagons. He had been confident they would take the trail through these two low hills, and I had trusted him. Now, as we waited those last few minutes, I worried that he had been wrong. I had visions of the outlaws catching our undefended wagons and ransacking them, carrying off or killing those few who had braved to drive them through the night.

I could hear others along the line shifting and muttering in fear that the outlaws weren't coming. Then far off and faint, I could hear the sounds of horses riding towards us. The air around us became supercharged with anxiety and fear. My heart was pounding so hard I could hardly hear anything; my nerves ragged as I waited long minutes for the riders to appear below us.


"Hold steady, ladies!"
 Annabelle said, her soft voice carrying along the line of hidden women.

Colt had positioned both lines up the slope of their hills, hidden just within the brush and tree line. Annabelle and I drew forth our rifles and lay down in the dead leaves and brush. All along the line, women were doing the same. The sounds of cantering horses grew closer and closer. I felt a wild energy running through me, the desire to fight or flee coursing through my veins. I could feel Annabelle beside me, shaking with the same emotions, but when I reached over to pat her arm and comfort her, she just grinned back.


The girl is enjoying this!
 I thought to myself.

Then I caught my first sight of the riders. Grime encrusted and slovenly the men slumped in their saddles. Weapons held carelessly in loose hands, some smoking thin cigarillos. There at the head of the group was Barrow himself. The tall, lean man with the hatchet like face. 


Chapter Twenty-Nine

The seconds seemed to stretch as they rode below us, slowly getting into position. I held my breath. Heart hammered in my chest as I slowly drew back the hammer on the rifle. My nerves were ragged as I waited for Colt's signal. The men below were nearly straight below us, and my finger caressed the trigger. I sent a prayer to the lord above that our people would be safe.

“NOW!”

Colt’s shout came from the other hill. The men below startled in their saddles, most blinking owlishly up in the direction of the roar. Only their leader reacted quickly. The man wheeled his horse and shouted.

“Back! It’s an ambush!”

Then his words were swallowed by the sounds of cracking rifles. All along, our line’s women took careful aim and pulled their triggers. I set my sights on the lean form of their leader but feared with the distance I would miss the man. I pulled the trigger and felt the rifle kick against my shoulder then to my joy I saw Barrow spin in his saddle, blood flying from his side. The man fell to the ground hard, and his horse reared, screaming and charging off up the trail. Most of the other horses panicked, dropping their riders on their butts, easy targets for the women who gunned them down.

Two riders, more daring than their companions, charged up the hillside towards us firing as they rode. I ratcheted my gun, aiming for one of the men, but Annabelle was already up beside me. The beautiful blond girl slowly walked forward, firing her rifle and ratcheting another round in the chamber, then firing again, and again. In seconds she’d dropped both men, sparing their horses, and was training her weapon on the remainder of the outlaws.

“Women?!” Shouted one man angrily as he drew his pistol, “Ambushed by women?”

Enraged, the man turned on Barrow training his weapon on the leader and fired point-blank into the outlaw leader's face as he struggled to rise. Then he turned, taking aim at Annabelle. I put a bullet between his eyes before he could pull the trigger a second time.

Silence reigned after that, cut through by the groans of the hurt and dying. We walked down from the hills taking our time, careful of any man still spoiling for a fight. None were, though. I felt my stomach roiling as I walked down and saw the dead men littering the trail. More than two dozen had ridden forth, and twenty-two of them lay dead or on the verge of death.

Many women had tears in their eyes as they saw what we had done, some paused in the bushes to be sick before coming down, and others retched when they caught a whiff of evacuated bowls or sight of a man they’d killed.

Colt stepped out of the tree line, along with the women on the other hill, and his searching eyes found Annabelle and me, and he sighed with relief. He ordered those who lived to discard their weapons, and most did. One man woke raging and defiant that he would never be taken by women, only to have Colt put a bullet in his brain from two hundred paces away. The rest of the men were compliant after that, tossing aside their weapons and allowing themselves to be bound.

The horses were the real issue. Two were wounded, and there wasn't a dry eye in our group as Colt put them down. The rest we corralled and tied onto leads. Twenty-two dead men lay along the trail, and five were bound and gagged. Then thrown over the back of their horses and tied down.

"You are all so brave," Colt said, looking around at the group of women riflemen, "but our task isn't complete. Your daughters and friends are still prisoners in the compound. If you can't stomach any more killing, I understand, but our job's not done until we get those women free."

None wanted to stay behind and so everyone mounted up. The outlaw’s horses were poorly maintained, and some women were forced to ride double when we assessed which were healthy and which not. The women avoided looking at the dead men scattered about the trail. Once we had finished dealing with the rest of the gang, we would have to come and bury these men, and that was a task none relished. It was a grim group as Colt lead us through the woods, to their compound.

An hour later, the sun just beginning to crest the horizon. We rode out of the tree line to see the green valley of my dreams spread out before us. Off in the distance, a tall snowcapped mountain stood proudly, and down at the southern end of the valley, a river ran, narrow in the late summer season. Near the center was a hodge-podge of poorly built structures. A farmhouse, half-completed, dominated the compound, along with a dilapidated barn and storehouse. There was a ring of men crouching down behind overturned carts, surrounding the storehouse, and I could make out the sheriff’s bulk behind an overturned wagon with Seamus and Henry beside him.

We circled and approached from behind the half-built house, using it for cover. We left the horses there, along with a small group of women, to stand guard over our prisoners. Crouching low and running across the open ground, a small group of us made it to the overturned wagon without a shot fired from the storehouse.

“You got them?” The sheriff asked his voice tense as we arrived.

“Aye,” Colt said, “None managed to escape. What’s the situation here?”

“Four men holed themselves up in there,” the sheriff said, indicating the store house, “dragged five women in there as hostages. They have been threatening to kill the women if we storm the building.”

Colt nodded and chanced a glance around the wagon, scoping out the building. He motioned Goldie over and whispered in her ears, the young woman nodded and dashed off, pulling Lashwa with her as they ran back, circling the buildings. In a minute, they were walking the horses with the prisoners tied over the saddles around the building.

“Your friends are dead or captured!” Colt called out loud and clear once the men inside got a good look at their captured comrades, “Give yourselves up now, and you’ll be given a trial instead of the rope!”

There was a low murmur of whispered conversation from within the storehouse. I saw Colt smile when an argument erupted within, cut off quickly by a harsh curse. He motioned the sheriff over and whispered in his ear. I saw the man’s eyes go wide with worry, but he nodded and scuttled off, grabbing another man as they circled behind the building.

“Leave four horses outside the door,” called a harsh voice from within, “Then clean your men out of here, and we'll go!"

“That will never happen,” Colt said, his voice hard, “We will burn that building down before we let you men walk.”

“We’ll kill the women if you try it!” The man called from within.

There was the sound of a fearful woman crying out from within the building, and I saw Mary-Beth glance up and mouth a name. She looked around and caught my eyes, and I saw she recognized the voice, fear for her child writ plain on the woman’s face. I moved over to the woman's side, gripping her hand in mine.

“You come out, unarmed, and you'll get a fair trial," Colt called, "You harm one of those women, and you die. Here and now.”

“Go to hell, boy! We're not coming out for nothing!" There was an angry whisper within the storehouse and then a short argument, ending with the sound of a harsh slap. Colt looked over and winked at me, and I gripped Mary-Beth’s hand tighter.

"Sheriff, they are madmen!" Colt called loud and clear, "Burn it down!"

The woman whose hand I gripped nearly cried out in fear, but I held her close, whispering in her ear, “Trust Colt, your girl will be safe.”


Her eyes met mine, and I could see the struggle in her as she fought to control herself. After a minute, smoke rolled out of the windows. The sheriff and his man had started a blaze at the back of the building. The sound of a fight breaking out within the storehouse and a single shot ring out, caused us all to freeze as we waited to see the outcome.

“Hold your fire!” Colt called.

I don’t know how he knew, but a second later, five young women dashed out of the building, crying out and covering their heads with their arms. I released Mary-Beth, and she hopped up, headless of any threat from the dark windows of the storehouse, and ran to her daughter.

"We're coming out!" Called a new voice from within. Three rough-looking men emerged from the building, tossing their weapons down as they exited and putting up their hands. The sheriff and several townsmen were on them in moments, tying them up.

There were no cheers or calls of celebration. The dirty, vacant-eyed stares of the girls were too gut-churning. Mothers pulled their girls into tight embraces, tears flowing as we all gathered around. The relief was palpable as the prisoners were led away. The sheriff was effusive in his praise of Colt’s plan and leadership, and more than one woman was eyeing the young man speculatively, sizing up the handsome hero for the job of son-in-law.

Long hours were spent picking through the buildings, and during that time, we were able to relax finally — the shock of the battle and stand-off fading. Colt ordered the buildings and the memories they contained burned down to the ground. The black smoke rolled through the valley long into the afternoon, carrying with it the darkness that had inhabited this place. Leaving behind ashes and dirt, the seeds of the homestead we would build here.

The men had their trial, and the noose soon after. Their victims testified to their vile actions. Though emotions flared, Colt maintained order, and in the end, it was justice that was served and not vengeance, and with that, the healing could begin.


Epilogue

There were no living descendants of the family that had first settled Green Valley. So, there was none to gainsay Colt’s claim to the lands. The mayor and sheriff were happy to have the young man settle not ten miles away. The story spread throughout the territory, and Colt hailed as a hero. A man of law and order. The town’s women often found reason to visit for the afternoon or even to stay the night, helping with the building of our homestead and sampling the young hero who plagued their fantasies and dreams.

Those first few weeks were a whirlwind of activity. The wagons rolled into the valley that first day. The settlers were finally seeing the place I had been dreaming of. One and all they fell in love with the valley. There were woods close by filled with lumber, deer, elk and small game. The valley floor had thick topsoil, perfect for planting, and the river access offered both fishing and an avenue for trade in the future. The Shoshone tribe bordered our lands to the east, friends, and allies for the years to come.

We broke down the wagons, and with everyone pitching in, we're able to erect a longhouse that would see us all through the winter months. Seamus and Henry said their farewells and took off south into the mountains for some prospecting and alone time, and to no one’s great surprise, several of the Stevens men followed soon after. Colt saw them all outfitted with horses, tools, and furs and made them promise to visit whenever they could.

Those who were left behind were busy with the tasks of trying to build a home from nothing. The work was fulfilling and energizing, and we all found jobs that suited our skills. Surprising talents emerged over those first few weeks. Men and women who were lost and useless out on the trail, showed remarkable efficacy when it came to making a homestead. Albert turned out to be an excellent architect and his wife Molly, a taskmistress that kept everything running without ruffling feathers. Basket weaving, smithy work, even a woman who had brought out a pottery wheel and pulled great vases that were fired and painted. The jars made excellent trade with the tribes.

There were challenges too, such as when we discovered that several women were pregnant at the same time, or when the first rains hit, and our thatch roof leaked. For the most part, things were good and happy. We even began felling and shaving trees so we could raise a manor house the next summer when the timbers and weather were dry. Albert had a whole plan mapped out, and he was constantly adjusting his drawings when another idea popped into his head, or someone offered a helpful suggestion.

The first night in our longhouse, we celebrated, feasting on roasted chicken and squash, the spirits flowing freely. As evening fell instruments were brought out and soon, we were dancing and laughing and having a merry time. The alcohol loosened many morals, and things got a bit wild that night.

It all began when Helen and Molly both drunk and filled with lust, pushed a tipsy Colt into a corner, and dropped to their knees before him. Albert watched on drunkenly, staring in fascination as his wife and her friend, worshipped the handsome young alpha with their mouth and hands. The music throbbed low and pulsing, the players entranced by the sight as well.

I felt slender arms reach around my waist as Lashwa pressed her firm young body against me. Her hands reached up, cupping my enormous breasts, and I sighed in pleasure, turning back and touching my soft lips to hers. Annabelle and Edith were dancing together in the center of the room, along with the DeMille sisters. The young women were slowly stripping one another until they danced only in their thin white shifts. Their firm young bodies were tantalizing in the glowing light as they passed a bottle back and forth amongst themselves.

I looked back into the corner and saw Helen pushing Sarah Stevens down onto a pile of blankets, kissing the woman’s stomach and womb softly, her eyes alight with desire and love. Mary had pressed Molly down, the slender brunette girl devouring the curvy redhead. Colt walked towards me, his naked body gleaming golden and glorious in the firelight. All eyes tracked him with either lust, devotion, or both. I felt eyes on me too, as Lashwa slid my dress down my shoulders, my body revealing itself in all its glory.

Then my gorgeous stepson, my love, my hero, lay me down, spreading my legs and mounted me right there in the middle of the room for all to see. I forgot about all else as I felt him drive deep within me. Pleasure exploded in my sex as I quivered beneath him. Our lips found one another, tongues intertwining, our hands sliding all over each other’s bodies as we devoured one another. I reached the peak of pleasure soon, and as my toes curled and the pleasure raced along my nerves from fingers to toes, I felt Colt flood my womb with his seed. I closed my eyes, praying that it might quicken within me.

Gentle hands were pulling us apart, and I watched with a smile as the four girls pulled Colt into their young arms. Annabelle led the group as they pressed Colt down on a bed, thin white shifts flying free as the girls pressed their nubile bodies to his hard-muscled form. Soft pink lips and teasing tongues drawing his cock back to stiff life as Edith pressed her sex into his handsome face, for him to feast on. He reached up and gripped her firm young cheeks as he tasted her. Both were moaning out, her from his expert tongue and him as Becca DeMille swallowed the entire length of his cock, and her sister Lucy licked and sucked his balls.


“I have wanted you since the first moment I saw you!”
 Whispered a voice behind me.

I turned, finding Goldie there, her eyes filled with lust as she looked up and down my curvy body. I smiled and pulled her into a gentle kiss, even as I felt her tentative fingers slide along my hip and up to cup one massive teat. The girl cuddled up to me, our hands exploring one another, teasing and touching. Glancing up at low moans of pleasure, I saw my gorgeous Annabelle riding Colt. All turned to stare at the sight of them. They looked like Greek gods as their bodies writhed together.

Then I was lost in the feel of the beautiful athletic body beneath me. The girl left shaking and breathless by the time I finished with her, and I turned my sights on Helen. The beautiful woman was interlocked with Lashwa and I saw Colt just pull his raging hard-on out of a trembling Stevens sister. The young woman swooning in the throes of her orgasm.

I rolled Helen’s pretty pale behind up and pulled Colt’s thick cock within. She arched her back in surprise and pleasure. Moaning out in joy as he drove deep within her. I bent over Lashwa, Helen and I both kissing on her neck and lips, her soft dark skin so sensitive to our touch. Then I felt Colt drive into me, and I shuddered in pleasure. He took the three of us, tireless and glorious in his unrestrained lust.

We were all lost in bliss for hours that night, deepening our connections and reaffirming our love. Colt was nearly worked to death. There wasn’t a single woman who would let the night pass without even a taste of him. The Stevens men and Albert were in heaven watching their alpha breed and dominate every female there.

Many women were bred that night, and come spring, I too found myself with child. It was a magical time in our valley.

That summer, Albert oversaw the construction of our manor house. With dozens of rooms and indoor plumbing rigged off a well, he had dug. We also raised a barn with the help of the townsfolk. Colt rode out that summer with Lashwa, Annabelle, and the scouts for weeks, rounding up wild horses that he planned to breed. Annabelle found her calling working with the horses, she was fearless so long as she rode with Colt. It was she as much as Colt who roped and reined in the mustangs and it was she, who founded the training program for the foals.

In the years to come, Colt would spend time as marshal of the territory. He was riding down rustler and bandits with his own posse of riflemen, riflewomen, and even several natives from varying tribes. That was years after we build our homestead, and he quit the work once the government set a permanent marshal. Returning to us and spending the remainder of his life fathering children and breeding horses.

As I gaze out at our lush, a vibrant valley, filled with children, crops, animals, and my beautiful loved ones, I can't help but thank god for this bounty. It was a hard journey, but we each grew in our way and found that what awaited us far exceeded anyone’s hopes and dreams.

THE END
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