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  Chapter 1


  I wake to the sound of birds chirping and dogs barking. Oliver must be chasing Bella again.


  The space is empty next to me. The two hard-working women must be at the barn taking care of morning chores. I told them to wake me because I would like to help out, but obviously, they disregarded my request. It’s the third day I’m staying in the farmhouse, but the ladies are still treating me like an important guest. I get up and head downstairs for breakfast.


  I’m still as determined as yesterday to purchase the farm. It isn’t a rash decision, and it isn’t made by my dick. I love this place and the women in it. Coffee and eggs are ready on the kitchen island. Lizzie has also made pancakes as she promised Hannah last night. Recalling the little girl stirs my lust a bit. After our encounter, she behaved well in front of her stepmom and aunt, but didn’t really leave me alone either. During dinner last night, I felt her eyes on me all


  the time as if I were dessert. That girl will be the death of me. I’ve got to be careful. I don’t want to break anyone’s heart.


  I pour some coffee into a mug and take it to the porch with me. Sitting down on the rocking chair, I drink in the morning sight of the farm. I see the goats wandering on the prairie near the barn, like cotton balls on a velvet carpet, and smile. Yes. I will never tire of the gorgeous picture. I have to own the farm and spend the rest of my life here. After breakfast, I’ll spend more time examining the financial statements Billy provided me. I’m positive that the guy has stolen money from the business. I just have to find out how.


  Hearing the door creaking behind me, I turn to see Hannah standing there in a pink babydoll nightgown with a lace neckline and a hem barely reaching her thighs, her dusky nipples and areolas staring at me through the flimsy fabric. I grunt as my eyes slide lower, spotting the dark V between her legs. No panties. My morning wood that subsided earlier springs up, making an obvious movement in my pajama pants. This reminds me I went commando last night to please the ladies.


  “Good morning, Hannah,” I say quickly, hoping to distract her.


  But the shrewd little girl has already spotted it. She smirks as she gazes up.


  “Good morning, Dan,” she says as she stands next to me, so close that I can smell her honey scent. Her eyes linger on my lips now as I sip my coffee nervously. “Can I have some?”


  “S-sure,” I say, handing her the mug. “But there’s more in the kitchen.”


  “I know,” she says and takes a sip while keeping her eyes on me, and then she licks her lips and lets out a satisfying sigh before passing me back the mug.


  My cock jolts again. Damn. What’s in the girl that I can’t resist? It’s not like I’m deprived of sex. I had a long and satisfying threesome with the two sisters last night. I shouldn’t feel so horny. But Hannah isn’t making it easy.


  “I like cream in my coffee,” she says while staring at my hard-on.


  Fuck. What the hell does she have in mind? “You do?” I answer automatically because I can’t think. “It makes coffee more palatable.”


  “And nutritious,” she says, biting her bottom lip.


  This is getting dangerous. I stand up and get ready to go back indoors.


  “Let’s have breakfast, Hannah,” I say. “Your mom made pancakes for you. We’ve also got eggs.”


  “I don’t want eggs,” she says with a pout, blocking me from passing her. “I want sausage.” Her hand is cupping my bulge as she speaks, and her eyes turn dreamy.


  Holy shit. “No, Hannah. Don’t do that, girl. Your mom and aunt will kill me.”


  “No they won’t. They love you, and they love me.” she says, squeezing my hard rod now.


  Fuck. I’ve got to stop her. But all I do is watch her take out my cock from the fly. She gasps with eyes sparkling. “Wow. You’re a champ, Dan!”


  “You’d better stop,” I say gruffly.


  “Can I have this for breakfast, please?”


  Shit. Naughty little girl. She stares at me with her innocent eyes, as if she hadn’t just said something dirty.


  “Please,” she begs while I hesitate. “I’m nineteen and have never sucked a cock. I promise I’ll behave for the rest of the day. And I won’t let Mom and Aunt know.”


  Never? Didn’t she have a boyfriend? A voice in my head questions. What the hell does it matter? Just say no! But I’m a goner. Goddamn. The girl is begging me. She’ll be humiliated if I don’t let her. As I try to think, a drop of precum oozes out of me and Hannah scoops it up with her fingertip before sucking her finger. “Mmmm,” she moans while smiling. “You taste good, Dan. Creamy, and a bit salty. Can I have more?”


  Hell. “I’m all yours, baby. Suck away,” I croak against my better judgment.


  Hannah grins like a girl who gets what she wants, and she drops on her knees right away. She licks me from base to top like her favorite Popsicle before taking me into her virgin mouth.


  At first, she sucks me gingerly, as if afraid she’ll hurt me. I chuckle. “It’s okay, little girl, suck me harder. You won’t break me.”


  She does What I say, and presses her lips hard on my shaft before dragging them up, making me groan With satisfaction.


  “Does it hurt?” she asks me.


  I shake my head no. “It feels delicious, sweetheart. Keep going. Yes, you can squeeze me. Yes. Like that. You’re doing well, little girl. Do it again. Fuck. Don’t squeeze my balls. They’re sensitive. You may touch them. Just be gentle.”


  The naughty vixen is a fast learner. Soon she’s trying different techniques as I instruct her. She swirls her tongue around my cock tip, even nibbles on it from time to time. She squeezes my balls gently to tease me, making me groan louder. Her playfulness turns me on and I can’t help but thrusting deeper into her throat, making her yelp.


  “I’m sorry, sweetheart. Don’t mean to hurt you.”


  She shakes her head and mumbles an “okay,” and then she experiments deep-throating me, only ends up choking with tears in her eyes.


  “No need to try that hard,” I say to her. “You aren’t ready for it yet.”


  But the girl is so eager to please, she does it again, despite my suggestion.


  Her narrow throat feels so incredible I don’t object to the attempt any longer, but let her practice over and over.


  Amazingly, her gag reflex disappears after a few trials, and my cock freely slides in and out of her slippery channel. Each time she takes me to the root until her sweet lips touch my swollen balls. I wonder for a second whether it’s really her first blow job, but decide it isn’t worth investigating.


  We’re outdoors but no other humans are within sight. Oliver and Bella are nowhere to be seen, and the goats are far away. Some birds might be watching us from the treetops, but who cares?


  I’ve had outdoor sex back in college, but I don’t remember it feeling so good. Later, as I aged, I didn’t care so much for adventurous sex anymore. Sex became mostly a necessity, like a hunger that needs to be satisfied.


  Being so reckless at my age is crazy. I must be dreaming or out of my mind. Is this part of the midlife crisis? Am I trying to achieve youthfulness or change my lifestyle in order to make up for my loss?


  My concern doesn’t last because Hannah looks so happy, as if I were the most delicious candy she’s ever had. My cock is throbbing in her mouth and her eyes widen. “I’m gonna come, sweetheart. Are you ready for my cream?”


  She nods eagerly, still sinking up and down on my shaft.


  “I don’t want to choke you, so I’ll pull out a bit and you’ll keep sucking me and suck me hard, okay?” I instruct her.


  She mumbles okay and does what I say. She wraps her lips tight around my cock neck and sucks me so hard, as if her life depends on it. I grunt like a madman as my cock vibrates and spills out a load of cum into her mouth.


  Hannah moans as she swallows in a hurry, but she isn’t fast enough, and a few drops leak out of her mouth before dripping down to her neck and her gown.


  She looks down at her gown, giggling. “Oh no, I made a mess!”


  I see a large stain on her gown, right above her left breast. The wetness makes the fabric even more transparent, showing me more details of her girly features. I growl. Pulling her up, I don’t wait to lick the drop off her gown, and at the same time, sucking her young breast into my mouth and teasing her nipple through the fabric.


  Hannah giggles. “You want my milk for breakfast, too, Daddy?”


  Fuck. This sounds so dirty but my dick loves it. “You bet, naughty little girl.” I unbutton her gown and take her girly swell into my mouth.


  Hannah moans. “Oh. I love it. Dan.”


  She then presses her pelvis against my wilted cock, grinding restlessly.


  I feel her warmth and wetness through the thin fabric. My hand travels down to her bottom and I stroke her smooth, round cheeks before sliding my hand between her thighs. I groan immediately. “Holy shit, Hannah. You’re flooding like Niagara.”


  She giggles. “It’s because you’re hot, Dan. You make me wet. And I’m not always like this. Boys back in high school called me Ice Queen because none of them turned me on.”


  I have no idea if she’s speaking the truth or not and I don’t take her seriously. This little minx isn’t as innocent as she looks. But I’m throwing all caution into the wind because I’m already beyond redemption.


  I lift Hannah up and carry her into the kitchen. As she giggles, I put her on top of the table and instruct her, “Hold on to my shoulders, little girl, because Daddy is going to melt you into a puddle.”


  Hannah gasps, her eyes widening and mouth dropping. And she spreads her legs open for me in no time. I lick her dripping honey ravenously, like a grizzly bear, while cupping her firm breasts.


  Hannah writhes on the table, and grasps my hair so hard I curse with pain. “Sorry, I don’t mean to pluck your hair. It’s just…it feels so good.”


  Her compliment spurs me on, and I suck her clit to impress her more.


  Hannah tenses for a second and then her body convulses. A jet of molten honey splatters onto my face as she thrusts her pelvis into my face.


  I lick her clean, not leaving a drop out. And then I gather her into my arms and kiss her. Her mouth still tastes of my cum. Damn.


  “Fuck me please, Dan,” she whispers into my year. “Put your cock inside me.”


  It’s exactly what I have in mind. “Okay, just give me a minute.” My cock is making a comeback, but not rigid enough. I thrust a finger into her wet hole instead.


  She’s so tight I wonder for a moment whether I’m in the right place. Wriggling my finger, I make my way through into her incredibly narrow channel. “Fuck, you feel amazing. But I’ll have to loosen you up a bit. I don’t think you’re ready for my fat cock…”


  I haven’t finished my sentence when I hit a barrier. “What is it? You’re… a virgin?”


  I look up and see her embarrassed face. “Yeah. Is that a problem?” Her voice sounds shaky.


  I pull out my finger. “Yes, sweetheart. I can’t take your cherry.” I had no idea. She has been behaving like a slutty girl, fooling me with her eagerness. But then again, she did tell me mine was the first cock she sucked.


  “Why not?” she pouts. “I promise I’ll be good. I won’t cry.”


  I chuckle. “It’s not that. I don’t mind if you are clumsy. Your cherry is your treasure, little girl. You’d better save it for a guy that deserves you. Not an old man like me.”


  “You aren’t old, and you’re perfect,” she says. “I want you. I’ve never wanted anyone else. I’ve had the chance, but like I said, the guys didn’t turn me on. It’s not just your looks and muscles. It’s your kindness and your love for animals. The truth is I watched you herd the goats without you knowing that day, before I spoke to you. I liked the way you handled the ill-behaved buckling with authority and I wanted you to handle me like that. I wanted to be your little go at, Daddy.”


  I’m speechless, moved, and aroused. I’m ashamed of my lust but also feel bad denying her request. This girl wants me, and I can give her a good time, so why not?


  My cock is swelling despite my concern, and Hannah knows it. “You want me, I know it. You were hard when we met the first time. And you’re always hard when you’re near me.”


  It’s true. She stood next to me doing the dishes after dinner last night and must’ve seen my pants tent. My attraction for the girl was so obvious that I’m sure Lizzie noticed it, although she didn’t say anything. Recalling the kind woman puts me in shame. “I do. You’re a pretty girl, Hannah. Guys will line up for a contest if you want to pick one to take your cherry. But I can’t do it,” I say. “Now, be a good girl. Let’s eat breakfast and then go herding.” I stand back and lift her off the table.


  Tears gush down her cheeks. “I hate you,” she says and runs back upstairs to her bedroom.


  Damn. I hate myself too. It’s all I can do not to go after her. I’ve got to stop the madness before it becomes rampant, as it’s threatening to do so.




  Chapter 2


  I spend another hour in the kitchen, having breakfast While doing online research on buying a farm. I check various websites to find out about farm prices in Texas and estimate the cost of starting a goat dairy business. In the end, I conclude that the land, the equipment, and the milking goats are worth about a hundred thousand each. The business itself might be worth as much as that. Altogether, the farm should be under a million. Billy’s original price was reasonable, but I am still willing to pay twice as much if the business is profitable.


  This brings back my earlier concern about the discrepancies in profits. The farm should be making twice as much as it’s shown on the income statements. I go over the financial papers again, but they don’t provide the answer, mostly because Billy did not record the business transactions clearly. The expenses seem to be way above expected. Advertisement, depreciation, maintenance, others. What the hell does others mean? Sales also seem too low. What’s going on? I give up guessing finally and decide to speak to Billy directly.


  I glance at the clock. He should still be at the farm. I dress and head for the barn, hoping to catch the man before he leaves for delivery.


  Billy is inside the milk house, loading dairy products into crates with Ricky’s help. I land them a hand, and as soon as Billy is alone, I speak.


  “Billy, may I have a word with you before you go? It’s regarding the financial statements.”


  He glances at me quickly, looking displeased. “Can’t it wait until I come back? I’ve got to go. I’m already behind schedule.”


  “What time will you be back?” I ask.


  “I don’t know. It depends.”


  “Well then. Let’s take care of it now. It won’t take long,” I insist.


  He grumbles, fills another case with milk bottles, and then says. “Go ahead. What do you want to know?”


  “Well, I’ve looked over the papers you gave me. My primary concern is the profits seem to be too low. Lizzie told me the farm was making twice as much money before your brother passed away.”


  Billy sighs, avoiding my eyes as he speaks. “What do you expect? We got one less person working.”


  “But the production hasn’t dropped so much. Only the sales and the profits have,” I point out. “The expenses have also gone up. By the way, what do other expenses on your business tax return include? They’re large amounts.”


  He grumbles. “John’s medical bills cost a fortune, and he borrowed company funds to pay for them.”


  I frown. I don’t know whether he’s telling the truth because Lizzie did not mention this. I pause for a moment. “But those aren’t part of business expenses.”


  He makes an attempt to leave the cooling area. “If you want to give me a lesson on how to file my tax return, you’ll have to wait.”


  Fuck. “Wait,” I say, blocking his way. “What kind of advertising are you doing? Lizzie told me you guys didn’t even have a Facebook page. But you’re spending tens of thousands per year in that category.”


  He rolls his eyes. “Tell me why I have to answer your questions?”


  “Well you do because I’m a potential buyer of the business, and I have the right to know how profitable it is. Honestly, it isn’t looking that good. No one will pay a million for it, not to mention two.”


  His nostrils flare. “Fine. By advertising expenses, I mean the money I spend making connections. I throw dinner parties in town once a month and I give gifts to purchasing managers.”


  My mouth opens. “You mean kickbacks? Bribery?”


  He huffs. “I don’t care what it’s called. All I know is this is how things get done if you want to beat your competitors. There are dozens, if not hundreds, of dairy farms in Pine Creek. Our products get to the markets and restaurants because the managers like the vacation packets I give them, not because our milk tastes better than our competitors.”’


  I don’t like the sound of it. This isn’t the way I plan to do business, and it is definitely illegal. I can accept holiday gift baskets for clients, but not expensive cruises. I resist the urge to express my opinion and say instead, “One last thing. The sales aren’t recorded correctly. Lizzie says the goats produce at least fifty thousand gallons of milk per year, and a quarter of it is used to making cheese or yogurt. But your records show sales a lot less than that.”


  “I don’t record the transactions that haven’t been paid,” he argues.


  I frown. “What do you mean? Shouldn’t they be recorded as accounts receivable?”


  Billy’s face turns red and breathing quickens. “What the hell are you trying to say? Are you accusing me of stealing?”


  “I’m not saying it, but as a potential buyer, I have the right to ask questions, don’t 1?”


  “Well, I’ll tell you what. I don’t want to sell you the farm. Not even you’ll pay me ten million. I don’t like you. Now get out of my way.”


  What the fuck? I take deep breaths to keep calm. “Very well, Billy. Keeping me out of the transaction isn’t going to help. You won’t get away from this. Embezzlement is a serious crime. You’ll end up in jail besides paying fines. You’ll be better off to come clean before Lizzie sues you.”


  “Fuck. Out of my property, now!” he roars. “Or I’ll call the sheriff.”


  He then storms out of the milk house. Unbelievable. I’m more certain than ever that the man has misused business funds.


  I stand where I am for a second, trying to decide what to do. If the man refuses to sell me the farm, I can’t make him. But knowing he’s probably cheated Lizzie, I have to do something.


  I disregard Billy’s warning and head toward the workshop instead. Lizzie and Claire are busy packing the cheese. I peck each of them on the cheek before I put on an apron to help.


  “Have you had a good night’s sleep, cowboy?” Lizzie asks in a sultry voice, reminding me how the two of them milked me last night until midnight.


  “I had.”


  Claire eyes my crotch and pouts. “What happened to your morning wood? Don’t tell me you jerked off by yourself.”


  I chuckle, wondering whether I should tell her what happened between Hannah and me for a moment, and then decide it isn’t a good time to do so.


  “You should’ve come home for it,” I say instead. “But it’s gone now.”


  I then change the topic and tell them about my conversation with Billy. They’re both enraged.


  Lizzie’s mouth hangs open for a minute before she speaks. ““Dinner parties and gifts for sales managers? We’ve been slaving for minimum wage while he throws our hard-earned money away like that?”


  “That’s just his claim,” I say. “I’m not sure it’s the truth and I suspect there’s more than that.”


  “That bastard,” Claire says. “I thought he was a douchebag, but didn’t know he was a thief.”


  “I’ll need to look at the business account first,” I say to them.” If we have enough evidence, we can hire a lawyer.”


  “Okay, we’ll do that as soon as we get home today,” Lizzie says. “I seldom pay attention to the account activities because the thought just never came across my mind. I’m so stupid.”


  “You’re not, Lizzie,” I say. “You’re trusting, is all. Besides, it’s all my conjecture. I might be wrong. There could be other reasons. He might have mismanaged the funds, or invested the money somewhere without telling you.”


  “I hope so,” Lizzie says. “Billy wasn’t like this before. When I first came to work for them, he was hard working although not friendly either. And then his wife left him shortly after John’s death, taking their baby with her. It was then he took to drinking. Actually, I suspected something, but I felt sorry for the man, so I didn’t pay much attention to the matter. I should’ve ended the partnership with him right after John passed away.”


  “Don’t blame yourself, Lizzie. It isn’t your fault,” Claire interrupts her sister. “You were staying on the farm for Hannah as well. The girl loved the place, and she was still young.”


  The mention of Hannah distracts Lizzie from the discussion. “Where is the girl? Have you seen her?” she asks me.


  Damn. I’ve done more than seeing her. “Yeah,” I mumble, avoiding her eyes. “She was in her room before I left the house.”


  “What’s she up to? She’s supposed to be here making yogurt. She isn’t herself. She is normally talkative but was awfully quiet at dinner last night. I hope the ex-boyfriend, whatever his name was, hasn’t broken her heart.”


  I resist the urge to answer the question.


  “I doubt it,” Claire says. “Hannah has never cared for the lad, or any lad at all. But then again, she does look like she’s having a guy problem. She is quiet, like you said.”


  I remain silent, hoping they’ll change the topic soon, but Lizzie’s next question catches me off guard. “Can you go check on her please, Dan?”


  I pause. “Is it necessary? She might be fine by now.”


  They look at each other and then Claire speaks, “Please, Dan. Do it.”


  I shrug. “Fine.”


  


  I leave the milk house and head in the farmhouse’s direction, but it doesn’t take me long to spot Hannah. She’s standing next to an oak tree, speaking to Ricky. Since she’s facing my way, I wave at her from a distance but she not only doesn’t wave back but also turns her face slightly away from me. The girl is obviously still mad at me. I consider leaving her alone right there, but decide I should at least deliver Lizzie’s message.


  As I continue my way, I observe the two teenagers. They keep a distance between them at first, and then unexpectedly, Hannah hooks her arms around Ricky’s neck and smiles coquettishly. Ricky stiffens for a second and then he puts both hands on Hannah’s back. He pulls her closer to him and leans in to kiss her, but the naughty girl pushes him away. “Just kidding!” she says, giggling.


  Damn. Is she a flirt, or is she doing it to tease me? I should ignore the display, but I can’t stop my blood that’s rushing south. I have the wish to yank her away from the lad and claim her sweet cherry. This girl is the death of me.


  Ricky doesn’t let go of her, but keeps flirting. He tries to kiss her again, but the girl covers her face with both hands. “I’m sorry! Stop it, please.”


  I don’t know whether she’s still flirting with the lad or not, but I interrupt them anyway. “Excuse me, Hannah. Your mom wants you in the milk house.”


  My voice startles Ricky. He lets go of Hannah and turns abruptly, looking embarrassed. Hannah doesn’t speak, neither does she look at me. Feeling awkward, I turn to leave.


  “Fine,” the sassy girl says. “Just a second.”


  And then, to both my and Ricky’s surprise, she stands on her toes and gives the young man a peck on the cheek. “See you later.”


  Hannah and I walk side by side in silence until we’re out of the earshot of Ricky.


  “Are you okay, Hannah?” I ask with genuine concern.


  She shrugs without a word.


  “Ricky is a fine young man,” I say to her. “Very responsible, and mature.”


  She glares at me. “I know what you’re trying to do, but he’s still not my type.”


  I like what I hear, but try hard to do the right thing. “Then why do you lead him on? It isn’t fair to him.”


  She scoffs. “Look who’s talking. You just did the same to me less than an hour ago.”


  Fuck. Did I? The sassy girl seduced me, didn’t she? I grit my teeth and very much want to give her a spanking. But then again, I am guilty of giving in to the temptation and losing control of myself. “I’m very sorry, Hannah,” I say before we enter the milk house. “I should not have done what I did. And I won’t do it again.”


  She stares at me, tears welling up in her eyes again. “I still hate you!”


  I sigh, resisting the urge to hold her.




  Chapter 3


  The rest of the day passes much like the day before, except Hannah joins us at the barn. The girl is as good as her mom and aunt at her job, making cheese and yogurt like a pro. We don’t speak much, and she seems to have forgiven me by the end of the day. But then again, she might simply be too happy working with the goats to even remember my existence.


  As soon as Lizzie is done with her dinner, she brings her computer to the dining table and logs on to their business account. She then lets me go over the monthly activities while explaining what each amount is for. The credits and debits are more or less consistent, matching the amounts on the financial statements. But Lizzie isn’t able to identify some of the withdrawals or transfers. And soon we notice some suspicious, recurring fund transfers that go to the same account.


  “It could be grain and pellets,” Lizzie says, frowning. “But two thousand dollars seems to be too high.”


  Claire glances over at the screen to help us with the investigation. “No it isn’t.” She shakes her head, pointing out another amount showing the brand of the goat feed they use.


  “I’ll speak to Billy tomorrow morning,” Lizzie says. “It could be some expense that I don’t recognize.”


  “Sure,” I say, knowing the kind woman is still resisting the truth. “Let me go with you.”


  As soon as Hannah finishes eating, Lizzie puts aside her computer and clears the table. I’m going to help out as well, but Claire sits on my lap and kisses my lips. “I’ve missed you so much, Mister.”


  “I’ve missed you too,” I say and kiss her back. She’s been busy working all day and I haven’t even gotten a chance to speak to her. My cock jolts with excitement, but I hesitate to deepen our kiss, aware of Hannah’s stare. Claire is slightly drunk and she grinds on my cock While keeps sucking my lips. Fuck. I glance at Hannah and see her biting her bottom lip while glaring at me.


  “Let’s leave the lovebirds alone, Hannah,” Lizzie says to her stepdaughter while taking the dishes away.


  Hannah stands up reluctantly and walks to the kitchen.


  I try to stop Claire but she holds me tighter and ransacks my mouth like it’s a treasure cave. She also unbuttons my shirt and moans loudly. Fuck. This is all very hot, but I can barely enjoy it, all because of Hannah. I try to focus.


  “We should go upstairs,” Iwhisper to Claire as soon as she leaves my mouth.


  “No, I want you to fuck me right here, Cowboy,” Claire says, giggling and reaching for my fly.


  Shit. My cock is out before I can stop her. “Oooh. It’s 3000 yummy!” she strokes it right away.


  “Get a room!” Hannah says, while coming back to clear the table.


  “What’s your problem, girl?” Claire asks, still giggling. “You’re an adult, Hannah. And it’s not like you haven’t seen plenty of goats mating.”


  I hide my private parts from Hannah. “Claire, let’s go.”


  “No,” Claire says stubbornly. “I like it here and I don’t mind having an audience. Watch and learn, little brat!” she slides off my lap and takes my cock in her mouth.


  Fuck. “This is inappropriate, Claire.” I try to push her away but the stub-
born woman wouldn’t let go. She sinks all the way to my root, nearly choking. My cock swells and I stifle a groan. Claire sucks me enthusiastically but isn’t looking at me. Her eyes are on Hannah and she’s smirking with her mouth full of me. I glance sheepishly at Hannah and see pain in her eyes. “You’re so mean, Claire!” she says and storms away.


  Damn. I feel like the biggest asshole and the luckiest man on earth at the same time. What the hell have I done to deserve the ladies fighting over me?


  I watch my cock go in and out of Claire’s naughty mouth when a smashing sound from the kitchen startles both of us.


  “Are you okay, honey?” Lizzie asks her daughter.


  “I’m okay,” Hannah says. “Sorry.”


  Concerned, I glance at the kitchen.


  “Damn,” Claire curses, finally stopping what she’s doing. She stands up and goes to the kitchen. “Is everything okay Hannah? You don’t seem like yourself today. What’s on your mind?”


  I zip up my fly and arrange my clothes, but I remain where I am and listen to the ladies’ conversation.


  “Nothing,” Hannah says. “I’m just thinking maybe I should go back to Houston. I’m paying the rent for the apartment, anyway.”


  There’s a brief pause before Lizzie speaks. “Are you sure? You said you didn’t like it in the city and you missed us and the goats.”


  “I did,” she says. “But I could make money in the city. My friend is making ten dollars an hour at a mall.”


  “Don’t leave yet, sweetie,” Claire says. “We could use some help at the farm, and there’s no hurry to get a job. Once you graduate from college, you’ll be working even if you don’t want to.”


  “I know,” Hannah says, lowering her voice. “The house seems to be small, is all.”


  “Small? What do you mean? It’s a large house. We’ve got an empty bedroom even with Dan around. Wait, are you saying you don’t like Dan being here?” Lizzie asks.


  “I’m not saying it,” Hannah says in a small voice.


  “Is it because of my making out with Dan? Did it really bother you? Jeez,


  I didn’t think you were serious. Come on, you’ve seen me and your mom doing it. It’s no different…”


  I stand up and go to them. “Hannah, I can live in my van if my presence makes you uncomfortable.”


  “It isn’t what I mean,” Hannah glares at me. “I just thought you guys might need some privacy. I feel like being a third, no, fourth Wheel.”


  While the ladies laugh at the sassy girl’s humor, my face burns and I curse inwardly. I’m an ass and I’ve undoubtedly hurt the girl.


  “Since when have you become so considerate?” Claire scoffs. “Are you sure you aren’t jealous?”


  Hannah’s face turns pink instantly. “I’m not jealous and I’m done talking to you!” she says and rushes out of the kitchen.


  Claire’s mouth falls. “What’s gotten into her?”


  “She’s probably in love. Definitely boy trouble,” Lizzie says, frowning. “It could be the real reason she wants to go back to Houston. I sensed something wrong last night already. She was glaring at me when I flirted with Dan. Teenage hormones. We need to behave in front of her.”


  I clear my throat. Damn. I need to come clean. “Ladies. It’s all my fault.”


  I go on and tell them about what happened between Hannah and me this morning, sparing some juicy details. “I’m sorry,” I say sheepishly. “I let my lust get the better of me. I shouldn’t have touched the girl.”


  After a moment’s awful silence, Claire covers her mouth and curses. “Shit. The girl wasn’t being cranky. She was jealous and I was so insensitive!” she says while leaving the kitchen.


  “It’s better to leave her alone,” Lizzie says to Claire, but the younger woman is already running up the stairs.


  “I’m so sorry, Lizzie.” I rub my face with a sigh. Damn. What the hell have I done?


  Lizzie takes both of my hands in hers and squeezes them. “It’s hardly your fault, Dan. I know what kind of person you are, and how stubborn Hannah is. You’re a responsible adult, a gentleman, and an attractive one. It’s not a wonder we’ve all fallen for you. Hannah isn’t a slut, but once she sets her mind on something, nothing can stop her. When she told me she wanted to get a college degree in animal husbandry, I didn’t think she was serious. John and I didn’t go to college and we didn’t pay much attention to her education. But the feisty girl meant what she said and studied hard. She would always have a book on her lap when she watched the goats. I’m so proud of her although I still don’t think she needs a degree to do what she’s already good at, namely, caring for the animals. Anyway, my point is, Hannah is a fiery girl and it’s hard to say no to her. So don’t blame yourself either, especially since you haven’t taken her cherry.”


  “Thank you, Lizzie,” I hold her and kiss her. This woman’s kindness makes me even more ashamed of myself. “I should go up to check on the girl as well.”


  “Don’t,” she says. “Unless you’re ready to give her what she wants. Otherwise, you’ll only make things worse.”


  She’s got a point. Ifall silent for a moment. “I’ve made a mess, haven’t I? Maybe I should go back to my van for the night.”


  “Don’t you dare,” she chides. “You’ll stay here, in my bed.” Her voice becomes husky all of a sudden.


  “In that case, I should go shower.”


  “You do that. Claire and I planned to watch the stars on the patio. Do you want to join us? The bamboo bed is large enough for three and we’ve got a mosquito net.” She wriggles her eyebrows with a naughty smile.


  Fuck. My cock jolts as Ifigure she isn’t talking about watching the stars but has something more adventurous in mind.


  “I can’t wait,” I say and stamp a kiss on her lips before hurrying upstairs.


  I barely get to the second floor when Claire comes out of Hannah’s room. “How’s she?” I ask.


  “She’s okay. She’s forgiven me,” Claire says with a sigh. “But she’s crazy about you, that’s for sure. I’ve never seen her like this, Dan. She’s always been a heartbreaker, not the other way around.”


  Shit. I curse, flattered and worried at the same time. I want to speak to Hannah, but then I recall Lizzie’s warning and I don’t trust my willpower either.


  “I’m going to shower.” I change the topic. “And then I’ll join you and Lizzie at the patio.”


  She grins. “Good. It’ll be fun. I promise.”


  When I pass Hannah’s bedroom, I pause and again fight my urge to knock. I hear her voice and giggle and figure she’s on the phone. She seems to have gotten over her earlier petulance, thanks to Claire. I let out a sigh of relief and walk away.


  While showering, I get a chance to reflect on the day’s events. I consider what to do about Billy. Tomorrow Lizzie will speak to Billy, and then depending on the outcome of their conversation, I’ll either make him an offer or contact a lawyer for Lizzie.


  Hopefully, we can negotiate a deal instead of going through a tiresome lawsuit, but if the man insists he hasn’t done anything wrong and refuses to negotiate, we’ll have no choice. I might have to stay a lot longer than I’ve planned just to see the matter through. I can’t leave even if I don’t get to buy the farm. I’ll make sure the ladies get a fair share of the farm and compensated for what they’ve worked so hard for.


  With determination, I blow dry my hair and towel dry my body. Wrap-
ping a towel around my middle, I open the bathroom door and step into my bedroom.


  No sooner have I stepped into my bedroom than my cock jolts excitedly, pushing the towel off me.


  Hannah is lying on my bed with nothing on. She’s propping her head on her elbow, displaying her body in a position like a naughty seductress. Her perky tits are full and ripe, and her nipples are already hard and round. The girl is beautiful, no doubt about it.


  I’m at a loss for words when the girl smirks. “Hi Daddy, like what you see?” she caresses her breasts to tease me.


  Shit. Sassy girl. “Of course I like what I see,” I say in a gruff voice. “You’re a beautiful girl, Hannah. But I can’t give you what you want.”


  Her smile vanishes and she pouts. “Fine. I’ll see how long you can resist me,” she says, and then her hands move again.


  Damn. Lizzie is right. The stubborn girl doesn’t give up easily. She is testing my willpower. Okay. Two can play the game. I cross my arms and watch her, taking slow, deep breaths to calm myself as I watch her touch herself. Stay put, I command my cock silently while watching the erotic show in front of me.


  Hannah pinches her nipples. “My tits are so full, Daddy. Would you milk me, please?”


  My cock twitches as I remember how delicious her teenage breasts tasted. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. This is a dangerous game. I should walk away. But my feet are glued to the floor andI open my eyes as soon as I hear a whimper.


  Hannah gazes at me with her dreamy blue eyes, and spreads her legs to let me see her dripping center. “I’m all wet for you, Daddy.” Her slender fingers glide through her wet gash to tease me.


  Stay put. Stay put. I chant silently and desperately. But my cock is disobeying my wish. Damn. It only gets harder despite my effort. Hannah hasn’t missed that, and she smirks again. “Ummm, you miss my honey, don’t you, Daddy?” she says and licks her fingers.


  I hold back a grunt, but my breathing is turning ragged, not to mention my exploding cock that’s betraying my lust.


  The little brat is determined to get what she wants. Her index finger rubs circles around her clit, and she makes sure I see how swollen it gets. And then she thrusts her long middle finger into her dripping hole, slowly and deliberately, whimpering softly while eyeing my crotch with longing. “My cherry is so ripe for you, Daddy. Put your big cock inside me and claim it, please.”


  I grunt as I watch more honey gush out of her virgin land. Fuck. I’m losing it.


  I turn abruptly and dig into the closet frantically for a shirt, mostly to occupy my mind.


  I’m about to put on a shirt when I hear the bed creak and then a warm body pressing against my back. Within a second, my shirt falls to the floor and Hannah’s hands wrap around me. “Oooh. Daddy is getting sooo hard for me.” She coos as she strokes my cock.


  Fuck. “Stop it, Hannah.”


  “I won’t.” The naughty girl insists. “You want me and I want you. Let’s play.”


  I could go ahead and stop her. I grab her wrists but I don’t push her away —hell, my cock likes the touch of her soft hands. I’m still battling with my lust when I hear voices from the yard. Lizzie and Claire are moving furniture around on the porch. “Dan, are you ready to join us?” Claire shouts from below my window.


  I clear my throat while prying Hannah’s hands off me. “Yes, just a minute!” I shout back.


  “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’m too old for you,” I say to Hannah and escape my room.


  I expect her to curse or to tell me she hates me again, but neither of these happens. I don’t look back, telling myself I’m doing the right thing. The girl is young and impulsive and I don’t want her to regret giving me her first time.


  Not until the cool air outside hits me do I recall I’m stark naked. I was in such a hurry I didn’t put on anything, not even my towel. Returning to my room isn’t an option, so I march on. Hearing the ladies’ laughter, I pause on my way before heading to the patio. I take deep breaths to calm down and get Hannah out of my mind.


  Hell. That was a close call. I nearly gave in to the little vixen again. How could anyone be so innocent and dirty at the same time? A virgin seductress. And why on earth does she have to have me? A divorcé more than twice her age and old enough to be her dad. I didn’t take her seriously when she said she was into older men. Damn. Does she have daddy issues? Is that why she keeps calling me daddy? I—‘uck. I can’t deny it turns me on…Stop it.


  The patio has an open wood pergola structure climbed with flowering vines and lit by dim lights. Claire and Lizzie are already making out on the daybed. Through the thin mosquito net, they look like a pair of erotic goddesses. I stop a few feet to watch the show. They are sitting on the edge of the bed kissing while stripping each other’s clothes off. When both are topless, Lizzie pushes Claire gently onto the bed, pulls her skirt off, and straddles her. She cups Claire’s breasts, kneading them while rolling her hips and grinding her genitals on Claire’s crotch, her large breasts hanging and swaying like succulent fruits ripe with honey juices. My cock thrusts out like a hungry animal ready to pounce.


  Lizzie bends down to kiss Claire, while making sure her own tits cover her sisters. The two ladies wriggle their bodies against each other, moaning as they indulge in their lust. Fuck me. I watch the pair of fluffy, creamy tits roll on top of the firm, perky ones and I drool. I can’t wait to be part of the erotic play, but I don’t want to interrupt them either. I grab my engorged cock instead, and stroke myself slowly, satisfying my lust while prolonging the pleasure. The last thing I want is a wilted dick before joining them.


  Lizzie slides down, sucking Claire’s breasts while her sister plays with hers. “I want these, Lizzie,” Claire says. “I’m so jealous when Dan ogles your tits.”


  “Stop it, silly girl. Yours are fine. He loves you as much as he loves me. And you’ve got a great bubble ass that guys would kill for.”


  As if she’s proving her point, Lizzie flips Claire over so the younger woman is on all fours, waving her beautiful ass high in the air. Lizzie spanks her sister playfully and then spreads her ass cheeks.


  “Do you think I would turn him off if I asked him to fuck me there?”


  “I don’t know,” Lizzie says. “Not every guy is into it. But I would love to if I were a guy.”


  Holy shit. Are they talking about what I think it is? I’ve never had anal sex, but wouldn’t refuse the chance to try…


  Lizzie teases Claire’s ass for a moment longer and reaches lower. “Fuck, you’re so wet, Claire,” she says with a coo. “And so tight. I always Wish I had a cock when I touch your pussy, Claire. I want to stretch those tight walls.”


  A groan escapes my throat, and I let go of my cock because I’m about to explode. “Ladies,” I say as I move closer to the bed. “You’re so hot. I can’t wait any longer.”


  They both turn to look at me in surprise, as if they haven’t been expecting me.


  Claire grins. “Wow, look at you, Beefsteak. Always hard and ready for us.”


  “What do you expect? You’re very naughty.” I say gruffly, wrapping my arms around Lizzie and squeezing her full milk bags from behind.


  “You need a blowjob,” Claire says, eyeing my cock while licking her lips.


  Shit. The woman is never tired of sucking my cock. “Yes I do,” I say, chuckling. “But I would rather stretch some pussies.”


  I say as I push Lizzie away, and grab Claire’s hips. I pull her closer to me and align my cock with her entrance before plunging into her dripping pussy.


  “Ahhh,” Claire cries, her walls gripping me right away.


  Lizzie watches us with envy. “How does it feel to have a cock?” she asks.


  “Fantastic,” I say, pulling her to me for a kiss. “But thank God for pussies. Show me yours, baby.”


  Lizzie coos as she does what I say, slowly removing her pants, and panties, and spreads her legs.


  I groan at the sight. She’s as wet as Claire.


  “You’re beautiful, Lizzie,” I say. “Now touch yourself for me.”


  Lizzie whimpers. “You’re so naughty, Dan.” She chides as she leans back and props her body up with an elbow. Her glistening feminine parts opening like the most exotic flower in front of me, she strokes her intricate folds with one hand and squeezes her breast with the other while gazing at me with a seductress’ smile.


  Claire moans. “This is so fucking hot,” she says while pushing her ass into my balls, taking every inch of my manhood. “Let me eat you out, Lizzie.”


  Lizzie moves closer to Claire to let her do what she wishes, and she thrusts her pelvis up so Claire’s head doesn’t block my View completely. I hear the slurping sound as Claire feasts on her sister’s juices. “Mmmm,” Lizzie grasps Claire’s hair and grirnaces. “Yes baby. Put your tongue right there. Oh. Do it again.”


  As Claire’s tongue laps up Lizzie’s juices fervently, I pound the younger sister’s pussy like a mad animal. My head spins with overwhelming pleasure as I fuck one pussy while eying the other. I’m dazzled with stars not in the sky but in my own eyes.


  Tension is building up inside me quickly and I know I won’t last. I grunt and resist the urge to touch Lizzie, but I don’t take my eyes off her. When the voluptuous woman pulls her tit up and sucks her own nipple, I can’t hold it any longer. My cock spasms and splashes a load of cum into Claire’s pussy. Claire’s walls contract instantly, clenching on me as she orgasms.


  As if on cue, Lizzie jolts on the bed like a madwoman, fucking her sister’s face relentlessly until she lets out a splash of cum.


  I’m barely out of Claire’s pussy when she turns around and takes my wilted cock into her mouth. Fuck. My cock hardens again, just like that.


  “Naughty girl,” I chide, chuckling. And then my eyes catch a movement nearby. Hannah is watching us not far away, her eyes shimmering with tears. Holy shit. God knows how long she’s been standing there. I Wish I could tell her to join us but I know I can’t. As I hesitate, she turns and walks away.


  I feel unsettled and Wish to follow her and make sure she’s okay, but Claire is eager to finish what she started after dinner. She looks like a kitten hungry for milk, sucking me while moaning her appreciation.


  “It’s my turn, Claire,” Lizzie says with a pout. Claire lets me out so her sister can take my shaft. Lizzie smiles the moment I’m inside her, and she can’t wait to deep-throat me. Claire, in the meantime, resorts to licking my balls and the sensitive region below them.


  “Fuck,” I mutter a curse and grip their shoulders at the same time.


  It doesn’t take me long to come again and fill Lizzie’s mouth with cum. Lizzie swallows while grinning and wiping her lips with satisfaction.


  I lie down finally, with the women in my arms. We watch the stars in silence while enjoying the postcoital bliss.




  Chapter 4


  “Where is Hannah?” Claire asks when we’re back in the house. “Her room is empty.”


  Shit. I recall her tearful eyes earlier. “She was in the yard earlier and then she left,” I tell the ladies. “And before I joined you at the patio, she, err…tried again to seduce me.”


  Lizzie sighs. “I told you she wouldn’t give up. She seems to be serious about you and isn’t just craving attention.”


  “Is she looking for a father figure or something?” I ask as I put on a shirt and pants. “She told me she liked older men.”


  Claire huffs. “She does not. At least she has never paid attention to any other older man, as far as I know. This infatuation with you is unusual.”


  I’m flattered by the information, even though the little vixen nearly fooled me. Damn.


  Lizzie goes out of the house, calling her stepdaughter’s name. We don’t hear answers except Oliver’s barks. Claire texts Hannah but only finds out her phone is in her bedroom.


  I become uneasy as minutes go by. “We’ve got to look for her,” I say and head down the stairs.


  Claire follows suit. “Shit. The little brat. Just give her what she wants, Dan.”


  I’m tempted to agree, but shake my head. “She’s too young, Claire. It feels wrong.”


  “What’re you talking about? Do you know when I lost my virginity? At fourteen. And I gave it to a guy my age. He didn’t know what he was doing. It was a nightmare. I hated sex after that and didn’t have another guy until I was twenty. I’ve never really enjoyed it until I met you.”


  I stamp a kiss on her cheek. “Thanks. That means a lot to me, Claire. But Hannah is used to having guys after her, and she’s probably pissed by my refusal. She probably wants me simply because she thinks I don’t care for her.”


  “Do you care for her?”


  “I do,” I say honestly. “She’s a beautiful, smart girl and knows what she wants. But I think I’m not good enough for her and I don’t want to disappoint her.”


  “You will not! You’re an experienced, nice guy. You’re exactly what she needs. Someone whom she worships but can’t lead by the nose.”


  “I don’t know. Let’s just find her first,” I say as we step out of the house.


  We find Lizzie in the front, with Oliver and Bella trailing behind her. “I hope she isn’t at her uncle’s house,” she says worriedly, gazing in the cottage’s direction.


  “Does she have the habit of going to him?” I ask uneasily.


  “Sometimes. He’s her only blood relative, and she looks up to him because he’s her dad’s brother,” Lizzie says. “But I don’t trust the man. He’s a drunk and not a nice person. I warned her not to go near him, but the girl can be rebellious.”


  The possibility that Billy will put his hand on the girl sickens me. I squeeze Lizzie’s hand. “Don’t worry. Hannah is a smart and feisty girl. Let’s find her.”


  Lizzie nods. “Okay.”


  The three of us hurry toward Billy’s house. The porch light was on but it’s dark inside. Lizzie bangs on the door as soon as we get to it. “Billy! Billy!” No one answers.


  As she continues to knock on the door, Claire and I peek through the win-
dows and make sure the rooms are all empty.


  “He isn’t home, Lizzie,” Claire says to her sister and pulls her away from the porch.


  I feel slightly relieved. At least Hanna isn’t in the lion’s den. “Now what?” I ask the ladies. “Where should we go?”


  While Lizzie wrings her hands, Claire suggests, “The barns! The girl likes to talk to the goats when she gets lonely.”


  Lizzie hesitates. “But she seldom goes there at night. She doesn’t like to disturb the animals.”


  “Let’s go find out,” I say, already walking that way.


  As we near the barns, I suggest Claire and Lizzie check the yearling barn while I continue to head toward the main barn.


  I quicken my pace as soon as I’m by myself. The five minutes’ distance seems extremely long. The sight of Billy’s Tacoma in the parking lot makes my heart sink, and I run. I’m almost at the entrance when I hear a scream.


  I pause at the door. I don’t believe what I heard but the night is quiet and it’s clear that the scream comes from the barn.


  “Let go of me, please!” I hear unmistakably Hannah’s voice.


  “Hannah!” I shout as Ikick the barn door open, and glance around quickly as I enter.


  The lights are on but dim, but it doesn’t take me long to spot unusual movements in one of the pens.


  Hannah and Billy are grappling on the floor.


  “Get off her!” I grab the jerk’s collar and yanks him off the girl. And then I deliver punch after punch into his face.


  “What the fuck?” Billy is undoubtedly drunk and he tries to punch me back, but keeps missing his target.


  Soon I’m sitting on his fat belly and beating the shit out of him. “Asshole. How dare you put your filthy hand on your own niece.”


  He starts to beg. “Stop it, please. I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me.”


  “You motherfucker.” I let go of him and go to Hannah.


  She’s crouching on the floor, hugging her knees. She’s wearing a pair of shorts and a loose-fitting shirt. Her shorts are intact, but some shirt buttons are open.


  I button her up and hold her. “Are you okay, sweetheart? Did he hurt you?”


  Hannah wraps her arms around my waist and sobs on my chest without a word.


  The barn door swings open as Lizzie and Claire rush in. They smile at first. “There you’re, honey. We were looking all over for you,” Lizzie says as they walk toward us.


  But her smile freezes as soon as she sees Billy. “What happened? Why are you here, Billy?”


  “What the hell did you do? You asshole?” Claire shouts at Billy.


  Billy doesn’t speak, but runs his hands in his hair. “She needed a hug, and I gave it to her. And then I just…lost it.”


  Hannah sniffles. “I was just watching the goats and he showed up. He saw me crying and held me without asking. I thought it was a normal hug and didn’t refuse. But then he tried to kiss me.”


  “You scumbag,” Claire says and takes out her phone. “You’re going to jail.”


  “Oh please, Claire. I didn’t hurt her and I’m sorry,” Billy says. “Don’t call the cops.”


  “You did. She trusted you even though you are a jerk,” Claire says while waiting for a number to dial on her phone. When it rings, she walks toward the door. “Hi, Martin, it’s Claire from Pine Creek Farm. I’m sorry to bother you so late…”


  Minutes later, she returns and informs us, “Sheriff Briggs is on his way.”


  


  An hour later, the four of us are on our way back to the farmhouse. The Sheriff has come to the farm and taken Billy with him. Contrary to Billy’s claim, the man was clearly not his buddy, although they were acquainted, mostly because Billy has gotten arrested for drunk driving more than once.


  The night is quiet and all we hear is the sound of crickets. We’re all silent. Hannah is right next to me, her arm wrapping around my waist and my hand on her shoulder. I blame myself for the event. Why did I keep pushing the girl away? I’m attracted to her, but I’m reluctant to face it. It suddenly dawns on me why I did it. It’s all because of Jenna. Jenna left me for a man much younger than her. I resented it and thought her stupid, I convinced myself that this kind of age-gap relationship wouldn’t end well, that the guy was after money or career advancement. Surely I wouldn’t repeat her “mistake” and be fooled by a nineteen-year-old, right? My insecurity not only stood in my way to making the right judgment but also hurt Hannah. Feeling remorseful, I stamp a kiss on her head, and she responds by holding me tighter.


  As we get to the house, she still doesn’t want to let go of me.


  “Sweetheart, you need to get some rest.” I stamp a kiss on her forehead.


  She nods with a pout, and then she lets go of me and goes upstairs.


  I go into the kitchen with the ladies and help myself with a can of beer.


  “That bastard,” Claire says. “He ain’t gonna get away with this. We’ll hire a good attorney and make sure he stays in jail forever.”


  The sheriff told us sexual assaults could face up to twenty years imprisonment.


  “I don’t know whether we should press any charges, Claire,” Lizzie says. “Billy did a horrible thing, but like he said, he was drunk and didn’t get too far. They’ve already taken away most of his visitation rights because of his alcoholism. He won’t get to visit his son at all with this.”


  “I can’t believe you’re feeling sorry for the scumbag!” Claire says. “The worthless piece of shit drinks, steals, and offends his own niece.”


  “True, the man is a jerk. I don’t like him and I’ll never forgive him,” Lizzie argues. “But he is still a dad and not a bad one. He loves his son. In fact, the reason he became an alcoholic is because of the divorce. He might be stealing from us because of child support and alimony as well.”


  “I don’t care why he commits the crime. All I know is that he’s a criminal and has to go to jail. Maybe he loves his son, but he can’t possibly be a good dad. If he were, he wouldn’t have gotten a divorce in the first place. He would’ve done all he could to keep the family together,” Claire insisted.


  Lizzie rolls her eyes. “What do you know about family and divorce? You’ve never even been married.”


  Claire’s jaw falls. “What? Are you calling me an old maid?”


  “I’m not! Why would I call you an old maid? You aren’t old nor are you a virgin!”


  “So now I’m a slut?”


  “I’m not saying that either!”


  “Ladies,” I interrupt their argument. “Calm down. Please. Let’s discuss the matter tomorrow. It’s late and we all need some rest.”


  We finish our drinks in silence before saying our goodnights.


  At the stairwell, Lizzie says, “I think you should spend the night with Hannah, Dan. She needs you.”


  I have the thought as well but I ask both of them to make sure. “Are you sure you’re okay with it?”


  “Yes,” Claire answers. “The girl is dear to both of us and we would share anything with her.”


  I kiss each of them on the lips and go up to my room. I freshen up in the bathroom, and then I grab a condom before going to Hannah’s room.


  I knock twice on the door. “Hannah, can I come in?”


  “Yes,” she says.


  I open the door and enter. It’s the first time I’m inside Hannah’s bedroom and I quickly glance around. The walls are painted lavender, and there are posters of pop singers all over them.


  Hannah has showered. Her hair is still damp with the fragrance of fruity shampoo, and she has changed into the same babydoll nightgown she wore this morning. The white stain below the neckline reminds me of our morning’s reckless tryst and my manhood throbs.


  She comes to me and hugs me, and then she rises on tiptoes to kiss me.


  I stroke her youthful body, warm and fresh from the shower, and squeeze her plump buttocks. And she whimpers as she sucks my tongue passionately while stroking my head fiercely. “I want you, Dan,” she whispers into my ear.


  Growling, I sit down on her bed, pulling her onto my lap.


  I stroke her cheek and stare into her mesmerizing baby blue eyes. “You’re a silly girl, Hannah. A stubborn, silly girl. I don’t deserve you.”


  She puts a finger on my lips to shush me. “No matter What you say, Dan. I won’t change my mind.”


  “Is it because you like older men? You want a daddy?”


  She shakes her head. “I don’t want just any older man. Dan. I want you.”


  Goddamn. Blood rushes south and I’m speechless. I crush my lips on hers and kiss her again.


  Hannah whimpers adorably and hooks an arm around my neck. Her mouth not leaving mine, she adjusts her position so she straddles my lap. Her small firm breasts pressing against my chest, and her nipples are hard as pebbles, digging into my skin. I growl and slip a hand between us to feel her, stroking her firm swell and pinching her nipples.


  Hannah coos as she wriggles on my lap and grinds on my hard-on. Our tongues tangle and our hands explore each other’s bodies fervently. Her beautiful nubile body feels like marble, so smooth and perfect.


  As soon as we pull apart to breathe, Hannan strips my shirt off me and stares at my body with lustful eyes. “You’re so beautiful, Dan,” she says as she runs her hands on my biceps. “I’ve wanted to do this since I met you.”


  “I know,” I say. “I’m all yours now, little girl.”


  “And I’m yours,” she says and stands up. Her eyes not leaving me, she pushes the straps off her shoulders slowly. Her nightgown falls easily to her feet, and she stands in front of me like an angel.


  I’ve already seen her naked, but I haven’t taken the time to appreciate her beauty. Although petite, Hannah has all the right proportions. Her small breasts are perfectly round and full, and her dewy, taunt nipples stand to attention. I don’t wait to cover them in both hands and knead them. Hannah’s blue eyes turn a shade darker and she gasps. “Oh Daddy. It feels so good,” she says as she pushes her tits into my hands. “More please, yes.”


  I growl. My cock is trying to break my zipper as I continue to arouse her. I can’t wait to fuck her, but I also enjoy seeing her falling apart for me.


  I slip a hand to feel her drenched gash and she gasps. “Please, Daddy. I want your cock.”


  “You got it, sweetheart.”


  I stand up and lay her on her bed, raking my eyes over her fresh and flawless body while unzipping my fly.


  She’s so breathtakingly beautiful. Her snowy, dewy skin glows, radiating heat. I can watch her all night without getting tired.


  I must be drooling like an idiot because Hannah suddenly looks shy. “What’s wrong, Dan?”


  I gulp down my saliva. “Nothing, sweetheart. It’s just that you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve seen in my entire life.”


  “Liar,” she says with an eye roll. “I bet you said that to every woman you fuck.”


  There. The sass is back. I chuckle. “I’ve told every one of them they are beautiful and I’ve been truthful. But trust me, it’s the first time I tell someone she is the most beautiful.”


  She smiles again. “Then, why don’t you fuck me already? And why are you still wearing so many clothes?”


  My pants drop to the floor as if on cue, my briefs forming an enormous tent.


  “Oh my God,” Hannah coos, biting her bottom lip, and clenching her thighs together. “I can’t believe you’re still so big, Daddy.”


  I know what she means. I’ve given a large load to Claire and Lizzie earlier the night. I chuckle and let her run her hand along my bulge with bright eyes. Her breathing is uneven when she slips both thumbs under my waistband and pulls down my underwear.


  Her eyes darken with lust and her mouth opens. I want to see those pink lips wrap around my shaft again, and I thrust toward her face. But she giggles and backs off a bit. “Just a second,” she says. “I haven’t gotten a good look at it yet. It’s so beautiful.”


  She then wraps a hand around my girth and strokes me slowly as if to feel the texture. “Wow. It’s amazing. It’s smooth but also bumpy. Now I know why they call it mushroom head. It does look like it and it’s made for stretching and massaging.” She rubs her thumb around the said part and smears my precum over, and then she giggles when my cock twitches.


  Evidently it’s the first time she pays such attention to the male organs, and the flatters me very much. “Stop it, naughty girl.” I grip her wrist and push her hand away. “I don’t want to come in your hands.”


  She giggles again as if I’ve said something funny, and then she opens her legs and shows me her drenched center again. Her flower petals are coated with a shiny layer of honey. “Okay, Daddy. Come inside me, then.”


  She says as she fingers herself again, spreading her glistening juices all over her pussy lips.


  Fuck. The sight is simply too alluring for me to stop her.


  Hannah knows it turns me on, and she smirks. “Do you like seeing me touch myself ?”


  “Yes,” I say. My mouth feels cottony and my voice hoarse. “Do you do it a lot?”


  “Once in a while since I turned puberty, but a lot lately.”


  “You’re so naughty,” I say, inhaling sharply and stroking my cock. “What do you think of when you do it?”


  She gazes at my cock with hungry eyes and licks her lips. “I think of Daddy’s fat cock.” As she speaks, a stream of honey rushes out of her hole and rolls down her ass cheek.


  Fuck. I’ve got to get inside her before I self-combust. I’m about to crawl onto the bed when I recall the condom. I pick up my jeans from the floor and take out the packet.


  I’m ripping the packet open when Hannah grips my hand. “What’re you doing?”


  “I’m putting on a condom, sweetheart.”


  “I know. But why?”


  “I don’t want to get you pregnant.”


  “Why not?”


  “You’re still in college.”


  “But I want your babies.”


  My mouth opens. “You’re not serious.”


  She pouts. “I am! Stop treating me like an ignorant child who doesn’t know what she’s doing, Dan. I wouldn’t want to have sex with a guy who isn’t good enough to be my babies’ daddy.”


  Shit. My hands freeze at the declaration and I swallow. “Are you sure?”


  “Yes, come fuck me please, Dan, without the damn condom!”


  My cock swells to its full mast and I climb onto the space between her legs. I lick the honey off her first, and then I push my cock into her warm, virgin channel.


  Hannah squeals. “Oh Daddy! You’re so big!”


  “Am I hurting you, baby?”


  “No, I’m good. I love it!” she grins and grips my shaft so tight I groan. “I want more. Don’t stop, please.”


  This little girl is so eager to take me. I groan, slipping my cock inch by inch into her tight, virgin pussy. I push a finger between us to rub her clit so she releases more lubricant as I thrust. When I hit her barrier, I stop. “There is your cherry, little girl. Ready to give it to Daddy?”


  “Yes, please.” She nods eagerly.


  I pull out slightly and thrust again, and Hannah pushes with me. She yelps as I feel the pop. “You got it!” she says with a laugh. “I’m not a virgin anymore. I’m a woman.”


  Flattered and relieved by her reaction, I chuckle like a fool. The last time I popped a cherry was back in high school and it was a disaster. The girl didn’t enjoy it and complained I was so big it hurt. I have avoided Virgins henceforth. But Hannah’s appreciation wipes out that unpleasant memory. With my cock buried deep inside her, I lie down to kiss her. “You’re my precious little woman, Hannah. Thank you.”


  Hannah coos, her eyes shimmering with tears. “I’m so happy. I can’t believe this is happening, Dan. I thought you would never touch me again.”


  I brush the tears off her cheeks. “I’m so sorry, sweetie. I was just an old fool. I really didn’t think I deserved you.” Even when I’m speaking, I still feel guilty deflowering the girl. What if she regrets one day and hates me? I can’t imagine it. She’s a heartbreaker, not the other way around. Claire’s words ring in my ears. I’ve fallen deep for the feisty girl. If she changed her heart one day, which is highly probable, I would be devastated.


  Fuck. Since when have Ibecome so sentimental? I’ve never worried about the future so much. I stop myself and focus on the present. I give Hannah slow but deep thrusts to stretch her virgin walls, exploring her and learning her sensitive points. When I find her G spot, I swirl my cock around it to tease her.


  Hannah gasps with delight. “Ohmigod, do it again, Daddy. It feels amazing…Ahhh.”


  I do it again and again, enjoying the joy on her face. She’s got tears again—the girl is extremely emotional. “I love having you inside me, Dan. Promise you’ll fuck me again.”


  I groan. “Silly girl, we aren’t done yet but I promise I’ll fuck you every night.”


  Her smile broadens and she wraps her legs around my waist to take me deeper. “Fuck me harder, please, Daddy.”


  I grip her ass and plunge into her hot virgin pussy like a wild animal, making her wetter and hotter. The little girl is insatiable and the more I give her, the more she wants. Her slippery channel sucks me back in as soon as I’m halfway out, and her walls grip me like vise. I’ve never seen any woman so hungry for me. Goddamn. It’s only her first time, but she learns fast and she’s eager. Soon she’s fucking me like a pro. She swallows me again and again, making the best of my cock. Her ass hits my balls each time we join, and she grinds on me before pulling away.


  “Sex is amazing, Daddy,” she says while thrusting her hips to take me. “No wonder everyone can’t wait to lose their cherries.”


  I want to tell her sex isn’t always amazing, but decide it isn’t important. Instead, I make a silent vow to always give her amazing sex.


  With that thought, I drape her legs on my shoulders and thrust into her until I hit her cervix.


  Hannah squeals again. “Oh Dan, this is unbelievable. I’m so glad I’ve waited for you. You’re the best!”


  I chuckle as I pound her again. “How do you know I’m the best, little girl? You have had others.”


  She pouts. “Are you laughing at my being inexperienced? I’ve seen pictures and heard stories, okay? My girlfriends share their stories with me. No one has said anything good about their first time, so I know what I’m having is unusual.”


  “You’re so smug,” I say and pull out.


  “Wait, what? How could you stop just like that?” she complains.


  I ignore her and flip her around. “On all fours,” I say to the little brat. “I’m going to give you something else to brag about.”


  She gasps, wide-eyed. “Doggy style?”


  In no time, she’s waving her little perfect ass in the air. “Do you like my ass, Daddy?”


  “Of course, little Vixen. I love every inch of you.”


  I palm her ass a few times, and then spread her cheeks and run my finger over her lovely groove. As she coos, her girly juices drip down on the sheet, andI rub it over her before pushing my cock into her pussy from behind.


  “Ohh! Daddy.” Hannah moves forward and holds on to the bed panel. “You’re splitting me.”


  “I’m not. I’m stretching you is all. But if you want me to stop…”


  “Don’t stop!” she says. “I just need time to adjust. You feel even bigger from behind. I’m good. Now try again.”


  Bossy little girl. I hold her ass tight and slide my cock deeper into her. She’s on her elbows, her ass tilting high as I fuck her, and she grinds on my cock each time when I’m balls deep inside her.


  Her enthusiasm is so contagious I feel as if I can go on fucking her forever. I’ve never held my urge for so long. All I know is the girl has saved her first time for me and the least I can do is to make it unforgettable for her. I grunt as I fuck her with abandon like a male animal in heat, dying to claim all of her. Knowing I’m the first man ever visited her virgin pussy fills me with pride and lust. I’m overwhelmed by the desire to own her.


  “Are you mine, Hannah?” My voice is so gruff I barely recognize it.


  “Yes, Daddy. I’m all yours.”


  “Do you know what it means to be daddy’s little girl, Hannah?”


  “No, tell me.”


  “It means you’ll always be mine, and only mine. You will not let another man fuck you, not even kissing, or touching.”


  I have no idea where the words came from. I don’t know the voice either. I’m possessed by another dark spirit. Puck. I might have scared the girl.


  To my relief, Hannah isn’t scared at all. “That’s so hot, Daddy,” she says with a coo. “I’m not interested in any other man at all. Don’t think I’ll ever be. I’m yours, Daddy, always. Now give me your seed, please!”


  I’m in heaven. I pause to kiss her, claiming her mouth while plundering her pussy. Not satisfied, I also slip a hand between us to tease her nipple.


  “Ahhh,” Hanna moans loudly. “This is too much, Daddy. I think I need to come. I can’t hold it any longer. I’m trying to make it last longer, but you feel too good.”


  “Don’t’ hold it, angel, let it out. I’ll come with you.” I thrust hard again, while freeing a hand to press her clit. Hannah stiffens for a second before her body trembles and her walls clamp down on me. My cock picks up the signal and pulses right away. We groan loudly in synchrony when we release our lust at the same time.


  Hannah lies flat on her stomach, with me on top of her, careful not to crush her delicate body.


  And then she turns over under me and wraps her arms around me, pulling me lower so she could kiss me. “I love you, Daddy,” she says, gazing at me with her shimmering blue eyes.


  “I love you too, Hannah.” I hold her tightly, feeling like a carefree young man once again.




  Chapter 5


  “So this is where you and Claire met?” Lizzie asks as we walk down to the river to fish.


  Hannah and Claire are behind us, trying to steer Oliver away from the squirrels.


  “Yup.” I nod with a grin, recalling the fortuitous encounter and relishing the details. “And where I caught the delicious trout.” Not to mention a harem of three gorgeous women.


  I pick a spot to put down the folding chairs and lay out the fishing tackle.


  “Have you been here before?” I ask her.


  “Not the same spot, but the same river down south, and I was still a teen back then. Our adoptive parents signed us up for a summer camp and I remember kayaking and swimming,” she says with a smile. “That was a fun summer. Shortly after, I left the family and got a job on a farm and met John. And since then, I work most of the time. I’m not complaining, but truth be told, I haven’t had a break like this for a long time.”


  She stamps a kiss on my cheek to thank me, and I kiss her back.


  I show her how to cast the line, and then I let her hold the rod and sit next to her.


  We’ve had an exciting morning. I took the ladies to Houston in my RV
after the morning milking and other chores, did some shopping, and had lunch there before coming to the campsite. Our plan is to spend the rest of the day and the night here and drive back to the farm early tomorrow morning. Billy, Ricky, and another temporary worker will cover the chores for the rest of the day.


  The day after Billy was arrested, Hannah decided not to press charges against her uncle, saying Billy had never behaved like that before and her neediness that night might have misled him. Billy was contrite and thankful for the gesture. After he returned to the farm, he confessed he had indeed embezzled funds in order to pay for alimony and child support. He went over all the financial transactions with me after that and we calculated the total amount he appropriated which turned out to be nearly a quarter million, a lot more than I had estimated. Since the money has been spent, Billy offered to transfer his ownership of the farm to Lizzie and Hannah instead. The ladies and I agreed to the deal. We’ve already made an appointment with a lawyer in town that’ll help us with the process. After we take care of the matter, Claire and I will become co-owners of the farm as well.


  We’re still waiting for fish bites when I hear giggles from behind. Hannah, Claire, and Oliver are heading our way. “Did you get anything, Lizzie?”


  Lizzie shushes them. “Don’t scare my fish away, girls.”


  Claire rolls her eyes. “I won’t. I attract fish. Fish like me, just like dogs. Right, Oliver?” she says while stroking Oliver. The little rascal jumps on her and kisses her, before running away and luring her to play with him. Claire laughs and chases after the dog.


  While I chuckle, Hannah comes to me. “Want me to hold your rod for you?”


  “No, I’m fine, sweetheart.”


  “Are you sure?” she says and wraps her arms around me from behind, her hand finding my junk in no time. “Why is it so small? Fishing doesn’t turn you on?”


  “No, naughty girl,” I chide while feeling my boner rise. “But you certainly do.”


  She’s still stroking me when I feel a tap on the rod. “There it comes,” I say, directing my attention to the line while standing up. “Give me just a minute, sweetheart. Let me get the fish first.”


  “No. I want my fish too, Daddy,” she says, grabbing my cock tighter.


  Shit. I can’t free a hand to deal with her, so I let her have her way. Soon my fly is open and cock is out. Hannah giggles naughtily. “Look, Lizzie, I’ve gotten a big fish!”


  “Way to go, little girl,” Lizzie gives her a thumbs up. “What are you gonna do with it?”


  Hannah pauses for a second and lets go of me before coming around and kneels in front of me. “I’m going to eat it, of course.”


  “What? Stop it, baby. There are people around.”


  “I don’t see anyone,” she says and takes my cock into her mouth.


  Fuck, I mutter but I don’t bother to stop her, knowing my attempt will be useless. The only way to deal with the girl is to give her what she wants. Besides, I’ve become a sucker for adventures lately. Getting a blowjob while fishing is another item I won’t have to include on my bucket list.


  “I’m in paradise,” I say as I watch my cock going in and out of Hannah’s pretty mouth, and then I hear a moan from Lizzie.


  Lizzie is fingering herself while holding the fishing rod with the other hand. I want to tell her she’ll lose her bait that way, but then again, I enjoy the show. I have no idea what happened to her panties except they aren’t with her. And her pussy is more desirable than any fish in the river.


  “Shit, naughty girls,” I curse, still trying to reel in the line.


  “Need help, Mr. Angler?” Claire’s voice distracts me and I turn to see her stripping in front of me, just like she did the day we met for the first time.


  Fuck. I forget what I’m doing for a moment and the fish steers the rod away. My heart isn’t on any fish anymore, but I love the game. I keep reeling the line while gawking at Claire. “Maybe you can help me catch the fish, baby. And prove to me they like you.”


  “No problem,” she says, and without hesitation, marches into the water.


  Instead of looking for the fish, her eyes are on me as she splashes water onto her body first and then cups her breasts. She throws her hips like a pro while turning around to let me see her backside. And then she bends and ducks her head into the water while waving her ass at me. Shit. This is too much. I glance between the three women that are doing their best to have my attention, and my cock swells to its limits. Hannah is trying the hardest because she nearly chokes as she deep throats me. Her eyes are filled with tears but she doesn’t stop. “Good girl,” I say to her. “Daddy loves you.”


  She smiles and sucks on my tip and I let go right away, my cock throbbing in her mouth as I groan. Lizzie comes soon after, writhing on her chair while abandoning her fishing rod altogether. And Claire shouts as she emerges from the water holding a big trout between her breasts.


  Goddamn. This has to be a dream.


  


  We marinate the trout and then spend the rest of the afternoon hiking in the pine forest. When we return to the campsite, a group of young men looking like college kids, have set up a tent not far from my RV.


  Lizzie and I light the grill we brought from the farm and barbecue the trout in the open while Hannah and Claire boil veggies and potatoes on the RV stove. Since our neighbors come over to say hi and we have plenty of food, we invite them to dinner and they don’t hesitate to join us. While appreciating the food, the young men’s eyes never leave my harem. I see lust besides curiosity in their eyes but I don’t bother to clarify our relationship to them. To my satisfaction, my ladies behave well before strangers and none of them flirts with the young men, who, in my opinion, are quite handsome and charming.


  Not detecting any interest from the ladies, the young men excuse themselves after they’ve tasted the food, and return to their site to play board games.


  The four of us resume our dinner and discuss the future of the farm. We can easily raise another hundred milking goats with the land and the equipment, but I’m more ambitious than that, especially since most of the lots beyond our fences are all vacant and inexpensive.


  “Why don’t we raise meat goats as well?” I ask the ladies. The idea makes sense to me because we have to sell the bucklings to other goat farms anyway.


  Lizzie’s eyes brighten. “I think it’s a great idea. John thought about it when he first purchased the farm, but we barely made enough to pay back the debts before he passed away.”


  “We can also open a goat cuddling business,” Claire chimes in. “Or open a goat yoga class.”


  She pulls out her phone and shows us a picture she downloaded online, where a baby goat stands on top of a woman’s back while she’s in a forward bending pose.


  “Awww that’s cute!” Lizzie exclaims.


  “You know what else I think would be cool?” Hannah says. “Solar panels. It could cut our electric bills.”


  “I know, your dad also had the plan. But it’s expensive to install…wait a minute,” Lizzie says, gazing at me. “You can do it yourself, can’t you, Dan? You’re an electrician.”


  “He’s an electrical engineer, Mom, not an electrician,” Hannah corrects her stepmom.


  “What’s the difference?”


  Hannah shrugs. “I don’t know, more schooling, I guess. Ask him.”


  “I can’t speak to everyone in my trade, but I mostly design power systems for buildings. Electricians take care of the actual installation, wiring, repairing etc.”


  “So you can’t install solar panels?” Lizzie looks disappointed.


  “Of course I can,” I blurt, eager to impress her. “I’ve seen it done often and it doesn’t look difficult.”


  Lizzie grins. “That’ll be fantastic! The cattle farm down the road built a solar farm, and they’re selling electricity to other farms.”


  “Solar farm, huh?” I mutter. “That’s an even better idea. It only takes a few acres of land, and maybe a million to start, but the savings and the profits it generates is worth it…”


  I’m still daydreaming when Lizzie suddenly sits on my lap. “I can’t wait for all that to happen, cowboy. But now, we’ve got other projects for you.” She then kisses me passionately.


  Goddamn. My boner rises in an instant and I don’t wait to stroke her hips while kissing her back. I know what she has in mind. Babies. I’ve been working hard toward the goal for the past few days, but I feel I haven’t done enough. Too much of my seed has been wasted in blow jobs because the ladies love to suck me off and eat my cum.


  While we soon get into the make-out mode, Claire and Hannah quietly clear the table. When they’re back, Lizzie is straddling my thigh and grinding on it while I fondle her breast.


  “You guys!” Hannah chides. “Get inside. Our neighbors are watching!”


  She’s right. I glance around and see the three young men are looking our way. Lizzie doesn’t give a hoot. “Let them watch and learn,” she says with a giggle. “I don’t mind.”


  Damn. The woman has an uninhibited nature and the alcohol at dinner only exaggerates it. I have no intention of leaving my post either. So I tell Hannah to turn off the porch light instead.


  Hannah rolls her eyes and does what I say. She goes back to the RV for a second and then comes back and sits on my other thigh. “I’m joining the club.”


  “Hey, what’re you doing, little girl?” Lizzie asks while I chuckle. “Go in-
side. I thought you were worried about being watched.”


  “Not anymore,” Hannah says while hooking an arm around my neck and kissing my ear. “It’s dark. They can’t see us.”


  I hold them against me and take turns to kiss each one. I’m kneading Lizzie’s deluxe milk jug while cupping Hannah’s perky tit when Claire materializes in between my legs. She doesn’t waste a second before taking my engorged cock out of my pants. “Mmmm! My favorite dessert!”


  Holy fuck. All I can do is to tell her in a gruff voice not to make me come in her mouth because I have to save my seed for their wombs.


  “Got it, mister,” Claire responds with a smirk before wrapping her lips around my shaft.


  The four of us groan in synchrony as Claire sucks me off while Lizzie and Hannah get off on my lap. We take our time to enjoy the incredible outdoor experience under the stars.


  I hear moans from a distance and become aware of the young men again. They have dimmed their lights too, but I can still make out their movements. They’re no doubt masturbating while watching us in the starlight. Maybe they’re making out with each other as well, I have no idea. But from the way they ogled my ladies earlier, I’m positive they envy my luck with women no matter what.


  “Oh Daddy, I need you to fuck me please,” Hannah begs me suddenly, pulling my thoughts back to her.


  “Yes,” I say. “But we should go inside, ladies. We’ve given enough of a free show.”


  They let go of me reluctantly and go back to the van one by one. I fold the tables and chairs and store them in the back of the vehicle before returning to the van and closing the door.


  The ladies are quiet, although I can hear their breathing in between Oliver’s snores. I strip as I go to the bed and see them lying under the same sheet, covering themselves from head to toe. It isn’t hard for me to tell one from another from the shapes of their bodies. Lizzie is lying in the center because her voluptuous body forms the highest mound. I tickle each of them through the same sheet to make them giggle before I uncover them. And then my heart skips a beat when I see the breathtaking sight of the three lovely women lying naked side by side, gazing at me with come-to-bed eyes.


  “What took you so long, Dan?” Lizzie asks with a pout. “And what’re you waiting for? Fuck us already!”


  Damn. Horny woman. I gulp before speaking. “I’m having a hard time to decide whom I should fuck first.”


  They giggle. “Ooh. You’d better figure out a solution to that problem, Mr. Electrical Engineer,” Claire jokes. “Otherwise, you’ll run out of energy.”


  Damn. Feisty woman. I rack my brain to think while my balls inflate. While I think, the women caress themselves to tease me. “Hurry up, Daddy,” Hannah says. “I want to come but I want your seed first.”


  “Okay,” I say resolutely. “I’m going to fuck all of you at the same time. And I’m going to start with my favorite doggy style.”


  “Yes!” They cheer and then flip immediately.


  An incredible sight greets me within seconds. Three lush bottoms are in front of me, begging for attention. Lizzie’s creamy buns in the middle, Claire’s golden peaches on the left while Hannah’s snowy bubble candies on the right.


  I palm them one by one, scooping honey from below each, and sucking my fingers. And then, starting from the left, I take Claire first and thrust into her delicious pussy. Claire moans with a giggle, “Oh that’s my favorite massage wand!”
She rolls her ass as she speaks, making sure I hit her sweet spot as I thrust.


  I pull out just when my cock starts to throb, and push into Lizzies. The fertile MILF welcomes me with a firm squeeze before sucking me in and wrapping me like a silky warm blanket. She feels like home and I want to live there forever, but next to her, Hannah is restless and is gazing at me with longing over her shoulder. The impatient girl wriggles her ass to urge me. “It’s my turn, Daddy!”


  Damn. I pull out of Lizzie reluctantly and enter the little brat’s tight channel. She doesn’t disappoint, gripping me as eagerly as always and doing her best to please me. I can’t believe she was a virgin not long ago because she takes me so easily and clenches her muscles like an experienced woman. While moaning, she gets hold of my hand and guides it to her tits. “I want you here too, Daddy.”


  Needy girl. I squeeze her nipples to make her squeal.


  When I’m back in Lizzie’s pussy, I take care of the other two women using my fingers. I’m in heaven. Feeling three pussies at the same time and making all three women writhe on the bed.


  “Oh Dan,” Claire says in a throaty voice. “More fingers please.”


  Shit. She’s used to my fat cock. Of course two fingers won’t satisfy her greedy pussy. I don’t hesitate to push my entire fist into her. She trembles right away. “Oh God, that’s it. I’m coming.”


  Lizzie’s pussy pulses, echoing her sister’s movement.


  “You guys, wait for me,” Hannah complains. “I’m close, too.”


  She frees a hand and touches herself, and soon, she tenses.


  I feel all three pussies contract, and my cock has never been so excited. It throbs like an electric-powered vibrator Jenna used from time to time. God I hated that thing and I’m glad none of the ladies I’m fucking has the habit of using the toy. They prefer a real cock with seed. I groan as I recall my mission, and eject a load of cum into Lizzie’s womb. Holding back my urge, I pull out and release the rest into Claire’s, and then Hannah’s wombs. I’ve practiced this technique in the past days but it’s the first time I’ve succeeded. “Yay! You did it, Daddy!” Hannah praises me as soon as I squeeze my last drop out.


  I chuckle as I lie on top of her for a second, panting. “But I need to practice my Kegels more.”




  Epilogue


  A year later


  I’m putting the last piece of solar panel onto the main barn’s roof. Once I’m done with that, I’ll work on the electrical part of the job, such as connecting the wires. We’ve waited for months for the permit approval but the actual installation takes less than a day. The panels I’ve installed today will supply the main barn and the milk house’s power. We have also applied for starting a solar farm, but it might take years for the project to be approved.


  Since I became the co-owner of the farm, I’ve put in a million to expand the farm’s operations. As planned, we’ve purchased more land and doubled the number of goats, bought more milking parlors and delivery trucks, and we’re building a new barn to raise bucks for sale and for therapy. Claire, who brought up the idea, has already taken a pet training class online to become a pet therapist. With Hannah’s help, I built a website for the farm to facilitate the ordering process. We now deliver to places within the Greater Houston area, instead of limiting to Pine Creek adjacent like before.


  Our sales are climbing steadily, and I’m confident my investment will pay off soon. But regardless of the profits, I’m happy just to own the farm and to provide my harem a place where they enjoy working and living.


  Needless to say, I quit my job in Seattle last year and moved to Pine Creek Farm. Although I’ve never finished my ambitious road trip, I couldn’t be happier. Lizzie gave birth to a baby boy two months ago, and Claire and Hannah are both pregnant with my children. Once again, I’m the luckiest man on earth.


  A child’s wailing gets my attention. Lizzie is holding Ralph, our baby, in her arms.


  “Daddy is right here, look, baby boy,” she points at me as she speaks.


  The boy gazes at me with a tear-stained face, and then he grins.


  I stop my work at hand and descend the ladder. “What’s wrong, pumpkin? You miss daddy?”


  “He wouldn’t stop crying as soon as he woke from his nap,” Lizzie says.


  I hold my son in my arms and kiss his chubby cheek. With his clear blue eyes and fair complexion, he looks more like his mother. But he’s also got my hair genes. The delivery nurse said she had seldom seen babies with such thick hair.


  Ralph is soon giggling on my lap.


  Since it’s time for lunch and since we’ve hired a few more employees, we can take longer lunch breaks. The three of us go back to the farmhouse. Claire and Hannah are already home.


  I hand the baby back to his mom and hug the girls. I stroke their tummies. “How are my little ones?”


  They grin. “We’re doing fine.”


  Hannah is staying home but also taking some online classes from the university. She’s wearing a pair of glasses, looking like a sexy, pregnant librarian.


  Ralph has become quiet, and that’s because he’s suckling. The little rascal clings to his mother’s breasts most of the time, making me quite jealous. I watch his tiny mouth suckling greedily, like he’s born with the skill, and chuckle.


  “He loves Mama’s tits, just like his daddy,” Hannah says as she hugs me from the side.


  I swat her bottom. “Dirty little girl. Watch your mouth from now on. You’re going to become a mom soon. No dirty talk around babies.”


  “Why?” she says. “It’s good to give them early sex education. No sex, no babies.”


  “Smart mouth.”


  Claire urges us. “Let’s hurry,” she says. “I need to make some deliveries after lunch.”


  “What happened to Alex?”


  “Oh he’s here but Pine Creek B & B is our new customer, so I thought it would be better if I went with him.”


  I grumble. Alex is an attractive young man who has had his eye on Claire. The two of them spending the afternoon together unsettles me, especially because the place is close to the campsite where we first met.


  “Promise me you won’t bathe in the creek.” Jealous words slip out of my mouth.


  Claire gasps and looks hurt. “You think I’m a slut, don’t you, Mister? I’ve only done it once in my life.”


  Shit. She’s assured me of the fact many times, but I still can’t believe it’s true because it was also the first time I visited the creek. What were the odds that the two of us should meet at the exact moment she took off her clothes?


  “I’m sorry, honey,” I say, kissing her on the lips. “I don’t mean to be possessive. Meeting you is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I wouldn’t be here otherwise, and have you all. Thank you, Claire, Lizzie, and Hannah.”


  “Awww,” they coo together.


  “We love you! You saved the farm, and you gave us a second chance,”
Claire says, crying and smiling at the same time.


  “And babies!” Lizzie adds.


  They hug and kiss me. I kiss them back one by one. “Thank you, ladies. I love you and I promise I’ll always love you.”


  “Same here!” they say in unison.


  Ralph coos while still suckling, as if to echo our happiness.


  

  Thank you for reading Daddy’s Little Goat, Book 3 of The Camper’s Harem. Please leave a rating on Amazon to let me know how satisfied you are.


  Sign up for my newsletter for new release at:


  https://mailchi.mp/751940357b5e/kohen-king-sigup
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