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Chapter 1 - Johnny 


​My body was broken down and sore, but it was another day of hard work in the books. I’d spent the past two years doing the same thing over and over, working from sunup to sundown, trying to create a sustainable living situation for myself. 

​It started with purchasing land, and then building a cabin. After that, it was a big fence, a chicken coop, and starting a serious garden. I used a backhoe to make a creek fed pond, and then took a small break from working my ass off to illegally catch and transport a bunch of feeder fish and bass to stock it. 

​After a while, I was like a different type of human. A mountain man, or something. I didn’t reach out to anyone, and just kept at it. There was always something to do, more shit to build, and buy. I installed solar panels, purchased the best generators I could find, and created a water filtration system that allowed me to have running water, although it was somewhat limited by the fact that I had to constantly refill the water tank. 

​There was a small town of about three hundred people about ten miles up the road, where I could purchase supplies and interact with other humans from time to time. I got used to it, though, being all alone. I found ways to keep myself entertained, and staying busy was never a problem at all. It wasn’t an easy life, but it was getting easier with each project I completed. 

​My cabin was small, one bedroom, one bathroom, a small kitchen, and a living room. The shed behind it was about the same size, and it was loaded with guns, ammo, and all of my tools. I know it’s not the ideal life for everyone, but it’s exactly what I always wanted. At forty two years old, I did wish that I’d gotten started earlier, but I felt ten times physically stronger and more fit since I’d purchased the property. In two years, I went from having your standard dad bod, to being shredded to the bone. 

​The only thing missing from my life was the love of a good woman, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I lived in the middle of bumfuck, miles away from other living souls, and the residents of the mountain town weren’t exactly lookers. 

​“I might have to take a day off tomorrow.” I said, talking to myself out loud as I sank into the couch and grabbed my book. Reading always made me tired, so I did it right before bed so I could sleep like a baby. 

​That’s when I heard something, and perked up. It was coming from the bedroom, and I followed the sound trying to figure out what the hell it could be. As I got closer, I realized that it was my cell phone, a little flip-burner type of deal that I kept in case of emergencies. Only a handful of people had my number, and they rarely called. 

​When I picked it up, I saw that it was a little past nine o’clock, and I didn’t recognize the phone number. The area code was the same as mine, which came from the city in Tennessee that I was living in before I bought the compound. I figured it was an old friend, and decided to answer the call. 

​“It’s Johnny.” I said. 

​“Johnny. It’s Lyla.” she said, sniffling like she was crying. 

​“Lyla?” 

​“We used to be neighbors. My mom is Shelly.” she said. 

​“Oh! Hi, baby. What’s up?” I asked. She was the last person I expected to hear from, but I did remember giving her my phone number before I moved, and telling her that she could reach out to me if she ever needed help. 

​“Hi, Johnny. How are you?” 

​“I’m great, you should see the compound. It’s amazing.” 

​“That’s so cool. I knew you would kill it out there.” 

​“For sure, it’s been a good time. Lot of hard work, but you know, it’s my dream.” I said. 

​“I’m so happy for you, that’s great.” she said. I could hear something in her tone, like she was worried or upset about something. 

​“What’s up? Is everything alright?” I asked. It was like she was using all of her effort to hold it together, because the moment I asked the question, she broke down into tears. 


​It was difficult to understand what she was saying, but I picked up on the key points. Shelly got arrested for possession and intent to distribute, which wasn’t at all surprising. If anything, it was more surprising she got away with it for so long. She was part of the reason I decided to move in the first place, as she was a loose cannon, a drug user and dealer, and always had the most shady people pulling in and out of her driveway. 

​“I don’t know what to do. I’m fucked, I have no money, and we were already behind on rent. The landlord said I have thirty days to vacate, and that was like two weeks ago. I don’t know what to do. I need help, Johnny.” she said, blubbering and hyperventilating as she spoke. I took a deep breath, and shook my head. 

​“I’m so sorry, sweetheart. I mean, what can I do to help?” I asked. Lyla was a sweet girl, a little misguided, and naive, but she couldn’t help it. Her mom was a piece of work, her dad was in and out of jail, it was just a whole big mess, and it didn’t take a genius to determine that something like this was eventually going to happen to them. 

​“I don’t want to impose, I know we haven’t even talked in like two years, but I need somewhere to stay. I need a break.” she said. The sound of her voice triggered memories of hanging out with her, and lusting after her ridiculously proportioned body. I could practically see her face in my mind’s eye. 

​“Of course, baby. You can crash here, but it’s not what you’re used to. This is country living.” I said, filled with a rush of excitement. It had been a long time since I’d been near an attractive woman, and Lyla was as hot as they came. I had no problem giving her a place to stay. 

​“Really? Johnny, that would mean so much to me.” 

​“Do you want me to come get you? Where are you now?” I asked. 

​“I’m at my house, I just need to pack. I have mom’s old car, I can drive.” she said. 

​“Alright. Do you have a pen? Let me give you the address.” I said. We made plans for her to leave in the morning, and it was really nice catching up with her once her sadness went away. I almost forgot how much I enjoyed her company, and her youthful exuberance. Having her around would be good for me, I thought, but I wasn’t entirely sure what I was getting myself into. 

​I went back out to the living room, but I was too excited to read. My mind was racing, as things were about to change in a big way. Lyla got her good looks from her mother, as Shelly was an absolute babe in her own right. She was a little worn and rugged from drug use and hard living, but she had enormous breasts and walked around in short shorts and tank tops without a bra. Lyla was a younger, hotter version. 

​She stirred something within me, hearing her voice and remembering how gorgeous she was. The reason I always kept an eye on her was because I knew that Shelly was going to get busted eventually, and I figured I could provide some form of stability for Layla once shit hit the fan. Then I moved, and honestly, I just sort of forgot about her. 

​“Damn. This is gonna be interesting.” I thought. It had been two years since I saw her, and I wondered how she’d held up in the meantime. Being surrounded by party animals and shitty people usually took a toll on people, especially younger ones, and I didn’t know who was going to walk through that door the following afternoon. My only worry was that she’d started using herself, and I prayed it wasn’t true. At the same time, I wanted to help her, no matter what. 

Chapter 2 - Lyla 


It felt like my entire life went straight down the drain, and I couldn’t help panicking. I didn’t even have a job, or my driver’s license, I was just sort of shit out of luck thanks to my mom’s stupid decisions. We didn’t have the money to bail her out, and she had enough strikes that it wasn’t looking good. Her lawyer was convinced she was going to do a couple of years behind bars. 

My entire family consisted of screw ups, alcoholics, and drug users. So when mom got busted, I was left with zero support system that I could trust. The only people reaching out to help were perverted old men who didn’t have my best interests at heart, and I’d already learned the lesson to avoid them. I racked my brain for weeks, and became increasingly disheartened by the lack of options. 

That’s when I thought of Johnny, our sexy old neighbor who was always so kind to me. He invited me over and made sure that I was fed, and let me hang out at his place while things were crazy at the house. I know that he saved me a lot of trouble, as the guys mom hung around with were always drunk and trying to make a move on me. 

He wasn’t like the other people in my life. Johnny was successful, disciplined, and kind hearted. He was also the hardest working man I knew, and I always looked to him as sort of a mentor, and the type of man I wanted to end up with. When he left, I was so happy for him because he’d been talking about it forever, but I was also broken hearted because I knew that he was a rare lifeline in my life, and that I would be losing him when he took off. 

Anyway, he popped into my head, and I went through my contacts as a last ditch effort. It was his old phone number, and I prayed so hard that he hadn’t changed phones. When he answered, so many feelings came rushing back. Just the sound of his voice was comforting to me, and made me want to be in his arms. 

I’m not sure if it was daddy issues or what, but I was impossibly attracted to him. I always had been, but I was only eighteen and didn’t really know how to go about letting him know until it was too late. He probably wouldn’t have wanted me anyway, considering that he knew all about my fucked up family life. 

I packed up all of my things into the trunk of the car, and stopped at the gas station to fill up. I had fifty bucks, and it cost 35 dollars to fill the tank. I wasn’t even sure if that was enough to make it, but I figured I had to try. 

The drive was wonderful, as it was a beautiful day and it just filled me with hope for the future. Even if it was only for a couple of weeks, at least I’d have a place to stay. Somewhere safe, with a man I’d had a crush on since I could remember. 

I’d always heard the phrase “gas, grass, or ass”, and while I knew that Johnny wasn’t going to treat me that way, I planned on paying my way via the latter. At least, that’s what I hoped. 

It was a four hour drive, and as I got closer, I felt my nerves kicking in. It had been a very long time since we saw each other, and I had butterflies like crazy. Would he look different? What was it going to be like staying with him? I gave him a call when I was half an hour out, just like he asked, and he said that he would meet me at the gate. 

Chapter 3 - Johnny 


​I decided to take the day off of work. I was abnormally sore, and having a visitor was sort of a big deal to me. Before she got there, I spent two hours manscaping and trying to make myself look presentable, as I’d sort of just grown into a feral mountain man since I saw her last. 

​Lyla gave me the half hour warning call, and I walked out to the gate so that I could let her in. It was a long driveway, and an old dirt road led there, so I saw her coming from a mile away, driving the same beat up red Honda that her mom was driving while I lived there. 

​“Here we go.” I said, standing up and going to swing open the gate. Lyla had the biggest smile when she saw me, hopping out of her car immediately and running over to embrace me. 

​“Johnny!” she said, squealing as her big tits bounced with every step. I opened my arms, and the first thing that hit me was her sweet, feminine scent. My hands inadvertently ended up on her waist, and the way she looked into my eyes made my entire body react. 


​“You look gorgeous. How are you? How was the drive?” I asked. 

​“Thank you. You look amazing, too. Oh my gosh.” she said, giving my biceps a squeeze and snuggling up to me. “You’re so ripped, now.” 

​“Yeah, well, you know. I pretty much work out all day, now.” I said, letting her fondle my arms and chest. Breathing her in was intoxicating, and by the time we broke our embrace, I had half an erection in my cargo shorts. I closed the gate behind her, hopped in the passenger seat, and we drove back to the cabin. 

​“Johnny, it’s so nice. I love it.” she said, her eyes lighting up as she parked the car next to my pickup truck. I didn’t even get to respond before she was running up to the front door, spinning and circles and looking around at my pride and joy. “You didn’t tell me you had a pond!” 

​“Yep.” 

​“And chickens! This is going to be so much fun!” she said. It was literally like a kid in a candy store, and her excitement was contagious. I showed her around a little, found out that she loved fishing, and then we went inside for the tour. 

​“This is the living room, kitchen. There’s the bedroom, the bathroom is in there, and that’s it. This is my house.” I said. 

​“It’s perfect.” she said, still wide eyed. “Where’s your TV?” 

​“Don’t have one.” 


​“I know. I’m kidding.” she said, walking into the kitchen and checking it out while I poured us each a glass of water. 

​“Please tell me you brought a pair of boots, or at least tennis shoes?” I asked, looking down at her pretty little toes in a pair of flip flops, and noticing a couple of tattoos around her ankles. 

​“Of course. It’s all in the trunk.” she said. I handed over the glass of water, admiring her cleavage and toned stomach as she gulped it down. Lyla was always busty, but they looked like they’d somehow grown another couple of cup sizes since the last time I saw her, and her shirt left very little to the imagination. 

​“You’re so pretty, Lyla. Seriously.” I said, blurting the compliment without thought. She smirked, raising her eyes to mine and brushing her hair behind her ear. I can’t put into words how badly I wanted to fuck her, and it really put it into perspective how horny being isolated had made me. 

​“Thanks, daddy.” she said, scrunching her little nose and walking back out to the living room, drawing my eyes to her tanned legs and tight little booty. I sighed, adjusting myself in my pants as I realized what a constant source of temptation she was going to be. 

​It was a particularly sweltering day outside, and I figured we would stay inside to beat the heat. I ran a window unit through the generator, and it was one of my few modern luxuries because it didn’t take much to cool such a small space. 

​“We should go fishing.” she said, causing me to chuckle. 

​“Just like I remember you, always so full of energy.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “Why not? Let’s go to the shed, that’s where I keep the poles.” 


​“Or we could stay inside, and I could play with your other rod.” she said, again flashing her gorgeous smile. 

​“Baby, you’re way too fucking cute to be teasing me like that.” 

​“Who said I was teasing?” she asked. 

​“Look, we can go fishing if you want, but I’d much rather go with your idea.” I said, unable to resist seeing where things might head. I hadn’t expected things to escalate like that, but I wasn’t going to pass it up either. 

​“Okay. We’ll go fishing later.” she said. 

​“You’re serious?” I asked. 

​“Yeah. I don’t expect to stay here for free, daddy, but I don’t have any money.” she said, pressing her tits together with her arms and biting her lip. I blame the fact that I hadn’t had sex in two years, because as soon as it was on the table, it was all I could think about. It didn’t help that she was dressed so skimpy, her bare flesh triggering every dormant desire I had. 

​“Lyla, you naughty little thing. Is this why you came here? To seduce me?” I asked. She stepped up in front of me, casting the most devious glare and tugging at the front of her shirt. 

​“Maybe.” she whispered, crouching down in front of me and pushing me down onto the couch. “You said you think I’m pretty, so what’s the problem?” 

​“There’s no problem.” I said, feeling my cock stiffen as she got down on her knees, going straight for my drawstring and glancing up at me with her big, doey eyes. 


​“I’ve thought about this so many times, daddy. It’s my biggest regret since you moved away, not offering myself to you.” she said, untying the string and then unbuttoning the button. 

​“Oh, really?” 

​“Yeah. I had such a crush on you.” she said, giggling as she unzipped my pants. I honestly couldn’t believe this was happening, and I was completely swept up by the current of what was happening. It wasn’t even a thought that had crossed my mind, that she might somehow be attracted to me. 

​“I didn’t want to be inappropriate, you were only 18.” I said. 

​“Yeah, exactly. I was too scared at the time, but I wouldn’t have said no if you made the first move.” she said. Lyla tugged at my waistband, so I lifted my hips to let her remove them. “Mmm.” 

​“Lyla, fuck. This is so hot.” I said, already throbbing with pressure. It had been such a long time for me, and I hadn’t even realized how badly I needed it until it was right in front of my face. 

​“I love it, daddy. You have such a nice cock.” she said, licking her lips and taking hold of the base. Lyla giggled, leaning her face in and slapping my erection against her pursed lips. 

​“Baby girl, you’re fucking killing me. Just to warn you, it’s been a while. I’m going to fucking erupt if you start sucking it.” I said. 

​“That’s okay, Johnny. That’s what I want, you can shoot it all over my tits, or face, or wherever you want.” she said. 


​“Did I pass away last night? Is this heaven?” I asked, looking down at her as my fingers ran through her long, dirty brown hair. “So sexy.” 

​“Here, is this better?” she asked, lifting her top and bra off over her head and setting them down beside me on the couch. Her tits literally dropped out, landing heavy with tanlines from her bikini. 

​“God damn, Lyla. You’re a goddess.” 

​“Only for you, sir.” she said, smiling up at me and rubbing her breasts. She was a slutty little tease, and knew exactly how to get a rise out of me. I reached down, taking her soft tits in my hand as more pressure surged to my center. I honestly thought I was going to prematurely ejaculate at any second, as the simple act of looking at her gorgeous breasts was like a drug. 

​“I’m serious, baby. I haven’t cum in weeks.” 

​“I can tell, you’re throbbing in my hand.” she said, staring down at the tip as she slobbered onto it. She cupped my balls in her other hand, rubbing them gently and sending pleasure ripping through my body. 

​“Mmm…” I groaned and closed my eyes, amazed by how good her simple touch could feel. My adrenaline spiked, and I took deep breaths trying to control myself. 

​“Don’t worry, daddy. You get a couple freebies, but once you get your stamina back, I want you to fuck the ever living shit out of me.” she said. 

​“Thank you, sweetheart. I just need to bust a couple of times, oh my God.” I said, caressing my balls and spreading her saliva over my swollen glans with the tip of her pointer finger. Just barely touching, teasing, but it was enough. 


​“This is making me so horny. I want to sit on it.” she said. 

​“I’m not going to last, if you do that, baby.” I said, telling her the truth. There was no fucking way. 

​“That’s okay, daddy. It isn’t about me, it’s about you. I want to take care of you like you take care of me.” she said, releasing my cock and taking off her jean shorts and underwear. She had a neatly trimmed pubic triangle, and tanlines that showed she laid in a thong. 

​“Fuck. Alright, but I’m warning you.” 

​“I want to feel you inside me, daddy. I need it.” she said, climbing into my lap while I tried to regain some semblance of control. “Here, let me have it.” 

​“Yes, baby. Sit on daddy’s dick.” I whispered, groping and sucking her tits while she put it inside. It was the most pleasurable sensation imaginable, as she was already soaking wet and tight enough that her little pussy was capable of sucking my soul straight through the tip of my dick. And that’s exactly what she tried to do, grinding back and forth and sending untold sensations rippling through my dick. 

​“Oh, God. It’s so big, fuck, daddy. I want it.” she said, furiously rubbing her clit and bouncing on my cock. Her nipples were swollen and puffy, delicious entrees to enjoy with the main course. 

​“I’m gonna cum, baby. Oh my God.” 

​“Yes, daddy. Give it to me. Make me pregnant with that cum.” she said, stating her intentions clearly because it was already too late. I didn’t even care, or would have gladly put a baby inside of her because my rational brain was completely offline. 


​“Good girl, I’m gonna fill you up. I’m gonna fill that little cunt.” I said, grabbing her ass with both hands and slamming her hips down onto me while thrusting from beneath her. 

​“Oh, God. Please, daddy. Breed my little pussy, please…” 

​“Fuck!” I called out, every nerve in my body vibrating as the build up gripped me. I was transported to another place, a primal world where what we were doing was the only thing that existed or mattered. 

​“Daddy…daddy!” she whimpered as I exploded inside of her, her eyes rolling back as I shoved my hard cock deep into her fertile little cunt, pumping it full of baby batter just like she asked. If she was trying to trap me, perfect. I wanted it too. 

​“Ughn! Baby…it’s so tight.” I said, seizing and clutching her against me. My cock was still flexing, spilling seed as we locked lips, sealing our naughty little tryst with a passionate kiss. 

​It’s not the way I expected things to start, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. I came so hard that the release pretty much knocked me out, as I ended up napping on the couch within minutes. 

Chapter 4 - Lyla 


​I never came so easily in my life. As soon as he was inside me, I completely lost control. We maybe fucked for a minute and a half, but that was all it took. I found it kind of crazy how easy it happened, the whole thing. It felt like it was meant to be, like we were picking up right where we left off. I’m not sure if I was just feeling euphorically hopeful because of the cumming, but I could instantly see a future with him. 

​Johnny started snoring, and I snuck away for another glass of water. It was obvious to me that he needed a woman, and I figured that if I could take care of his physical needs, maybe he would keep me. I knew it was a bit of a longshot, expecting my little fairytale to work out, but I felt so safe with him. 

​Being reunited with Johnny was a huge release, followed by a huge relief. I had a place to stay, I was in safe, capable hands, and I could at least temporarily let go of all  the stresses in my life. Being out there, surrounded by mountains and nature, alone with Johnny, it felt freeing, and was exactly what I needed. 

​I went for a walk around the compound while he slept, admiring his hard work and what all he’d accomplished since he moved away. It made me emotional, and so happy for him. It’s the thing he talked about the most, escaping from society’s madness and living in a simple way. It always made sense to me, because I lived right next door in a constant state of pure chaos, with random men coming in and out of my house, and my mother drinking and being high ninety percent of the time. 

​There were no neighbors, just pure wilderness surrounded by mountains. It felt like a movie fantasy, and I wondered how well I would be able to adjust. I still had my cell phone, but it barely got any service. No television, but at least there was a fully stocked pond. I’d always been fond of fishing, as it’s something I did often as a little girl, when mom was still functional. I hadn’t done it in years, and looked forward to pulling a couple bass out of there and showing off for Johnny. I wanted him to know that I wasn’t some girly girl who was afraid of touching a worm, and I would help him out when it came to the land, the chickens, and anything else he needed. 

​When I got back inside, he was still laying on the couch, but he opened one eye and smiled. 

​“I was wondering where you were.” 

​“Just exploring, it’s so beautiful. I can’t believe you did it, I’m so proud of you.” I said, again removing my top and grinning. I wanted more, and I was certain he did too. 

​“Baby.” he said, spreading his legs as I laid down between them, taking a hold of his juicy length and wrapping my lips around it. He hardened immediately, and I tried my best to suck him off like a girl in the porno movies. “That’s so good.” 

​“I want to be your cock-sleeve, daddy. I almost want it in my mouth.” I said, spitting onto his shaft and stroking the bottom with both hands while slurping his swollen cockhead. 


​“Such a good girl. Where did you learn this?” 

​“From naughty movies. I trained myself to be a good little slut for my daddy.” I said, looking up at him and diving back down for more. 

​“God damn, baby. That’s so hot.” 

​“You don’t mind me calling you daddy, do you?” I asked, taking a breath and raising his cock so that I could give his balls some attention. No one had ever made me feel the way he did, so submissive and girly. 

​“Not at all.” he moaned, pushing my head down into his lap. 

​“Good. I want you to be my daddy, and I want to be your submissive little good girl.” I said. He had such a thick dick, and it brought out the worst in me. 

​“Deal.” 

​“I want all your cum in me, sir, but this time, do you mind if I drink it?” I asked. It was something I’d never done, and I wanted my first time to be with him. He smiled down at me, making me bob up and down on his erection. 

​“Of course, baby.” 

​“I want the protein.” I said, giggling playfully as his cock turned puffy and swollen in my hands. 

​“We have plenty of eggs, but if you want a more liquid diet, go ahead.” he said. I wrapped my lips around the tip, tugging with both hands until warm cream was spilling onto my tongue. 


​“Mmm!” I moaned, maintaining eye contact and gulping around his shaft. 

​“Oh my God, Lyla. Fuck!” he said, thrusting against my throat as slimy goo continued running down my throat. I drank every sticky drop, and felt nothing except for the need to do it again. My pussy got so wet from blowing him, but I knew he would need a minute before he was ready to go. I climbed onto him, laying my head on his chest and wrapping my fingers around his dick. 

​“Next time, I want it in me.” I whispered. He pulled me in for another kiss, his tongue pushing past my lips and swirling around mine. My arousal was so intense that I took off my shorts, and started grinding against his leg. 

​“You’re so wet, baby. Come here. Sit on daddy’s face, it’s your turn to cum.” he said. His words were commands, and I obeyed without hesitation. Right there on the couch, I straddled his bearded face between my thighs, continuously grinding on his warm, skillful mouth until I was trembling, calling out and climaxing. 

​My heart was pounding in my chest, and it felt so full. It was like all of my misfortunes had finally shifted, and I was right where I belonged. 

Chapter 5 - Johnny 


​Instead of going fishing, we went to my bedroom, and I bent her over the edge of the mattress. Her ass was so enticing, pale in the center and tan on the outside. I pulled her ass cheeks apart, and fed her my cock with a renewed sense of confidence. My stamina was back, and it was time to show her who she belonged to. 

​Our love blossomed so suddenly, there was no time to process it, but it was undeniable. It felt like being reunited, finally able to taste the forbidden fruit. 

​Pap, pap, pap, pap! I pounded away, holding a fistful of her hair and letting loose like a jackhammer. Her sweet little pussy was everything, and I wanted to pump her full of so much cum that she had triplets. 

​“Oh! Oh! Daddy, yes! Fuck me, make me your little cum dumpster.” she cried, squealing in the most erotic way as I bottomed out violently. I spanked her little ass, and could hear the pleasure in her squeals as I flipped her over onto her back, grabbing her ankles and sliding her to the edge of the bed in front of me. 

​“I’m going to put a baby in you, Lyla.” I said, matter of factly. I should have thought it through, but she brought out an impulsivity in me that no one else ever had. She was a divine creature, and the sexual connection was so electric that it superseded all precaution. 


​“Yes, daddy. Breed me, please.” 

​“It’s mine, baby. That’s my little pussy, now.” 

​“Yes sir. Take it. Make me pregnant, daddy.” she said, her filthy dirty talk sending me spiraling into the abyss. It was the most pleasurable form of agony, fighting against my urge to cum because I didn’t want it to be over, while at the same time knowing there was so much more in store. 

​Everything about her drove me wild, from her big, bouncing tits to her high arches and little candy toes. I couldn’t get enough, and no amount of pummeling would get it out of my system. She had to be mine, forever. 

​We arrived simultaneously, kissing deeply while she laced her ankles around my lower back, pulling me in and begging me to impregnate her. The breeding angle only intensified the sex, made it more visceral and real. I hadn’t expected her to be such a kinky little thing, and it only added to her appeal. 

​Our union was in place by that first night, as we slept cuddled up so tightly that there wasn’t an inch of space between us. I think we both needed it, the intimate touch of someone we knew and loved. 

​The next couple of days were more of the same, a constant fuck fest of epic proportions. She let me do whatever I wanted to her, and her ability to open her throat and swallow my entire length was like the gift that kept on giving. I’d never been with a girl who seemed to thrive on giving blowjobs to that degree, and I’ll admit that she had spoiled me within a few days of moving in. 

​Lyla proved to be quite motivated in other areas as well, like helping out with the chickens, and fishing pretty much all day long. If we weren’t fucking, she was catching fish. I was never much of a fisherman myself, so I joined her to try and figure out how she was pulling them in. Her style was simple, old school worm fishing, and it was her patience that always won out. 

​My diet mostly consisted of eggs and occasional chicken, so adding fish was a nice change of pace, and I made sure to cook everything she caught right away. The partnership was all chemistry, and she took right to life on the bottom of the mountain. 

​We started saying I love you during sex, but it quickly went beyond that. We didn’t even discuss it at first, that we were together, and officially an item, because it was so clear to both of us. I think we just enjoyed each other’s company, and basked in the newness of our love. 

Chapter 6 - Layla 


Johnny was the love of my life, and I cried when he asked me to live with him. I was already sort of doing it anyway, but it felt so good knowing that he felt the same way. A part of me was worried that maybe it was more of a sexual thing to him, because I was so much younger, but he assured me that I was his girl.

Somehow, my mom ended up getting probation instead of jail time as long as she went to rehab. Thankfully, she did, and then moved to a sober living facility. Once she was three months into her recovery, Johnny and I decided to have her come out and visit us.

They’d always gotten along fine, and by that time, we had a couple of announcements to make. For one, I was pregnant. We were also getting married, even though we planned to wait until after the baby arrived.

I had a bad feeling about her coming to stay with us for the weekend, but when she arrived, she was as vibrant and beautiful as ever. It was my old mom, I don’t know how else to explain it. We hugged it out, and did some catching up, even went fishing like back in the day. It was great seeing her so healthy, and knowing there weren’t any drugs or booze on the compound so I was guaranteed access to my sober mother for the first time since I could remember.

If you haven’t noticed the pattern, I’m a bit of an emotional person. Seeing mom so healthy made me cry, it was all just so beautiful. Everything, and I couldn’t believe it. How had things turned around so quickly? Mom was supposed to be gone, behind bars in a real prison. Thinking about that was too difficult for me, so I mostly pushed it away. Finding out that she had her freedom was exactly what my heart needed.

She pulled me aside, telling me how proud she was of me, and how she approved of Johnny. We both agreed that he was a great guy, and that I’d sort of won the lottery with him. He didn’t cheat, he didn’t have vices, he just worked hard all day and was completely dedicated to me.

Mom ended up staying a little bit longer than we planned, and by the time she went back home, it felt like my life was complete. After struggling for what felt like my entire life, there was a light at the end of the tunnel. It was more than that, it was all of my dreams coming true. I finally had what I’d always wanted, stability and the chance to start my own family.

I never believe in things like fairy tale endings, or even true love, necessarily. That just wasn’t my experience, as everyone around me had dark, hidden motivations. Johnny was my escape, and he was my home. Far away from all the bad people, and all the bad things. Just the two of us, living our fantasy in the paradise he created for us. My happily ever after.
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Bikini Season - Forbidden Pregnancy 

John's friends set him up on a blind date with Amy, as they're both single and around the same age. There isn't much of a spark between them, but he joins her at her house a few days later for a swim, where he meets her bikini influencer daughter Lily, and instantly feels the magnetic pull of attraction. 

It makes him feel guilty, but he's mesmerized by her beauty and intrigued by her directness. The attraction is mutual, and playful flirtation becomes their dynamic. Their chemistry leaves him throbbing with anticipation, and the longing stares have to escalate. 

She's half his age, and they just shouldn't. His friends would be furious, but she might just prove to be an impossible temptation. 
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Unexpected Attraction 

Jess finishes out her military contract, and goes home for the summer to figure out what's next. She finds her hometown a bit depressing, at least in terms of the eligible men in her area. 

She eavesdrops on her sister Becky’s phone call, listening to her friend Alice callously explain why she broke up with her boyfriend Alex. He's too big down there, and he didn't last long enough. 

"Hmm..." she thinks to herself, her ears burning. She always thought Alex was the cream of the crop when it came to the guys her sister's age, and wonders if a little training is all he needs. 


The tea is too hot, and she takes action by reaching out to him. He's freshly single, it's the middle of summer, and she has nothing else going on. Alex responds right away, confessing he's had a crush on her for as long as he can remember. 
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Secret Indulgence 

Madison meets Adam at a charity event for the local fire station. He's twice her age, but he's handsome and flirtatious. They hit it off, and she gives him her number. 

She gets swept up in the attraction, and they cross every line imaginable even after she finds out he's married. It's so good that she can't control herself, and he feels the same way. 

Push comes to shove, and they have to make some serious decisions. Walk away from the best thing either of them has ever had? Or do whatever it takes to make it work? 
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Friends With Benefits 

Adam is Violet's shy roommate. They get along just fine, but she can't seem to get him out of his shell. 

She decides to go snooping through his things while he's at class, and can't believe what she finds. Apparently, they have more in common than she imagined. Armed with her newfound knowledge, she feels empowered to make him into her good boy. 

He can't believe the sudden change in the way she treats him, and starts seeing her in a whole new light. 

Friends With Benefits is a friends to lovers romance. 
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Unfaithful - Dark Taboo Obsession 

Angel moves in with her boyfriend, and everything is well. 

And then she meets her landlord Bill, a tall, muscular, heavily tattooed older man with three legs and a twinkle in his eye. They hit it off, and the flirtation is immediate. 

He lets himself into her apartment a week later, and they indulge in the most forbidden taboos. 

She knows it's wrong, but she can't stop. It's too good. 
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Behind Closed Doors 

Jared is dating Katie and it's going nowhere. She's very religious, and far more conservative than he is. Her mother is always around, guarding her and ensuring they never get a chance to be alone. 

Karen pulls him aside during Bible study at their house, explaining that she knows he has needs, but that he must suppress them around Katie. She takes him to her bedroom, and shuts the large wooden double doors behind them. 

This is a story about what happens once those doors are closed. 
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