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  Chapter 1


  Lizzie is a fantastic cook. I wolf down the delicious pasta like I haven’t eaten for days.


  But that’s not the only reason I focus on eating. I do that in order not to drool over the two beautiful women sitting across the table from me. Lizzie’s neckline seems to have fallen lower after she sits down, and I get a good View of her voluptuous cleavage that makes my male organs hungry. Claire has showered and changed into a cotton dress as well. It isn’t low cut, but the naughty woman isn’t wearing any bra and I can make out the shapes of her hard points underneath the soft fabric.


  After dinner, Claire takes the plates to the sink, opens another bottle of wine and puts out more cheese. “Have more cheese,” she urges me.


  I nod after swallowing some wine. I’ve already tried a variety of the cheeses at dinner and love them all. Lizzie has explained that their goat cheeses are made of fresh goat’s milk with little handling, and their Saanen goats also get the credit for their high-quality milk.


  “The cheeses we make for sale age less than a month, thus soft and creamy,” Claire explains. “But we both love aged cheeses.”


  “Try this one. It’s our homemade specialty made of raw milk and aged for over six months. Not for sale, but only for our own consumption.” Lizzie points at a wheel of cheese with a firm texture, looking a lot like Gouda.


  I don’t hesitate to give the light yellowish cheese a try. A moan of appreciation escapes my throat as soon as the crunchy piece melts on my tongue. I savor the buttery and nutty flavor as long as I can before I swallow the bite. “It would be a shame if you closed your business,” I tell them. “You girls make the best cheese I’ve ever had.”


  They both grin. “Thank you,” Lizzie says. “It made our day. Making cheese is not just our job, but our passion. Claire and I spent our free time experimenting new ways of cheese-making.”


  “We make our cheeses with love,” Claire says, gazing at me with a mischievous smile. “That’s why we name our masterpiece Midnight Passion.”


  I gulp at the information. Holy goats. Why is my cock twitching? They’re talking about making cheese, not making love. But the cheese in my mouth suddenly tastes like something else. Creamy, sour, sharp.


  “Aged cheese is so good for you,” Lizzie continues to fill me in with cheese facts, her eyes shimmering and her voice husky. “It’s got lots of spermidine in it. It gives you a longer and healthier life.”


  Right. I’ve heard about the scientific fact, but spoken from the sexy MILF’s mouth, it sounds strangely arousing. Sperm-idine. Shit. My thoughts plunge to the gutter again. Blushing, I blurt out, “How much are you going to sell the farm for?” Damn. I’m not really considering this, am I? I’m out of my mind.


  They glance at each other, looking unexpected. “I don’t know. Billy says it’s worth at least a million With all the equipment and livestock,” Lizzie says with a shrug.


  I have no clue whether it’s a reasonable price. All I know it’s I’ve got a few millions in my bank accounts and I can afford it.


  “Don’t tell me you’re interested?” Claire asks jokingly.


  Am I? I try to think. “Maybe,” I answer vaguely. “But you girls want to sell it to me, don’t you? And that’s Why I’m here.”


  They exchange a glance again, both mouth agape, and then laugh. “No! What gave you the idea?” Claire asks.


  Shit. I mutter a curse. How, indeed, did I get the idea? “I’m just guessing,” I say embarrassedly.


  “It’s my fault,” Lizzie says. “I told him we were selling. I’m sorry I gave you the wrong idea, Dan. But it wasn’t the reason we invited you.”


  “Oh that’s fine. Don’t worry about it.” Oddly, instead of feeling relieved, I feel disappointed at the “lost” opportunity of owning a goat farm.


  “That said,” Claire says after a throat clear. “We do have a motive other than returning you a dinner.”


  I tense although I keep my smile. “What is it?”


  She pauses and glances at Lizzie.


  “It’s going to sound weird but promise you’ll at least consider it,” Lizzie says.


  My stomach sinks. Shit. This does not look good. What am I supposed to do?


  “You’re making him nervous, Lizzie,” Claire chides. “Just tell him.”


  Lizzie’s cheeks turn to a burning shade and her voice sounds shaky when she speaks, “Okay. Well. The truth is, I want a baby.” She grabs her glass and gulps down the wine like her life depends on it.


  What? I blink. What does it have to do with me?


  “You see,” Claire helps her sister out when Lizzie smiles with embarrassment. “Lizzie spends all her time on the farm. She hasn’t gotten the chance to meet any guy for five years. While not intending to remarry, she wants children. Now it’s the perfect timing because she’s going to sell the farm and have plenty of time to take care of babies.”


  “Okay,” I reply calmly despite my nervousness. I sense where it’s going but I can’t believe it.


  “We think you’re the best candidate. Can you give her your seed?” Claire gazes at me expectantly.


  I gulp down some wine. This is insane, and yet, why am I thrilled? “I’m flattered by the proposal, ladies. But we barely know each other.”


  “It doesn’t matter,” Lizzie says.


  Claire nods in agreement with her sister. “We didn’t know much about each other last night, but we had a good time together.”


  The mention of that makes me all hot and bothered. Hell, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t interested in Lizzie. I’m eager to say yes, but I hold my urge. “This isn’t just a one-night-stand, we’re talking about making babies.”


  “Yeah but you don’t need to take any responsibility. I’ll take care of the baby myself,”
Lizzie says. “And Claire will help me.”


  “But what if I’m a bad person, a convict, for example?” I utter some nonsense, still trying to think.


  “You don’t look like a convict, you aren’t. Claire told me what a kind person you were. You were so respectful when the two of you met you didn’t even ogle her even though she was right next to you. And you turned out to be an excellent cook, which is a plus. Please, Dan. I like you and want your seed.” Lizzie gazes at me sincerely and eagerly, capturing me once again with her dreamy blue eyes.


  I’m under her spell once again, but I try to think. I’ve always wanted children. This might be my only chance to sow my seed and leave progeny, even if I don’t get to raise them. “Sure,” I say finally.


  “Yes!” The two ladies high-five and then come over to hug and kiss me. “Thank you so much, Dan. You’re about to make my dream come true.”


  After a moment’s excitement, Claire says to us, “I’m going to do the dishes and leave the two of you alone.” She then winks playfully and turns toward the sink.


  Lizzie suddenly becomes shy and can’t look me in the eye. I, on the other hand, can hardly contain my joy as I realize how lucky I am. This gorgeous woman wants my seed and I’m going to give it to her. I pull her to my lap and kiss her ravenously, my hands stroking her voluptuous curves as my cock expands rapidly.


  Lizzie writhes on my lap, her generous bottom rubbing my thighs, and her plump breasts nudging against my chest. I shove a finger between her legs and groan when I find her all dripping. I let go of her. My body is on fire, and I can’t wait another minute to claim her and fill her fertile womb with my semen.


  “Oh God,” Lizzie says breathlessly as she regains her composure. “Claire wasn’t boasting. You’re a good kisser. I don’t remember being kissed like this.”


  “Where is the bedroom?” I ask in a hoarse voice.


  “Upstairs,” she whispers.


  I stand up with her in my arms. She’s heavier than Claire, but I can still lift her easily, thanks to my daily workout.


  Lizzie giggles, impressed by my gesture. “Wow, strong arms,” she says while stroking my biceps. “You must be good at push-ups.”


  “You bet,” I say with a chuckle, knowing what she has in mind.


  


  There are five bedrooms upstairs. Clearly, the house was built for a large family.


  “Which one?” I ask Lizzie.


  “The second door on your right.”


  The door is open but I push it wider with my foot before carrying Lizzie through. I stand at the door to observe the interior for a second. A large oak-frame bed with chiseled posts and a thick mattress stands in the center, looking comfortable and inviting.


  “Holly shit,” I say as I carry her toward it. “I’ve never had a bed with bed posts.”


  She giggles. “It actually came with the house. It might be an antique. We were going to replace it once it broke, but it’s so sturdy it seldom even creaks.”


  I place her on the bed, but she won’t let go of me. Still hooking her arms around my neck, she pulls me to her and I lie on top of her. We kiss again, plundering each other’s mouths as if we haven’t just had dinner. Our mouths not leaving each other, we roll over and Lizzie is on top of me.


  “You like to be on top?” I ask her.


  “Not really,” she says. “But we aren’t in a hurry. I would like to give you a blow job first, just to thank you for being here.”


  “It’s my pleasure, Lizzie. And be my guest,” I say in a hoarse voice. “But you’re wearing too many clothes.”


  She smirks. “Are you telling me it’s time to strip?”


  “Smart girl.”


  She sits up and grabs the hem of her dress, and then she pulls it off her body in a swift motion. I inhale sharply as she shakes her cinnamon hair and gazes at me seductively, her lacy bra and panties covering just a few square inches of her luscious curves.


  My cock throbs and I growl. “You’re so beautiful, baby.”


  “Thank you, Dan,” Lizzie speaks in a husky voice as she cups and lifts her 38 DD tits to tease me. “I’m all yours tonight.”


  I let her straddle me and undo my belt and my zipper. Lizzie coos when she sees my bulge in my briefs. She strokes it with the back of her fingers at first, and then squeezes it. “My God. You’re going to be fabulous. I’m a lucky gal.”


  She tugs at my waistband while gazing at me with those bright blue eyes, like an excited child about to open her Christmas present.


  When my cock springs free, she gulps and stares at me wide-eyed. I’m beginning to think I’ve failed to impress her when she mutters, “Holy mother of God. I didn’t know a cock could be so big. Claire wasn’t exaggerating when she said you were gigantic.”


  I chuckle. That’s the best compliment I’ve gotten in my life. I’ve always been ashamed of my unusually large size. After my disastrous first time with a girl in high school, her friends whispered freak when I walked past them. Even Jenna complained about it once in a while, saying it hurt too much.


  “Are you going to stare at it all night?” I tease her.


  She blinks out of her stupor. “Hell no!” She giggles and lowers her body until her lips touch my manhood and her boobs press against my thighs.


  She sticks out her tongue and licks me from base to top several times before wrapping her lips around my shaft. She has a small mouth, and the tightness makes me groan.


  “Fuck. I love your mouth. It feels incredible.”


  Lizzie sucks me slowly and deliberately as if I were a rare candy and she wants to savor the taste. Saliva drips from her mouth and onto her chin. She swirls her tongue around my mushroom head a few times to tease me, and then she sinks lower and lower until I hit her throat. She pauses as if to get ready for the intrusion, and then she keeps going. I want to tell her to stop because I don’t want to choke her. But amazingly, her neck bulges up as my cock slides deep into her.


  Holy shit. She’s deep-throating my monster cock, and she has no gag reaction whatsoever. I grunt and can’t help but thrust deeper. Her narrow esophagus feels too goddamn good.


  Lizzie is obviously proud of her skills, and she doesn’t hesitate to repeat it a few times. Letting me out to the neck and then sucking me in again. She playfully massages my balls while moaning.


  I feel the tension soon, and I grasp her shoulders and push her gently back. “You need to stop if you want my seed in your womb.”


  Lizzie moans and lets me out. “Damn. You taste so good. I’m gonna suck you off again later, after you give me your seed.”


  Her enthusiasm nearly makes me come. “No problem. I’m all yours, woman. Now let me see those yummy milk bags.”


  She grins and takes off her bra slowly and seductively.


  Her beautiful, lush tits bounce free of their constraint, making me hungry again. I sit up and pull them into my mouth one by one, sucking her greedily.


  “Oh that feels good,” Lizzie coos. “I wanted it whenever you laid eyes on the girls at dinner.”


  Shit. Was I that obvious?


  Lizzie takes off her panties and sits on my rigid rod. She glides on my length a few times, smearing her fertile juices all over me while moaning. “You’re gonna stretch me good.”


  I grip her hips and stop her. “That’s it, baby. You’re driving me nuts.” And then I lift her up and align her pussy entrance with my cock tip. I penetrate her dripping center and groan. She’s even tighter than her sister, proving they were telling me the truth. She hasn’t been fucked for a while. But Lizzie is more receptive than Claire, and her silky walls eagerly open up for me, inviting me in without much resistance. I let out a long groan once I’m buried deep inside her. Pausing for a moment to soak in the blissful sensation, I slowly lift her up and then push her down again. Lizzie cooperates with me seamlessly, fucking me like a hungry but submissive mate, letting me guide her and control the rhythm. Her snowy, fat tits sway gently as she moves, like a pair of beautiful, heavy, milky buns begging to be consumed.


  I grab both of them and knead them in large circles, enjoying the elastic and soft texture. Damn. I can’t help but picture our future baby suckling her rich milk jugs. She’s going to give me healthy babies. One isn’t enough, I’m going to give her a lot more…


  With that thought, I stop thrusting and switch positions with her.


  Lizzie complains while giggling. “Come on, I love riding you.”


  “I know, but it isn’t the best position if you want to get pregnant. You can ride me later.”


  “Oh you bet I will,” she says while I spread her legs wide and expose her glistening pussy.


  “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur, stroking her swollen pussy lips before I eat her out.


  “Oh fuck,” Lizzie cries out as soon as my tongue touches her sensitive feminine parts. “I wasn’t expecting that. Wow. You’re a sex god, Dan!”


  I chuckle at her reaction. Damn. I wouldn’t call myself a god, but I feel like one at the moment. I’ve never made a woman so happy before meeting the two sisters, and their appreciation flatters me.


  I tease Lizzie’s clit to make her writhe, and she grasps the bedsheet while biting her lip.


  “Shit. You feel so much better than my finger. Oh my God. Oh My God. Come inside me please! I need you and I don’t want to come yet.”


  I don’t waste a minute before thrusting my swollen cock into her flooding pussy.


  Her walls grip me again, and suck my dick all the way to the root.


  “I can’t believe I take that giant cock so easily,” she says, giggling while checking our joining parts.


  “Yep, baby. You’re taking all of me, every inch.”


  “Stretch me, cowboy. Yes, deeper, harder!”


  I thought Claire was vocal during sex, but Lizzie is even more so. Well, at least the sisters share a common trait.


  “You got it baby,” I say and plunge into her fast and deep.


  I know my cock is bursting, what with my lust being brewed throughout the evening, but I hold it, knowing Lizzie hasn’t had sex for a While.


  Lizzie’s face is masked with euphoria. “Oh Dan, you’re making me so happy. Your cock is a champion. Don’t come yet, okay? I want it to last longer.”


  “Whatever you say.” I pause and lower myself onto her to kiss her and to delay the urge. I trace my lips over her neck and then her breasts. I tease her nipples, making them fatter and harder like fresh berries. Fuck. She’s going to be a perfect mom with those tits. The thought reminds me of my mission. Suddenly I can’t hold it any longer, I need to breed her.


  I plunge into her again, harder and deeper. My breathing is ragged and my heartbeat spikes. “I’m gonna fill you with my seed, baby. Ready?”


  “Yes, please,” she says in a croaky voice.


  I pound her with such force that the bedposts tremble and the sturdy bed creaks.


  “Yes yes, give it to me, Dan,” Lizzie moans out her words while tilting her pelvis up and matching my thrusts enthusiastically.


  I fuck her with abandon, forgetting where I am, and who I am. When I close my eyes, I see clouds around me and I’m in heaven. The world has only me and the woman beneath me. Pure lust. Pure joy. And our goal is to enjoy this incredible act of fusing our sexes together and make fire.


  I could go on forever, but my cock has other ideas. It’s throbbing. Lizzie’s pussy is also sending out signals. Her walls clamp down on me, gripping me tight as a vise.


  “Fuck,” I mutter as the volcano inside me finally erupts, spitting tons of seed into Lizzie’s fertile womb.


  Lizzie screams with such extraordinary volume that I worry for a second our neighbors will hear us. But then I remember we’re the only house within acres of land, and the only other resident is Claire, who’s happy that her sister and I are getting together.


  What incredible women. Boy, how did I get so lucky?


  I lie side by side with Lizzie for a moment to catch my breath.


  Lizzie kisses me passionately. “Thanks, Dan, not just for the sperm. I never have dreamed of sex so good.”


  “Anytime. And we’re not done. I’m going to let you ride me again, remember?”


  “Of course I remember. And I want the doggy style too. Claire told me you loved that.”


  “Hell yes. I guess I’ll stay here for the night, if you don’t mind?”


  She grins. “Are you saying you’re going to fuck me all night?”


  “I don’t think I have a choice,” I growl and kiss her.


  When we finish all the positions I promised Lizzie and then some, it’s nearly midnight. We’re both pretty sure that the marathon sex has given her a good chance of getting pregnant.


  I cuddle Lizzie as we lie side by side to enjoy the post-coital bliss. I feel like I can go all night and I marvel at my energy. I’ve never done that, not even when I was a teen. But I do remember my college girlfriend complaining or bragging to her best friend about me keeping her up all night.


  Again, the road trip must be responsible for my regained stamina. And of course, the ladies’ enthusiasm definitely helps.




  Chapter 2


  I’m having a delicious wet dream in which I’m eating out a pussy and receiving a blow job at the same time. It’s one of those dreams that I know I’m dreaming and it feels as if I’m watching myself from a distance. I’m lying on a vast grassland. A redhead is tempting me with her honey-coated pussy while dazzling me with her dreamy blue eyes, and a brunette is sucking me off enthusiastically. Clouds hang in the sky like huge cotton balls, and goats roam next to me. This is paradise.


  I feel an unstoppable tension building inside me and I press the brunette’s head lower to my cock. As she moans loudly, my eyes flutter open. It’s morning and I’m lying on a comfortable bed—Lizzie’s bed. Someone is sucking my dick, and those hazel eyes and mischievous smile tell me she’s Claire.


  She lets my cock out of her mouth and asks, “Good morning, mister, how was your sleep?”


  Fuck. I mutter. “Couldn’t have been better. Sweetheart. Where is Lizzie?”


  “Lizzie is milking goats. She told me to take care of you before you leave,” Claire says. “So here I am. I was going to wake you for breakfast, but then I saw your morning wood and couldn’t help myself.”


  I chuckle. “You’re one naughty woman, Claire.”


  “And you’re a hell of a guy,” she says with a big grin. But she doesn’t continue with the blow job. Instead, she removes her pajamas and straddles me. “Lizzie told me she had a pleasant ride last night and I couldn’t wait to try it.”


  I curse and slap her bottom while she lines my cock with her entrance and sinks down in one slippery move. Shit. “You’re flooded, baby.”


  “What do you expect?” she says with a pout. “You guys were so loud last night. I could barely sleep. I fingered myself three times.”


  Fuck. I imagine the sexy woman writhing in bed while fingering herself to orgasm and my cock jolts violently. Claire laughs. “Okay, big boy. Don’t be impatient.”


  She then rides me slowly and thoroughly, her silky pussy walls wrap around me tightly and as they squeeze. I groan. “Fuck me baby. It’s too early to milk me.”


  Claire giggles and relaxes her grip on me, and then she swirls on my cock, using me as a dildo to scratch her itch. Damn. This woman drives me nuts.


  I grunt as I do what she wants to satisfy her needs, while resisting my urge to thrust deep. “I forgot to put on a condom, Claire,” I murmur in a strained voice.


  “Don’t worry about it,” she says while gazing at me dreamily. “Lizzie isn’t the only one who wants to get pregnant, stud.”


  Holy fuck. “You want my babies too?”


  She nods with a grin. “From the moment I saw you topless in the creek.”


  “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I rasp as I thrust into her faster and deeper.


  “I didn’t know. I’ve never wanted children before, not before I met you, Dan. And when I lay in bed listening to you fucking my sister, I realized I wanted your seed too.”


  She clenches her walls again, as if getting impatient. My cock gets the message and pulses in response. “You’ve got it, Claire. I’m giving my morning seed to you and you’re going to turn it into healthy babies.”


  Claire’s pussy spasms as her mouth opens in expectation. “Yes, give it to me, Dan. Please!”


  With a loud grunt, I shoot a large load of cum straight into Claire’s eager womb. She continues to grind on me while milking every drop out of me, using my morning wood like a semen tank.


  We lie in bed for a moment before getting up for breakfast. Claire quickly whips a hearty meal for me, including bacon and eggs, toasts and goat’s milk.


  While enjoying the delicious food, I ask Claire why she and Lizzie look so different.


  “I thought you would never ask,” she says with a smile. “The truth is we aren’t biologically related. We grew up in the same adoptive family.”


  “I see. That explains it.”


  “It was a large family with six children. Our adoptive parents were okay but not exactly loving and I didn’t get along with other kids. Lizzie was the oldest among the kids and I was the youngest. She always looked after me, even after she left the family.”


  “Nice. Sounds like you’re closer than some of the biological siblings.” I have my brother Asher in mind. He lives New York and the last time I saw or talked to him was at our dad’s funeral four years ago.


  “Yep. We’re lucky to have each other.”


  


  Stepping out of the farmhouse, I find Oliver, who’s frolicking in the meadow with Bella. He’s reluctant to leave his new playmate, and I feel sad when I separate them. Bella follows us for a distance and then gives up with a long meow. Claire pats the cat before walking me to my campervan,


  Lizzie comes out of the barn and meets us before we get to the van. She hugs me and then Oliver, saying goodbye with tears in her eyes.


  “Bye,” I say to the ladies. “And thank you for such a good time.”


  “Enjoy the rest of your trip,” Claire says after pecking on my cheek.


  “Keep in touch if you wish,” Lizzie says.


  “Send me photos of the babies,” I say to both of them, winking.


  “Will do!” they say at the same time.


  I let Oliver into the van and then go to the driver’s side. I haven’t gotten close when I curse. “What the fuck?”


  The side mirror’s glass cracks like a Spiderweb. I examine the vehicle quickly and find a dent on the door as well.


  The ladies must’ve heard my curse because they’re both next to me in no time. They stare at the damaged mirror in horror.


  “Unbelievable,” I mutter, still trying to process What the hell happened. The farm’s parking lot has plenty of spaces, and Billy’s Tacoma is far from the RV. There aren’t other cars around.


  Claire stares at the ground for a moment and picks up a shining shard. “It isn’t from the mirror,” she mumbles. “Wait a minute. I’ll be right back.”


  She rushes toward the Tacoma and checks its front, and then she gestures for us to go to her.


  “The scumbag did it. His headlight is broken.”


  She’s right. The bumper also shows my van’s silver-gray paint. “He must’ve been drunk when he came back last night,” Lizzie says.


  Claire rolls her eyes. “But not too drunk to run after he hit Dan’s car. He should’ve at least left a note, unless he did it on purpose.”


  Billy is out delivering and won’t be back until afternoon, and I decide not to wait for him before having the mirror fixed. I take some pictures of both vehicles for evidence.


  “I’m so sorry,” Lizzie says. “We’ll pay for the repair for you even if he denies it.”


  “No worries,” I say. “The insurance will pay for it either way. I’ve got full coverage. It isn’t a big deal. If it weren’t a rental, I could fix it myself. Just tell me where to find a reliable mechanic nearby.”


  “They have a couple downtown but I’m not sure you want to drive back in that direction,” Claire says. “Or we could call someone for you. The guy is licensed and legit and we’ve been using his service for years. He just doesn’t have a shop.”


  “Sure. I’ll try him.”


  Claire calls the mechanic, Santiago, right away, and he promises he’ll be here as soon as he’s done with a job at hand. I give him the model of the RV so he can get the parts on his way here as well.


  Since I’ve got some time to kill, the ladies decide to offer me a tour on the farm. Besides the milking facility and the main barn where the nannies, or does live, there is also a yearling barn Where the young goats less than a year old live.


  As soon as we step into the yearling barn, the curious little creatures all rush to the edge of the pens and greet us with loud bleats. Oliver barks with them excitedly while trying to sniff them through the fences. There are two medium sized pens, one on each side of the barn, separating the doelings and bucklings to prevent teen pregnancies.


  “All of them will be over seven months old this fall and ready to breed,” Lizzie says as she pets a young female yearling affectionately through the fence. “And after a doeling gives birth, she becomes a doe and is ready to be milked.”


  She also tells me while all the doelings will get bred, only one of the handful bucklings will get to mate. The rest of the bucklings will be sold as breeding stock or meat. “We don’t keep that many bucks here. They’re messy, especially during mating season. We’ve got about four bucks, more than enough to breed the hundred does on the farm.”


  I do a quick calculation. One buck per twenty-five does? Lucky bastards.


  A sudden loud bleating chorus gets our attention, and we both look out of the windows. A flock of goats are running and hopping joyously on the pasture surrounding the barns. A lanky lad about eighteen is trying to direct their way.


  “It’s grazing time,” Lizzie explains. “We feed them grains, but they need nutrients from the plants on the pasture. “We should let the yearlings out, too.”


  Lizzie opens the pens’ doors and the goats can’t wait to get out.


  “Okay, have fun,” Claire says. “And I’m going back to the main barn.”


  We catch up with Ricky, the part-time farmhand who works here twice a week. The lad is doing his best to lead four of the goats away from the rest of the herd. The horns on their heads suggest those are the four lucky bucks Lizzie mentioned. Ricky guides them towards a fenced area in the far end of the pasture.


  Lizzie pushes the bucklings toward Ricky’s group. “join the club, guys,” she pats them before letting them go.


  A doe attempts to join the bucks, too, but Lizzie keeps her away. “No, no, no. Guys only. Go away.”


  The doe narrows her eyes on Lizzie for a moment before turning away. I chuckle. “What the hell was that look about?”


  “It means, fuck you, bitch,” Lizzie says with a laugh. “These girls look angelic but they can hold a grudge against you if you don’t give them what they want, especially when it comes to bucks.”


  Goddamn. I have no idea whether it’s true, but laugh anyway.


  Lizzie and I watch the does roam on the pasture. “We don’t need to worry about the girls so much,” Lizzie says. “The herder’s job is mainly to keep an eye on the bucks and make sure they don’t get close to the does outside breeding season, which won’t begin until September.”


  I nod. “I see. I don’t blame the poor bastards. How could they not get horny with so many beautiful females around?”


  Lizzie laughs. “Actually, it’s the other way around. The does get horny when the bucks are nearby. The bucks normally don’t bother the does when they aren’t in mating season, but the does respond to the bucks. The hormones they produce when the bucks are present will make their milk taste extra goaty which isn’t good.”


  “Oh,” I say, shrugging. Lucky bastards.


  The goats will spend the rest of the day on the pasture, until their evening feeding. “These Alfalfas are great for the goats. They provide enough calcium and protein, which are essential for milk quality,” Lizzie tells me as she points at a particular plant that the goats can’t seem to have enough of.


  Oliver plays with the goats excitedly, tirelessly switching his targets. “He’s going to make an excellent guard dog,” Lizzie says, laughing.


  Lizzie and I sit down on the grass as we watch the goats forage. It’s a sunny day, and the idyllic picture in front of me is breathtaking. I’ve been on the farm for less than a day but I’ve fallen in love with it.


  Lizzie scoots closer to rest her head on my shoulder, and I wrap an arm around her while kissing her head.


  “I envy the goats sometimes,” she murmurs while keeping her eyes on the animals. “They’re so carefree. All they do is eat and sleep, and breed.”


  I agree with her, but only for a moment. “Do you really? Would you choose to be a goat if you had the choice? And let others decide how you live?”


  She pauses and then giggles. “Nah, I’m just saying. Of course I wouldn’t. It would be boring, and I wouldn’t get to choose my mate,” she says while gazing at me with her brilliant blue eyes.


  Damn. I was doing my best not to let my thoughts fall to the gutter during all that education of goat mating and breeding. But now, alone with Lizzie, it’s hard not to go astray, not when her voice is so husky and her scent is so arousing.


  I growl and lean in to kiss her. Soon we’re in each other’s arms, rolling on the grass. I’m palming her round ass when she opens my fly and reaches for my hard rod.


  I glance around quickly. Ricky is heading back to the main barn, and the goats are minding their own business—except a few.


  A pair of them nearby stop grazing and watch us curiously.


  “Shit,” I mutter. “Little voyeurs.”


  Lizzie giggles. “They’re Trilly and Dolly, the most prolific of the herd. Each of them had at least two kids per birth each year. Last year, Dolly had three and Trilly had four. The bucks love them because they’re so pretty.”


  She’s right. Even though I have no experience with goats, I can tell the two does in front of us are beauties. Both have smooth snowy hair, plump bodies and graceful posture. “Hi Trilly and Dolly,” I say to them. “Nice to meet you ladies, now leave us alone please.”


  While the goats ignore my request, Lizzie tells me not to mind them. “I watch them mating all the time. Now it’s their chance to get back at me,” she jokes as she strokes my shaft. “Girls, meet Dan, my prize stud. Look at his giant fat cock. He’s going to give me lots and lots of babies!”


  As if they understand her words, Trilly and Dolly wag their tails and cry, “Maaah!”


  Lizzie squeezes my thick manhood. “I definitely don’t want to be a goat, Dan. None of the bucks is your size.”


  “Fuck, naughty girl,” I chide while battling my urge to strip her. I’m still trying to get used to the watchful eyes around us.


  But Lizzie doesn’t give a damn. She lies down and pulls me on top of her. “Breed me again, Dan. Fill me with your seed.”


  “My pleasure.” I growl while hiking up her skirt. I pull her panties off her and spread her legs. My pants down to my knees, I drive my cock into her impatient pussy.


  Lizzie moans loudly, not giving a hoot about the fact that we’re in public and there are goats around us. Trilly and Dolly become excited and bleat with her while wagging their tails. Soon, more goats abandon their meals and turn their attention to us. Strangely, I get used to their attention and even find it arousing, especially with Lizzie’s enthusiastic cries. She seems to be showing off to her livestock.


  I’ve intended it to be a quickie but the unexpected audience and the outdoor setting bring me extra energy and I plow Lizzie like a true stud, making her writhe and scream with pleasure before I finally deposit another large load of seed into her fertile land.


  While I lie on top of her resting, Trilly and Dolly become visibly restless. Trilly sniffs Dolly’s behind, while Dolly raises her tail.


  “What the hell is going on?” I ask while rolling off Lizzie.


  Lizzie giggles when she sees what the does are doing. “They’re in heat. You’ve turned them on.”


  Damn. She’s right. Trilly mounts Dolly the next minute.


  My jaw drops. “Shit. I’m sorry. I hope I haven’t ruined your milk products.”


  “You most definitely have,” Lizzie says between gasps. “Don’t worry. I’ll hand milk these two separately later.”


  I’m about to speak when Lizzie’s phone rings. “It’s Santiago,” she says after checking the number. “Hello? Are you here already? What? Wait! Shit.”


  “What happened?”


  “Oh, he tells me the shop he usually goes to doesn’t have the parts, and he’s heading to another place. I don’t know how long it would take him. He just hung up.”


  “Don’t worry,” I say to her. “I’m not in a hurry.”


  “But Claire said you had to get back on your trip.”


  “It was the plan,” I say. “But I’m flexible.” I’m not saying to humor her. I really don’t feel the urge to leave the place. In fact, I wouldn’t mind staying for one more night.


  “Really? Good.” She grins. “Let’s go to the milk house. I want to show you how to make cheese.”


  “Sounds good,” I say as we stand up.


  Oliver is running around making new friends, and I don’t bother to get him.




  Chapter 3


  The main barn is where the hundred milking goats live. There are also two large pens on each side with multiple sections. Ricky is cleaning the straw beddings in the pens.


  The milk house is separated but connected to the main barn through a door. “Here’s our milking parlor where we milk our goats twice a day,” Lizzie says as we pass a row of stalls.


  Another door leads to a smaller room in the back, where we find Claire inside churning a large vat of milk. There is cheese everywhere, in different stages of the process: tied in bags and above buckets to drain whey, stored in mold trays or plastic containers, soaked in brine, or being aged on shelves.


  “Wow, this is amazing,” I exclaim as I look around me, impressed. “So here is all that delicious chevre at dinner comes from?”


  “Yup,” Claire nods. “It’s my favorite task on the farm. I love making cheese.”


  “Can I try?” I ask Claire.


  “Sure, but you need to clean your hands first.”


  Lizzie takes me to the sink and we wash our hands together before putting on aprons. We then stop in front of a vat where coagulation has formed and cubes have been cut. I take over the large plastic shovel spoon and begin to stir, following the ladies’ instructions and making sure I press the curds together to squeeze out the whey.


  “This is fun,” I say.


  The ladies are very passionate about making cheese. They’re not lying when they tell me it’s the part of the farm work they enjoy the most. Lizzie keeps sharing her experience with me. “It took me a while to learn the skill. Good cheese depends on many elements besides the milk—the right temperature, the amount of rennet, salt, how you stir it and drain it. I’ve produced a lot of ruined cheese over the years.”


  Claire nods in agreement. She’s mixing a lump of drained cheese in a bucket and kneading it like dough. “Me too. Remember that time when you were sick, Lizzie? The cheese came out bitter because I didn’t drain enough whey out. And then I felt bad throwing it away so I ate it for a week before letting you add it to the compost.”


  They laugh over the fact as Lizzie shows me how to scoop out the curds from the vat and put them into a straining bag.


  Lizzie’s phone rings again, and it’s Santiago informing us he’s here. We hurry out to the parking lot to meet him. A stocky guy in his thirties is standing next to his truck. After Lizzie introduces us to each other, I show the mechanic my damaged side mirror.


  “It is pretty bad,” he says after examining it. “I’ll need to replace the entire mirror, not just the glass.”


  “Okay, I expected it,” I say.


  “It’ll take just half an hour.”


  Lizzie returns to the milk house to work and I decide to stay with Santiago just in case he needs anything.


  “You’re Lizzie’s friend?” he asks while laying out his tools on the ground.


  “I’m both Lizzie and Claire’s friend,” I say, flushing as I recall my role to the two women. I probably should call myself their sperm donor as well.


  He stares at me for a minute as if trying to understand what kind of friend I am to the ladies. “You’re lucky to have them as friends. These two ladies are hardworking, sweet and beautiful.”


  “Yep.” I’m happy to hear his comment but I’m also jealous. Have they ever asked him for his seed? “Do you know them well?” As soon as I ask the question I feel silly.


  Santiago doesn’t seem to mind. “Of course, we’ve been friends for a long time. My wife and I both love their cheese. We are their loyal customers,” he says proudly.


  Wife? Damn. I glance at his hand quickly and see the ring.


  “I see.” I grin and chide myself silently. Old fool. I don’t own the ladies and have no right to be nosy.


  “Did you get in an accident or something?” Santiago asks. “Are you okay?”


  “I’m fine. It was no accident. Someone just smashed it when it was parked here last night.”


  He opens his mouth. “Oh,” he says and becomes silent.


  I watch Santiago work for a few minutes, and then walk around on the pasture. I find Oliver, feed him, and play with him for a while.


  Thirty minutes later, it was done. “Nice,” I say to the mechanic. “How much do I owe you?”


  “Eighty bucks.”


  “Are you sure?” I ask incredulously. It sounds too low. The mirror will probably cost that price.


  “Well I normally charge more, but since you’re Lizzie and Claire’s friend, I’m giving you a discount.”


  “I see. Thanks, then.” I push a Benji into his hand. “Keep the change, please.”


  “It’s really not necessary because they give me discounts all the time. But thanks.”
Santiago gathers his tools. But before he leaves, he says, “You seem to be a nice fellow so I’ll just say this to you. I like you and I hope you’ll stay.”


  Shit. What the hell does it mean? Does the fellow know what I’ve done with the ladies? I chuckle embarrassedly. “What do you mean?”


  “Come on. Isn’t it obvious? Why would a traveler come all the way to see a goat farm unless he’s interested in buying it?”


  I let out a sigh of relief. “You’re right. I’m interested, but I don’t know yet.”


  He smiles. “I say go for it. The ladies are keeping it well. As much as I hate to lose them, I also think it’s time they get a life. They’d be better off without the farm or Billy. The idiot isn’t treating them right”


  The mention of Billy makes me curious. “What has he done?”


  “He hasn’t done much, that’s the problem. Everyone knows he just spends most of his time gallivanting around town while the ladies slave for the farm.” He stops abruptly as if suddenly realizing he’s spoken too much. “It isn’t my place to judge. Anyway, I hope you’ll be able to make a deal. It’s a nice farm.”


  He gets into his truck and drives away, leaving me where I am. Shit. I should go in to say goodbye to the ladies, now that my van has been fixed. But I don’t want to. I consider what Santiago advised me for a second as I glance at the farm. The goats are still grazing happily, and Oliver dashes around to check on them.


  I can certainly spend the rest of my life here, herding, milking or making cheese during the days, and breeding during nights? Shit. This is crazy. What about my job in Seattle? Santiago is a mechanic, not a career advisor. I shouldn’t take his advice seriously. It’s a big decision and I can’t make it on the spot. I need time and I need to think without letting my dick make the decision. The wise thing to do is to get on the road again and take some time to think about it. If I miss the place at the end of the trip, I’ll come back.


  With that resolution, I return to the milk house to say goodbye to Claire and Lizzie.


  


  “I’m going to take my lunch break in my car and will be back in half an hour,” Ricky says to me when I pass the main barn.


  “Sure. Enjoy.” I say.


  I pass the milking area and head for the workshop. I haven’t reached the door when I hear moans and giggles from inside.


  I slow down my steps and listen as my blood flows south. They sound naughty. What the hell is going on? Are they making cheese or doing something else?


  I peep inside from the glass on the door and my cock jolts. They’re making cheese all right, but they’re also topless.


  Lizzie is kneading cheese in a bucket while Claire is kneading her sister’s breasts from behind. Lizzie’s eyes are dreamy as she kneads and moans at the same time. Fuck me.


  Claire kisses Lizzie’s neck while murmuring. “I love your tits, Lizzie. So fluffy and firm at the same time. Why can’t we make any cheese with this consistency?”


  “We will one day, if we keep trying,” Lizzie says between moans.


  “You’re so fucking wet, Lizzie,” Claire says with a gasp. “This is unusual. Tell me why you’re so horny today.”


  I can’t see her hands because of the damn table, but I can guess what she’s doing. My balls tighten as I picture Claire fingering Lizzie’s wet folds.


  Lizzie giggles. “Come on, you know why.”


  “I want to hear you say it, Lizzie. It’s because of Dan, isn’t it? You love him, don’t you? Naughty girl.”


  “Yes, I do. Oh, Claire, don’t stop. Thank you for bringing him home for me. I’m going to have beautiful babies. I know. He gave me an unforgettable time last night.”


  Clair flips Lizzie around to face her and the two kiss. And then Claire pushes her sister onto the table. I can’t see what they do anymore. All I can see is Lizzie’s bare back. But I can still hear them talk.


  “Just last night? Don’t tell me you spent an hour herding goats earlier,” Claire scoffs.


  Lizzie giggles. “Did you spy on us or something? Okay. We had a quickie. You can’t blame me. He’s a stud and he’s going to leave us soon.”


  “I don’t blame you, Lizzie. I’m happy for you, for us. I’m going to miss him too, even though we have each other.”


  “Do you think we can convince him to stay for one more night? There’s so much more I want to do with him,” Lizzie’s voice is so throaty that it’s all I can do not to shout yes.


  “Ohhh, good idea,” Claire says. “And do you have the same thing I have in mind, naughty girl?”


  “Yes,” Lizzie giggles between moans. “He’s the perfect guy to try out our fantasies, honey.”


  “I hope he wouldn’t refuse us like John did,” Claire says. “It would be embarrassing.”


  “I doubt it, John was a good man but also a conservative. Dan, on the other hand, has proved himself to be an adventurer. He took a chance with us, didn’t he? And he likes us both. He’s a gem, Claire. Too bad we can’t keep him…”


  I don’t hear the rest because I don’t have any blood up north. My cock throbs in my pants as I guess the meaning of their discussion. Are they talking about having a menage? Shit. This is too good to be true. The image of both ladies spreading their legs for me is enough to make me come. I push the door open and rush into the room. I want to tell them I’m going to stay one more night, but the moment I see them, my dick takes control of my mouth. “What the hell are you guys doing? Is this how you normally make cheese?”


  Lizzie is sitting on the table with her legs wide open, and Claire is kneeling in front of her, her face inches away from Lizzie’s glistening pussy.


  Both women gaze at me with their widened eyes. “Not really,” Claire mumbles. “Only when we make Midnight Passion.”


  We make cheese with love, I recall Claire’s words from last night. Is that what they mean? No wonder the mischievous look.


  I growl. No wonder the cheese tasted extraordinary.


  “Don’t get us wrong,” Lizzie says in a throaty voice. “We don’t mix in any body fluids. The hormones that we release while making love do the magic.”


  Fuck. I didn’t suspect that but wouldn’t mind if the cheese were made of their cum. I growl. “In that case, I would like to help,” I say as I reach to cup Lizzie’s breasts.


  Both of them whimper at the same time. I keep massaging Lizzie while watching Claire eating her out, until Lizzie undoes my jeans and pulls out my cock. She strokes it while licking her lips. “I want you again, Stud.”


  Claire stands up. “You know what? Lizzie. Let Dan fuck you while you make cheese.”


  We don’t hesitate to agree. In no time, Lizzie is kneading the lump of cheese again, while I fuck her from behind. While I fondle Lizzie’s right breast, Claire stands on the side to suck her other tit.


  “Oh Lord,” Lizzie moans loudly, not stopping what she’s doing. “This cheese is going be so yummy.”


  “It’s going to taste like all of us,” Claire says as she reaches to kiss me.


  The volcano erupts inside me when Lizzie’s walls clamp down, squeezing my cock for my seed.


  I’ve barely finished trembling when Lizzie pushes me away from her and says to Claire, “Your turn. Suck him off.”


  Claire doesn’t wait to obey her command. She kneels in front of me and takes my half-wilted manhood into her mouth, sucking it until another stream rushes out of me.


  Claire licks her lips. “This is the flavor that’s been lacking in our cheese. I love it!”


  “We need to think of a name for our new creation,” Lizzie says while cleaning her hands in the sink.


  “Right. You’ve got any ideas, Dan?” Claire gazes at me expectantly.


  “I’m not good at this, but what about Midday Passion?” I joke.


  They frown, not impressed by my suggestion. “We’ll come up with something later,”
Lizzie says. “It’s lunchtime. I’m starving.”


  “Do you want to join us, or are you here to say goodbye?” Claire asks while buttoning up her shirt.


  “I’m going to join you. Actually, I would like to stay here for one more night, if you don’t mind.”


  They grin widely. “Of course we don’t! We hardly have any visitors on the farm and there’s so much we want to show you,” Lizzie says.


  “Right.” Claire smirks. “And even more we would like to do with you.”


  My cock twitches with that mischievous look. What does the naughty woman have on her mind?


  


  From a fridge in the workshop, Lizzie takes out salad, cheese and cold meat to make sandwiches, while Claire spreads the table under an elm tree outside the barn. Minutes later, I’m drinking beer and enjoying a delicious and wholesome lunch, accompanied by the beautiful ladies. Some goats wander our way, wanting to share our food. We ignore them most of the time, but when a couple of demanding ones jump onto the bench, Claire shoos them away.


  The lunch makes me drowsy and I return to my RV to nap. When I wake, it’s nearly four. Unbelievable. I’m not a napper, but I suppose last night and today’s numerous ejaculations have taken their toll on me. I sit up, feeling replenished. Not wanting to leave the van yet, I open my laptop and search for the topics on goat dairy farm management. From what I’ve seen or heard, Pine Creek Farm’s business should be profitable, so what has gone wrong?


  I read through one article after another until I hear an uproar of bleat. The goats are returning to their pens. I should go help the ladies out. I cover the laptop and step out of the van.


  Lizzie is taking the yearlings into their barn. I catch up with the main herd, doing my best to help Ricky and Claire to guide the few stray ones back to the group as they head for the main barn. Oliver is in the group too, still barking energetically as he walks side by side with goats.


  “Good boy,” I say to him. “I see you’ve trained yourself to be a guard dog.”


  Oliver is a sucker for praises. He smiles, wags its tail, and leans on me to lick my face. I laugh while hugging him. “Okay, buddy, let’s move.”


  As soon as we put all the goats back to their pens, Claire dismisses Ricky because he finishes work at five.


  “Are you sure you don’t need my help milking?” the lad asks.


  “We’re fine, Ricky. Thanks. We’ve got an extra helping hand today.”


  “Okay. I’ll see you.”


  “Now let’s get started,” Claire says as she opens the door of one of the pens and lets the goats out. “We’ve got about a hundred goats and only a dozen milking stalls. So we milk twelve goats at a time.”


  I help her lead the dozen happy goats into the milk house, where the milking parlor is located.


  “Bettie, come here,” Claire says as she helps one of them into a stall, pushes its head into a metal collar that keeps its head in its place. “Good girl.”


  I follow suit and put two goats into stalls. They stare at me curiously for a moment before munching on their evening meals in the trough in front of them.


  I recall what Lizzie said earlier. The goats do seem to be eating all day.


  “Next we’re going to clean their teats, and then attach the milker,” Claire says, and I watch her with fascination. “The milk will go through the hose into the steel lines and then the cooling tank next door.”


  I soon hear a rhythmic swishing as the milk flows through the lines in the room. “How much milk do they produce?”


  “About two gallons per goat per day, and they lactate for about 300 days per year.”


  “Wow.” My mouth opens as I do a quick calculation in my head. These goats are producing at least a thousand dollars’ worth of milk each day. “This is incredible. These are cash goats.”


  She laughs. “I don’t know about cash. But Saanen is the queen of milk.”


  “Well, that, too,” I say, hardly able to hold my intrigue for the animals. “It’s the first time I see goat-milking. Can I try it?”


  “Sure,” she says and lets me attach a rnilker to a goat’s teat.


  It isn’t difficult at all, and I soon take care of the rest of the goats.


  Lizzie returns when we’re milking the third group, and she’s impressed with what I’m doing.


  “You’re a natural milker,” Lizzie says teasingly.


  I growl and cup her tits under her apron. “And you’re the queen of milk.”


  Lizzie shrieks, alarming the goats. Not wanting to ruin the milk by our lewd behavior, I stop what I’m doing and leave Lizzie alone.




  Chapter 4


  After we milk the goats and clean the equipment, I grab some stuff from my RV, and the three of us return to the farmhouse. While the ladies shower, I cook the remaining trout I caught and heat up the lasagna Lizzie baked yesterday.


  While setting up the table, I hear a bang on the door. I open it and see Billy scowling at me. He was out all day, doing who-knows-what besides delivering farm products. His face is red and breath reeks of alcohol, evidence of drinking.


  Hopeless drunk. I frown as I recall my side mirror. I have the impulse to slam the door in his face, but don’t act it out. “Yes?” I say instead.


  “What the hell do you think you’re doing here on my property?” he asks, narrowing his eyes.


  What’s wrong with this guy? He’s supposed to apologize for hitting my car. “I would be watching a rodeo at Fort Worth Stockyards if some drunk hadn’t crashed into my van.”


  “Your van wasn’t supposed to park overnight here without my permission,” he says without a trace of guilt.


  I grit my teeth. Unfucking believable. The jerk not only doesn’t apologize, but blames me for his crime. Well, at least he wasn’t denying. “Are you saying you hit my van on purpose?”


  He pauses. “What if I did?”


  “Then you’d be going to jail besides paying for the damage,” I say, stifling my anger.


  “Go fuck yourself,” he curses. “I’ve done nothing wrong.”


  What the hell? My mouth opens. Is he drunk or is he a douche, or both? “Well, we’ll let the cops decide, then,” I blurt. I haven’t planned to report the “accident” to the police at all, but seeing the jerk’s unrepentant face changes my mind.


  “Don’t you use cops to scare me. The sheriff is my friend.”


  “I doubt it,” I say, although I have no idea if it’s true or not. “In any case, it’s none of your business that I’m still here. I’m Lizzie and Claire’s friend.”


  “To hell you are. The slut picked you up at the campsite.”


  “Hey, don’t call her that!” I grab his collar and clench a fist, but I stop midway before ramming it into his face. I’m the ladies’ guest and I don’t want to get them in trouble.


  The asshole smirks. “Go ahead and hit me, cowboy!” he sneers. “You think I don’t know what the hell you did? You’re turning my house into a whorehouse.”


  Did the creep spy on us or something? I’m disgusted and enraged. I let go of the jerk but clench my fist so hard that my nails dig into my palm. “It’s none of your fucking business. This isn’t your house. The ladies don’t belong to you. They can do what they want.”


  “The farm, houses, the women are all my property. Everyone who lives on my property has to obey my rules. I want you out of my farm right now!” he shouts.


  “You’re out of your mind,” I say, feeling uneasy. The man isn’t just a jerk, but a lunatic. And he’s drunk, I don’t know what he’s planning to do. What if he calls the sheriff, or does other crazy things? Again, I don’t want to get the women in trouble.


  But despite my concerns, I don’t back off. If I leave the farm, what would he do to Lizzie and Claire? I don’t know what he’s done to them so far, but I can’t abandon them now, knowing what an ass the man really is. I stare Billy down instead, and his eyes shift.


  “Puck,” he curses finally and moves away from the porch. “I’ve given you my warnings. I’m going to call the sheriff now.”


  “Go ahead. I’ll be waiting for him to file a report for the damage to my RV.”


  He grunts but doesn’t say another word before walking toward his cottage.


  I’m about to close the front door when I hear Lizzie’s and Claire’s voices.


  “Who was it?” Lizzie asks while poking a head out. “What was Billy doing at our house?”


  “He told me to get lost,” I say with a shrug.


  “That’s crazy. He has no right to,” Claire says indignantly.


  “Apparently, he thinks he owns everything on his property, including you girls.”


  They roll their eyes. “He’s such a creep. And it isn’t his property,” Claire says. “Lizzie owns the farm too.”


  “Has he ever harassed you?” I ask them once we return to the house.


  They shake their heads no.


  “Are you sure?” I find it hard to believe because the two women are angels and the man is an ass.


  “He might have the thought but doesn’t have the guts to do it,” Lizzie says with a shrug. “We made it clear we aren’t interested in him.”


  “Why does he act like he is the boss? Does he hold more stocks or something?”


  “Yeah. We co-owned the farm in the form of tenancy in common. John’s daughter Hannah and I each own twenty-five percent, while Billy owns fifty. Besides, when they first purchased the farm, John and I weren’t married yet. I was just an employee in the beginning, and then I married John. It’s why Billy always treats me like an inferior.”


  “I see.” Damn. Knowing that the ladies have no choice but to take Billy’s crap dampens my spirit.


  But Claire cheers us up. “Thank God we’ll have nothing to do with him once we sell the farm.”


  “Yay!” Lizzie puts out a hand to high—five her sister, and Oliver jumps up on them.


  I watch them go into the house laughing, but I’m not convinced that they’re truly happy. I recall the content on their faces when they milked the goats or made cheese and the way Lizzie talked to the goats as if they were her friends. She knows each of the hundred goats by name. Goddamn. It dawns on me the real reason they put up with Billy is not because he owns more shares of the farm, but because they love working here. What are they going to do after they sell the farm? Claire might return to selling makeup products, a job she didn’t enjoy. And what about Lizzie? Will she even get her fair share of the proceeds? And what if the ladies have my babies?


  Shit. I know I’m overthinking it but the prospect that the two women could end up being miserable makes me anxious. No. I won’t let it happen. I must do something about it. They’re the most trusting and generous women I’ve met in my life. There’s only one way to ensure they’re happy. I must own the farm.


  


  At dinner, I clean my plate like a starved animal. The farm work is obviously more consuming than any gym workout I’ve put myself through. After the ladies also finish their food, I make the announcement. “I’m going to speak to Billy tomorrow and make him an offer on the farm.”


  Lizzie and Claire are both sipping wine. They look up and gulp at the same time.


  “What offer?” Lizzie blinks.


  Claire grins. “No way!”


  “Yes. I’m going to purchase the farm.”


  “You’re crazy,” Lizzie says. “Haven’t I told you it isn’t doing well?”


  “Yes, you have,” I say, holding her hand across the table. “But that’s because Billy isn’t managing it right. I’ve done some research earlier. From what I’ve seen and you’ve told me, the business should be profitable. The fastest way to turn the business around is to expand it. We would purchase more goats and hire more employees. We could also purchase more land.”


  “We?” Claire says. “Are you saying we get to stay on the farm?”


  “Of course. You love working here, don’t you?”


  They nod. “Of course, we do. But what about you? You’ve got a job.”


  Damn. I haven’t thought through it yet. Nonetheless, I assure them, “Don’t worry about me, ladies. I can take more time off to help you with the new management before I leave. I can fly over once in a while later on.”


  They glance at each other and grin with tears in their eyes. “That’ll be fantastic, Dan!”


  They give me a group hug before ordering me out of the kitchen.


  “Go grab a shower,” Lizzie says. “We’ll take care of the dishes.”


  “Okay, if you insist,” I say and leave the dining table.


  The ladies let me put my stuff in one of the guest rooms upstairs. I grab a towel from my duffle bag and step into the spacious bathroom.


  The shower is surprisingly roomy. I turn on the faucet to let the rusty water run for a minute before stepping in. I lather shampoo in my hair while humming a Monro’s song.


  

    There were so many songs

That waited to be sung

So many wild pleasures

That lay in store for me…


  


  A shower after a day’s hard work feels great. I had not expected manual labor to be so enjoyable. Again I imagine working on the farm for the rest of my life. Sure, I could come here once in a while after I purchase it, but the idea of quitting my job in Seattle and moving to the farm is enormously tempting at the moment. I don’t have anyone over there that would miss me, but right here, I do.


  Shit. I’m way out of my mind. What the hell happened to me? I’ve always been proud of myself for having the calm and coolness to think and to make rational decisions. That was what Jenna loved about me. Well, maybe it was why she left me as well. I would never find out. This man who acts on impulse for some unrealistic, idyllic life isn’t me. So I’ve had a one-night-stand with two fantastic women who adore me, that shouldn’t give me a big head. What would happen if I moved over here? I wouldn’t own them. But then again, the joy on their faces when I told them I would purchase the farm is worth everything. No, I can’t change my mind. I won’t.


  I’m scrubbing my back when the shower door suddenly slides open and I hear Lizzie’s voice. “Hi hon, I’m here to help.”


  I jerk my head around to look at her and my cock stands up instantly when I see her naked in front of me, her blue eyes sparkling with lust and her opulent breasts heave with excitement.


  “Perfect,” I say, gulping. “I need a helping hand to scrub my back.”


  She steps in right away. “Oh, just your back?” her voice is so sultry my cock jerks, answering her question.


  She sees that and giggles. “I’ll scrub you too, big guy,” she talks to my cock as if it were her pet, without grabbing it. “But you need to be patient.”


  And then she takes the soap bar and scrubs my back. “Do you like my soap, Dan? It’s lavender. I made it myself with plants in my garden.”


  “Yes baby,” I say gruffly as the slippery soap travels on my back, scratching my skin gently. “You’re so talented.”


  She giggles. “You bet I am.”


  She moves the soap down to my butt and rubs circles on one cheek while slapping the other.


  “Have I told you I love your ass?” she says in her throaty voice.


  “No you haven’t,” I say with a chuckle despite the tingling sensation that spreads across my thighs.


  “Well, now you know. She says, moving one hand across my hip and to the front. She teases me by getting close to my crotch but not touching it. I watch her hand with longing. “Naughty vixen,” I growl. “You’re going to pay for teasing me.”


  “Oh yeah?” she whispers into my ear from behind. “How, sir? Are you going to spank me?”


  “You bet I am. I’m going to spank your pretty ass so hard you’ll carry my marks. And then I’ll fuck you until your pussy is sore.”


  She coos and presses her crotch against my ass while holding my hips with both hands. “Wow, sounds so hot, sir,” she grinds on my tailbone and suddenly grips my cock in both hands and strokes it. “I can’t wait to take this big fat rod. It’s gonna hurt but it’ll be delicious.”


  “Fuck,” I grunt and thrust into her slippery hands.


  I’m in heaven for just a second when Lizzie releases my cock. “Don’t stop, woman,” I growl.


  She giggles. “I’ve got to make sure I clean every inch of you before you punish me, sir.”


  I haven’t registered her words when I feel her finger rubbing soap along my ass crack. I curse again. Damn. No one else has touched me there. Jenna thinks it gross. I had no idea it felt so good. It’s a sensitive region and feels strangely arousing.


  Her finger moves teasingly again, back and forth between my anus and the base of my cock. “You’re driving me nuts,” I growl.


  She chuckles faintly, and then, without warning, she is down on her knees. Both hands on my butt cheeks, she spreads them open and licks my crack with her tongue. Holy fuck. “What’re you doing, Lizzie? Ooh.” I tense for just a second and then relax as her tongue gently pokes my anus. My balls inflate and my cock swells as she keeps teasing me, turning on switches I didn’t know existed.


  “Fuck. That’s it. I’m gonna come,” I say and grab my steely rod.


  The shower door opens again and Claire stands there without anything on. Her hair is put up into a bun. She licks her lips as soon as she sees what I’m holding in my hand.


  “He’s mine,” she mutters and goes directly in front of me and kneels. Without another word, she pries my hand open and takes my engorged cock into her beautiful mouth.


  Lizzie is still licking and palrning my ass,


  Claire sucks me hungrily as if competing for my attention.


  Fuck. This is too much. But I’m not complaining.


  After licking me thoroughly with her tongue, Lizzie kisses my butt, occasionally biting me playfully. She slips her hands between my thighs to play with my balls, and then she cups Claire’s tits and plays with them.


  Fuck me. The sight drives me to my limits. My cock pulses in Claire’s mouth and then erupts, filling her with cum. She swallows quickly and stands up.


  “Sorry Lizzie, I should’ve kept it for you, but I couldn’t help it.”


  “Don’t worry about it,” Lizzie says. “I’m sure Dan has got plenty.”


  They speak of me as if I were a sperm bank. Hell. Maybe I am. I will be one if it makes them happy.


  “I’ve got plenty, ladies,” I assure them. “Just give me a minute to recover.”


  They towel me off and blow dry my hair as if I were their master, and then they tell me to go to Lizzie’s bed instead of the one in my room.


  “It’s roomier,” Claire explains. “Big enough for three.”


  “A threesome?” I ask with disbelief. I guessed it when I eavesdropped on their conversation in the milk house, but I dared not believe it.


  “Yes,” they say. “We sort of started it already, didn’t we?”


  “Right,” I say. “But are you sure you want more of that?”


  “Of course,” Claire and Lizzies eyes shine with excitement. “We’ve always wanted to try it, but never found the right guy. Are you in?”


  I would be a fool if I said no. “Hell yes, ladies. I am.”


  “Okay then, go wait for us.”


  I go to Lizzie’s sumptuous bed and lie down, waiting eagerly for the sisters to come in.


  Five minutes later, I’m still waiting. What’s taking them so long? I doze off eventually. The day’s events and labor work, and the earlier excitement in the shower wore me off.


  I enter a dreamland. I’m lying on a bed with a luxurious canopy, surrounded by fragrant herbs and flowers and misty fog. Lavender, rose, jasmine… I hear women’s voices from a distance. “He’s asleep,” one of them says.


  “Let him rest. He’s tired.”


  “I know. I just want to look at him. He’s so beautiful.”


  “You’re touching him.”


  A hand is stroking my body and it feels good.


  “I can’t help it. I want him. Don’t worry. I won’t wake him. I promise.”


  I groan with satisfaction as the hands start to massage me gently. My arms, my shoulders, my thighs and legs… finally, my crotch. Something slippery is swirling around my cock head.


  “Stop it. You’ve already sucked him off. It’s my turn.”


  “Okay. He’s all yours.”


  Something wet wraps around my cock, and I groan and thrust.


  I hear a giggle. “Is he really asleep? Why is he moving?”


  A hand reaches to pinch my cheek and my eyes fly open.


  I see Claire’s curious eyes staring right back at me. I blink until I fully wake. Shit. “Naughty girls,” I mutter as I realize Lizzie is sucking my cock.


  I hold on to her arms and pull her to me. While she’s on top of me, I spread her legs and push my steely rod into her warm pussy.


  She giggles but does not struggle. “You’re the naughty one. You faked sleep.”


  “I didn’t,” I say, chuckling. “You woke me. Although I did dream of two fairies vying for my cock.”


  “Oooh, his big cock makes him cocky!” Claire chimes in. She’s sitting cross-legged on the edge of the bed.


  I turn my attention to her and gasp. Damn. She’s in a pink, silky robe that opens in the middle, with plenty of laces showing what’s beneath.


  “What took you girls so long?” I ask with a gulp.


  “We were looking for the right lingerie,” Lizzie says.


  She’s wearing something even sexier. Her nightgown is sheer, making me wonder what purposes it serves besides tempting me to rip it off her.


  I hook a finger up at Claire. “Come here baby, let me touch you. You’re so damn sexy.”


  She coos as she moves closer to me. I shove a hand under her silk robe to feel her firm breasts. As her eyes turn dark, I slide my hand across her tummy and then between her thighs. She’s all wet for me. I rub her clit playfully before she starts to grind on my hand.


  I watch the two women rocking in front of me, one on my cock, and the other on my hand. “You are so beautiful, girls,” I say, shaking my head incredulously. I’m dreaming. No doubt about it.


  Claire must’ve been worked up for me for a while because she tenses up quickly. “I’m coming, Dan,,” she says while her face contorts with lust. A hot splash lands on my hand as she grinds again, and then grins. “Ooh that was fast. I needed it.”


  Shit. I watch her content smile for a second, wishing I could finger fuck her dripping pussy at the same time I fuck Lizzie. But she moves to straddle me behind Lizzie and wraps her hands around her.


  Her hands roam over Lizzie’s smooth belly for a moment before they cover her swaying boobs. She kneads them gently before squeezing them. “Your tits are so full, Lizzie. It’s time to milk them.”


  She then squeezes Lizzie’s milk bags skillfully as if milking them, sliding her hands down and pulling her nipples. Lizzie giggles and moans at the same time. “Stop playing with my tits, Claire. They aren’t your toys.”


  “You keep saying that,” Claire says. “But you and I both know you love it when I do this.”


  Fuck. Watching them flirt with each other turns me on more. My cock jolts and I plunge harder and deeper into Lizzie.


  Lizzie squeals at my deep penetration and her eyes sparkle with excitement. “Do it again, Dan. I love it!”


  I grunt and thrust again, even harder this time, causing Lizzie to howl.


  “Damn. I’m jealous,” Claire complains in the back, and then squeezes Lizzie’s tits so hard her knuckles turn white.


  “He’ll be all yours after this,” Lizzie says, squealing. “I promise.”


  Damn. Do I have the say? “I’m not your toy, ladies,” I say with a chuckle.


  “Are you complaining?” they ask simultaneously.


  “Not at all. I’m just saying.” I grip Lizzie’s hips tight and pound her hard.


  When I come, I grunt and slap Lizzie’s ass, “Just giving you what I promised, baby.”


  Claire moves up as soon as Lizzie gets off me. She’s going to ride me but I roll over and get on top of her. “Not now, baby. I’ve got to make sure you get a share of my seed, too.”


  She giggles and spreads her legs wide.




  Chapter 5


  The next morning, I rise early with the ladies and help them with the morning milking. After that, I volunteer to herd the goats out to the pasture solo because it didn’t seem that difficult when Ricky did it the day before.


  I let the does out first, and then the bucks. Everything goes smoothly until I open the pens in the yearling barn. The teenagers can’t wait to sniff the members of their opposite sex, and one horny kid even attempts to mount a girl. Shit. I push him off her without a second thought. “Hey, move, boy. The season hasn’t started yet.”


  The buckling isn’t happy with my intervention, and the next thing I know, he’s standing on hind legs charging at me. Shit. The rascal is going to headbutt me. I have no idea how to handle the situation. I put out my hand trying to stop him and protect myself from his horns, but when he doesn’t stop chasing me, I hold his body and alpha roll him. It’s a technique I heard of when learning to train my dog but never used it even once. I hold the buckling in the submissive position until he calms down. And then I stroke his neck and say, “Good boy.”


  After I pen the bucks and bucklings and make sure the does don’t wander off to neighbor’s property, I return to the barn. Lizzie should be done with her chores, and we’ll speak to Billy about buying the farm.


  Lizzie takes off her apron and walks me toward Billy’s cottage. The man is supposed to deliver the dairy products in an hour but hasn’t come out of his house yet.


  Lizzie knocks on the door, and we wait. “He’s probably still in bed,” she says with an eye roll. “He isn’t an early riser.”


  “I’m not surprised,” I say. It isn’t hard to guess, what with Billy’s drinking habit.


  Billy is in his pajamas when he opens the door. “What do you want?” He glares at me. “You should be gone by now!”


  Damn. Asshole. I want to crack a joke telling him I’m still waiting for the sheriff, but decide not to provoke him. “I’m here to propose a business deal.”


  “I want nothing to do with you. Get out of my property.”


  “Calm down, Billy,” Lizzie says. “Dan wants to purchase the farm.”


  Billy narrows his eyes. “Over my dead body.”


  “What?” Lizzie says. “What’s the matter with you? You were the one who brought up the idea of selling.”


  “I’m not going to sell it to him.”


  “Are you sure? I’m going to offer you a good price,” I say. It isn’t a good business strategy to appear eager, but I don’t care. I want the farm and kick the asshole out of here.


  Billy stares at me for a moment and says. “Two million.”


  Lizzie curses. “What the hell? You said it would be worth no more than a million.”


  “That’s for everybody else. For him, it’ll have to be two million.”


  Mother fucker. I want to tell him to go to hell, but I’m not a person that backs down so easily. I’ll think of a way to negotiate later. Right now, I’ll get him to consider the transaction.


  “Fine. I’ll consider it, but I’ll need to see the financial statements first.”


  Billy’s mouth opens for a second, as if taken aback by my willingness, and then he smirks. “Sure. I’ll be right back.”


  Once he’s out of the room, Lizzie looks at me in horror. “You’re out of your mind, Dan! He’s ripping you off!”


  “We’ll see,” I say to her calmly. “Maybe it’s worth it.”


  She opens her mouth to speak, but swallows back her words.


  Billy comes back with a folder in hand. “These are the Profit and Loss statements over the last five years.”


  “What about tax returns and sales records?” I ask as I flip through the paper.


  He presses his lips together. “That’s all I’ve got.”


  I narrow my eyes on him. “Are you sure? Then I’ll need to see your accountant.”


  “We’ve got no accountant,” Lizzie says. “Billy takes care of everything.”


  Billy mutters something under his breath and returns to his house. A moment later, he waves another folder at me. “That’s it. Take it or leave it.”


  I resist the urge to roll my eyes and take the folder from him.


  


  I take the folders with me and return to goat-herding. Picking a spot under an elm tree, I peruse the financial statements. The profits dropped suddenly after John, Lizzie’s late husband passed away, just as she had told me. But the funny thing is, their production hasn’t decreased much. Numbers don’t add up. Something fishy is going on. Since Billy is the accountant, he could easily cook the books.


  I’m still absorbed in checking the statements when I hear a woman speaking in a baby voice.


  “Wow you’ve become a big girl, Daisy. Did you behave when Mommy wasn’t home?”


  I look up and see a young woman sitting not far away, hugging and stroking a doeling. She looks no more than twenty, in shorts and a tight t-shirt. Her messy sunflower blonde hair glows in the sun.


  She presses her cheek against the goat’s neck, closes her eyes and sings, “Mary had a little goat, little goat, little goat. Its fleece was white as snow.”


  When she opens her eyes, she notices me and waves. “Hi I’m Hannah!” she says.


  The name rings a bell but I take a moment to find words because that smile is the sweetest I’ve ever seen, and those innocent baby blue eyes make me forget where and who I am for a moment.


  “Hi!” I clear my throat and wave back. “I’m Dan.”


  “I know who you are. Mom told me you’re going to be the new owner of the farm.”


  “Oh, that’s still to be decided. So you’re Lizzie’s daughter?”


  “Step daughter. But she’s no different from my real mom. My real mom went away when I was a baby.”


  “I’m sorry to hear that.”


  “It’s okay. Lizzie has been good to me. So I grew up with plenty of love.”


  As she speaks, her eyes travel over me with obvious interest.


  “Good to know that,” I say. I’m flattered by the girl’s attention but also uncomfortable. I rack my brain to keep up with the conversation. “Lizzie told me you wouldn’t be home for another week or so.”


  Hannah rolls her eyes. “That was the plan. I was going to go to Austin with my boyfriend, excuse me, ex-boyfriend, to see his parents, but we broke up before the trip.”


  “Oh, I’m sorry.”


  Her eyes widen. “You shouldn’t because I dumped him.”


  “Oh, I see. What did he do?” Damn. Why am I so nosy?


  She shrugs as she strokes Daisy again. “He just isn’t my type.”


  I stifle my urge to ask what her type is, but she volunteers the answer.


  “He’s going to be a junior and still doesn’t know what he wants to major in. I declared my major in my freshman year.”


  I chuckle. “So he isn’t good enough for you because he hasn’t declared major.”


  She glares at me. “That’s not the only reason. He needs his parents’ permission on everything he does. His parents wouldn’t let us live in the same room in their house, but he wouldn’t find us a hotel so we could be alone.”


  The guy does seem to be a wimp. “I’m sorry,” I say.


  She shrugs. “It’s okay. Like I said, he isn’t my type anyway. I like older, mature guys.”
Her voice sounds throaty and she throws me a sweet and saucy smile as she speaks. Her eyes roman over me, not so innocently. Goddamn. Is she flirting with me? My boner twitches.


  “Is there anything wrong with me?” I ask in a strained voice. “Why’re you checking me out like that?”


  Hannah scoots closer to me, taking Daisy with her. “Oh you’re just, the hottest guy I’ve met,” she says with a blush.


  Goddamn. My eyes start to check her out as well, and I notice her round breasts under her tight t-shirt, not to mention her long legs and creamy thighs.


  I’m suddenly envious of the damn goat that sits on her lap. “You love goats?”


  She nods. “I do. I grew up with them. We moved to this farm when I was only eight. I spent most of my childhood playing with goats, they were my only friends.”


  She kisses Daisy’s forehead lovingly and keeps stroking the doeling.


  My blood flows south. I have the urge to hold her and touch her like she’s petting the goat. Hell, I want to taste those soft, pink lips as well…


  Stop it. I chide my animal self. This girl is barely legal. Don’t get any ideas just because she’s talkative and trusting.


  But her shimmering eyes make it difficult, not to mention the honey, citrus scent her body gives off. I can’t help but imagine how good it would feel to have her hands stroking me and her lips on my cock—Goddamn. I’ve got to stop.


  I move my eyes away from her, take a deep breath, and stretch.


  As soon as I do that, Hannah speaks, “You’ve got nice biceps. Can I touch them?”


  What? Is the brat hitting on me? I blink for a moment, trying to discern her purpose through the guileless smile. “It won’t be appropriate.”


  She pouts. “Fine.”


  She then puts down the goat and flips over to lie on her side, facing me with her back and backside.


  Fuck me. Her shorts barely cover her ass and I get a juicy view of her butt cheeks. Her thighs are also smooth although slender. As dirty thoughts again invade my mind, she suddenly glances at me over her shoulder. “Ogling me is not appropriate.”


  I chuckle. Sassy little girl.


  I get up. “I gotta go. I’m sure you don’t mind watching the goats?”


  “Not at all. See you,” she says, her eyes gliding down and then lingering on my crotch for a moment before she smirks.


  Holy fuck. I’ve got a tent.
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