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Chapter One

Every morning the same blue jay greets me. His endless trilling song would be annoying if I let it. Instead, I feel sorry for the poor guy, endlessly searching for love. As I stood in the doorway of my cabin, the slumbering bodies of those I loved behind me, I felt at peace with the natural world.

I love being up and moving when it’s still dark out. Every chore completed feels like it’s done before the day even begins. The sounds of wind in the trees accompanied the morning bird songs, and I felt a chill cut through my jacket. It had been growing colder and colder of late, and I thought I smelled snow on the air, but the skies were clear.

A sound caused me to turn my head, and I saw Grace stepping out of the house, her thin white nightgown swirling around her legs in the light wind. Her dark hair whipped out behind her, and I was staggered for a long moment by her incredible beauty. More than her symmetrical features perfectly sculpted lips and body, it was her poise. The woman carried herself as though she were a queen approaching her king.

Her pale blue eyes shone in the starlight. The pale light from the horizon, not reaching us yet. I felt my spine stiffen under her regard, feeling unworthy, and seen at the same time. She stepped close, and I folded her in my arms, feeling her shiver slightly.

“You should put on some clothes,” I said, with a grin, smelling the herbal scent of her hair.

“What would be the fun in that?” She asked with a little grin, turning in my arms she watched the horses Delilah was training, graze. “You’re head into town today to bring back Mrs. Sylvia’s daughter.”

“I do,” I said, curious where she was going with this.

“You still remember your promise to me?”

“I do,” I said, gentler this time, but when Grace turned to me, I didn’t see the jealousy or anger I worried I might. Her face was soft and understanding as she reached up and cupped my cheek in a cool palm.

“I’m not blind, John,” she said, “I knew the moment I saw Sylvia that you wanted her, and it’s obvious she wants you. But what we’re building here is more than-.”

“Hush,” I said, resting a calloused finger across her thick, soft lips, “you don’t have to say anything. What we’re building here is more important than that, I know. But by now you should know I’d never do anything to destroy this… or anything to break this intimacy.”

Her lips pressed together in a warm smile as she reached up, drawing my head down into a passionate kiss. When she pulled back a few moments later, drawing in a ragged breath, large nipples pressing hard against her soft white nightdress, she smiled wickedly up at me.

“Don’t mistake me,” she said, fingers toying with the buttons of my pants, “I plan to watch you mount that filly and make her yours… but not until she’s begging for it… not until she offers up her heart, wealth, and soul…” Her small fingers pulled my hardening cock out into the chill morning air, “And not a moment before.”

Licking her lips with an eager grin that I’d come to recognize and love, Grace dropped into a squat, holding her dress out of the dirt with one hand and wrapping her other around the base of my stiff member.

Her hot tongue slid from between thick lips and caressed the head of my cock. I sighed in pleasure as she kissed the head several times, tongue teasing the underside. Then her soft lips slipped over the head and took me in deep. Reaching down, I took her head in my hands, working my cock in and out of her mouth, loving the wet sounds of pleasure it elicited from her.

Unable to hold back from touching her form a moment longer, I took a firm fist full of her hair and pulled her to her feet. Grace yelped in surprised pleasure, knees pressing together hard as she bit her bottom lip, gazing at me with wide-eyed desire.

Using the control, my grip offered me I pressed her back into the fence rail, bending her back. Kissing my way down her slender neck, the feel of soft skin on my lips, trembling beneath my hot breath, was terrific.

My rough, calloused hand slipped between her soft thighs, and I grinned as they parted eagerly. Fingers slid along the outside of her wetness, teasing her outer lips and rubbing gently just above the clit. I loved the moan of pleasure she gave that picked up in pitch as my finger slipped inside her. Then my hand slid up her stomach and cupped one large breast as I drew her lips to mine, holding her close.

Our kisses were passion-filled, and movements almost desperate as she spun beneath me and gripped the fence, my thick cock slipping between her thighs. She rolled her hips up, and my dick dug into her pussy, rubbing on her clit. The sight of Grace biting her bottom lip, back arched like a cat as she ground her pussy along my cock was fucking incredible.

I took hold of her hips in two hands, gripping her around the waist as my dick slipped into her hot tight pussy. The familiar softness enfolded my girth, and I sighed in pleasure, not stopping until all of my length was buried deep, her dripping sex accommodating me comfortably.

There were no words, not loud and desperate grunts. One I was within her all was right with the world, and we took our time. The sun rose before us, the world awakened, all the while I slide in and out of Grace with slow, powerful thrusts.

At one point, she dropped her head, reaching back to grip my wrist as her thigh shivered and her pussy fluttered around my cock, cumming with agonizing slowness. But I never relented as I continued to fuck in and out of her with steady rhythm and strength. My own orgasm was building and building approaching ever so slowly. I would not be rushed, not with the sight of Grace’s massive breasts swaying so wonderfully, the feel of her tightness surrounding me, and the morning light kissing my face.

Grace arched her back once more, her soft walls trembling around my dick as she rose up on her tiptoes. Her breath hissing in short sharp gasps. I reached up, drawing her to me and cupping one massive breast, pinching the nipple. My breath hot on her neck, our bodies locked against one another on the cusp of orgasm. My cock was so thick and hard. I thought it might explode, and then it did. Gushing forth copious amounts of cum deep into Grace’s womb as she shivered in orgasm against me.

We stood, slowly catching our breath and separating with trembling hands. She gave me one of her secretive smiles as she settled her nightgown into place and slipped back to the house. The chickens were up, and sounds were coming from the house, and I heard Esther greet Grace as she stepped in.

Breathing deep of the morning air, I let the sun bake my face for a few more long moments, enjoying the warmth for a few seconds before the chill winds stole it away.

“Momma says I’m coming with you into town,” Delilah said from behind, startling me with how quiet she moved.

“It will be nice to have you along,” I said, turning a smile on the gorgeous blonde teen, “Nice to have a chance to run the horses as well.”

“That’s what I was thinking.” She stepped up beside me and looked out at the paddock, “I think the painted mare would be good for Jasmine. She’s sweet-natured but still can get up and go if needs be.”

“That sounds fine,” I said with a nod, resting my hand on the girl's shoulder as she leaned against me, “but we’re going to need a saddle, blanket, bridle, and tack for the girl, don’t forget that.”

“I was planning on lending her my old saddle,” Delilah said, “It will fit her well enough until we can get better. She looked like some Spanish princess, didn’t she, John?”

“She’s lovely,” I said, “Does it upset you that I’m supposed to marry her?”

Delilah thought about it for a long moment, and I was reassured that she was giving it real thought. I’d been thinking about earlier in the morning, wondering how bringing Jasmine into our dynamic might change things.

“I don’t think it will,” she said finally, “but it depends on what kind of person she is. If she treats you well and is kind to me, momma and Esther. And if she helps out around the place, like a good wife should. Then I think it would be grand to have her as a sister-wife.”

I started at that and glanced down at the beautiful teen.

“Sister-wife?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at her.

“I got plans for you, mister,” she said, grinning up at me, her firm round ass grinding against my crotch for one delicious second. Then she slipped out from under my arm, her blonde hair bobbing as she ran out into the paddock.

The horses all came in when she drew close, looking for carrots and treats she always carried for them. Delilah was a wonder with animals, horses, especially I was coming to find out. I traipsed back into the house after cleaning off my boots to find Grace had a platter of bacon, fried potatoes, and eggs waiting for me.

Esther and I spoke about her plans for the mine that day, and I let them both know Delilah would be coming into town with me.

“It will be good for the girl to get away with you,” Esther said with an approving nod, “Get a little sun and see some of the country. Plus, if I have to hear her beg me one more time to let her go riding… I swear she can be relentless when she really wants something.”

“Just keep her by your side,” Grace said, “I know you’ll be going into The House. It will be good for her to see what an establishment like that out here in wild country is like. I don’t want her out of your sight for even a second.”

“I understand,” I said, nodding, “I’ll gather Jasmine and be back by sunset. If we get delayed for some reason, just stay holed up here in the mountains, few in town know where this place is, and besides Sylvia and her sister, no one knows it’s exact location.”

“That’s small comfort if you don’t come back,” Esther said, “You make sure that doesn’t happen. Take you Pa’s rifle. I cleaned it up, and it’s a finer piece than you have. Give yours to Delilah. Since she’s started to listen, she’s been improving quickly.”

“Speaking of which,” I said, scraping my plate with the last piece of crispy bacon, “Let's get out to the range. I don’t want to skip a day, not if we can help it.”

Grace and Delilah were eager for target practice, and Esther was right; the girl had undoubtedly improved over a short time. She was no sharpshooter, but she could hit a log a hundred paces off, nine times out of ten when she had a steady position.

I felt uncomfortable at first, laying down with my father's rifle. The smooth butt pressed up against my cheek smelled of him. The scents reminding me of countless mornings spent duck hunting with him. Some of my earliest memories were of him teaching me to shoot back east. I put the thoughts aside, though, and focused on zeroing the weapon and getting myself comfortable with it.

Esther had been right. My father's rifle had a smoother action than mine and hit targets farther out with more accuracy. After thirty rounds downrange, I felt far more comfortable about carrying it with me from now on. As we prepared to leave, I stowed it in my leather saddle holster after giving it a good wipe down.

“You two hurry back now,” Grace said to Delilah as Esther double-checked the girls saddle straps and tied a package of lunch to the back, “I’ll have a stew bubbling and two fresh loaves of bread ready. The starter is nice and frothy now.”

“I love you too, momma,” Delilah said with a broad smile as she hugged her mom. She rolled her eyes at me, suppressing a wider grin and peeled herself away.

“Remember,” I said, “If anyone comes by-”

“I know,” Grace said, clasping her hands before her waist and smiling up at me patiently, “The rifles will be loaded and ready near the door. Don’t let anyone within a hundred feet of the house without a bit of lead in them.”

“Yea,” I said with a grin.

I stood there for one long moment, appreciating how amazing she was, and then turned to fold Esther into a warm hug. The slender blonde didn’t let me get away without a lingering kiss that left my heart racing. Then she stepped away, a crooked grin dimpling one cheek as she raised an eyebrow at the tent in my pants.

Thankfully I managed not to blush as I hauled myself up into the saddle. Esther put her arm around Graces' shoulders and waved after us as we rode out of the valley. The two women were so different and yet had found equal places in my heart.

Another equal portion of my heart was shared with the blond angel riding beside me, gazing up at the bird-filled treetops with a wide grin. Her horse Copper was a sturdy mare, that could easily be mistaken for a slow and plodding horse. A more in-depth inspection would find that she was strong and had excellent spacing between fetlock and forelimb and would surprise many with her speed and endurance. My own brown horse I’d ridden to town last time, and it had proven a good mount. He felt strong, and I sensed reserves never tapped in him, but so far, we’d done little more than canter.






Chapter Two

Once out of the valley, we wound our way down into the lower mountains and foothills. Delilah led us out into broad grass fields and brought her mare up to a run. The young mare she was bringing for Jasmine trailed behind on a lead, both horses with necks stretched out, hooves thundering across the fields.

My brown stallion darted after the first time Delilah put her mare to a run, eager to be be racing, and I let him have his head. The animal was a stayer, able to run for miles and miles, but he was nothing compared to Copper. That horse was fast as the wind when it wished to be, and only wore a faint sheer of sweat when we stopped after our second long run down a rolling slope.

Delilah was laughing in joy as we walked the horses up the next slope, and she turned, looking all around us. I thought she was appreciating the magnificent view of the plains on the far horizon and sparkling blue of lakes and rivers peeking through here and there, but then I noticed the familiar sparkle of lust in her playful eyes.

“Momma said you two stopped and had a picnic last time you came into town,” Delilah said, her sweet voice far too innocent, “I happen to have a blanket in my saddlebags, and I missed breakfast.”

“I think you skipped breakfast on purpose,” I said, teasing her gently. I gave her a wink and pointed down the slope to a small patch of thick green grasses with a little pond fed by a creek. “That looks like a good place to let the horses graze and drink. We shouldn’t stay too long though, it feels like the weather might turn.”

“The skies are clear,” Delilah said, looking up, “just a few clouds in the west.”

“Probably nothing,” I said in reply. I didn’t want to admit that I’d packed several old furs in my saddle blankets and tried to shift so she couldn’t see them peeking out the bulging sides.

“We’ll be quick,” Delilah said, throwing a smile back at me as she cantered down the slope.

Watching her blue eyes sparkle and the way her large firm breasts swayed beneath her top, I wasn’t so sure about that, but there was no way I was going to argue or complain. I rode behind her, appreciating how well she rode. Some people grow up in the saddle and ride like they were born there, and a rare few have the gift innately. Delilah was one of the latter. Whether at a run, a canter, or a walk, she rode as graceful as a fish swam in water.

We let the horses drink, and I tied them up to graze while Delilah laid out a large red and blue wool blanket. She unwrapped the lunch her mother had packed, dried meats, apples, a block of cheese, and some hard biscuits. She slipped a steel flask from her pocket, and I stared at with a questioning frown.

“It was in the bandit's gear,” she said with a blush, “I was going to throw it away, but its got blackberry brandy in it… it tastes like syrup and makes me all warm and fuzzy inside.”

I laughed at her impish grin and sat beside her. We ate a surprisingly full meal and had long sips off her flask. Finishing it off and getting a nice merry buzz going. The insects buzzed about as we spoke of the farm and Delilah’s plans for it.

She was dead set on certain things, and couldn’t be dissuaded. Only letting her mind be changed if it was demonstrated there was a better way. More often than not, there wasn’t. Where her mother had mastery over herself and her surroundings, Delilah seemed to have a master of animals and growing things.

I had in my head a specific style of barn, with stalls and a loft for hay and tools, tall and peaked. Enough for a few horse stalls and maybe a place for a milking cow. But Delilah talked about having a low horse barn with stalls for several types of animals. Extra stalls in case animals were sick or needed to be tied down. She talked about how to construct the roof to withstand snow and wind and still offer cover and ventilation for the animals housed within.

“And we need a loafing shed for sheep and goats. I think sheep would be best, we can sell the wool or spin it ourselves, once you get a few more wives. But goats milk is so wonderful, and mamma knows how to make the finest cheeses. Plus, their little babies are the cutest.”

“You sure do have a lot of plans,” I said, leaning back on one elbow and popping the last of the cheese into my mouth.

“You haven’t even heard the good stuff,” Delilah said, turning and leaning her back against my stomach and chest, using my like a seat rest, “Momma plans to invest your gold in some interesting ways for you.”

“For us,” I said, reaching up and massaging the girl's neck, her warm, soft hair tickling the back of my arm.

“Has there ever been a man as sweet and handsome as you?” She smiled at me warmly and bent down to kiss my lips.

The sun was behind her, framing her youthful features in a halo of glowing gold as it lit up her hair. Her soft lips met mine, and I was reminded how sweet she tasted, pink tongue darting into my mouth to tease my own.

Sitting up, I held her close with one arm around her back while the other slipped up the front of her dress to gather a large handful of her firm young breast. Delilah sighed in pleasure and took little nibbles of my bottom lip as we made out. I massaged the firm young tit and felt her large nipple grow hard beneath the material. Slipping free the top few buttons, I moved my hand inside her dress, needing to feel the soft flesh.

“You make me feel like an angel when you hold me in your arms,” Delilah said, snuggling beneath my chin, kissing my neck as I teased her, “You know I used to lay in bed back east and dream of the perfect mountain man… tall and handsome, kind, and powerful… a man who could keep me safe and make me feel beautiful and loved.” She turned her head up, staring into my eyes and licked her bottom lip, “I never dreamed we’d be so lucky. You’re more than I could have ever dreamed of, John…”

“Oh, Delilah,” I said, feeling emotions swirling up in me, choking off my words.

I crushed her against me, holding her tight as I kissed her sweet lips. What I couldn’t say with my words, I decided to show her with actions. Pressing her back to the blanket, I pushed her dress up and over her head. Taking a long second to appreciate her teenaged perfection beneath the bright sunlight. Her big firm breasts standing out proud on her chest even as she lay on her back, slender pale legs pressed together. The thatch of blonde hairs between her thighs glistening with her wetness.

Her perfection arrested me, and I knelt at her feet, spreading her shy legs and taking in her beautiful body. Delilah blushed for one second under my regard, then she spread her legs wide, hands sliding up her sides to cup her massive breasts, pinching and pulling at the nipples. The sight incensed me, and I bent forward, eliciting a gasp of shock from the girl as my lips met with her wet pussy.

“Oh, John!” Delilah moaned as my tongue teased down her outer lips, “Kiss it… yessss… right there… oh god… if you keep doing that… I’m going to…!”

The girl was so sensitive that I’d barely begun to work my tongue beneath the hood of her clit when she started to cum. Licking around the hard little nub in slow circles, I drew out her pleasure. However, when I slid a finger down her pussy lips, and accidentally grazed her tightest hole, she gripped my head tight between her thighs, screaming out in ecstasy.

Long seconds Delilah lay there, chest red, sweat popping out on her skin as she caught her breath. I moved up beside her, loving the sight of the gorgeous girl coming down from an orgasm I’d given her.

“At the end…” she said, cheeks blushing a furious shade of red and unable to meet my eyes. “You… and I just went… can you… do that again sometime?”

I laughed, deep belly laughs at her reaction, and she turned, a frown of annoyance on her face that faded into a shy grin as I folded her into my arms.

“I would love to,” I whispered in her hair, “and if you’re really good, maybe I’ll even use my tongue.”

Delilah shivered in my arms, despite the baking sun, and looked up at me with bright, eager eyes, nodding. Her little hands pressed me back to the blanket, moving quickly as they undid my shirt and pants, slipping them off my legs.

“I am going to be so good to you,” she said, licking her lips as she slipped a hand around the base of my dick, and stoking it slowly, the other resting on my thigh, “You’re not getting off this blanked until I drain this mighty thing dry.”

She bent low and planted a kiss just beneath the tip, and I bit my bottom lip, taking in the sight of her firm tits swaying and the swell of her hips behind. Then her soft lips slipped over the thick head, and I dropped my head back and sighed out in pleasure.

Delilah took me deep into her throat, the wet sounds of her sucking mouth filling the morning air. The girl moved up close, her legs parting my thighs as she wrapped her other hand around the shaft, fingers working in tandem as she rose and fell on my dick.

Each time I felt my orgasm draw close, she would back off, licking and kissing down the shaft softly and gripping the base in a tight ring of fingers and thumbs. After the second time, I lifted my head, frustrated, and saw her wicked grin.

She crawled up my body, still gripping my cock and pressing it into her wetness. Her slender thighs slipped don either side of my hips, and I sat up, drawing her into a deep kiss as she sat on my cock.

We both breathed sighs of pleasure as her tightness engulfed my cock. Then the girl was rocking her hips, nipping and biting my bottom lips as she worked my dick all the way into her depths.

Falling back on the blanket, we lost ourselves in the rhythm of need. My hands on the soft skin of her hips and ass, gripping hard and guiding her as she rose and fell, taking my cock from tip to root with each thrust.

“John… oh, John!”

The girl cried into my shoulder as she came on my cock. The sensation of her shivering body too much for me and I flooded her womb. We lay for long minutes, hands tracing one another's bare skin, letting the sun warm us. Then Delilah gave a cute little mewl of pleasure and slid off me, curling up and drawing my arm around her.

“We should head into town,” I said, but the girl just wiggled closer, gripping my hand firmly.

“Just a little longer,” she said, “I love it when you hold me.”

So I did. The sound of bugs buzzing and wind in the treetops almost lulled me into a doze. The busty little teen wouldn’t have any of it though, after a couple minutes of relaxing, she started to shift her round ass against me. My cock sliding between her ass cheeks.

Delilah turned back, reaching up and drawing me into a deep kiss, I felt her fingers slipped over the head of my dick as she rocked her hips. For one long second, my dick pressed against her tiny backdoor, and I sensed she wanted to push back onto me, then she shifted, and my cock slipped into her pussy.

We made love there on the blankets, slow and lazy. With her back to me and us on our sides, her whole body was open to my sight and exploring hands. The girl went really wild when I took her hand in mine and slipped it between her legs, moving her fingers over her clit as I drove into her with harder and harder thrusts. She rubbed her little clit to a massive orgasm as I pumped another load deep into her.






Chapter Three

When we cleaned up, standing and shaking out the blanket, Delilah's hair was a wild mane. As she stuffed the sheet into her saddlebags and got ready to mount up, I couldn’t help myself. Dragging the back over and bending her over. The girl gave a delighted giggle that turned into a squeal of please as I drove into in one hard thrust.

Skirts flipped over her waist, hair, and firm teen titties bouncing with each thrust, I had a flash of déjà vu. Only hours earlier, her mother had been bent over before me, making similar-sounding moans of pleasure as my dick dragged in and out of her wetness. Coating my thumb in her juices, I slid it over her tiny star-shaped opening, and Delilah arched her back, whipping her hair over her head and crying out in shocked pleasure.

“Yes!” She screamed, startling birds in a tree nearby, “There! Oh, fuck, right there!”

We came together, my hand slipping under her dress and gripping a handful of firm tit, as she drove her ass back into me hard. She was laughing as we slowly struggled to our feet, pushing her skirts down as she turned into my chest and rested her head on it.

“Are all men as… needy as you, John?” She asked with a gentle smile as she looked up at me, “Or are we just lucky?”

I didn’t have an answer for her, and she just patted my cheek. I saw more than a hint of her mother in her, and the woman she would grow into. She had a timeless beauty that would only ripen with age. When she managed to find this calm poise more often, she would become a truly formidable woman.

The rest of our ride to town was uneventful other than the first dark clouds came rolling over the mountain peaks to the west. We saw the first buildings and hour before noon and passed into the outer edges of town. The streets were mostly empty, the day quiet as most folks were out in the fields. A few women folk walked here and there on errands, but for the most part, the town was quiet.

Dismounting outside the general store, we tied off our mounts. Delilah came around, and her eyes were full of excitement as she looked around the small mountain town. Her eyes lit on the saloon, and she glanced at me.

“We shouldn’t,” I said, shaking my head, but her eye grew wide as saucers, and I couldn’t say no to that adorable face.

“Please, John,” she said, hands clasped and massive breasts press together alluringly, “I’ve always wanted to see the inside of a saloon.”

“Ok,” I said, finally relenting, “but only one drink, and then we gather up Jasmine. I don’t want to be stuck here any longer than we have to.”

“Deal!” She said, flashing her bright white teeth in a delighted grin.

It was impossible to be upset with her, and I put aside my worries as I held open the swinging half-door for her to enter. The taproom was mostly empty. With only two tables occupied in the middle of the day.

I held out a chair for Delilah to have a seat and felt eyes crawling across my back. Glancing around as I headed to the bar, I saw one of the tables had two townsmen at it. One man passed out drunk, and the other was well on his way. The other table had three men in rough clothing. The smaller of the three was staring at Delilah with avid interest, licking his lips as he did. The larger of the three was leaned back in his chair, and I felt my hackles rise when I realized he was larger than me. The cold, almost dead regard of the man's eyes was, oddly, more of a challenge than any curse spit by another.

It was the third man who made me nervous. He was of medium height and build with little to set him apart, except for sharp dark eyes. His were the eyes I felt boring into my back, and he watched me now, a hint of recognition on his face that made me uneasy.

I ordered two glasses of whiskey from the barkeep, figuring if Delilah wanted to visit a tavern she could get the real experience. When I turned back around with the drinks, the three men were leaving. The small man licking his lips as he cast one last longing look at Delilah before stepping out. The sharp-eyed fellow threw a final look back at me before following his companions. They mounted up and rode off, and I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that crawled along my spine as I sat down.

Delilah was none the wiser as she sniffed her whiskey and grinned. She took a small sip and coughed from its harsh taste.

“It’s no blackberry brandy,” I said with a laugh, tossing my own glass back, knowing not to let the vile stuff touch my tongue. The ‘whiskey’ in mining towns was usually nothing more than brown moonshine with a handful of sugar tossed after it’s barreled.

“It’s great,” she said, breathing in sharply at the burn in the back of her throat, “So tell me,” she said, looking around, “where are the card players, the ladies, the piano with its jaunty song and the drunken brawls?”

“You want to see those things?” I asked.

“Of course!” She said, and I was reminded once again of the wild spirit in the girl, “I guess it doesn’t get too crazy during the day. We should come back sometime at night.”

“We definitely should not do that,” I said, feeling a little glow from the drink.

“Aww, come on, I know you could protect me,” she wrapped her arm around my bicep and sidled up close. I spotted the barkeep shake his head and mutter to himself, a pained look of envy on his face.

“The best kind of fight,” I said, taking her glass and downing the rest of it, “Is the one that never happens. Come on,” I drew her to her feet, “we should get this taken care of.”

“I was drinking that!” She said as we walked out, and I caught a hint of a slur to her words and figured I’d done the wiser thing in finishing it for her.

She didn’t argue after I let her keep her arm wrapped in mine, and the girl wore a wide grin as we walked across the road to The House. The whore house was just as I remember it. The long building gave no hint on the outside of all that took place within.

When we stepped into the shadowed interior, I saw the same old woman, the same obscene display of soft cleavage on display as she sat at a table with a bottle of tequila. She looked up when we entered and gave me a grin. This time I noticed the shotgun laying alongside one of her legs, positioned so she could raise it a foot and blast whoever came through the front door wanting to start trouble.

“You came back,” she said with a bleary-eyed grin, “couldn’t stay away from old Mary, could ya? Want me to teach that pretty little thing how to treat a man as fine as yourself?”

“You can gum his dick all you want,” Delilah said with a touch of sass, “but you really think he wants to look down and see you kneeling before him when he could have me?”

“Oh, ho ho!” Mary cackled, pouring out another shot of mescal, “You got yourself a tongue girl. Good for you. But keep your lip buttoned when you’re upstairs if you know what's good for you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Delilah said, giving the woman a deep curtsy meant more for a ballroom than a whore house. That caused the older woman to give another hearty laugh before tossing back her tequila.

“Head on up, Sir, they’re waiting for you in the Mistresses office.”

We passed the bald-headed, soft-featured guards who were posted throughout the building and Sylvia’s office. I felt the same odd revulsion at their appearances as I did the first time seeing them. I wasn’t sure what it was about them, but something just seemed off. A towering seven-foot black man outside the office door let us in without making me hand over my weapons, which I thought was a victory.

The large office was warmly lit and filled with the sweet smell of tobacco. Slyvia and Lilliana lounged in comfortable chairs near the fireplace, with glasses of clear tequila in their hands.

“Welcome, John,” Sylvia said, her voice sending shivers down my spine with its seductive warmth, “And you girl. Delilah, was it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Delilah said, dropping a curtsy to the woman out of habit, once again it caused Sylvia and Lilliana to chuckle in amusement.

“Lilly, have the girls bring in drinks for your quests and then gather up Jasmine,” she looked at me with an apologetic shrug, “The girl’s having cold feet this morning. Didn’t even want to get out of bed this morning.”

“Is everything ok?” I asked as I took a seat in a chair opposite, Sylvia. Delilah sat in the chair beside mine, staring in open fascination at the Madame and her sister.

“Everything is fine dear,” Sylvia said, flashing a bright white smile, as her sister slipped from the room, “Tell me about your ride in, did you encounter any trouble?”

“No, ma’am,” Delilah said in answer, “It was a beautiful ride. Had a nice picnic near an oak tree and beneath the warm sun.”

“That sounds lovely,” Sylvia said, turning the full force of her personality to bear on Delilah, “That’s a nice dress dear, where did you get it from?”

“Thank you,” Delilah said, blushing and running her hands down the skirts, “I stitched it myself using an old dress of my momma’s as the pattern.”

“Well, that’s a rare skill,” Sylvia said, “Can you do it with any style of dress?”

“I don’t know,” Delilah said, “I suppose so if I got to practice more. Momma can recreate anything with needle and thread after just a glance, so I know its possible.”

“John, do you mind if I steal Delilah here for a few minutes? I have a wardrobe of the finest European dresses that are the most beautiful styles, but the most dreadful colors.”

“Of course,” I said, standing and helping the two to their feet.

“Just wait here, dear,” Sylvia said, patting my cheek with one soft hand, “It wouldn’t interest a man. My girls will be in with a drink in a moment, have a smoke, relax.”

Delilah flashed me an eager grin as she slipped out the small side door with Sylvia. I could see a small apartment within, complete with a narrow bed and a large makeup table and mirror. Then the view was cut off as the door swung shut. I retook my seat, breathing out a sigh of annoyance, and just as I did, the entrance to the office opened, and two young women came in bearing drinks.






Chapter Four

I felt my heart almost seize at the vision of twin beauty before me. Pale narrow faces with large dark eyes and thick red lips looked out at me from under straight, jet black hair. My heart was racing as they came in, one bearing a tray with four drinks and the second with a fifth drink held almost reverently in her hands.

The twins were dressed in identical outfits of black and white. The skirts short, and tops tight, laced in ruffles, and designed to highlight their incredible bodies. They were both small and slender, with perfect eighteen-year-old nubile frames, firm and supple. The latter came over to me and bent low, presenting me with the drink she held in both hands as she gazed up at me through impossibly long lashes.

“Sir,” the girl said as I took the drink from her, “Can I get you anything else? Anything at all?”

As she stood and folded her hands, she pressed them to her flat stomach and leaned back slightly. The placement of her hands and the angle she stood at caused her white panties to peek through the bottoms of her skirt, and I felt my cock throb despite myself.

“No,” I said, dropping my gaze, “This is fine, thank you.”

I took a sip of the harsh tequila and noticed the second twin had dropped off her last drink, taking care to set square patches of cloth beneath each. She came over and stood beside her sister, both mere feet before my knees. As I glanced up, eyes swimming a little, from the drinks earlier, I assumed. I tasted mint on the back of my tongue. Swallowing and trying to get rid of the taste, I felt sweat pop out all over my skin, and then my heart was pounding, blood rushing through my ears.

“Mistress never told us-.” Began the twin on the left.

“How handsome you are.” Finished the twin on the right.

“How are you feeling, sir?” The girl on the left asked, biting her tongue and swishing her skirt’s side to side, flashing me even more of her white panties as she grinned devilishly, “Is there anything-.”

“Else we can do for you?” The twin on the right purred slowly, biting her bottom lip, eyes bright as she watched me.

I struggled to focus on their words. My heart was racing and blood pounding through my veins, mind scattered as my lust grew to an almost uncontrollable level. I heard my knuckles pop and realized I was gripping the armrest of the chair so hard the wood was creaking.

“Are you ok, sir?” Asked the twin on the right, bending forward and resting a hand on my forehead. The contact lit a fire in my loins. Even more so when I looked down and saw round teen tits hoving before my face.

The wave of feverish feeling disappeared and, in its wake was left such a boiling sea of lust that, for one moment, I was blinded by it. My cock throbbed, nearly tearing a hole through my pants, and rational thoughts were hard to hold onto. I looked up at the twin teenagers and almost lurched out of my chair, mind filled with the notion of ravaging their little bodies.

Suddenly there was a loud crack, and all three of us looked down to see that my grip had snapped the chair in half, splintering the wood and even tearing through the fabric of the cushion, feathers covering the floor.

I blinked, finding a measure of reason for one precious second and clung to it for all I was worth. Desire and lust were trying to take control, and I marshaled all my willpower, mastering myself.

“I am… ok,” I said, looking up at the girls and releasing them. Stepping back on shaky legs, I asked, “Was there something in that drink?”

“Christina look,” breathed one of the twins staring down, the other followed her gaze, eyes widening and lips parting in evident desire.

“Oh my… It looks so painful, sir. Please allow us to help… Carmen, he’s ready.”

The girl bit her bottom lip, sliding a hand up my thigh and over my hardness, causing me to groan out in pleasure as her sister turned and bent over, reaching back and flipping up her skirt, showing me the wet spot on her white panties. Her sister moved beside her and pushed the girl's panties down, flashing me an eager grin as her sister's ass and bald pink lips were revealed. The twin bent over, looked back, biting her bottom lip, matching her adorable sister's expression perfectly.

The lust swelled in me again, nearly clouding out all other thought, and I half lurched up forward, but then a whisper of rational thought crept in, and I realized that none of this was right. I wasn’t acting like myself at all and was on the cusp of breaking my promise to Grace. That thought was like cold water down my spine, and I crossed my arms and gave a firm shake of my head.

“No,” I said, my tongue thick and numb in my mouth, “That will be all. Thank you.”

“Let us pleasure you, sir,” the kneeling twin said an edge of desperation in her voice, “You’re so handsome and-.”

“My sister and I want to so bad.” Finished the other twin real eagerness in her voice, almost an edge of pleading.

“No!” I said tone edged in anger, causing the girls to jump with fright.

I stoked my anger, the only thing capable of pushing back the desire that threatened to overwhelm my judgment at any moment. They looked uncertain for a moment, and suddenly things became clear. The single drink served to me, their desperation and quick, awkward seduction.

“You poisoned me,” tongue thick in my mouth, the girl's faces told me I’d guessed correctly. “Leave this room… in the next three seconds… or else…”

I wish I could have seen my face right then because whatever it looked like terrified the twins. Their faces turned white as a sheet, and they both leaped to their feet, apologizing profusely and shoving their dresses back into place.

“Sir, we are so sorry,” said one twin.

“Our mistress made us. You’ll be fine in a day-” said the other.

“Or two. Make sure you get plenty of relief… we’re still willing to-“

“We wanted you the moment we saw you.”

“If you ever want to have us both.”

“Out!” I roared, causing the girls, who had been slowly edging closer to me, to jump then dash for the door.

Just as the twins were slipping out, casting one last fearful and excited glance back, the small side door flew inwards, and Sylvia swept in. Her triumphant grin slipping when she saw the door close behind the twins, the wreckage of the chair and me standing, face a thunderhead and arms crossed. After the brief glance around, she looked at me with pursed lips.

“John, she has some of the most amazing dresses!” Delilah said, an excited grin on her face ignoring the chair and tension in the room.

A deep aching pain began in my balls. One that shot up through my guts, making me feel nauseous. The blood pounded in my head, and it was all I could do not to throw Delilah or Sylvia down, rip off their bodices and take the women right there.

“We’re going,” I said, my voice gruff.

“But we just got here,” Delilah said, her face falling.

“Go on, girl,” Sylvia said, holding the door open, “You can take whichever of the dresses you like. Give me a moment to speak with young John.”

“Ok!” Delilah said as she hurried back into the small apartment.

“Where’s Jasmine?” I asked, looking around the empty office nervously.

“She will be waiting for you downstairs,” Sylvia said, clasping her hands together and squeezing her massive breasts, causing my cock to ooze precum and throb painfully.

“You poisoned me,” I accused, trying to find my anger from earlier again.

“Such an ugly word,” Sylvia said, sliding forward across the carpet, her massive breasts bouncing delightfully with each step, “Poisoned. They simply flavored your drink with some Spanish Fly, an old family recipe, that’s all. Just to help you… relax. Many men find it beneficial.”

“Why?” I asked, stoking my anger, trying to use any edge to help me master myself.

“You are a strong-willed man,” she said, not bothering to answer my question, eyes staring at me in curiosity, “That was a powerful dose… I’ve never known a man able to make it a minute, let alone five without fucking the nearest hole on half that amount.”

Her eyes sparkled as she stepped close. I bit my tongue, tasting blood as I struggled to keep my hands at my sides.

“You have to forgive me, John,” she breathed, massive breasts brushing my chest, “I’m just a woman trying to survive in a man’s world. One who’s willing to do anything to get what she wants… anything.”

The fire in her eyes unsettled me, but thankfully Delilah spared me having to respond coming back into the room at that moment with a red silk dress covered in white lace.

“Thank you again, Slyvia!” Delilah said, coming over and wrapping the woman in a big hug.

The girl noticed my massive bulge, and her grin flashed wide befoe she released the taller dark-haired woman.

“It’s my pleasure, dear, now you three travel safe. Remember the invitation is open to you and your mother, feel free to visit whenever you like. You too, John,” her dark eyes alighting with an inner fire, “we would love to have you back and show you a good time.”

“I will!” Delilah said, pulling me out of the room.

When we were in the hall, she glanced down at the boner, straining my pants and grinned.

“Looks like you-eep!”

She squealed in surprise when I shoved her into a small room just down the hall. The door had been ajar, and I noticed it empty. My brain was boiling in lust, my hands shaking as I gripped the girl tight.

“John!” Delilah said, “What are you… Here?! Oh, yes, here! Let them all hear us!”

We didn’t even make it to the bed. Pressing her against the wall, I pulled up her skirts, my cock so hard it felt like it might explode at any moment. I felt a moment of remorse as I ripped her panties away, and she cried out, fearing I’d hurt her, but I couldn’t be stopped. My cock was out, and I shoved it into her roughly. Pounding her hard against the wall.

“Oh, yes!” Delilah cried out, head thrown back and legs wrapped around my waist as I gripped her ass, “Fuck me… hard… use me… make me yours, John!”

Then her lips were on mine. Kisses filled with a passion and fervency that I’d never felt from her before. Nearly matching my own mad need. Her hot lips were on my neck, then my ear, teeth clamping down hard as my fingers dug into her ass.

“I’m cumming,” she panted, “Cumming on your big cock… fuck me like a whore, John, make me yours…NGGHHH!”

I barely noticed her words, all focus on my throbbing need and the relief I was finally getting from the teens tight pussy. As she came, my cock throbbed, and I unloaded into her depths, feeling relief from the painful ache in my balls.

With shaky limbs, she settled her feet on the ground, and we separated. I felt instant remorse and opened my mouth to apologize, cock still almost painfully erect, but the edge was taken off my drug-induced lust. Delilah placed her fingers over my lips and shook her head.

“You better not be about to apologize for the hottest, wildest and sexiest things you've ever done to me.”

I closed my mouth with an audible click of teeth, and she grinned. Straightening her skirts and shaking out her hair, cheeks flush. Then she gave me a wink and slipped her arm in mine.

“Better tuck that monster away,” she said with a giggle pointing at my massive hardon, “We shouldn’t keep Jasmine waiting any longer… unless…”

“No,” I said with a rough shake of my head, “Let's get the girl and get out of here. I’m growing to hate coming into town.”






Chapter Five

I’d nearly taken Delilah up on her offer and had to stifle a groan of pain as I stuffed my member into my pants, balls still aching. As we walked down the stairs, they felt swollen and tender. When we got to the bottom, and I saw Lilliana speaking quietly with the twins, I felt my anger sparked once more.

“Where is Jasmine?” I growled, voice taking on more of an edge than I intended, causing the guards along the wall to stir.

One even gripped the truncheon at his side and frowned at me. I stared a challenge back at the odd-looking man, daring him to do something. With a start, I realized I’d clenched my hands into fists and was preparing to take a step towards the guard. A gentle hand settled on my forearm, and I felt the rage drain from me as the voice of an angel spoke.

“There is no need for anger, sir. Apologies for the delay, I am ready now.”

I turned to find Jasmine, carrying a heavy bag stuffed tight with all her possession. Her dark eyes gazed into mine with a shyness that touched a gentle place within. I felt the raging beast in my breast calm as I held her eyes. Desire and need still warred within me, but before such innocent beauty, it could find no purchase.

“Forgive me, my lady,” I said, all anger gone from my voice, “I find myself… out of sorts right now.”

“Young Master,” Lilliana asked carefully, “are you well?”

I turned to regard the woman, and she inhaled a gasp of surprise at the massive hardon once more, tenting my pants. Jasmine followed her aunt's gaze and let a similar sound escape from her throat, cheeks blushing scarlet.

“How are you still sane?!” Lilliana asked, glancing from me to the twins. The identical teens shivered under my stare, biting their bottom lips, nipples standing out hard against their thin tops.

“He drank it Mistress Lilliana,” one of the girls said.

“We did just like you said.”

“Lilly!” Said Jasmine, shocking me with the steel in her voice, “Dime la Verdad! Did you and mother use abuela’s tonic on my John!”

“A test, Jasmine!” Lilliana said, face suddenly nervous, “To see if your man is true, that is all! Por favor si fuera por ti!”

“Madre va a reibir una paliza!” Jasmine growled the words as she stalked towards the stairs, a snarl on her lips.

At that moment, one of the twins slipped a hand beneath her skirt, licking her lips as she worked the small fingers into her white panties. Panties wet from her desire. My cock throbbed, and the room started to spin as the scent hit my nostrils.

The lust was coming back. Like a wave, it rose within me once more. Mastering myself at that moment was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

Reaching out, I grabbed Jasmine’s slender wrist, freezing her in place. The girl turned back to me, hair whipping around as her eyes flashed in anger. With a firm jerk, she tried to pull her wrist free, but my grip was iron, and my wrist didn’t even budge. The girl licked her lips and stared up my arm, eyes tracing the muscles until they finally settled on my face.

“Add it to the ledger of what that woman's sins.” I said, feeling the girl's arm relax under my grip as she held my gaze, “But it doesn’t matter now. All that matters is getting you girls up into the mountains and safely back home.”

Jasmine stood there for a long moment, searching my gaze, then she glanced down. An eyebrow rose when she saw the cock straining my pants, and she turned her head to look at the twins. The girls cowered slightly, flinching from Jasmine’s mild expression.

“Nothing happened-,” said one.

“We swear.” Finished the other.

“Wait,” Delilah said, looking around in puzzlement, “what's going on?”

“I’ll tell you on the road,” I said, herding both women out the door.

“My mother is a cold, hard creature,” Jasmine said in bitterness, “who ruins everything she touches, my life especially.”

I frowned at her words, thinking this must be about far more than my poisoning, then the thought disappeared when we stepped outside, and I saw the dark grey clouds overhead. A cold wind pulled at our clothes as we walked over to the horses, and I looked around, already fearing what I would find.

The western horizon was dark with thunderheads. The makings of a powerful storm in the peaks and about to roll down over us. By my calculation, we would be able to make it to the cabin just before the snows came down, but we would probably be wet and cold from the rain.

“Let’s bundle up,” I said to the girls before we mounted up, “better to be safe than sorry.”

“I am bundled up,” Jasmine said, and I realized the girl was in a thick dress and coat already, “it’s always so freezing up here in the north.”

“I brought an extra coat,” Delilah said, digging through her saddlebags. “It’s a little moldy, though, sorry about that.”

“Thank you,” Jasmine said with a shy smile for the blonde girl, “that is very kind of you.”

“You’re welcome,” Delilah said, cheeks reddening, her blue eyes lost in Jasmine’s dark ones like a puppy.

I watched the two girls blushing at one another for a long moment and stifled a chuckle. They might be polar opposites in personality, but both showed the same embarrassment around each other. Delilah shook herself as if coming out of a dream. Then she brought the girl around to show her the horse she’d picked out for her.

“She doesn’t look like much,” Delilah said, “but she’s quick and smart and won’t throw you if she sees a snake.”

“She is beautiful,” Jasmine said, eyes shining as she fed a piece of apple to the animal, she turned to me, “I will care for her as if she were my own, sir.”

“She is yours,” I said, patting the horse's neck, “Her last owner won’t be needing her anymore, and it’s good for a woman to have her own means of transportation.”

“Oh, John,” she said, choking up, eyes filling with tears and unable to continue. After a long moment where I felt a stinging in my own eyes, she pulled herself together and gave me a nod of thanks, “I will never forget this kindness.”

“Come on,” Delilah said, with a grin as she pulled herself into her saddle, “She wants to run, and I can't wait to show you the paddock and gardens I’ve planted.”

Jasmine pressed her lips together, suppressing her elation as she swung into the saddle. The look of pleasure that spread over the tall teens face as she sat there, feeling the horse between her legs, caused my cock to throb painfully. My mind filling with images of the gorgeous teen riding me, and I had to clench my hands into fists to keep them from reaching for her.

With a growl, I hauled myself into the saddle and kicked my horse into a run. The three of us thundered out of town, and in my anger and haste, I failed to notice the watcher hidden in the shadows that began waving a signal as soon as he spotted us. Delilah saw the man and tried to point him out to me, but I was too lost in my own drug-fueled lusts to pay attention. Spurring on my horse faster once we got out of town, I let the wind pull at my hair, and the focus of keeping in my saddle, distract me.

Delilah rode beside me, her mount easily able to keep up, and Jasmine was just a half step behind. The girl rode like she was born in the saddle. Standing up and leaning forward, she wore a fierce grin as she heeled her mount ahead of ours. Dark hair streaming behind herself, she crowed in triumph, as with a final burst of speed, her mount surged ahead of Delilah’s and mine.

The three of us were laughing five minutes later as we pulled up to a walk and let the animals cool down. Delilah opened her mouth to say something to Jasmine when her expression grew curious, and she asked.

“Why would men be bringing dogs up into the mountains?” I turned to follow her gaze and saw a group of men in dirty grey uniforms break out of the tree line heading for our trail. “They shouldn’t have the animals on chains like that.”

I noted the disapproval in Delilah's voice distantly, my eyes scanning the group. I recognized three of the men, including one massive bastard who dwarfed those around him. One man was on his feet, the other six mounted. The man on foot had a pack of four savage-looking dogs that tugged and strained at their tethers.

“Those are my uncle's men,” Jasmine said, face white as a sheet, “Oh god, they’ve already found me!”

“Peace, Jasmine,” I said, my voice firm, “I won’t let them take you.”

Looking up at the sky, I saw the clouds were even darker than they had been when we’d set out from town. At this rate, the snows would be falling heavily before we made it back to the cabin. I didn’t like the thought of trailing these men behind us and leading them to Grace and Esther or fighting them in the dark storm. I came to a decision and turned my horse from the northern path home, heading deeper into the mountains.

“We’ll lose them in the high valleys and wait out the storm,” my voice had more growl than reassurance, the blood still pounded in my ears, and the waves of lust were getting stronger and stronger, making it hard to think straight. “Follow me!”

I heeled my mount and raced up into the trees, the girls following behind. I used every trick I knew to shake our pursuers. Switching back and forth on the windward and leeward sides of hills to try and confuse our scent. Riding our mounts up creeks and out the opposite bank to confuse trackers and dogs alike. Even dragging  a tree branch behind us for hundreds of meters to mask our signs of passage over loose soil. As the afternoon wore on, we lost sight of our pursuers completely, but I knew we still weren’t safe.

The winds picked up, and an icy rain began to fall as I led us across a large rock shelf and down into a hidden valley my Pa had shown me two years before. There was a waterfall at the far end, and several deep rock overhangs far enough away to be dry and surrounded by tall trees. Careful not to let the mounts leave tracks in the soft earth, we led them into a stand of trees as the snow began to fall in fat wet flakes.

Jasmine’s lips were blue when we finally dismounted, and the poor girl was trembling. I noticed she’d put on gloves, but they were red silk, embroidered with black stitching. Digging into my saddlebags, I pulled out my pair of rabbit hide gloves and handed them to her.

“Put these on,” I said over riding her when she tried to protest, “This storm is going to slow those men down. Right now, the cold is our enemy, and you aren’t dressed or acclimated to it.”

“He’s right,” Delilah said, pulling the blanket from out of her bags, “here wrap this around yourself.”

“Tha..nk you.. bo..th,” Jasmine said, shivering so hard her teeth chattered.

“Walk around,” I said as I unhooked my saddle belt, “and rub your arms. We’ll take care of your horse. Try to get warm.”

“No,” Jasmine said, face taking a determined cast, “I c..can care for her.”

Shivering under the blanket and her hands fumbling because of the bulky gloves she wore, she copied mine and Delilah’s motions. It took her longer than us, and it was getting dark by the time she finished brushing the animal down. I relaxed when I saw the hair of the animal's coats rising, knowing it would keep them safer than us in the cold weather.

“We should hobble them and tie them down for the night,” I said, looking around for a likely place.

“They won’t wander,” Delilah said, patting her horse's nose and smiling when it gave a snort of pleasure, “They’ll wait for us right here in this stand of trees.”

“We can’t be sure,” I said.

“Yes,” she said, turning her brilliant blue eyes on me, “we can. Trust me, John.”

I wanted to argue, and I could see from Jasmine’s face that she was worried as well, but I decided to trust Delilah. The snow was falling slower and sticking to the ground by the time we slipped from the stand of trees. We stashed our saddles and tack beneath a bush, covering it in woolen horse blankets to keep them dry. Saddlebags over our shoulders, I led the two of them deep under a rock shelf and found a nook that curled back into the mountain, almost like a cave.






Chapter Six

I left Delilah and Jasmine huddled together beneath the blanket as I went out to scout the surrounding area. The waterfall was only a trickle this late in the year, falling into a deep clear pool where I refilled our water skins. The small valley we were in was closer to a ravine than a valley.

When I climbed up and crawled up to get a better view of the surrounding landscape, I saw exactly where we were, tucked beneath a peak a good days ride south of the cabin. Our position was well hidden, at least for the time being. Once the storm cleared out, we ran the risk of getting pinned down here and would have to move.

Climbing down from my perch, I saw a flash of grey tail disappear behind a boulder high up the mountain slope. My hackles rose as I breathed slow, deep breaths to try and calm myself. Taking care not to make any sudden moves, I move as quickly as I could as I made my way back to the girls. I didn’t spot any more signs of wolves but remained alert. Pausing only to gather an armload of wood and a handful of dry bark from a fallen tree.

I found the girls huddled together under the blanket, whispering quietly to one another. They looked up when I came in and dropped the pile of wood. Jasmine’s cheeks blushed a deep red, and Delilah’s had an edge of excitement to them. Digging through my saddlebag, I hauled out the furs I’d packed and added them to the blanket covering the girls.

“How are you feeling, John?” Delilah asked as I dug a pit into the soft dirt, “Jasmine says that drug they gave you drives men crazy. Is it still… in you?”

“Yea,” I said, feeling the lust still threatening to overwhelm me, “I still feel it, but it’s a lot better now than it was.”

It was a white lie; I wasn’t feeling any better. In fact, my balls were aching something awful. Each step was torture, and I still had to struggle to control myself. I pushed the thoughts aside and finished digging the fire pit and lined one side of it with rocks to keep the wind down and hide it from anyone looking into our little cave.

The girls joined me next to the fire, Delilah extending the blanket so I could wrap it around my back and shoulders as well. We sat with our backs to the rock wall, careful not to put ourselves in a place we could be seen from outside.

“What now?” Delilah asked.

“Now we wait out the storm,” I said, “and pray it doesn’t last longer than a day or two because we don’t have any food. Once it’s past, we can head up to the cabin. If those men are still out there and follow after us, then we deal with them, like we dealt with the Sherrif.”

“How did you deal with the Sherrif?” Jasmine asked a touch of nervousness in her voice.

“Do you know how to shoot a rifle?” Delilah asked her instead, and when the girl shook her head, we both grimaced, “Don’t worry, John and Esther can train you. It all started before momma, Esther, and I arrived…”

As Delilah told her the tale, I stared into the fire. Watching the golden flames dance, I tried not to think about all that had happened over the past week. Whenever I did, my balls ached something fierce, and I couldn’t help but remember those incredibly sexy times with Grace, Esther, and Delilah, who even now sat pressed against my side. Hearing my name, I blinked and looked over to see a concerned expression on Delilah’s face.

“You don’t look good, John,” the girls said, “You look pale and your skins all clammy.”

“It’s the pressure,” Jasmine said, her voice barely above a whisper from where she sat on the other side of Delilah, “Mother and aunt Lilly told me about men’s… stones and how they can get backed up.”

“Is that the problem, John?” Delilah asked in concern as she reached between my legs to cup my aching balls.

The minimal contact sent lances of pain up into my stomach, causing me to gasp before I could stifle it. It hurt worse than being cut, hurt worse than a beating. For one second, the world disappeared in white pain. As reality came back slowly, I found myself lying on my back, Delilah sitting beside me, Jasmine peeking over her shoulder.

“This is bad,” Delilah said, looking at Jasmine, “How do we help him?”

“I think he needs… relief,” Jasmine said, face blushing a furious shade of red, “If he doesn’t get it soon, he might lose… function… down there.”

The girl's eyes had fallen to the thick long hardon pressing along the leg of my pants. Licking her lips, she shivered. Delilah gave a firm nod and reached for my pants, causing spikes of pain to radiate from my balls as she gently undid the laces.

“Oh dear,” Delilah said, face concerned but eyes excited, “I suppose we better help him then.”

“We?!” Jasmine asked.

“John needs our help,” Delilah said.

“I’ve never… the girls at school talked about…” her chest heaving and cheeks bright red. “I can’t until I’m married!”

“It’s ok,” Delilah said, “I was scared at first too. You don’t have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable. Plus, you’re going to want him healthy when he makes you a woman. His hands… the way he makes you feel… it’s the most glorious thing in the world. You can just watch if you want… Relax John, I’m going to take care of it.” She said to me, hand reaching within my pants.

“Nghhh!” I moaned in pain when she accidentally grazed one testicle, and when she continued, her movements were slow and careful, fingers dragging down my pants and fishing my cock out into the cold night air.

“Oh my…” whispered Jasmine, dark eyes opened wide and wet lips parted.

The girl moved up behind Delilah, pressing herself to the blond girls back and looking over her shoulder. My hardon stood up straight, veins bulging along its length, harder than it ever had been before. It looked massive in the faint firelight.

“Have you ever seen one so beautiful before?” Delilah asked in awe as she stared at my cock.

“I’ve never seen one,” Jasmine breathed, and Delilah turned to her in surprise.

“Not even in the baths or by accident?”

“Never,” Jasmine said with a little shake of her head, still staring at my throbbing member, “I’ve been at an all-girls school most of my life.”

“Careful,” I breathed, muscles tense as I struggled to ignore both the pain and the lust that made me want to rip Delilah and Jasmine’s skirts off and ravage them.

“Does it hurt?” Delilah asked, reaching out with a gentle hand and running her fingers lightly down the throbbing shaft. “You’re so hard…”

“Not there,” I said, breath catching as pleasure radiated out from her touch, “My stones… ache.”

“They’re swollen,” Deliah said, glancing up to my eyes and suppressing an eager smile beneath a concerned expression, “They look so full and painful.”

Her hand began to stroke my cock slowly, then she remembered where she was and glanced back at Jasmine with a faint blush only to find the girl watching her hand motions with avid interest.

“I’m going to use my hands,” she said to Jasmine, a hint of apology in her eyes.

“I understand,” Jasmine said, nodding, “would you like me to leave you alone?”

“No,” Delilah said immediately, “I want you to stay… that is… if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind,” Jasmine said, staring into Delilah’s blue eyes.

Something was going on between the girls. It had started back at The House, or even earlier. The shared glances and odd blushes hadn’t made sense to me until this moment. As they shared shy smiles, I saw the connection growing between them, and it warmed my heart.

When Delilah turned back to me and released my cock, reaching up to undo the buttons of her blouse, I glanced nervously to Jasmine, curious how she would react. The girl's dark eyes alternated between the blonde's large bust as it was slowly revealed, my throbbing cock, and my face. Whenever our eyes caught one another's, she glanced away quickly, blushing faintly.

I let out a groan as Delilah spread her shirt, framing the round young tits in white material. If not for the aching pain in my balls, making it difficult to move, I might have taken her right there and be damned with keeping an eye out. But I was able to marshall the last of my fading will power and hold myself in place. Sighing out in relief as she wrapped her hands around my cock once again.

Tits out, and focused on her work, Delilah knelt beside me and bent forward, letting a string of saliva coat my cock as she worked her hands up and down. Jasmine, eyes wide and breathing heavy, moved back to the rock wall to get a better view. Casually she reached up and ran a hand down Delilah’s back.

When the blonde turned a smile on the gorgeous Hispanic girl, my cock throbbed at the sexy look they shared. Without thinking, I reached up and slipped my fingers into Delilah’s hair, and Jasmine’s causing both women to gasp in shocked pleasure. Then I drew their faces together. It only took a gentle push from me, and the girls were locked in a passionate kiss.

The moan of pleasure that escaped their throats nearly made me cum, but Delilah wasn’t paying attention to my cock, and her hands had stilled. With a gasp, the girls broke their kiss, both wearing shocked faces and breathing heavily. They glanced at me, and I felt a touch of embarrassment for having witnessed such a special moment, and pride at having engineered it.

Then Delilah released my dick with one hand and reached up to Jasmine, with a final quick kiss she turned the girl to me, grinning as the Hispanic teen’s big nipples hardened against her shirt.

“You’ve kissed girls before,” Delilah said to Jasmine, drawing a single nod from the girl, who stared into my eyes, chest heaving, “but never a man.”

As Jasmine shook her head, Delilah ran a gentle finger down her soft cheek, and I reached out and ran a thumb down the other. A broad grin pulling her lips wide, Delilah drew Jasmine, and I close. A faint floral fragrance hit my nose, from the girl's perfume, and then all thought was shattered as her soft lips met mine.






Chapter Seven

Fireworks went off in my brain, feelings up until now I’d only associated with kissing Grace, roared through me, and I realized Jasmine had half to do with it. The other half was Delilah, who had bent low and taken my cock to the root into her throat. Swallowing hard and milking it with the muscles of her throat. As Jasmine and I shared our first kiss, the eighteen-year-old took my first load of the evening with a moan of pleasure.

Jasmine and I broke the kiss, a hint of shock registering around her eyes as she pulled back. Delilah sat up with a grin on her face and kissed Jasmine, her tongue sliding into the other girls who gave a start of surprise when she tasted my cum. Then relaxed into the kiss, her tongue dancing with Delilahs.

My cock still throbbed, not relenting one bit, and my balls still ached.

“You’re still so swollen,” Delilah said with a smile, “Lay back, John, this is going to be a long night… mhmm.”

“Need to keep an eye out,” I said.

“We will,” Jasmine breathed, her gentle voice soothing my worries, “Lay back my fiancé,” her eyes twinkled at that, and she moved up against my other side as Delilah took my cock within her thick lips once more, the quiet sounds of her sucking and stroking filling the shallow cave.

I reached around the girl's waist, unable to keep my hands off her gorgeous body for one more moment. Ever since seeing her at The House earlier, I’d been doing my best to ignore the girl's beauty, but I finally let myself appreciate all of her. Hand sliding down her back to cup her big firm ass and caress her big firm tits.

As Delilah sucked on my cock with almost slave-like devotion, Jasmine lay alongside me. The girl was tall and slender, with a beauty that seemed timeless. Her lustrous black hair hung in loose curls about her, framing a face with high cheekbones and dark eyes that danced with shy desire. She was as thin as Esther, but with wide hips and a firm round behind like her mother. Also, like her mother, the girl had a massive bosom, that her dress did little to hide. Her kisses were shy at first but not unpracticed. As she relaxed in my arm, her slender, busty body conforming to my side, and she gave in to the passion.

It was a surreal experience, making out with Jasmine for the first time, our touches tentative but eagerly exploring on another. All while Delilah worshipped my cock in her warm mouth. She sucked me deep, stroking it as she bobbed up and down. The girl gave herself over to the act.

The blonde’s hair kept getting in the way, so Jasmine reached down and gathered it to one side, pausing our kisses for a few moments as she watched Delilah blowing me with breathless fascination. I could sense the girl's hesitation and so made no move to guide her mouth to join Delilah in sucking my cock. Besides, Delilah had me well on the way to another massive orgasm.

Gripping both girl's asses in firm hands, I closed my eyes. My heart was still racing, and the pressure in my balls intense, as I grunted a warning to Delilah. The girl only moaned all the more, sucking harder, her tongue teasing the sensitive tip. She swallowed hard as I flooded her mouth again. Pulling back till just the tip was in her thick pink lips as the last drop filled her mouth.

Lurching forward, she pressed Jasmine back, surprising the girl who still held her hair in one hand. When their lips met, I felt Jasmine stiffen again and then groan in pleasure, their tongues pushing my cum back and forth between their mouths. Delilah pulled back slightly, licking Jasmine’s thick lips with a delicate tongue and grinning.

“Now it’s your turn,” Delilah said, her grin crooked.

“Ohh!” Jasmine moaned and glancing down I saw the blonde teen had slipped a hand beneath Jasmine’s skirts and from the sloshing sounds, she’d found the girl wet and ready for her touch. “Right there!”

Within seconds of touching her, Jasmine was cumming on Delilah’s fingers, shivering against us both, her hips grinding down into the other woman’s hand. When her eyes flashed open, breath coming in ragged gasps, she pulled Delilah into a deep kiss and turned to kiss me. Her tongue invaded my mouth, and my fingers dug into her ass as she lit the fire within me again, my cock already painfully hard.

“Show me,” Jasmine said to Delilah after breaking our kiss.

Turning in my arms, she knelt between my legs beside the blonde. Biting her bottom lip, she reached out and slipped a long-fingered hand into Delilah’s open blouse and cupped the girl's firm tit and glancing at me to see how I responded. My wide eyes tracking her fingers as they pinched and then rolled Delilah's firm pink nipple between them told her all she needed to.

“Aunt Lilly told me I would have to share him with you,” Jasmine said to Delilah, her voice a whisper as the girls touched one another, Delilah playing with the buttons of the girl's black dress, “So, please, show me how to please our man… You looked so gorgeous as you did it.”

Licking her bottom lip Deliah bent low, drawing the gorgeous Latina teen with her. As the storm raged outside, wind and rain drowning out the night sounds, a storm raged within me that I fought to contain.

As Delilah taught Jasmine, I struggled to still the beast within. The sharp edge of drug-induced lust had been dulled, but the sight of both girls licking and kissing my cock was causing it to swell once more. I nearly asked them to cease and let me sleep, but then dismissed that as its own form of madness.

Jasmine was eager, but also shy, showing a little fear of my long and thick cock. Her first kisses were tentative and gentle, her curiosity and lust slowly causing her to be more and more daring. Delilah encouraged the girl, coaching, and demonstrating. They traded the head of my dick back and forth between their thick lips for long minutes, tongues licking the head and teasing one another's when I warned them of my approaching orgasm.

Jasmine shied back, and Delilah jacked my cock, letting the girl watch as the long thick jets of cum shot up into the air, landing on her hands and my stomach. Skittish she might have been at first, but once she’d seen me cum and realized nothing was going to suddenly burst forth and blast her, she relaxed tremendously.

The ache in my balls was lessened but not gone, and with eager grins, the girls knelt back down. Long hours that night, they sucked me, pausing now and then to make out with one another. I lay back like a lion with his pride, reaching my hands up under the girl's skirts to finger and tease their pussies. My balls ached too much to contemplate sex, and we were so warm and comfortable as it was, I had no desire to change things.

Eventually, the girls slept in one another's arms, wrapped up tight in the blanket, their dresses in disarray. With all the play, Jasmine had never lost her top, and I looked forward to one day soon getting a glimpse of her massive cleavage.

The ache in my balls was nearly gone, and I no longer felt on the verge of raping every woman near me, but my heart still raced. Sleep wasn’t coming anytime soon, so I bundled up against the snow and slipped out of the cave, moving through the trees near the little creek, rigging some traps.

A wolf's howl cut through the storms raging, and I moved back to the cave after the third trap was set. I sat huddled up near the cave entrance, letting the little fire warm my back as I stared out at swirling snow, planning for both the short and long term.

The only warning that dawn had come was a faint lightening of the dark grey that hung over us. The clouds were still black, and the wind whipped hard over our small ravine. My stomach was rumbling when the girls began to stir. I looked over and felt a warm smile when I saw them snuggle in closer to one another under the blankets, gazing into one another's eyes with sleepy smiles.

“I need to go check on the horses,” I said, drawing their attention to where I sat.

“I’ll do it,” Delilah said, yawning and sitting up, then with a shiver, she laid back down, “Ok, give me a second, it’s cold out there. How are you not freezing?”

“My memories of last night have kept me warm,” I said, causing Jasmine to blush and duck down under the covers.

“Go get some more firewood before you freeze to death, silly man,” Delilah grinned at me and snuggled closer to Jasmine, drawing the Latina girl into a deep kiss, “I’ll check on the horses in a minute,” she said, gazing into Jasmine’s eyes.

I almost checked on the horses myself, wanting to let them have their fun beneath the blankets. Instead, I went out hunting firewood. The downed tree I’d used for tinder the night before proved to be the mother load. The snow was cold and dry, and once I dug down under the trunk, I was able to pull out armloads of wood. I had a knee-high pile by the time Delilah pulled herself out of the blankets and tromped out to check on the horses.

“How are you doing?” I asked Jasmine as she sat up in the blankets, trying to comb out her long dark hair.

“Hungry and cold,” she said, and I noticed her shoulders and manner were more relaxed than the had been when we’d ridden out of town the day before, “but I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.”

“Not even in a warm bed?” I asked with a teasing grin.

“No,” she said simply, turning her large dark eye on me as she twisted her hair behind her head, putting it up, she smiled, and her grin lightened my heart. “I’ve slept in warm, soft beds my whole life. But I’ve never had a night where I felt so warm, secure, and free.” Blushing, she went on, “Or felt so wonderfully wicked and happy at the same time.”

I didn’t have anything to say in reply and found myself once again intrigued by this mysterious girl. She was so beautiful, but kept so much to herself, her expressions guarded and subtle. The opposite of Delilah, who wore her emotions and thoughts on her sleeve. Perhaps that’s what fascinated the girls about one another.

“And my relationships with Delilah, her mom, and Esther do they bother you?”

“Just the opposite, in fact,” she said, her cultured voice touched with only a faint hint of Mexican accent now. It was funny how it came out thicker when her emotions were up. “The thought of sharing my life with a group of beautiful, strong women sounds better than anything I could have dreamed of in Mexico. Just promise me one thing,” the girl paused, cheeks coloring faintly before she went on, “That no matter how… wild things get. And no matter how much I… beg. I promised my Abuela that I wouldn’t get pregnant until I’m married.”

“I understand,” I said, “and don’t worry, I would never want or make you do anything you didn’t want to.”

“I know that with more certainty than any other woman does, after last night,” Jasmine held her hands out over the fire, warming them as she looked up at me through her long lashes. “With the amount of Spanish Fly my aunt put in your drink, I wouldn’t have believed you could control yourself if I hadn’t seen it myself. Sorry again about that.”

“You didn’t do anything,” I said, “It was your mom and aunt who did it, but I should have known better than to trust anything poured for me, and offered free, in a place like that.”

“That’s true,” she said and was grinning when I glanced over.






Chapter Eight

We both were laughing when Delilah came back into the small cave, stomping snow off her clothes in the entrance.

“The horses are fine,” she said, “better than we are. They managed to dig free a patch of grass and ate their fill.” She came over and took a seat by the fire, breathing out a deep sigh, “We’re ok on water, with all that snow and John’s canteen, but we could use some food. I’m starving.”

“Me too,” I said, “but we can survive a couple days without a meal if we have to. I’ll go out this evening and see if I can hunt up something close by.”

We sat in silence for a long moment, staring into the flames as the storm raged outside.

“What was it like growing up in Mexico and then going to a boarding school?” Delilah asked.

Jasmine spoke of growing up in Mexico with her grandmother in a small village. Her fondest memories were of working the farm and exploring the lands around their place. Then in her early years, her mother had sent for her. The girl had spent months learning English as she traveled by carriage to the east coast. The boarding school had been cold and remote at first, the girls even more so. Over the years, she’d found her place, working in the library and reading in her every waking hour.

“If I could spend my life lost in a world of words, I would count it well lived,” Jasmine said. “I know it’s silly, but wondering where I might be able to get new books out here in the mountains has been my biggest worry.”

“Momma has a trunk full of dusty old books,” Delilah said, “don’t worry about that. If you manage to make it through them, she’ll get another one out here for you. She’s been trying to make me a reader my whole life, but all I wanted to do was run outside and play with the animals.”

“A whole trunk, you say?” Jasmine asked with more than passing curiosity, “Tell me about your mother, and what it was like growing up back east for you.”

“Momma has always been the center of attention,” Delilah said, “even when I was a girl, and she never liked it. Aunt Esther says that’s the price you have to pay when you’re prettier and smarter than everyone else. I was never comfortable there, too many people, too many buildings, too few trees, and open spaces. There were a few years where… it was tough going for us.”

Jasmine and I sat in silence as Delilah talked about years of struggle. Money was tight, and food was often an issue, making things worse were the women of their town. Most were jealous of Grace’s great beauty and of their husband's lingering stares. They made life hell for the gorgeous brunette, and the women’s husbands didn’t make it any easier. They all knew it was only a matter of time before something terrible happened.

“It was one of our first nights on the prairie,” Delilah said with a shy smile. “Esther had a bottle of rum from her trip at sea, and we’d shared it around a few too many times. She spoke of her time at war, and the hurt it had done to her soul and heart and Momma… well, she was drunk.” I almost laughed out loud at that but didn’t want to break the mood, “That’s when Momma admitted her secret desire.”

“What was it?” Jasmine asked.

“She didn’t want to live as other women do, slave to a man, locked in the kitchen and milking shed, or raising the kids. She wanted to still enjoy her time in Esther’s arms. To build a family based on love, trust, and community… and make that family so big and strong that nothing could ever tear it down.”

“That sounds wonderful,” Jasmine said, a gentle smile tugging at her lips, “I’d like to live in that world someday.”

“You are,” Delilah said, reaching out and wrapping her arm around the girl's shoulders, drawing her close. “There are four of us now, and we couldn’t have asked for a better man. It’s like we’re sisters.”

“I’ve always wanted a sister,” Jasmine said, tilting her head forward and pressing her lips to Delilah’s.

The blonde sighed in pleasure, reaching out and taking my hand and drawing me into their embrace. As ways to pass the time go, there are few better than making out with two beautiful young women beside a fire.

We were all young and horny, but that afternoon we didn’t lose ourselves in lust. Instead, we exchanged gentle touches and soft kisses while staring deep into the eyes of each other. There were a lot of gentle laughs and sighs as we each drank in the other's beauty.

Just because we didn’t succumb to the wildest of passions doesn’t mean we didn’t indulge in pleasuring one another. Quite the contrary, we each took great delight in getting each other off.

Delilah and I slipped our hands under Jasmine’s skirts together, laying to either side of the girl, kissing her lips and neck as we teased her to the brink and let her drop back down several times, edging her to a powerful orgasm. Later Delilah and I spent long moments drawing the Latina teens top off, revealing her massive breasts to our feasting gazes, fingers, and lips. They stood out from her chest, firm and proud, capped in puffy pink areola and firm dark nipples. My mouth watered as Delilah reached out and slid her fingers beneath the heavy breasts, hefting it.

We lay her back, touch, teasing, and pleasuring the gorgeous teen until he rewarded us with a sharp cry of pleasure that was lost in the raging storm outside. Unable to help myself, I dipped my head beneath her skirts and tasted of her lovely pink lips, drawing out her greatest cries of pleasure as my tongue danced across her firm clit.

Though I tried to protest that they’d done more than enough the night before, the girls insisted on returning the favor. Once more, as my rigid cock came into view, the girls stared at it in fascination. They both tried wrapping their big tits around it, giggling as their tits pressed together, but it soon grew too cold and shivering they dragged the blanket over their heads, hiding from my sight and alternated between making out, stroking me, and trading my cock back and forth between their hot mouths. They lifted the blanket and let me watch as they jacked me together into their open mouths.

I passed out in their arms. Feeling warm and safe as their soft breasts pressed against me. The girls kept a watch during the afternoon as I napped, and when I woke up, I found the storm had abated somewhat. Slipping out of the blankets, I left a drowsy and hungry pair of girls to finally pass out.

Taking up my rifle, I wiped it down, checking the barrel and breach before reloading it. Then I bundled up and slipped out into the fading light. Hunger ate at my insides, and I knew if we had to go too many more days without food, we would be weak and sluggish if it came to a fight.

I’d spotted the small stand of conifers tucked back near the valleys wall, when we rode in. Taking care to stay downwind of the trees, I stalked into them. Taking up a spot near the base of a tree trunk, hidden behind two bushes, I settled in to wait.

The creek remained unfrozen, and the conifers kept the worst of the snow of a few patches of green grass and the bushes. I knew deer rarely ventured out in rough weather, preferring to find a deer yard and lay down to ride it out, but after a full day of the storm, I knew they would need water.

The cold began to sink into my bones, the chill stealing through me. It was dark out, and visibility was poor without the moon to light the night, and I was just about to pack it in when a flicker of motion on the other side of the creek caught my attention.

A soft black nose edged out of the trees a hundred feet away from me, a doe testing the air before coming out to drink. Something had made her skittish, head jerking this way and that but of her herd, I saw nothing. I was downwind and buried in snow, and didn’t think she should be sensing my presence.

Finally, she took a tentative step out of the tree line and bent her head to drink. Secure in my position, I let out a breath and depressed the trigger, offering up a prayer of thanks to god for the bounty. The gun jumped in my hands, the rapport of the gun bouncing off the mountainside and echoing around me. My round hit the deer straight though its mid-chest and dropped it to the dirt dead, having pierced the heart.

Slinging the rifle over my back, I shook off the snow covering me and tromped my way over. I was ten feet away from the steaming corpse when a low rumbling growl made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

Yellow eyes caught the faint light, shining from the darkness beneath the trees as the wolf slowly stalked forward. First, white paws and then a pure white snarling muzzle came into view. The deer’s corpse lay between it and me, and from the beast’s thin frame, I knew it was hungrier than me.

I started to back off, and the wolf lunged, darting forward and then away. Ice went down my spine as the wolf-packs tactics, taught to me by my pa, came back. Dropping to one knee and spinning, I had just begun to swing my rifle around when a giant black wolf crashed into me. The beast had been coming from behind to hamstring me. By dropping down and slinging the gun around, I’d somehow managed to wedge the stock and barrel into its snarling jaws.

The two of us fell into the creek, and the beast nipped at my face. I jerked back but felt its fangs kiss the skin. The wolf’s powerful claws were digging into my jacket, tearing through the fabric and thumping my ribs as it lunged forward, intent on my throat. For one second, the great black beasts’ hot breath filled my face, my limbs locked in fear, as I saw death approaching in its long fangs.

Then instinct kicked in, and the thrill of battle coursed through me. Time slowed to a crawl as I met the creature’s black eyes, blood pounding in my ears, and hesitation enter its gaze for one brief moment. The desire to live swelled within and my muscles corded, twisting the rifle and my hips at the same time.

The wolf lost its balance, falling to the side. Quick as lightning, it released its bite on the rifle, claws scrambling to jump away from me. I was ready for the move and snatched the back of the wolf's neck in a firm grip, causing the beast to yelp in shock and pain. Rolling up onto one hand and knee, I heaved, using the leverage of my hips to hurl the animal off into the darkness.

The black wolf disappeared, screaming in terror, spinning snout over tail. Snarling in savage joy, I was in a three-pointed stance, rifle forgotten, and long knife in my fist. The razor-sharp blade gleamed in the dull light, flakes of snow falling around me gently. Turning my head side to side, I saw dark shapes prowling around me, their throaty growls filling the night.

Once again, the white wolf crept out of the forest, her fangs gleaming as she bared them at me. My hand angled the knife, letting the blade flash in the faint light, and she stalked to the side, her growl sounding angry.

My blood was pumping, and the thrill coursing through my veins, but cold reason kept me in check. If I attacked these beasts, they would have my throat torn out in no time. I might take one or two with me, but what good would that do Delilah and Jasmine. The thought was like cold water being doused on the fire burning within me.

Careful to keep my movements slow, I crept over to the kill, the white wolf snapping and snarling at me as I knelt above the carcass, knees covered in mud and blood. Trying to ignore her, I cut into the beast’s belly and up. It was hard going, not being able to hang the deer up and drain its blood before carving it up, but my knife was sharp and my arms strong.

The scent of blood sent he wolves into a frenzy, and they nearly rushed me when I first started cutting on the deer, but a scream of anger and a slash of my blade caused them to shie back. The small white pack leader keeping herself front and center in my vision. The great black beast was back, limping now and prowling somewhere at my back, causing my hackles to stay on end.

Finally, I had the meat portioned, my arms and chest coated in blood. I hadn’t bothered to cut deep into the body, not wanting to puncture the bladder or bowels and spoil the meal. Hefting the largest portion, a massive leg, and thigh, I stood and heaved it out into the woods at the pack leaders' feet.

The white bitch shied away, snapping at me and then darted forward to take the offering and drag it away into the forest. Several of her pack ran off after her, thin creatures looking to steal scraps. From the sound of the quick battle that ensued, she put the scavengers in their place.

Turning, I threw the next largest piece at the great black wolf. It didn’t take the meat at first. Standing for a long moment, black eyes regarding me silently before it lowered it’s head and took up the offering of raw meat. None of the starving wolves challenged the black beast for its meal, keeping back as it tore into the flesh right there.

I cut free several large steaks and wrapped them in a strip of cloth from my bloody shirt. The pack leader was back by the time I’d finished, her muzzle bloody and the rest of the pack off in the woods feasting on what was left of her meal. She watched me along with the black wolf as I slowly backed away from the deer corpse, pacing back and forth, unwilling to approach the offered meat just yet.

Once they were out of sight, I turned and flew through the trees, heart-pounding, expecting to feel jaws clamp down on my neck or ankles any second.

The wolves let me leave, intent on their meal if the sounds of ripping and tearing meat were any indications. I barely noticed the cold as I heaved deep lungfuls of air and plowed through the drifts of powdery snow. The girls were standing in the opening of the cave. When I lurched into the light, both raised sticks of firewood, ready to bash my brains in.






Chapter Nine

“John!” Delilah cried, dropping the wood and rushing over. She stopped up short, a look of horror on her face when she registered the blood, coating me from neck to knees, “Oh god, your face! We heard you shouting and the wolves howling and didn’t know what was happening, and then everything went silent, and we thought the worst had happened. I’m babbling, come sit down, let me look at that eye.”

“My eye?” I asked, confused, suddenly weak from hunger and the shock of what had happened, “The blood’s not mine… deer’s blood… wolves came for the kill… fought them off.”

I pulled the packages of venison steaks out of my shirt and handed it to a wide-eyed Delilah, as Jasmine came forward, slipping beneath my arm and lowering me down to a sitting position against the cave wall. She helped me peel off the torn and bloody clothes, and I felt aches and pains I hadn’t realized were there. The worst of which was my forearm, where the wolves muzzle had raked four furrows into the skin and my forehead and cheek, which ached something awful.

I sat in my underclothes, heart finally slowing down as Jasmine pressed a wet cloth to my arm, cleaning it. Then she wrapped it in strips of clean cloth torn from the bottom of her dress. She and Jasmine were both silent as the girl worked, casting nervous glances up at my face and flinching away. I could feel where the flesh had been torn, and blood still leaked down my neck. My stomach roiled from their reaction more than the pain.

“How bad is it?” I asked, fearing the worse.

“Can you see out of the eye?” Delilah asked, her voice nervous.

“Yes,” I said, reaching up tentatively.

Jasmine reached out a quick hand and stopped me. With gentle fingers, she cleaned the wound, wiping away a vast amount of freezing blood from my face and neck. Her expression was so concerned at the beginning that I felt real fear, but the concern faded, and I could feel there were three relatively shallow cuts on my forehead and cheek.

“There was a lot of blood,” Jasmine said, “but it looked far worse than it is. Tooth or claw, it dug three shallow cuts. We’ll need to make sure it's really clean, infection is a bigger risk than blood loss at this point, but you may still need sutures.”

“You know medicine,” Delilah said, uttering the statement in surprise.

“It was one of the curriculums at the academy,” the girls said, her voice somewhat absent while she worked, but I caught the hint of a smile on her lips that belied her pride in the skill and at being useful.

As she worked, her proximity, and the firmness of her large breasts pressed against my arm had me forgetting the pain in my arm and face. Then my stomach gave a mighty rumble, and all three of glanced down at it.

“Either of you any good at roasting meat over an open fire?” I asked, hopefully.

“Not me,” Jasmine said with a firm shake of her hear.

“I will,” Delilah said, unwrapping the meat and using sticks to spit it out over the fire. All the while, she kept up a quiet rumble of muttering to herself that I pretended to ignore. At several points, Jasmine gave me pointed looks, driving home something Delilah said, and I would glance away sheepish.

“Patch the stupid man up. Goes off hunting and decides to wrestle with wolves… Gets his handsome face all cut up…Sure it's going to be a manly scar, but does he care we were scared half to death? No, he doesn’t, doesn’t even apologize. And for what?! Meat!? Men!”

I sat silently as the meat roasted, my mouth watering and stomach rumbling, trying to ignore the ache in my arm and face. The storm had begun to slacken off, but there was no knowing if it would pick back up at any time. We would have a full stomach in the morning, and I didn’t want to stay around the area any longer than necessary. Making up my mind, I informed the girls about my plan to head out in the morning.

“It’s good we’re heading back to the cabin,” Jasmine said, “We need to clean this face wound properly before it gets infected.”

“Momma is probably worried to death about us,” Delilah said as she turned the meat, “I hope she and Esther are ok.”

“I’m sure they are,” I said, trying to reassure the girls and myself, “Esther is a dangerous woman, and your mom is the wisest person I’ve ever met.”

After that, we lapsed into silence as snow fell outside, and the meat sizzled. Ten minutes later, unable to wait another minute longer, the three of us were tearing into thin venison steaks, so hot they burned our mouths, hot juices running down our arms.

The meal put us into better spirits, and Delilah even offered me a smile as she ate the last of her venison. Her annoyance with my manly deeds having passed, for the moment at least. The three of us huddled together beneath the blankets and furs after cleaning off. The warmth of our closeness lulled me into a doze in minutes.

I awoke sometime later to find the snows had stopped falling, and the girls had shed themselves of their clothing and were locked in a firm embrace. Arms wrapped around one another, lips locked and tongues dancing together, the scent of their sexes hit my nostrils, and my body responded. I turned in the blankets and instantly regretted it as a sharp pain lanced up my arm from the cut there, and my head pounded with a vicious headache.

“He woke up,” Jasmine said with a giggle, “I told your moans were too loud.”

“Your fingers are far too talented… mhmm, John, I need you in me…” the blonde beauty pressed her ass back against my hips, and I rolled into her, letting her slip it inside her wet depths.

Miraculously my aches and pains faded as her tightness slipped around me. Reaching up with my good arm, I gripped her hip and pulled it back into me, loving the sigh of pleasure she gave and the sound of her and Jasmine continuing to make out. Fingers slipped around the shaft of my cock as Jasmine teased it, and Delilah's clit together.

“It’s filling me up… deeper and deeper… oh, Jasmine, you have to feel him… I love this… mhmm!”

Jasmine picked her head up, glancing down at my big cock sliding in and out of her friend, and I saw the desire alight in her eyes. She bit her lip and glanced up and I knew what she was thinking. Reaching up, I took her by the back of the head, pulling her into a fierce kiss.

“Soon,” I promised, whispering into her lips as I got up, really pounding down into Delilah. “Soon, mi amore.”

I pushed the gorgeous teen back, her massive breasts swaying, and pressed Delilah's face into her slender pussy. The blonde moaned out in shock and excitement, and Jasmine’s eyes flared with pleasure as Delilah’s tongue touched her sex. Then the girls were moaning, Delilah eating out Jasmine out with gusto as I fucked her hard from behind.

Like wild rutting animals, we sated out lusts. Culminating in shuddering orgasms for the three of us, before we fell into the blanket and dozed for a few hours before sunrise. Delilah sat up as a guard, heading out early to get the horses saddled and ready for us.

Walking over to the creek to fill my canteen, pausing near a small pool of still water and peered at my reflection. My face ached even worse this morning than it had the day before, but the wound hadn’t opened up, and as I inspected the angry red cuts on my forehead and cheek, I felt a wave of relief at seeing just how close I’d come to losing my eye.

The wolf's fangs had cut deep furrows through the flesh and eyebrows and down into my cheek. Probing with a finger, I didn’t think the bone was peeking through, but it must have been a near thing. The act caused a trickle of blood to seep from two of the cuts, and I left it alone. My arm looked better, feeling like nothing more than a couple shallow cuts and a deep bruise beneath.

Snow was still falling but had lightened considerably as the three of us rode out from the little valley and down into the mountains. I glanced back at it in fondness, knowing I would always remember the two nights we’d spent there.

With a tap of heels to my horse's flanks, I led the two women north along deer trails, keeping to the thicker stands of trees where we could. The morning passed without incident, and an hour after noon, I saw a familiar peak after cresting a ridgeline and knew we were getting close. I got careless then, and dropped us down to a trail I knew, hoping to get to the cabin before dark. That's when we were spotted.

Two riders on a far ridge put spurs to their horse's flanks the moment they saw us and called out to the surrounding woods. Answering calls sounded, and I felt the hackles on my neck rise as the enemy closed in once more. Cursing myself for a fool, I shouted to Delilah, and she took off up the trail, Jasmine right behind her.

Ducking and dodging tree branches, I hazarded a glance back now and then, seeing no pursuers but knowing they were out there. Cutting ahead of Delilah, I led her and Jasmine into thick patches of forest, trying to shake our pursuers, but knowing it was probably useless. There was too little room for us to break away from them on the mountainside, and from the glimpses of our pursuers, I’d stolen they had a good nine to ten men.

“We’re going to have to set a trap,” I said after slowing down to let the horses breath. Evening was falling, and soon it would be dark. “We won’t be able to run the horses at night, that’s a perfect time.”

“How close to the mine are we?” Delilah asked.

“Close,” I said, “but I’d rather not show them where it is if we don’t have to.”

“Draw the men there,” the blonde's eyes sparkled with excitement, “I have a plan.”

“I can’t leave you two,” Delilah cut me off with an angry slash of her hand.

“You can and you must,” she waved behind us, “Jasmine and I will keep ahead of them, and stay safe. You lead them into that ravine, and I’ll see about getting some help.”

“From where?” I asked.

“Just be ready!” Delilah called, already wheeling her mount around, “Come on, Jasmine!”

The two women rode up the game trail, skirts waving behind them, firm round asses bouncing delightfully. I wanted to shout after her, feeling a wave of frustration at not knowing her plan or what to expect. Not riding after the two women, and putting my complete trust in Delilah, was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

Finally, I hauled on my reins and wheeled my mount around to skirt the stand of trees, knowing that would make the trail obvious and mask the number of riders. Whether she knew it or not, Delilah wanted me to lead the hunters into excellent ground for an ambush. If I could get far enough ahead, I could lie in wait at the top of the ravine and use the moonlight to pick a few of them off with my rifle.

I led my pursuers up into the mountains above the cabin, feeling both relieved and anxious as the familiar lands fell under my horse's hooves. It was impossible not to feel like I was leading wolves right into the center of my flock of lambs.

Slowing near a ridgeline, I let myself be spotted, knowing it was the only way to get all the pursuers into the ravine. Putting heels to my horse's flanks, I rode down into the gorge, praying Esther was someplace safe. I caught sight of the giant of a man riding hard for the northern side of the ravine, moving to cut me off from a good position to snipe them. The rest fell into line behind me, keeping to the cover of the treeline as they rode hard on my heels.

The sun sank beneath the horizon, and darkness stole over the land quickly with the dark clouds overhead. Dismounting, I walked my horse the last couple hundred paces until I found myself tucked up against the mountainside with the ravine spread out below me. I was tying my mount up to a branch when a wolf’s howl cut through the night, so close it startled the horse. The animal pulled on its reins, tossing its head and trying to pull free.






Chapter Ten

Leaving the horse to neigh and stomp its hooves in fear, I slipped into the shadows at the base of the mountainside. The trees around here were stunted and twisted things, finding little purchase on the rocky slope. The ravine’s edges were choked with dense trees and brush, forcing the pursuers to edge out into the empty moonlit space and climb after me.

I could see a half dozen men slipping up the edges of the ravine, weapons out and horses tied up below. My heart was hammering in my chest, I had no idea what Delilah was planning, and the not knowing was driving me crazy. I was just bringing my rifle up to my shoulder when a pebble stuck the ground beside me.

Moving by instinct more than anything else, I threw myself to the right into a manzanita bush. The stiff branches cut and scratched my skin, but I just managed to avoid being struck by a large boulder that came crashing down from above.

Rolling free of the bush, I raised my rifle and snapped a quick shot off at one of the silhouettes that stood outlined against the night sky. Luck more than skill guided the bullet, and I felt a thrill of satisfaction when the man cried out and spun.

The second figure, a giant against the night sky, reached out and tried to grab the person before he fell but missed. Toppling forward, the man fell and crashed against the mountainside, rocks, and dirt spraying out as they tumbled through the air to strike the mountainside just a few feet away with a sickening wet sound.

Raising my gun again, the massive figure ducked back before I could get off another shot. With a curse, I rolled free of the bush, feeling it tear at my shirt and skin as I did. Dirt kicked up near my head, causing me to scoot back under the rim of the ridge, as more rifle fire rang out from the ravine below. A strong coppery scent reached my nostrils, and my hackles rose as once again, the howl of a wolf sounded, only closer this time.

Cursing, I rolled onto my back just in time to avoid a boulder thrown down by the monster above me. I’d let our pursuers circle ahead of me, and now I was pinned down with enemies closing in on all sides. Snapping off a round at the man above me, forcing him to duck back before he could get an angle on me with his pistol, I leaped to my feet and sprinted along the base of the bluff, angling up the ravine.

A shout from below alerted me that I’d been spotted, and I heard the rapport of rifle fire a second later. I felt dust strike my face when a round skipped off the loose dirt on the hillside next to me, but by some miracle, the other shots all went wide.

With one mighty leap, I launched myself through the air and caught hold of the roots, the hillside shifting as my weight pulled on the stunted tree above. The sturdy old tree held, and I continued my swing, flipping my body up and releasing my hold to land on the ledge above. Searing pain ripped up the side of my face when it struck the rocks, and I felt blood trickling down my cheeks as I hauled myself up the last few feet.

My leap to the top of the ravine had hidden me from the shooters below, but they weren’t the only threat. The scrape of boot across the cliff face was all the warning I needed. With a heave, I pulled myself over the edge. The slope about me was littered with boulders and loose shale, and I lay precariously on a tiny ledge.

Hauling myself to my feet, I saw the giant man from the saloon dropping onto the small shelf. His cruel face twisted in a smile as he reached for the six-shooter at his side. I didn’t pause to think, my ears filled with the wind of my passing and a shrill scream from below, as I launched myself across the intervening space and smashed into the man, carrying both of us into the side of the mountain and nearly rolling out into open space.

Something hard as stone struck my lips once, and then a second time, as he smashed his elbow into my face. Reeling back, I caught myself just before falling back into the ravine. The big man turned, face showing little expression as he lifted fists the size of sledgehammers before his face and moved forward with short quick steps.

For one terrible second, I realized the fear other men felt when facing me. The only man I’d ever fought who was larger than myself was my pa, and that had been years before. Nature drives its own reactions within the body, and as his massive form blotted out the star and moon, a primal fear was sparked within.

We stood on a small shelf, no more than a few square feet of pebble strew rock. To my right, the cliff dropped thirty feet down to the ravine, where over a half dozen men crouched, each trying to take aim on me.

The man facing me didn’t spit or curse; he just advanced on me with fists at the ready and a small dangerous smile on his lips. He was too close to draw my six-shooter and would be on me before the gun cleared leather if I tried. I was still trying to find sound footing when a blow like a hammer struck my side.

Staggering back, I nearly toppled out into empty space, only managing to save myself by diving into the man and trying to wrestle him down. The big brute was ready for the move and hooked a left into the side of my jaw, causing black spots to pop out in my vision and my grip to break.

Arms like steel cables wrapped around my upper arm and neck, flipping me around. Managing to get my hand in between the crook of his elbow and my neck, I kept myself from being choked out. The man was a trained fighter, and I could feel his grip slowly settling into place, my air cut off little by little. The blood was hammering in my ears and the small wheeze of breath that escaped my lungs. Over the noise of our fight, another sound came to my ears, the clattering of hooves on stone.

The brute holding me glanced down, and I caught a glimpse of what he was looking at. Limed in moonlight was a wild and gorgeous figure riding at a full sprint up one rim of the ravine. For a long moment, the two of us could only stare as Delilah, blonde hair streaming behind her, launched her horse across the gap, throwing something behind her as she did.

The expression on the girl's face was one of frozen terror and excitement. My mind was trying to puzzle what she was doing when the item she threw struck a sharp rock, and with a ripping sound, it tore, spraying its contents all across the men below.

With the distraction, the man gripping me was able to slip his elbow under my hand, and with a start, I realized he had the grip now. Panic set in as the air choked off in my throat entirely, and I felt the iron-hard strength of his muscled cinching down.

Death was closing in on me, thoughts foggy as I struggled against the man’s hold. It was a wolf’s howl that lit the fire inside me. In the chaos of the fight, it sounded like it was coming from directly below me. Unable to think of another option, an image flashed into my mind that I’d seen years earlier. A wolf caught in a trap had chosen to chew its own foot off, instead of lay down and wait to die.

My vision darkening and hope fading even faster, I tilted forward out into open space. The man holding me grunted, issuing a curse when he what I was up to. Momentum was on my side, and our weight carried us out into open air. Moonlight reflected off the rocks below as they raced up at me, but I continued my roll, feeling the man’s grip on me loosen as we spun in the air.

We struck with a wet smack that knocked the air out of my lungs. I felt my ribs creak, several on the point of breaking, then I tumbled to the side and fell amongst the rocks and dirt. My head was spinning, and I couldn’t even know my name there for a few seconds, but I knew I had to get up, that at any moment the giant of a man would put a bullet in me or drop a rock on my head.

Staggering to my feet, I saw the sightless eyes of the man staring up at the stars. Blood leaked from his ears, and he looked dead. If I hadn’t rolled in the air, putting him below me, that would have been me torn and bleeding. My thoughts were still a jumble as I turned slowly, a deep growl coming from nearby confusing me.

Standing not three feet away, hackles risen and muzzle bared in a growl was the big black wolf from the night before. Blinking rapidly, I tried to order my thoughts, once more, the copper scent of blood hitting my nostrils. I was too out of it to be afraid. Instead, I just held up my hands and took several slow steps backward.

The wolf and I held each other's gaze, his growls slowly quieting until he stood silent and still regarding me with an almost curious expression. Reaching slowly into my pocket, I pulled out a strip of venison, leftover from our last meal, and threw it at the animal's feet. It glanced down, sniffing and snatched up the meat.

There was a scream of terror from the ravine below, and the wolf turned and dashed off, not giving me another glance. The rapport of a rifle shot was followed a moment later by the snarling sounds of a wolf tearing the man's throat out.

Standing on shaky legs, I looked down into the boulder-strewn ravine to see a horror show. Men raced into the woods and down the mountain, fleeing as they were hunted down by starving wolves. Blood and bodies everywhere. None of it made sense to my concussed brain, and when I went to walk down into the ravine, a voice calling my name caught my attention.

“John, come on!” Jasmine waved me over to where she and Delilah sat their horses on the other side of the ravine.

The animals danced to the side, eyes rolling in their heads, nostrils flaring as the scent of the wolves came to them. Delilah kept them under control, and as I staggered over to them, mind clearing and my head and body started to hurt something awful. Reaching for the reins of my horse that Jasmine held, I swung up into the saddle, needing two tries to get up.

“Jasmine, ride behind him,” Delilahs said, starting down the narrow trail, “make sure he doesn’t fall out of the saddle.”

“Wait,” I said, looking back at the base of the cliff. Blinking away the last of the fog, I felt my hackles rise when I saw the sharp rock I’d landed on lay empty, the giant who'd landed beneath me was nowhere in sight. My hackles rose, and I was about to say we couldn’t leave until I found and dealt with the man, but a wolf’s snarl nearby set our horses moving with quick steps.

Blood coated the side of my face from the cuts that had opened up, and my ribs ached something awful. I kept quiet as Delilah led us down into the deeper forests. We pulled up in a thick stand of trees, our heavy breathing joining in with the night sounds around us.

“What happened?” I asked, wincing as the sound of my own voice set my head pounding all the harder.

“Delilah is a witch,” Jasmine said, her voice filled with fierce pride, “she rode up into the mountains and came down with a pack of wolves and led them on our enemies.”

“How?” I asked of the blushing blonde.

“You said the wolves were starving,” she said, patting her horse on the neck gently, settling it down, “and I knew they’d be out hunting tonight. With the wind blowing north to south, they were sure to pick up the scent of the men and their horses.” She held up an empty waterskin, and I noticed there was a strip of cloth wrapped around her arm, stained dark with something I couldn’t make out in the darkness, but was certain was blood.

“Quick work with a knife and I had a bag of both mine and Copper’s blood,” Delilah said. “The perfect scent to draw a starving pack to attack a  group of men.”

“I saw the men scatter,” I said, “but they’ll regroup in the morning. Those who survive. We should get moving.”

Passing Delilah, I reached out and gripped her shoulder, sharing a fierce smile with her and showing my profound gratitude. The girl's bravery wasn’t surprising, but her quick thinking was, and I found myself eternally grateful to her as we picked our way down the mountainside under the light of the moon.

We passed within several hundred meters of the mine, and I was reassured to see that it was completely hidden. Esther had done a great job of never taking the same path each day, and there wouldn’t be a beaten trail anywhere. With the thick layer of freshly fallen snow covering everything, it would be impossible for anyone who didn’t know the precise location to find it.

The three of us were exhausted and spent by the time we swung down from our saddles near the paddock. The cabin door slammed open, and I turned to find Grace and Esther running to us. Despite the tall blondes long legs, Grace raced ahead of her, holding up her skirts with one hand, eyes locked on me. She pulled up before she threw herself into my arms, mouth open as she reached out and ran gentle fingers down the torn skin of my face.

“Dear lord,” she breathed, looking around quickly as if remembering something and seeing Delilah and Jasmine there and safe, “What happened to you kids? We were worried, sick.”

“Men, hunting us,” I said, and Esther snatched the rifle out of my saddle holster and scanned the surrounding dark woods, “They are Esposito’s men, chased us into the mountains then we got stuck in the storm, had to ride out the weather.”

“Come, let's get you three inside and safe. Then I can fixe you up,” Grace said.

“See to John, momma,” Delilah said, and I saw Grace glance to her daughter in surprise, “Jasmine and I will be in after seeing to the horses.”

“Don’t bother unsaddling them,” Esther said, still scanning the treeline, “Grace and I have been talking, and a trip to the city might be just what we need, before the winter snows set in and lock us down.”

“That’s a week-long journey,” I said.

“We need supplies,” Esther said, “and tools if we ever plan to get serious about the mine. We can’t order them in town, not without alerting everyone to what we’re doing up here, and I don’t trust that place anymore.”

“It’s a good plan,” Delilah said, re-cinching her saddle girth, “we can get Jasmine out of here for a few weeks and let things calm down before we come back for winter.”

I could see her excitement at getting back in the saddle. Even after everything had happened over the last few days, the girl was eager to be moving, always ready for an adventure.

“What do you say, Jasmine?” I asked the gorgeous Latina.

“I’ve been on the road for weeks already,” she said, shrugging, “and I’d rather get as far away from Uncle Esposito as I can. Plus, I’ve always wanted to see San Francisco and the ocean.”

“That settles it,” Grace said, “Esther, Delilah, get the horses saddled and packed. We’ll all ride, no sense letting a cart slow us down. Jasmine, you can help me see to John’s injuries before we go, those cuts might need a stitch or two, and I could use the extra hands.”






Epilogue

Like a boulder in a creek, I let the women flow around me as I took in the sight of my farm, cabin, and the surrounding mountain peaks. Even in the darkness of night, I could see them plain as the hairs on the back of my hands. The thought of leaving this place that had become so deeply rooted in my soul was both terrifying and exhilarating. I’d never been to San Francisco either and had always dreamed of seeing the pirates of the Barbary Coast.

A small warm hand slipped in mine, breaking my reverie, and I glanced down to see Grace looking up at me with a slow smile. We shared a moment, grateful to be alive and together again, then I let her lead me the cabins back bedroom. There was no time to heat water, so I got a harsh scrubbing with clean rags and cold water.

From the moment Grace settled me onto a stool and removed my bloody, ruined shirt, I grew intrigued by the dynamic forming between her and Jasmine. The Mexican teen was taller and looked nothing like Grace, but they shared a similar way about themselves.

Grace’s motions were slow and methodical, with perfect attention to detail. Jasmine stood just behind the woman’s shoulder, observing her ministrations with a focus that I would’ve found unsettling if I didn’t see the same attention mirrored on Grace’s face as she cared for my wounds.

As Grace worked, she instructed, probing Jasmine with questions to see what the girl knew and didn’t. When she clipped a strand of black thread and fitted it into a needle, she sent the girl to get some whiskey from the cupboard. When the girl slipped out of the room, the older woman threw herself in my arms, soft fingers on my shoulders, she rained light kisses on my cheeks, neck, and mashed lips.

“We thought you were captured or worse,” Grace said, my hands gripping her slender waist as I felt my body respond to her closeness, “Oh, John, you have no idea how much it hurt thinking something had happened to you.”

“I’m here,” I said in between kisses, my tone reassuring, “we made it back safe.”

“Ehmm,” the quiet cough came from the doorway, where Jasmine stood with the bottle of alcohol, cheeks blushing, and eyes downcast.

“Yes,” Grace said, without a sign of shame as she slipped off my lap and took the bottle from the girl, “let’s get these wounds seen to. Then we can see about relieving this beast.”

Her eyes twinkled in merriment as she ran a hand over the massive tent in my pants. Jasmine’s eyes opened wide, and Grace flashed the girl a wink. Standing, she drew Jasmine into the room and began to unbutton her own dress. At the girl's shocked expression, she explained.

“Head wounds bleed a lot,” she said, “no sense staining a good dress needlessly.”

Jasmine’s lips pressed together in a shy smile, then she too began to slip free of her dress. My heartbeat quickened as the gorgeous MILF’s massive breasts were revealed, and then her panty clad pussy was presented to me. Grace watched Jasmine slip the dress off her shoulders along with me, both of us sighing in pleasure as the girl's perfect, busty body came into view.

“You are flawless, child,” Grace said, her small hand reaching out and cupping one of the girls massive breasts, fingers sinking into the firm flesh.

“And you, my lady,” Jasmine said, her eyes wide as she stared at Grace’s large puffy pink nipples, “You are so beautiful…”

They stared into each other's eyes for one long moment, and then with a sigh, Grace turned back to me, needle and thread in hand. I tried not to shift too much as her fingers probed the wound, but I couldn’t stop my racing heart as her massive tits swayed near my face.

“Take a couple drinks,” Grace said, nodding at the bottle Jasmine still held, “You’re head’s going to need a few stitches.”

Grimacing in the knowledge of pain to come, I took the proferred bottle and tipped it up. The harsh liquid hit my throat like fire, and I nearly coughed up the mouthful. I took three long pulls, grateful for the numbing feeling and warmth that radiated out of my belly. Grace took the bottle from me and tipped it up, taking a long pull herself before passing it back to Jasmine.

“His wounds are deep, but the edges are clean,” Grace said, beginning her instruction as she pressed the needle to my flesh. “This will help to reduce scarring and twisting of the flesh. Tell me, child, are you still a virgin?”

“Yes,” Jasmine said, taken off guard by the sudden question.

“And you understand the… dynamic our family has?”

“Oh yes, my lady,” Jasmine said, watching closely as Grace stitched my face, “Mother was quite clear about what I was to expect.”

I opened my mouth to speak, the whiskey loosening my tongue, but snapped my jaw shut with a click of teeth at Grace’s pointed stare.

“I understand your mother has sent you to spy on us,” Jasmine gave a guilty start, but Grace went on, “and report back on the gold and everything else you learn.”

“My lady… I,” Jasmine trailed off, cheeks bright red.

I grimaced as Grace gave a final tug on the thread, before tying it off and clipping free the excess. Blinking away the moisture that had filled my eye, I realized the world was swimming slightly. I tried to stand, but Grace held me in place.

“Silly man, you got drunk,” her bright blue eyes danced as she looked from me to Jasmine, “I would never fault you for being loyal to your blood, but you must understand I can’t have any darkness in my household.”

“John will be my husband,” Jasmine said, her eyes alighting on mine, her voice growing in confidence, “Mine and Delilah’s. My mother promised it, and there is nothing I’ve ever wanted more.”

“She may have promised it,” Grace said with a crooked smile, “but I doubt she thinks it will ever happen.”

“I know my mother has her own plans,” Jasmine said, turning back to Grace, “but I don’t care about the gold. All I’ve ever wanted was to be free, to find a good and handsome man, to be able to learn and to be surrounded by friends and family. Is that so different from your own dreams?”

The door swung open, and Esther popped her head in she opened her mouth to speak then froze at the sight before her. Grace and Jasmine both in their panties, and me shirtless in just my pants and tension so thick in the room it could be cut with a knife.

“What is it?” Grace asked, her pale blue eyes still locked on Jasmine’s.

“We’ll be ready to go in an hour,” Esther said, “Delilah wants to bring a few of the horses to sell. It will give us a chance to haul down the gold we’ve dug up as well.”

“That sounds excellent. You may leave us now.” I was struck by the note of command in her voice. Esther gave a quick nod and ducked out, closing the door behind her gently.

“You will never learn the location of the mine until we have… reassurances.” Grace said, one eyebrow raised slightly.

“I told you, I don’t care about the gold,” Jasmine said.

“It’s not about the gold,” I said, hearing the slight slur to my words and feeling no pain in my face as the whiskey did its work. “It’s about opening our home to someone, hic, our hearts… We’ve known betrayal.”

“John speaks truth,” Grace said, resting a gentle hand on my thigh, calming me. “We must knit our circle closer than any other, for we will be tested in the months and years to come. Wealth has a way of testing the ties of family, faith, and friendship.”

“What would you have me do?” Jasmine asked helplessly.

I could see the girl was trapped between two competing loyalties. On one hand was friendship and newfound love, and on the other was family, tradition, and a mother she had complicated feelings for. Feeling a swell of emotion for the gorgeous girl, I reached out and placed one rough finger below her soft chin and drew her face up to mine.

“Marry me,” I said, feeling a thrill at the joy that lit Jasmine’s face. “When we get to the city, marry me there. A married man and woman have a stronger claim than a single one, and if you change your mind, we can always have it annulled.”

“Yes!” Jasmine said, clasping her hands together excitedly and jumping up on her haunches, doing amazing things to her massive breasts, “But only if you marry Delilah, too. We made a promise to one another last night.”

I looked over at Grace and saw her brilliant mind mulling over the idea. One of her hands was lazily massaging her own breast, pinching the puffy pink nipple gently and causing my cock to throb.

“I don’t know if there is a way we can,” I said, mind spinning as all of this happened so fast. I’d thought about it, but never actually dreamed this might become a reality.

“Let me take care of that,” Grace said, beaming a grin from ear to ear she folded Jasmine in a hug, “It’s settled then.”

The women clung to one another, both grinning as if they’d gotten exactly what they’d wanted. Grace released the hug, but Jasmine shocked us both when she reached up, slipping her fingers into the older woman’s lustrous hair and kissed her with a passion and intensity I’d rarely seen. For one long moment, the MILF and the teen kissed the tips of their massive breasts grazing one another. Then both pulled back, drawing in deep breaths, chests heaving, and staring at one another with wide eyes.

“Well then,” Grace said, her voice more than a touch breathless, “I was… not expecting that.”

“I’m sorry,” Jasmine said, sounding anything but sorry, “but I’ve been dreaming of doing that since the moment I first saw you.” Turning slightly shy, she bit her bottom lip and glanced over at me, eyes alighting with desire, “Should we finish our task?”

“What task is that?” Grace asked, a small smile on her lips.

“We should remove John’s pants and make sure there are no other injuries that need our… attention.”

“Oh, yes,” Grace said, her grin broadening, “it wouldn’t do to let our patient leave without a proper examination.”

Her eyes danced with merriment as I stood above her and the gorgeous teen. Faint and far off my injuries ached, but I paid them no mine, all of my attention on the two women kneeling before me.

The older woman’s nimble fingers danced along my belt and the buttons of my pants without looking. She couldn’t look, for I reached down and drew Jasmine and Grace’s faces together, watching in fascination as they made out once more. Their tongues danced with one another as one of Jasmine’s hands slipped between the older woman’s thighs, and Grace’s hand gripped a handful of the teen's firm ass.

Pushing down my pants, I pulled free my cock and was surprised when Jasmine tore her lips free of Grace’s and clamped down on the head of it. Her big brown eyes stared up at me with burning intensity as she sucked me deep into her mouth, fucking it with her face. All the while, Grace kissed the girl's neck and down to suck on of her big firm nipples. There was no slow and gentle lovemaking here, this was need and passion. The dam had broken on our desire, and the floodgates were open.

Grace joined Jasmine on my cock, licking and kissing up the side of the shaft until her lips met the teens. Then they traded it, and Grace began fucking my cock with her face, hard and fast, moans of pleasure escaping her throat as Jasmine kissed down her neck. The sounds of the teen's long fingers working in Grace’s wet sex were music to my ears, but not nearly as hot as the sight of the two of them kneeling before me. For long minutes the two traded my cock back and forth, making out in-between.

I needed to hold onto something, to fuck and be fucked, and there was no denying me. With rough hands, I pushed the women onto the bed. Ignoring the aches and pains, as I pressed Grace's beautiful face into Jasmine’s nearly hairless slit, loving the wide-eyed look of pleasure that stole over the teen face. The fact that the mother had replaced the daughter from the night before, not lost on either of us.

Then I drove into the older woman’s tight slit as it presented itself to me, weeping its wetness. With powerful thrusts, I claimed her, pounding her down into the mattress, Jasmine watching with intense joy, her fingers locked in Grace’s thick hair, slender thighs spread.

When the orgasm hit, just after Jasmine came with a shuddering cry, all the emotions from my long night came rushing through my body. Holding Grace close, I felt her body shuddering in pleasure beneath me, my libs weak and aching. We lay there, kissing and touching gently, soaking up the last few minutes of warmth and comfort with a roof over our heads.

Grace fussed with my stitches, angry that she’d let us get so carried away, but happy to see they’d held. I grew hard once more as the women stood and began to slowly dress. Laying there lazily appreciating their gorgeous bodies in the faint moonlight, I stroked my cock slowly. Rising quickly, I wrapped my arms around the two of them, laughing at their squawks of protest, dresses falling to the floor.

Their annoyance faded when I pulled first Grace then Jasmine into deep kisses. The women’s hands found their way to my stiffness and my hands to their wetness. Like teens touched for the first time, we couldn’t stand to be parted. Five minutes later, we three shared in quiet, intense orgasms, staring deep into one another's eyes. For one second, I saw guilt in the women’s eyes at finding such unexpected and extraordinary connections, but that faded as the pleasure swept through them.

With the dawns light just tinging the eastern horizon, I led the four women and a train of pack animals west towards the mountain pass. We’d closed up the cabin and packed the gold, hauling it with us to San Fran.

It would be a long ride, but I was eager to see the wild city I’d heard so much about. Behind me, Grace and Jasmine spoke quietly while Delilah gazed around with a bright smile while Esther scouted ahead, ensuring the pass was open and free of spying eyes.

As the sun rose behind me, I wondered for the hundredth time if we were doing the right thing. I never felt comfortable leaving my mountains and worried even more now that I rode with such beautiful women to a wild and new city. I put the worries behind me as a blue jay’s song began, happily greeting the dawn, and set my sights on the western horizon.

To Be Continued…
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