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Synopsis



My harem keeps growing, but a dark secret is about to turn my world upside down…

Sarah and Emma are finally mine, but getting them to share me won’t be easy. Meanwhile, Ash and Fran won’t stop chasing me, Imelda wants me in both her business and her bedroom, and Glenda and Greg stun me with an offer to be their full-time partner.

But as I'm quickly learning, being a man isn’t just about satisfying the ladies. With my women demanding more of me, I’ll have to take control, set the rules, and stand my ground.

And just when I think I have it all figured out, violence erupts, and a secret I never saw coming changes everything. Can I keep my harem and the life I've built? Or will it all come crashing down?


Chapter 1



“You learn by doing.”

The sun was just above the horizon, turning the hills gold with morning sunlight. Me and Emma walked along the trail leading back to the trailer. Emma clung to my arm, her hand warm in mine.

We took our time, neither of us in a rush to return to our lives, our homes. The time we spent beneath Emma's lightning tree had been so sweet. The moment still lingered in our bodies.

We passed through the burn-scarred hillside and returned to flatter ground. The grass brushed my jeans, and I could smell pine sap in the air. A chipmunk trailed behind us, barking angrily as we passed.

Emma raised my hand to her lips and kissed my wrist. I loved it when she did that. In the early light, she was more beautiful than ever.

"Over there," she said, tugging my arm.

Emma kneeled in the grass, pointing to a plant. I crouched beside her.

"Looks prickly," I said.

"It's yarrow. You've seen it before. Here, smell it."

She handed me a leaf. It had a light, earthy smell with a little bit of spice.

"It's nice. What's it for?"

"So many things," Emma said. "It stops bleeding and fights infection. The Syilx people used it for wounds. You can make tea for colds too. It's very beneficial in all ways."

Emma picked another leaf and pressed it between her palms, rubbing them together hard to crush the leaf into a pulp.

"Who taught you all this?" I asked. "Did you, like, study books or something?"

"It just comes from loving the land and the things that grow on it," Emma told me. "You learn by doing. My mother always said the forest was nature's pharmacy. It's just how I grew up."

"Kailani must know a lot of stuff," I said, thinking of Emma's mother when she visited my trailer.

"Mother knows much about many things. But not so much about some things."

The tension was back in Emma's voice. I'd noticed the way she got when her mother was around. I wanted to know more about their relationship, especially now that Emma had 'run away' from The Place. But maybe now was not the right time to ask questions about that.

Emma stood up. She stretched her back and yawned.

"Doing okay?" I asked her.

"Yes. I'm lovely. Just a little sore. You are very large."

She took my hand and patted her lower belly. Her smile let me know she was still happy with what we'd done.

"These hills have so much to offer," Emma said. "I want to show you more."

We kept walking along the trail. Emma stopped by some tall plants with little white flowers.

"Pearly everlasting," she said, picking a few. "Have you heard of it?"

"The name rings a bell," I said. "It's pretty. What's it for?"

Emma smiled like she'd hoped I would ask.

"The flowers and leaves are good for colds. Brewed into tea, it helps with coughs and sore throats. And it lasts forever when dried. That's why it's called everlasting."

"So it's free and grows wild out here? Sounds better than stuff at a real pharmacy."

"They are," she said, taking my hand again. "And nature is the real pharmacy, Rye."

"Gotcha."

We reached a grove of white-barked trees. Emma peeled off a piece of bark.

"Aspen," she said. "The bark has something like aspirin in it. People used to chew it for pain."

"And what about those?" I said.

I pointed at some mushrooms I spotted beneath the trees. Emma clucked her tongue and shook her head.

"Those would make you very sick," she told me. "They wouldn't kill you, but you would wish you were dead."

"You're like a nature documentary, but without the British accent," I said. "I'm glad you're here so I don't eat something poisonous by mistake."

Emma laughed and leaned into me, her eyes crinkling.

"Let me guide you, child of the Seattle suburbs," she teased. "I promise to keep you safe."

We stood there as the breeze rustled the leaves, surrounded by the hills' rugged beauty. I kissed Emma again, happy to be with her, happy that she wanted me, happy to have been her first.

But there were still a lot of things we needed to work out.

"Emma? Were you serious about moving in with me?"

"Yes. If you'll have me."

"I'd like that," I said. "But... I just worry about the logistics of it. The trailer is pretty small. It works okay in the summer, but it might get rough in the winter. If I'm even here for the winter, I mean. Sarah and Paul are letting me stay for now. I'm grateful for that, but I know things could change. My time here might be temporary."

"I hadn't considered that," Emma admitted.

"And I'd have to ask them if you could stay with me in the trailer," I said. "I'm not sure what they would say."

Emma sighed and pulled me closer, holding my arm around her shoulders. She looked out over the hills and fields, not saying anything. I could tell she was reconsidering things. I gave her time to come to her own conclusions.

"I suppose I really didn't think this through," she finally said. "My qi was so turbulent. I just felt emotionally overwhelmed and reacted. It was very spontaneous."

"I figured," I said, rubbing her back comfortingly. "We could make it work. I'm not saying we couldn't. But there are challenges to consider."

"Yes. I'm seeing that now."

We sat down on a fallen log. I took the thermos from my backpack and poured out some of the green tea Emma had brewed. It smelled nice, like fresh-cut grass sweetened with honey. We passed the cup back and forth, savoring the hot tea.

"I never really liked green tea before. Some guys on the football team used to drink it to rehydrate, but it tasted gross. This stuff tastes a lot better."

"Your teammates were probably drinking commercial teas full of chemicals."

"Yeah, it came in a plastic bottle so you're probably right. The honey also tastes really good. So different from the stuff in the bottles."

"It's natural honey straight from our beekeeper's hives. The plastic bottled honey is often laced with corn syrup."

"I didn't know that."

"Mm-hm. Same with olive oil. Most of it is not actual pure olive oil, but diluted with other oils like soybean or sunflower."

"Damn. So much fake stuff out there."

"True nature is all around us. We're both real. That's what matters. And... my feelings for you are real, too. I meant what I said, Rye. I'm in love with you. You don't have to say it back, not right now. But I did want you to know how I feel."

We kissed again, the taste of tea and honey on our lips. Emma held my hand in both of hers. It felt like she didn't want to ever let me go.

We sat for a while longer, then got back on the trail. Soon the trailer came into view.

Two people stood beneath the carport. It was Emma's mother Kailani and a man I guessed was Emma's father.

Emma had mentioned him before. His name was Windhawke. I kind of expected a Native American guy with long hair, but Emma's father looked more like a college professor. He was tall and lean, bald on top with a ring of white hair. Blue eyes set deep in his weathered face. Rough stubble on his jaw.

He stood with his hands clasped behind his back, looking at us with a calm expression. Kailani stood nearby, her hands folded across her chest. She looked concerned, but not upset.

Emma had stiffened beside me. Her hand tightened on mine. I felt her ease from a few minutes before vanishing.

"Good morning," Kailani said.

"Good morning," I replied cautiously.

Emma's father stepped forward.

"I am Windhawke," he said. "Emma has spoken of you."

"Ryan Mathews," I replied and shook his hand. "Nice to meet you, sir."

"I wish it were under more pleasant circumstances," Windhawke said. "We did not mean to be searching across the countryside for our daughter."

He wasn't smiling, but his eyes weren’t unkind.

"There was no need to search for me at all," Emma protested.

Kailani put her hand on Emma's shoulder.

"We're not here to scold, dear one," she said. "We are not here to criticize. We're aware that you are a grown woman. We would never impose patriarchal boundaries on your self-actualization. You are a divine feminine being and can express your will."

"We were only concerned for your safety, child," Windhawke said.

"I am safe here," Emma said. "Ryan has looked after me. I choose to be with him."

"We realize that," Windhawke said. "And we are not here to persuade you to come back to us, Emma."

Emma seemed surprised. She looked at Windhawke cautiously. He returned her gaze calmly.

"However," Windhawke continued, "we do want to remind you of your responsibilities back at The Place. Oatmeal’s kid is weak. He needs care. You are our best goat tender."

"Oatmeal?" I asked, confused. "Is that a goat?"

"Yes," Emma said. "She birthed last week but one kid is sickly. I have been tending him."

Emma's shoulders had dropped at the mention of the goat. I could tell she hadn't thought about that when she'd run away to my trailer.

Windhawke stepped closer to Emma.

"You are missed back at The Place, child," he said. "Your work is needed. The animals need you. We need you. You are part of our whole. Others depend on you as you depend on them. Return with me now, tend to your chores, then do as you please. Just as you always have. We will never encroach on your freedoms. But for now, I would like for my daughter to return."

I could see how torn Emma felt. It was clear she still cared about her responsibilities back at The Place.

"I suppose... Yes. I will return with you now."

"Good," Windhawke said.

Emma turned to me. She stood on the tips of her toes, her arms circling my neck. She kissed me hard, her tongue pushing into my mouth.

It was a defiant kiss, one she wanted her parents to see. I put my arms around her, kissing her back.

Windhawke and Kailani watched us. Neither of them looked surprised or bothered.

Emma finished the embrace. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright.

"I'll return soon."

"I'll be here," I told her.

"We are pleased to have met you, Ryan Mathews," Windhawke said.

"And you," I replied, shaking his outstretched hand.

"You should visit The Place. When you can."

"I'd like that," I said. "Um, I could drive you guys back in my truck. It's no bother."

"No, thank you. I would walk with my daughter. We have things to discuss."

Kailani touched my arm.

"I'll stay behind," she said. "There are words I would speak with Ryan if he is amenable."

Emma looked concerned about that. There was still that strange vibe her mother put out. I was curious about that as well.

"That's fine by me," I said, putting my hand on Emma's shoulder. "Don't worry."

Emma nodded. She hugged me tightly, then let go and stepped back.

Windhawke put his hand on Emma's arm. They headed up the trail toward The Place. Kailani and I watched them go.

"Where did you two return from?" Kailani asked after Emma and her father disappeared from view.

"Emma took me to a place that's special to her," I said. "A lightning tree up in the hills."

"Ah yes. She speaks of that tree often. Just as she speaks of you often." Kailani smiled. "Thank you for watching over her. I know she's been visiting you quite frequently."

The way Kailani said it made me think about how Emma talked about me at The Place. Her feelings weren't just some crush or infatuation - she truly loved me. The thought warmed my heart. It also scared me a little.

"You have a powerful aura about you, Ryan," Kailani said. "Do you remember when we shared the breath of life? The hongi?"

I nodded, recalling how she had pressed her forehead to mine in the traditional greeting.

"I sensed something powerful in you then. A quality that would naturally draw young, open-hearted souls like Emma."

"We have a lot to share," I said. "Emma is teaching me so much about plants and things. She's different from the other girls I've known."

Kailani's eyes grew distant.

"Different? Yes, Emma has had such a different childhood from most girls her age. When she was young, we lived in Hawaii near a place called Mano Kai. The local children would swim with sharks there. Reef sharks, non-aggressive creatures but still capable of terrible violence. Most tourists stayed away. But Emma... she jumped right in. She swam alongside those magnificent beings without a trace of fear. The sharks seemed to accept her as if they recognized her pure spirit. That's how she's always been - so trusting, so open to the world's wonders."

Kailani focused back on me.

"But the world can be cruel, crueler than Emma knows. Her trusting nature makes her vulnerable. Not everyone has good intentions."

The way she said it and the way she was looking at me made me feel irritated. I didn't like what this woman was implying.

"I would never take advantage of Emma," I said firmly. "I care about her too much for that."

Kailani’s gaze softened. She stepped closer, her voice low and earnest.

"I believe you, Ryan. I see the sincerity in your eyes. But to truly know someone, to feel their essence, their aura, it’s not enough to simply observe. Our energies must mingle, intertwine, become one. Only then can we truly understand the depth of another soul. It’s a sacred exchange, a merging of life forces that transcends the physical. The universe speaks through us when our energies align. Do you understand?"

I shifted uncomfortably, not entirely sure where this was going.

"I think so," I said slowly.

"Are you willing to know me better? And I, you? There is something we can do to facilitate this."

"Something like the hongi? A ritual greeting, right?"

"The hongi is only the beginning. There are deeper ways to connect, to feel the vibrations of another being. Will you allow me to absorb your aura, Ryan? To mingle our energies?"

I hesitated, unsure what she meant but not wanting to offend her.

"Sure," I said cautiously. "If it’s important to you."

Kailani stepped closer, her hand reaching up to cradle my cheek. Before I could process what was happening, her lips pressed against mine.

My body froze, shock paralyzing me. Her kiss was soft but insistent, her other hand sliding down my back, pulling me closer. Her fingers guided my hand to her breast, the warmth of her skin seeping through the thin fabric of her dress.

For a brief moment, I gave in to the temptation. Kailani was so much like Emma - the same softness, the same beauty... but older, more experienced. My body reacted instinctively, a part of me wanting to have more of that pleasure.

But then my mind caught up, screaming that this wasn’t right. Emma would never forgive this. I couldn’t let her down like this.

I stepped back, breaking the kiss. My hand dropped from her breast as I gently pushed her away.

"Kailani, I’m sorry," I said, my voice steady despite the craziness of the situation. "You’ve got the wrong idea about me. This isn’t... I can’t do this."

Kailani looked at me, her eyes searching mine.

"This isn’t a trick, Ryan. I’m not testing you. I want to feel your energy, to know you in the most intimate way. When our bodies join, our souls will speak. It’s a sacred act, a union of spirits."

"I respect your beliefs," I said. "But I have my own beliefs, too. And this? This isn’t something I will do."

Kailani studied me for a long moment, then nodded slowly. A small smile touched her lips.

"I can feel your aura now, Ryan, even without the union. It’s strong, clear, unwavering. I understand why Emma is drawn to you. You are a rare soul."

Kailani stepped back, her hands clasped in front of her.

"May the goddess bless your path. You have my respect."

She turned and walked away, her movements graceful and unhurried. I stood there, watching her disappear into the distance, my heart still pounding in my chest.


Chapter 2



“So many good memories.”

"A union of spirits?" Sarah muttered. "What does that even mean?"

"I don't know. But she seemed sincere about it."

"Sincere about hopping on that dick of yours," Sarah laughed. "Some women will make all kinds of flowery excuses for wanting to fuck. It's to ease their mind. We are conditioned to be ashamed of wanting a hard cock inside us."

"I wouldn't know about that."

"You know enough, Cowboy."

Sarah patted my ass. She loved doing that. Maybe it was revenge for all the times I slapped her ass while taking her from behind.

Whatever the reason, I liked when she did it. It felt better than having my sweaty football teammates slapping my butt.

The two of us were walking down the rows of apple trees in the orchard. Sarah had a wicker basket cradled to her chest. We'd already passed dozens of trees, but Sarah had chosen only a few apples to put in her basket.

"I'm not supposed to harvest these apples," she told me. "This land doesn't belong to us anymore. But Summer Fair Days is coming up and I need apples for my famous apple rum cake. It's for charity so a little harmless theft is excusable, don't you think?"

"For sure."

Sarah didn't know that Imelda had bought these orchards. Imelda had told me about her plans for building a house at the far end of the forty acres.

Soon, Sarah could harvest the fruit again, if she wanted. Her and Paul could start farming their old orchards again.

I wanted to tell Sarah all this, but it wasn't my place to do so. Imelda wanted to do it herself and I had to respect that. Just because Imelda had sucked my dick, it didn't mean I could take liberties with her wishes.

"Well, Emma is welcome to stay with you at the trailer as long as she wishes," Sarah said. "She's a sweet girl. If she needs some time to clear her head, I'm happy she has you to help her."

"Yeah. Me too. I don't think she will move in, though. She admitted it was a hasty thing, not thought out at all."

"Young people can be impulsive."

"Yes we can," I said, patting her ass.

Sarah stopped and turned into me. She dropped the basket and kissed me. As always, her hands found my ass. I cupped one of her big tits, loving how she filled up my hand.

"I admire your restraint," Sarah whispered in my ear.

"Restraint?"

"Taking Emma's virginity. And then having a chance to fuck her mother just a couple of hours later? That's a fantasy most men can only dream about."

"I guess I'm not most men."

"I guess not."

"Besides, I've got more sex than I can handle right now."

I tugged down the front of her dress and pulled aside Sarah's bra. She stroked my head and sighed as I sucked on her nipple, tonguing it until it pebbled in my mouth.

I started to help Sarah to the ground but she gently pushed me away.

"Let's get the apples first," she told me. "Walking can be a little tricky after getting pounded by that dick of yours."

"Okay. But once that basket is full, you're getting stuffed."

"Gotcha," she said, imitating my voice.

We kissed one more time and Sarah popped her boob back into her bra. We made our way down the row of trees, enjoying each other's company in the afternoon sunshine.

"Paul and I used to love playing in these orchards when we were kids," Sarah said. "We'd race each other to see who could collect the most windfall apples for the pigs we kept. Back then, we grew Macintosh red apples."

"Were those named after the computers?"

Sarah threw her head back and laughed.

"Other way round! They named the computer after the apple."

"Weird. What did these apples have to do with computers?"

"It's just a name, I guess. Besides, these trees aren't even Macintosh reds anymore. They're Discovery apples. We got rid of the Macintosh reds years ago."

"How come?"

"They bruised too easy. Just more profitable to sell Discovery apples. Business decision, but I cried when we cut those trees down."

"You've got a lot of memories here."

"Yes. So many good memories."

Sarah smiled a melancholy smile. Again, I was bursting to tell her the good news. Instead, I just rubbed her back comfortingly.

"I just wish there were children to run through these orchards again," Sarah said. "Paul and his wife Brenda were planning to start a family in a couple of years when the accident..."

Her voice trailed off. I squeezed her shoulder and she held my hand gratefully.

"Did you want children?" I asked her quietly.

"I did," Sarah sighed. "Desperately. My husband and I tried for a couple of years, but nothing happened. I had mumps when I was a kid so we suspected that may have made me infertile. It put an enormous strain on our marriage, which was already in trouble. Financial troubles stress any marriage. I'd given him the money in my retirement account so he could start a new business. That business failed and all my money was gone."

"Wow, that truly sucks."

"It's all in the past. I still wanted kids with him. We scraped together some cash and were about to see a fertility specialist when Paul had his accident. Seeing Paul enduring so much pain made me reevaluate my life. I knew my husband made me unhappy. When I said I was having doubts about our marriage, he encouraged me to end it. So I left him and came back to where I was happiest. My childhood home."

"Your husband was an idiot."

Sarah pressed closer to me, resting her head on my shoulder.

"Yes, he was," she said. "Anyway, that's why I don't bother with protection. Like those over-the-counter birth control pills you saw the other day? No need. Pregnancy is not in the cards for me."

"I'm sorry."

"It's okay. I've come to terms with it. Besides, it means you can go raw and finish inside me all you want. Silver lining."

"For sure."

We walked along in silence, my arm draped over her shoulders, Sarah's arm circling my waist.

We'd been having sex almost every day since that first time in the grass outside my trailer. But this moment felt more intimate than any of those times.

Sarah had emotionally opened up to me. Despite me being just eighteen years old, she was treating me like an equal.

That's what made Sarah so special. Even though she was twice my age, I always felt like her partner. Even when she teased me about my age, I knew it was just for fun. She always treated me as a mature and capable adult.

Being with Sarah Davis made me feel like a grown-ass man.

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head, stroking her blonde hair. Sarah peered up at me, happy with this display of affection.

I was careful not to do PDA when we were around her brother Paul. Sarah seemed to appreciate me being discreet. I respected Paul and didn't want to make the guy uncomfortable.

Which brought another question to my mind.

"Sarah? Does Paul know about us?"

"We haven't had that conversation yet," Sarah said hesitantly. "But I think he knows."

"I think he does, too. He kind of hinted at it the other day. Plus I think Paul saw the big hickey you left on my neck."

"Apologies for that," Sarah grinned. "You just make me lose control."

"Wouldn't want it any other way. Just wondering how we should, you know... handle this?"

"Well, I think maybe just let things stay the way they are for now? Eventually I'll discuss it with him. Telling my brother that I'm having sex with the eighteen-year-old I found on the side of the road? It's just a bit awkward, you know?"

"I never had siblings, but I can see how that might be awkward."

We came to the end of the apple orchard. To the south were the cherry trees. Sarah shook her head sadly.

"I don't want to go down there," she said. "The fruit is all fallen or lost by now. It's so sad to see it like that."

I bit my tongue and rubbed her back. Imelda's news couldn't come soon enough.

We headed back through the apple orchards, taking our time and enjoying the sunshine. Sarah would stop and look over the apples, choosing a perfect one to add to her basket.

By the time we returned to the edge of the lavender fields, Sarah's basket was full. It was satisfying to carry the heavy load in my arms.

"This is enough for five cakes," Sarah said, patting the fruit. "Paul and I are part of the bake sale at Summer Fair Days. We sell by the slice and all the money goes to charity. We could use your help."

"I'll help out any way you need," I promised.

"Oh, you've helped out plenty already," Sarah said, her eyes filling with that familiar hunger. "Now set those apples down and get your clothes off, Cowboy. This cowgirl is ready for her afternoon ride."

"Yes, ma'am."

I set the basket down and stripped. When I turned around, Sarah was sitting in a shady patch of grass, naked and ready to go.

"Come lie down here," she purred, patting the ground beside her.

I eagerly lay down, sighing as the cool grass cushioned my back. Sarah leaned over me, stroking my face as her huge tits rested on my chest.

"I've been itching for this all day," she told me. "Skipping our morning session had me frazzled. I'm like a junkie needing her fix. I'm getting addicted to that cock of yours."

"Some addictions can be good," I teased. "And I'm here for you to get your fix whenever you need it."

"Oh, I bet you are."

Sarah kissed my chest and licked down my belly. She rested her head on my thigh and ran a finger lazily up and down my swelling cock.

"God, you're so big," she sighed. "I hope you were gentle with Emma."

"We both did well," I said, a little awkwardly. "Let's not talk about it."

"I appreciate your caring for her privacy. A girl's first time is special. A guy's too, as you well know."

"I know that very well, Sarah Davis."

I exhaled sharply as Sarah nuzzled my cock, kissing the tip and cupping my balls.

"I love sucking on this thing," she whispered. "The way it fills my mouth, so warm and hard, just turns me on so bad."

"I love it when you suck my dick. You're real good at it."

"As good as Imelda?"

"Hell yes, you're just as good. In a different way."

"Different how?" Sarah asked.

"You really asking this now?"

"Yes. I'm curious."

"Well, I guess Imelda is more aggressive. She loves choking on my dick. The way she works it, it's like she's trying to suck my soul out of me. You're more sensual."

"Mm, I like hearing that."

Sarah playfully licked my cockhead, then drew it in. I closed my eyes and let myself sink into the feeling of her wet mouth and tight suction.

"And Glenda? How does she handle this thing?"

"Glenda is a whole different experience," I laughed. "She wants a rough face fuck, like I'm punishing her with my dick. And that's just the warm-up. The real action is fucking her ass."

"How much can she take up there?"

"I go balls deep," I said. "And she begs for more."

"Oh my god," Sarah gasped. "She takes all of this cock up her ass? That's crazy."

"She loves it. Her husband does, too."

Sarah shook her head in wonder, eyeing my rigid dick and imagining it disappearing into her neighbor's asshole. I let out a laugh at the expression on her face.

"Just don't get any ideas," Sarah scolded, playfully slapping my belly. "That cock is never, ever going in my backdoor!"

"You never know until you try," I laughed.

"Then I guess I'll never know! I can barely handle it in my kitty."

"You fucking love it," I said, stroking her hair.

"Yeah. I do."

Sarah straddled me, her big thighs squeezing my hips. She grasped my cock, guiding it to her entrance. As she sank down, her eyes rolled back.

"Oh god, Ryan," she groaned. "You stretch me out so much."

She began to grind, her ass bouncing against my thighs. She leaned forward, her massive tits swaying and brushing against my chest. I could feel her hard nipples grazing my skin, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

The scent of her sweat and pussy filled the air, a musky scent that drove me wild. I gripped her hips, helping her ride me. The sight of her bouncing on my cock was so hot, her pale skin flushing pink with exertion.

"Fuck, your pussy is so tight," I grunted.

"And your cock is so perfect," she panted. "God, it feels so good to get my cunt stretched like this."

Her moans grew more frantic, her pace quickening. The sound of our flesh slapping together echoed around us. Her tits bounced harder, the slap of them against my chest adding to the sounds of our fucking.

"I'm going to cum!" Sarah gasped.

She threw her head back, her body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched around me, pulsing in time with her moans.

Before she could catch her breath, I rolled her over, pinning her beneath me. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her nails digging into my back as I pounded into her.

"Fuck yes!" she screamed. "Give it to me, Cowboy. Fuck that cunt!"

Her heels dug into my ass, spurring me on. The taste of her sweat on my lips was salty and sweet. I could feel her heart pounding in her chest, matching the rhythm of my thrusting.

"I'm gonna cum again," she moaned. "Oh god, Ryan, you're making me cum again."

Her nails dug deeper into me as her second orgasm crashed over her. I groaned, my own release boiling over. I smashed my mouth to hers as I sheathed myself inside her, flooding her pussy with my cum.

We held each other, panting and sweaty as the last spurts of my load pulsed into her. The aftershocks rolled through us, our bodies trembling. Her pussy continued to pulse around me, milking every last drop of cum from my cock. I could feel our combined juices leaking out, slick and hot between our bodies.

"Fuck, Sarah," I breathed. "That was incredible."

She laughed softly, her body still shaking with tiny aftershocks.

"I can't get enough," she whispered in my ear. "When can we do it again?"


Chapter 3



“Make me the winner.”

The chainsaw bit into the tree trunk. Sawdust filled the air. I worked the saw at an angle, going slow and steady until...

CRACK!

The last piece of the trunk fell onto the asphalt with a satisfying thump.

I shut off the chainsaw and set it on the ground. The morning heat beat down on me as I stretched my back. Not yet lunchtime and it was already in the 80s.

I'd been cutting the tree in front of Ash and Fran's house for several hours. I had my shirt tied around my face to keep the sawdust out of my nose. Sweat and sawdust were caked to my body in damp clumps.

"Sweaty and dirty! As usual!"

Ash laughed as she handed me a bottle of Gatorade. I chugged down half the bottle, then pressed the icy bottle to my forehead. Ash and Fran were watching me, identical smiles on their pretty faces.

"You girls enjoying the view?" I teased, flexing my muscles.

"Fuck, this kid really thinks highly of himself, doesn't he?" Ash said to her girlfriend.

"Big dick energy," Fran shrugged.

"You know it," I told them, chugging the last of the Gatorade.

I handed the empty bottle back to Ash. She passed me a second bottle. I cracked it open and took a swig.

"Mm, purple flavor is my favorite."

"A man of refined tastes," Fran said.

"So what do we do with all this wood?" Ash asked, looking at the pile I'd stacked on the side of their driveway.

"Let it season until next year," I said. "I'll come split it into firewood for you. If I'm still around."

"You planning on going somewhere?" Fran asked.

"No. But it's not really up to me. I'm just a guest at the Davis farmstead."

"Oh, I think you're more than just a guest," Ash said, brushing a hand across my neck. "That hickey is fading, but I can see the fresh scratches on your back. Some chick has been leaving her mark on you, Ryan. We both saw it that day you went swimming with us."

"Emma or Sarah?" Fran asked. "I'm guessing Sarah."

"I'll go with Emma," Ash said. "Quiet ones are always the most crazy in bed."

"I don't know what you girls are talking about," I deadpanned, sipping my Gatorade. "I'm just here to cut this tree. That's done. So what's next?"

Ash and Fran exchanged glances. It seemed like these two had planned something for me.

"Did you bring your swimming shorts like we asked?" Fran asked.

"Yup. Got them on underneath my jeans."

"Well, strip down to your shorts and wash yourself off with the garden hose," Ash said. "We're going fishing!"

An hour later, the three of us were on the shallow bank of an isolated cove of a small lake.

"Believe it or not, this area is connected to Bellstone Lake," Fran explained. "My father's friend owns the property here and lets us use it whenever we like."

"It's quiet," I said, looking around at the trees hemming in the waterway.

"Bellstone Lake gets pretty busy during the summer," Ash said. "This little cove is like some kind of hideaway. An oasis or some shit. Right, Fran?"

"Exactly. When you're here, it's like the rest of the world fades away."

Ash laid out a picnic blanket and her wicker basket of snacks while me and Fran got some fishing rods out of the back of my truck.

"There's bluegill and bass in the shallows near the reeds and those fallen branches," Fran said. "I like to throw some bobbers out and see what bites."

"Are these fish good to eat?"

Fran raised an eyebrow at me. For a moment, she looked like she was some Asian peasant girl from an anime cartoon.

Fran was wearing shorts and an oversized T-shirt that almost reached her knees. My mind returned to our chicken fight at the pond and what Fran looked like naked.

Like a lot of flat-chested girls, Fran didn't bother with a bra. Her dark nipples were faintly visible through the fabric of her shirt.

"You've never eaten bluegill or bass?" she asked, snapping me out of my thoughts about her chest.

"I don't like seafood."

"And you've never gone fishing?"

"Nope. Lots of friends went fishing in Puget Sound or Lake Washington, but I never tried it. My stepfather wasn't interested."

"Never shot a pistol and never gone fishing?" Ash asked. "Well shit, dude. Looks like me and Fran are gonna have to provide your manly education."

Ash slapped my ass. Between her and Sarah, I was going to have a bruise on my cheeks in the shape of their palms.

"I'll show you how to set up the bobbers," Fran said. "We'll float them out by that sunken log and see what happens."

Fran picked up a fishing pole and started tying a red and white bobber onto the line.

"This is a basic bobber rig," she explained as I watched. "The bobber floats and keeps the bait off the bottom. When a fish bites, the bobber will dip under the water."

She attached a small hook to the end of the line and threaded a wiggly rubber worm onto it.

"We're not using live bait today. These little lures should attract some bluegill or bass."

Fran picked up the fishing pole and showed how to cast it.

"You hold the line with your finger, bring the pole back, then swing it forward and let go of the line."

She cast the line out into the water near the sunken tree trunk. The bobber landed with a plop and floated on the surface.

"Now you just watch the bobber. When it goes under, you tug the line to set the hook."

She handed me the other pole. I did what she showed me and cast the line out a few times, enjoying the rhythm of it. The bobber splashed into the water, sending ripples across the surface.

"Hey Fran, can you help me over here?" Ash called out.

I turned around to see Ash sprawled out on the picnic blanket, completely naked. She held a bottle of sunscreen in her hand.

"Ryan, you're no good at placing those bobbers," Fran laughed. "Go help Ash."

"Yeah, Ryan. Get your ass over here and help me with this sunscreen."

I walked over to Ash, enjoying the sight of her naked body. She was tall and muscular but still very feminine. My dick was twitching just looking at her.

Ash stood up and turned her back to me, handing me the bottle.

"Start with my back," she said.

"I'd rather start on your front," I teased.

"This kid is such a perv," Ash called to Fran. "No need to be so eager, Ryan. We'll get there."

I squirted some sunscreen onto my hands and rubbed them together to warm it up. I started at her shoulders, spreading the lotion across her toned back. Her skin was warm from the sun, and the lotion smelled like coconuts. I worked my way down, feeling the definition of her muscles under my hands.

Ash turned around to face me.

"Okay, perv," she said, her voice playful yet challenging. "Now you can do my front."

"Hell yeah."

I started at her neck, gently rubbing the lotion into her skin. I moved down to her collarbone, then to her breasts. I cupped them in my hands, feeling their weight as I rubbed the lotion in. Ash's nipples hardened under my touch. I continued down to her stomach, feeling the firm muscles under her smooth skin.

"It'll be easier on your knees," Ash told me.

I kneeled in front of her, my face level with her pussy. I squirted more sunscreen onto my hands and started rubbing it onto her thighs. I could smell her scent, a mix of sweat and sunscreen.

I looked up at Ash, our eyes meeting as I continued to rub the lotion onto her legs.

"While I'm down here..." I joked, licking my lips. "I could go for a nice snack. Just open your legs for me a bit."

Ash snorted with laughter and ruffled my hair.

"Do you even know how to eat pussy?" she asked with a grin. "A big cock is one thing. Knowing how to use your mouth is something else."

"I know enough. I've had practice."

"With who?"

"Gentlemen never tell."

"Well, gentlemen don't usually get to eat my pussy," Ash said. "Most guys suck at it. Which is why I stick with Fran. Right, Fran?"

Fran had joined us. She looked down at me, her eyes narrowed with amusement.

"Are you tormenting the poor boy?" Fran asked.

"He loves it."

"I'm sure he does. You look nicely oiled up, my love."

I watched as Ash and Fran shared a deep kiss, their tongues wrestling roughly.

"I need sunscreen too," Fran said. "I burn very easily."

Fran stripped naked, revealing her slim body. Unlike Ash's athletic build, Fran was petite, her small breasts barely a handful. Her skin was smooth and unblemished, a soft ivory color that seemed to glow in the sunlight. She stood there, unashamed and confident as I watched her.

"Back first," Fran said, turning around.

I stood up and took the bottle of sunscreen from Ash. Squeezing some onto my hands, I rubbed it onto Fran's back.

Fran was so small and thin. I could feel her spine, the bones of her shoulder blades, the curve of her ribs. I spread the sunscreen evenly, my hands gliding over her skin.

As I put the sunscreen on, Ash leaned into Fran, her larger body dwarfing Fran's petite frame. They kissed deeply, their tongues wrestling wetly, as I continued to rub sunscreen into Fran's skin.

"Don't mind me," I told the two of them.

I moved down to Fran's small, firm butt, my hands cupping her cheeks, then lower to the back of her thighs. Fran's skin was smooth and hairless, the muscles beneath firm.

Ash turned Fran to face me as I kneeled in front of her. Ash looked at me, her eyes challenging.

"Now do her front," Ash said. "Go slow. I wanna watch this."

"My pleasure."

I squirted more sunscreen onto my hands and started at Fran's neck, my fingers gently massaging the lotion into her skin. I moved down to her small breasts, her nipples.

Her nipples were surprisingly large compared to the size of her breasts. They were dark, almost the color of chocolate.

I took my time, rubbing the sunscreen in, my thumbs brushing against her jutting nipples, enjoying the soft moans coming from Fran.

I moved down to her legs, my face inches away from her hairless pussy. I rubbed the sunscreen onto her thighs, my hands moving up to her hips, then down to her calves.

"I can see your cock straining in your shorts," Ash told me.

"Not like I'm trying to hide it," I replied.

Fran looked down at me, her eyes soft.

"Ash and I want to reward you for your help with the tree."

"I thought this fishing trip was my reward?"

"Oh no," Fran said. "We have something else in mind."

They helped me to my feet. Together, they pulled down my pants, freeing my throbbing erection.

"Fucking hell," Ash muttered. "Look at that."

"Wow, you're big," Fran said, her eyes wide. "I mean, you were big at the pond. But seeing you fully erect is so much more impressive."

"Very impressive," Ash agreed. "Lie down on the blanket, Ryan."

I lay down on the blanket, the soft fabric cradling my back. Ash and Fran sat on either side of me, their naked bodies glistening with sunscreen.

Ash grinned down at me.

"We're going to play a little game with you, Ryan."

"Will I enjoy this game?"

Fran smiled, her hand gently caressing my thigh.

"You'll love it. Tell him the rules, Ashley."

Ash leaned in, her breath hot on my ear.

"We're going to take turns stroking your cock. Whoever is doing it when you finally cum will be the winner. Okay?"

"Fuck yeah!"

"Ready?"

"I'm ready."

Ash and Fran leaned over, their warm breath on my cock. They dribbled spit all over me, making me groan. Fran giggled.

"I guess we should see who goes first."

They played rock-paper-scissors. Fran won. She took hold of my cock, her small hand barely closing around my shaft.

"Can hardly grip this thing," Fran said. "I need to use both hands. Help me out, Ashley."

Ash cupped my balls, her touch gentle yet firm. Fran gripped me with her hands and started stroking, counting with each stroke.

"One, two, three..."

She went up to ten, her hands moving slowly and steadily. I could feel the pleasure building, my body tense with anticipation.

Fran let go as Ash took hold of my cock.

"My hand is bigger," Ash grinned at me. "I have no problem wrapping around your dick."

"I thought Fran was the more experienced one with men?"

"I've been with my share," Ash protested. "You're no different."

"Oh really?" I challenged her. "Have you seen a bigger cock?"

"Of course. Way bigger."

"Outside of porn?"

"Well... I mean..."

"Tell the truth," I laughed.

"Your cock is the biggest I've touched in real life," Ash admitted. "But I've only been with two other guys, so that's not saying much!"

"My point stands," I smirked.

"Whatever, dude. You're still just eighteen. Still not old enough to have a beer."

"Guilty," I chuckled. "Now you better get to it if you want to win."

"So full of yourself," Ash muttered while Fran giggled.

Fran cupped my balls as Ash started stroking, counting just like Fran had.

"One, two, three..."

When she got to nine, Ash playfully kept stroking.

"Nine and a quarter... nine and a half... nine and three quarters."

"Stop cheating!" Fran shouted. "My turn."

Fran and Ash traded my cock back and forth, counting aloud. Ash's grip was firm, her strokes confident.

"Come on, Ryan, nut for me," Ash urged. "Make me the winner."

"My tiny hand is much nicer to cum from," Fran told me when it was her turn. "Let me win. You know you want to."

"You know, I bet his load is going to be small," Ash speculated, her eyes on my cock as Fran worked me. "Guys with big dicks and big balls often have small loads."

Fran shook her head.

"That hasn't been my experience. Maybe you just had bad luck with the guys you fucked."

"Well, I haven't fucked many guys. You, on the other hand, have fucked enough for the both of us."

"True," Fran nodded. "But I think Ryan is going to prove you wrong about the load size."

The contest went on and on. Ash was stroking my cock when I finally climaxed. I groaned, my body tensing as I released.

Both girls had their hands cupped over my cock, catching my cum. They let out impressed noises as they saw the size of my load.

"Wow, that's a lot," Ash said.

"Told you he'd prove you wrong."

They rubbed their hands together, smearing my cum like lotion over each other's hands. I lay there panting, hardly believing the sight I was seeing.

"It tastes good too," I said. "Try it. I've been told-"

Suddenly, Fran let out a yelp. She jumped up and ran over to the fishing poles.

"I saw the bobber jerk!" she shouted.

Fran grabbed the pole and started reeling in the line. After a brief struggle, she pulled out a big fish. She held it up for Ash and me to see, a grin on her face.

"Nice catch, babe!" Ash cheered.

"It's a bass," Fran said, looking pleased with herself. "It's going to make a great lunch for us!"

As Ash hurried over to her girlfriend, I looked up into the sky, drained and happy. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and I was lying there with two beautiful women after an intense orgasm.

I couldn't believe how my life was going. The day I was stranded on the side of the road, a homeless virgin with a broken-down truck? It seemed like a lifetime ago.

"You just going to lay there with your dick out or are you going to help us?" Ash shouted.

I got to my feet and went to the girls waiting for me.


Chapter 4



“Simplicity and modesty are the true hallmarks of manhood.”

I lowered my truck's sun visor and squinted into the late afternoon glare. After getting back from Ash and Fran, Paul asked me to haul the scrap metal from the barn to the scrapyard.

"And don't let that bastard cheat you," Paul warned. "You got at least eighty dollars worth in the back of your truck. No less!"

I'd used the overhead winch to get the barrels and other scrap metal into my truck. My truck was weighed down pretty heavily and I was going slow and steady on the main road.

As I drove, my mind kept returning to my adventure with Ash and Fran. I kept seeing their glistening naked bodies, kept feeling their hands working my cock, kept hearing their giggles as they rubbed my cum over their hands.

Back at their house, Fran had prepared a delicious meal from the fish we caught. Along with fresh baked bread and salad, my belly was still full.

Full belly, empty balls. Can't ask for more.

And there was more to come. Ash and Fran had made it very clear that they were not done with me yet.

"Get in line, ladies," I laughed to myself. "Get in line!"

Twenty minutes later, I pulled into the scrapyard. It was a gritty place with mounds of metal and machinery clustered around a dirt lot. To one side was an old house with a sagging front deck and peeling paint.

A grizzled-looking man in a dirty baseball cap came out of the house and waved me over.

"Hi, I got a load of scrap metal," I said. "You're buying?"

"I recycle scrap metal," the man replied. "I buy quality materials. But from what I can see, you got a load of junk back there. I'll let you unload it here for a $20 charge."

"I didn't come to pay, I came to sell," I said, frowning.

"I don't buy junk," the man sneered. "Unless you want to throw this piece of crap truck into the deal. Then I'll let you unload both here, no charge."

It was obvious this dude was trying to scam me. He must have seen an eighteen-year-old kid in a beat-up truck with Seattle plate frames. Since I wasn't from this area, he probably thought I was an easy mark he could take advantage of.

I wasn't going to let that happen.

"I guess I misunderstood," I said pleasantly. "I'll be heading to the scrapyard in Bellstone Lake. Hope Paul won't be too disappointed."

"Paul?" the man asked suspiciously. "Paul who?"

"Paul Davis. Owns a farm just down the road. I'll let him know what you told me. I'm sure he'll want to let everyone know that you aren't buying scrap metal anymore, just charging dumping fees. I will let him know how helpful you were to someone like me."

I let the implications sink into this dude's skull. Okanagan was a big county with a small community. Word traveled fast among the locals. Getting a reputation for ripping people off was not a good thing.

"Hold up, young man. I may have misjudged what you brought me here today. Looking it over more close, I can see there might be some quality materials. I tell you what. I'll waive the dumping fee, just for you. Heck, I'll even throw in a twenty-dollar bill for your troubles."

"There's copper piping in there, as you well know," I said. "I think eighty dollars is much closer to fair."

His face clouded with anger. I didn't react, just waited for him to settle his mind about the situation.

"Bring it around to the back," he said grumpily. "I'll get the winch to unload your shit."

I drove around to where he was waiting. I got out of the truck and stood nearby as he unloaded the metals onto a big scale on the ground. He looked at the weight and then marked it down on his phone.

Glancing back at the house, I saw a girl watching me curiously. She looked to be about twenty years old. She had brown hair and a chubby figure. I nodded at her politely and she smiled.

"I'll go total this up and bring you your cash and receipt," the man told me. "Wait here."

"I'll do that."

He shuffled off to his office, an old travel trailer at the edge of the property. I watched him go, amused at this whole interaction.

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

I turned to see the girl from the house standing behind me. Up close, I realized she was younger than I thought, maybe eighteen or so.

"I'm from the other side of the mountains," I said. "Seattle area."

"I figured. I haven't seen you before."

"I'm staying up at the Davis farmstead. My name is Ryan."

I offered her my hand. She looked surprised but gave me hers. We shook, the girl grinning at the gesture.

"I'm Janine."

"Nice to meet you, Janine."

"What do you do for fun up at the Davis place?"

"Uh, well I'm pretty busy at the farm," I said, startled by her question. "But I swim in the pond by my trailer and walk in the hills around the place. Oh, and I was up on Lightning Ridge when the storm came through."

"Wow, that must have been so dope. I wish I could have been there."

"It was an experience," I said, shaking my head at the memory of Greg and Glenda taking me there to fulfill their kink.

"There's some trails nearby that you could take your truck on," Janine said. "I can show you them. Let me give you my number and we can go together."

She took out her phone and looked at me expectantly. I wasn't interested but I figured finding new friends was always a good thing. I took my phone out and messaged the number she told me. Her phone chimed and Janine smiled happily.

"Okay, so you free this weekend?" Janine asked. "I can go anytime, even weekdays. I'm always available. Maybe we can-"

"Janine! What are you doing!"

An angry-looking woman was approaching us. There was no mistaking Janine's mother. She looked like an older, heavier version of the girl.

"I'm just talking," Janine said, sulking. "Is it a crime to talk to someone?"

"You know you're not supposed to bother the customers."

"It's fine," I said. "No problem."

"Get back to the house, young lady," Janine's mother said, ignoring my protests. "You still have to clean out all the kitty litter boxes and take out the trash."

"Okay already! It was nice meeting you, Ryan."

"Nice meeting you, Janine."

The girl headed back to the house. Her mother stayed where she was, her hands on her ample hips.

"Sorry about that," she said. "Janine knows not to come out here when her father is working."

"Like I said, it was no bother."

"You're new here?"

"Yes, ma'am. Just arrived from the wet side of Washington. I'm staying up at the Davis farmstead."

She looked me up and down. It was a familiar look, one I recognized immediately.

Damn, what is with the women around here?

"You working for Paul Davis?" she asked.

"I'm helping out," I said cautiously. "Doing this and that, whatever they need."

"Huh..."

Again, Janine's mother let her eyes roam over my body. I tried to keep my expression neutral, fighting off the urge to laugh at the way she was eyeing me up.

"We sometimes could use a little help around here too," she said slowly. "Not my husband. He's as dumb as a tree stump and about as useful. But I could use some help sometimes. Personal assistance. You know what I mean?"

"Sure," I said. "I think I do."

"Why don't you give me your number? I'll text you if something comes up."

Not knowing what else to do, I took her number and messaged her phone. She messaged me back, telling me her name was Laura and pinning a kissy emoji to her text.

Laura hastily slid her phone into her pocket as her husband approached.

"Welcome to the neighborhood," she said.

Laura gave me a wink and headed back to the house. Her husband frowned suspiciously as he watched her go.

"Here's your money," he said.

He slapped $74 in wrinkled bills into my palm. Paul had told me not to accept less than $80, but I didn't feel like arguing.

"Pleasure doing business with you," I said.

"Wish I could say the same," he snarled. "See yourself out."

Damn, what a prick. Maybe I should call his daughter and his wife after all. They look desperate for some pleasant company.

The thought cheered me as I pulled back onto the road. The truck was back to its normal self after all the metal had been removed.

I rolled down the window to let the warm summer air blow in. Dusk was just settling in over the Okanagan highlands.

I turned onto the dirt road leading to the farmstead. About a hundred yards in, I came across an old van on the side of the road. It had its hood up and steam was rising from the radiator.

An older man with long white hair was leaning against the side of the van. He looked pretty serene for a guy whose vehicle had broken down.

"Anything I can help with?" I asked as I pulled up alongside him.

"You could surely be of assistance," he said. "My trusty chariot is ailing and I require a lift back to my home to retrieve some tools."

I took in the man's hair, the beads around his neck, and the homemade shirt he was wearing.

"You're from The Place?" I asked.

"I am indeed. I go by the name Mauser."

"I'm Ryan. I'm staying at the Davis farmstead."

"Greetings, Ryan. The Davis farmstead has always been a good neighbor."

"So I can give you a ride back to The Place, no problem. I could also tow you and the van there if you like. Save you a trip back."

"That would be outstanding," Mauser said. "I was thinking of towing it with our tractor, but this truck of yours can surely handle the task."

"Hell yeah. I'll hook up the tow strap. You ride behind and steer. I'll go slow. Okay?"

"Roger that."

I got the tow strap from the back of the truck and tied it to the front of the van. I began to tow him, starting off slow. We made our way down the dirt road at a steady pace. I didn't know if towing a vehicle like this was strictly legal, but that kinda stuff didn't matter out here in the countryside.

I beeped my horn as we approached the turnoff to The Place. Mauser gave me a wave, letting me know he was ready. I eased the truck into the turn, letting the tow strap go slack a little as Mauser turned in behind me.

"Good driving," I muttered as Mauser handled the sharp turn well.

I pulled the van down the two hundred yard driveway and into The Place. Up close, the buildings were colorful and tidy. Lights and strips of cloth were strung between the various buildings that were clustered around the central courtyard.

I towed the van to a covered carport and Mauser beeped his horn to let me know we were good.

Mauser shook my hand as I got out of my truck.

"Well done, Ryan! This will make fixing my chariot so much easier."

"You're welcome. Happy to help a neighbor out any time."

"Would you like to stay for dinner? We would be delighted to share."

"Maybe another time?" I said. "I have some things I need to do back at the Davis place."

"At least let me give you some honey from my hives."

"Honey? I think I had some already. Emma brought me a jar."

"Did she? What a delight!"

As if summoned by her name, I saw a familiar figure come around a nearby barn.

"Rye!"

Emma trotted over to me, her face beaming with delight. I swept her up into my arms as she hugged me tight.

Behind her, I could see her parents standing and watching. Kailani and Windhawke looked pleased to see me.

Emma pulled back and took my face in her hands. She pressed her lips to mine, hungrily kissing me. I kissed her back, savoring the sweet taste of her mouth.

"So this is the famous Rye you've been talking about?" Mauser laughed. "Indeed, he has proven to be as capable as you said, Emma. I was bereft by the side of the road when this young man rescued me and my chariot."

"I just towed him back here," I told Emma with a grin.

"I'm glad you're here. I was just about to head for your trailer for the night. Is that acceptable?"

"Hell yes!"

Emma turned to her parents. I could feel her hand tightening in mine.

"I'm going to spend this night with Rye," she told them.

"We wish you blessings," Kailani said.

Windhawke didn't speak, just gave me a nod. I nodded back, thankful that Emma's parents were treating her like the adult she was.

Me and Emma climbed into my truck. I honked and waved as I pulled out of The Place. Emma snuggled close as I drove.

"That was a lovely way to introduce yourself to my community," she said.

"I was just helping a neighbor."

"Simplicity and modesty are the true hallmarks of manhood."

"Who said that? Some philosopher?"

"Me," Emma giggled. "Just now."

I kissed her golden hair as I pulled in beside my trailer. The sun was just about to set over the western hills and everything was bathed in golden sunlight.

"Up for a swim before dinner?" I asked.

"Nothing could be better," she said.

I laughed with joy as Emma stripped off her dress and headed to the pond. Shaking my head, I took off my clothes and ran to join her.


Chapter 5



“People want different things.”

"Glenda makes the most amazing buttermilk crepes," Greg said. "The recipe is from an old cookbook we found while thrifting in Maine."

"They smell delicious," I replied.

"Try it," Glenda urged me.

The three of us were seated at the kitchen table of G&G Rainbow Farms. It was mid-morning on another hot summer day. The AC was already whooshing cool air through the house.

Greg had invited me over for brunch. He said there was a proposal he wanted to discuss with me.

Since my arrival at their home, the two had been filled with nervous energy. It reminded me of my trip to Lightning Ridge with them.

I had a feeling Greg and Glenda wanted more than a meal with me.

"Oh wow," I murmured as I took a bite of the crepe Glenda had served me. "That's so good."

It really was delicious. The edges were crisp while the center was pillowy soft. The flavor was rich and creamy with a hint of sweetness, tinged by the slight sourness of the buttermilk.

"You like?" Greg asked.

"Hell yeah."

"Ooh, wait!" Glenda said. "I have the perfect accompaniment."

She got up from the table and went to the pantry. Glenda stood on her tiptoes as she reached up to the highest shelf.

As she stretched, her miniskirt rode up, revealing her bare ass. Glenda wasn't wearing panties and was obviously showing herself off for me.

The true nature of this brunch was becoming clearer and clearer.

I'm going to be balls-deep in that ass real soon.

Glenda returned to the table with two jars.

"This is guava jelly," Glenda said. "Straight from Hawaii. It tastes divine on the crepes. Try it."

Glenda leaned over my shoulder as she smeared guava jelly on my crepe. I could feel her breast rubbing against my back, her breath warm against my cheek. As she intended, my cock started to throb.

Glenda returned to her seat as I tasted the crepe with guava jelly. It was as good as she promised.

"What's the other jar for?" I asked. "Coconut oil? Does it go with the jelly?"

"Oh no," Greg laughed. "Not at all."

"It's for something a little later," Glenda said with a smirk. "Something we all can share."

A silence fell over us. I could feel the excited energy between Greg and Glenda, their anticipation for something to come.

I knew what they wanted, but there were some things to discuss first.

"So Sarah and Paul are gone for the day?" Greg asked as I sipped my coffee.

"Yeah," I nodded. "Paul has a doctor's appointment. They're going to do some scans on his spine. They'll be gone all day."

"And Emma?" Glenda asked. "I know you two are sweet on each other."

"Emma's busy tending to her goats today. I plan on cleaning the water tank out in the barn."

"Sounds like a busy day," Greg said. "Paul must surely appreciate your efforts."

"As do we," Glenda said, licking her lips as she watched me eat.

I finished the last bite and pushed the plate away.

"That was fantastic, Glenda. Thanks so much. So, what kind of proposal did you want to talk about?"

Greg and Glenda exchanged excited looks. Glenda took Greg's hand in both of hers.

"We know you're enjoying your stay at Paul's trailer," Greg began. "You've certainly made your presence felt around these parts."

"Sarah has talked about how much you help them," Glenda added. "She has a lot of affection for you, Ryan."

"The feeling is mutual," I replied.

"But things can change," Greg said. "Which is why we invited you here this morning. We wanted you to know that you have another option."

"You could live here. With us."

I frowned, trying to understand what they were offering.

"You mean, move in here at the farm?" I asked.

"Precisely," Greg said. "We have the perfect living quarters in our barn. A fully renovated apartment we planned to rent out online. Instead, it could be yours. You'd work for us with the lavender harvest and the receptions."

"And do other things," Glenda said quietly. "Whenever you want, as much as you want."

I took in a deep breath. Greg and Glenda waited, their hands still tightly clasped.

"Why do you want me to live with you?" I asked.

"Because you're perfect," Glenda said. "You're everything we desire."

"We love living in the highlands," Greg added. "But it's difficult to find the kind of men that satisfy our needs. So when you came along? Well, we just can't accept letting you go."

"We know you're happy where you are. Greg and I just want you to know you have another option if things change."

"I appreciate that," I said slowly.

"But you still have doubts," Greg said. "I can see it on your face."

"Yeah," I admitted. "I guess I just don't understand how you two can want this. Especially you, Greg. Like, what kind of a man wants to see his wife doing that with other men? Help me understand."

"People want different things," Glenda said.

"But how did you two know you wanted this?"

The two exchanged curious looks. Glenda shrugged and patted Greg's hand. Greg inhaled slowly, letting out a deep breath.

"So Glenda and I have been married for eighteen years. Four years into our marriage, we knew we were in trouble. Five years in, we were on the verge of divorce."

"Neither of us could sexually satisfy the other," Glenda said. "It poisoned every part of our marriage. And so I began looking to satisfy my needs from men I met online."

"I found her messages," Greg said. "I knew she was meeting someone while I was away on business. So I hid in my bedroom closet with my trusty iPhone 4. I was going to record Glenda being unfaithful and confront her once and for all."

"But that didn't happen," Glenda said.

"No. That's not what happened. Instead, I couldn't take my eyes off what my wife was doing with that stranger, fucking him in the bed we no longer shared. And I got more aroused than I'd ever been before."

"After he left, Greg came out of the closet. We didn't fight, we talked. And then we made love. We made love with more passion than ever."

"That day, we healed our marriage," Greg said. "We found what we needed. And we've been together ever since."

I held their gazes, seeing the truth in their eyes. But it was a truth I could never share.

Despite what Greg and Glenda confessed, I knew I could never truly understand the satisfaction they both got out of this kind of sexual relationship.

I didn't know if it was a kink or a fetish. I just knew I could not grasp how Greg could enjoy his wife getting fucked by another man. I just wasn't wired that way.

But it wasn't just their unique relationship that was troubling me. Glenda must have sensed my doubt.

"What else, Ryan? What else is bothering you?"

"That night at Lightning Ridge," I said slowly. "I acted in a way that I didn't recognize. Like, there was a part of me I never knew was inside me. In the dark, in the middle of that fucking storm, with lightning crashing around us... I became someone different. That hidden part of me? I'm not sure I liked what I found."

Glenda came around the table to me. She kneeled beside me and wrapped her arms around me.

"I'm sorry we lured you out there like that," she murmured. "We shouldn't have done that."

"Yeah," I told her. "That was a pretty fucked up thing to do."

"We won't do it again," Greg promised. "We won't push you to be something you're not. We just... we're so damned desperate to keep you around, Ryan. You coming here has been a gift for us."

"If I'm going to consider this, I need you to tell me what you want," I said. "In simple, honest language."

"What we want," Glenda said, "is for you to fuck me as much as you like. We want you to be our bull. And our friend."

"What do you say, Ryan?" Greg asked.

I ran my hand over Glenda's back as she rested her head against my chest. Greg waited patiently as I thought things over.

"I'd like to be your bull," I said slowly. "But not like it was on Lightning Ridge. No more tricks like that. I'll do it my way... or not at all."

"Of course," Glenda said, looking up at me. "However you like."

"However you like," Greg echoed.

I looked from Glenda to Greg and back again. It didn't take long to decide.

I took a deep breath and smiled.

"Greg?"

"Yes?"

"Go to your place," I said gently.

His face flushed. I could see the excitement surging through him. Glenda's hands tightened on my arm.

Greg rose from the table and slowly went into the parlor. I could see him curling up on the sofa, his head buried in his hands.

"Daddy," Glenda whispered in my ear.

I turned to this woman who was old enough to be my mother. Her face was so close that I could see how crazy dilated her pupils were.

I slipped my hand down her blouse and felt her breasts. Her nipples instantly got hard.

"Get on the floor," I told her. "Lay on your belly."

Glenda obeyed, lying flat on the kitchen floor.

"The coconut oil," she said. "It's for you to fuck my ass, Daddy."

I took off my pants and grabbed the jar of coconut oil. It was solid and creamy white, but the moment it touched my skin, it turned into a delicious-smelling oil.

I kneeled over Glenda's thighs. She was breathing heavily. I flipped up her skirt and patted her ass. Her cheeks twitched as I squeezed them.

"I'm not going to be like last time," I told her. "I'm going to be my normal self."

"That will be enough for me, Daddy."

"And cut the Daddy shit. Maybe one day I'll like it. But for now, just stop."

"Yes... Ryan."

"Good girl."

I scooped out some coconut oil and melted it in my hands. Pulling her cheeks apart, I slowly lubed up Glenda's asshole, working my fingers into her twitching sphincter, making her hole slippery and ready.

Glenda sighed as I took my cock and rubbed it up and down her greasy crack, slapping her cheeks and rubbing against her asshole until I was fully erect.

I slathered my cock with more oil, making sure everything was as lubed up as possible.

"Ask for it," I told her.

"Please fuck my ass, Da- I mean, Ryan. Please fill me up with that enormous cock. Shove it into me and... OHMYGOD!"

I slid into her with a single deep thrust, pushing past her tight ring into the warm depths of her ass. Glenda grunted and moaned as her asshole stretched to its limit.

I let her get adjusted to my size. Then I gripped her shoulder with my oily hands and began pumping in and out of her anus. Glenda shivered beneath me, raising her ass so I could go even deeper.

"Just like that," she moaned. "Go deeper. Deeper!"

I sheathed myself in her ass, buried to the hilt. I withdrew slowly, then rammed back in.

"Yes, yes, harder!" Glenda urged me.

I went faster, pounding harder. My cock plunged in and out of her stretched-out hole, churning her insides. Glenda reached back and thrummed her clit, driving herself to her orgasm.

"Oh, FUCK!" she screamed.

Her whole body shook violently as Glenda held her breath. A hot gush of warmth splashed against my balls as Glenda squirted beneath me, spraying me with powerful jets of hot liquid.

The sight, the sound, the feeling of her squirt was overwhelming. I crashed into my orgasm, pumping my cum into Glenda's greedy ass. She squeezed down on me like a vise, making me groan with the effort to shoot my sperm inside her tight hole.

Exhausted, I rolled off Glenda, my cock slipping from her gaped asshole.

I lay on my back, panting and sweating as Glenda crouched over me, cleaning off my dick with her mouth.

"Thank you, Ryan," she murmured. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

I patted the top of her head.

"Go to your husband," I told her.

Glenda gave my cock one last kiss, then got to her feet.

"Our offer will always be there," she said as she stood over me. "Please keep it in mind."

"I will," I promised.

Glenda blew me a kiss and then headed into the parlor. I could hear soft murmurs as she reconnected with Greg.

I got up and put my pants back on. My mind was a lot calmer than it had been on Lightning Ridge. I was more in control, more myself.

As I passed through the parlor, I glanced at what Glenda and Greg were doing on the sofa. Greg had his face buried in his wife's ass, snuffling like a hog as he ate my slops out from her asshole.

I gave them their privacy. It was their relationship, not mine.

People want different things, I reminded myself.

My days at the Davis farmstead had been a crazy time. I was experiencing things and exploring myself in all kinds of new ways. Becoming an adult meant stepping into a different world.

But being a man didn't just mean having lots of sex. It also meant drawing boundaries for what I wouldn't do and where I wouldn't go. Saying yes was fun and easy. Saying no was harder, but just as necessary.

Lesson learned.

Stepping out of the air-conditioned house, the summer heat hit me like a slap in the face. I stretched my back, enjoying the dull ache from all the thrusting I'd been doing. I reminded myself to work those back muscles more.

I need to be in shape. More and more women are relying on me to perform.

I chuckled to myself as I stepped off the porch. The day was still young and there was work to do. The water tank in Paul's barn still needed cleaning.

I'd taken a few steps toward the Davis farmstead when a familiar vehicle pulled into the driveway. The boxy shape of the Mercedes SUV was instantly recognizable.

Imelda pulled up beside me and rolled down her window.

"Well, I don't need to ask what you've been up to," she teased, looking me over. "You have the glow of a man who just blew his load into a woman."

"Yeah. If you're looking for Greg and Glenda, they're kind of busy right now."

"I'll get back to them. In the meantime, I can give you a lift back to the farmstead if you want."

"For sure."

I climbed into the Mercedes, enjoying the cool wash of AC over my sweaty body.

"I'm glad I ran into you," Imelda said. "I have a proposal for you."

"That's two proposals in one day."

"What do you mean?"

"Nothing," I chuckled. "What did you have in mind?"

Glenda pulled into the shade under the fir tree outside the Davis house. She put it into Park but left the engine and AC running.

"As you know, I am in the midst of buying the old Davis orchards. Currently, the land is listed as agricultural land. That means there are zoning issues. I'm trying to buy it as a hybrid commercial/residential property for tax purposes. So I need to prove commercial intent. That means having a land overseer."

"What's that?"

"Essentially a glorified security guard. Someone who can walk the property every day and take some selfies to prove that the land was secured."

"Sounds like a simple job."

"It is. Interested?"

"Me?"

"I can't think of anyone better."

"Hell yeah. I could use a steady job."

"Then consider yourself hired!" Imelda laughed. "Just email me your social security number and full name so I can get the employer paperwork done."

"Gotcha. Damn, it will be good to have a job again."

"When were you last employed?"

"My 18th birthday. I had to quit my job when my stepfather kicked me out. 'I have fulfilled my obligations to you', he said. Like some weird ass lawyer or something. Prick."

Imelda went quiet. I was surprised to see her staring at me so intensely.

"He said that?" she asked. "'I have fulfilled my obligations to you'? Those exact words?"

"Uh, yeah. Kind of hard to forget them."

"And he gave you his truck?"

"Yeah. Plus five hundred dollars. At least he didn't kick me out with no cash. I have to give him credit for that."

"How much is that truck worth?" Imelda asked. "Forty-five hundred?"

"Yeah, pretty much. I looked it up online. How did you know?"

"Forty-five hundred plus another five hundred," she muttered, ignoring my question. "Total of an even five thousand dollars?"

"I guess so. Imelda, what are you getting at?"

"Did he make any kind of expensive purchase?" Imelda asked.

"Yeah. He bought a brand new Ford F-150 Raptor. Sweet-ass truck. For a crazy second, I thought he got it as a gift for my birthday."

Imelda was silent again. I waited as she stared off into the distance.

"That's very strange behavior by your stepfather," Imelda muttered. "It raises some questions. I'm going to check on a few things."

"Check? Check on what?"

"Just a hunch," she said. "Might not be anything. Just make sure you get me your social security number. I'll need it."

"Gotcha."

"Anyway, I need to get back to Greg and Glenda," Imelda said, brightening up again. "Summer Fair Days are tomorrow. They should be ready for me by now, don't you think?"

"I think so."

Imelda's eyes drifted to my crotch.

"I was hoping to give you a nice sloppy blowjob," she chuckled. "But I know where that dick has been."

"It smells like coconut," I grinned. "Yum yum."

"I'll take your word for it."

I put my hand on Imelda's toned leg, slipping it under her skirt to stroke her thigh.

"If you're not still on your period, I'd be happy to eat your pussy."

Imelda threw her head back and laughed. I laughed along with her.

"That's the most polite invitation for oral sex I've ever gotten," she giggled.

"Well?"

Imelda turned in her seat to face me. She hooked one leg over the passenger seat and put the other in my foot well.

Imelda flipped up her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties.

"Get to work," she told me, pulling her pussy lips apart.

I eagerly pressed my face between her spread thighs. As I tasted her wet folds, I once again marveled at what my life had become here in the Okanagan highlands.


Chapter 6



“You protected us.”

"Wow, there's a lot more people here than I expected," I said.

"We always draw a good crowd for Summer Fair Days," Sarah told me. "Especially with weather like this."

The two of us were standing beneath a pop-up canopy on the main street of Bellstone Lake. A crowd of about two hundred people was milling around us.

Me and Sarah were manning a table covered with donated baked goods. Breads, cupcakes, pies, cakes. Sarah's apple rum cake had been especially popular. Selling by the slice, we were already serving her fourth cake and it wasn't even one o'clock yet.

"All money raised goes directly to Bellstone Lake Senior Center and Adult Daycare!" Sarah called out to the crowd. "Have a slice of cake or pie, folks! It's for a good cause!"

I handled the customers while Sarah worked the crowd. It was fun serving pastries and collecting money. People here were really nice. Folks were cool on the other side of the mountains too, but it seemed like they were extra friendly here.

Plus everyone seemed to know Sarah, greeting her by name and catching up with news from the farm.

"Have you decided about coming back to school?" one woman asked Sarah. "The teacher shortage is so bad and you did so good last year."

"I need to renew my teaching certificate," Sarah said. "I'm still thinking it over."

"Well I hope you decide to do it. We need you, Sarah."

I knew Sarah worked as a teacher in Portland. She had volunteered as an aide last school year. Maybe she could return to her former job? I imagined Sarah would be great with young kids.

"Ryan!" someone called, startling me. "Wassup?"

It took me a moment to recognize the girl standing across the table.

It's the chick from the scrapyard. What was her name? Janet? Jane?

"Hey, how you doing?" I said, still searching my mind for her name. "You enjoying the Fair?"

"No, it's sooo corny," she said, rolling her eyes. "I only come to meet friends and eat deep-fried butter. Have you tried it? It's sooo good!"

"I been smelling the fryer all day. I'll make sure to get some later."

"Why don't you come with me now?" she asked. "Or maybe when you're on break? I'll take you there and show you the best one to buy. We can walk along the lake and eat ice cream."

She batted her eyes at me and played with her hair flirtatiously. She wasn't a bad-looking girl, just a little chubby with acne on her cheeks and scattered across her big breasts.

I wasn't interested. I had Sarah and Emma and Imelda and whatever it was I had going on with Glenda. Plus it looked like Ash and Fran were about to give it up for me soon, too. That handjob game was just the start.

Honestly, I was spoiled for choice.

Before I could think up an excuse, the girl's mother appeared by her daughter.

"Janine! I was wondering where you ran off to. Your dad needs help passing out business cards by the grandstand. You go help him."

Janine! That's her name. And her mother is Laura.

"God, I just want to enjoy the Fair!" Janine whined, stamping her feet. "I don't want to pass out his lame business cards!"

"We'll be here all day. You can have fun later. For now, go and help your father. I'll bring you both some pie."

Janine gave me a final sulky look, then wheeled around and headed off into the crowd.

"That girl will be the death of me," Laura said. "So, what kind of pies do you have?"

"Apple and cherry. I can also recommend the apple rum cake. It's so good, for real."

"Ooh, apple rum cake. I'll take a slice of that and a slice of cherry pie."

"Gotcha."

As I was getting her food ready, Laura leaned across the table.

"I sent you a text," she said quietly. "You left me on Read. That wasn't very nice, Ryan."

"Uh, yeah," I spluttered. "I been real busy up at the farm. Chores and preparing for the Fair. You know how it is, Laura."

"I understand. Hit me back when you can. I'm always around. And... I'm always ready."

She gave me a wolfish smile as I handed over her food, her fingers trailing across my wrist.

"Keep the change," she said. "For charity."

Sarah joined me behind the table as Laura walked away.

"She trying to get in your pants?" Sarah asked.

"I guess so."

"Typical. Paul went to school with Laura Smith. Nice enough girl, but she was always a slut. Don't give her the time of day."

"I wasn't planning to," I said. "But I appreciate you looking out for me."

"Anytime, Cowboy." Sarah leaned close. "Besides, you've got your hands full already."

"Yeah," I whispered back. "I wish my hands were full of those huge tits of yours."

Sarah laughed and slapped my arm hard enough to make me wince. If we had been alone, I'm sure the slap would have been on my ass instead.

"Hey, Ryan? Can you come help us at our booth real quick?"

Glenda was waving at me across the table. She looked flustered.

"On my way!"

I slid the money box to Sarah and followed Glenda to her booth at the end of the block.

"We need to turn the canopy against the sun," Greg explained as I arrived. "With the weights on the footings of those damn poles, it's awkward. Three people are better than two."

"Sure, no problem."

I helped Greg and Glenda shift their canopy so that their goods were in the shade. They were selling all kinds of products made from their lavender crop, things like lotions and soaps and essential oils. There were also pamphlets detailing the bed-and-breakfast they ran as well as their catered receptions.

"How's business been?" I asked.

"Fantastic!" Glenda said. "The soap is going like crazy."

"Imelda did say it was a popular item," I said. "You guys should try selling it online."

"Making these products is pretty labor intensive," Greg said. "We could sure use reliable help."

"Our offer still stands, Ryan." Glenda squeezed my forearm. "We have a place for you at G&G Rainbow Farms."

"I'm keeping it in mind," I assured them. "When's your next harvest?"

"We've got three more yields before the end of summer," Greg said. "And then there's processing them for the oils, drying for decorative supplies, and a million other things."

"Well, if you need help, I'm happy to chip in and-"

A shout cut through the crowd noise. I turned to see people gathering near the end of the street where The Place had set up their booth.

"I better check that out," I told Greg and Glenda.

I jogged down the street. The crowd had formed a loose circle around The Place's booth.

Their booth displayed handmade dream catchers decorated with feathers and crystals. Woven bracelets with wooden beads hung from a rack. Glass bottles filled with herbs and tinctures lined portable shelves. Tie-dyed shirts and hand-knitted scarves covered the table.

But the crowd wasn't there for the goods. They watched as three guys in dirty work clothes were yelling at Windhawke and Kailani.

"You people need to pack this shit up and get the hell out of here!"

"Go back to the other side of the mountains. That's where you belong!"

"Yeah, get back to Seattle, freaks!"

"This is a public event," Kailani said calmly. "We have as much right to be here as anyone."

"Rights?" The bearded guy laughed. "You got the right to fuck off."

Windhawke put himself between the three men and his wife.

"This interaction is unfruitful," he said. "Please leave so we can resume our commerce."

The three men just laughed. One swept his arm across the table, knocking bottles and crafts to the ground. Glass shattered on the pavement. The crowd gasped.

"Cease! Immediately!"

Windhawke stepped forward but the other two guys blocked his path.

"What you gonna do about it, Chief?" the taller one sneered.

Fuck this bullshit! I thought. Enough is enough!

A man could only take so much. I pushed through the crowd, my hands clenched into fists. I stepped between Windhawke and the three pricks. They flinched when I got near. At 6'4", I towered over them.

"Back off," I said.

"Who the fuck are you?" the bearded one asked.

"Someone who's seen enough of your shit."

He looked me up and down. Standing close, I could see his red eyes and smell the sour reek of beer on his breath.

"I know everyone around here and I ain't never seen you before. This ain't your business, kid."

"I'm making it my business. You three need to go. Right now."

"We're not going anywhere. They are. This is a decent town, not a shithole like Seattle or Tacoma."

A wooden figurine caught the bearded guy's eye. He snatched it up from the table.

"Just look at this shit," he sneered, waving the carved figurine. "Bunch of devil worship crap."

"Give that back!"

Emma appeared from behind the booth, reaching for the statue. The bearded guy shoved her hard. She fell backwards, hitting the pavement with a cry of pain.

Something snapped inside me. My vision went red.

Before I knew what I was doing, my fist connected with the bearded guy's jaw. His head snapped back and he dropped like a stone, the figurine rolling away down the street.

The tall one charged at me, swinging wildly. I ducked under his punch and drove my shoulder into his chest, just like I'd done against linebackers in football. I couldn't catch the ball, but I was a real good blocking tight end. I laid into him and the drunk dude went flying backwards, tumbling over a trash can.

But then pain exploded in the back of my head. My knees buckled as everything went fuzzy. I sprawled face-first onto the pavement. A boot slammed into my ribs, driving the air from my lungs.

I tried to get up but my arms wouldn't work right. Another kick landed. I slumped to the ground as darkness crept into the edges of my vision.

Voices churned around me as I lay on the pavement. My head throbbed where I'd been hit.

"Ryan!" Emma's voice cut through the chaos. "Oh no, Ryan!"

Emma is calling me Ryan? Damn, I must be fucked up.

Strong hands gripped my shoulders. Emma and Windhawke helped me to my feet. The world spun for a moment before steadying.

Emma wrapped her arms around me, pressing her face into my chest.

"Are you okay?"

"I think so." My skull felt like someone had taken a sledgehammer to it. "Head hurts."

Two police officers had the three drunks seated on the curb. A crowd gathered around them, pointing and shouting.

"They attacked first!"

"Those guys started it!"

"They pushed that girl down!"

"Ryan!"

Sarah burst through the crowd and threw her arms around me, squeezing tight. Emma stepped back, looking awkward. Sarah and Emma exchanged an uncomfortable glance.

"Sir, do you need medical attention?" one officer asked me. "We can call an ambulance."

I touched the back of my head gingerly. No blood, just a nasty bump.

"Nah, I'm good. I can't afford a hospital visit right now."

"Okay, so you are declining medical attention?"

"Yeah."

"Can you tell me what happened here?"

"These three guys were harassing the folks from The Place," I said, gesturing to Windhawke and Kailani's booth. "Breaking their stuff, pushing people. When they shoved Emma, I lost my cool and hit the bearded one. The tall guy came at me, so I knocked him down. Then someone got me from behind."

"You defended yourself and others," the officer said, writing in his notepad. "Several witnesses confirm your account. We'll need your contact information for the report."

I gave the cop my contact info. He wrote it down in his notepad.

"Can I go home now?" I asked.

"Sure. We'll be in touch."

"I'll drive you back to the trailer," Sarah said.

Emma ran up and hugged me again.

"Thank you, Rye."

"It was nothing," I said.

"You protected us. You didn't have to, but you did. And we are so grateful."

Emma kissed me and rested her head on my chest.

"We need to get you back to the trailer," Sarah said gently.

Emma reluctantly let me go. She and Sarah exchanged another meaningful look before Emma eventually stepped away.

I waved to Windhawke and Kailani as Sarah guided me to her truck.

"What a day," I muttered as I slumped into the passenger seat.

"You were magnificent," Sarah said as she started the engine. "Now put on your seatbelt. Let's get you home, Cowboy."


Chapter 7



“The remedy is freedom and love.”

The fading light of day glittered over the pond's still waters. Through the window of the trailer, beams of light streaked across the walls.

I lay quietly and listened to the calls of birds perching in the trees. There was one bird that had the most irritating squawk. Paul had told me it was called a Spotted Towhee. It was a beautiful animal but had the ugliest damned voice.

I shifted on the sofa bed, trying to find a more comfortable position. I had a zip-lock bag of ice pressed to my bruised ribs. The ice had mostly melted by now in the heat. The small fan clipped above me blew warm air over my damp skin.

It had been a few hours since I got back from the Fair. My head was clear but my ribs were aching something fierce. The dude who kicked me had hit like a mule.

"Just like a punter," I mused. "Or a placekicker. Typical pussy ass bitch."

The door opened and Sarah came into the trailer.

"You still alive?" she teased.

"Hanging in. How's Paul?"

"Paul's fine. He just wanted to know if you gave as good as you got."

I laughed and winced, my ribs still aching.

"Here, take these," Sarah said, handing me some ibuprofen and a bottle of homemade lemonade. "I also brought some other things from the house."

I swallowed the pills and washed them down with a sip of the tart lemonade. Sarah wiped my forehead with a cold, wet cloth.

"How are you feeling?"

"Better," I said. "A few hours rest was all I needed. I'm just about ready to go for my afternoon swim in the pond."

"You'll do no such thing. You need to let your body recuperate."

"I'm fine, seriously. You don't have to nurse me, Sarah."

"I'm here because I want to be here. You need someone to look after you. So no more arguing. You're not too old for a spanking, Ryan."

"Yes, ma'am," I sighed.

"Let me see that bruise."

I rolled on my side and pulled up my shirt. Sarah let out a low whistle.

"Black and blue and yellow and red," she said. "Very colorful."

"It's not so bad anymore."

"I think I know how to make it better. Let's get you naked."

"Yes, ma'am!"

Sarah helped me strip off my clothes. She got undressed too. I couldn't resist reaching out to cup her swaying tits.

"Told you my hands were full," I joked.

Sarah rolled her eyes and helped me turn on my stomach. She straddled me, her weight on my knees so she wouldn't press down on my back.

"Lavender-infused massage oil," Sarah said. "A new product from G&G Rainbow Farms. Organic and edible."

Sarah uncorked the small bottle and dripped some oil onto her hands. The floral smell filled the trailer as she started rubbing it into my skin.

"I may not be a massage therapist like Ash, but I can take some of the tension away."

"That feels amazing," I told her as Sarah began slowly massaging my back.

Sarah's hands worked their magic. Strong and sure, they kneaded the knots from my muscles. The oil warmed my skin, the lavender scent filling my head. Every movement, every press and slide of her fingers, eased the soreness and smoothed out the tension. I could feel my muscles unknotting.

"How are you doing?"

"Fucking fantastic," I sighed. "Makes me feel like I could melt into a puddle."

"Good. That's the plan."

Her hands moved lower down my back, going over the curve of my spine and onto my ass. A different sort of tension sparked through me. It wasn't painful, but it was intense.

"Relax those cheeks," she said softly. "Let me work on them."

Her hands cupped and squeezed each cheek, working the oil into the muscles. It felt amazing. The pleasure was intense, almost overwhelming.

Then a finger, slick with oil, slid over my asshole.

I flinched. The sensation was so strange, so unexpected, that I almost bucked her off.

"Easy," she chuckled. "Does that feel good?"

"Weird. It feels... weird."

"Don't close yourself off to new pleasures, Cowboy. Life is full of surprises."

"I think I've had more new pleasures the last few weeks than most guys have in a lifetime," I said.

"Well, if you don't like it, we can try again later. Maybe you'll change your mind. It's a learning process."

"I don't know, Sarah," I said. "Don't think that's going to happen."

"I bet Glenda loves it. She'd put her tongue in your asshole and dig around in there."

"Jesus, Sarah!" I groaned, always surprised by how crude she could get when she wanted.

"What?" Sarah giggled. "Just telling you what I suspect. People want different things, right?"

"I know, I know."

"Tell me about your visit to G&G."

"You want the dirty details?"

"Not really. I'm more interested in what you talked about afterward."

"We had a good discussion. And we came to an understanding."

"Tell me."

I recounted my conversation with Glenda and Greg. How I told them, after Lightning Ridge, that I needed ground rules. Things I was comfortable with, things I wasn't.

"I'm proud of you," she said, her voice sincere. "That took guts."

"I'm learning," I told her. "I'm trying all this new shit. I'm figuring out what I like and what I don't like."

"That's all anyone can ask," Sarah replied. "Now turn over."

"Hell yeah. I thought you'd never ask."

I rolled onto my back and Sarah straddled me, her knees planted firmly on either side of my hips. She held the bottle of lavender oil above her chest, letting it drip onto her skin. The oil pooled in the cleft between her breasts, then dripped down her soft belly.

"Oh wow."

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" she asked, a playful grin on her lips.

"Fuck yeah," I replied, my eyes fixed on the sight of her naked body. "You're so goddamned hot, Sarah."

She laughed, a warm sound that filled the trailer. Sarah massaged the oil into her breasts, her hands moving in slow, circular motions.

"You want an oily titty massage?" she teased, shimmying her chest to let her big tits swing back and forth.

"Yes ma'am."

Sarah poured more oil on herself, letting it drip down over her breasts. Then, slowly and with a teasing smile, Sarah lowered herself onto me.

She rubbed her slippery body up and down over me, the oil making her skin slide easily over mine. Her tits slid across my chest, and her belly and pubic hair skated over my stiff cock.

"That feels so good," I sighed, my eyes closed.

I let myself sink into the pleasure Sarah was giving me. All the aches and pains seemed to vanish in the feeling of her warm, oily body rubbing against mine.

"Looks like you're feeling better," Sarah whispered, running a finger up and down my rigid cock.

"Much better," I sighed. "Hey Sarah?"

"Yes?"

"You did say that oil was edible, right?"

"For sure," she teased.

Sarah chuckled as she dribbled some oil over my dick, massaging it slowly, oiling me up. Her other hand cupped my balls, massaging them with warm oil.

"You're the best, Sarah Davis. You really are."

"I know."

Sarah smiled playfully and leaned down. Her hot mouth closed around my cock.

"Aw shit..." I groaned, the pleasure rushing through me.

Sarah's mouth and tongue worked me slowly. Her hand slid up and down my shaft in time with the bobbing of her head.

By now, Sarah knew just how I liked my cock sucked. The oil added a new sensation, making everything extra slippery and extra hot.

"Faster," I urged her, "You're getting me so close to-"

Just then, the trailer door burst open. We both froze, startled. It was Emma rushing into the trailer.

"Rye, are you okay-"

The words died in her mouth as she stopped short. Her eyes went wide at the sight before her.

I felt Sarah stiffen. An awkward silence filled the trailer. Emma stood in the doorway, her face red with embarrassment.

"I'm so sorry," Emma whispered, backing away. "I'll come back later."

"No!" I called to her. "You don't have to go anywhere, Emma. Stay."

Emma didn't move. Sarah looked from me to the blushing girl. A flush crept up Sarah's neck as she bit her lower lip.

"I'll get dressed," she said quietly. "You two can have some time together."

Sarah climbed off of me. She was about to get out of the sofa bed when I put a hand on her thigh, holding her back.

"You don't have to go either," I told Sarah. "Neither of you do."

Sarah and Emma exchanged embarrassed looks. I could feel the tension between them and knew I was the cause.

That meant I had to be the solution.

"Emma," I said softly, "come here. There's plenty of room."

Emma hesitated, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. Her eyes darted between Sarah and me.

"Really," I said. "Come sit with us."

Emma moved closer and perched on the edge of the sofa bed.

"I need to tell you both something," I said. "Something important."

The two women settled on the sofa bed beside me. I looked them over, trying to plan the words I wanted to say. Strangely enough, it was my time with Glenda that made me want to have this discussion with the two most important women in my life.

"Sarah, you changed my life," I began. "You saw past my awkward bullshit and showed me what it means to be a man. Not just the sex - though that's been amazing - but everything. The way you trusted me with Paul, the way you opened up about your past. You helped me grow up."

Sarah hugged me tight, her eyes wide.

"And Emma," I continued, turning to face her. "You trusted me with something precious. Your first time. You let me guide you, teach you about pleasure. Like Sarah did for me. You showed me what it means to be gentle, to take care of someone."

Emma leaned forward and kissed me softly.

"I can't choose between you," I said. "I won't. I want us to be together, all of us. Can we try that? Share what we have?"

Sarah touched my face.

"I would never treat you like property, Ryan. Not after what my ex did to me. If this is what you want, I'm willing."

"Jealousy is a spiritual cancer," Emma said quietly. "The remedy is freedom and love. That's what we believe at The Place."

"So we can try?" I asked. "The three of us?"

Sarah and Emma looked at each other, then back at me. They both nodded.

"Yes," they said together.

I pulled them both into my arms, Sarah on one side and Emma on the other. The two of them fit perfectly against me as if we were meant to be like this.

"This feels perfect," I sighed, touching their soft skin.

"Mmm, yes." Sarah smiled, stroking my cock. "But I can't leave you like this, all hard and aching. What are we going to do with him?"

Emma leaned forward, her eyes shining with curiosity and a hint of nervousness.

"Sarah? Can I... can I watch you? I want to see how you do it."

"Of course, sweetie. You can watch me take care of him. Ryan?"

"Yeah. I'd like that."

Sarah kissed me softly, her lips against mine, then moved lower, kissing my neck. She swirled her tongue in my belly button, then kissed her way back up, stopping at my chest.

Emma scooted down, her homemade dress rustling as she moved. She sat with her legs curled beneath her. Her eyes were fixed on Sarah.

"He likes to start slow, then build up."

Sarah smiled at Emma as she reached down and gently gripped my shaft. She stroked me slowly, her eyes fixed on Emma.

"This is so lovely," Emma whispered. "Being with both of you."

Sarah kissed the head of my cock, her hand sliding up and down. I felt her tongue dart out to taste me, lapping at the pre-cum leaking from the tip. She moaned softly, her lips glistening with my precum, then took me in.

"God, I love the feel of your mouth," I sighed, stroking her hair.

Sarah sucked me slowly, her tongue swirling around my cockhead. She took her time, teasing me with her lips and tongue, savoring the taste.

I threaded my fingers through her soft hair, feeling the soft strands slip between my fingers. The smell of lavender mixed with the musky fragrance of her pussy.

Emma pulled off her dress and pressed her body against me, her bare skin getting slick with oil. One of her hands reached out to stroke Sarah's hair, gently caressing her.

"You're so beautiful," Emma whispered to Sarah. "I've always thought so. And I love watching you like this."

Sarah pulled off my cock with a pop, smiling up at Emma.

"You're beautiful too, sweetie."

Emma blushed and leaned down to kiss me. I ran my hands over her soft skin, taking in the feel of her slim curves against mine.

Sarah continued to lovingly suck my dick, her mouth warm and wet. She bobbed her head, her tongue and lips keeping my cock slick and warm with her saliva.

Her eyes watched Emma as she worked my shaft. Emma kissed me slowly, passionately, her breath coming in quick pants.

"Oh fuck," I groaned softly, feeling the pleasure intensify. "So good."

Sarah moaned in agreement and quickened her pace. I could feel that familiar pleasure coiling in my balls. I thrust my hips gently, unable to stop myself, urging Sarah on.

"I'm close."

"Mm-hm," Sarah urged me, her hand kneading my oily balls.

Kissing Emma while Sarah expertly gave me head was pure bliss. I came, my cum spurting into Sarah's mouth. She groaned, taking me deep as I pulsed and twitched, emptying myself inside her.

Sarah smiled as she took my load, a tiny thread of cum connecting her lips to my slick cock. She gestured for Emma to come closer.

Emma's eyes went wide, but she didn't hesitate. She leaned forward and kissed Sarah softly.

I watched, hypnotized, as Sarah dribbled my cum into Emma's open mouth. They kissed slowly, sharing my sperm, their lips and tongues caressing.

Emma closed her eyes, swallowing my load, then kissed Sarah one more time.

They broke apart, their eyes still closed, as if savoring the taste. Opening their eyes, they looked at each other as if seeing something new.

I couldn't help but smile. This was perfect. No need to push things further. Tonight was about connection, about all of us coming together.

We lay together in a warm and oily tangle, the light from the window casting a soft glow over our skin.

I kissed Emma and then I kissed Sarah. We held each other tightly as the day slowly turned into night.


Chapter 8



“You know what I want.”

"Holy shit, this is amazing!"

Ash clapped my shoulder hard, her enthusiasm showing in her wide smile.

"Me and Sarah have been working on it for a few days," I said. "It came out well."

The two of us were standing at the back of the barn. I was showing Ash the galvanized steel water tank I had buried halfway in the ground. Sarah and I had built a wooden bench that spanned the tank. We'd installed a metal handrail in the middle of the bench.

"Have you tried it?" Ash asked.

"I have. Right after I filled it yesterday. Water was cold as hell, but should be warm by now. It only came up to my mid-chest, but Paul is shorter than me. Tank is 5 feet deep and he's 5'11" so he should be good."

"Well, this is the perfect spot for a little hydrotherapy," Ash said, squinting up into the cloudless sky. "I'm gonna take some pictures for Fran. She's going to love this. Part of our program focuses on Local Resilience and the adaptations possible in rural spaces."

Ash took out her phone and began photographing the water tank and bench. The afternoon sun was just beginning to creep over the barn's roof. In the shade, it was eighty-six degrees. Once the sunlight hit, it would get even hotter.

"You bring your bathing suit?" I asked.

"Got it on underneath my clothes."

"Damn. I was hoping I'd get to watch you change."

"Fucking perv," Ash laughed.

"You love it. Fran too."

"Sure. But you're still a fucking perv."

"Guilty, I guess."

Ash set her phone down on the grass by her purse. She looked me over, her head cocked to one side.

"I heard you were really brave," Ash said. "Paul told me you fought off like six townies."

"Not even close," I chuckled. "It was just three assholes and they were drunk. I got two of them before getting punched in the back of the head by the third. He laid into me pretty good after that."

"But you did take on three guys?"

"Yeah."

"Fuck dude. You have no idea how wet that makes me."

"Good thing you're wearing your swimsuit, then."

"For sure," Ash teased, imitating my voice.

She slapped my ass. I tried to slap hers, but she ran off giggling. I chased her around the tank, the two of us laughing and swearing at each other.

"Hey, you damned kids!" Paul shouted. "You two playing grab-ass in my barn? The nerve of you!"

Paul was being pushed in his wheelchair by Sarah. He was wearing swimming trunks and a T-shirt.

"Ash was just getting ready for a swim," I said. "Weren't you, Ash?"

"Hydrotherapy is not a swim," Ash said. "It's serious business. Which is why this water tank idea is so fantastic."

"Ryan came up with the idea," Sarah said. "He gets all the credit."

"You helped me dig and set the water tank," I reminded her. "And build the bench. Couldn't have done it without you."

"Hey, I told you how to level the tank," Paul protested. "And how to add the support struts to the bench."

"That's true," I laughed. "Guess it was a complete team effort."

"I was just telling Ryan that this is a great example of resilience in rural communities," Ash said. "Fran has been pushing the idea for local, non-institutional approaches to healthcare."

"Resilience?" Paul joked. "Sure. As long as I don't drown in it."

"I'll make sure that doesn't happen," Ash said, patting Paul's shoulder.

Ash stripped off her clothes, revealing the bathing suit beneath. It was a modest one-piece. Since Ash was working with a client, her professionalism was still in effect.

Ash sat on the wooden bench. It spanned one side of the tank and extended about two feet past the tank. It would serve as a transfer bench for Paul to get from his wheelchair into the tank.

Ash swung her long legs over the side and slipped into the water.

"How is it?" I asked.

"Cool, not cold at all. The weather warmed it a lot."

"It will work the rest of this summer," I said. "But it won't be practical when it gets cold. And I'll have to drain it during the winter."

"Doesn't have to be perfect," Ash said. "It just has to work for now."

"We can improve it next year," Sarah said. "I already have some ideas."

Sarah laid a towel on the bench. She wheeled Paul parallel to the bench and set the brakes on his wheelchair. I went to help Paul, but Sarah shooed me away.

"I got this," she told me.

Sarah positioned herself next to her brother and offered him her arm. Paul took it and slowly rose to his feet.

I'd never seen him standing before. I thought of those nature videos where a baby deer first stands up. Paul kind of looked like that, wobbly and unsteady.

But Paul also looked determined. He held on to Sarah's arm as he pivoted and sat down on the bench. He kicked off his flip-flops and took off his shirt.

Gripping the metal rail I'd bolted into the bench, Paul slowly swung his legs into the tank.

"Just ease down," Ash told him, holding her arms out. "Use me as your support."

Paul put a hand on one of Ash's shoulders, the other gripping the railing. He slowly slid off the bench into the water. Once he got his feet under him, Ash helped him turn so he could face the bench and hang onto it for support.

"Water's not bad!" Paul told me and Sarah.

"You look great!" Sarah said.

"Try letting go of the bench," Ash told him.

Jack hesitantly released his grip on the bench. He swayed for a moment but stayed upright. A big smile spread across his face.

"Standing on my own again," he said, shaking his head.

"Water providing that wicked buoyancy," Ash said. "That's why hydrotherapy is so fricken amazing. Now let's run you through some balance exercises before we get to the strenuous stuff. We're working you hard today, Mr. Davis."

"You gonna crack a whip while we're at it?" Paul teased.

"You'll have to pay extra for that shit," Ash said, making Paul bellow with laughter.

Sarah got out her phone and began recording.

"Explain what you're doing," she told Ash. "I want to do this with Paul when you're not here."

I watched the three of them working together, having a great time with Paul's therapy. It was a simple thing, nothing fancy, but I was really proud to have been a part of it.

This is the kind of thing you come to appreciate out here in the Okanagan highlands. Friends and family helping each other out.

"That looks wonderful."

Emma came up beside me and slipped her hand in mine. Her other hand clutched a bottle of creamy raw honey.

"I brought this for Mr. Davis," she explained. "A honey massage after his exercise will promote healing and recovery. Honey is a humectant and nourishes the muscles. We will apply it to his spinal area where the damage was done. Combined with heat therapy, honey warms the flow of qi and can unlock blocked energies."

"That sounds amazing," I told her. "I'm sure Sarah would love to learn from you."

"Sarah is very open-minded," Emma agreed. "She's a lovely partner for you."

"For us."

"Yes," Emma said, snuggling closer. "For us."

I squeezed her hand. Emma looked up at me, those clear green eyes bright in the afternoon sunlight.

"How are things at The Place?" I asked her.

"My parents and I have talked and meditated. We're in a harmonious space now."

"That's good to hear."

"May I leave my toothbrush at your trailer, Rye?" Emma asked shyly. "And a few other things?"

"You can leave whatever you like," I assured her.

The two of us watched as Ash put Paul through various exercises. Sarah recorded them all, listening to Ash's explanations of what she was doing and how it would benefit Paul.

"You jerk!" Sarah laughed as Paul splashed her with water.

"If you're going to help me, you better get used to it, sis!"

After forty minutes, Paul was exhausted. I helped him get back on the bench. The buoyancy of the water made it easy for me, but I knew Sarah might struggle on her own.

"Just make sure to come get me when you want to do this," I told her and Paul. "I'll make sure Paul can transfer out of the water."

"We will," Paul said gratefully, clapping my shoulder. "You're a reliable man, Ryan."

I gave him a respectful nod, trying to hide the happiness rising in me at Paul's words. Calling me reliable was high praise from a guy like him. I felt good to have earned his respect, especially since he knew about my relationship with his sister.

Sarah had confirmed it the other night. We were lying in bed when I saw she had left another hickey on my neck.

"Don't worry about it," she'd told me. "Paul knows about us. He's known for a long time now. Guess we're not as sneaky as we thought."

Still, it was a weird situation to be in. Paul could have made things awkward, but he just kept on acting the same with me as before.

Sarah didn't bother to hide things like kissing me or groping my ass in front of him anymore. Paul didn't seem to mind. It was a relief.

Emma had also embraced our relationship openly, if a little unsteadily. She'd been desperate for a lover but hadn't truly known what that meant. The first night she stayed in my trailer, she lay awake all night staring at the ceiling.

"I've never been away from my parents before," she told me. "It's scary and freeing at the same time."

I knew how Emma felt. Me and Emma and Sarah were all adjusting to our new situation. There were no rules or guidelines for what the three of us were doing. We were just making it up as we went along.

Like Emma said, it was scary and freeing at the same time.

"I brought this honey," Emma said, holding out the jar to Sarah. "It's fresh from our hives."

"It looks delicious," Paul said.

"It is. It's also wonderful for massage. It boosts circulation and promotes healing. I thought I could show Sarah how to do a warm honey massage on your back, Mr. Davis. Would you be agreeable to that?"

"Sure," Paul said. "Anything that promotes healing, I'm for."

"Sarah?"

The two smiled at each other. They were still somewhat shy around each other, but their comfort was growing.

My mind returned to the kiss they shared that first night the three of us spent in the trailer. With me as their shared bond, the two were growing closer.

"I'd love to learn how to do a warm honey massage," Sarah said.

"It's different from a regular massage. Because the honey is sticky, not slippery. A honey massage is more like cupping."

"Cupping?" Paul asked.

"It's a technique from ancient Egypt and China. I can tell you about it inside."

"Ash?" Sarah called. "You're a massage therapist. Would you like to come?"

"I'll pass for now," Ash said. "I'd like to get a few more shots of this setup and make a few notes."

"Okay, we'll be inside when you're done. I've made some tabouli salad and falafel."

"Oh, nice!" Ash said. "Save some for me."

Sarah pushed Paul back to the house, Emma walking beside them. It made me happy to see my two lovers chatting and laughing together so naturally despite the difference in age and background.

"The way those two look at you," Ash marveled. "It's damned sappy at times."

"Sappy is good."

"I bet it is."

Ash stood next to me as she toweled off her athletic body. Casually, she stripped off her bathing suit and patted down her exposed skin. I'd seen her naked several times now, but it was still a welcome sight.

"You know, Fran is still pissed she lost our little game back at the lake."

"I wasn't playing favorites," I shrugged. "You both worked me real good."

"That's fair. Still... it was me that made you nut."

"True."

"You think I'm hot, right?"

"I mean, any guy would think so."

"Wrong!" Ash giggled. "A lot of guys hate that I'm tall and fit. They're intimidated by me."

"Maybe, but I'm not that kind of guy."

"Because you're so big and muscular?"

"Because I'm not a chickenshit."

"There's that big dick energy!" Ash laughed. "Fran finds you insanely attractive, you know?"

"I understand."

"I told her you didn't even know what a Ruger Super Redhawk was."

"I still don't know what that is."

"My gun you shot, dummy!"

"Oh yeah. I shot your gun. And you fired mine."

"Corny bitch," Ash laughed, slapping my shoulder.

This time, I didn't hesitate. I immediately smacked her rump, enjoying the flat crack as my palm clapped her muscular ass cheeks.

"You goddamn prick!" Ash shouted. "I'll beat your ass harder than those townies!"

She threw herself at me, trying to wrap me in a headlock. I laughingly held her off, controlling her wrists. She was strong as hell, but I was stronger.

Suddenly, Ash pulled close to me, her face almost level with mine. Her naked body pressed against my chest.

"Enough already," she whispered. "I suck at all this flirty-kissy bullshit. Just fuck me already."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I know you've wanted to ever since you saw me."

"Damn girl. You think pretty highly of yourself."

"You're one to talk... Cowboy. Screwing Sarah, who's almost old enough to be your mother. And sweet innocent Emma, too? You're a real fuckboy, aren't you?"

"Isn't that what you want?" I teased. "A real fuckboy?"

"You know what I want."

She leaned in to kiss me, but I pulled back. I was having too much fun teasing Ash. She was feisty.

"When was the last time you were with a man?" I asked.

"Seven years ago."

"Damn. And Fran is okay with this?"

"Fran would jump you herself if she were here. Yeah, she's okay with this."

"Nice."

I leaned in to kiss those full lips. This time it was Ash who pulled back.

"What about Sarah and Emma? They okay with this?"

"Yeah," I said. "We have a special bond, the three of us."

Ash shook her head, squinting at me. I could feel her hand rubbing my cock through my pants.

"Quite a little harem you've got going, Ryan."

"My farm girl harem," I agreed. "You want to join? Just have to pass an audition. If you do good, I might let you in."

"You smug fucking bastard."

Ash grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me into a fierce kiss. Our tongues clashed, her lips soft and demanding. I broke away just long enough to rip off my shirt, kicking off my boots and jeans in a hurry.

Ash looked over my naked body admiringly, her gaze lingering on my cock.

"Damn, Ryan. You're half-hard already."

"You're the one who made me that way."

"I'm flattered. That's good to know."

I stepped closer, our bodies pressing together. She gripped my dick. Her hand felt incredible, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Our kiss deepened, tongues exploring, breaths mingling. I could taste the faint traces of her lip balm, something sweet and fruity.

When I was rock hard, I spun her around, positioning her hands on the edge of the water tank. She gripped it tightly, fists clenched.

I took a moment to admire Ash's muscular ass, running my hands over her smooth, tanned skin. Then I guided my cock to her entrance, feeling her heat even before I pushed inside.

"Fuck," she gasped as I filled her.

Seven years was a long time to go without getting fucked by a man. Ash was tight and I had to force my way inside her. I gripped her ass, my fingers digging into her firm flesh as I bottomed out in her pussy.

"Damn that feels good," Ash moaned. "Dick is so much better than a strap-on. Especially a dick like yours."

"Hell yeah."

I pulled out then back in, thrusting into her with a steady rhythm. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the air, along with our ragged breaths and soft moans.

"God, you're so tight," I grunted, my pace getting faster. "You really needed this cock, Ash. Tell me you needed it."

"I need it, right there," she panted. "Don't stop, Ryan. Fuck, don't stop."

Her body tensed and she cried out, her voice echoing around us. I slowed down, letting her ride out her orgasm. Then I pulled out, turning her around to face me.

I hooked one of her legs over my arm, opening her pussy up for me. Our eyes locked as I slid back into her. There was something crazy intense about this position, our faces inches apart, our breaths hot on our necks. I could see every fleck of gold in her brown eyes, every bead of sweat on her brow.

"Kiss me," she demanded.

I leaned in, our lips meeting in a hard kiss. I fucked her like that, our bodies pressed together, our eyes locked, pounding her until I felt my orgasm building.

"Close," I grunted, my thrusts becoming deeper and faster.

"Cum inside me," she whispered hoarsely. "I've never taken a load before. I want to feel it inside me."

Being the first man to cum in Ash's pussy? That sent me over the edge.

I groaned, my body shuddering as I released into her. Her eyes widened as my hot cum flooded her pussy, spilling out and running down her thighs.

We stayed like that for a moment, our foreheads pressed together, our breaths coming in gasps.

"That was..." I started, but she cut me off with a laugh.

"Fucking amazing?" she suggested, a grin spreading across her face.

"Yeah," I agreed, laughing with her.

"We should go in," she said, her voice softening. "Sarah made tabouli and falafel."

"I don't know what that is," I admitted.

Ash laughed, kissing me again.

"It's delicious, Cowboy. Just like you."


Chapter 9



“I have some news.”

Imelda's house was in a gated community on the northern side of Bellstone Lake. I had to get buzzed in just to drive through the locked gates.

Once inside, I drove past rows of big-ass houses with fancy cars parked in the driveways. In my battered truck, I stood out like a sore thumb.

An older man must have thought so too. He waved me down and approached my window.

"Te he estado esperando. Necesitamos destruir un nido de avispas. Puedes cortar el césped después."

I didn't speak Spanish and I could tell this guy didn't really either. It sounded like he looked up the words online and memorized them.

"I don't speak Spanish, sir."

"¿No trabajas para Miguel?"

"I don't speak Spanish," I repeated.

It took a moment for this to register for him.

"I have a wasp nest that needs removing," he said.

"I hope someone can help you with that," I said. "Good luck."

He watched me drive away, his face still confused. He seemed like a nice old guy. I didn't blame him for thinking I was hired help, but it still stung a little bit.

I recognized Imelda's house immediately. Her Mercedes SUV was parked outside. I pulled in behind it and shut off my engine.

I sat for a while, just listening to the tick of the engine cooling. Over the summer, this old truck had become my best buddy.

"My stepfather took good care of you," I said, patting the steering wheel. "I'll give him credit for that."

Imelda answered the door before I even rang the bell. She was wearing a silk bathrobe that showed more than it hid. I could feel the blood rush to my dick just looking at her.

"Ryan. Come in."

I followed Imelda into her fancy house. The place was decorated with expensive furnishings, but I barely saw them. As usual, my eyes were fixed on Imelda's amazing ass.

Imelda knew I was eyeing her up. She purposefully walked like a runway model, making her hips sway with each step.

I couldn't wait to get that robe off of her and enjoy the body beneath. That would have to wait for a little while, though.

"Have a seat, Ryan."

Imelda sat down on a plush leather sofa. I joined her. Two bottles of water and a laptop were set on the coffee table nearby.

"So the first thing you should know is that I have closed on the apple and cherry orchards by the Davis farmstead. I made it official this morning."

"That's terrific! Paul and Sarah will be so excited to hear the news. Have you told them yet?"

"I was hoping you would let them know. I plan to grant them harvest rights for a dollar a year. That way they get to farm again and I get a massive tax break. If they get a cow or two, the tax break gets even larger. We both win."

I imagined the look on Sarah's face when I told her that she'd soon be collecting the fruit from her childhood orchards. Paul would have a farm to manage. With some adaptations, he could even be driving his tractor again.

They are going to freak the fuck out!

"I'd love to tell them the news," I said. "As soon as I get back there. Their lives... it's going to be fantastic."

"Excellent. I also am ready to make you an official employee of mine. I have some paperwork and a new phone for you. You'll start walking the property tomorrow. It will establish my legal intent for commercial possession."

"Looking forward to it."

I glanced around the sofa for the paperwork and phone, but there was nothing there. Imelda was studying me with an intense look on her beautiful face.

"What's up?" I asked her. "Everything okay?"

She nodded, tapping her lips with her finger.

"Could we go over the day your stepfather kicked you out of the house?" Imelda asked. "I'm really curious."

"Uh... sure? What do you want to know?"

"I just want to get the events of that day established."

"Okay."

"So, it was your 18th birthday. You come home and find a brand new, expensive truck parked in your driveway."

"A Ford F-150 Raptor. It had a super nice gray pearlescent paint job."

"How much does something like that cost?"

"I have no clue."

"Well, I do." Imelda opened the laptop and tapped the keyboard. "About $100k. With the pearlescent gray paint job."

"Okay. Uh, what are you getting at?"

"Just humor me, Ryan. What did your stepfather do for a living?"

"He worked as a machinist for an aircraft parts supplier."

"Do you know how much he made?"

"No clue."

"Probably not enough to afford a $100k truck though, right?"

"I mean... maybe with financing?"

"Maybe. Let's move on. What were his exact words to you on your birthday?"

"I have fulfilled my obligations to you."

"And then he gave you his old truck plus $500?"

"Yeah."

"For a total value of around $5,000?"

"I guess so."

"And one last thing. As you were moving out, your stepfather was moving his girlfriend in. A girlfriend who was already pregnant?"

"Her name is Yvette. She's two years older than me. We went to the same high school. What's she got to do with this?"

"A great deal, actually."

"Please tell me."

Imelda took a deep breath. She sipped from her water bottle and tapped a few keys on her laptop. I could tell she was preparing to tell me something important.

I was worried it might be terrible news, but all I could do was wait for her to tell me.

"So, our conversation a week ago got me thinking," Imelda began. "When you mentioned the weird line about fulfilling his obligation toward you, I got curious about what your stepfather was up to."

"I think he was just being a weird asshole. You know, the usual."

"A weird asshole who uses precise language like that?" Imelda shook her head. "No, Ryan. That doesn't make sense. And when you told me about the expensive truck and his gift to you worth $5000? Those numbers also caught my attention. So after you gave me your Social Security number, I contacted a friend to do some checking."

"Checking on what?"

"On your stepfather. To see what he was up to. My friend came back to me yesterday with her findings."

"Okay. And?"

"Ryan... your stepfather has been trying to cheat you out of a million-dollar trust fund."

I nodded and smiled at Imelda, waiting for the punchline. This was obviously a joke. But Imelda only looked back at me, her face full of concern.

It took me a few moments to realize that no punchline was coming.

"Say that again?" I asked.

"When your mother passed, the hospital was found to have been negligent," Imelda explained. "As part of the settlement, they created a trust fund for you in the amount of one million dollars. The first monthly payment was set to begin on your 18th birthday."

"Negligent? Settlement? I never heard of any of this."

"Your stepfather did an excellent job of hiding it from you. Dealing with the sudden loss of your mother must have been overwhelming at the time"

"It was," I said. "I didn't know about any settlement."

"As your stepfather wanted," Imelda said. "He was appointed your legal guardian. Which is why he let you stay at his house after your mother passed. He could not access the trust fund until you turned eighteen. Once you did, your stepfather was legally obligated to provide you with the first monthly disbursement."

"What does disbursement mean?"

"In this case, it means you get $5,000 per month. For life."

"Holy shit," I muttered. "For real?"

"For real," Imelda grinned.

"But I didn't get that first $5,000."

"You did... kind of. There's a part of the agreement where your guardian can provide you with $5,000 in services or goods in lieu of the payment. It's a tax advantage and also helps people who might be severely disabled. You are none of those things. Your stepfather is a clever man, however. He used that loophole to give you the $5,000 equivalent."

"His truck and $500? Damn."

"Once that initial payment was confirmed, your stepfather was granted full access to your trust fund. He immediately withdrew the maximum amount allowed per year. 10%, which is $100,000."

"The price of his Ford Raptor?"

"Precisely."

"That piece of shit," I marveled, stunned by my stepfather's thievery. "But what about Yvette? What does she have to do with this?"

"Your former classmate had to be kept out of an official relationship with your stepfather. It has to do with some terms of his guardianship. Once you turned 18, he no longer had to hide his relationship with her."

"Bastard. So what did he mean when he said, 'I have fulfilled my obligations to you.'"

"Your stepfather was sneaky, but he was no lawyer," Imelda laughed. "He was being overly literal about a part of the trust fund called 'obligation of care.' Once you turned 18, he needed to declare his obligation to be fulfilled. The way he did it was just hilariously inept."

I leaned back on the sofa, staring up at the ceiling. This moment didn't feel real. It was like some kind of prank.

Imelda's hand covered mine, her grip warm and strong.

"So what's next?" I asked her.

"What's next is my friend contacts your stepfather and gives him a chance to make things right. If not, your stepfather goes to jail."

"And I get the money? One million?"

"Well, more like $1.2 million. It was $1.3 million with the accrued dividends, but your stepfather took out $100k."

I ran a shaky hand through my hair, trying to get a grip on everything Imelda had told me. I remembered my mother the last time I saw her. My heart ached. This money was her last gift to me. And my stepfather had tried to steal it.

Emotions and thoughts and memories all churned up in my head. I closed my eyes and tried to get some control.

"How are you doing?" Imelda asked.

"I'm all mixed up," I sighed. "All this..."

Imelda patted my thigh, her hand lingering near my crotch.

"You need to clear your head," she whispered. "I can help you with that."

Imelda opened my pants and pulled out my cock. I sighed and stroked her thick black hair as she sucked on my dick. She was such a skilled cocksucker. Within minutes, I was rock hard.

"You're right, Imelda. This is just what I needed."

Imelda smiled and lovingly kissed my glistening cockhead. She shrugged off her bathrobe, showing me that toned body.

Imelda kissed me as she swung her leg over to straddle me. I gently stopped her.

"Face the other way," I told her. "I need to see that ass while I'm fucking you."

"You love it that much?" she teased.

"You know I do."

Imelda kissed me again, then turned and gave me her back. I spread my legs and she wedged herself between them. Taking my cock, she guided me into her wet entrance.

"I've been waiting for this a long time," Imelda groaned as she sank down on my cock.

"You feel amazing," I said, running my hands over her hard ass cheeks. "The view is perfect. Ride that fucking dick, Imelda."

The Latina beauty began bouncing and grinding on my cock, working me deeper and deeper into her pussy. I kneaded her cheeks, reddening her olive skin with sharp smacks that made her whimper with pleasure.

Imelda had been right. All my confused thoughts had melted away. I let the pleasure wash over me as Imelda rode my cock to her orgasm and then my own.

I pulled out of her pussy and shot thick ropes of cum over that perfect ass, glazing her cheeks with my hot sperm. I watched in a daze as globs of cum dribbled down the back of Imelda's thighs.

"Clear head?" she asked me.

"Hell yeah."

An hour later, I pulled up to my trailer. My mind was clear and my balls were drained. A sense of calm and happiness filled me.

My happiness rose even more when I saw Sarah sitting at the edge of the pond. She had her feet in the water. I felt warmth fill my chest when I saw she was wearing the same sundress as the day we first met.

I left my truck and went to join her. I sat beside Sarah, putting my arm around her waist as I slipped my feet into the water. Our feet brushed together, toes nudging.

"Hey," I said softly.

"Hey yourself. Where have you been?"

"Talking with Imelda. She had some news for me. For you as well."

"I have some news, too."

Something in the way Sarah said that made me pause. Despite me sitting beside her, holding her close, Sarah had not looked me in the eye yet.

"Is it good news or bad news?" I asked carefully.

"Depends."

"On what?"

"On how you feel about it."

"Tell me and I'll let you know," I said playfully, kissing her cheek.

Sarah took in a deep breath. She still wouldn't look me in the eye.

"Remember what I told you about my marriage?" she began. "That there was a lot of tension between us because I couldn't get pregnant?"

"I remember. Your ex-husband was a real asshole to hold that against you."

"Yes. He was an asshole. He was also the problem. Him and him alone."

"What do you mean?"

"We couldn't get pregnant because of him," Sarah said. "Not me, him. He was shooting blanks the whole time. And blaming me when nothing happened."

"How do you know?" I asked.

"Because I'm pregnant," she said quietly.

For the second time that day, I was speechless. I stared at Sarah, trying to absorb what she was telling me.

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure."

Sarah finally turned to look at me. Her eyes glistened in the sunlight. There was fear in her eyes, but there was also determination.

"So... is this good news or bad news?" she whispered.

I took her hand and held it to my lips.

"I'm going to be a father," I said. "How could it be anything but good news? No. The best news!"

"Really?" Sarah asked, her lips trembling.

"For sure."

Relief flooded through Sarah's face. I pulled her into a kiss, then held her tight. We stayed like that for a long time, not saying anything, just being together.

Finally, Sarah kissed my cheek the way she always did and rested her head against my chest.

"So what was the news you had for me?" she asked.

"It can wait," I said, stroking her golden hair. "There's no rush. We have all the time in the world."

"Okay, Cowboy."

We stayed where we were, clinging to each other in the fading summer heat. Sunlight filtered through the trees, dappling us in shadow and light.


Epilogue



6 months later

"Holy shit!" Fran moaned. "Oh my fucking god!"

I'd heard that good things came in small packages. Fran was one of those good things.

The tiny Asian girl clung to my neck, her legs hooked over my arms as I carried her around the trailer, driving my cock deep into her wet pussy with each step.

For such a small girl, Fran could take almost the full length of my dick. I had no idea how she was doing it, but it felt amazing to be buried inside such a small pussy.

"Hnng!" she grunted, her fingers digging into me as she crashed through another orgasm.

I kept steadily bouncing her on my cock, sweat pouring down my whole body as I carried her weight in my arms.

She held on to me like a panda clutching a tree, her tiny body shaking violently as she climaxed on my cock again and again.

It had taken longer than I thought to finally get with Fran, but the wait had been worth it.

"Can't take anymore," she gasped, her eyes rolling. "Oh god, it's too much! Finish, Ryan, please finish. It's too much!"

Her wish was my command. Resting her up against a wall of the trailer for leverage, I jack-hammered her hard and fast, my cock pile-driving in and out of her dripping pussy as she thrashed against me.

With a last thrust, I buried myself inside her, groaning like an animal as I filled her pussy with my load. Fran held onto me, sobbing with her release as she licked the sweat from my neck.

Emptied, I let Fran down. She stood on wobbly legs, still gripping my arms.

"Was that what you wanted?" I asked her.

"More than," she laughed, her voice strained from crying out so much. "Big dick, big muscles, big load. A very satisfying combination."

"So what took you so long to come find me?" I asked, rubbing my hand over her sweaty breasts, enjoying her dark nipples so slippery and hard against my palm.

"I was just edging myself," she teased. "Plus I saw how big you were when erect. That's not something a girl my size can ignore. I'm going to be walking funny for the rest of the day."

"Maybe Ash can give you a massage. She's given me plenty, especially after sex. It's like heaven, for real."

"I know," Fran said, kissing my cheek. "I'm her girlfriend, remember?"

Fran grabbed a towel and began wiping herself down. I watched, enjoying the sight of her toweling off. Fran saw me staring and smirked.

"I'm not going to," she said. "Just so we're clear."

"Hm? Not going to what?"

"Join your little harem," she laughed. "King Ryan and his wanton women out on the Okanagan highlands. Like a damned romance novel."

"Would that be so bad?" I asked, running my hand over her ass. "We always got room for more."

"Ash enjoys it, but I'll take a pass. I'm not the harem type."

"You're saying that as my cum is literally dripping out of your pussy."

Fran slapped my arm as I laughed aloud. She turned and bent over, giving me a show as she wiped my cum off her thighs.

"I'll just be an associate harem member," she said. "An occasional visitor to King Ryan's wanton women."

"Sounds good to me."

Fran tugged her dress on and put on her sandals.

"And just so you know, I'm on birth control. No breeding for me, thank you very much."

"Don't knock it up until you try it?"

Fran rolled her eyes. She gently patted my cock a final time and kissed my chest.

"Anyway, thanks for the dick," she said. "Hope you didn't throw your back out carrying me around like that."

"You're tiny. It was easy."

"Show off. See you at the party."

Fran headed out the door. I sat back on the bed, letting the fresh air flowing through the window cool my sweaty body.

Fran knocked at the window.

"By the way, where's that fancy truck you were driving?" Fran asked.

"I sold it," I told her. "I'm using the money to start building an addition to the farmhouse. Besides, that Raptor wasn't my style. I like my old truck better."

"Good choice," Fran said. "Eighteen years old is too young to be driving a vehicle like that. It was ridiculous. You can't even buy yourself a beer!"

"I don't like alcohol so whatever. Anyway, you are the one walking around with this eighteen-year-old's cum in your pussy."

"Fair point."

Fran left, heading for the Davis farmstead. I shook my head at the way she always teased me. Her and Ash acted like they were my older sisters.

Sex with Ash was pure pleasure with zero emotional hang-ups. I was glad Fran had finally hooked up with me. I was looking forward to seeing more of her.

Fran and Ash at the same time? That is definitely going to happen.

With thoughts of the two girls in my mind, I took a quick shower to rinse off the sweat and cum and pussy juices. I put on a fresh dress shirt and jeans.

Today was a special day. I wanted to look my best.

I stepped out of the trailer and went to stand by the pond. The air was crisp with a hint of the approaching summer. I checked the time on my phone. 2 o'clock.

Across the pond, I saw Emma come around the hill. She looked so small among the tall trees, her golden hair shimmering in the afternoon sunlight.

Just like the first time I saw her, Emma seemed like some kind of fairy tale maiden. Sometimes, it was hard to believe a girl like her was real.

Emma smiled and held my gaze as she drew near. She was wearing a simple linen dress that she had sewn herself.

I loved that dress. Me and Emma had spent many nights in the trailer together, cutting fabric and pinning patterns.

All winter with no Internet or other electronic distractions, the two of us had focused on each other. I'd come to know her more closely than anyone besides my mother.

Emma was such a creative person with so many interests she wanted to share. She'd even tried to show me how to knit, but I just didn't have the patience for it.

"Hello, Rye."

Emma sank into my arms. I held her close, enjoying the familiar warmth of her body against mine.

"How are you feeling?" I asked.

"Better. Thank you for asking."

"Nausea?"

"Still a trace. Windhawke brewed me very soothing peppermint tea."

"I'll learn the recipe," I told her. "You'll have all the peppermint tea you need."

"Thank you. Mother told me a funny thing before I left today. She said if I dream of chili peppers or bears, it means our child will be a boy. Plums or snakes mean it is a girl. These dreams are called taemong. She learned it from a Korean shaman in Hawaii."

"Have you dreamed of any of that stuff?"

"Not at all," Emma giggled.

I laughed with her, picturing Kailani being all serious as she talked about stuff from a Korean shaman.

The tension between her and Emma had eased a lot over the last few months. Kailani was finally accepting that Emma could care for herself and make her own decisions.

"I did dream of Sarah's apple pie," Emma said. "With vanilla ice cream and candy sprinkles."

"Her pie is crazy good," I said. "It's only human to dream about it. Especially when you're pregnant."

I rubbed Emma's flat belly. She covered my hand with hers.

"Rye?"

"Yeah?"

"Plus que hier, moins que demain. I love you more than yesterday, but less than tomorrow."

I kissed Emma's forehead and looked into her green eyes.

"I love you too."

It had taken me a long time before I could say it back to Emma. It was hard at first, but now it felt natural.

We held hands as we walked across the fields to the Davis farmstead. Birds chirped in the trees and the sounds of insects filled the air. Life was returning to the Okanagan highlands after a harsh winter.

"Wait," I said quietly.

I stopped on a shallow rise in the middle of the field. I pulled Emma close as I took in the scene before us.

The Davis farmstead was decked out for a party. Strings of colorful ribbon were hung between the big fir tree and the house. Two pop-up canopies were set up beneath the ribbons.

A grill smoked beneath one canopy, the mouth-watering smell of grilled meat reaching us across the distance. The mobile bar from G&G Rainbow Farms was set up beneath the other canopy, surrounded by tables and folding chairs. A heap of colorful presents was stacked on the porch.

It was a pretty sight. But it was the people gathered there that made my heart throb in my chest.

Manning the grill were Greg and Glenda. Over the winter, we'd found our rhythm with each other. It took time and conversation to eventually arrive at our relationship. Now we were in a good place. They respected my boundaries and I was the bull they had always dreamed of.

I still didn't know how Glenda could handle so much rough anal sex. A few days ago, I'd taken her on her bed while Greg watched from the closet. The sex was hot as always, but the way Greg and Glenda connected afterward was weirdly wholesome. I lingered for a little longer than usual, just watching the way this married couple bonded with each other after I was done with her.

I'd never truly understand how they could want this, but I couldn't deny how much it brought them together. Like Sarah had told me, People want different things.

If Greg and Glenda were happy, who was I to judge? I for sure wasn't going to turn down all that anal sex. We had a good thing going.

Chatting with Greg and Glenda was Imelda. She'd cut her hair short over the winter. I liked the way it framed her face, making her look like a Latina movie star from the 1950s or something.

Since we'd started regularly fucking, Imelda had been transformed. A lot of the worry about her aging had faded. Having a guy young enough to be her son getting so aroused by the sight of her was all the reassurance she needed.

As Imelda told me before, all the compliments in the world meant nothing compared to a hard cock. My lust for her was real and she loved it. It made her feel young and vital and beautiful.

Imelda had proven to be an extraordinary woman. After changing my life by investigating my stepfather and getting my money, Imelda had changed the life of Paul and Sarah. For the first time in years, the apples and cherries of the orchards would not be allowed to rot on the ground.

The Davis farmstead was a working farm once again. And I was their farmhand... among other duties.

Then there was Ash and Fran. The two women were so different physically yet shared the same zest for life and love of clean, hard sex.

Ash and I had gone shooting several times over the winter. I wasn't much good with a pistol, but it turned out that I could handle a rifle really well. Ash was impressed and said we'd need to go hunting this fall.

Besides shooting, we mostly just screwed when Ash came to visit. The brunette had a love for outdoor sex I was happy to indulge. Fucking in the snow while naked just made her pussy feel so much warmer. Sex in the woods with a woman like Ash made me imagine I was fucking an Amazonian princess from some fantasy movie.

We need to get a bearskin rug to spread on the ground so we can screw like savages.

"Come on," Emma nudged me, pulling me from my daydream. "They're all waiting for you, Rye."

I smiled down at the lovely girl in my arms. Emma was my fairy tale nymph come to life. Our lives together had just started and I couldn't imagine being without her, especially now that she was carrying my child.

We walked slowly across the field, laughing and waving as the others greeted us. I was happy to see Janine and Laura, the mother and daughter from the scrapyard, talking with Ash and Fran.

They'd turned out to be solid people, unlike Janine's crooked father. Sarah had warmed to Janine immediately, maybe seeing a little of herself in the lonely girl's personality.

I hadn't done anything with either Janine or her mother and wasn't planning to. It was nice to have friends who were just friends.

"Look who finally decided to show up!" Ash called to me. "Late to your own baby shower? Tsk tsk tsk."

"I'm right on time," I replied. "You and Fran are just early."

"I'm with Ryan on this one," Fran said. "The party doesn't begin until the guests of honor arrive."

"I guess it doesn't surprise me that you're taking his side," Ash said slyly. "By the way, Fran... why are you walking so funny? You weren't like that before we got here."

Fran got on her tiptoes and kissed her girlfriend's lips.

"You're so cute when you're jealous," Fran told her. "Hey Emma, come help us get the plates ready. Imelda brought the most beautiful cake!"

Before Emma could reply, a familiar van pulled into the driveway. Kailani and Windhawke got out, accompanied by Mauser and several other souls from The Place.

Emma beamed, delighted to see the new arrivals. She badly wanted her community to share in the family she was building with me and Sarah.

"Go to them" I urged Emma. "Introduce them to everyone."

Emma kissed my cheek and hurried off to greet her parents. I said hello to Janine and her mother, thanking them for coming.

"It's just nice to get away from the scrapyard for a little while," Laura said.

"Meeting new people is so dope," Janine giggled. "I get so tired of seeing the same damned faces day after day after day."

"Let me introduce you to Emma's parents," I said.

But before I could do that, the front door of the house swung open. Paul walked out onto the porch. He was using forearm crutches and he moved slowly, but he was walking.

Paul had worked his ass off all winter doing the exercises Ash had given him. I'd helped him with those exercises, but it had been mostly Sarah who got Paul on his feet again.

Sarah followed her brother onto the porch. She was wearing a dress that Kailani had made for her. It was a Hawaiian design called a muumuu. The loose fabric draped over Sarah's heavy body.

Emma's mother had told me that pregnant women were the most beautiful creatures on earth. I had to agree. Sarah kept one arm on her brother's back, the other arm over her pregnant belly.

In three weeks, I'm going to be a father.

I hurried up the porch and gave my arm to Paul.

"Good to see you," Paul said, patting my back. "What a beautiful day!"

"It certainly is."

I helped Paul down the steps and guided him to a nearby chair. He sat down heavily, still wobbly on his feet. Imelda brought him a glass of lemonade.

"I'm told you can operate a tractor again," she said. "I'd like to see that."

"You will," Paul assured her. "I'll be out in the orchard before you know it!"

I left the two of them and returned to the porch. Sarah stood at the top of the stairs, waiting for me.

"Hi, Cowboy."

I took Sarah in my arms and kissed her gently. She kissed me back hard, pulling me into her.

Sarah rested her head against my chest the way she always did. She kept me close, not wanting me to leave her just yet. I ran my hands over her belly, still in awe of what we'd done.

"Quite a party," she said.

"They're all here for you."

"For us," she corrected me. "And for her."

Sarah put her hands over mine, the two of us cradling her belly, our daughter snug inside her.

I became aware of the crowd gathering at the front of the porch. Me and Sarah looked down at them, taking in their smiling faces looking up at us.

"Where's Emma?" Sarah asked.

"With her parents."

Sarah scanned the yard until her eyes found Emma. Sarah waved at Emma to come join us. Emma looked at me. I nodded, inviting her in.

Emma left her parents and came onto the porch. Sarah pulled her into a hug, the three of us clinging together.

"Share some words," Windhawke called out. "Speak your hearts."

Sarah and Emma looked up at me, waiting for me to say something. I gazed into their eyes, seeing my face reflected there.

"Speak your heart," Emma encouraged me.

I took in the people around me. They'd all been strangers just months ago. Now they were part of my family. Not family by blood, but family by choice.

I looked to the west where the sun hung over the hills, the trees and fields awash in sunlight. The Okanagan highlands had seemed like an empty wilderness when I first arrived. Now, I knew just how full of life this place truly was.

I steadied myself and pulled my women close.

"Thank you all for coming," I said. "It's good to be home."

THE END
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