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Synopsis



(Book 1 of 3)

I'm 18 and all alone in the world.

Sarah is 35 and desperate for a man's touch.

A chance encounter on a dirt road will change our lives forever.

On my 18th birthday, my stepfather kicked me out of his house. I had nowhere else to go. Even worse, my truck broke down in the middle of nowhere. Life couldn't get much worse.

But then a pickup truck came along. Its driver was a gorgeous blonde named Sarah. She gave me a ride to her isolated farm and offered to let me stay the night.

I could never have imagined what happened next. Sarah has needs and I'm just the guy to fulfill them. I may be half her age, but I've got the equipment to get the job done.

But satisfying Sarah is just the start of my adventure. Sweet and innocent Emma lives in a commune next door. Ashley is a traveling nurse with insatiable appetites. With these three sultry women, can I finally build the harem of my dreams?


Chapter 1



“You're a long way from home.”

Getting a flat tire always sucks. But getting a flat tire on a dirt road in the middle of nowhere is way worse.

I squatted beside the old Ford Ranger and stared at the deflated front driver's side tire. I fingered the metal shard embedded between the treads.

It would have been easy to put on the spare tire. I already had the truck jacked up and the spare set up. The tire was in good shape, fully inflated and ready to go.

The only problem? The flat tire had a locking lug nut. And I didn't have the key.

"Why the hell would he do that?" I muttered.

I was thinking of my stepfather. To be fair, he was not the sort of man to put on an anti-theft lug nut and forget to have the key available. Probably some tire technician had used it to replace the tire and just forgotten to put the key back in the truck.

Either way, I was screwed.

I straightened up and looked around. The highlands of Okanagan County stretched out in all directions. The landscape was grassy fields and rising hills covered with pines. A few distant farms and some power lines were the only signs that there were people around.

The dirt road was well-maintained, but very basic. I'd left the pavement about 500 yards back. I was far from help and my cellphone had no reception.

The nearest town was Bellstone Lake, about a 20-minute drive away. Beyond that, you had to drive an hour to get to a place with more than a few hundred people.

"Okanagan County is the largest county in Washington State," I recited to myself, recalling an article I'd read about the place. "It is the least populated and poorest county. Yup, sounds about right."

I wiped the sweat trickling from my neck. The summer heat beat down on me. It was 100 degrees in the late afternoon. The temperature was still rising.

"This sucks!" I shouted, my frustration echoing in the hills around me.

I was born and raised across the mountains in rainy Seattle. I wasn't used to this kind of heat. My shirt was soaked and my balls were simmering in my jeans.

"Happy birthday, Ryan," I muttered.

My 18th birthday was actually the day before. It had been a crazy day. I'd come home from work to find a brand new Ford F-150 Raptor parked in front of the house.

For a moment, I allowed myself to believe that my stepfather had bought it for me as a birthday gift. Since my mother had died a few years earlier, my stepfather had barely tolerated my presence. Was this his way of making things up?

Not a chance. Instead, my stepfather gave me his battered 1998 Ford Ranger pickup and $500.

"I've fulfilled my obligations to you," he'd told me. "Good luck out there. Never contact me again."

He'd given me one day to pack my shit. That night I lay in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering where I would go.

As I was leaving the next morning, my stepfather was already moving his new girlfriend in. Her name was Yvette. She was 2 years older than me. We'd gone to the same high school.

"Sorry," she had whispered to me as I loaded my things.

"No worries," I replied. "Good luck with the baby."

Yvette was already 5 months pregnant with my stepfather's kid. Yvette was a nice girl. I hoped she would make a nice mother. Why had she chosen a man like my stepfather? That was a mystery I didn't want to think about.

That was this morning. And now here I was, 200 miles from Seattle. On a dirt road in the middle of nowhere. With a flat tire and no way to change it.

"Screw it. No use waiting around."

I grabbed my cell phone and my water bottle. The truck had a camper shell that locked, though I didn't know who would break into it out here. Not like I had so many precious things, anyways. My clothes and a few cardboard boxes of stuff were all I owned.

Maybe as I got closer to the road, I'd get a signal on my phone? I didn't know if there were any ride-shares out here, but maybe I could find a way to get into town.

I was just about to head off when I saw a vehicle coming down the dirt road. It was a pickup truck. It was heading in the wrong direction, but maybe they could give me a hand to change the tire somehow?

My hope rose as the truck approached. But my hope fell when I saw the driver.

It was a woman. She seemed to be alone.

There was no way a lone woman would stop for a strange man in such an isolated area, right? Hell, I wouldn't stop for a stranger in a place like this.

Especially a guy like me. Even though I was only 18, I stood 6'4" and weighed over 200 pounds. That had served me well as a tight end on my school football team. It wasn't so great for putting strange women at ease as I loomed over them.

I straightened up and tried to look as unthreatening as possible. To my surprise, the truck rolled to a stop and lowered its passenger window.

"Hello," I said, putting on a bright smile. "Thanks for stopping."

The woman inside nodded. She looked to be in her early 30s. Blonde hair, blue eyes. Full lips curved in a curious grin.

I forced myself to focus on that pretty face. It was difficult. The woman was wearing a cute sundress whose unbuttoned front was barely containing her massive tits.

"You having car trouble?" she asked.

"Yes, ma'am. Flat tire."

"Let me guess," she chuckled. "You don't know how to change a flat tire, right? Never watched a YouTube video on how to do it?"

I raised an eyebrow, appreciating her challenging tone. She must have realized how young I was and made certain assumptions about someone from my generation.

"No, I do know how to change a flat. Got it jacked up and the spare out, as you can see. It's just that there's a locking lug nut on the tire. I can't find the key for it."

"Most people hide it behind the glove box. Not in, but behind. Have you checked there?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Well, where else could you have put it?"

"I don't know. My stepfather was the one who put on the locking lug nut. This was his truck. I been driving it for just a day now."

The woman's expression softened. She bit her lip and looked me over.

"You're not from around here, are you?" she asked.

"No. I'm from Seattle."

"Seattle? You're a long way from home. What are you doing in Okanagan County?"

"I came to visit the grave of my great, great grandfather," I said quietly. "I found the gravesite online and wanted to pay my respects. I have some flowers in the front seat. They're wilting in this heat, though."

"Are you talking about the Pioneer Memorial site?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"I don't think anyone has visited there in years. You know it's been abandoned for a long time now?"

"I do. That's part of why I was headed there. Plus... uh, I had nowhere else to go."

The woman regarded me in silence. I held her gaze, willing myself not to peek at her amazing rack.

"Well, I can't help you with that tire," she said. "But I bet my brother could. He's down at the farm. It's a few miles away. If you want, I can take you there."

"That would be terrific," I said gratefully. "Do you guys have wifi out at the farm?"

"Yes. Satellite. It's expensive and slow, but it works."

"Sounds good to me. All I need is to call a tow service or something if your brother can't help."

"Oh, I'm sure he'll be able to help. My brother is a very resourceful man. Hop in."

"Thanks!"

I opened the passenger side door... and froze. Laying on the seat was a bra and a pair of silk panties.

The woman saw what I was looking at and let out a playful gasp. She quickly grabbed the underwear and tossed them into the rear seat.

Not meeting her eyes, I got in and closed the door.

"Seat belt," she reminded me.

I buckled up, trying not to think about the bra and panties behind me. They were obviously hers.

I stole a glance at her chest. Sure enough, her nipples were straining against the thin fabric of her sundress.

There was a lot more to see. Her thick thighs extended out of her skirt. She was barefoot, her toenails painted red.

I looked straight ahead out the windshield, trying not to think about how she was not wearing panties beneath her dress. Imagining what was between her legs made my cock tingle.

The woman extended her hand.

"I'm Sarah. Sarah Davis."

"Ryan," I said, shaking her hand. "Nice to meet you, Mrs. Davis."

"Just Sarah is fine," she laughed.

"Gotcha."

Sarah left the windows down as she put the truck into gear and headed down the dirt road. The warm air blowing into the truck just made everything feel hotter.

"So what kind of farm do you guys have?" I asked.

"My brother used to grow apples and cherries," Sarah replied.

"Used to?"

"He's no longer farming," Sarah said quietly.

I could hear the sadness in her voice. I didn't know what was making her sad. I figured it was not my place to ask.

"What about you, Ryan? What did you mean about not having any place to go?"

"Uh, my stepfather kicked me out of the house when I turned 18," I said. "Gave me that truck and $500 and told me never to contact him again."

"What about your mother?"

"She passed a few years ago."

"Oh, I'm so sorry to hear that."

I nodded, feeling her gaze on me. I turned and gave her an appreciative nod and a smile, trying to be cordial.

But then my eyes betrayed me.

Almost against my will, they dipped down, taking in the sight of Sarah's massive tits. The wind blowing in was flapping the unbuttoned front of her dress, exposing more of her deep cleavage. Sitting next to her, I could see the pink buds of her nipples through the white fabric of her sundress.

I quickly looked up. My eyes met Sarah's. We stared at each other for a moment, our eyes locked.

I quickly turned away, pretending to study the landscape passing by. I could feel the blush creeping up my neck. I always blushed when I was embarrassed.

Fuck! She saw me eyeing up her boobs! She must think I'm a huge creeper.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to think of something to say. Instead, it was Sarah who broke the silence.

"So, you're 18?"

"Yeah," I stammered. "Yesterday was my birthday."

"Congratulations. 18th birthday is the big one. You're an adult."

"Old enough to vote and join the military," I chuckled. "Not old enough for a beer or a joint."

"Crazy rules," Sarah agreed.

"Yeah, no doubt. This is America, haha. Drinking laws and no metric system. Crazy. Now that I'm 18, I think I have to register for the draft and everything. I don't even have a permanent address. That's what it means to turn 18 I guess. So, um... how old are you?"

As soon as the words left my mouth, I knew I had screwed up. I was just trying to make conversation, but Sarah was making me all flustered. I knew I was just blurting out bullshit, trying to fill the silence.

Fortunately, Sarah didn't seem to mind. She just laughed and shook her head.

"I'm 35," she said.

"Really? I thought you were younger."

"Well, aren't you a charmer!"

I grinned, glad that she didn't seem offended by my staring at her chest or my rude question. Maybe she hadn't noticed after all.

"And by the way, you don't have to worry about it."

"Worry about what?" I asked.

"About looking at my tits. Like you did just now."

The heat rushing up my neck was back again. I knew I was blushing furiously. I cleared my throat, not knowing what to say. I glanced over at Sarah who was smirking at me.

"You're a healthy young 18-year-old," she continued. "It's natural for you to look. Hell, I'd be offended if you weren't at least a little interested."

"I swear I was trying to be respectful."

"I know. And you did a good job, Ryan. But I'm used to having men look at me. I could see the struggle for you to keep your eyes up. It was cute."

"Um..."

"Just don't think I was flaunting myself for you," Sarah said sternly. "When I'm driving on a hot day like this, I like to have a breeze on my boobs. At my size, boob sweat is a real issue. The wind dries them out, you see?"

"For sure," I said lamely.

"Same with my panties. On hot days, I just like to air my kitty out."

I licked my dry lips, trying to think of something to say to that and coming up empty.

"So anyway, don't worry," she continued in a comforting tone. "Men will be men. And you're 18. You're a man now, aren't you?"

"For sure," I said again.

"Good boy," she laughed.

A jolt shot through me as Sarah casually patted my thigh. Her hand lingered there, massaging my leg.

The truck bumped over a pothole and Sarah's hand jostled back. For a moment, she cupped my cock through my jeans, her thumb stroking my length.

It was the first time in my life that a woman had touched my dick. My breath caught in my throat and my heart was pounding.

Sarah casually pulled her hand away, acting as if nothing had happened. With both hands on the steering wheel, she pulled off the dirt road onto a long driveway.

Ahead of us was a two-story farmhouse and a barn.

"Here we are," Sarah said brightly. "Home sweet home!"

"Cool," I muttered. "Way cool."

Sarah laughed at the way my voice squeaked. I tried to say something more but couldn't think of anything. I was too busy putting my hands in my lap, trying to cover up the massive erection throbbing against my thigh.


Chapter 2



“I'll make sure to tuck you in nice and snug, Cowboy.”

The two-story farmhouse was painted white, though the paint was peeling a little at the edges. It had a steep roof and a porch that wrapped around the front. Bright flowers in pots had been arranged along the porch railing.

Across from the farmhouse was a large barn. Its doors were open. I could see tools, an old tractor, and a few bales of hay inside. The barn's paint was also peeling. It looked like it was being used more for storage than for farmwork.

"Here we are," Sarah said as she pulled her truck up in front of the farmhouse.

Sarah parked beneath a big fir tree. She beeped her horn and then got out of the truck. I followed, stepping out into the shade of the tree.

Sarah casually got her underwear out of the backseat and shoved them into her purse.

"Come on," she called to me.

With a quick glance to make sure Sarah wasn't looking, I untucked my shirt and adjusted my dick so my erection wasn't too visible. The feel of Sarah's hand caressing my cock still lingered in my mind.

She did that on purpose, didn't she?

I tried to push the thought away as I trailed behind Sarah. I admired her big ass rolling beneath her dress, knowing her pussy was uncovered beneath her skirt.

I like to air my kitty out, she said. Damn.

The thought made me grin and my balls ache. I did my best to compose myself and be respectful. After all, Sarah was twice my age. Despite her flirty behavior, it wasn't like I was going to be dating her or anything.

I'll be on the road again soon. Sarah and all of this will just be a memory when I get to wherever it is I end up.

My good mood darkened when I recalled my situation. I was homeless and alone. A truck and some clothes were all I had in this world. I had nowhere to go, no one was waiting for me.

My gloomy thoughts were interrupted by the creak of a screen door opening. A man in a wheelchair rolled out the front door of the farmhouse and onto the covered porch.

"Who's this?" the man called.

"His name is Ryan," Sarah said. "His truck got a flat a few hundred yards from the main road. Ryan, this is my brother Paul."

"Hi," I said, raising a hand. "Nice to meet you."

Paul nodded at me with an appraising look. Like he was gauging the kind of man I was.

"Always bringing home strays, aren't you, Sarah?"

"Always."

I followed Sarah up the steps onto the porch.

"Damn, you're a big one," Paul said, squinting up at me. "You play football?"

"Tight end," I confirmed.

"Were you any good?"

"I sucked," I admitted. "I could block some, but my catching was terrible."

"What school was it for?"

"Central Gorst High School. The Cowboy. No 's', just Cowboy."

"Cowboy?" Sarah laughed. "That suits you."

"Was your team any good?"

"Nope."

"I played quarterback in high school," Paul said. "We sucked, too."

He offered his hand and we shook. Paul's grip was firm and his hand was rough with callouses. He looked to be older than his sister, maybe early 40s. They both shared the same good looks, their blonde hair and blue eyes marking them as siblings.

"You don't know how to change a flat tire?" Paul asked, the smirk on his face mirroring the smirk his sister gave me.

"I do. But there's a locking nut on it. And I don't have the key."

"Well that is a pickle," Paul said. "Got a simple solution, though. Because those damn things don't work for shit."

"You know how to get it off?" I asked.

"Yup. Sarah? Could you go to the barn and bring back the old socket set by the tractor?"

"I can," she said with a frown. "But you have an entire shelf of new sockets down in the basement."

Paul shook his head.

"No, I'll need the old ones from the barn. This is a job for worn-out tools."

Sarah shrugged and went down the steps and headed for the barn. I fought to keep from staring at her big ass as she walked away.

"The trick to these stupid nuts is using a socket that's slightly smaller," Paul said to me. "You put it on the nut, hammer it down, and then wrench the nut as usual."

"That works?"

"Wouldn't say so if it didn't. It ruins the socket, though. Which is why I sent Sarah for the old set."

"Gotcha."

"Sarah's very handy. We're going to build a wheelchair ramp so I can get off the porch on my own."

I looked at the supplies in the back of Sarah's truck. I could see lumber, boxes of hardware, concrete footings.

"Looks like a serious job," I said doubtfully. "You sure you two will manage?"

"We'll figure it out," Paul said. "We always do. Sarah's a good woman, a good sister."

"Well, she was nice enough to stop for a stranger who needed help," I said. "Maybe I can return the favor. Where do you want those supplies?"

Paul looked me over, then gave an approving nod.

"Down by the left edge of the porch," he said. "That's where the ramp will go."

"No problem."

I stepped off the porch and trotted to the truck. I unloaded the supplies and stacked them by the porch. It took about fifteen minutes.

By the time I finished, Sarah was back on the porch. She and her brother watched me work, exchanging glances between themselves.

"That's the last of it," I said, setting down a box of screws and a new circular saw. "My stepfather had this same saw. It works real good."

"Thanks for unloading all that," Sarah said. "I wasn't looking forward to doing it myself."

"My pleasure. Least I can do."

"Come on," she said. "I'll drive you back to your truck."

"And come back after," Paul told me. "We're about to have dinner. You're welcome to join us."

I looked from Paul to Sarah and saw the welcome in their eyes. For the first time in a long time, I felt at ease.

"I will," I promised.

Sarah and I got back into her truck and headed down the driveway.

"Your farm is beautiful," I told her. "Must be nice to live out here in the countryside."

"It is. Paul and I both grew up here. Back then, the farm was much bigger. Paul and his wife were running things until he had his car accident six years ago. After that, he had to sell off most of our land to pay for his medical bills."

"Damn. Is his wife okay?"

"She didn't make it," Sarah said softly.

"Oh. Wow. Um... I'm sorry to hear that."

"Yes. It was a tragedy. I was living in Portland when it happened. I moved back to help Paul. I've been here ever since. At heart, I’ve always been a farm girl. And it's good to have family close by.”

"Yeah," I agreed, though I had no family of my own to compare.

"Here's your truck, all in one piece. An abandoned truck wouldn't have lasted long in Seattle, right? Not in Portland, either."

"For sure. It would have been stripped fast."

"Out here it would have been left in peace... until some drunk yahoo decided to use it for target practice."

"I guess every place has its problems."

I got out and got to work. The technique Paul told me about worked like a charm. The socket was ruined after hammering it on the locking nut, but it was old and rusty anyway. I still made a mental note to buy Paul a replacement socket.

"Meet me back at the farmhouse," Sarah said, once I got the tire off. "I'll get started with dinner. If you drive away, I swear I'll hunt you down, Cowboy!"

I laughed and gave her a wave as she drove off.

Half an hour later, I pulled into the farm. Paul was still on the porch. He was smoking a pipe. The smell was nice, like cherries and tobacco.

"Have a seat," Paul said, gesturing at a lawn chair beside him. "Me and Sarah like to have dinner out here on the porch. Sandwiches and salad on a hot day like this."

"That sounds great, actually," I said as settled down into the chair.

Paul poured me a glass of lemonade from the pitcher beside him. The crisp flavor was refreshing and tart. I drank it down in three big gulps.

"This place is real nice," I said as Paul refilled my glass. "It's so peaceful out here."

"Yes, it is. Me and Sarah grew up here. It was much bigger back then. 64 acres of apples and cherries. A real working farm."

"That must have been amazing."

"It was. Damn shame to have to sell it off, piece by piece. But that's the American health care system for you. At least we got a lavender farm next door."

"Lavender farm?"

"Yeah. Sold 17 acres to a friendly couple. They built a B&B farmhouse and planted fields of lavender. Special variety from Japan called 'rabenda'. They sell it to some kind of essential oil company in Tacoma. They also run the bed and breakfast as well as hosting weddings, photo shoots, that kind of thing. You can see it from the other side of the porch."

Curious, I went around the porch and looked behind the farmhouse. The B&B was a large two-story house with a pavilion beside it. Vibrant fields of purple lavender extended away from the house in winding rows.

"Damn, that's so beautiful," I said.

"I like looking at it," Paul agreed. "Very colorful. And Sarah sometimes works receptions there as a bartender. She whips up a mean old-fashioned."

I turned away from the lavender farm, my eyes glancing through one of the farmhouse's open windows.

Holy shit…

Through the window screen, I could see Sarah standing in the living room. She was naked, her body slightly turned away from me. From my angle, I could see her massive tits swaying freely, her pink nipples surrounded by coral-colored areolas. Her ass was big and firm, her belly flat. The mound of her pussy was covered in golden pubic hair, the curls slightly darker against her pale skin.

Sarah was setting her sundress on a chair. As I watched, she pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a loose T-shirt.

My dick was throbbing again. The strain of my erection in my pants brought me out of my trance. I hurriedly turned away and returned to Paul, flopping down in the chair beside him.

"You okay?" he asked.

"I'm good," I said with a weak grin. "Just, uh... overheated. Not used to this kind of weather."

"Sandwiches are served!" Sarah called out.

She carried out a tray of sandwiches and set them on the table beside us. I kept my eyes lowered and tried not to stare at her, feeling guilty for having accidentally peeped on her.

Sarah looked comfy and relaxed in her sweats and T-shirt, but now that I knew how amazing her naked body was, it was hard to see anything else.

The three of us settled down to some serious eating. There were three kinds of sandwiches - roast beef, turkey, and salami. I took one of each and piled them high with tomatoes and onions along with thick slabs of cheese and spicy mayo.

Sarah served us a cold pasta salad that was the perfect side for the sandwiches. There was also corn on the cob, the only hot food. I slathered an ear in butter and salt, loving the sweetness and crunch of fresh corn. As we ate, Paul told me stories about growing up on the farm.

Dessert was chilled slices of watermelon. We all savored the thick wedges of juicy fruit, spitting the seeds over the side of the porch.

"One time, we ended up growing a watermelon vine right there under the porch," Paul told me. "Right where the ramp is going to go."

"If you don't mind me asking, how have you managed without a ramp?" I asked.

"Oh, I used to walk with forearm crutches," Paul said. "My spinal cord injury has only recently started to deteriorate a bit. That's why I'm using the wheelchair. Might as well make accommodations for the chair. Not like my spine is going to get any better."

"The ramp is just part of adapting," Sarah said, looking at her brother affectionately. "Adapt and overcome."

"Speaking of the ramp, why don't you stay and help Sarah build it?" Paul asked. "We can put you up for the night and get started tomorrow morning. What do you say?"

"Really? You want me to stay?"

"Why not?" Paul laughed. "You're a big-ass dude who can be very helpful. We'll even give you some cash to pay for your gas. Unless you got someplace else you need to get to?"

"No, I got nowhere," I said with a grin.

"Good, then it's settled!" Paul said. "After dinner, Sarah will show you to the trailer."

"Trailer?"

"Down by the pond," Sarah said. "Trust me, it's a beautiful place to spend the night. First, I'll take you to lay those flowers at the Pioneer Memorial."

"Sweet. Thanks!"

"Then I'll make sure to tuck you in nice and snug, Cowboy."

Sarah gave me a wink. The image of her naked body and those amazing tits flashed through my mind again as I returned her smile.

I bit into my watermelon, wondering what the night would bring.


Chapter 3



“It can be lonely here.”

"Turn left here," Sarah said.

I pulled off the dirt road onto a rutted trail. I went slow, my truck jolting and swaying over the rough terrain. After a few minutes, the trail ended at an overgrown field.

"This is it," Sarah told me.

"You weren't kidding about it being abandoned," I said, scanning the neglected field. "Where's the stone monument? I saw a picture of it on the web."

"That picture must have been from years ago. The monument got toppled long ago. Probably some bored kids with nothing better to do."

I got out of the truck. The sun was setting behind the hills to the west, but the air was still hot.

Sarah waited inside the truck, the AC keeping her cool. I could feel her watching me as I began slowly crossing the field.

It took some time, but I finally found the grave marker. I cleared the dirt and grass from the worn-down stone.

Cullum James Mathews, 1866-1927

I kneeled and stared at the marker for a long time. It felt strange knowing I had a connection to this place. My ancestors had been part of this land and its history. Many years had passed, but now one of CJ Mathews' descendants had finally returned.

I looked up as Sarah joined me by the grave marker. She handed me the flowers I had brought. I bought the bouquet from a gas station where I filled up the truck. The flowers had wilted in the heat, but still looked fresh compared to the drab brown grass of the field.

I set the flowers down by the marker. The colorful blooms looked nice in the fading sunlight. I felt Sarah's warm hand resting on my shoulder.

"You've got some roots here," she said.

"Yeah. It's so cool to find this place. I just wish it weren't so neglected."

Sarah squeezed my shoulder. The sunlight filtering through her golden hair was dazzling. I put my hand over hers and held her gaze.

"We should get back," she told me.

Driving back to the farm, I saw a cluster of mobile homes at the foot of a steep hill. Colorful strips of cloth fluttered on ropes strung between the houses.

"Those are the hippies," Sarah grinned, noticing where I was looking. "At least, that's what we call them."

"Who are they?"

"Some kind of commune? An intentional community is what they call themselves. We joke about them, but the few times we've interacted, the people there have been nice. They've been there for years now and mostly keep to themselves. They don't cause trouble, so everyone just minds their business."

"They must like the quiet out here," I said.

"I think everyone does. When I was living in Portland, I missed this place so bad. When my brother had his accident, I didn't hesitate to move back."

"You just left everything behind?"

"Yes, I did. Left my worries behind... and left my husband behind, too."

"Damn. That's a big change."

"It was worth it."

I looked out at the passing landscape. The hills and pines were painted orange from the sunset.

"It is beautiful out here," I said. "But it must get kind of lonely too?"

Sarah was quiet for a long time. Then she let out a sigh.

"It can be lonely here. At times, I feel isolated."

"At least you have Paul."

"Paul is my brother and I love him. But sometimes I miss having a man around. One who's not my brother, I mean."

"Yeah, for sure. I get you."

The image of Sarah's naked body rose up in my head again. It was rough sitting next to her like this, knowing what she looked like under those baggy clothes.

She's twice your age, I reminded myself.

But the thought didn't calm my lust. If anything, it made me want her more.

"Turn left here," Sarah told me.

The dirt driveway circled around the base of a steep hill. Pines and firs surrounded us. About 200 yards off the road, we came to a clearing.

"Oh wow," I said. "This is beautiful."

A small pond was nestled at the foot of the hill. Evergreen trees surrounded the pond while cattails and ferns fringed the clear waters.

"It's our little oasis," Sarah said. "Paul and I used to camp here as kids all the time."

"It's so green," I said. "I almost feel like I'm back on the wet side of the state. That pond good for swimming?"

"Better than any swimming pool. Come on. I'll show you where you'll be spending the night."

Sarah guided me around a stand of spruce trees. A travel trailer beneath an RV carport was tucked at the edge of the pond. LED string lights were twined beneath the carport roof. The setup looked rustic and cozy.

"Paul got this trailer a year before his accident," Sarah explained as we got out of the truck. "He parked it here to be a kind of man cave."

"I can see why," I said, taking in the peaceful surroundings.

"The trailer is hooked up to our electrical and has water from a well. There's also a septic system for dumping black and gray water."

"Damn, what a sweet setup."

"Paul was playing with the idea of setting up more trailers, maybe even cabins. He and Brenda thought they could do some vacation rentals to supplement their farm income."

"Brenda was Paul's wife?"

"Yes," Sarah nodded. "She loved this pond as much as we did."

Sarah opened the trailer door and stepped inside. I followed, ducking my head to clear the doorway.

"Nice," I said, looking around.

The trailer was small but cozy. A black leather couch sat against the main windows, a small table in front of it. To my right was a compact kitchen with a stove, sink, and fridge. A narrow door beside the kitchen led to what I assumed was the bathroom.

"2017 Travies-Plus trailer," Sarah said, "17 feet with custom upgrades. It's compact but very comfortable."

She walked past me, her body brushing against mine in the tight space.

"This leather sofa folds into a bed. I slept on it once. Very comfy. Do you have a sleeping bag?"

"Yeah, in my truck. Doubt I'll need it, though. It's so warm tonight."

"Summer nights out here are the best. The only noise is from the frogs croaking. They get loud!"

Sarah sat on the sofa and patted the cushion by the window.

"Come check out the view," she urged me. "It's terrific."

I squeezed in and sat down next to her, the couch sinking slightly under my weight. The window framed the pond perfectly. The water was shimmering like something out of a fairy tale.

"Wow," I breathed, taking in the sight. "Beautiful."

"Isn't it though?" Sarah said, leaning in to point at a spot near the reeds. "See that shallow part over there? The one surrounded by all those cattails? That's where I used to skinny dip when I was younger. I'd sneak out here alone and swim at night."

"Sounds like fun."

"Oh, it was. So much fun."

I suddenly felt Sarah press against me, her breasts flattening against my back. Her arm casually wrapped around my waist, and her hot breath tickled the back of my neck.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my composure.

"And there in the middle of the pond where the water is deepest?" she whispered. "That's where I'd float on my back and stare up at the stars. The way my bare skin would glow in the moonlight. It was so dreamy."

"Uh, yeah. For sure."

"Ryan? Are you okay?"

"Yeah! Absolutely!"

"You're shaking a little. I can feel you."

Her hand slipped under my shirt and stroked my side. I exhaled sharply at her touch. In my pants, my cock had gone rock hard.

"I'm sorry for squeezing in like this," she said, not moving away. "This trailer is so cramped, and you're such a large man."

"No problem," I said in a shaky voice.

Sarah giggled softly. She inhaled deeply, her nose nearly touching my shoulder.

"You need a bath, Cowboy. Let me show you the shower."

Sarah released me and stood, taking my hand. I rose and followed her to the tiny bathroom. My cock was throbbing and my imagination was running wild.

Am I gonna lose my virginity? To this hot babe who is old enough to be my mother?

"The water heater is propane-fired," Sarah said, gently pushing me into the stall. "You have to do some things before you can get hot water."

Sarah pressed against me again, her plush tits nestled against my arm as she leaned in and explained the knobs in the shower stall. I barely heard what she was saying, hyper-focused on the feeling of her soft body against mine.

"I only used this shower once," Sarah said. "I didn't know how to use the heater and ended up getting scalded. I burst out of the shower red as a lobster. Showed Paul and Brenda more of myself than I ever wanted to!"

Her hand was back under my shirt, lightly stroking my side. I waited, hardly breathing, trying to mentally will her hand down just a few inches to where my cock was rigid and aching.

"Don't you think that's funny?" she asked.

"What...? Oh! Oh, yeah. That must have been a crazy moment."

"The looks on their faces when they saw me naked! I'll never forget it. Of course, that was a silly accident. But sometimes you want someone to see you naked. You want to enjoy their reaction when they see your body... your tits... your cunt. Do you know what I mean?"

"I do," I mumbled, enjoying the thrill of this classy woman using such crude language.

"And did you like it?" she asked.

"Like what?"

"Seeing me naked."

I froze. Sarah was so close to me that I could feel her hot breath against my chest. She was looking up at me, a wicked grin on her beautiful face.

"I, uh... I mean..."

"It's okay," she giggled. "I knew you were peeking. I was heading upstairs when I heard Paul mention the lavender farm. I knew you'd go and take a look. So I decided to change in the living room, right where you could spy on me."

"Why?"

"To give you a little show," she chuckled. "Consider it a present for your 18th birthday. You're an adult, Ryan. You can enjoy adult pleasures."

"For sure," I sighed, loving the way her fingers were playing with my belly button.

"But you didn't answer my question. Did you like what you saw?"

"Fuck yeah!" I grunted.

Sarah burst into laughter at my enthusiasm. She gave my belly a last pat before she pulled away.

"Come to the farmhouse at 8 tomorrow morning. It's about two hundred yards to the east, just down the slope. I'll make you a nice breakfast before we get to work on that ramp."

"I will."

"And I'm so glad you found your roots here today, Ryan. Welcome back."

Sarah draped her arms over my shoulder. She pulled me down. I narrowed my eyes and puckered my lips, amped up to finally kiss those full lips of hers.

Instead, she turned her head and kissed me on the cheek.

"Sleep well, Cowboy," she whispered.

"Yeah. Yeah, you too, Sarah."

She smiled at my halting voice. Her eyes drifted down to my crotch where my erection was plain to see beneath my pants. Sarah's smile widened at the sight of my arousal.

"Good night," she said with another wink.

And then she left me, making her way to the trailer's door and out into the dusk.

For a moment, I just stood there stunned, not knowing what to do. Then, shaking my head, I lurched after her.

Sarah was walking down the slope behind the trailer. I could see the lights of the farmhouse in the distance.

"Good night!" I called after her.

Sarah didn't look back, only waved.

"Don't be late tomorrow!"

I watched her go until she was at the farmhouse.

Back in the trailer, I stripped and got into the shower. As the hot water spray washed the sweat from my skin, I took my cock in hand.

"Sarah," I muttered.

It was easy to imagine the blonde on all fours, her ass offered to me as her huge tits swayed beneath her. I could almost feel her pussy gripping me as I went balls-deep inside her.

I moaned aloud as my aching balls finally got their release. My cum splattered against the shower walls and flowed down the drain in pearly strands.

I watched my sperm swirling away, imagining what it would look like dripping out of the pussy of Sarah Davis.


Chapter 4



“Were you thinking of me?”

My phone woke me with its familiar alarm. For a moment, I thought I was back in my bedroom at home.

I blinked my eyes and took in my unfamiliar surroundings. It took a moment, then everything that had happened in the last two days came crashing back to me.

I'm not at home. I don't have a home.

But maybe I'd found something better.

I stretched out on the RV's convertible bed and wiped my eyes. The sofa bed had been more comfortable than I expected, even with my feet hanging off the edge. At 6'4", I was used to things being slightly too small for me.

Outside, the horizon was already brightening. In Washington State, sunrise came early in the summer and daylight lingered well into the evening. It made up for the crushing darkness that we went through every winter.

I washed up and dressed, my mind going over and over the things Sarah had said, the way she touched me, the feel of her pillowy lips on my cheek.

She wants me. That has to be true, right? I'm not imagining this shit. She wants me to fuck her.

The possibility of finally losing my virginity was revving up my excitement. That I could maybe lose it with such a hot older woman made it even more mind-blowing.

Despite my size, I had always been awkward around women. I was an introvert by nature. When my mother suddenly died of an aneurysm, I withdrew even deeper into myself.

Having a stepfather who made it clear I was unwanted just made me more isolated. Girls were a complication I couldn't deal with.

But now? I was an adult and on my own.

I was ready.

"Sarah," I whispered, enjoying the way her name felt on my lips. "I'm going to fuck you, Sarah Davis."

Energized and happy, I grabbed my mobile phone and left the trailer and headed toward the farmhouse. The lights were already on there and I could make out movement through the windows.

It was about two hundred yards across a gentle slope covered in tall grass. I followed a foot trail that was worn into the dirt. All around me, I could hear insects and birds coming to life with the sunrise.

The front door was open and I could hear noise from inside. I stepped onto the porch and smelled bacon and coffee. My stomach rumbled.

I knocked on the screen door.

"Come on in!" Sarah called from inside.

I entered the farmhouse. The living room was simply furnished with a couch, two armchairs, and a coffee table. A bookcase stuffed with paperbacks stood against one wall. The hardwood floor was worn but clean.

To my left, the kitchen had a large table and six chairs. Paul sat in his wheelchair at the head of the table, a mug of coffee in front of him.

Sarah was setting out plates. She wore denim overalls and a t-shirt, her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Even in those clothes, I could see the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. I swallowed hard.

"Sit down," Sarah said cheerfully. "Breakfast coming up!"

"Morning," I said, taking a seat next to Paul.

"Morning, Ryan," Paul said. "Sleep well?"

"Yeah, thanks."

Sarah placed a platter with a big mound of pancakes in the center of the table. There were already plates of bacon, scrambled eggs, and a bowl of fresh fruit.

Sarah poured me a glass of orange juice and a cup of coffee.

"Eat up," she said, smiling at me.

I didn't need to be told twice. I loaded my plate and dug in.

Paul started talking about the ramp.

"First, we need to set concrete footings. We'll put them eight feet apart. Then we cut those treated 4x4s for the posts. We'll need to set the angle to 1:12 to meet ADA standards. That's one inch of rise for every twelve inches of run."

I listened, trying to focus, but Sarah's foot started rubbing against mine under the table. I nearly choked on a piece of bacon. Sarah gave me a flirty smile, her blue eyes glittering with sly humor.

Paul kept talking, oblivious to the footsie happening under the table.

"I found some YouTube videos we can watch after breakfast. Should give us a good idea of how to do this."

I nodded, trying to pay attention, but Sarah's touch was driving me crazy. She seemed to enjoy my struggle. I wondered what she had in store for me the rest of the day.

After breakfast, Paul brought his laptop to the table.

"Hey, could I get the wifi password?" I asked, taking out my phone. "Need to check my messages."

"It's DavisFarmstead2020," Sarah said. "Dollar sign and exclamation mark at the end."

I typed in the password and checked my phone. No messages. No missed calls. My stepfather hadn't even bothered to see if I was alive or dead.

The reality hit me with a dull thud. I was truly alone in the world.

"Okay, check this out." Paul pulled up YouTube and found a video about building wheelchair ramps. "This guy's pretty good. He explains everything clearly."

I scooted over beside Paul. Sarah moved behind my chair, leaning over my shoulder to watch. Her heavy breasts pressed against my back, her hand gripping my shoulder. The sweet scent of her shampoo filled my nose. My whole body tensed as blood rushed to my cock.

"So the posts need to be the pressure-treated lumber I got?" Sarah asked, her breath tickling my ear.

"Yeah, since they'll be in contact with concrete," Paul said, focused on the screen. "We'll use those 4x4s for the posts. 2x6s for the joists set at 22" apart. And the 5/4" decking boards for the surface."

"And how many posts will we need?" Sarah asked innocently, her fingers tracing small circles on my shoulder that made me shiver.

"We'll need a post every eight feet, so four. And we need to account for frost heave."

I tried to focus on the video, but Sarah's body pressed closer. My mind went blank when her other hand slid down to rest on my other shoulder.

"What about drainage?" Sarah asked.

"Good question. We'll pack gravel under the concrete to help with that."

"You've got it all figured out!" Sarah said brightly.

Paul closed the laptop with a satisfied grunt.

"Well, let's get to it," he said. "I'll supervise from this damned chair. Make sure you two don't mess it up."

"With a strong young man like Ryan here, we'll build the perfect ramp."

Sarah gave my shoulders a last squeeze, her tits sliding across my back. She stepped back as Paul rolled past her toward the porch.

I got to my feet, awkwardly trying to hide my swelling cock. Sarah gave my ass a playful smack.

"Time to earn your keep, Cowboy!"
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The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the porch, offering cool relief from the day's heat. Sarah and I sat on the steps, exhausted from the day's work. Paul was in his wheelchair above us, his arms folded across his broad chest.

The three of us looked over the ramp. The concrete footings were set, the posts stood straight, and most of the joists were already in place. The ramp was about 75% done.

"Not bad for one day," Sarah said.

"Yes, you've both done good work," Paul said, nodding at the ramp. "Tomorrow, we'll finish the joist. Then we'll lay down the the decking and add the handrails. I'll trim the traction strips while you're doing that. They'll go on last. Should be done by noon if we keep up this pace."

"We'll keep up the pace," Sarah said, wiping her face with the back of her hand. "Ryan has lots of stamina. Right?"

"Right," I said.

Paul looked at me, his blue eyes serious.

"Ryan, you've worked hard today. You follow instructions, you're capable, and you're willing. That's the ideal worker."

His praise made me sit up a little straighter.

"I had a hunch he'd be a good worker," Sarah chimed in. "He's got roots here, after all. His ancestors are buried up at the Pioneer Memorial."

"Well, I think his ancestors would be proud to have this young man as one of their descendants."

"Just earning my keep," I laughed. "Sarah's cooking motivates me to work hard."

"Just my cooking?" Sarah asked, nudging me with her toe.

"Your lemonade is also real good," I teased, my eyes crawling over her chest.

"Lemonade with ice cubes is one of mankind's greatest inventions," Paul said, completely unaware of the sexual teasing between me and his sister. "You earned it."

Despite all my joking, I felt the warmth rushing up my face again. I always enjoyed doing physical things. I liked being useful and it felt good to be appreciated. The ramp was undeniable proof that I'd done something productive on this hot day.

Paul wheeled himself through the front door.

"I'm going to fetch my pipe," he said. "You two relax."

"You should go wash off and take a break at the trailer," Sarah told me. "Come back in a couple of hours. I'm cooking something special for dinner."

"I'll do that."

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. Her lips were warm and soft.

"You did a great job today, Cowboy."

A smile spread across my face. The kiss held a promise of things to come. I was sure of it.

I stood up and stretched. The day had been long and hard, but it felt good. Real good. And the thought of Sarah's special meal was enough to make me eager for the evening ahead.

Sarah smacked my ass again.

"Go on, git!" she teased.

I started back to the pond, feeling Sarah's gaze on me as I crossed the grassy fields.

The shade beneath the firs and the cool stillness of the pond were a welcome relief from the heat. I glanced at the thermometer hung on the RV carport.

"96 degrees. Shit."

And that was as the day was finally cooling off. It had been hotter while we were working. My shirt was soaked and my ass was swampy in my jeans.

I looked out over the pond, the clear waters drawing me like a moth to one of those electric bug zappers. I remembered what Sarah had said last night about skinny dipping in the pond.

"Hell yeah," I whispered to myself.

I peeled off my sweaty clothes and dropped them on the grass by the carport. The late afternoon sun warmed my bare skin as I walked to the water's edge.

I waded in slowly, savoring each step. The pond bottom felt silky between my toes. The shallow water was sun-warmed and pleasant.

As I moved deeper, the temperature dropped. By the time the water reached my waist, it had turned deliciously cool near the bottom. The water smelled fresh and clean, with hints of pine from the surrounding trees.

"Roll the fuck up!" I shouted, echoing my football coach at practices.

I dove forward into the deeper water. The clarity amazed me. I could see straight to the bottom where water plants swayed in gentle currents.

I swam to the center of the pond and rolled onto my back. The late sun painted the sky in shades of gold. I floated there, letting the cool water support me. My muscles relaxed. The tension from the day's work melted away.

This is perfect. I'm gonna swim here every day. Every day!

The thought made me wonder how long that might be. Would Paul and Sarah let me stay after we finished the ramp?

I hoped so. I had nowhere else to go, and I liked it here. The work was satisfying. Paul treated me with respect.

And Sarah...

My mind drifted to Sarah's playful touches, her kisses on my cheek. The way she called me "Cowboy" in that teasing voice. She was gorgeous and she was making her interest clear.

I wanted to find out just how deep that interest went.

After floating for a while longer, I swam back to shore and climbed out onto the grassy bank. The air felt good on my wet skin. No point using a towel. I'd just air dry before taking a shower and heading to dinner at the farmhouse.

I laid back in the cool grass beneath the firs. My wet skin was tingling. A light breeze dried the water droplets, making me shiver despite the warmth. I closed my eyes and sighed. My whole body felt loose and relaxed.

My thoughts drifted to Sarah.

Those full lips pressed against my cheek.

Her soft body pressing into mine in the trailer.

Her foot sliding up my leg under the breakfast table.

My dick swelled as I imagined those lips wrapped around my cock.

"Screw it," I murmured.

I spit in my palm and wrapped my hand around my shaft. In my mind, Sarah straddled me, her huge tits swaying as she lowered herself onto my cock.

I stroked faster, picturing her tight pussy taking me in.

"Fuck yeah, take that cock, Sarah," I moaned.

The last of the daylight suddenly dimmed. A shadow fell across me. My eyes snapped open.

Sarah stood over me, staring down.

"Shit!" I gasped.

I sat up and reached for my clothes, trying to cover myself.

"I'm so sorry, I didn't-"

Sarah kneeled beside me and put her hand on my shoulder.

"Hey, don't apologize. I'm the one who snuck up on you."

My face burned hot enough to catch fire. I covered my rigid cock with my hand.

"You left your phone at the house," she continued. "A message arrived so I thought I'd bring it to you."

I opened my mouth to speak, but Sarah gently pressed a finger to my lips, quieting me.

"I saw what you were doing when I got close, so I tried to be quiet. That's why you didn't hear me coming." She slowly rubbed my lips with her finger. "I'm the one who should apologize for intruding on your private moment."

I spluttered some nonsense but then forced myself to shut up. I didn't know what to say. Not that it mattered. The hungry look in Sarah's eyes told me she could do the talking for both of us.

"I shouldn't have interrupted you," she said softly. "You look like you were enjoying yourself. And I heard my name. Were you thinking of me?"

I didn't see the point of lying, so I just nodded.

"Did you jerk off to me last night?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"I knew it, but thought I'd ask anyway."

She looked down at my cock.

"Since I so rudely interrupted, maybe I can make it up to you. Can I? Would you like that?"

"Uh, yeah. Sure. Whatever you like."

"Okay. Move your hand, Cowboy."

I reluctantly removed my hand from my groin. Sarah gazed down at my rigid cock and licked her lips.

"Dang, you've got a big dick, Ryan."

"Um, thanks."

"I could kind of feel it through your pants. How big you were. Seeing it with my own eyes is so much better."

Sarah spat on her palm. Her hand wrapped around my cock, her grip firm and confident. She began to stroke, her eyes locked onto mine.

"Does that feel good?" she asked, her voice husky.

"Yeah," I breathed, my hips involuntarily thrusting into her hand.

"Better than when you do it yourself?" she asked, a playful smile on her lips.

"A lot better," I said.

She leaned over and drooled more spit onto my cock, her hand never stopping its rhythm.

"I'm glad. You have a beautiful cock, Ryan. It deserves to be touched like this."

I was panting now, my body tense with pleasure. Sarah's hand was magic, her strokes firm and steady.

"How long has it been since a girl worked your cock, Ryan?" she asked softly.

I shook my head, my face burning with embarrassment.

"No. I've never... I'm a virgin."

Sarah's hand paused for a moment, her eyes widening in surprise.

"Really? I wouldn't have guessed. A big, handsome guy like you?"

I shrugged, my face still hot.

"Never found the right girl, I guess."

Sarah shook her head playfully, her hand resuming its strokes.

"Well, I'm honored to be your first, Cowboy."

Feeling brave by her words, I asked, "Can I see your tits, Sarah?"

"Of course," she giggled. "You've seen them before, but I guess they are a good encouragement for a virgin guy."

Her free hand unbuttoned the bib of her overalls. Sarah hiked up her shirt, revealing her massive breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her tits swayed and jiggled, pure perfection.

I reached out, cupping those huge tits in my hands. They were soft and heavy, her nipples hardening under my touch.

Sarah moaned, her hand stroking my cock faster.

"Pinch my nipples, Cowboy," she told me. "Harder..."

I did as she asked, rolling her nipples between my fingers. Sarah threw her head back, her body arching into my touch.

"Fuck, Ryan," she moaned. "That feels so good."

It was all too much. I could feel my orgasm approaching, my body tensing.

"Sarah, I'm gonna cum," I warned.

"Let it go, Cowboy," she said, her hand never stopping. "Finish for me. Give me that load. Show me how much a virgin can cum."

I grunted, my body shaking as I shot thick ropes of cum across my belly. Sarah kept stroking, milking me dry.

"Wow, that's a big load," she marveled, her fingers rubbing my cum between them.

"Fuck," I panted. "That's so good."

"A woman's touch makes everything better, right?"

"Hell yes." I laughed happily, hardly believing what just happened. "My first handjob from a woman. I'll never forget it!"

Sarah froze. For a long time, she said nothing. When she looked at me, her face seemed startled, almost like she had snapped out of a trance.

Sarah stood up abruptly, pulling down her shirt and wiping her hand on her overalls.

"You should shower before dinner," she said, her voice tense.

"Are you okay?" I asked, confused by her sudden change in mood.

She didn't answer, just hurriedly buttoned her overalls and walked away, leaving me alone by the pond.

My body was still shaking from cumming so hard. I watched Sarah rushing back to the farmhouse, completely confused by her reaction.

"Sarah?" I whispered.


Chapter 5



“A moment of clarity.”

The sun was just beginning to set as I made my way over to the farmhouse. The air was cooling but the heat still hung heavy over the landscape.

I was freshly showered and wearing clean clothes. My stomach rumbled with hunger. I was looking forward to the special meal that Sarah had promised me.

My mind was still whirling over what had happened by the pond. Everything seemed perfect. Having Sarah jerk me off while I played with those amazing tits was like a dream come true.

I'd imagined scenarios like that, but the real thing was so much better. Jerking off was nothing compared to a woman's experienced hand.

So why did she go ice cold at the end? Almost like she had second thoughts about what she had done?

I couldn't understand why Sarah had rushed away, her expression so ashamed. I wondered what she would be like during dinner. I worried that I'd done something wrong and Sarah might want me to leave the farmstead early.

The thought of getting back into my truck and heading down the road weighed on me. I badly wanted to stay here if I could.

The farmhouse was lit up against the darkening eastern horizon. As I got closer, I could smell something delicious cooking.

I climbed the porch steps and knocked on the screen door.

"Come in, Ryan," Paul called from inside.

I entered to find Paul seated at the kitchen table in his wheelchair. His laptop was open in front of him.

Sarah stood at the stove, stirring a large pot. She was wearing a baggy dress that reached her ankles. In this heat, it was strange to see her so covered up.

"Evening, Paul."

"Ryan. Just in time. Have a seat."

"Hi Sarah," I said.

She kept her back turned.

"Dinner's ready," she said flatly.

My stomach tightened at her lukewarm response. My anxiety turned up a notch. I sat down next to Paul, who was watching the local news on his laptop.

"Anything interesting?" I asked.

"Seahawks hired a new O-line coach."

"They need one," I said.

"Yup. There was also a shooting at the ferry terminal. Kids, I think. And looks like there's going to be another strike at Boeing."

"Business as usual in Seattle."

"Same old, same old. Weather's turning on this side of the mountains. Big storms coming down from Canada." Paul tapped his screen with his finger. "Could get pretty wild."

"Does it get bad out here? With storms, I mean."

"Summer storms can be damned scary sometimes. Lightning and wind rolls in from the north. Gets pretty hairy. When we were kids, Sarah used to hide under our bunk bed during thunderstorms." Paul chuckled. "Ain't that right, sis?"

"Mm-hmm," Sarah mumbled, still focused on the pot.

"One time, Sarah got her hair all tangled up in the bedspring. It was so bad that Mom had to cut a chunk of hair to get Sarah free! Sarah had to cut her hair short just to even it out. The look on your face when you looked in the mirror, Sarah? I'll never forget it. Remember how Dad said how handsome you looked!"

Paul laughed, the memory obviously dear to him. But his laughter died out as Sarah ignored him. Paul's eyebrows drew together at her unusual quietness.

Sarah began ladling food into bowls.

"You're in for a treat, Ryan," Paul said, trying to fill the quiet. "Sarah's made her famous elk chili. We get the meat from our friend Tom. Best hunter in three counties. Sarah slow cooks it with four different chilies, her secret spice blend, three kinds of beans, and these chunks of roasted corn that just..." Paul smacked his lips. "She learned the recipe from our grandmother, but added her own twists. The key is letting it simmer for hours at a low heat."

I nodded, barely hearing him as I watched Sarah bring the steaming bowls to the table. She kept her eyes down, not looking at me.

"Sarah used to make cornbread from scratch too," Paul continued. "But we both grew up on the boxed mix, so that's what we stick with now."

Sarah set down a basket of golden cornbread squares and took her seat across from me. She was still avoiding my gaze. My chest felt tight with worry.

"Dig in," Paul urged.

The food was just as good as Paul promised. I heaped onions and jalapeno slices on my chili and buttered a thick slice of cornbread. The chili was delicious, the elk meat tasting very different from the beef I was used to.

I ate steadily, savoring the rich, smoky flavor along with the sweetness of the cornbread. There was also homemade carrot slaw that was the perfect cooling side for the spicy chili.

"This is really delicious," I told Sarah.

"Thanks," she said.

Still no eye contact, no conversation. I hoped to feel her foot rubbing against mine under the table, but Sarah was keeping to herself completely. The anxiety in my chest dampened my appetite.

Paul noticed Sarah's withdrawal as well. He kept making jokes and telling stories, trying to draw her out. But Sarah remained quiet and withdrawn. I could see how puzzled Paul was by his sister's behavior.

Dessert was apple pie with ice cream. Paul and I ate on the porch, enjoying the fading daylight.

Sarah brought us both big mugs of hot coffee. She didn't stay, though. Instead, Sarah went back into the kitchen and began cleaning up.

"G&G are back," Paul told me. "That's Greg and Glenda, the couple that owns the lavender farm. Saw them pull in just before dinner. You'll probably meet them tomorrow. They'll like you."

"Their farm looks pretty sweet."

"Like I said, they make more money on their receptions. Even with their special Japanese lavender, it's hard making a living solely from agriculture nowadays."

"You miss farming?" I asked.

"Every day," Paul sighed.

We sipped our coffee in comfortable silence.

"How are you liking the trailer?"

"It's great," I said. "Being right next to the pond is so cool. I'm getting used to the quiet out here."

"The frogs there get pretty loud, though."

"They do," I agreed.

I finished my coffee and patted my belly in contentment. Paul lit his pipe, the cherry-scented smoke drifting on the night air.

I glanced back at the house, wondering what Sarah was doing in there. Whatever she was feeling, there wasn't much I could do about it.

I figured I might as well head back to the trailer and relax. Hopefully things would settle down by tomorrow.

But first, I had to see Sarah one more time. If only to set my mind at ease.

"I'll take the dishes in," I told Paul.

I gathered our bowls and cups and headed inside. I found Sarah sitting at the kitchen table, staring out the window at the lavender farm.

"I brought these dishes in," I said hesitantly.

"Just leave them in the sink," Sarah said quietly.

I placed the dishes in the sink. Through the window, I could see the lavender farm lit up in the distance. An SUV was parked outside.

"Paul told me the couple who owns that place host receptions?"

"Yes. They also run a bed-and-breakfast, but business is slow. Not too many people want to come all the way out here."

"They don't know what they're missing out on."

Sarah did not reply. I took in a deep breath. Maybe I should have just wished her a good night and left, but I couldn't. Not after what she had done by the pond.

I moved to her side and cleared my throat.

"Sarah? Are you mad at me? Did I do something wrong?"

Sarah was silent for a long time. I waited, letting her gather her words.

"You didn't do anything wrong," she sighed. "It was me. I fucked up."

"I don't understand."

Sarah finally looked up at me. Her blue eyes were glistening.

"I shouldn't have done that with you," she murmured. "You're only 18. I'm almost twice your age. It's not right."

"I didn't mind. Not at all. I enjoyed it."

My response brought a small smile to Sarah's face.

"I know," she said. "I enjoyed it as well. And I meant everything I said. You truly are a handsome man. And your cock is beautiful too. That doesn't make it right."

"It felt right to me."

"No." Sarah shook her head, her blonde ponytail swaying across her back. "I shouldn't have touched you like that. We only just met and I'm giving you a hand job like some dirty old lady. It's just... I get so lonely living out here. It's been six years since I moved back. Six years since... I was with a man. When I saw you, I just wanted to tease you a bit. Flirt, make you hard, play with you like a cat with a mouse. But I kept pushing it, wanting more. So I let you see me naked. That turned me on so hard! So I went further and further until I had your cock in my hand and your cum dripping down my fingers. I suddenly realized what I was doing. How desperate I was acting. It was a moment of clarity."

Sarah rose and turned to me. She put a hand on my arm.

"I'm sorry for what I did," she said. "It won't happen again. It can't."

"Do you want me to leave the farm?" I asked.

"No! I want you to stay, Ryan. But I can't play with you like that. It's not fair to either of us."

I nodded, a bitter taste in my mouth. Feeling both sad and bold, I leaned down and kissed Sarah on her cheek.

"I understand," I whispered. "I don't regret what happened. And thanks for letting me stay."

Sarah lowered her head, her eyes averted. I left her there and quietly walked out of the house.

"Heading back to the trailer?" Paul asked as I passed him.

"Going to have an early night," I said. "We still got lots of work to do tomorrow."

"Good man," Paul said. "See you in the morning."

I climbed down the porch and started across the grassy field. The air was finally getting cool and the sounds of insects filled the night.

Halfway to the trailer, I turned back to the farmhouse. Paul was still on the porch, smoking his pipe. He waved to me and I waved back.

In the window behind Paul, I could see Sarah's silhouette. She was watching me as well.

I took a deep breath and turned away. I was confused and disappointed by what Sarah had said. I didn't get why she felt so ashamed of what happened. It's not like she took advantage of me or anything. I was an adult and she was an adult and I very much enjoyed the handjob she gave me.

So what was the problem?

In the end, it didn't matter. Sarah felt a certain way and it wasn't my place to try to change her mind. She didn't owe me anything and I couldn't be expecting anything from her either.

At least I was getting to stay at the farm for a little while longer. That was a huge relief. I didn't know how long that would last, but I was happy with whatever I could get.

As I got closer to the trailer, I heard faint noises coming from the pond. It sounded like splashing somewhere in the distance.

The daylight was almost gone and dusk was settling in. Had an animal come to drink at the pond? There were tons of black bears in the woods around Seattle. They were timid... usually.

Moving quietly, I rounded the trailer and stepped toward the edge of the pond. Halfway there, I stopped in my tracks.

A battery-powered LED lantern was set on the bank of the pond where the cattails grew. Wading out of the water was a slim blonde-haired girl.

She was naked.

My eyes drank in the sight of her. Her wet hair was twisted in a loose rope draped over her shoulder. Her breasts were small and perky, her nipples red buds standing erect from the cool water. Between her legs was a thick bush of golden hair.

Even in the fading light, I could see her face was beautiful. She looked to be about my age, maybe 18 or 19.

I stood where I was, not knowing what to do. This was not like Sarah showing herself off to me. This girl had no idea I was watching her. Should I just quietly back away and leave her alone? Should I look away and say something?

As I was running through my options, the blonde girl suddenly sensed my presence. Her eyes found mine in the dark. She let out a shocked gasp and covered herself with her hands. The scared look on her face made me panic.

"Sorry!" I shouted. "I didn't know... I just came across..."

She drew in a deep breath. It looked like she was about to scream.

"I'm sorry! I'll go now! Sorry!"

I spun around and lurched away, hoping the blonde girl wouldn't start shrieking. I lunged forward...

...and then I was on the ground, my head filled with white static. Someone had clocked me right in the head, dropping me like a sack of potatoes.

My brain was stuttering, just grinding its gears. I once got smacked helmet-to-helmet by a 200-pound linebacker in a game. Getting leveled by a future D1 linebacker sucked. This felt just as bad.

I stared up into the sky. The first stars were out and the moon was rising.

A face looked down at me. Was it the dude who punched me? No. It was the blonde girl. She was still naked. Still gorgeous. Water dripped from her hair onto my face.

"Are you okay?" she asked, her voice high and light.

"Not really," I groaned. "You wanna know something?"

"Yes?"

"You're fucking beautiful," I said groggily.

The blonde girl's mouth went into an "O" of surprise, then turned into a shy grin. The smile made her even more radiant.

"Fucking beautiful," I repeated.


Chapter 6



“Sometimes I need solitude to reorient my flow.”

"Don't try and sit up," the blonde girl said. "Just lay there and let your qi rebalance."

"Chee?"

"Qi, your vital life force," she said seriously. "It's been disrupted and needs to rebalance."

I didn't know what she was talking about, but I was happy to stay where I was. My head was clearing and I could feel my thoughts starting to straighten out.

Besides, the view of this naked girl leaning over me was not one I wanted to end anytime soon.

"There's some swelling on your head, but no abrasion."

Her hand on my forehead was cool and soft. She gently stroked my scalp, feeling for cuts.

"Did you see the guy who punched me?" I asked.

"Punched you?" she laughed. "No one punched you. You turned around so fast and ran straight into one of those metal poles."

I turned my head and looked at the sturdy supports for the RV carport. I must have accidentally slammed my head into one while trying to get away.

A rush of embarrassment flooded through me.

"I think I can sit up now," I mumbled.

I was surprised when the girl slid her arm under mine and helped me to sit up off the ground. Her breast rubbed against my chest, her red nipple still jutting out like a strawberry gumdrop. I did my best to ignore it, trying to stay respectful.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

"Okay. It's not so bad anymore. I think I just stunned myself a little bit."

"Your qi is flowing well. That's a good thing."

"Uh, for sure. I can feel my pulse pounding in my head."

"I'm going to leave you now, just for a moment. Stay here."

"I'm not going anywhere," I said.

The blonde girl walked away, leaving me sitting on the grass, rubbing my head. I'd had a concussion in high school, but this didn't feel like that.

"Just have to get my chee flowing," I told myself.

The girl returned. She was wearing a loose shirt and a skirt that reached to her ankles. Both items looked homemade.

She was carrying her LED lantern. In the bright light, her face was even prettier than I thought. She had big green eyes and naturally full lips. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks. She wasn't wearing any makeup which just made her look even prettier.

"Hey, I'm sorry about startling you," I said. "I wasn't trying to perv on you or anything. It was an accident."

"Apology accepted. I got scared because I thought you might be a Wendigo. They are not native to this part of the country, but you can never be certain with them."

"Sure. As long as you know I'm not a creeper."

"Judging by your reaction, you are being sincere. In a literal sense, you knocked yourself out trying to get away from me."

"Yeah. I guess I did."

"So, who are you?" she asked, sitting cross-legged next to me. "What are you doing here?"

"I could ask you the same thing."

"But I asked first. The initiative is mine and must be acknowledged."

"Gotcha. Um, so I'm staying here at the trailer. My truck got a flat and Sarah picked me up. You know Sarah Davis? Over at the farmhouse down there?"

"Yes."

"I'm helping Sarah and Paul build a wheelchair ramp at their house."

"Admirable. Mutual aid always builds community. What's your name?"

"Ryan."

"Oh no, that won't do!"

"Huh?"

"Ryan is the name of the villain of my favorite novel. 'Air Dancers of Montana'. Have you read it?"

"No."

"Well you should. It's a wonderful novel. But the antagonist is a vile policeman named Ryan. I detest him. So I can't call you Ryan. Instead, I will call you Rye. Like the grain. Or the bread. Hello, Rye. I'm Emma."

"Hi, Emma. It's, like, nice to meet you."

She offered her hand and we shook. It felt weirdly formal, especially considering the circumstances.

"What about you?" I asked. "Do you live around here?"

"Yes, I do live around here. My home is about a quarter mile to the west."

"Do you mean the commune?" I asked, remembering the cluster of houses I passed with Sarah.

"Well, we prefer to think of it as an intentional community. Or just home. It doesn't have a name. We just call it The Place."

"The Place..." I repeated.

"Mm-hmm. There are currently 26 souls there, not counting myself. I love the closeness of our lives, but sometimes I need solitude to reorient my flow. So I walk in the hills and sometimes I come to swim in the pond here. The Davis family knows me and is open to my presence at the pond. I sometimes work events at the G&G Rainbow Farms."

"The lavender farm."

"Correct."

I rubbed my head. There was still some pain, but I felt fully recovered from crashing into the pole. I could have gotten up, but I stayed where I was. I was enjoying sitting on the grass and talking with Emma.

"I'm 18 as of last month," she said. "How old are you?"

"Same. I just turned 18 too."

"This is not a coincidence. There are no coincidences, don't you think? Where are you from, Rye?"

"The Seattle area."

"What was it like there?"

"Wetter. And more green. A lot more people, I guess. More things to do."

"And why did you leave?"

I grinned at her rapid-fire questions. She wasn't trying to interrogate me or anything. Emma seemed genuinely curious about my life and who I was. There was an innocence about her that I found super charming.

"I left because my stepfather kicked me out of the house," I said.

"That's not nice. Why did he do it?"

"Well, after my mother died, he didn't want me around anymore." I shrugged. "I give him credit, he let me stay until I turned 18. And he gave me his old truck. That's more than some men would do."

"I suppose."

"Anyways, what about you? How long have you lived at the comm... er, The Place?"

"We moved there when I was 7. I was born in Hawaii in another intentional community. It was near a small town called Mano Kai. I have some memories of beaches and coconut trees. But most of my time on earth has been at The Place."

"Do you like living here?"

"It's all I have known."

"Doesn't it get kind of lonely?" I asked, thinking of what Sarah had said.

"I have my family. And I have the community. New people come sometimes, but mostly we stay the same. It is a comfort... but yes. Sometimes I get lonely."

"I hear you," I said, looking out over the darkening landscape.

"But it is not all bad," Emma said cheerfully. "I work at the G&G events and we often go into Bellstone Lake. And we have the Internet. That connects us to the wide world. Do you have a girlfriend, Rye?"

The last question caught me off guard. It just seemed to come out of the blue. I thought Emma was playing around, but she was looking at me with a serious expression, waiting for my reply.

Sarah gave me a handjob, but I don't think that counts.

"Um, no," I said. "No girlfriend."

"Do you prefer men?"

I let out a sharp laugh, shaking my head. Emma's open curiosity was refreshing.

"I like girls," I said. "Too much sometimes."

"So why no girlfriend? You are tall and healthy and nice looking. Is there some internal block on your romantic energies?"

"You talk like a book," I teased.

"Books are my best friend," Emma said.

"Yeah, I figured."

"So?"

"So... I guess I've always been kind of withdrawn. Ever since my dad disappeared and left me and Mom on our own. I played football to try to be more outgoing, but I didn't fit in. Then when my mother passed, I sorta just went deeper into myself. Didn't really have time for girls."

Emma put a hand on my arm.

"I'm sorry. I should have been more sensitive to your energy. Of course the transition of your mother affected you."

"Transition?"

"From life to the next stage. That's how I think of death. Don't you?"

"I just think death is death," I said quietly.

"I once read a very interesting book about-"

Emma was interrupted by a long howl echoing in the distance. She flinched, her eyes going wild.

"You okay?" I asked.

"No. I'm scared. I know it's just a coyote but the sound has always made me anxious. The Wendigos howl like this. Especially when-"

The howl came again, this time joined by several more howls in answer. Emma let out a little squeak of fear.

"Hey, it's okay," I said, putting a hand on her wrist. "You're safe."

"I should be getting back home," Emma said. "It's almost dark."

She stood. I got to my feet, happy that I didn't feel any dizziness.

"It was nice meeting you, Rye. I hope - eek!"

Sarah flinched again as the howls echoed off the hills around us. She instinctively drew closer to me and I put an arm around her. Emma was about 5'4" and very slim. I towered over her.

"May I ask you a favor?" Emma said in a shaky voice.

"Sure."

"Will you walk me back to The Place? I'd feel safer with you along."

"For sure, Emma. No problem."

I picked up her lantern and handed it to her. I glanced back at the farmstead. The house was lit up for the night. I wondered what Sarah was doing at the moment, if she was thinking about me.

"Rye?"

Emma's voice snapped me out of my distraction.

"Let's roll the fuck up," I said.

The two of us set off, Emma's lantern lighting the way ahead. Emma chattered nervously about the various plants that grew on the Okanagan highlands and how she could identify the medicinal properties of all of them.

"Pine needle tea has so much Vitamin C and antioxidants. It is good for clearing congestion of the chest, coughs, and soothing a sore throat. It can help with depression and high blood pressure and-"

The howls came again. Shuddering, Emma put her arm through mine and pressed close to my side.

"Pine resin can be turned into a salve that is anti-microbial," she continued, her green eyes nervously scanning the dark.

I took her hand in mine, our fingers intertwining. I had to shorten my steps to match her shorter legs. It felt real nice to be walking through the hills with a pretty girl on my arm. It was like something you saw on TV, only this was the real thing.

"Do you mind if I sing?" Emma asked. "When I am anxious, singing calms me down."

"Yeah, go ahead."

Emma cleared her throat. Her hand tightened in mine.

"This is a song one of the bards at The Place wrote."

Emma began singing in a clear, strong voice. The song was about a rowboat in an ocean storm. It was beautiful.

We walked along in the dark, Emma clinging to me as she sang. It felt amazing to be with her.

I didn't want our walk to end, but eventually we came over a ridge and I saw the commune laid out below us. The lights were on in the houses and the strips of cloth hung on string waved in the gentle night breeze.

"I can go on from here," Emma said softly.

"Okay."

"Thank you for walking me home, Rye."

"Thanks for tending to me when I hit my head."

"I want to see you again."

The plain way she said it made my heart ache. Emma looked up at me, her face streaked in shadows.

"Yeah. I'd like that too."

"Can you bend down? I want to kiss you."

Grinning, I lowered my head. I expected a kiss on the cheek, like Sarah gave me. Or maybe Emma would kiss my forehead where I'd hit it against the metal pole.

Instead, Emma pressed her lips against mine, drawing me into a deep kiss, our tongues caressing.

I was stunned for a moment, but then relaxed into her, savoring the sweet taste of her mouth.

We finally broke apart, both of us breathless.

"I don't have a boyfriend," Emma whispered. "I've never had one. Be careful on your way back. The moon is waning gibbous. Good night!"

Before I could reply, Emma was hurrying away. I watched her go down the slope, her lantern bobbing with each step she took.

I stayed until I saw Emma enter one of the houses. I wondered what kind of life this strange and beautiful girl lived out here in the highlands. I hoped to learn more about the girl I had knocked myself out for.

The taste of Emma's lips still lingering on mine, I headed back to the trailer.


Chapter 7



“He's a man of many talents.”

I laid down the traction strip, being careful to align it with the guide marks I'd made.

"That's the last one!" I called out.

I straightened up and wiped the sweat from my face. Sarah had set up a patio umbrella for me to work under, but the heat was still intense.

I had stripped down to shorts for most of the day. Despite her low-key interactions with me, I could feel Sarah's eyes on my sweaty body.

"That looks like a fine job," Paul said from the top of the ramp.

Paul had supervised as Sarah and I had finished the ramp. He knew a lot about carpentry and told us what to do, how to measure, how to align. What Paul didn't know, he looked up on the Internet.

The result turned out pretty nice. The ramp was solid and looked professional. The treated wood didn't match the painted porch, but that was okay for now.

"You laid down those strips real good," Paul told me. "They'll work for a few months. We'll apply a good sealant with a non-slip additive before winter. Or maybe a grit paint. I haven't decided yet."

Sarah came out of the house. She was holding a big glass of lemonade.

"Great work, guys!"

The smile on Sarah's face was good to see. After our talk, I felt the tension every time we were together. Paul could sense something wrong between me and his sister, but he hadn't asked any questions.

"Can I come down?" Sarah asked me.

"Sure," I said. "The strips are done."

Sarah walked down the ramp, testing the feel of the wood and the traction strips beneath her feet.

"Quality work," she said when she reached the bottom.

Sarah handed me the glass of lemonade. Our fingers brushed as I took the glass. Sarah watched me as I gulped down the icy cold drink.

"Whew, that was delicious!" I said, handing her back the glass.

"Delicious," Sarah echoed softly.

From the way she was looking at me, I could tell Sarah wasn't talking about the lemonade.

The sound of a car engine made us all turn. A red SUV pulled up next to Sarah's truck.

A tall blonde man and a shorter brunette woman got out. They looked to be in their late 30s and were very fit. They walked over to us, both smiling widely.

"Would you look at this!" the man called out. "That's one fine-looking ramp. Outstanding!"

"Greg, Glenda," Paul said from the top. "What do you think?"

"I would've helped build it if you'd waited a couple of days," Greg said. "But looks like you didn't need me."

"Ryan here did most of the work," Paul said. "He's got real talent."

"Ryan, these are our neighbors, Greg and Glenda," Sarah said. "They own G&G Rainbow Farms next door."

I shook hands with Greg.

"Nice to meet you, Ryan!"

"Likewise. Your farm is beautiful."

"It's our pride and joy."

I turned to Glenda. She was pretty in a crunchy sort of way, like the kind of women you saw shopping at food co-ops.

To my surprise, I noticed her eyes drift down my bare chest to the bulge in my shorts. Her gaze lingered there a moment too long before she finally looked up at me.

"Hi there," she said with a smile.

"Nice to meet you."

Her hand held mine a moment longer than necessary before she released me. Her eyes again looked me up and down. It was awkward as hell to be eyed up by a woman while her husband was standing right next to her.

"We brought you something," Glenda said, finally turning away.

Glenda went back to their SUV and returned with two wine bottles. Greg put his arm around his wife, a proud grin on his face.

"These are our newest products!" he said enthusiastically. "Wine made with our special rabenda lavender."

"We've been at Millsone Valley Winery helping develop them," Glenda said, handing the bottles to Sarah. "This white is crisp and dry. The other's a semi-sweet Riesling. Make sure to chill them both."

"We're still working on names," Greg added. "We'd love your input after you try them."

"Speaking of input," Glenda said. "Sarah, are you still up to work the reception this weekend?"

"Absolutely!" Sarah said. "If those summer storms don't roll down here first of course."

"They've been threatening for days now," Greg grumbled. "I hope they just stay on the Canadian side of the border!"

"Ryan's available too," Paul called down. "He can work your reception."

I tried to hide the excitement swelling inside me. If Paul was saying I'd be available for the weekend, that confirmed they were letting me stay at the trailer even though the ramp was done.

"Would you be interested, Ryan?" Greg asked me. "We could use the help."

"I don't know what I can offer," I said. "But I'm willing to do whatever you need."

"Ryan's very dependable," Sarah said, squeezing my arm. "He's a man of many talents."

"Well, I'm looking forward to seeing those talents on full display," Glenda said, her eyes once again drifting down to my crotch. "We'll get you both the details later."

Damn, what is up with this woman? She just stares at my dick and doesn't give a fuck who notices?

"Remember to serve those wines chilled," Greg said. "And congrats on the new ramp. Outstanding!"

They waved goodbye and headed back to their SUV. We watched them drive off, returning to their lavender farm.

"Glenda seemed to like you," Sarah said quietly.

"Uh, yeah. I guess."

"She and her husband have a very unique relationship."

"Unique? How?"

Sarah chuckled but did not reply. She headed up the ramp.

"I'm going to put these in the fridge," she said. "We can try a bottle with dinner."

"The boy's only 18," Paul reminded her as she walked by.

"Oh well. More for us."

I watched Sarah disappear into the house, my mind stuck on what she'd said about Greg and Glenda being "unique."

The way Glenda had looked at me was intense. She was attractive, lean and fit like a yoga instructor. Her small breasts and tight body were different from Sarah's curves. I couldn't help but picture what it would be like to be with a woman like her.

"Ryan?" Paul's voice snapped me from my thoughts. "I want to try out this ramp."

"Sure, let me help-"

Paul held up his hand, halting me.

"I need to do this myself. The whole point of building it was to make me more independent."

"Gotcha."

"This old hospital wheelchair isn't the best, but it'll have to do for now. Just hang out at the bottom in case I lose control."

"Okay."

I stood at the bottom of the ramp, ready to help if needed. Paul positioned his wheelchair at the top, holding the slippery metal hand rims.

"The grip strips feel good," he said as he rolled down. "Gives me good control. I should get some of those wheelchair gloves I see folks wearing."

I stepped back as Paul reached the bottom. The wheelchair bumped slightly where the ramp met the ground.

"That worked pretty well," I said.

"Yup, but we should add a concrete lip right here at the transition point," Paul said, tapping the spot with his hand. "That'll smooth it out nicely."

"You made it down by yourself," Sarah said, crossing the porch. "How did it go?"

"Smooth and easy," Paul said. "Whoever thought up the right slope for an ADA-compliant ramp did a good job. The real test will be going up the ramp."

"Let me come down and help you."

"No need," Paul chuckled. "I have to be able to go up and down on my own, or what's the point? This wheelchair is old and heavy, but it's all I got for now. Let's see what I can do with it."

"Okay. Just be careful, Paul!"

"You know it, sis!"

I stepped back to give Paul room to maneuver. He turned his chair around and planted his front casters on the ramp.

"Here we go!"

Paul leaned forward and pushed on his hand rims. The wheelchair powered forward, but then his rear wheels hit the lip of the ramp hard.

Paul was violently thrown forward. He overcompensated by leaning back, but that was a mistake. With his front casters already elevated, the wheelchair tipped backwards.

Before I could react, Paul tumbled back, rolling into a heap in the dirt.

"Paul!" Sarah shouted.

As she hurried down the ramp, I rushed to Paul.

"I'm fine!" he called out. "Don't worry!"

I kneeled next to Paul and put my hand on his arm.

"You sure you're okay?" I asked.

"My back got twisted," he admitted. "Hurts a little bit."

"Can you get up?" Sarah asked.

"Might need some help," Paul grimaced.

I helped Paul sit up slowly. He winced and held his lower back.

"The wheelchair," Sarah said. "I'll get it."

Sarah righted the chair while I supported Paul. Together we helped him back into the seat. His face was tight with pain.

"Just need some aspirin," Paul said. "And to lie down for a bit."

I pushed Paul up the ramp, careful to avoid the bump at the bottom lip. Inside, Sarah directed me to a bedroom off the main hall.

"This was our parent's room," Paul said as we entered.

The bedroom was simple but comfortable. A queen-sized bed with a plain blue comforter dominated the space. A wooden dresser stood against one wall, topped with framed family photos.

The curtains were open, letting afternoon light spill across the hardwood floor. A medical supply cabinet and raised toilet seat in the attached bathroom were the only signs this was now a disabled person's room.

"I'll help him get undressed and into bed," Sarah said. "Thank you, Ryan."

I went back to the kitchen and poured myself more lemonade. The cold drink felt good after the hot day. I stepped out onto the porch to cool off.

A large pit bull trotted toward me.

My muscles tensed, but then I noticed pink silk flowers on her collar. Her gray muzzle showed her age. As she got closer, I could see her tail wagging.

"Hi, girl." I kneeled down on the porch. "Can I pet you?"

She sniffed my outstretched hand, then pushed her blocky head against it. I scratched behind her ears as she panted happily, her tongue lolling out to lick my fingers.

Sarah came out, laughing at the sight of me petting the dog.

"I see you've met Daffodil. She belongs to Greg and Glenda. Sometimes she comes over for surprise visits."

"She's sweet."

"I'll take her back to the farm later. Go to your spot, Daffodil."

Daffodil slowly trotted to a corner of the porch. She circled three times, then flopped down with a contented sigh. Within seconds, she was fast asleep.

"Paul's resting. That was quite a tumble."

"Really need to put a cement lip at the bottom of the ramp," I said. "Everything else is perfect."

"We'll get it done. With your help."

"For sure. I'm glad you guys are letting me stay."

"As long as you earn your keep, Cowboy."

I liked the way Sarah was teasing me again, her flirty attitude returning.

"And you can earn some money working the reception," Sarah offered. "G&G pay well."

My mind returned to the night before.

"You know, I met a girl up at the pond," I said. "She mentioned she also worked at G&G Rainbow Farms."

I could see Sarah stiffen, though she tried to hide it.

"Emma, you mean? You met her?"

"Yeah. She was swimming in the pond and... uh, we started talking. She mentioned helping out at receptions."

"Emma does work the larger events," Sarah said. "She's a delightful girl. It must have been good for you to meet someone your age. You must have a lot in common."

"We actually come from way different backgrounds. But yeah, it was cool to meet someone who was also 18."

"She's very pretty. Don't you think so?"

The strange tone of Sarah's question made me pause. She was looking at me with an anxious look in her eyes.

"Yeah," I said carefully. "Emma is a pretty girl."

Sarah nodded. She looked down at her feet. When she looked up again, her eyes were glistening.

"Sarah?" I asked, worried. "Is something wrong?"

"No, not at all. I just... I just wanted to thank you for helping me with Paul."

"Yeah, of course. No problem."

"Since you came here, things have been so much easier. When it was just me and Paul, we struggled. It's hard to admit that, but it's true."

"You did the best you could, I'm sure. Anything I can do is-"

Sarah cut me off with a hard kiss. I flinched away, shocked by her intensity as she wrapped her arms around me in a fierce hug, her lips mashed against mine.

But then I relaxed and returned Sarah's eager kiss. My hands roamed her back as she clung to me, her lips parted as she sucked on my tongue.

"I want you, Ryan," she panted. "I know what I said, but... I can't stop thinking about you. Watching you, listening to your voice. At night, I touch myself thinking about you. I make myself cum thinking about you. About your body. About your beautiful cock."

"I think about you too. All the time. You know that."

"I know, Cowboy. Fuck you make me so wet!"

She slipped my hand under her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. I felt the rough curls of her pubic hair and then, suddenly, the slippery heat of her pussy.

"Feel my clit," she moaned. "Feel how hard it is for you."

My fingers found Sarah's hard nub. I spread her wetness over it in slow circles. Sarah moaned into my mouth, kissing me furiously as I fingered her.

"I want you in my cunt," she gasped. "I want you buried inside me, Cowboy!"

"Where? Where can we go?"

"The barn. Take me to the barn and fuck me there!"

I kissed her forehead. This was happening, finally! I began to guide her to the door.

"Sarah?" Paul called from the bedroom, his voice faint. "You forgot your phone in here. Glenda sent you a message."

Sarah's eyes widened. Once again she looked like she had just snapped out of a daydream. I knew that look too well.

"Sarah, no."

I gripped her hand.

"I need to go," she whispered.

"Don't, Sarah. Not again. You want this! I can feel how much you fucking want this!"

Sarah shook her head. She pulled away and pushed my hand from her pussy. She rested her forehead against my chest. She was breathing heavily. I couldn't tell if she was panting or sobbing.

"I'm sorry," she whispered.

"No. Don't be sorry, Sarah."

"I can't. I shouldn't have... I'm sorry. Sorry!"

Sarah wheeled around and rushed back into the farmhouse. I stood alone on the porch, dazed. My hand was slick with her juices and my cock was throbbing in my jeans.

"What the fuck just happened?" I whispered.


Chapter 8



“No hands.”

I lay back against the bank of the pond and let the cool water wash over my tired body. Above me, the sky was darkening and the first stars were out. The evening air was still hot. Insects whirred and buzzed.

My balls still ached after kissing Sarah and fingering her pussy. I wanted to get some release but was too frustrated to jerk off. What was the point?

I sighed and dug my toes into the gravelly bottom of the pond. I remembered a video I saw of a spa in Japan where people would get fish pedicures. It was crazy to see these little guppies swarming people's feet, eating the dead skin.

"That must have felt so weird," I laughed, imagining a swarm of guppies around my toes.

I sipped lemonade from my water bottle. The lemonade was still cold and refreshing, even after a few hours. It was the perfect drink to unwind with after a day working beneath the scorching sun.

My mind turned back to Sarah. Even now, I could still smell her pussy on my fingers. She'd been ready to finally give in to her desires. This mature beauty was ready to take me out to the barn so we could screw like animals.

But then she had caught herself. Like someone snapping out of a trance. Sarah had turned away, just like she did after jerking me off.

Sarah's actions baffled me. And, being honest, she kind of pissed me off. Sarah was 35 years old. Why was she acting this way? We were both adults. I wanted to fuck her and I knew she wanted to fuck me. She'd said so straight to my face. So why the hesitation?

"To hell with it," I mumbled, completely exasperated.

I waded in deeper and sank beneath the waters. I lay on the bottom of the pond. Everything went quiet and still. I could hear my heart beating as I held my breath, counting how long I could stay under.

83, 84, 85...

I rose from the water, gasping for breath. I used to be able to hold my breath for over 90 seconds.

"Getting soft," I scolded myself.

"You shouldn't be so harsh on yourself."

I turned just in time to see Emma's naked body as she slipped into the water beside me. She settled down, the swell of her breasts just above the water, her blonde hair loose and floating around her like a halo.

"Hey, Emma."

"Hi, Rye." Emma giggled. "Oh that rhymes and sounds too silly. Hello, Rye."

Emma's LED lantern was on the bank above us, casting a pool of light over the pond.

"Skinny dipping again?" I teased.

"Just relaxing in nature, like you."

"Balancing your chee?"

"My qi is quite stable, thank you very much!"

"Well I'm happy for the company," I said, trying to keep my eyes on her face.

"You seem happy to see me nude again," she teased.

"Guilty, I guess." I shrugged. "You seem really comfortable being naked."

"The human body is beautiful. There's nothing shameful about it." Emma tilted her head. "Each person is a work of art, crafted by nature's hand."

"Did you learn that at The Place?"

"Yes. My parents and everyone there believe that clothing should be practical, not mandatory. We have clothing-optional areas." Emma splashed water on her shoulders. "In summer, most people go nude while swimming or working in the gardens. Not me, though. Too many insects."

"What's it like living there? I mean, I've heard of communes, but never met anyone from one."

"It's wonderful in many ways. Everyone supports each other. No one is ever truly alone." Emma's voice grew softer. "When someone is sick, we all help. When our animals are born, we celebrate together. We share meals, stories, songs."

"Sounds nice."

"Yes..." Emma's voice trailed off.

"But?" I prompted.

"But sometimes..." Emma traced patterns in the water with her finger. "Sometimes it feels like too much. Twenty-six souls, all connected, all-knowing your personal affairs. Some days I need to escape, to be alone to hear my own thoughts."

"You mentioned that was why you come here."

"Yes. I discovered this pond as a little girl. It became my sanctuary." She gestured at the trees surrounding us. "Here, I can write down poetry without anyone reading over my shoulder. I can swim without a well-meaning soul telling me to be careful. I can just... be."

"I get that. Everyone needs space sometimes."

"Exactly." Emma smiled. "The Place is my home and I love it. But this pond? This is my secret retreat."

"Well, I'm happy to share it with you. Hell, you were here first. So I guess you are sharing it with me."

"Property and possessions shrivel your inner joy."

"For sure."

I handed her my bottle of lemonade. Emma didn't hesitate, taking a deep swig and smacking her lips.

"The stars out here are amazing," I said. "I never saw them like this in Seattle."

"Too much light pollution. Starlight is more subtle. It must be dark before you can see their light."

"Deep," I grinned.

We looked up at the stars, happily sitting next to each other in the cool water.

"Rye?"

"Yeah?"

"Are you naked?"

"Uh, no. I have my boxers on."

"Why?"

"To keep the leeches from latching onto my junk."

Emma playfully splashed water onto my face.

"There are no leeches here! There's not even fish, just tadpoles!"

"Better safe than sorry!"

Emma splashed more water at me, laughing. I splashed back, sending a wave over her head. She shrieked and retaliated. Soon we were in an all-out water war, both of us giggling like kids.

"Wait, wait!" I called out, noticing water getting close to her lantern. "We're gonna kill the light!"

I turned to grab the lantern and move it further back. Suddenly Emma leaped onto my back, wrapping her legs around my waist and pushing me face-first into the water. I came up sputtering and laughing.

"Sneak attack!" she crowed.

I gripped her thighs and stood up straight, carrying her around the pond. Her breasts pressed against my back, soft and warm despite the cool water. Her pubic hair tickled my lower back as she tightened her legs around me. Emma's whole body felt electric against my skin.

"Faster!" she demanded between fits of laughter, slapping me like she was riding a horse. "Onward, fair steed!"

I splashed through the water, spinning us in circles while Emma squealed with delight. Her arms wrapped around my neck, holding on tight as we moved through the dark water.

When we reached the deeper middle section of the pond, Emma finally released her grip and slid off my back. We both floated on our backs, catching our breath between lingering giggles.

The moon cast enough light that I could make out the pale curves of Emma's body - her breasts breaking the surface of the water, her flat stomach, the lush triangle between her legs.

Just days ago I'd been alone in my truck, kicked out of my home with nowhere to go. Now here I was, floating beside this beautiful naked girl under a canopy of stars.

Life could change so fast. One moment you're at rock bottom, the next you're exactly where you need to be.

But you had to recognize those moments. You had to grab onto opportunities when they appeared.

Emma slowly swam back to the edge of the pond. I followed, doing my best dog paddle.

I paused at the sight of Emma standing up in the shallow water, her body outlined against the cattails. The moonlight and the cool glow from the LED lantern made her look like she stepped out of a fantasy book cover. Like a water nymph in some mountain lake.

Emma looked at me watching her. She didn't try to hide her body, just smiled at me.

"It's not very fair, you know."

"What's not fair?" I asked.

"You've seen me naked. But you're wearing your underwear. It's an imbalance. We should be mutually aligned."

"Are you asking me to, like, take my shorts off and let you peek at my junk?"

"Only if you want to be mutually aligned. Your choice, Rye."

I shrugged and laughed.

"Alright, fair is fair."

I slipped my boxers off under the water and held them up triumphantly. Twirling them over my head like a lasso, I strutted out of the pond doing my best runway walk.

"Such bravado!" she cheered.

Emma clapped and giggled as I emerged from the water. Her eyes traveled over my body, lingering appreciatively.

I felt my cock responding to her attention, blood rushing south as she took in every inch of me.

I stood near Emma, both of us dripping wet in the moonlight.

"There. Now we're mutually aligned, right?"

"I don't know," Emma said thoughtfully. "It's hard to feel balanced with you when you're so much bigger than me. At The Place, we have this woman who practices body integration and breathwork to align couples who are disharmonious."

"What does that even mean?"

Emma burst out laughing.

"I honestly have no idea! She talks about energy fields and chakras but I've never actually seen what she does."

We both cracked up at that. The sound of our laughter echoed across the pond.

I couldn't help staring at Emma's naked form - her perky breasts, slim waist, the curve of her hips. My cock continued to swell and I cleared my throat awkwardly.

"I, uh, might need to get back in the water soon."

"Are you getting aroused? You shouldn't worry about hiding that. It's natural."

"Sure. If you say so."

Emma's voice grew quiet as she gazed at my rising cock.

"Are you sharing love with Sarah?"

"What?" I spluttered in surprise. "I... I don't think I should discuss that with you."

"Your response is kind of an answer on its own," Emma said softly. "I'm not surprised. She's a lonely soul. And scared."

"Scared?"

"Scared of growing old. Of being alone with just her brother."

"Yeah," I said. "I guess she is. How do you know all this?"

"Because I am too. Scared of being alone, I mean."

I let out a slow breath.

"I guess that makes three of us," I said.

We stood together, our eyes locked, not saying anything. The sound of insects and the croaking of frogs filled the warm summer air.

"That's very impressive," Emma said, her eyes lowering to my dick. "You have a substantial endowment."

"Sorry," I mumbled, knowing my cock was fully erect and throbbing. "I can't help it."

"Like I said, it's natural. It's just... are you truly getting hard just by looking at me?"

"I mean, you are a beautiful girl, Emma."

I could see Emma enjoyed my compliment but was trying to hide it.

"Physical beauty is just shallow appearance," she said. "But... thank you for saying that, Rye."

"It's true."

"I'm just surprised you're so big and so hard when I haven't even touched you."

"I'm an 18-year-old guy," I laughed. "It doesn't take much to get me hard. You could just stand there and it would be enough to get me to nut."

"You mean masturbating yourself," she asked with a curious smile. "That's easy. But could you climax without using your hands? Our shaman says she can teach men to ejaculate through breathwork alone."

I grinned back, an idea forming in my head.

"Yeah, I could. No hands? For sure."

"How?"

"Get on your knees and I'll show you."

"I'm not orally pleasing you, Rye." Emma giggled and shook her head, her wet hair swaying. "You can't trick me that easily."

"No trick," I assured her. "Just get on your knees and keep your hands behind your back."

Emma cocked her head, looking at me with a skeptical expression on her pretty face. With a playful shrug, she got down on her knees in the shallow water.

I step close to her, spreading my feet and bending my knees until my cock was level with her chest. Emma was on a higher part of the bank which made things perfect.

"Tilt your head back," I whispered.

Emma tilted her head back, exposing her throat for me. The sight made my cock ache even more, the first drops of precum oozing from my tip.

"Fuck, you look so hot like that, Emma."

Emma again looked so pleased to be complimented, but she didn't say anything in response. It didn't matter. I knew she was loving this.

"No hands," she said again.

"No hands."

I tilted my hips forward, slow and steady. My cockhead lightly brushed against the soft skin of Emma's throat. That first touch sent a jolt through me, like a spark igniting.

I saw Emma inhale sharply, her eyes narrowing as she felt my cock against her. I moved my hips, letting my cock swipe across her throat, her collarbone, the bottom of her chin.

"Rye..." she whispered. "That feels so lovely."

"For me too."

I lowered myself, my cock lightly brushing against Emma's breasts. I slid my length over her tits, rubbing against her stiffening nipples.

Emma's breath hitched, her chest heaving as she felt my cock rubbing against her. I leaned over and spat between her tits, the saliva glistening in the lantern light.

"Spit here too," I told her, my voice hoarse.

Emma drooled on her chest, her spit mingling with mine, creating a wet, slippery path between her breasts.

I positioned my cock in the drool between her tits and began thrusting up and down. The feeling was incredible. Her soft skin was slick and warm against my cock.

I felt her heartbeat, the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed heavily. The wet sound of my cock sliding against her filled the air.

Emma sighed, her eyes locked on mine as I went faster. My orgasm built, a pressure deep within me ready to explode.

"Tilt your head back," I grunted.

Emma closed her eyes and arched her back, exposing her neck and tits to me.

Seeing her like that pushed me over the edge. I came with a groan, thick ropes of cum shooting out of my cock, splashing onto her neck and tits.

The sight of my cum dripping from her erect nipples was so fucking hot, I kept cumming again and again. Emma moaned, her eyes closed as she felt the hot sperm covering her.

"That feels so good, Rye," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of our ragged breaths. "So warm and primal."

"Taste it," I urged.

Emma daintily scooped a glob of cum off her neck and licked it off her finger.

"Do you like it?" I asked.

"Yes," she nodded. "I like it a lot."

"Taste it enough and you might become addicted," I teased.

"I can see how a girl might become addicted to a man's seed," Emma said seriously. "It is wonderful stuff."

Emma smeared my pearly cum over her chest and tits, coating herself in my load until it was a creamy mess.

I took in the sight of this beautiful blonde girl kneeling in front of me, covered in my sperm. It was something I knew I'd never forget.

Suddenly from the corner of my eye, I caught a flash of movement. I looked behind Emma towards the trees. My eyes widened in surprise.

Standing in the shadows was Sarah. Our eyes locked for a moment, then she slowly turned away, disappearing into the dark.

How long was she there? Was she watching this whole time?

My mind was reeling. But then Emma was taking my hand and pulling me back into the water. I embraced her slim body, her cum-slick tits rubbing against my chest, then swam beside her.

We splashed together in the cool depths, laughing beneath a sky full of stars.


Chapter 9



“This is purely for your safety.”

I got up early and started the day stretching outside the trailer. The sun had just risen. The grass by the pond was still cool from the night air, but I could feel the day already heating up.

"Ugh, man," I groaned as I stretched my hamstrings out.

I'd gotten a hell of a workout the night before. My legs were aching from squatting as I titty-fucked Emma's chest.

Was that even a titty-fuck? Or just like rubbing against them?

"Either way, worth it!" I laughed, remembering the look of bliss on Emma's face as I painted her neck and tits with my cum.

I'd walked her home again afterward, kissing her at the top of the hill by her home just like last time. Even after what we did, the kiss felt so intimate and real. I couldn't stop thinking of it or her, imagining what Emma was doing in her commune at the moment.

"Intentional community," I reminded myself.

After stretching, I did some pushups and lunges and then some burpees. I ran through some other stuff, working up a good sweat. Exercising out here in the fresh air was amazing. I felt strong and healthy and ready for another day.

I stripped naked and dived into the pond. The feeling of the water against my bare skin was so satisfying. I wondered how I'd never experienced it before. Being out here in the Okanagan highlands was so freeing compared to the urban congestion of Seattle.

I was a shit swimmer, but it felt great to cross the pond with my clumsy doggy paddle. I did ten laps, loving the workout I got in such a natural environment.

As I showered and dressed, my thoughts turned back to the night before. Not only the things I did with sweet Emma, but also seeing Sarah watching us from the shadows.

How long had Sarah been there? How much did she see? And what were her feelings about it?

The look in her eyes when our gazes met told me nothing. It was too dark to clearly see her expression. And then she had just turned and walked away.

"Can't read minds," I said. "Can't worry about what I don't control."

I'd already had anxious nights wondering why Sarah acted the way she did, worrying she might want me to go. I would not do that anymore.

Whatever happened was out of my hands. All I could do was give my best effort and let the chips fall wherever.

The sun was peeking over the hills to the east as I made my way to the farmhouse. As I got closer, I noticed Sarah's truck was not parked in its usual spot under the tree.

The smell of bacon and coffee reached me as I climbed onto the porch and knocked.

"Come in, Ryan!" Paul called.

I found him in the kitchen, stirring a pot on the stove. He had to angle his wheelchair awkwardly to reach the burners, but he was managing pretty well.

"How do you feel?" I asked, pouring myself a cup of coffee.

"Banged up and sore," he said. "But otherwise tolerable. A few aspirin and a shot of whiskey helps smooth things out. You should try it."

"I'll stick with coffee," I said. "Where's Sarah?"

"She went into town. She has some things she needs to get. Also there's a Walmart an hour away that has the grip paint I want to use on the deck. Sarah's buying a small sample. I figure we can use it on the top of the ramp to make sure it works well."

"For sure. That's a good idea."

"What I really need is a new wheelchair," Paul sighed. "This clunky piece of crap is for wheeling old people around a nursing home. I got my eye on a fancy new lightweight chair made of aircraft aluminum. Found it online."

"Sounds expensive."

"Insurance will cover it, I hope. My physical therapist is coming out today to measure me for the new chair."

"They make house calls?"

"It's a new initiative," Paul said. "Affiliated with the rehab program at State University. Something about helping us rural hicks with visits from medical professionals who need the training."

"That seems like a good idea."

"It is. My PT has been excellent with my continuing adaptation. She's also a nurse, which is helpful as my spine has gotten worse. Anyways, hope you like Scottish oatmeal. How do you want your eggs?"

The two of us tucked into big bowls of steel-cut oats with maple syrup and butter, fluffy scrambled eggs with cheese, whole wheat toast, and thick slices of bacon. Coffee and orange juice rounded out the filling meal.

After we finished, I washed the dishes and then joined Paul out on the porch. He puffed on his pipe as the local news played on his laptop.

"Those storms keep roiling up in Canada," Paul said. "Eventually they are going to come down south, though. They always do."

"Anything I can do around here?" I asked. "Chores or something?"

"Sarah will find something for you to do when she gets back."

"I mean, no use wasting daylight. I'd like to earn my keep."

"Okay then," Paul said, giving me a respectful nod. "There's a bunch of scrap metal in the barn that needs to be sorted and dumped into barrels for the junkyard. Sarah doesn't want to do it because she's scared of the spiders in the barn. Always has been."

"No problem," I said.

"And when that's done, I'll need you to run the magnetic broom over the floor and the lofts. Tons of nails and screws and things laying around over the years."

"I gotcha."

"Good man. Work gloves are beside the door. Watch out for black widows and brown recluses."

"I'll stomp any spider I see," I promised. "Just to be sure."

I headed to the barn and got to work. It was hard, physical labor. Exactly the kind of task I enjoyed doing. The spiders weren't that bad, but the rising heat inside soon had me dripping.

"Screw the spiders," I said as I stripped off my shirt.

I was just filling the last barrel with rusty scrap when I noticed a white minivan was parked next to the farmhouse. Paul's physical therapist must have arrived.

"Better him than me," I muttered.

My football team had a physical therapist. His name was Igor and he used to be a Marine. We used to call him Igor the Terrible for the way he stretched out and kneaded our sore muscles. I hoped Paul's physical therapist was a little more gentle.

I ran the magnetic broom over the lofts and the floor. That thing worked real well, picking up tons of nails and screws and bits of metal shavings. It pinged every time something snapped onto the magnets. It was a very satisfying tool to use.

When I was finished, I headed back to the farmhouse. I was dusty and sweaty and my throat was parched. An icy glass of Sarah's lemonade was calling to me.

Paul was sitting on the porch. He laughed as he saw me coming.

"You look worn out," he observed.

"For sure," I said. "Got all that scrap metal sorted for you. Barrels are ready to go."

The screen door opened and Paul's physical therapist stepped out.

"Ryan, this is Ashley. Ash, this is Ryan."

Ashley nodded at me, one side of her mouth lifted in a crooked grin that made her face light up.

"Nice to meet you, Ashley."

"Ash. I go by Ash."

"Gotcha," I said. "Nice to meet you, Ash."

Ashley was definitely no Igor the Terrible, but she was still a striking-looking woman. She stood close to 6' tall in her sneakers. She was wearing jeans and a tank top, the simple clothes showing off her lean frame and full breasts. Long black hair framed a heart-shaped face, her full lips glossy and plump.

"Well, aren't you a big dude?" Ash laughed, her eyes taking in my sweaty body. "Wrestling or football?"

"Football," I answered, crossing my arms to make my biceps pop.

"Linebacker?"

"Tight end."

"Makes sense."

"What about you?" I asked, enjoying the challenging tone Ashley used. "You look like an athlete."

"Volleyball for State," she said. "I was also a walk-on for the basketball team. What college did you play for?"

"No college," Paul chuckled. "Ryan here just turned 18. He's helping out around the farm."

"No shit?" Ashley said, her eyes widening. "I should have known from that baby face of his. Well, I was gonna offer Ryan a beer, but I don't want to get put on some police list. Corrupting a youth or whatever."

Ashley's laugh was rough and loud, almost like a guy's laugh. Seeing such a pretty girl laugh like that was endearing. I liked her immediately.

"So that lightweight wheelchair will take a month or so to arrive," Ashley said, turning to Paul. "They build it specifically to the measurements of your body I took just now. The chair is nothing special, but it will be tons better than that piece of crap you're sitting in."

"Looking forward to getting a new ride," Paul said. "As long as my insurance covers it."

"They will," Ashley assured him. "It's all been pre-approved. But there's no reason you have to endure any longer in that steel wheelchair. I've got some loaners back at the rehab center that will work for you until your custom chair arrives. I'll bring one out tomorrow."

"I'd appreciate that."

"In the meantime, your offer to visit the gully still stands?"

"Of course," Paul said.

"Sweet. I got a new piece to try out."

"Maybe Ryan can go with you?" Paul offered.

"Sure," Ashley said, looking me over. "You wanna go to the gully with me?"

"And do what?" I asked.

"Play with some toys," Ashley laughed.

The gully was at the edge of Paul's property. It was a sharp slope at the base of a hill. Two spinning steel targets had been set up about 25 yards away, backstopped by the hill.

I watched as Ashley leveled her pistol at one target and fired off a round. The target pinged sharply and spun around like a top.

It was the sixth shot Ashley had taken. She had hit the target each time. The revolver she was firing was comically huge and bucked like a damned cannon. Staring at Ashley's athletic body as she handled the weapon was turning me on in the weirdest way.

"It's not a practical gun, I know." Ashley opened the revolver's cylinder and emptied the brass into a leather pouch. "But it sure is fun to shoot. I hand-loaded these rounds myself. Want to try?"

"Hell yeah," I said.

"Ever fire a gun before?"

"Uh, a .22 rifle once."

"Well this is no plinker," Ashley said. "I'll guide you through it. Unless you can't handle being instructed by a girl?"

"Instruct away," I grinned. "I'm a quick study."

"We'll see about that."

Ashley reloaded the pistol and waved me over.

"Okay, put your earplugs back in. Face the target and extend your arms, clasping your palms together," she said.

I did as instructed.

"Now don't put your finger on the trigger until I tell you. That's the number one fucking rule."

Ashley opened my clasped hands and placed the pistol between my palms. I gripped it tightly, making sure my finger was off the trigger.

"Keep it pointing at the target. Support your shooting hand with the other one, just like that. Keep your arms locked."

I did as she said, feeling the heavy revolver nestled in my hand. I was nervous holding such a powerful gun, but tried not to let Ash see my nerves. The target suddenly seemed a lot farther away.

At least my hands aren't shaking too badly.

I flinched a little when Ashley suddenly pressed her body tightly against my back. She was a tall girl and her breasts flattened against my upper back. Ashley rested her head on my shoulder, her long arms wrapping around me and clasping my forearms.

"Don't get any ideas," she said, her breath hot on my ear. "This is purely for your safety. Got it?"

"Yeah. For sure."

Ashley checked to make sure my earplugs were snug.

"Okay. Use your thumb to cock the hammer."

I thumbed the hammer back, enjoying the satisfying click as it locked into place.

"Now aim the pistol at the target. Line up the front sight just below what you want to hit. Good. Ready?"

"Yeah."

"Now slide your finger in. Gently, now. You know how to finger it gently, right?"

I nodded, trying to ignore how amazing it felt to have this woman wrapped around my back.

"The trigger will go very easily now that the hammer is cocked. When you're ready, just lightly pull on it. Don't jerk it. Go lightly. Like you're fingering a virgin's clit."

Her words made me twitch. The gun roared and bucked in my hands. Ashley's grip on my arms kept me steady.

The target was unmoved. I'd missed by a mile.

"Like the virgin said, 'Do it again.'"

Ashley laughed at her own joke. I cocked the hammer as Ashley held me. I snapped off five more shots. The final one finally hit the target.

"You are a fast learner," Ashley said, still holding me tightly, her breasts snug against my back. "But your aim is complete garbage. We'll have to work on that, Ryan."

"I'm down for whatever," I assured her.

"That's good. Like the virgin said, 'Practice makes perfect.'"


Chapter 10



“I've wanted this for so long.”

I stared up at the dark sky full of glittering stars. Near the horizon, the moon was rising pale against the dark.

Floating in the pond felt like I was floating in the night sky. Everything around me was still and calm and beautiful. I thought of the lights and noise and crowds of Seattle and wondered why anyone would choose that over what I had right here, right now.

I don't ever want to leave this place.

It had only been a few days since I first came here, but I already felt at home. And why not? Like Sarah had said, I had roots here. My ancestors had walked these hills and made their lives among these fields and trees. My only question was, why did they ever leave?

My mind turned over the events of the day. Sarah had not returned until well after dinner. It was almost as if she was avoiding me.

Paul had whipped up a bachelor's meal of hamburger and onions mixed with cream of mushroom soup. Ladled on thick slices of toasted bread and served with a crunchy salad, it was the kind of meal I'd always loved.

But Sarah's absence had dampened the mood. Paul sensed something was wrong but kept his concerns to himself. Instead, we talked about the northern storms and what chores I would tackle the next day.

Tomorrow's going to be a busy one. I need some rest.

With a deep sigh, I made my way back to the bank of the pond. I hoped to maybe see Emma there waiting for me, but she had not come calling since last night. The memory of her rubbing my cum over her chest made me grin as I dog-paddled through the water.

Back in the trailer, I took a long hot shower. I was ready to go to bed early. One thing about living out in the country and doing physical labor? My body seemed to be falling in line with the natural rhythm of the place.

Early bedtimes and up with the sun? It was way better than nights spent staring at a glowing screen. I was waking up feeling refreshed instead of groggy.

I grabbed a towel and threw it over my shoulder. I figured I'd go outside and dry off in the open air. The air was cooling outside, but still plenty warm enough.

"Oh!" I stuttered as I stepped out of the tiny shower.

Sarah was sitting on the leather sofa. She was wearing the same sundress she had on the first day we met. One glance told me she was not wearing underwear, just like when she picked me up from the side of the road. Her massive tits and jutting nipples were barely contained within the unbuttoned top of her dress.

But it was the look on Sarah's face that made me do a double take. Her eyes were red and watery. Her lips were trembling. She looked like she was ready to start crying.

"Sarah?" I asked. "What's wrong?"

She offered a small smile, but I could see she was struggling. Her hands twisted in her lap as if she were trying to keep something from bursting out of her.

Yet even as she wrestled with whatever emotions she was dealing with, her eyes were still drawn to my naked body, her gaze lingering on my cock.

"Sarah?" I asked again.

"I brought you some cherry pie," she said, nodding at the table in front of her. "Got it at a bakery by the Walmart in town. It's really good. I thought you might like a slice."

"It looks yummy," I said, glancing at the wedge of pie sitting on a paper plate. "Thanks for bringing it. But you look upset. Why?"

Sarah took a deep breath, her fingers still twisting in her lap.

"When I came up here, I heard the shower running. I... I had this crazy idea to join you. I even took off all my clothes." She gestured at her dress. "But then I caught myself. Put my dress back on."

"I would have liked to shower with you," I said.

"I know. And that's the problem. What was I thinking? These things we've done together... they're not right! I'm way too old for you."

I stepped closer, water still dripping from my skin.

"There's nothing wrong with what we've done."

I reached out and touched her face. She pressed my palm against her cheek, her eyes closing.

"I can't stop thinking about you," she whispered. "Even today, while I was in town, shopping, meeting friends for coffee - my mind was here. With you. Every moment, day and night, I imagine you taking me in your muscular arms, making love to me."

She pulled away from my touch.

"It's disgusting. You've got your whole life ahead of you. A 35-year-old woman obsessing over an 18-year-old boy like this?"

"I'm not a boy," I said firmly. "I'm a man."

"I know you're legally an adult. But you're still a virgin! That makes it wrong for me to pursue you like this."

Sarah stood up, pacing the small space of the trailer.

"But dear Lord, I can't help myself. When I'm alone in bed, I touch myself thinking about you. I've told you that before. Why do I keep saying it? No. This can't go on. There's only one solution."

She stopped and faced me. Her eyes were wide and staring. Her lips were trembling.

"For both our sakes," Sarah said, "you need to leave the farm."

"Leave?" My heart dropped into my stomach. "But... this is my home now. I belong here. You said so yourself."

"You've been here less than a week."

"That doesn't matter! Everything about this place feels right. The work, the land, even Paul. I'm earning his respect every day."

I grabbed her hands. She tried to pull away but I held her firmly.

"And you. Sarah, you can't tell me what you feel isn't real."

She pulled away.

"You need to go, Ryan. Early tomorrow morning, before Paul wakes up. He's grown attached to you already. It would hurt him to watch you drive away."

"When did you decide this?"

My voice came out harsh, angry. Sarah wrapped her arms around herself, looking smaller than I'd ever seen her.

"That night at the pond. When I saw you with Emma. I watched you two together at the pond. The way you touched her, the look on her face when you finished on her chest." Sarah's voice trailed off. "I felt sick with jealousy. God help me, I wanted to be in her place so badly."

She pressed her hands to her face.

"That's when I knew how deep this obsession had gotten. I can't stop thinking about you, wanting you. It's not healthy."

"Sarah, please-"

"No." She stepped back. "You have tonight. But tomorrow morning, you need to leave. This is for the best."

She turned and hurried out of the trailer, leaving me standing there naked and dripping, the slice of cherry pie forgotten on the table.

Through the trailer's window, I watched Sarah hurry away into the darkness. My heart pounded against my ribs.

This is not how it ends.

"Sarah, stop!" I shouted, running after her.

She froze mid-stride but kept her back to me. The LED string lights overhead streaked her in pale light.

I walked up and placed my hand on Sarah's shoulder, feeling her tremble beneath my touch.

"You want me to leave?" I said. "Fine. I'll go. I'll pack my things tonight and be gone before sunrise. You won't have to worry about me anymore."

"Thank you," she whispered. "That's... that's for the best."

"But first, I want something from you."

"What?" Her voice was barely audible.

"Turn around and kiss me. One kiss, and I'll go."

Sarah shook her head and tried to step away. I grabbed the fabric of her dress, holding her in place.

"You talk about being too old for me, but you're the one acting like a child. Be a grown-up and face me."

Her body shook as she slowly turned. Her eyes stayed fixed on the ground. I took her chin between my thumb and finger, tilting her face up until her gaze met mine.

God, she's beautiful.

Even with tears streaking her cheeks, she took my breath away. I tried to memorize every detail of her face, knowing I'd never see it again.

"One kiss," Sarah said firmly. "Then you go."

I nodded and leaned in. Our lips met softly at first. But then Sarah pressed closer, deepening the kiss. Her tongue slid against mine as her arms wrapped around my body. Her hands roamed across my back, down to my ass, pulling me tight against her.

We broke apart, both gasping for air. Sarah's massive breasts heaved beneath her sundress, and I watched her nipples strain against the thin fabric.

"Once I leave, you'll never see me again," I said, stroking her face. "I'll be gone forever. I need to hear you say it. Tell me you never want to see me again."

Sarah's mouth opened, but no words came out. I kissed her again, hard and deep, then pulled back.

"Say it. Tell me you never want to see me again."

She shuddered and shook her head, tears falling freely now.

"Say it, Sarah."

"I can't!" she cried out. "I can't say it because it's not true! I want you to stay. I want you here with me."

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

"I want you inside me."

"I want that too," I said, brushing away her tears. "This age gap you're worried about? It doesn't mean anything. We're both adults. We both know what we want."

I laughed and gestured at the sky above us.

"Out here with only the stars to watch us, we're free to do what we like." I cupped her face in my hands. "Don't be scared, Sarah. I'm not wasting my life with you. And you don't have to waste your life either. What we're doing? It's not wrong, it's right. I'm ready. Are you?"

Sarah's eyes met mine. For the first time since I saw her in the trailer, I saw no doubt in them.

"Yes," she said. "I'm ready."

My heart ached to hear her say it. I slid my hands down Sarah's shoulders, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. I found the top button of her sundress and flicked it open. She shivered as I slowly unbuttoned the rest, my knuckles brushing against her soft skin.

The dress slipped off her shoulders, catching briefly on her wide hips before falling to the ground.

Sarah stood naked before me. Her breasts were as amazing as when I first saw them, first held them in my hands, full and heavy with large, pink areolas.

Her belly was softly rounded, her hips wide and inviting. The neatly trimmed triangle of blonde hair pointed the way to her pussy.

Sarah was all curves and softness, a sharp contrast to my hard, lean body.

"My god, Sarah Davis," I breathed, taking her in. "You're so fucking beautiful."

She smiled, her eyes shining. I reached out, cupping her breasts in my hands. They were so warm and heavy, her nipples hardening against my palms. I rolled them between my fingers. Sarah moaned, her head falling back.

I leaned in, taking her mouth in a deep kiss. My hands roamed her body, exploring every curve and dip. I couldn't get enough of her. I wanted to touch, taste, and feel every inch of this mature beauty.

Breaking the kiss, I gently pushed Sarah to her knees. She looked up at me, her eyes hungry. She nuzzled my cock, rubbing her cheek against it.

"I've wanted this for so long," she murmured.

"Me too."

Sarah wrapped her hand around my shaft. She stroked me gently, her thumb circling my head.

"Every night in bed," she whispered, "I'd touch myself, imagining it was your hand rubbing my clit."

I groaned, my hips jerking forward. Sarah smiled and leaned in, her tongue flicking out to lick my tip. She hummed in appreciation, her eyes fluttering closed as she took me into her mouth.

The sensation was incredible. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she sucked me deeper. I tangled my hands in her golden hair, guiding her as she bobbed up and down.

When I was fully erect, Sarah pulled back, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She admired my cock, her eyes wide with lust. Precum drizzled down my shaft.

"God, you're so big," she whispered, wrapping her hand around me once more. "So beautiful. I can't believe how much I want this. Want you."

"I feel the same way."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with raw need.

"I'm so wet, Ryan. I've been dreaming of you fucking me, filling me up, stretching my cunt to the limit."

She squeezed my cock, her thumb circling the head again. I bucked into her hand, a groan escaping my lips. I could feel the heat radiating from her, could smell her arousal. I knew she was ready. I knew she wanted this as much as I did.

This is really fucking happening. My first woman. Finally!

I laid Sarah down in the soft grass, the blades soft beneath her pale skin. She looked up at me as I kneeled between her legs, spreading them wide.

"Ryan," she moaned.

I loved hearing her say my name like that. Her pussy was right there, glistening with her juices, the scent of her lust filling the air. I could see every detail, her lips swollen and wet, her clit peeking out from its hood.

"Perfect pussy," I murmured, before leaning in to taste her.

She gasped as my tongue made contact, her hips lifting. I licked her slowly, savoring her taste. She was musky and tangy, wet like a ripe peach. I explored every fold, every crevice, my tongue licking deep inside her.

Sarah moaned, her hands finding my hair, gripping it tightly.

"Ryan," she begged, "Please. I need you inside me."

I looked up at her, her face flushed, her eyes wild. I kissed up her body, my cock hard and ready.

I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling her heat as I leveled my cockhead against her pussy. I pushed in slowly, savoring every inch of her tight, wet tunnel stretching around my girth as she enveloped me.

"Oh, fuck," I groaned, as I slid in.

She was so warm, so wet, so tight. I thought I knew how it would feel to enter a woman's pussy, but the real thing was so different. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before.

"Wait, Ryan!" she gasped. "Give me a second. Let me get used to your size."

Sarah pulled me down for a kiss, her tongue sliding against mine. I broke away, moving down to her breasts. I took one nipple in my mouth, sucking and biting gently. She moaned, her legs wrapping around my waist.

"It's been so long," she whispered, her voice ragged. "Your cock. It's so big. It's stretching me out so perfectly. Fuck me, Cowboy. Fuck me hard!"

I started to thrust, slowly at first, then harder, deeper, faster. Sarah's moans turned into cries, her nails raking down my back, tangling in my hair. She was wild, bucking against me, meeting every thrust.

"Fuck me, Cowboy!" she screamed. "Yes! Yes! Right there!"

Her orgasm hit her hard, her whole body shaking. She let out a muffled shriek, her pussy clamping down on my cock. I pounded away, driving her through her climax, wanting more of her tight pussy.

Sarah's orgasm left her whimpering, but I wasn't done.

I flipped Sarah onto her belly, her big ass jiggling as she landed. I grabbed her wide hips and pulled her up so she was on all fours. Her massive breasts swung beneath her as she looked back at me, panting, her eyes wild with lust.

I spread her ass cheeks wide, admiring the sight of her glistening pussy and tight puckered asshole. I rubbed her anus, making her squirm.

"Fucking beautiful," I growled.

I slammed my cock back into her pussy. She let out a muffled scream, her fingers digging into the grass.

"Oh, Ryan!" she cried out. "You're so deep in my cunt! Ugh, fuck me! Fuck me, Cowboy!"

I did as she asked, pounding her from behind, my hips slapping against her fat ass with a meaty slap. The sound of our flesh meeting filled the air, along with the scent of sex and sweat. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, could see her juices coating my cock as I slid in and out.

Sarah's moans turned into sobs, her body shaking with the force of my thrusts.

"I'm gonna cum again," she screamed. "Don't stop! Please, don't stop!"

I had no intention of stopping. I hammered her hard until I felt her orgasm hit, her asshole clamping down beneath my thumb in tight contractions.

It was too much. I was pushed past my limit.

"I'm cumming, Sarah!"

"Yes! Cum for me!"

My orgasm ripped through me. I flooded Sarah's greedy pussy with hot cum, my cock pulsing as I shot load after load deep into her. It felt like I would never stop cumming, like I had an endless supply of sperm just for her.

When I was finally exhausted, I pulled out of her snatch. Her pussy was stretched and gaped, globs of my cum dripping from her hole onto the grass.

Sarah reached back, scooping some of the cum from her pussy and bringing it to her mouth. She swallowed it greedily, looking back at me with a wicked grin.

"Mmm," she purred. "You taste good, Cowboy."

I laughed and collapsed onto the grass beside her, pulling her into my arms. We lay there, staring up at the stars, our bodies pressed together.

Sarah looked up at me, her eyes sparkling in the moonlight.

"So, how does it feel to lose your virginity?" she asked playfully.

I grinned, looking deep into her eyes.

"It was everything I hoped for. And more." I cupped her face in my hand, my thumb brushing against her cheek. "I'll never forget this moment, Sarah Davis. Even on my deathbed, having my first time with you will never be forgotten."

She smiled, no fear in her wet eyes. It was all I needed to see to know that this gorgeous woman had finally accepted what the two of us had shared.

I leaned down, taking Sarah's lips in a tender kiss. When I pulled back, I looked down at the woman in my arms.

We held each other tightly, lovers in the night.

I smiled, thinking about all the good days that were still to come.


Coming Soon



Despite her being twice his age, Ryan has finally given Sarah Davis what she always craved. But the gorgeous blonde is just the first of Ryan's willing conquests. Emma, Ash, Glenda... How many more eager women will join Ryan's countryside harem?
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