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Synopsis



(Book 2 of 3)

My life at the Davis farmstead keeps getting crazier...

Sarah has finally embraced her desires. I'm giving her what she craves. Despite being twice my age, Sarah is pushing me to my limits every day.

But Sarah is not the only woman in need of my services. Glenda from next door likes to play rough with guys like me. Imelda is a wealthy businesswoman with brains, beauty, and a craving for young men. And then there's Ash, the traveling nurse, and her girlfriend Fran. This playful pair wants me for more than just my handyman skills.

And now sweet Emma, the innocent girl from the commune next door, is ready to join my growing harem. Her feelings for me go beyond lust to something deeper, something real.

I can't believe how fast things are happening. Keeping all these ladies satisfied won't be easy, but I'm rising to the occasion. With a little luck and a lot of stamina, I know I can finally build a life here with my loyal Farm Girl Harem.


Chapter 1



“You've earned it.”

"There's still some of those danishes in the fridge," Paul said. "They get soft after a few seconds in the microwave."

"I'm good," I replied, patting my belly. "Couldn't eat another bite."

The two of us were sitting on the porch watching the morning sunlight wash across the hills. Dark clouds hung over the horizon to the north. The summer storms in Canada had still not crossed to us, though they had been threatening for days now.

"Hey Ryan... look over by those pines," Paul said.

I looked at where he was pointing. It took a few seconds before I saw the dark shapes among the tree trunks.

"Deer?"

"Elk," Paul said. "Rocky Mountain Elk, to be specific. They like to come out at first light to feed."

I watched the elk slowly move across the grassy field. Paul lit his pipe, the cherry-scented smoke warming the air.

"I wonder if they eat lavender?"

"Nope," Paul said. "Neither do deer. Smells too strong. G&G Rainbow Farms got nothing to worry about from them."

"Gotcha."

The chair creaked as I leaned back and put my feet up on the porch rail. I loved starting the day like this - a hearty breakfast followed by coffee on the porch with Paul. I could see myself starting every day like this.

"So when do you think Sarah will be back?" I asked, sipping my coffee.

"She'll probably be gone until evening," Paul said. "Her and Greg and Glenda are getting supplies for the upcoming reception that's been booked at Rainbow Farms. Some of that stuff can only be found a couple of hours away. Plus, I think Sarah is meeting some friends at Bellstone Lake."

I nodded, my mind returning to the wild night I'd spent with Sarah. My muscles still ached from the things we'd done. When Sarah had finally given in to her desires, she'd gone wild with lust.

Six years without sex can do that to a woman.

Not that I knew anything about that. I was an 18-year-old guy with a beat-up truck and not much else. Until last night, I'd still been a clueless innocent.

A lot has changed since I came to the Davis farmstead.

"How are you doing up at the trailer?" Paul asked.

"Real good."

"So you like living here?"

Something about the way he said it made me straighten up. Seemed like Paul was interested in more than just my living arrangements.

Paul was a good man and I respected him. Despite his physical hardship, the dude was always positive. In the short time I'd known him, Paul had shown himself to be honest and real. I decided I should be the same.

"The trailer, the pond, this farm... this whole place has been so amazing. Emma would call it 'restorative' or 'rebalancing' or something. And she would be right. I guess this is the happiest I've been since my mother passed."

As soon as I said those words, I knew it was true. Here in the hills and fields of the Okanagan highlands, I felt more at home than ever before. Having a woman like Sarah made it all so much sweeter.

"Sarah's been really happy to have the extra help," Paul said, almost as if he were reading my thoughts. "We've managed on our own, but things have been difficult. Especially lately with my spinal problems. Having a reliable young guy around is invaluable."

"I'm happy to help any way I can," I said.

"I know. You've shown that with all the work you've done around here. And I enjoy your company. I like talking football with you."

"Same. Wish the Seahawks would fix their O-line, though."

"No shit!"

We laughed together. It was a comfortable moment, one that made living here such a pleasure.

"And Sarah enjoys your company, too." Paul raised an eyebrow at me. "She's constantly talking about what a special young man you are."

I cleared my throat, both pleased to hear this but also uncomfortable about what Paul might know. Sarah and he were close. I wondered how much she had shared with her brother.

"I think Sarah's special, too. She's made me feel very welcome here."

"She's always been good at taking in strays," Paul laughed. "Did it with dogs and cats and baby birds all the time when we were kids. I'm just glad she finally divorced her asshole husband and moved home permanently. So maybe my accident had a silver lining after all."

"I suppose it's how you look at it," I said quietly, not knowing what to say.

"That's what I mean. Anyway, I'm glad she's home and I'm glad she's happy. Happier than she's been in a long time. I think maybe I have you to thank for that."

"Oh, I don't know if that's true," I protested.

"Regardless. Your being here has been a good thing."

We sat in silence, both of us watching the elk in the distance. A lot of emotions were churning in my guts. It was a mix of both happiness and anxiety. Things were happening so fast.

Paul tamped down his pipe and threw out the dregs of his coffee.

"Well, we should get started on the day," he said. "I have to do those damned stretches and exercises for my physical therapy. Ash gets mad when I don't."

"I wouldn't want to make her angry," I joked, thinking of the lanky brunette with the potty mouth and the love of powerful firearms.

"She's coming over later today with my loaner wheelchair." Paul stretched his back and grimaced. "Maybe I can get her to give me a therapeutic massage."

"She knows how to do that?"

"Ashley is a nurse, a physical therapist, and a licensed massage therapist. Hell, she's probably a certified public accountant for all I know. She's a smart gal, for sure."

"That's crazy."

"No shit. What's your plan for the day?"

"I'm going to repair the wooden fence behind the barn," I said. "There's enough leftover lumber from the ramp to replace some of the rotted boards. The fence will be in the barn's shade for the morning. Get it done before the heat settles in."

"We should both get to it then."

"Yup."

I gathered the tools I needed from the basement and headed for the barn. I made a couple more trips with the lumber stacked on my shoulder. The area behind the barn would be in the shade for a few more hours, shielding me from the rising sun.

The fence looked like it had been there for decades. It was worn out and sagging. I grabbed a crowbar and started prying off the rotted boards. The wood was so far gone, it practically crumbled in my hands. I tossed the pieces into a growing pile.

This would make one hell of a bonfire, I thought, eyeing the heap of wood.

There were some old pallets in the barn that needed clearing out too. Maybe we could have a late summer party. A big fire beneath the summer stars. Emma could sing for us as we watched the flames rising into the night.

Enough dreaming, Cowboy. Back to work.

I grinned as I imagined Sarah's voice urging me to get on with my job. My mind returned again to the night before. I pushed those thoughts away, focusing on my task.

The circular saw Sarah bought whined as I cut the leftover lumber from the wheelchair ramp. The boards were good quality, way better than the rotted boards I was replacing. I measured twice and cut once, just like my shop teacher always preached.

I was fitting a board to a post when a wet nose pressed against my leg, making me jump. I looked down to see Daffodil's big pittie smile.

"Hey girl," I said.

I scratched behind her ears. She pressed her big blocky head against me. Drool dripped from her jowls onto my boots.

Daffodil gave my hand a final lick, then she found a shady spot by the barn wall and flopped down with a contented grunt. I went back to work, hammering the new boards into place while she snoozed.

By noon the sun had crept over the barn roof. Sweat soaked my t-shirt as I nailed the final board in place. I stepped back to admire my handiwork. The fresh lumber stood out against the weathered posts, but it was solid. Good honest work.

"Come on, Daffodil," I called to the sleeping dog. "Let's go see if Paul's got any treats for you."

Her ears perked up at the word 'treats'. She heaved herself to her feet and plodded after me toward the farmhouse.

Rounding the barn, I saw a familiar white minivan parked under the fir tree. On the porch, Paul was rolling around in a sleek black wheelchair. His old clunker was folded up by the railing.

"Damn, it's so much lighter," he said.

"Half the weight of that steel nursing home wheelchair," Ash confirmed.

The tall brunette was leaning against the porch railing. She was wearing her usual jeans and tank top, her toned arms and wide shoulders on full display.

Standing next to Ash was a tiny woman. She stood barely 5 feet tall and I doubted if she weighed more than 95 pounds. She was wearing shorts and a tie-dyed T-shirt. Along with her boyish figure, her short black hair and Asian features gave her a really cute elfin look.

Daffodil sniffed the air. She took a glance at the women on the porch, then turned and sauntered back in the direction of G&G Rainbow Farms. I figured the old girl was ready to get her lunch from Greg and Glenda.

"You look a lot quicker in that thing!" I called as I walked to the porch.

"Night and day!" Paul shouted back.

"Well, look who showed up again," Ash teased. "Dirty and sweaty as usual."

"That's how you know he's working hard," Paul defended me.

"Exactly!" I laughed as I climbed onto the porch.

"Fran, this is Ryan. He's the linebacker I told you about."

"Tight end," I corrected her. "Nice to meet you, Fran."

The Asian girl boldly looked me up and down as I towered over her.

"Tight end indeed," she snickered. "Very good to meet you, Ryan."

"Are you a physical therapist too?" I asked.

"I'm an administrator for the State University health program Ash works with," she said. "I coordinate and liaise with the community."

"Oh? Is that why you came out here? To see how things are going?"

"That's my job."

"Things are going excellent," Paul assured her.

"I can see that," Fran said. "I'm not here to do an evaluation or anything. Just mostly wanted to help Ashley out."

"Ashley?" I chuckled. "Thought you preferred everyone call you Ash?"

"She makes an exception for me," Fran said. "Being her girlfriend and all."

"Ah, yeah," I stuttered. "Your girlfriend. Of course."

Ash and Fran burst into laughter as the blush crept up my embarrassed face. I grinned and shook my head, trying not to be cringy in front of these two hot girls. It wasn't working.

"You're redder than a fucking tomato, dude!"

Ash clapped me on the shoulder. I could feel how strong she was. A true athlete.

"It's very cute," Fran said.

"We'll cut him some slack," Ash said. "He's only 18."

"Hey, I'm old enough to vote," I pointed out. "And join the military."

"The true joys of life," Fran said dryly.

"Alright, ladies. That's enough teasing my young friend here. He's a good worker and a good man. I'm about to make some sandwiches. You two are welcome to join Ryan and me if you want."

Ash and Fran exchanged mischievous looks.

"Actually, we brought a picnic lunch," Ash said.

"And our bathing suits," Fran added.

"We thought we could go for a swim in that pond you were telling us about, Paul."

"Of course!" Paul said. "Go enjoy yourselves. Water should be nice and refreshing right about now."

"You're welcome to come with us," Fran said.

"Oh, I think I'll just stay here and get used to this fancy new wheelchair. Ryan here lives at the trailer on the pond. I'm sure he would join you for lunch."

"Ryan?" Ash asked.

"For sure!" I said. "That sounds really cool."

"We'll drive out there," Fran said. "Our stuff is in the van."

"Gotcha. I'll just finish a few things with Paul and then meet you guys in a bit."

Fran and Ash waved and beeped their horn as they drove away. Paul clucked his tongue as the minivan disappeared down his driveway.

"Those two are firecrackers," he said.

"No doubt."

I folded up Paul's old wheelchair and stored it outside his bedroom in case he needed it.

"I left the tools by the barn," I told Paul. "There's more work to be done on the gate there."

"Sure, sure. You can tackle that tomorrow. Go on and have your picnic. You've earned it."

I headed back across the fields toward the pond. As I got closer to the trailer, I could hear laughter and splashing.

I picked up the pace, eager to see what Ash and her girlfriend Fran were up to.


Chapter 2



“Thank you for including me.”

As I rounded the trailer, the first thing I saw was an old-fashioned wicker picnic basket on the bank of the pond. A blanket was spread alongside it.

"There he is!"

Ash waved at me from the pond. She and Fran were knee-deep in the water. They had changed into bikinis. Ash's swimsuit showed off her athletic form and surprisingly large breasts, while Fran was slim and delicate. The difference in their height was pretty funny.

"You coming in or what?" Ash called.

"You guys want company?" I asked.

"Of course," Fran said. "That's why Ash brought me today. So I could meet her cute tight end."

Ash playfully splashed Fran with water, pretending to be upset with her. Fran only laughed and splashed back.

"Cool, give me a sec!" I shouted.

I headed into the trailer and grabbed my swimming trunks. I stripped off my sweaty clothes and dropped them in a heap.

I was going to have to use the washer at the farmhouse soon. Or maybe run into town and find a laundromat? I could grab some groceries as well since there was no food in the trailer.

As I was putting on my shorts, I caught a glimpse of myself in the small mirror on the wall.

"What the hell?"

I examined the dark spot on my neck. It looked like a bruise, but it didn't hurt at all. It took me a moment to realize that I had a big hickey on my neck.

Sarah was biting and sucking pretty hard on my neck last night while I was fucking her.

The hickey would have been half hidden by my shirt collar, but still visible. Had Paul seen it? He must have, there was no way to miss it. Is that why he mentioned Sarah being happy I was there?

I felt embarrassment rushing through me again. I truly respected Paul. It felt deeply uncomfortable to think he might know I was having sex with his sister.

"Can't do anything about that now," I told myself. "As long as Paul is cool with me being here, that's all I can ask for."

Trying to put those worries out of my mind, I headed out to the pond. The idea of swimming with Ash and Fran was getting me excited. The two women were almost a decade older than me, but the way they flirted made that age gap seem a lot less important.

Besides, that age gap is nothing compared to the one between me and Sarah.

It was still hard to believe I'd lost my virginity with a woman old enough to be my mother. After fucking Sarah Davis in the grass outside the trailer, flirting with two young women seemed like no big deal.

Slinging a towel over my shoulder, I headed out. The heat of the day was intense and only getting hotter. A dive into the cool waters of the pond would be just the break I needed.

I rounded the trailer and came to a halt.

Standing by the picnic basket was Emma. The slim blonde gave me a shy wave.

"Emma!" I called. "Hi!"

"Hello, Rye. I was just stopping by to bring you some honey from our hives."

Emma held up a small glass bottle.

"That looks amazing," I said as I walked toward her. "Did you get to meet Ash and Fran?"

"We've introduced ourselves," Emma said.

"Me and Fran were just telling Emma to join us for lunch," Ash said. "We got plenty of food."

"Veggie stuff too, if you don't eat meat," Fran added.

"Oh I eat meat," Emma said. "I just try to be mindful of the life that was taken and the reverence of consuming a creature's flesh."

"Exactly," Fran said, nodding approvingly.

"Come swimming with us!" Ash said. "The water is so fucking nice!"

"I think I will!" Emma grinned, setting down the jar of honey.

I almost laughed out loud at the surprise on Ash and Fran's faces as Emma pulled her dress off. As usual, Emma wasn't wearing underwear. Her naked body was pale in the sunlight as she waded into the pond.

Ash and Fran looked at each other and shrugged. Fran untied her bikini top, exposing her small breasts and charcoal-dark nipples. She pulled off her bottom to reveal her hairless pussy, a small Asian tattoo near her cleft.

Ash stripped her bikini off as well. Her breasts were full, probably a perky C-cup. Ash's puffy nipples were light brown against her tanned skin. Neatly trimmed pubic hair covered her mound.

I stood there admiring the view, wondering how I'd gotten so lucky.

"Yo, you just gonna perv all day or are you coming in for a swim?" Ash shouted.

"On my way!" I called, skipping toward the water like a little kid.

The girls laughed at me and I soaked up their attention.

"Stop!" Fran shouted. "We're all naked! You should be too!"

"Yeah, dude," Ash teased. "Show us what you got. I'm a medical professional. I won't judge."

"Don't be shy now," Fran said.

"Oh Rye is not shy at all," Emma said seriously. "He's quite fit and his penis is much larger than average."

Ash and Fran stared wordlessly at Emma for a moment, then cackled loudly. Emma laughed with them. I could see she really enjoyed being with other women.

Emma had told me how isolating life at The Place could be. Hanging out with fun people like Ash and Fran was a real treat for her.

"Let's go, Rye!" Fran called, using Emma's nickname for me. "Take it off!"

"Take! It! Off!" Fran chanted.

Their chants turned to boos as I turned around, giving them my back. Hooking my thumbs into my shorts, I pulled them down and stepped out of them.

"That ass is real nice, but I'm getting blinded by how goddamn white it is!" Ash shouted.

The girls giggled, hooting at me like I was a male stripper. I ran with the idea, swinging my shorts over my head while shaking my ass. They clapped when I turned to face them, using my shorts to cover my dick.

"Show! Us! Show! Us!" Fran chanted.

I tossed my shorts aside, exposing myself fully. The girls whooped and cheered.

"Damn, Emma wasn't kidding!" Fran said.

I charged into the pond, diving under the surface. Cool water rushed over my skin as I swam between them. I popped up, spraying water everywhere.

"Hey!" Ash yelled as water hit her face.

We were all excited and giggly as we swam together. We splashed and played, the water keeping us cool in the summer heat.

"Chicken fight!" Fran called out. "Come on!"

"You're on!" I said.

Fran climbed onto Ash's shoulders, her small frame perched on the taller woman. Emma watched with a puzzled expression.

"What's a chicken fight?" she asked.

"You climb on my shoulders and we try to knock them over," I explained. "The first team to fall loses."

"That seems to be modeling violence," Emma said with concern.

"No, it's just fun!" Fran laughed. "Come on, Emma!"

Emma waded over and I ducked down so she could climb on. Her thighs were silky smooth against my palms as I gripped them. She was light as a feather on my shoulders. The coarse hair between her legs tickled the back of my neck.

Tiny Fran sat high on Ash's broad shoulders, water streaming down both their bodies. Ash's full breasts bounced and swayed as she moved through the water toward us. Droplets sparkled on their skin in the sunlight.

"Ready?" Ash called out.

"Ready!" Emma replied, gripping my head for balance.

We charged toward each other, everyone laughing as the battle began.

Emma and Fran locked hands, pushing back and forth. I stared at Ash's face, seeing the competitive gleam in her eyes. Without warning, she splashed water at my face. I sputtered and lost my balance, toppling backward with Emma into the pond.

"Cheater!" I shouted when I surfaced.

"All's fair in chicken fights!" Ash sang out like a kid.

The next round, Emma and I got serious. Emma locked her legs tight around my neck and gripped Fran's hands. We pushed hard, and Fran went tumbling off Ash's shoulders with a splash.

"Change up!" Fran demanded after surfacing.

She waded over to me while Emma went to Ash. Fran was even lighter than Emma as she settled onto my shoulders. Her smooth pussy felt slick against my neck. We battled again, trading wins with the other team.

"My turn!" Ash called out. "Let me up there, big guy."

I laughed as the tall athletic woman approached.

"I don't know if I can handle all that muscle."

"Watch it, dude." Ash slapped the top of my head. "I'm just big-boned. Now lift me up, horsey!"

I crouched down and Ash climbed on. When I stood, we towered over tiny Fran perched on Emma's shoulders. Fran took one look up at us and raised her hands.

"I surrender! No way I'm fighting the Amazon up there!"

"Fuck yeah, victory!" Ash cheered, tugging my ears. "See? This is why you need a big girl like me as your partner. I'm like a warrior queen riding her mighty Clydesdale into battle."

"More like trying to break the poor horse's back," I groaned. "Though it might be more fun if you were facing the other direction. Yum yum!"

"You're way too young for that," Ash laughed. "I'm not riding the face of a boy who can't even buy a beer-"

I cut her off by falling backward, dumping Ash into the water with a huge splash. Ash grabbed my waist and dragged me under the water. I wrestled with Ash, loving how strong she was.

Exhausted from all the splashing and playing, the four of us climbed out of the pond. The sun had warmed the blanket spread on the grass. We sprawled out, letting the heat dry our skin.

Fran unpacked sandwiches from the basket while Ash handed out bottles of sparkling water. Emma and I shared a ham sub, while Ash and Fran split their tofu sandwich.

"This is so much better than eating alone in the trailer," I said between bites.

"Fuck yeah it is," Ash agreed. "Nothing beats a picnic with friends."

As we lounged and joked around, I realized how natural it felt to be naked with these women. Just a couple of hours ago, stripping down had seemed wild and daring. Now it just felt comfortable, like we'd known each other forever.

"Shit, we better head out," Ash said, checking her phone. "Got more patients to see this afternoon."

They dressed quickly and packed up their basket. Ash gave me a tight hug, her clothes rough against my bare skin. Fran hugged me too, and then they both embraced Emma.

"This was fun as hell," Ash said. "We should do it again soon."

We waved as they walked to their minivan parked by the trailer. The engine started up and they drove away, honking twice as they disappeared down the dirt road.

"I should get back too," Emma said. "The goats need milking."

She stepped close and wrapped her arms around my neck. Our naked bodies pressed together as we kissed deeply.

"Thank you for including me," she whispered. "I've never had friends like Ash and Fran before. They're wonderful souls."

"They are," I agreed. "And they loved having you here too."

"I hope we can all spend more time together soon."

Emma kissed me again then slipped back into her dress.

"I hope you enjoy the honey," she said, handing me the sun-warmed jar.

With a last kiss, she headed back to her home. I watched her go, a feeling of deep contentment and gratitude filling me up.

This is my life now, I told myself. Feels good to finally have a home.


Chapter 3



“Be careful, Cowboy.”

"Cum for me, Cowboy!" Sarah moaned beneath me, her legs wrapped around me. "Give me that load. Fill my cunt up!"

I plunged my cock deep into her tight pussy. My hands were on her huge tits, my palms filled with her warm flesh. She stared into my eyes with satisfaction as I orgasmed, flooding her hole with my spurting cum.

"That's it," she urged me. "That's so good, Cowboy!"

I collapsed onto her, catching my breath as my cock remained buried inside her. Sarah patted my sweaty back, her breathing ragged from her own orgasms.

"You make me cum so hard," she whispered to me. "That cock of yours is so perfect."

I never got tired of her praise. Sarah was not shy about my dick or my body or how much she loved me fucking her.

I kissed Sarah hard then rolled off of her, my cock slipping from her pussy with a wet sloshing pop. Sarah leaned over and gave my cheek a peck.

"You've got an hour," she whispered. "The guests will be arriving soon."

I nodded, enjoying the sloppy kiss Sarah gave my dripping cock. Her skin still damp and flushed from sex, she threw on her sweats and headed out the door.

I lay on the sofa bed in the trailer, staring up at the ceiling. I was drained and tired and blissed out.

Ever since we fucked on the grass outside, Sarah had taken every opportunity to have sex with me whenever she could. I learned quick that Sarah Davis loved getting nasty while having sex. The things she said still made me blush. All her pent-up sexual energy was finally getting released.

"She's wearing me out," I joked to myself.

Sarah wasn't the only one who'd been enjoying my body. Sweet Emma had loved the way I plastered her chest with my cum, while Ash and her girlfriend Fran had been giddy about getting naked with me.

"Life is good," I chuckled.

Besides these beautiful women, I also had a job again. I'd worked at a supermarket for a few months before getting kicked out of my stepfather's house. It felt good to be earning for myself again.

The reception at G&G Rainbow Farms would be starting soon. I'd been hired by Greg and Glenda to work the event. I still wasn't sure what they wanted me to do, but Greg seemed sure I could help out, so I wasn't too worried about it.

I showered and groomed myself then put on the white dress shirt Sarah had bought me while she was in town. A name tag was clipped to the front that read, "Ryan".

Hours later, I was working the grill outside Greg and Glenda's house. Around 50 people were milling about the garden area.

It was a wealthy group. Their clothes were elegant and their cars were expensive. I'd helped park their luxury vehicles in the area beside the lavender fields. Parking a Mercedes AMG G-Class SUV was a hell of an experience for an 18-year-old.

"You doing okay?" Sarah asked.

Sarah was working the wet bar set up beneath a canopy. She was wearing a pretty sundress that showed off her curvy figure. The guests had kept her busy with orders for cocktails. Sarah had filled every request with a little help from an iPad drink recipe app.

"All good," I said.

Sarah patted my ass and headed back to the bar. I flipped a burger and set it on a platter nearby. I was grilling a heap of beef and bison burgers along with elk sausage. On a smaller, separate grill, I tended to some vegan patties.

Working the reception was surprisingly easy. Aside from parking cars, my main task was grilling and doing tasks like refilling the ice chest with drinks.

Emma was there too. She was circulating among the guests, serving drinks and fetching tableware. Greg was playing host to the guests and making sure the music was appropriate. Glenda was out in the lavender fields. She was taking pictures of the guests posing among the rows of flowers.

The reception was a celebration for a woman named Imelda. I didn't know what it was about, but the people seemed nice. Imelda herself was also nice.

A little too nice, actually.

"You handle those burgers with a deft hand," Imelda said as she stood across the grill from me.

"I do my best, ma'am."

"I myself am not experienced at grilling," she said. "Nevertheless, I am quite adept at handling big, raw meat."

She grinned at me as she crossed her arms, deepening her cleavage. Imelda Garcia had small breasts but made up for it with wide hips and a huge ass.

I smiled politely. Imelda had been flirting with me since she arrived. It was her Mercedes G-Class that I parked. She'd immediately started teasing me about how big I was. The more she drank, the more blatant her advances had gotten.

To be honest, I was enjoying the attention. Imelda Garcia was hot as hell. The Latina beauty was in her mid-30s. She wore a tight black dress that accentuated her curves, a gold belt cinched around her tiny waist. Her thick black hair framed a round face and full lips that were glossy in the sunlight. A ruby necklace glittered around her neck. I had no doubt those rubies were real.

"Is there anything I can serve you?" I asked. "The elk sausages are resting, if you'd like to try them."

"I'm not hungry at the moment," she said, sipping her drink. "But I do have an appetite. I think you know what I crave, Bryan."

"I can help you with any special request," I said, ignoring her calling me by the wrong name.

"Ah, such an accommodating young man! I like that. When you're finished with these burgers, why not meet me in the upstairs bedroom? I'm spending the night at this lovely establishment. Greg and Glenda are longtime friends."

"We certainly are!" Greg said, appearing at Imelda's side and kissing her cheek. "Imelda, darling. The other guests are waiting for your speech."

"Yes, yes. Of course. In a moment. Right now, I'm inviting Bryan here to serve me some meat. Raw, the way I like it. What say you, Bryan? Come have a drink with me in my room?"

"Darling, young Ryan here is not old enough for alcohol."

"I refuse to believe that," Imelda said, her eyes widening. "How old are you?"

"I'm eighteen," I said.

"Eighteen? My stars, he is certainly too young to drink!" Imelda's eyes narrowed. "But certainly old enough to screw."

"Okay, that's enough!" Greg chuckled, putting his arm around Imelda's waist. "Let's get you to the sound system, darling. You have your speech, yes? Everyone is waiting."

Imelda reluctantly let Greg pull her away from my grill.

"You just want him for yourself," she said, tapping Greg's shoulder. "I know what you and Glenda get up to!"

Greg guided Imelda to the waiting crowd. He glanced at me, rolling his eyes at his drunken friend. I shrugged, not bothered at all.

As Imelda was handed a microphone and started her speech, Emma came up to me. In her dress shirt and slacks, Emma looked much different than usual. She was even wearing some makeup that Sarah had helped her with.

"Ms. Garcia seems smitten with you," Emma said.

"I doubt it," I shrugged. "More like the alcohol making her silly."

As if to prove me wrong, Imelda suddenly directed the crowd's attention to me. I looked up to see everyone turning to stare.

"And that earnest young man who so graciously and skillfully grilled your food? His name is Bryan."

Imelda pointed at me, giggling.

"He's very large, isn't he? But don't let his size mislead you. Bryan is only eighteen years old. A fine example of youthful American masculinity! He is the future. Give us a wave, Bryan."

I waved at the crowd. They waved back. It seemed like they were humoring Imelda. Maybe they were used to her acting like this?

"I have a secret," Imelda continued. "It's about young Bryan. It's a secret even he does not know. Shall I tell you?"

The crowd murmured. Imelda looked them over, a playful smile on her full lips.

"Alright, I'll spill the tea. Listen closely."

Imelda put the microphone close to her mouth. She lowered her voice to a whisper.

"Tonight, I'm going to fuck young Bryan. I'm going to fuck him all night long!"

The crowd was silent for a moment, then burst into laughter. People started applauding, cheering Imelda on. She basked in the attention. Everyone seemed in on the joke.

"Is that scandalous?" she asked. "It's scandalous, isn't it? Regardless, that's my secret and that's also the end of my little speech. Thank you all for coming! Now let's enjoy ourselves in this beautiful place surrounded by beautiful fields of beautiful lavender. Cheers!"

The guests surrounded Imelda in a joyful crowd. Greg started playing music again. The party was back in full swing.

Sarah came up to me. She was smiling, but her eyes were hard.

"That was so stupid," she said through clenched teeth. "Some bitches just can't handle their alcohol."

"It's all good," I assured her. "She's just drunk."

"I think she meant what she said," Emma said. "I overheard her several times plotting to get you to her bedroom."

"Be careful," Sarah warned. "Imelda Garcia is rich. She's used to getting what she wants."

"I'll be on my guard," I said.

Glenda led the group on a walking tour of the lavender fields. While they were gone, the rest of us moved the tables and cleared the space. I turned on the overhead lights and set up a mirrored disco ball while Greg hooked up a DJ rig to the speakers.

By the time the guests returned, the reception area had been turned into a dance floor. Greg hit the music as Sarah and Glenda served the drinks. Me and Emma stood by, ready to meet the guests' needs.

They danced and partied as the daylight faded and the moon rose overhead. Guests started leaving as it got dark. I figured it was a long drive back to wherever they came from.

I was covering the grill with a tarp when I felt someone wrap their arms around my waist, their hand cupping my dick.

"Whoa," I laughed. "Hold up."

I turned around to find Imelda grinning up at me. She swayed on her feet, sweat glistening on her tanned skin.

"You think I forgot about you?" she asked. "Not a chance, cutie."

"Hey, Ms. Garcia. Uh, you alright? Still having a good time?"

"Wonderful time," she giggled. "Going to be even more wonderfuller now."

She pulled down her dress and exposed her cleavage. Taking my hand, she pressed my palm to her chest. I gently pulled away.

"Uh, like I'm really flattered, Ms. Garcia. But I don't think this is a good idea."

"Why not?" she slurred, her hand reaching for my cock again.

"You've been drinking a little too much," I said, pushing her hand away. "Maybe you need some water and some rest."

"No, what I need is that big dick. Don't be shy, Bryan."

"I'm not shy," I chuckled. "And it's Ryan, not Bryan."

"Ryan or Bryan, what does it matter? Let's fuck! You're not going to turn me down, are you? Men don't say no to me, darling."

"Normally, I wouldn't," I admitted. "You're smoking hot, Ms. Garcia. But you're also drunk. That makes this impossible."

"But I'm not drunk! Maybe a little tipsy, but not... Not..."

Imelda suddenly gurgled and bent over. I took her arm and supported her as the Latina beauty threw up, her vomit splashing over my shoes and pants.

"I gotcha, let it out," I said, making sure she didn't fall.

Sarah came rushing over. She took Imelda by the other arm, patting her back.

"Here, rinse your mouth." Sarah handed Imelda a cup of water. "Drink some. It will help."

"I need to get to bed," Imelda said.

"I'll have Greg-"

"No! No, Bryan here can take me. I don't want anyone else to see me like this."

"I don't think-"

"It's fine," I said, putting a reassuring hand on Sarah's shoulder. "I'll take her. It's no big deal."

Sarah looked worried. I squeezed her shoulder.

"Okay," she said. "Be careful, Cowboy."

"Gotcha."

Imelda leaned heavily against me. I half-led, half-carried her to the house.

"I don't think I can climb those steps," she whispered against my chest.

"No worries, ma'am."

I lifted Imelda into my arms, carrying her like a bride up the stairs. She sighed and pressed her head against my neck, her arms draped around me.

In the bedroom, I laid her down on the big four-poster bed. I took off her shoes and put a pillow under her head.

"Let's get you comfortable," I told her.

"Mmm-hmm."

I folded the comforter over her. When I tried to pull away. Imelda grabbed me and held on tight.

"Where are you going?" she asked.

"I need to get back to the party," I told her. "Glenda will be up soon to help you."

"I don't want Glenda! I want you to fuck me, darling. I'm so wet for you."

"You're drunk."

"Yes, but I love to screw when I'm drunk," she giggled. "Don't make me beg."

"I can't, Ms. Garcia."

Imelda's face suddenly turned ugly. She slapped my face and pushed me away.

"Fine!" she snarled. "Get the fuck out. Go suck Greg's dick, you worthless piece of shit. Go!"

"Have a good night," I said quietly. "Glenda will be here real soon."

"Fuck Glenda and fuck you! What kind of a man turns down a woman like me?"

A man with some goddamn self-respect, I thought to myself.

Glenda was waiting outside as I left the room. She leaned close as I passed her.

"I heard everything," she said. "You did a wonderful job, Ryan."

"Thanks."

Glenda hugged me and kissed my cheek.

"I'll take it from here," she whispered. "Rich people, right?"

"Right."

I headed downstairs. I could hear the party going on outside. In the kitchen, I cleaned off my shoes and pants as best I could.

Sarah peeked in through the kitchen door.

"Ryan? Can you help Greg shift those two heavy tables at the back?"

"Gotcha!"

I took a deep breath and stretched my back. The night was young and I still had a job to do.


Chapter 4



“I'm still who I used to be.”

Knock. Knock. Knock.

I groaned and rolled over in bed. The dream I was having abruptly faded away. I wiped my eyes and squinted at the ceiling. The sun hadn't risen yet and the trailer was lit by golden predawn light.

Knock. KNOCK. KNOCK!

Who the hell was pounding on the trailer door? Sarah? Emma? I couldn't tell.

"It's unlocked," I said groggily. "Come in."

I sat up in bed as the door unlatched and swung open. A familiar figure climbed into the trailer.

"Ms. Garcia? What are you doing here?"

Imelda looked much different from the night before. Her face was bare, no makeup at all. Her black hair was tied back in a simple ponytail. She was wearing a modest top and a long skirt.

With her simple appearance, Imelda Garcia actually looked more attractive and younger than she did yesterday. Some women just glowed more when they did less with themselves. Imelda was one of those women.

Still, she did look tired. And somber. Maybe even a little ashamed?

"Good morning, Ryan." She cleared her throat and looked around the trailer. "I'm sorry to bother you so early. May I speak with you?"

"Sure, of course. Uh, can you give me a sec? I need to put on some clothes."

I always sleep naked. Imelda turned away as I grabbed my swimming shorts and hurriedly pulled them on.

"What can I do for you, Ms. Garcia?"

She turned around and held up a thermos.

"I brought coffee. Can I offer you some?"

"For sure," I said. "Please, have a seat."

Imelda sat on the edge of the sofa bed. She opened the thermos and poured coffee into the lid cup. The rich smell filled the trailer.

"I'm sorry I didn't bring any cream or sugar."

"No problem. I take it black."

"Of course you do."

I took the coffee from her and inhaled the aroma. The coffee was hot and strong, just the way I liked it. Imelda watched me closely. Despite her serious expression, I could still see her eyes looking over my body.

"So the first thing I want to say is that I'm completely sober. The second thing is that I remember everything that happened last night. Which is why I'm here."

"Okay."

"I'm very sorry about last night, Ryan," Imelda began, her voice soft but sincere. "I was drunk, but that's no excuse for my behavior."

"It's okay, Ms. Garcia," I replied, taking a sip of the coffee. "I accept your apology. Don't think of it anymore."

She shook her head, looking down at her hands.

"I can't help but think of it. The way I acted... making those crude passes at you, vomiting on your shoes, treating you so badly in my bedroom. I'm ashamed."

I felt some sympathy for her. How could someone so rich and beautiful get so out of control? I reached out and took her hand.

"You shouldn't be ashamed. It's in the past. And no one got hurt. I'm good. Don't worry about what other people think."

Imelda squeezed my hand gratefully.

"It's not the guests I'm worried about. They all work for me, they know how I get when I drink. I'm ashamed because of how I treated you. Alcohol turns me into such an entitled bitch. I should know better!"

"Why do you drink so much, Ms. Garcia?" I asked gently.

She sighed, her eyes meeting mine.

"Because I'm lonely, Ryan. It's hard for me to admit, but it's true. Men my age don't interest me. I like young men, but they're either intimidated by my wealth or just looking for a sugar mama. But I could tell you were different. The way Sarah and Glenda and everyone treat you, I knew you must have character. That's why I wanted you so badly."

I didn't know what to say to that so I just held her hand a little tighter. The trailer was quiet, the only sound the distant chirping of birds outside.

Imelda took a deep breath, as if about to say more, but hesitated.

"What is it, Ms. Garcia?"

Imelda looked up at me through her lashes.

"Ryan, do you... do you think I'm attractive?"

"Of course I do. That's not even a question."

"What is it about me that you like?" she asked softly. "List them. In detail."

"Are you serious?"

"Yes. Please tell me. I want to hear it."

Imelda seemed sincere. It felt weird to be talking like this to a grown woman, but it was what she wanted. I took a breath, studying her features.

"You're stunning, Ms. Garcia. Your face is beautiful - those deep brown eyes, your full lips. The way your hair falls around your face. Your body is incredible - that tiny waist, those curves. And your ass..."

I paused, wondering if I'd gone too far. She squeezed my hand.

"Go on."

"Your ass is perfect. Round and big and, like, juicy. Succulent. The way you move when you walk... every man notices."

Imelda smiled, clearly pleased. I cleared my throat, embarrassed by saying those things to her.

"All my life, I've loved being attractive," Imelda said. "I love how men look at me, the things they'll do to get my attention. The way they want me. More than anything, I want to be desired by men."

"Trust me, you are."

Her smile faded slightly. She gripped my hand tighter.

"I'm getting older, Ryan. I see it in the mirror - little lines, places that aren't as firm. I spend fortunes on treatments and creams but..."

She looked down, unable to meet my eyes.

"I'm ashamed to admit it, but I've thought about plastic surgery."

"You don't need that," I assured her. "At all."

She met my eyes again. There was a gleam in them that got my heart racing.

"Would you... validate that for me, Ryan?"

"What do you mean?"

"You're young, handsome. Looking at you reminds me of what I'm losing. I want to feel desirable again. Not by old men who want my money, but by a young man who wants me for my beauty, my body, my succulent ass."

She touched my bare chest, her fingers tracing my pec, flicking my nipple.

"Do you want me, Ryan?"

"Hell yes. I do."

"I want to see that desire. I need the proof I'm still who I used to be."

Imelda stood before me, her eyes locked on mine. Slowly, she reached for the collar of her top, teasingly inching it up, revealing her smooth, tanned skin. She pulled it over her head and tossed it aside, her small, perky breasts bouncing free. Her dark nipples were already hard, begging to be touched.

"You like what you see, Ryan?" she asked softly.

"Yeah, I do."

She turned around, her hands on the waistband of her long skirt. She slowly pulled it down, revealing her huge ass. It was even more perfect than I'd imagined. Smooth, tanned skin, stretching taut over firm, muscular cheeks. I could feel my dick hardening, straining against my shorts.

Imelda looked back at me over her shoulder, a playful smile on her lips. She turned around, her hand teasingly covering her pussy.

"You want to see this too, Ryan?"

I swallowed hard. "Yes. Please."

She moved her hand away, revealing her bare pussy. It was smooth, completely shaved, her lips thick and dark.

She stepped closer, her breasts heaving with each breath.

"Do you still want me, Ryan?"

I took her hand, placing it on my erection.

"Does that answer your question?"

A wicked smile spread across her face. She dropped to her knees between my legs, her hands running up my thighs. She felt my erection through my shorts, her fingers tracing the outline of my hardness.

"Lift your hips for me, Ryan," she whispered.

I did as she asked and she pulled off my shorts, freeing my cock. It sprang out, hard and ready. Imelda looked at it, her eyes wide with appreciation.

"This is all the validation I want. Words, gifts, they mean nothing. But this..." she said, wrapping her hand around my shaft and stroking my length, her hand soft and warm. "This is true proof that I'm still who I used to be."

Imelda massaged my cock, her hand gripping me firmly. She watched as precum dribbled out of my cockhead, her eyes hungry. She leaned down, her tongue flicking out to taste it. She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine.

"Delicious," she murmured.

"That feels good. Keep going. Hold my balls."

Her hand moved lower, cupping my balls. She massaged them gently, her fingers exploring every inch.

"A man with balls this big must have a big load for me," she said, her voice husky.

"Big enough," I assured her.

I took her head, guiding it down. She licked my cockhead, her tongue wetly lapping around it. Then she took me into her mouth. I groaned as she began to suck, her mouth moving up and down my shaft. The sounds of her sucking filled the trailer, wet and sloppy. I twitched, my hips moving in rhythm with her mouth.

Imelda was a pro at sucking dick, her hands twisting up and down my wet shaft as she took half my length down her throat. She sucked and gurgled, her eyes watering, her drool dripping down my ball sack.

This rich, beautiful woman was giving me a sloppy blowjob, not caring how she looked, just wanting to worship my cock. It was crazy how good she was at it.

It wasn't long before I could feel the pressure building, my orgasm close. I warned her, my voice strained.

"Ms. Garcia, I'm about to-"

She sucked harder, her head bobbing faster. It was as if she was trying to suck the cum out of my balls.

"Fuck," I groaned.

I erupted in her mouth, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. She swallowed every drop, her mouth still sucking, drawing out every bit of pleasure.

Exhausted, I shivered and twitched as she squeezed out the cum from my cock, her tongue digging into my slit to get the last glob of sperm. She looked up at me, her eyes satisfied.

"Did you get what you wanted?" I asked, my voice ragged.

She kissed my cock one final time, her lips lingering.

"Yes," she said, her voice soft. "You have a big, beautiful cock, Ryan. And your load was so hot and creamy. Thank you. I got what I wanted."

I watched as she dressed, her body a work of art.

"We'll see each other again," she told me.

"I can't wait," I replied.

She left the trailer, her hips swaying as she walked away. Through the window, I saw her heading back to the farmstead, her figure growing smaller in the distance.

"See you soon, Ms. Imelda Garcia," I chuckled.

I poured another cup of coffee from Imelda's thermos and sank back into the sofa bed. My body felt drained but satisfied.

I closed my eyes, savoring the memory of Imelda's naked form. That ass of hers was insane. I imagined how those cheeks would bounce and clap when I finally got to fuck her from behind.

Because I am going to be fucking her. No doubt about it. I'm tapping that ass for sure.

A splash from outside broke through my thoughts. I went to the window and saw Emma gliding through the pond's still water. Her pale skin flashed in the morning light as she cut through the surface with graceful strokes. Her long blonde hair fanned out behind her.

After Imelda's amazing blowjob, a swim felt like exactly what I needed to start the day.

I walked outside naked and dove straight into the cool water. The world went quiet and peaceful as I glided beneath the surface. When I came up for air, Emma was floating next to me.

"Good morning," she said with a shy smile that lit up her whole face.

"Good morning," I grinned back.

We didn't say anything more. We didn't have to.

The more time I spent with Emma, the more comfortable I got with just being around her, sharing space with her. Maybe all that hippy stuff she talked about was rubbing off on me.

I swam laps for exercise as Emma stood in the shallows watching me. Every time I looked at her beautiful naked body, I wondered how I'd gotten so lucky. Starting the day with a blowjob from a hot older woman and then swimming in nature with a stunning blonde nymph?

It doesn't get any better than this.

After swimming across the pond a few times, I felt ready to start the day. I stood up in the shallows and splashed some water at Emma. She smiled but did not splash me back.

"Everything okay?" I asked her.

She nodded, but her expression seemed anxious. Emma was biting her lips, her arms crossed protectively beneath her small breasts.

I put my hand on her cheek and turned her face to mine. Those green eyes sparkled in the morning light.

"Emma? Talk to me."

"I saw Ms. Garcia leaving your trailer," Emma said quietly. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to spy on you."

"Of course not," I said. "No need to apologize. I mean, I'm the guy who first peeked on you swimming naked. Remember?"

She smiled, but her smile was sad. I started to feel concerned about her.

"I don't mean to step over your boundaries," Emma said. "But can I ask you... did you and Ms. Garcia have relations?"

I blinked in surprise, startled by the intense way Emma was looking up at me.

"Yeah, I guess we did. I mean, if getting a blowjob counts as 'relations' then I guess so?"

"I expected as much," she nodded. "She made it very clear she wanted you. And she is such a pretty and charismatic woman. And very experienced, I'm sure. It's only natural you would want her... oral pleasures."

"Emma," I chuckled. "What's this all about?"

Emma looked down, lost in thought. When she looked up again, her face was determined.

"I know we are not lovers, not really," she said quietly. "And I know I haven't gone further with you sexually. But I do have feelings for you, Rye. Big feelings. And although I'm not ready for sex, I also don't begrudge you pursuing Ms. Garcia or Sarah or even Ash and Fran. I know I'm inexperienced compared to them and I have no right to make any claim-"

"Hey, Emma," I interrupted her. "You don't need to compare yourself to anyone else, okay? I have feelings for you too. I like who you are, the way you are. And it doesn't matter if you aren't ready for sex or anything like that. I'm kinda getting more sex than I can handle at the moment."

"I've noticed," Emma said with a short giggle.

"Exactly. So don't feel any pressure to do something you don't want. Just being with you like this is enough for me."

Emma smiled gratefully and wrapped me in her arms. Her cool skin felt amazing pressed against me. I tilted her chin up and we kissed, our tongues caressing. I stroked her wet hair, savoring the taste of her mouth.

We held each other and stared into each other's eyes as the first rays of sunrise warmed our skin.


Chapter 5



“My happy place.”

"So the puncture can be repaired," the tire guy said. "We can remove the metal spike and patch it. Should be good as new."

"Nice!" I said, feeling relief wash through me. "How long will it take?"

"We're backed up a little. Maybe an hour?"

"Gotcha. Thanks!"

I left the tire center and headed into Walmart. I found Sarah in the sporting goods section.

"I always wanted one of these," she said, holding up a radio. "It runs on batteries but also has a solar panel and even a hand crank."

"Pretty cool," I said.

"I have a little portable you can have. If the power goes out, we won't have Internet. But at least you can listen to the radio. There's a country music station that comes in nice and clear."

"Yay," I said glumly.

"Better than nothing, Cowboy."

I looked around at the other shoppers. This part of the store was pretty busy. The storms up north were finally coming down over the border. People were scrambling to get last-minute supplies in case things got bad for a few days.

Sarah tossed a pack of batteries in her cart.

"You know, the clothing section is deserted."

"Figures," I shrugged. "People not really shopping for a new T-shirt or skirt right now."

"While I was waiting for you, I passed through the Men's section looking for some suspenders for Paul. Wearing a belt while sitting all the time is not the best choice. While I was there, I noticed the fitting rooms."

She gave me a wink. I frowned, not understanding what she was getting at.

"You and me," she said. "In the fitting room. What do you say?"

I snorted with laughter, realizing what she wanted. Since we first started having sex, Sarah had been insatiable. And it always threw me off how different she acted while we were fucking. Telling me to Pound my fucking cunt! while digging her nails into my back, the way she screamed when she orgasmed. It was all super surprising and intense.

"Well?"

"I'm not going to do that," I told her.

"Why not?"

"Because we'll get caught and I don't want to get kicked out before my tire is fixed."

"Chicken. Bok bok bok!"

"I'll do a lot to have sex with you, Sarah. But I won't do that."

As the words were out of my mouth, an elderly couple passed by. They must have overheard. They looked at Sarah and then they looked at me, seeing our age difference. The old woman grimaced in disgust... but the old man smiled and gave me a thumbs-up.

"Come on," I told Sarah, trying to contain my laughter. "I need to get those groceries."

"I still don't know why. Don't you like my cooking?"

"I love your cooking. But I can't just depend on you and Paul to feed me. I'm not like a hobo or some shit."

Sarah giggled and patted my ass, not caring if others saw. We went down the aisles, getting things I needed to make my stay at the trailer more comfortable. It felt super domestic, like I was shopping with my wife for groceries... if my wife was a hot blonde twice my age.

This is what it feels like to be an adult. Living life as a grown-ass man with a grown-ass woman by my side. Maybe even more than one woman. Why not? Yeah, I could get used to this.

On the way to the checkout, we passed by the pharmacy section. A display caught my eye. It was for birth control pills, now sold over the counter. A thought occurred to me.

"Hey, Sarah? Um, do we need to get some of these?"

"No," Sarah said quietly, looking over the display. "Don't need that."

The way she said it was a little strange. I decided not to press the issue. Sarah knew her own body better than I ever could.

It took an hour to drive back to the farmstead. As we passed by the small town of Bellstone Lake, Sarah took hold of my arm.

"Pull in here," she said. "I want to show you something."

"What?"

"You'll see! Now take the right turn."

Sarah excitedly guided me through the streets of the town. Bellstone Lake glimmered to my left. Lots of people were enjoying the lake in this heat, trying to get in some fun before the storms hit.

"Here. Pull in here!"

I turned into the parking lot of an old bowling alley. We were the only vehicle there. The sign by the road read, Closing soon. No bowling. No food. God Bless!

"What is this?" I asked.

"My happy place," Sarah laughed. "At least when I was a kid. Let's go."

"Is it even open?"

"The front sign is lit. That means Mrs. James is in."

I followed Sarah to the front doors. They were locked. Through the glass, I could see a dimly lit lobby lined with benches. Big metal stands stood next to them.

"Holy crap," I laughed. "Are those ashtrays?"

"It was a different time."

Sarah knocked loudly on the doors. I didn't expect anyone to answer. I was just about to tell Sarah we should go when a figure shuffled into the lobby.

"Mrs. James!" Sarah called, waving. "Hi! It's me. Sarah Davis."

The elderly woman waved back and unlocked the doors. She looked to be in her 80s.

"Sarah! Well look at you! Good to see you again. It's been too long. Years!"

"I was here a couple of weeks ago," Sarah said gently. "Visited with Polly Smith? Remember?"

"Of course I remember," Mrs. James said. "It was lovely to see the two of you. But why were you knocking, dear?"

"The doors were locked."

"Were they? Oh, I must have forgotten to open them. Not many customers these days. Well, come inside! We don't have air conditioning running anymore, but it's still cooler than out here."

Sarah led me into the bowling alley. The place had seen better times. All the lanes were dark. Dust cloths covered the benches and ball returns. It was very quiet.

"I was in my office doing final paperwork. I turn over the keys to the demolition company in a couple of weeks."

"I know. That's why we came. I thought we could look around if that's okay?"

"No bowling and no food," Mrs. James said sadly, echoing her sign. "Arcade is mostly dead, but a few of those machines might still be working. And there's the billiard room. Your boyfriend might enjoy that."

Hearing Mrs. James call me Sarah's boyfriend made me feel weirdly happy.

At least she didn't call me Sarah's son. I don't think she can see that well, anyways. I must be just a big blur to her.

"You know the layout so I will just leave you to it. So good to see you again, Sarah."

Mrs. James shuffled away. Sarah took my hand and squeezed it. She seemed both sad and excited to be back at the bowling alley.

"Let's check out the arcade," she said.

Sarah led me into the dark arcade. The machines stood silent, their screens black and lifeless. All the power cords were bundled up with zip ties.

"Some guy from Nevada is buying them all," Sarah said. "Says he restores old arcade games."

She walked down the narrow aisle between the cabinets, running her hand along their dusty surfaces.

"Street Fighter II, Mortal Kombat 3, NBA Jam, Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. Even back then, these were ancient. But kids still loved them. Parents would give their kids a roll of quarters and leave them here while they bowled."

"Must have been fun."

"You kids have no idea."

"Ah, okay boomer."

Sarah giggled and playfully slapped my shoulder. She grabbed my hand again and pulled me toward a door marked Ladies.

"What are you doing?" I asked as she dragged me inside.

"Trust me. You have to see this."

The bathroom was dark except for light coming through a small window. Sarah led me to the handicapped stall at the end.

"Look!" She clapped her hands and pointed behind the toilet. "See it?"

I squinted at the tile wall. Someone had scratched initials into the ceramic.

"SD," I read. "You did this?"

"Second day on the job." Sarah beamed with pride. "I was sixteen. Used my house key to scratch it in while I was supposed to be cleaning the bathrooms."

"You vandal," I laughed. "Tagging property like some kind of criminal."

"I was a wild child back then."

"For real. Still are wild too."

I pulled her into a kiss. She held me tight as our tongues met and twirled. I cupped her heavy breast, loving how big she was, how warm and soft she felt in my palm.

"One more thing to show you," she said.

Sarah took me to a room at the back of the bowling alley. It was dark, but she knew where the light switch was. Old-fashioned stained-glass lamps lit up.

Four pool tables filled the room. They were not the cheap ones you found in most bars. These were carved wood with polished brass fittings, with leather pockets for the balls.

"Wow. This is so cool, Sarah. Did you used to play pool here?"

"I never learned," she said. "It was mostly old men who hung out here. And young guys trying to show off."

"I can almost see it," I said, looking around the room. "Damn, I think I can still smell cigar smoke lingering."

"Like I said, it was a different time. But the real reason I brought you here was because this is where I touched my first cock."

"What?" I laughed, my eyes widening.

"Yup, right in this very room," she nodded. "The guy I was dating the summer before college. I was eighteen, just like you. The billiard room was closed because of a water pipe breaking. We snuck in here and made out on that pool table. Number 3. And right there is where I touched my first dick. And sucked my first dick. And tasted cum for the first time."

As she spoke, Sarah's hands trailed down my chest, going lower until she was massaging my cock through my pants. Her eyes were shining in the dim light.

"His cock was nothing compared to yours," she sighed. "And he came after just a few seconds. It was so bad. But you always remember your first. Now I want a different memory of this place before it's gone. A memory with you, Ryan. Can you do that for me?"

Her face was so close to mine that I could feel her breath on my neck. I leaned over to kiss her soft lips. We kept our eyes open, staring into each other, both of us smiling.

"Table number 3, right?"

"Number 3," she confirmed.

I lifted Sarah onto the pool table, her breath hitching as her ass touched the cool felt. I pushed up her skirt, revealing her thick thighs and the black cotton panties stretched tight across her mound. She spread her legs for me, opening herself up, her eyes never leaving mine.

"You sure about this?" I whispered.

"It's why I brought you here," she said

I kneeled between her legs and kissed her knee. I pressed my face between her thighs, inhaling her musky scent. Sarah's panties were already soaked, clinging to her folds. I pulled them aside, exposing her glistening pussy. She shivered as I blew softly on her sensitive flesh.

"Get it, Cowboy," she moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the table.

I licked her slowly, savoring her taste. She squirmed beneath me, her hips bucking as I found her clit and sucked gently. Her moans echoed in the empty room, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Right there," she panted. "Eat my cunt. Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

I slid two fingers inside her, feeling her tight heat clench around me. She was so wet, so ready. I curled my fingers, finding that spot that made her cry out, her juices flowing over my hand.

"Enough," she gasped, pulling me up. "I need you inside me. Now."

I stood, my cock throbbing in my jeans. I unbuckled my belt and pushed down my pants. My swollen cock bobbed between my legs, hard and ready to screw. Sarah's eyes widened, her tongue flicking out to wet her lips.

"God, you're big," she whispered, reaching for me. "I still get surprised by how big you are."

Her hand wrapped around my shaft, her thumb brushing over the precum leaking from my tip.

I pushed her onto her back and got between her thighs. I leaned over her, my cockhead pressing against her entrance.

Sarah bit her hand, stifling a moan as I pushed into her, her pussy stretching tight around my girth.

"Fuck, Sarah," I groaned, my forehead resting against hers. "You feel so damn good."

"Fuck me," she urged, her hips lifting to meet mine. "Fuck me deep."

I didn't bother to ease into it, just started pounding. Sarah's huge tits bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard beneath her shirt. I could feel her orgasm building, her pussy clenching around me, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Close," she panted. "So close."

I reached between us, my fingers finding her clit. I rubbed it in quick circles the way she liked. She grunted like an animal, her body convulsing, her pussy milking my cock. I groaned, my orgasm ripping through me, my cum flooding her pussy in warm spurts.

We lay there, panting, our bodies shaking. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door frame.

"If you two are done in there, you can join me in my office for tea."

Mrs. James's voice was amused. Sarah stifled a laugh, her hand flying to her mouth.

"We'll be right there," she called out.

"Take your time, dears."

Mrs. James left, her footsteps echoing down the hall. Sarah and I looked at each other, then burst into laughter.

"I don't even like tea," I said.

Sarah slapped my back, a grin spreading across her face.

"You'll drink whatever Mrs. James offers, Cowboy. Now come on, let's get cleaned up."

We climbed off the table. There was a wet spot on the felt. Sarah shrugged as she pulled her panties over her dripping pussy. I shook my head in disbelief, a smile tugging at my lips.

This was not the life I had imagined for myself, but I sure as hell wasn't complaining.


Chapter 6



“Storm's coming.”

The truck rattled and squeaked as I drove the dirt road to my trailer. I hadn't been driving the truck for very long, but I was already getting attached to it. The feel of the seat, the revving of the engine, even the broken dome light - all of it felt familiar, just the quirks of an old friend.

I can see why my stepfather kept this truck for so long. It just keeps going.

Flat tire aside, the truck was a workhorse. Even with close to 160k miles, the thing was still rolling along like a champ.

"Me and you are gonna stick together," I said, patting the steering wheel.

To the north, dark clouds were rolling over the horizon. The summer storms had finally come down from Canada. I was looking forward to seeing it. Paul said that summer storms in the Okanagan highlands could get pretty crazy.

The water on the pond was looking weird, like ripples of energy were running through it. Maybe the storm was disturbing the air, filling it with ozone or electricity or some shit.

I parked and grabbed some of my groceries and headed into the trailer. I figured I could use a shower. I could smell Sarah's pussy on my fingers and my dick was still sticky from her juices.

The tea and cookies Mrs. James had served us reminded me of the few times my mother took me to church. If only there had been fruit punch in paper cups, the memory would have been complete.

I chuckled as I climbed into the trailer. I stopped short when I saw someone sleeping on the sofa bed.

It was Emma. She was curled up like a baby, my blanket tucked under her head. She looked so angelic in her sleep. It felt weirdly intimate to watch her breathing slow and deep.

I sat down on the sofa bed beside her. A little bit of drool was glistening on her lower lips. I wiped it off with my thumb. Emma's eyes fluttered open as I stroked her silky blonde hair.

"Hello, Rye."

"Hi."

"I was waiting for you to get back. I fell asleep. Where were you?"

"Went to get my tire fixed. And buy some groceries."

"With Sarah?"

I nodded. Emma took my hand and kissed my wrist.

"I can smell her on you," she whispered.

"She's very special to me," I said. "Just like you."

I bent down and kissed her, our lips gently brushing. We rested our foreheads together, looking into each other's eyes for a long time.

"Storm's coming," Emma said.

"Yeah. The north looks all dark and scary right now."

"I want to show you something. That's why I was waiting for you. Will you come and see?"

"Hell yeah. Let me get my groceries put away."

Emma waited outside as I unloaded my groceries. When I joined her, Emma offered me her hand. I took it, her small hand surprisingly strong as she held me.

"Walk with me," she said.

Emma guided me to the hills in the northeast. I hadn't been that way yet and the landscape was unfamiliar. We climbed a slope that was steep and littered with broken tree stumps.

"A fire burned this hillside down years ago," Emma explained. "It was started by lightning from a summer storm. This area used to be charred black, but now it's green again."

As we walked through the fallen trees, I could see the fresh growth that had taken hold. Small evergreen trees were already rising here and there, ready to replace the fallen trees.

Emma told me about the native people who lived in the area. She knew a lot about the history of the place.

"And then the settlers came. Most didn't stay. They went to Spokane or Seattle. The Okanagan highlands were not very hospitable."

"My ancestor is buried up at the Pioneer Memorial," I said. "It was so cool to see his gravestone."

"My mother says the soil is in us as we are in the soil."

"Uh... yeah."

Emma laughed and squeezed my hand. Looking down at her pretty face gazing back up at me, the fading sunlight streaking her cheeks, her lips... it felt truly magical.

"Here it is," Emma said.

We stopped in front of an enormous tree. I looked up at it towering overhead.

"What do you think?"

"Uh, like it's a big tree?" I said. "Is it some kind of fir or cedar or something?"

"It's a Sitka spruce," Emma said. "They're some of the tallest trees in this region. The indigenous people used them for all kinds of things. The Kitty Hawk was made from Sitka spruce!"

"The Kitty Hawk? What is that?"

"The first airplane," Emma laughed. "Orville and Wilbur Wright?"

"Oh yeah. I heard those names before."

"Sitka spruce is a special tree. But this one is even more special. It's at least 200 years old. And still alive! Still vibrant!"

"Two hundred years is a long time," I said.

"Even more so when you look more closely. See that thick line running up the trunk?"

"I see it. What is it?"

"It's a scar," Emma said. "A scar from a lightning strike. A long time ago, perhaps a century or more, this tree was struck by lightning. The lightning cracked the tree almost in half and burned a big part of it. The tree should have died, but it didn't. It stayed alive and it kept growing. And now look at it. The tallest tree around!"

"Wow. That is pretty cool."

"I come here when I am feeling sad or discouraged. I look at this tree and see how resilient it is. Quiet and strong and resilient. It always rebalances my qi just to sit beneath its branches and breathe."

Emma's joy was contagious. She looked totally excited talking about this tree. As she explained what the tree meant to her, I could feel Emma becoming still and calm, but also alert to the world around her. It was an amazing thing to witness out here in the hills with no one else around.

"Thanks for bringing me here," I said sincerely. "And for showing this to me."

"It's part of who I am," Emma said quietly. "And I want to share myself with you, Rye."

She pulled me down into a kiss. I wrapped her small body in my arms, holding her gently as our lips met. She guided my hand to her breast, breathing heavily as I stroked her nipple through her dress.

A low roar of thunder rolled over us. We looked to the north. The storm was getting closer.

"We should get back," I said.

With a last look at the tree, we held each other's hands and headed back to my trailer. We didn't speak as we walked, just enjoyed the feeling of being together in the Okanagan hills.

A woman was waiting by the pond as we got back. I could feel Emma tense up as the woman turned to greet us.

"Emma," she said. "I was wondering where you'd wandered to."

"Hello, mother. I was showing Rye an interesting tree. Ryan? This is Kailani. Mother, this is Ryan. But I call him Rye."

"Blessings," Kailani said.

"Hi," I replied.

Emma's mother was almost the mirror image of Emma. The resemblance was so strong that I almost did a double-take. Like Emma, Kailani was slim and delicately built. She had long blonde hair that she wore in a complicated braid. Several feathers were woven into her hair. She wore a homemade dress and sandals.

"Emma has told us so much about you, Ryan. It's so lovely to finally meet you."

"You as well. Kailani is a really pretty name. Is it Japanese?"

"Hawaiian," she said. "It means 'sea and sky'. I was gifted the name while living in Kauai. I preferred it over Natalie."

"Ah, nice. Natalie is a cool name too, though. I'm glad you had a choice."

"We all have choices," Emma's mother said. "I just try to be in harmony with the natural order of things."

"Right. Gotcha."

"Emma, I came to find you because Oatmeal is ready to have her kids."

"Really?" Emma asked, her eyes lighting up. "But it's early."

"Goats keep their own schedules. Willful creatures. I thought you'd like to be there when she births."

"I would! Yes, of course."

"Then we should start back now," Kailani said. "Kids born in a storm like this will surely energize their beings, don't you think? Windhawke is tending to the goats, but you know how your father struggles with these things."

"I can drive you two back," I offered.

"No, we'll walk."

Emma's mother cocked her head, looking me over.

"You have a potent presence, Ryan. And an earnest demeanor. I'd like to know you better. When can you visit us at The Place? Our little community would welcome your presence."

I glanced at Emma. She was smiling, but I could sense how awkward she felt. What was this tension between her and her mother? Was Kailani the reason Emma liked to spend time alone, away from her intentional community?

I didn't fully understand their dynamic, so I just figured to play it safe and polite.

"I'd like that," I told Kailani. "I'll make sure to visit when I get the chance."

"I'll hold you to that," she said with a smile.

Before I knew what was happening, Emma's mother put her hands on my shoulders and pulled me down for an embrace. She kissed me on one cheek and then the other. Then she pressed her forehead to mine, our noses touching as she stared into my eyes.

"This is hongi," she whispered. "It is how the Maori people greet each other. We share our ha, exchanging the breath of life."

"Gotcha," I mumbled.

Kailani pulled away, beaming with a smile. Emma stood nearby, a pained expression on her face.

"Until we meet again, Ryan. Blessing and Aloha."

"Aloha," I said awkwardly.

I waved as mother and daughter left, the two walking around the edge of the pond and heading west toward their home.

"Hongi," I said to myself, trying out the unfamiliar word.

I was curious about Emma and her mother, how they got along. I figured I'd ask Emma about it the next time I saw her. If she was uncomfortable discussing it, no problem. But I did wonder what was going on between them.

I headed into the trailer. Sarah had invited me over for dinner, but I had taken a pass. I wanted to take care of some things here at the trailer for when the storm came through. Everything at the farmhouse was already buttoned down.

I also wanted to prepare my own meal. It would help me get used to the stove and set up in the trailer. I wasn't much of a cook, so I figured I'd start easy. Brown some ground beef and onion, mix in a box of Hamburger Helper. My mother had made these simple meals many times. I always thought of her when I ate it.

I was just about to take the hamburger from the fridge when an SUV pulled up outside the trailer. It was Greg and Glenda. I went outside, curious about why they were visiting.

"Hi, Ryan!" Greg said.

We shook hands. Glenda surprised me by leaning in and kissing my cheek. I'd been getting kissed a lot today.

"What can I do for you guys?" I asked.

The crack of thunder interrupted me. The sound was much louder now, the storm much closer.

Greg and Glenda exchanged a mysterious look. There was a weird excitement between them like they were giddy about something.

"Your truck looks very capable," Glenda said. "Much like you."

"Does it handle rough terrain well?" Greg asked.

"It's four-wheel drive," I said. "It can handle a lot."

"Marvelous," Glenda said. "Greg and I wanted to go to Lightning Ridge to watch the storms come in. But our SUV is not capable of the trip."

"It's just a glorified station wagon," Greg admitted.

"Well, like I said, my truck is pretty stout. You're more than welcome to take it up to wherever you want to go."

"Lightning Ridge," Glenda repeated. "It's about 20 minutes from here. There's a steep climb for a vehicle."

"Which is why we came," Greg said. "We packed some food and some wine. We'll have a picnic watching the storm."

"And we want you to come with us," Glenda said. "We have a very special dessert we want to share with you, Ryan."

Greg and Glenda again exchanged that mysterious look. Something about the way they were acting told me this was an offer they'd been thinking about for a while now.

I looked over at Glenda as she smiled at me. She was an attractive woman, her body toned and fit. She was wearing a T-shirt tied in a knot below her breasts. No bra, her nipples poking through the thin fabric. She was also wearing yoga pants that showed off her legs and ass. No panty line in sight.

"Come with us?" Glenda asked.

The way she was looking at me made my dick tingle. This seemed like an offer to do more than just storm watch.

"Sure," I told her. "I'm up for whatever."

"Then let's go!" Greg said. "I'll grab the stuff from our car."

As Greg loaded the food and drink into the back of my truck, Glenda came and stood near me. We both looked to the north.

"Storm is almost here," she said. "We need to hurry."

I nodded, hiding a smile as Glenda's pinky brushed slowly back and forth against my wrist.


Chapter 7



“This is just what we like.”

The truck bounced and creaked as we climbed a steep path through the hills. The daylight was almost gone and I had my headlights on. Above us, the sky was dark with threatening clouds.

"It's a good thing we didn't try this in our car," Greg said.

"Yes, but Ryan's got this," Glenda cheered. "Right?"

"I gotcha," I assured them.

I sounded more confident than I was. The truck was handling the climb well, but the path ahead was still tricky. The wind was picking up and branches from the trees along the path kept slapping against the windshield.

Plus it was hard to concentrate while Glenda kept massaging my cock.

The three of us were crammed side by side in the front of the truck. Greg was on the passenger side while Glenda was squeezed between us. For the whole trip to Lightning Ridge, Glenda's hand had been in my lap, stroking my cock.

At first I was shocked, wondering what the hell this married woman was doing feeling me up while her husband was right next to her. I knew Greg could see what his wife was up to. I kept expecting him to say something, but he had only laughed and enjoyed the climb to the top of the ridge.

Sarah mentioned Greg and Glenda had a unique relationship. I don't know what their deal is, but it's not really my business. Anyway, if this hot MILF wants to stroke my cock, I'm not going to complain.

I didn't think Glenda was actually a mother, but she was still a MILF. This trip to Lightning Ridge was promising to be an unexpected experience.

"Just a little bit more to go," Greg said. "It's been years since we've been here, but I remember that boulder up ahead."

"I do too!" Glenda shouted.

We crested the last rise by the boulder. Abruptly, a flat space opened up in front of us. It was a shelf at the top of the hill, just bare rock ending on a ledge about 50 yards away.

"We made it!" Greg said, clapping his hands and high-fiving his wife.

"Wow, this is pretty cool," I said, looking around.

Other people must have felt the same way. There were beer cans and broken bottles scattered over the ground. Spray-painted graffiti covered the rock wall on one side of the shelf.

None of that ugliness mattered, though. Not when you saw the view.

The Okanagan highlands stretched out below us, hills and fields and trees rolling to the north and to the east beneath the dim light of dusk. Over the northern horizon, the boiling storm clouds were drawing closer.

Suddenly, a fork of lightning split the black clouds. It looked like something out of a movie, some special effect. Except this was real.

"Park close to the edge," Greg urged me. "But not too close!"

I stopped the car about 15 yards from the edge of the shelf. Feeling especially cautious, I set the handbrake. Rolling off the edge would be a crappy way to die.

Glenda leaned into me and kissed my cheek.

"Thank you for getting us here," she said in a hoarse whisper, her hand still cupping my dick. "We're hoping you can get us even further tonight, Ryan."

Before I could ask what she had in mind, Greg and Glenda had stumbled out of the truck. They pranced at the edge of the rocky shelf, shouting with glee, their hair blowing in the rising wind.

I got out and joined them at the edge. Looking down made me a little dizzy, so I kept my eyes on the far horizon.

More lightning sizzled in the dark. I pulled out my phone and started a timer, waiting for the dull crack of thunder to reach us.

"I counted 50 seconds," I said. "Divide by 5, right? So that means it's like 10 miles away."

"Smart lad!" Greg said. "That's correct. The storm is moving to the southwest. Not directly toward us, but at a slant."

"I can see why this place is called Lightning Ridge," I said. "The view here is fucking lit!"

Glenda put her arm around my waist and leaned close to my ear.

"I used to come up here all the time," she said. "Lost my virginity in this very spot. Also during a summer thunderstorm."

Glenda giggled and kissed my neck. I looked at Greg. He was watching his wife with an excited smile on his face.

"She didn't lose her virginity with me," he laughed. "I'm from Idaho."

"No, not Greg," she chuckled, clinging tightly to me. "Derrick and Jimmy. They were cousins. They flipped a coin to see who would be my first. Jimmy won, which is what I wanted. But don't worry. Derrick got his turn too."

I looked down at Glenda snuggling against me. Her face was tilted up, her eyes shining. She was older than Sarah, but the same look was in her eyes. A hungry look.

"Okay, guys. What's going on?" I looked from Glenda to her husband and back again. "Why did you invite me up here? It wasn't just because of my truck."

Greg threw his head back and laughed.

"You explain it to him, my love," he told his wife. "I'll get the stuff from the back of the truck."

Greg left us. With the last sunlight almost gone and the rising winds, it felt like Glenda and me were all alone at the edge of the world, holding on to each other like lovers in some romance movie.

Except Glenda wasn't looking for romance. The way she was staring at me made it clear what she wanted. Her hand on my cock also let me know what was up.

"Greg and I have a unique relationship."

"Yeah. I've heard. How unique is it?"

Glenda shrugged and giggled.

"Greg enjoys it when other men use me. I like it too."

"Use you how?"

"Use my ass as their fuckhole," she said eagerly. "Turn my ass into their cum dump. Make me their fuck toy."

I laughed out loud. Glenda grinned at me, enjoying my laughter.

"Sorry," I told her. "It's just a little shocking to hear a woman like you talk like that."

"Didn't anyone ever tell you not to judge a book by its cover?" she teased. "I may not look like a gutter slut, but that's what I am. I just want to be used, Ryan. Used by you."

"And that's really what Greg wants? What kind of man wants that?"

"We're all different," she said. "This is just what we like. What do you say? Are you willing?"

I looked her over. She showed herself off to me, thrusting her chest out and licking her lips. Seeing her trying so hard to get me to fuck her was a huge turn-on. That a 40-year-old woman was begging for my dick made me happy to give her what she wanted.

"You really are a slut, then?" I chuckled, stroking her face with the back of my hand.

"I love hard young dicks up my ass," she said. "So yeah. I guess I am."

I nodded, letting my hand drift down to cup her small breast. She lifted her top for me, showing off her tits. Her nipples were pierced with metal bars.

"Nice," I said, flicking the steel piercings. "I always wanted to play with tits like these."

"My clit is pierced too," she sighed, enjoying me groping her tits. "Pinch my nipples harder. I like it rough, Ryan."

"I don't know how rough you want it," I said uncertainly.

"I'll show you. But there are some rules."

"Tell me."

"No kissing. That is only for my husband. And no pussy. That's his also."

I looked her over, a dark lust filling my guts. Glenda was arousing something different inside me, something I hadn't felt before. It wasn't like Sarah or Emma or even Imelda. With them, it was clean, simple lust.

Glenda was offering me something else. Something dirtier, something with a sharp edge. I wanted to explore this new feeling and see how far it could take me.

"Gotcha. How do we start?"

"Bring me back to the truck. Greg must have gotten it ready by now. He's waiting back there for us."

"And then what?"

"Tell Greg to 'go to his place'. That's his trigger. Then I'll suck your dick and you fuck my ass."

"Simple enough. And you like it rough, right?"

"I like it rough, yes."

"Then let's go."

The dark lust was filling me up completely. Glenda gasped as I grabbed her by the hair. She let out a low moan of pleasure as I steered her back to the truck.

Greg was waiting for us. His eyes were wide and staring as he watched me pulling his wife by her hair.

Greg had laid a blanket over the hood of the truck. A pair of big LED lanterns were holding the blanket down, casting bright pools of light against the darkness.

I stood there for a long moment, letting Greg take in the sight of me with his wife. Seeing this middle-aged man licking his lips with excitement, his eyes darting wildly, swelled the black lust inside me.

I was savoring this new feeling. A wild kind of lust. It felt dangerous.

"Go to your place!"

Greg flinched, his whole body shivering at my command. He stared into Glenda's eyes, then lowered his gaze.

His shoulders slumped submissively, Greg shuffled to the back of the truck and climbed into the back. I heard him slam the tailgate shut behind him.

"What's he going to do in there?" I asked Glenda.

"He's curled up in the fetal position. His eyes are closed. He's sucking his thumb. He's waiting for me to come get him when you're finished using me."

I still couldn't believe a man would want this. Glenda must have sensed my doubt. She put her hand on mine, twisting it even tighter into her hair.

"Don't back down now," she hissed. "Use me. Choke me with that big cock. Fuck my ass, Daddy. Please!"

Daddy.

Having a 40-year-old woman call me, a guy who just turned eighteen, Daddy? It was fucking perverse.

I loved it.

I pushed Glenda down to her knees. She gasped, her hands reaching up to grip my pants. I tangled my fingers in her hair, holding her steady as she eagerly opened my fly.

My cock flopped out, already half-hard. Glenda looked up at me, her eyes gleaming with hunger. Then she slurped my cock into her mouth.

The warmth of her mouth felt amazing, her tongue swirling around my shaft. I groaned, feeling my cock grow harder with each suck. The sound of her slurping filled the air, along with the distant rumble of thunder.

When I was fully hard, I pulled my cock out of her mouth. It glistened with her saliva. I slapped her face with it, leaving wet smacks on her cheek.

"Beg for it," I commanded.

Glenda looked up at me, her eyes wide.

"Please, Daddy. Please give me your cock. I need it."

I thrust my cock back into her mouth, gripping her hair tightly. I began to fuck her face, my hips moving roughly. Glenda choked, her eyes watering as she tried to take all of me.

The sound of her gagging filled the air, along with the wet, sucking noises of her mouth on my cock. Thick ropes of saliva dripped from her mouth, coating my shaft. She gagged again, pulling back for a moment before eagerly taking me back into her mouth.

As I fucked her face, I wondered what Greg was thinking, curled up in the back of the truck. The image of him sucking his thumb while listening to his wife gag on my cock filled me with a dark, twisted lust.

I pulled Glenda to her feet, using her thick drool to lube my dick.

"Beg me to fuck your ass, Glenda," I growled.

Glenda looked up at me, her eyes filled with tears from choking on my cock.

"Please, Daddy. Please fuck my ass. I need you to fill me up. Please, Daddy."

Her begging sent a shiver down my spine. I was ready to give her exactly what she wanted.

I bent Glenda over the hood of my truck, her hands gripping the blanket tightly. I yanked down her yoga pants, her bare ass gleaming in the lantern light.

She wasn't wearing any panties. I raised my hand and brought it down hard on her ass cheek. The sound of the slap echoed off the rock walls, and Glenda let out a squeal of pleasure and pain.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" I growled.

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned. "More, please."

I slapped her again then grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide, exposing her tight little asshole.

"Spit in my hand, Glenda," I commanded.

She turned her head to look back at me, her eyes filled with lust. She gathered saliva in her mouth and spat into my outstretched hand. I rubbed my fingers together, coating them with her spit, then pressed them against her asshole.

Glenda whimpered as I jabbed two fingers into her tight hole, working them in and out, lubing her up.

"You ready for my cock, Glenda?" I asked, my voice rough with desire.

"Yes, Daddy," she whimpered. "Please fuck my ass."

I pulled my fingers out and positioned my cock against her lubed-up asshole. I could feel the heat radiating from her, and I could smell the musky scent of her pussy. I gripped her hips tightly and thrust forward, burying my cock deep in her ass.

Glenda screamed, a sound that echoed off the rocks. It was a scream of pain and pleasure, a sound that sent a thrill through me.

I began to pound her ass, my hips moving roughly against her. The sound of our flesh slapping together filled the air, along with Glenda's screams and moans and the rumble of distant thunder.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunted, my cock throbbing in her ass.

"You're so big, Daddy," she cried out. "You're stretching me out so much, ohmygod."

I could feel her ass muscles clenching around my cock, trying to resist the invasion. But I didn't let up. I fucked her harder, my grip on her hips tightening.

The sight of her ass bouncing against me, the sound of her screams - it was all driving me wild.

I could feel my orgasm building, my cock throbbing with each thrust. Glenda's screams were growing louder, her body trembling uncontrollably. I let out a final grunt and thrust deep into her ass, my cock exploding with cum. Glenda let out a strangled cry as I spurted my hot sperm deep into her guts.

Drained, I pulled out, my cock covered in her spit and my cum. Her asshole was gaping wide, a stream of cum dripping out of it.

I pushed Glenda to her knees and she eagerly took my cock in her mouth. The taste of my cum and her ass made her moan with pleasure as she licked and sucked me clean.

When she was done, I hauled Glenda to her feet and pulled up her yoga pants, covering her gaped and creamy ass. I slapped her butt one last time.

"Go get your husband," I told her. "And bring me some of that food you prepared. I'm hungry."

"Yes, Daddy!" Glenda whispered.

As she scampered back to get Greg out of the back of my truck, I returned to the edge of the shelf. It was fully dark now and the wind was gusting. Lightning tore through the sky, close now, the thunder rolling over us immediately after the flash.

I watched the storm coming toward me. Inside me, a storm was also roaring. The air was heavy with electricity. My whole body was sizzling with power.

Daddy.

This was a different part of me. It felt good. I was already thinking of the next time I'd hear that word from Glenda's mouth.

Daddy.


Chapter 8



“Old enough for us.”

Early morning sunshine washed over the fields. The storm had passed in the night. It had rained hard with gusting winds and crazy lightning bursts sizzling across the sky.

We got lots of storms in the Seattle area, but the storms on this side of the Cascades were a whole other level.

"How'd you guys hold up?" I asked Sarah.

"Lost power, but then got it back up this morning. Just in time for breakfast."

We walked together through the tall grass, breathing in the crisp air. The storm had washed everything clean. Even the air smelled fresher than before.

Sarah let out a little giggle.

"What?" I asked.

"You had a huge load for me this morning," she said. "I'm squelching with every step I take!"

I laughed and patted her big ass, enjoying the curve of it in my hand.

We'd developed a routine where Sarah would come to the trailer every morning. I'd wake up to those huge tits caressing my face. Sarah would climb on me and slide my morning wood into her wet snatch, riding me until we both finished.

It was a great way to start the day. I squeezed her ass again, loving that Sarah's pussy was still flooded with my sperm.

"It was a big load," I agreed. "Surprised I had much left after Glenda."

"I've heard she's pretty wild."

"Very wild. Asked me to do things I've never thought of before."

"I'd like to hear about that," Sarah said.

"Any time. But, like... why didn't you tell me about her and Greg? The way they are, I mean?"

"You're eighteen, Cowboy. A grown man. You were old enough to find out on your own."

"Huh. On the drive back, Glenda told me that I could use her anytime I wanted. That she enjoyed being taken when she didn't expect it. That her husband Greg loved it like that too."

"If she said it, it must be true."

"I mean, don't you find it weird?"

"I could never live that way," Sarah said. "But everyone is different."

"But you don't seem to care about me fucking other women."

"You're not my possession," Sarah sighed. "I left my husband because he thought I was his property, among other reasons. I never want to be like him. I don't own you, Ryan. I want to be with you. And I hope you feel the same for me."

"I think you're the most comforting woman I ever met," I said with a grin.

"Well, don't get too comfortable," she teased. "I still like my Cowboy to have an edge. Just like my cunt needs stretching by that big hog in your pants."

I burst out laughing. Sarah smirked at me. She knew how much I enjoyed it when she talked nasty. It was such a difference from her usual self.

At the farmhouse, I sat on the porch with Paul. We drank coffee and watched the local news on his computer.

"We did okay out here," Paul said. "Hills give us some protection. But Bellstone Lake got hammered. The way the land is contoured there, it channels all the wind off the lake straight into the town."

"Damn. I hope Mrs. James is okay."

"I'm sure she is. That bowling alley has been standing for fifty years. It's been through worse than this storm."

Sarah called us in. Paul wheeled himself to the kitchen table, already looking more comfortable in the lightweight wheelchair.

"Eat up," Sarah urged.

Me and Paul dug into cheese omelets with mushrooms, pork sausage patties, toast, and fruit salad that Sarah laid out for us. As we ate, Paul told me about the work that needed to be done that day.

"There's a water tank I've been meaning to clean out," he told me. "I reckon I can use it to collect rainwater for when-"

Paul was interrupted by his phone chiming. He frowned as he read the message.

"It's for you," he said, holding out his phone.

Puzzled, I took the phone and looked at the message. It was from Ash.

"Yo, I don't have your number so I figured I could reach you at Paul's. You're probably eating breakfast with them right now right?"

"You got me," I typed. "Wassup?"

"So a tree fell across our driveway during the storm. Me and Fran are trapped. We gots to get to work! Can you bring your truck and drag this fukkin tree out of the way?"

"Sure NP"

"Here's the address."

Ash sent her address for my map app. She and Fran lived in Bellstone Lake.

"What did Ash want?" Paul asked.

"I'm going to help drag a tree out of her driveway," I said. "They're blocked in. I'll get to that water tank when I get back."

"You want to take a chainsaw?" Sarah asked.

"They said I just needed to drag the tree away with my truck," I said. "Besides, I don't know how to use a gas chainsaw."

"I got an electric chainsaw," Paul said. "Take it and one of the extension cords. Both are down in the basement. You might need it."

"Nice."

I headed down to the basement and grabbed the chainsaw and one of several long extension cords that Paul had neatly coiled on the wall.

It suddenly struck me that Paul would soon not be able to come down here on his own. He could still walk a little, but as his spine got worse, the stairs would become too dangerous for him.

"There's gotta be a way he can access this basement," I said to myself.

It was something I thought about as I drove to Bellstone Lake. There was an access hatch to the basement outside the house. Maybe we could build another ramp? The layout was bad for that. It didn't seem like a good solution.

The map app guided me to a working-class neighborhood at the edge of town. Damage from the storm was everywhere, mostly broken branches scattered across the ground.

"That must be it," I muttered.

I pulled up to a small house. A hefty tree was lying across the driveway. Its root ball was torn free from the ground. Ash's white minivan was parked in the driveway.

Ash and Fran came out of the house as I parked my truck.

"Well, at least it didn't fall on your minivan," I told them as I walked around the fallen tree.

"That's what I told Ash," Fran said.

"The attitude is gratitude," Ash said. "Or some fucking bullshit like that."

"Exactly," Fran chuckled.

"So do you think you can pull this bitch out of the way, dude?"

"No problem," I said confidently. "I'll just hook it up to the truck and sorta drag it to the side a little. That should be enough for you to get in and out of the driveway."

"Do you even know what kind of tree this is?" Fran asked.

"Not a clue."

"Us neither," Ash said.

"Emma would know," I laughed. "Plus she could tell you about all the uses for the tree by the native people. She's so smart about that stuff."

"Ooh, sounds like someone's got a crush," Fran teased.

"I don't blame you," Ash said, punching my arm. "Hot hippie chick who likes to get naked? I understand the appeal. How long you two been banging?"

I cleared my throat and awkwardly looked away. Talking about Emma like that didn't feel right. Ash and Fran exchanged looks, amused by my sudden shyness.

"So I'm gonna wrap my chain around the tree trunk," I said. "Once it's on tight, I'll hook up to my truck."

I grabbed the heavy chain from my truck bed and dragged it to the fallen tree. The trunk was about a foot thick where I planned to wrap the chain.

I tossed the chain over the top, then crawled under to grab it from the other side. Pine needles stuck to my jeans as I shimmied underneath.

"Need help?" Ash called out.

"Nah, I got it," I said, pulling the chain tight and feeding it through the hook end.

I wrapped the chain around twice more, making sure it wouldn't slip. The last thing I needed was for the chain to snap loose while I was pulling. That could be deadly.

Back in my truck, I eased forward until the chain was taut. I pressed the gas pedal slowly. The truck's engine revved, but the tree didn't budge.

"Come on," I muttered, giving it more gas.

The tree suddenly lurched forward with a sharp crack. My truck jerked as the root ball tore free from the last bits of dirt holding it.

"Fuck yeah!" Ash shouted, pumping her fist in the air.

I turned the wheel, dragging the tree in an arc away from their driveway. The minivan now had a clear path out.

"My hero!"

Fran ran up and threw her arms around me as I climbed out of the truck. Her tiny frame pressed against me as she kissed my cheek.

Then Ash hugged me, her athletic body firm against mine. She gave my ass a firm pat.

"I swear I get my butt slapped more out here than I ever did playing football," I laughed.

"Can't help it," Ash grinned. "You got an ass worth slapping. And I love linebackers."

"I was a tight end," I protested.

"Yes, you certainly are!" Ash laughed, slapping my ass again.

Down the street, an elderly man was watching us. I waved at him and he waved back, giving me the thumbs up.

"That's Mr. Lewis," Ash said. "Really nice older gentleman. He wanted to help, but wasn't really able to."

"We appreciated the offer though," Fran said.

"Yeah, not like our other neighbor," Ash scowled. "He has a big truck that would have easily hauled this tree out of the way. Instead, he just sneered at us."

"He doesn't approve of our lifestyle," Fran sighed. "One of those people, you know?"

"Gotcha."

"Well, we gotta get going to work," Ash said. "Thanks for coming out and doing this for us, dude. We appreciate you. Seriously."

"My pleasure," I said. "I enjoy being useful. I'll come back later to take the tree apart. It's not that big so it shouldn't take too long."

"We'll pay you back," Fran promised.

"No worries. I'm good."

"No, we will pay you back," Ash insisted. "We don't have much money or anything. But we've got other things to offer."

Ash smirked at me. Fran did too. I looked at the pair of them, recalling how they looked at the pond.

"Something better than naked chicken fighting?" I teased.

"Oh yeah," Ash said. "Way better. Think you can handle it, Ryan?"

"I'm pretty sure I can handle anything you two ladies can dish out."

"You seem very confident for someone too young to buy your own booze," Fran prodded me.

"Old enough to get that tree out of your way," I said. "That's old enough, isn't it?"

"Definitely old enough for us," Ash said.

I nodded, pretending like I was some kind of contractor who had just finished a job.

"Alright, then. My work here is done. I'll see you two later."

"Count on it," Ash said.

Feeling their gaze still on me, I threw the chain in the back of the truck and climbed in. The girls waved as I honked my horn and pulled out of the driveway.

As I drove back to the farmstead, I kept replaying what Ash had said as she looked me up and down.

Definitely old enough for us.

Things just kept getting more interesting for me. The Okanagan highlands were turning out to be a place where anything was possible.


Chapter 9



“I'll give you what you've earned.”

"So, what's the verdict?" Greg asked.

Imelda held the glass of wine up against the sunlight pouring through the window. She exhaled and licked her lips, frowning in concentration.

"It's quite unusual," Imelda said slowly. "The lavender infusion steps up to the line of being cloying, but never crosses it. It's impressive."

Greg and Glenda exchanged happy glances. The four of us were seated around their dining room table. The AC hummed nearby, keeping out the stifling afternoon heat.

"Tell me again about the winery you teamed up with," Imelda said.

As Greg explained how they had worked with a local winery, I held a glass of wine to my nose and breathed in the scent. It was nice, but I never liked alcohol. I was happy for Greg and Glenda, but wine would never be my thing.

I was more fascinated with watching these two women in front of me. It was a crazy thing to be sitting at the table with them. I'd just been balls deep in Glenda's ass, pounding her on the ridge while lightning crashed around us.

And then there was Imelda. Rich, beautiful, and a skilled cocksucker who loved young dick. I thought about how she looked at me with those big brown eyes as I was pumping my cum down her throat.

A lot has happened since I came to the Okanagan highlands.

I'd been telling myself that a lot lately. A little while ago, I was a homeless virgin stranded on the side of a dirt road. Now I was here, sitting at a table with two beautiful older women who'd both had my dick inside them.

It was crazy how fast things could change.

"I'm intrigued and want to explore this wine in different scenarios," Imelda said. "I'll have a case."

"Excellent," Greg said, beaming.

"I also want to trial it at my three restaurants. Say, five cases each? So fifteen cases. Can you meet that order?"

"We can," Glenda assured her. "And we'll have labels printed up by then."

"We're still finalizing the name," Greg said.

"Let me know when it's ready," Imelda said, finishing her glass of wine. "Such an interesting melange. If it is well received, I'll be a regular customer. Well done, the both of you."

Greg and Glenda smiled happily. It was cool to see them having success with their new product. Sarah had told me that even with their special Japanese lavender, G&G Rainbow Farms made most of their money from their bed-and-breakfast and hosting businesses. Hopefully this new wine would boost their income.

Imelda turned her attention to me. The hungry look in her eyes was very familiar. I held her gaze, waiting for her to speak.

"I'm going walking in the orchards," Imelda said. "I'd enjoy your company, Ryan."

"Of course."

I waited outside the house as Imelda said goodbye to Greg and Glenda. Imelda's Mercedes G-class SUV was parked nearby. I'd looked up the price online. That boxy AMG G63 model went for an easy $230k.

"Must be nice," I told myself.

Imelda eventually joined me outside. We waved at Greg and Glenda, then headed for the orchards. Imelda stopped at her SUV to fetch a hat.

"A useful accessory in this heat," she said as she put the cowboy hat on her head.

The hat was a man's hat and way too big for her. Still, Imelda looked sexy as hell wearing it. Petite women wearing men's clothes always looked cute.

"Thank you for coming out today," Imelda said as we made our way down the rows of lavender stretching out to the south.

"My pleasure."

"These rows of lavender are so gorgeous, especially in the summer sunlight. The light this far north is so different from other places. Isn't it pretty?"

"For sure."

After a couple hundred yards, the rows of lavender ended. The land sloped down into a wide-open field. Rows of apple trees stretched into the distance.

"These orchards used to belong to Paul Davis," Imelda said as we entered the fields. "Did he tell you why he sold them?"

"He said it was medical bills."

"That's right. Paul was living his best life, working the farm his daddy had passed on to him. And then a drunk real estate agent got into his car and changed Paul's life forever."

"I didn't know it was a drunk driver that caused his accident," I said quietly.

"It was a truly senseless thing. Killed Paul's wife and broke Paul's spine. Thankfully, he had his sister Sarah to help him. That woman is an angel."

"She is," I agreed.

"The worst part? The drunk who caused the accident only got 1 year in jail for what he did. Served six months and was released early. Now he's selling real estate in Seattle and just had a child with his third wife. Still drinking like a fish, too."

"How do you know this?"

"His real estate company has dealings with my businesses. It's how I met Sarah and Paul. I facilitated the sale of their part of Paul's land to Greg and Glenda. The orchards went to a development corporation."

"All that just to pay his medical bills?"

"That's how it works in America, unfortunately."

We walked in silence among the apple trees. The trees were heavy with ripe apples and the ground was littered with fallen fruit.

"How come the company that bought this orchard isn't harvesting the apples?" I asked.

"They are not in the fruit business. They planned to put in a housing development. Those plans fell through. Which is why I bought these orchards."

I stopped, surprised by what she was saying.

"You bought this place?"

"I did. All forty acres of it. I plan to build a house on the far end of the land."

"Nice! Are you going to harvest these apples?"

"Me?" Imelda laughed. "Oh, no. I have no interest in agriculture. I thought I'd ask Sarah and Paul if they wanted to resume harvesting the fruit here and at the cherry orchards down the hill."

"Damn, I'm sure Paul would love that. Have you told them yet?"

"I will once everything is finalized. I'd like to surprise them. Perhaps at the Summer Fair Days. It's an event at Bellstone Lake. Families get together for a farmer's market and parade. I'm sure you'll be attending."

"Sounds like fun."

"It's a lovely local event. Greg and Glenda set up a booth with their lavender products. The soap they make has become very popular. That's a product they could also market along with their wine."

"They have good business sense."

"Yes, I'm very fond of those two. Did you enjoy working the reception?"

"It was, uh... memorable."

"Because of my drunken antics, I'm sure!" Imelda laughed.

"Yeah."

"And are you fucking Glenda yet?"

I blinked in surprise, not knowing how to respond. Imelda smiled and patted my arm.

"The expression on your face tells me all I need to know," she said.

"How did you know?"

"I've played with them a few times. We're all sexually adventurous. It's how we became friends. And you? You're just Glenda's type. Young. Fit. Well-hung. I'm surprised she waited so long to have you."

"You didn't hesitate to make your move."

"It's why I'm a successful businesswoman. I see, I like, I take. Hesitation is not in my mindset."

"Sounds like a busy way to live."

"Too busy. Which is why I'm building a place here. To have somewhere I can slow down and just breathe. And to pursue my hobbies."

"Hobbies?"

"Cooking. Reading. And most of all, photography. Which is why I asked you out here today. I'd like you to model for me."

"Model? How?"

"Well... I like taking landscapes. And I like taking nudes. I want you to help me do both. Get naked and let me shoot you in these fields. The light is perfect right now."

"Ha," I chuckled, thinking she was joking. "Uh... you're serious?"

"Always."

"I don't know. This seems kind of weird."

"We're all weird on the Okanagan highlands," Imelda said. "Be daring, Ryan. I brought this cowboy hat so you can hide your face. I want you mysterious. I got the idea when I heard Sarah calling you Cowboy."

Imelda took off her hat and held it out to me. I looked around the empty fields. Except for the crows overhead, we were alone.

What was the harm? Besides, getting nude photos taken by a hot Latina millionaire sounded like another adventure for me to enjoy.

Only one thing could make it better.

"I'll pose for you," I told Imelda. "But you have to get naked, too."

Imelda threw her head back and laughed. I grinned, loving her attitude toward life and sex.

"Okay, Cowboy. Fair is fair. I'll be naked with you."

Imelda proved that hesitation was not part of her mindset by immediately stripping off her clothes. I did the same, heaping my clothes with hers.

"Shoes, too," Imelda told me as she looked over my body with that familiar hungry look in her eyes.

I took off my boots and stood naked in front of Imelda. I looked over her body, enjoying her small breasts and brown nipples. Her stomach was flat and her hips flared wide. Imelda's pussy mound was bare and smooth, just like I remembered from the trailer.

"Give me a pose," Imelda said.

I put the cowboy hat on and cocked my head so that it covered my face.

"That's perfect," Imelda said.

She took out her phone and started to take pictures, but I held out a hand to stop her.

"First, turn around," I told her. "Let me see that ass."

Imelda giggled and turned away, putting her hands on her knees and offering me that amazing butt. I ran my hands over the smooth cheek, loving how big and firm her ass was. I gave it a smack.

"How dare you!" Imelda shouted, spinning around to face me.

"You fucking love it," I laughed.

Imelda's outraged expression dissolved into giggles. I was getting to know how she liked to play.

"Strike a pose," she commanded.

I stood there, cowboy hat tilted to hide my face, as Imelda snapped pictures from different angles. The sunlight beat down on my skin, the warm summer breeze rustling the apple leaves and ruffling my hair.

I felt a sense of freedom filling me. I thought of Emma, how she walked around naked without a care. Maybe I should do that more often.

Imelda circled me, the phone clicking away. She got on her knees, looking up at me with those big brown eyes.

My cock twitched, hardening under her gaze. She noticed, a smirk playing on her lips.

"I want to capture you fully aroused," she said, her voice husky. "Masculinity amid raw nature."

"That sounds good. You can help get me aroused."

"You can use your hand, Cowboy."

"Yeah. But I'd rather have that pretty mouth of yours do it."

Imelda chuckled. She set down her phone and reached out, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. She leaned in, taking the tip into her mouth.

I groaned, feeling the warmth of her tongue as she twirled it around my cockhead. My cock hardened in her mouth, growing inch by inch as she sucked. She licked the precum drizzling from the tip, her eyes locked onto mine.

When I was fully erect, she pulled back, grabbing her phone again. She snapped pictures, framing my hard cock against the backdrop of the Okanagan highlands.

I felt like a fucking king, standing there naked with my dick out, the world at my feet.

"That should do it," Imelda said, taking one last shot.

"You can't leave me like this," I told her, gesturing to my cock.

She shrugged, putting her phone down.

"I'm on my period, Cowboy. But don't worry, I'll give you what you've earned."

She kneeled before me again, taking my cock into her mouth. I ran my hand through her thick black hair, looking down at this rich, older woman worshiping my dick.

For an 18-year-old guy from the other side of the mountains, I thought I was doing pretty well in life.


Chapter 10



“I'm ready.”

One of the best things in life is snuggling with your girl in bed. I loved holding her body to mine, feeling her warm skin, smelling her hair as she rested her head against my chest, sighing with pleasure as her hand cupped my cock and...

Wait. What the heck is going on?

I opened my eyes to the dimly lit trailer. It was early morning and still dark outside. The red light from the overhead power switch was the only illumination.

Despite the dimness, I immediately recognized the naked girl curled against my body.

"Emma?" I said groggily.

"Hello, Rye."

"Hey. What are you doing here?"

"Losing my virginity. With you."

Emma crawled on top of me. I could feel her positioning my cock between her legs, seeking out her pussy.

"Whoa, hold on!"

I gently pushed Emma back to the side of the sofa bed. I reached up and turned on the overhead light, keeping it at its lowest setting.

I blinked in the sudden illumination. Emma looked up at me, a confused smile on her face.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"Wrong? I'm half-asleep and confused as hell. Not really in the right headspace for sex."

"But your penis is erect."

"It's always like that in the morning," I groaned.

"Was it because you had a sexy dream?" Emma asked, running a finger over my chest.

"No. It's because I'm an eighteen-year-old guy."

"I'm sorry if I startled you."

"It's okay, Emma."

"Do you want me to suck it before we have sex? I've never done it before and won't be any good, but-"

Emma ran her thumb over my cockhead a little too roughly, making me flinch. I gently took her hand off my dick.

"What I want is for you to chill," I said gently. "Talk to me. What's going on?"

Emma was quiet for a long time, her eyes turned away from me. When she finally looked back, her eyes were glistening.

"I've chosen to leave The Place. I want to live here. With you."

"Okay. But... why did you want to leave?"

Emma curled against me, her head resting on my chest. Her voice was soft but steady as she spoke.

"I've lived at The Place my whole life. Everyone there is my family. Not just my parents, but all twenty-six souls. They've loved me, supported me, taught me. I know they care for me deeply."

Emma sighed. I stroked her blonde hair, loving the silky feel between my fingers. Emma took my hand and kissed my wrist.

"But even surrounded by all that love, I felt... empty. Lonely in a way I couldn't explain. The older I got, the stronger it became."

She lifted her head to look at me.

"Then that day at the pond, I saw you. At first I thought you were a Wendigo from the old stories. But you were just a boy. A beautiful soul my age. And something clicked inside me. I realized why I felt so alone. I wanted more than family love. I wanted..."

"What did you want?"

Emma blushed. "I wanted a lover."

Her fingers stroked gently across my skin. I waited, letting her find her words.

"Since then, The Place feels different. Like the walls are closing in. I can't focus on anything. All I think about is you, Rye. How it felt when you touched me that day in the pond. How safe I feel when you're near."

Emma's voice grew quieter. I could feel the tension in her slim body.

"Last night, lying in my bed, I couldn't take it anymore. I had to be with you. I want..." She took a deep breath. "I want you to take my maidenhead. Make me a woman. I want to stay here, with you."

Her green eyes met mine. I didn't know what to say. She had such deep feelings for me. It scared me a little. Did I feel the same way about her?

Emma waited for me to speak. She must have seen my uncertainty.

"Don't... don't you want me, Rye?"

"Yeah, I want you." I licked my dry lips. "I wanted you since the first moment I saw you in the pond. You were like some nymph from a fairy tale. And since I've gotten to know you, I've wanted you even more."

"So why are you hesitating? Is it because I'm a virgin?"

"No. I mean... maybe a little."

"I know I'm not experienced. All I know about sex is what I see from our farm animals and what I read in my books. And I know you have been with Sarah and Ms. Garcia. And maybe... Glenda? Have you been with her?"

"Yeah," I said. "Sarah and Glenda and Imelda."

"Their names rhyme," Emma said with a small smile. "Like... Hi, Rye."

We both shared a giggle. It felt nice to be silly with Emma. We were both eighteen, both still trying to find our way in the world.

"I know it won't be any good with me," Emma continued, growing serious. "But I'll do my best. And I will get better. I'm very diligent."

I laughed and hugged Emma tightly.

"It's not that," I told her. "Any guy would love to sleep with you. You're beautiful. You know that, right?"

"Beauty is only shallow physical-"

"No, stop it!" I said forcefully. "That's just what you've learned at The Place. You are fucking amazingly beautiful, Emma. Just accept it. There's nothing wrong with it. I mean, doesn't it feel good to be beautiful?"

"I'm glad I'm beautiful... to you."

Emma pulled me down into a kiss. Her lips were pillowy and warm, her tongue inviting me in. Her hand returned to my cock and she swung her leg over me again. I could feel her soft pubic hair brushing against my thigh.

I was so tempted to let her guide me into her, to fuck her right then and there. But it didn't feel right. Everything was happening too fast.

I gently pushed Emma back to the side. When she looked at me, there was hurt in her eyes. I stroked her face, looking down into those gorgeous green eyes. She was so vulnerable. I had to make sure I took care of her.

"Your first time is special," I said. "Or at least it should be, Emma. So we're not going to do it like this. Not in this trailer with me and my stinky morning breath. We'll do it right. Okay?"

She nodded, biting her lower lip.

"Trust me?" I asked.

"I trust you, Rye."

"Good girl. I know the perfect place."

I took a quick shower and brushed my teeth while Emma brewed up some green tea and honey and filled my thermos. She stuffed it into my backpack along with an oversized beach towel.

"Ready?" I asked her.

She nodded. Standing there in her handmade dress, her face bare of any makeup, her hair tied up in a ponytail... Emma was the prettiest thing I'd ever seen.

We stepped outside the trailer. The sky was pink from the first blush of dawn.

"It's going to be another hot day," Emma said. "I do love the summer months here."

I was about to reply when I noticed someone standing at the edge of the clearing. It was Sarah, coming for our morning fuck session. She stood at the treeline, her hands folded in front of her.

"Go wait by the pond," I told Emma.

Emma glanced at Sarah, then nodded. I made my way across the grass to where Sarah was waiting for me.

Sarah's face held a sadness that made my chest tighten. I hated seeing her upset, especially if I was the cause.

"Good morning," she said softly.

"Hi, Sarah."

We stood there in awkward silence, the morning birds calling overhead. A gentle breeze rustled through the trees.

"Will it be her first time?" Sarah asked finally.

"Yeah."

"I figured. She's a sweet girl. Innocent."

"Are you okay, Sarah? You look sad."

"I'm not sad, just... wistful."

"Wistful?"

Sarah took my hand and gave me a small smile.

"I just remember how you looked the first time you penetrated me," she said quietly. "Your face when you came inside me. Those moments are burned into my memory."

She glanced toward the pond where Emma waited.

"Now you'll give Emma those same moments. These are the milestones in life we never forget. Makes me think about my first time. God, that was so long ago."

"Sarah..."

She laughed softly and patted my hand.

"Don't mind me. I'm feeling my age this morning."

"Your age is perfect."

I stepped forward and kissed her, pulling her into a tight hug. Sarah wrapped her arms around me, pressing her face into my chest. We held each other for a long moment.

"Be gentle with her," Sarah whispered. "Remember how big your cock is."

"I'll be gentle."

She lifted her face and gave me one last kiss. Then she turned and walked back toward the farmhouse. I watched her go, feeling a churn of emotions in my chest.

I walked back to where Emma waited by the pond. She stood with her bare feet in the water, her dress swaying in the morning breeze. The sun had risen higher, painting everything in golden light.

"Is everything okay?" Emma asked me.

"Everything is perfect."

Emma took my hand. We walked along the edge of the pond toward the trail that led up into the hills. The morning dew soaked our feet as we climbed the gentle slope.

We followed the trail as it wound through the trees. Birds called overhead and small animals rustled in the underbrush. Emma's hand felt warm in mine. She hummed softly as we walked.

"Can you sing for me?" I asked. "I'd love to hear you."

Emma's face lit up. I knew how much she loved to sing. Her voice was clear and high as she sang a song about a raven who flew around the world in a single day.

We climbed the slope, passing by the fallen trees and burn-scarred hills.

We eventually came to Emma's lightning tree. The morning sun streamed through the branches.

I pulled the beach towel from my backpack and spread it on the grass. Emma watched me with those big green eyes. Her chest rose and fell with quick breaths. When I held out my hand, she took it without hesitation.

"Are you nervous?" I asked as she settled onto the towel beside me.

"A little. But mostly excited." She smiled up at me. "I'm glad it's you, Rye."

I leaned down and kissed her softly. Emma's lips parted beneath mine, her tongue tentatively meeting my own. Her hands came up to tangle in my hair as the kiss deepened.

The morning sun warmed us as we lay there kissing. Birds sang in the branches overhead. A gentle breeze carried the scent of wildflowers and grass.

It was perfect. Just like Emma deserved.

"Tell me if anything hurts," I told her.

"I will," she nodded. "Please go slow. Your size..."

"I will," I promised.

Emma lay back on the towel, her blonde hair fanning out around her like a halo. I kneeled beside her, running my fingers through her silky locks. She smiled up at me, her green eyes so trusting.

"Damn, you're gorgeous Emma," I whispered, leaning down to kiss her softly.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, matching the beat of my own.

I pulled back slightly, trailing kisses down her neck. Emma sighed, her eyes fluttering closed. I continued going lower, kissing every inch of her skin - her collarbone, the swell of her breasts, the soft skin of her belly.

Emma squirmed beneath me, her breath coming in quick gasps. I looked up at her, making sure she was okay. She nodded, biting her lower lip.

"Please, Rye," she whispered. "I want you."

"I know."

She giggled as I reached down to slip off her dress. She lifted her hips to help me, revealing her naked body inch by inch. When the dress was finally off, I tossed it aside, taking a moment to appreciate the sight before me.

Emma's body was slim and pale. Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, topped with pink nipples that stood erect in the cool morning air. Her pubic hair was a little darker than the hair on her head, a small triangle pointing down to her crease.

I ran my hands up her legs, feeling the soft skin beneath my fingertips. Emma shivered, goosebumps rising on her flesh. I leaned down, pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh. She gasped, her legs opening for me.

I moved higher, kissing her mound before moving down to her inner lips. She was already wet, her folds glistening in the morning light. I extended my tongue, tasting her virgin pussy.

Emma's hands fisted in my hair, her hips bucking against my mouth as I tongued her slit. I continued to lick and suck, feeling her grow wetter as I savored the warm musk of her pussy. Her moans filled the air, rising through the tree branches above us.

She was soaking wet. I moved back up her body, positioning myself between her legs. I looked down at her, making sure she was still with me.

"Are you ready, Emma?" I asked softly.

"Yes, Rye. I'm ready."

I stripped, letting my cock sway freely between my legs. Emma exhaled sharply. She looked scared but excited.

Slowly I eased my cock into Emma's tight pussy. She was so small. Even with all the teasing and foreplay, she was so incredibly tight. Her hips shifted minutely as I pushed in inch by inch. I was scared I would hurt her.

God, she's squeezing me. Go slow, take your time.

I wanted to ram deep and fast but I had to hold back. I didn't want to ruin this for her.

"Does it hurt?" I asked.

"A little," Emma admitted, gritting her teeth, her face flushed. "But it... it feels so good too. You're filling me up. I didn't think..."

Her voice trailed off as she relaxed, slowly getting used to the sensation of being stuffed full of cock. We stayed like that for a minute, just breathing as I bottomed out deep inside her pussy.

"Okay," she panted. "Go, Rye. Go."

When I started moving, Emma moaned loudly. I tried to keep the strokes slow and shallow at first, scared I would hurt her with my size. But Emma threw her head back into the ground, the cords in her neck straining.

"Faster," she whimpered. "Oh go faster please!"

Emma begged me for more, harder, until I was pounding my cock all the way into her slim body, her moans getting more desperate with each thrust.

Emma's hands roamed over my body, my back, my ass, grabbing me to pull her deeper. She started to shake and moan, her pussy spasming around my cock.

"Let it go," I urged her. "Let yourself cum, Emma."

"Yes!" she cried out, her body going rigid beneath me as she climaxed hard.

I hammered into her, feeling her virgin pussy milking my cock. I went over the edge. With a strangled groan, I plunged into her slick depths and pumped my sperm deep into Emma's tightness.

"I can feel it," Emma gasped, shuddering with the aftershocks. "Oh goddess, it's so warm!"

She clung to me tightly, like she never wanted to let go. I kissed her, tasting her sweetness. We collapsed together, panting in the afterglow.

I sighed in contentment, letting the waves of pleasure roll through me. Everything was beautiful, everything was perfect.

And then Emma spoke.

"I love you, Rye," she whispered. "I love you so much."

I slowly raised up to face her. She gazed up at me, her face open and vulnerable, waiting for me to reply.

I stayed silent. I didn't know what to say.

Instead of words, I kissed Emma hard. The pleasure of our bodies was all I was truly sure about.

As I lay in the arms of my beautiful girl, the sunlight from the rising sun warmed my sweaty skin. Above us, the branches of the lightning tree swayed gently in the breeze.

I held Emma tight. There was so much going on. Everything had happened so fast. We were both young. I didn't know what would come next.

Emma and I had just started something together. We were both just eighteen. The summer stretched out before us.

I was looking forward to all the days that were still to come.


Coming Soon



Emma has joined Ryan's growing harem. Along with Sarah, Ryan has his hands full keeping up with these two passionate women. Imelda and Glenda are still on the prowl. But when Ash and Fran make their move, Ryan must prove he has what it takes to keep his Farm Girl Harem.
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