
        
            
                
            
        

    

  

    Goddess in the Lake: Harem Fantasy


    (The Camper’s Harem Book 1)


    Kohen King


  



  

    Copyright ©2022 by Kohen King


    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the author/publisher except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.


    This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, incidents, organizations, and dialogue in this book are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.


    The following story contains mature themes, strong language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature readers.


  



  

    Chapter 1


    “Born free / As free as the wind blows,” I hum along to my CD player while driving my rental campervan among endless farmland in Eastern Texas.


    I inherited my dad’s collection of Matt Monro’s albums when he passed away without the actual intention of playing them. I had wanted to donate the CDs to Goodwill when I moved my stuff out of the house after the divorce last year. But then I played one of them and fell in love with the singer instantly. I suppose you have to live to a certain age to appreciate a certain type of music.


    Born in the early eighties, I was more into hip-hop and rock simply because it was the norm. The few times when I listened to classic pop, my brother called me pops. Later on,


    I became a Guns N Roses fan, like most of the boys I knew. No one called me pops anymore, although I wasn’t accepted to any exclusive circle either. Because as much as I hate to admit, I differed from most boys I knew. I loved math and sciences and majored in electrical engineering in college, and got a job working as an engineer at an energy consulting firm in Seattle soon after graduation.


    My ex-wife Jenna always called me a nerd. Jenna was a CEO at a clothing company and we met online fifteen years ago. In the beginning, she didn’t mind my nerdiness, even saying it was the one thing she loved about me. And then things changed after we got married. I had to work long hours and often spent the weekends at construction sites. Jenna was also busy building her own career. We barely saw each other even over weekends. Whenever I had time off, I preferred resting at home. Although I worked out at gyms regularly, I seldom had time for outdoor activities such as hiking, not to mention rock-climbing or cliff-jumping, which Jenna’s new boyfriend does frequently. She got hooked up with the model ten years younger than her two years ago, and decided she had enough of me and my boring lifestyle.


    I was depressed during the divorce process, but strangely, the moment I moved out, I felt free. Truth be told, being a dominant type, Jenna had more or less run my life for a decade. She decided where we should live and what house to buy, how often we had sex and what position, etc. I was not a subordinate type, but I respected her and let her have her ways.


    I rented an apartment after the divorce and lived like a bachelor again. I had plenty of alone time and thought about what I had done with my life. Months later, I came to the sad conclusion that I had wasted my life so far. I was not a loser, far from it. I loved my job, was making six-figures during most of my working life, and I had a few millions in stocks and bonds. But I wasn’t successful either. Hell. I was alone, wasn’t I?


    I imagined spending the rest of my life doing what I had been doing. Designing electrical systems, overseeing projects at construction sites and managing contractors, and then coming home alone to heat up frozen pizzas. Shit. Jenna was right. I was living a boring life. Believe it or not, I had wanted to become an explorer when I was young, and imagined living a vagabond life. But I was never serious about the dream, and after I started working and then met Jenna, I forgot about it.


    I decided to take some time off from work. Besides a two-week paid vacation, I also have accumulated some sick-leaves. So I planned a month-long road trip through the southwest states, with extra time in Texas. Although I’ve been a nerd most of my life, I have inherited my dad’s love for wild west movies and I have an undying fascination for cowboys.


    I’ve been on the road for two weeks already, stopping by some places while passing through the rest. While California’s coastal charm heals my broken spirit and Arizona’s desert beauty takes my breath away, Texas’s endless grassland and rolling hills truly capture my heart. I didn’t plan to linger and should move on because I plan to spend a few days in Colorado and Utah on my returning route, but it would be a shame to leave the state without exploring the Piney Woods that Texans are so proud of.


    “Exit in a quarter mile. Time to destination is fifteen minutes.”


    The GPS voice breaks my reminiscence and I realize my surroundings have shifted from farmland to forests. I search for road signs in a hurry and notice the sign “Pine Creek Campground.” I don’t hesitate to get onto the exit ramp and soon find myself driving in a woody area. As calculated by the GPS, I take another fifteen minutes to find the campsite on top of a hill. It’s early summer, and it’s a weekday, so the place isn’t busy at all. As I look around to find a spot, I glimpse the creek among the trees. The water shimmers in the afternoon sun. The sight cheers me and I whistle. Oliver climbs up to look out, also can’t wait to get out of the car.


    “We’re almost there, boy.” I free a hand to stroke my companion’s fur.


    Since Jenna didn’t want any kids, we adopted the German Shepherd years ago. Jenna had wanted to keep him, but Oliver ran after the moving truck for five blocks the day I moved. So I stopped the truck and took him in, and Jenna did not object.


    “What a beautiful place,” I murmur as I park at the location closest to the creek and stop the engine.


    As I step out of my van, Oliver jumps onto the ground after me, running and sniffing around excitedly.


    “Good boy,” I say, stroking him. “Let’s take a walk now.”


    He really needs it. The last time we got out of the van was two hours ago near San Antonio.


    I follow Oliver as he checks out the place, gazing around me as I stretch. The creek looks inviting, and I suddenly have the urge to take a dip in it. I go back to my van, grab my towel, and tuck it under my arm.


  



  

    Chapter 2


    We go down a path that takes us to the creek. Before descending, I take out my phone and snap some photos. I’m filming Oliver chasing a squirrel when I notice a movement down the hill. A young brunette in a t-shirt and shorts is walking toward the creek. As she gets closer, she looks around and then to my surprise, strips. Shit. I move the phone away at once, but her beautiful pair of perky tits have already burned into my head.


    I blink as I take deep breaths, battling with my lust for a second and then move the camera back to her. I know I shouldn’t keep looking, but I can’t help it. After all, she is in public and there’s nothing against me watching a public display.


    Besides, the woman has a perfect body.


    She isn’t busty but has the right proportions. Slim waist, plump hips, and long legs.


    When she turns around, I see her round ass.


    My boner rises. Damn. What’s happening to me? My sex drive hasn’t been active for the past two years, mostly because Jenna wasn’t interested in me anymore. I didn’t know she was seeing someone at the time, and I refrained from masturbating because I thought it was no different from cheating on her.


    After the divorce, I was simply too occupied with other thoughts to care about sexual need.


    I guess my new found freedom unleashed my desire.


    I watch the woman step into the creek gracefully. She then squeals, the water is probably colder than she thought. She’s jumping in the creek, splashing water onto her body. Her large tits jiggle as she moves. Fuck me. My boner jolts excitedly. I’ve got to go. I force myself to take my eyes off her and walk away from the spot.


    I’m going to head for a different direction, away from the lake, but Oliver dashes toward the pile of clothes the woman left on the shore, and sniffs her underwear.


    “Stop it, Oliver, come here!” My shout startles the woman, and she folds her arms across her chest right away.


    Oliver wouldn’t take the order. He must really like the smell of the woman’s underwear. He picks up her panties and runs toward me.


    “Damn it. Drop it!” I hiss. Oliver had the habit of chewing on my underwear when I first brought him home from the animal shelter. But I broke the habit after using a closed hamper for dirty laundry and training cues.


    Today, however, Oliver disregards my command.


    He doesn’t drop the panties, neither does he chew on it. He waves the undergarment at me proudly as if showing off a trophy.


    Finally, I grab the panties from the dog’s mouth and place them back to Where they were. “I’m sorry!” I apologize to the woman, resisting the urge to glance at her. “He just has a fascination for underwear.”


    I hear the woman’s chuckle. “It’s okay. No need to be mad at him.”


    A fantastic body with a kind personality? Sweet Jesus. My boner twitches again. “Okay, I won’t then,” I say as I turn to leave.


    She calls me back. “By the way, you can join me if you wish. I don’t mind.”


    My mouth opens. How does she know I’m hoping to bathe? The towel I’m holding must give it away.


    “Are you s-sure?” My cock jolts even though I’m still not looking at her directly.


    “Yes. The creek is large. We can share.”


    Refusing her kindness will be rude, I tell myself and don’t hesitate any longer. I thank her as I strip down to my boxers, putting my clothes into a pile next to hers.


    “Don’t go too far,” I say to Oliver before jumping into the creek.


    The water is cold as I expected, and I shiver.


    “It’s colder than it looks, isn’t it?” The woman says with a giggle.


    Holy shit. She isn’t making it easy. “Yep,” I say and glance her way quickly without really looking.


    The water only reaches my waist, but it covers her belly. Even from the corner of my eye, I can see her golden tits hang above the water like a pair of delicious pears. I have the wild wish to pull them into my mouth.


    I splash water onto my body, not just to wash my skin, but also to cleanse my dirty thoughts. My cock shrinks somewhat initially, but as my blood keeps flowing south, it’s hardening again quickly. The woman’s obvious attention doesn’t help me to cool off my lust.


    I’m aware of her eyes on me and I become self-conscious. Damn. I work out regularly, but I haven’t put too much effort into building muscles. I’m on the skinny side, five eight and 150 pounds. My muscles are firm but not bulging like Jenna’s current boyfriend. My skin isn’t tan either, because like I said, I’m not an outdoorsy guy. So why does the woman keep gawking at me like I’m some juicy beefsteak?


    I keep on washing awkwardly, doing my best not to meet her eyes, and hoping she doesn’t notice my tent under my waist.


    “By the way, I’m Claire,” my bathing companion speaks, unaware of my struggle.


    “Oh, I’m Dan. It’s nice to meet you,” I say as I turn to look at her. The moment our eyes meet, I suck in a breath. She’s beautiful. Her hazel eyes twinkle with gold specks above her button nose, and her lips are pouty and pink. I can’t be sure of her age, but I guess she’s in her late twenties.


    “Nice to meet you, too.” Claire smiles and comes closer to me, putting out a hand for me to shake.


    I hold her hand. Needless to say, my cock reacts to the touch. “Do you live nearby?” I ask in a strained voice that betrayed my lust.


    Clair’s eyes widen when she notices the movement underwater, and her smile also broadens. “Not really. I was just stopping by on my way home. What about you?”


    “I’m a traveler.” I go on to tell her about my road trip.


    “Wow. Sounds fascinating. So you’re from Seattle. It’s a beautiful city. Lots of rain but green. I’ve never been there but I would love to visit it one day.”


    I shrug. “Seattle is okay. But I don’t really miss it. Not yet anyway.”


    “How do you like Texas?”


    “I love it. So big and such diversity in its geology. You’ve got rolling plains in the west and then you have dense pine forests in the east.”


    “Exactly,” she says. “Are you traveling alone?”


    My heart races at the question. Is she asking whether I’m available? Damn. I gulp before speaking. “Well, not exactly. I’m with Oliver,” I say stupidly.


    Claire blinks for a moment before she registers the name. “Oh, I love the name,” she says with a laugh. “By the way, where is he?”


    That reminds me of the little rascal. I look around as I shout. “Oliver! Oliver!”


    Following a rustling of leaves, the dog soon appears.


    “Come here, Oliver!” Claire says.


    Oliver runs toward us as if he’s been taking Claire’s command forever. The silly boy doesn’t even pause before jumping into the water.


    “What’re you doing?” I chide. “Stop before you drown yourself!”


    But Oliver keeps paddling and soon gets to Claire’s side. Holy shit. I didn’t know the dog could swim.


    “Good dog!” Claire says as she strokes Oliver’s wet fur.


    For the next minute, I watch with a slack jaw as Oliver nuzzles his nose all over the beautiful woman, making me jealous as hell.


    “What an affectionate dog,” Claire giggles as Oliver puts his paw on her arm and tries to kiss her cheek. Damn. That’s enough.


    “Get down, Oliver!” I hiss.


    But of course, he ignores me. I grab him and yank him off Claire, and he complains with a grunt before climbing out of the creek and shaking the water off his fur.


    “I’m sorry,” I turn to speak to Claire. “He’s usually well-behaved. But sometimes he forgets himself, especially in front of beautiful women.” Shit. I stop abruptly. I’ve spoken too much.


    Claire’s eyes brighten. “Thank you. He’s a cute dog. And I like cute dogs,” she says, but her eyes aren’t on Oliver but on me. Her voice sounds so husky that my cock jolts again.


    Claire sees it and licks her lips. She also thrusts her chest forward a bit. We’re standing very closely, so her nipples brush against my chest. Holy shit. I can’t help it anymore. I let my eyes drift down and inspect her beautiful tits shimmering with water beads.


    I gulp and clench my hands into fists so they don’t do inappropriate things, but my imagination has gone wild. I keep wondering how good they would feel in my hands, and how sweet they taste in my mouth. My cock swells to a painful point, and I’m sure it doesn’t escape Claire’s observant eyes. “I should go,” I say to her although I don’t move. “It’s nice meeting you…”


    I haven’t finished my sentence when Claire’s hand grasps my wrist firmly. “Stay, please. Dan.”


    When I pause, she takes the liberty to move my hand to the place I’ve wanted to touch since the moment I saw her naked.


    A string snaps in me and I growl before cupping her breasts with both hands. Fuck.


    I haven’t touched a woman for two years. And these tits are a godsend. I knead them greedily, watching Claire’s eyes turn stormy.


    “Do you like them, Dan?” she asks.


    “Yes, hell, yes.”


    “Why wouldn’t you look at them earlier?”


    “Because I… I was trying to behave.”


    She chuckles faintly. “You’re such a tease, Dan. You made me so wet with your gorgeous body, but you wouldn’t look at me.”


    I can’t believe what I heard. Did she just say I was gorgeous and she was wet for me? “You’re wet for me?” I ask just to make sure.


    “Yes, I am,” she says, taking one of my hands and guiding it down the water, between her legs.


    Fuck. I mutter. She’s warm and slippery down there.


    With one hand glued to her pussy lips, I pull one of her tits into my mouth and sucks it.


    She moans and holds on to my arms to steady herself. I have the wish to carry her to my bed in the campervan, but I don’t want to delay my lust any longer. I indulge her sweet pears ravenously as I finger her dripping pussy.


    I feel a tug on my boxers and then they were down to my knees. I haven’t had the time to register the meaning when a hand is gripping my cock. I groan as Claire gasps. “You’re so thick!” She then lets go of my arm and holds my shaft with both hands.


    I thrust two fingers into her tight pussy to make her moan louder. She strokes me as I finger fuck her, and soon she begs me. “Don’t stop, Dan. I’m close.”


    Hearing that, my cock hardens even more, and soon I’m on the verge to come, too.


    When Claire leans closer to kiss my neck and my ear, the storm inside me takes off and I spurt my semen into the water. Claire whimpers and releases her orgasm at the same time while grinding on my hand.


    After that, she holds me and kisses me. “Thank you, Dan. I really needed it. I hope I haven’t scared you with my wanton behavior. I haven’t been with a man for too long and I’m starved.”


    “Not at all,” I say. “Thank you for everything. I needed it too.”


    


    We get up to the shore together and put on our clothes. I find Oliver and the three of us walk up the hill.


    “That’s my campervan. Would you like to come up for a drink?” I ask Claire.


    She hesitates for a moment before shaking her head. “I would love to, but I’ve got to run. It’s getting late.”


    “Do you need a ride?”


    “No thanks. My truck is right over there.” She points to a vehicle parked not far away. It’s a small van painted yellow, with letters in black and white.


    I stare at the letters for a second and read it aloud, “Pine Creek Dairy Farm. Do you work there?”


    “Yep,” she says. “It’s my sister’s farm. We produce goat milk and cheese. I made a delivery to a hotel around here earlier.”


    I walk with her toward the truck. I know I shouldn’t take what happened earlier seriously, but I can’t help but hope to see her again. “Will you be back tomorrow?”


    Her eyes sparkle. “I don’t know. Delivery isn’t my duty, but the guy who’s in charge isn’t available today. But I can probably come back and bathe.”


    “That’ll be wonderful,” I say. “Maybe you can join me for dinner as well?”


    “Sounds good.” She grins.


    I wait for her to get in the truck and drive away before returning to my van, and then I question my sanity. I’m out of my mind. I’ve not only delayed my trip but also invited a stranger to have dinner with me. Sure, the woman is beautiful and sexy, but she could also be a swindler. What are the chances you meet a beautiful woman on the road, she hasn’t gotten laid for a while, and she’s eager to have sex with you? It’s simply too good to be true.



    Shit. I should get out of here before she comes back. But no. That’ll be cowardly and despicable. Besides, she didn’t ask for anything from me. And I invited her, not the other way around. The thought sets my mind at ease and I let the matter go.


    I spend the rest of the afternoon hiking around the campsite, and then I cook myself a simple pasta meal and eat it with a bottle of Heineken. The campsite’s Wi-Fi connection isn’t great but I manage to check my email and pay some bills online. I spend the rest of the evening listening to an audiobook in bed before falling asleep.


  



  

    Chapter 3


    The next morning, I drive down to Pine Creek, a charming little town with a population less than five thousand. There isn’t much to see, but I have a hearty breakfast at a family-run café. I get some groceries and check out the restaurants for a place to take Claire to dinner. They’ve got a couple of Mexican, an Italian, and even a Chinese in town. They look fine to me, and I’ll just need to ask Claire which one she wants to go to.


    After returning to the same camp spot, it’s midmorning. I take Oliver for a walk along the creek. Seeing a couple of guys fishing, I recall my own fishing gear. I went fishing exactly once in my life and it was over ten years ago before I met Jenna.


    I brought the gear along just in case. Since I’m within a state park, I can fish without a license. Using Oliver’s food as bait, I sit down by the creek, relaxed. I haven’t felt so content for years. This trip is the best thing I’ve ever done for myself. It tops the expensive vacations Jenna and I have taken in Europe. I’ve never enjoyed those luxurious five-star-hotel stays and tiresome shopping so much.


    Recalling those trips makes me realize that me being boring is not the true reason for our breakup despite Jenna’s claim. We are different, that’s all. I might have preferred working than spending time with Jenna because we wanted different things. I suggested camping and road trips with Jenna more than once but she was never interested.


    A light tap on the line gets my attention. I gather my thoughts and focus on the fishing rod. I reel in slack, snap the rod tip back to set the hook, and reel in the fish. It turns out not to be an easy catch and it takes me nearly fifteen minutes. When it’s finally within my sight, I can’t believe what I see: a rainbow trout at least two feet long. As soon as it’s near the shore, I grab the line, step into the water carefully, and pick up the fish by the jaw.


    I hold it in my arms and smile proudly as the other anglers give me the thumbs up. This is beautiful. The Texans aren’t boasting when they say their rivers are teeming with fish.


    “It’ll taste fantastic if you bake it with lemon juice, butter, and thyme,” a man in his seventies says.


    My mouth waters at the suggestion. I don’t have lemon, but I’ve got a bottle of lemon pepper seasoning. “Thank you, I’ll try it.” I put the fish in the bucket, gather my fishing gear, and head back to my RV.


    Too bad I’m going out to dinner tonight, assuming Claire hasn’t changed her mind. Wait. What if she changed her mind? I decide to go ahead and cook the fish. If she showed up, we could have dinner right here.


    The sun is starting to set, and I see no sign of Claire. Well, I guess she isn’t coming.


    I put out a folding table and two chairs next to the RV just in case. And then I return to the kitchen to check the fish in the oven. It’s sizzling and looks good. I’ve only used half of the trout because RV’s oven is small, but it’s still plenty for two people. I take boiled potato cubes out of the pot and put vegetables into it. I’m mashing potatoes when I hear a woman’s voice. “Knock! Knock!”


    I turn around and see Claire stand in front of the entrance of the van. She looks stunning in a blue summer dress with daisy print. She also wears light makeup. Her glistening eyeshadow makes her hazel eyes more alluring and her pink, glossy lipstick gives me improper thoughts. The low neckline provides me a generous view of her golden cleavage, and my cock swells as I recall her standing in the creek like a naked goddess.


    Claire’s giggles uncomfortably. “Hi Dan. May I come in?”


    Damn. I’m behaving like a lecherous fool. I clear my throat. “Of course, Claire! Come on in!”


    She steps up right away. “It smells fantastic here. What have you cooked?”


    Her eyes widen when I show her the baked trout. “Caught just a couple of hours ago.”


    “Wow. I can’t wait to try it.”


    “I was going to take you to a restaurant in town, but then I caught the fish, so I thought I might as well cook for you.”


    “Perfect.” She takes out a bottle of wine from her purse and places it on the kitchen counter. “I brought this with the expectation.”


    I chuckle. “It looks like you’re telepathic.”


    “Not really,” she says. “I was going to convince you not to eat out if you had the plan.”


    “I see. You don’t like restaurants?”


    She shrugs. “I do. I just thought it would be fun spending the evening here. Your van looks cozy.” As she speaks, she casually glances at the bed.


    My blood rushes south. “Very well. I’m glad it’s what we both wanted.” My gruff voice gives away my dirty thoughts.


    Her eyes turn stormy for a second and then she reaches for the wooden spoon I’m holding. “Let me help you,” she says.


    I let her take the spoon and watch her mash the potatoes. The kitchen is tiny and barely has enough space for both of us. I shift my position so I stand facing her side. I’m a head taller than her, and I can easily see below her neckline. My eyes wander onto her cleavage. Those ripe golden fruits sway rhythmically as her arm moves, causing more blood to flow to my balls. I drag my eyes away from the tempting sight and focus on the boiling vegetables, but my mind is still on her. I can’t even smell the baked trout anymore since Claire’s fruity perfume fills my nostrils. Shit. What the hell is wrong with me? I’ve never been so attracted to any woman in my life. Why am I behaving this way with Claire, a woman I hardly know?


    I might have gone too long without a woman and I might simply be in an adventurous mood for some non-string-attached casual sex. But whatever it is, the intense longing I feel at the moment is frightening. I need to think of something to distract myself so I don’t act like a fool. But my brain isn’t working.


    I must have grunted involuntarily because Claire suddenly stops what she’s doing and gazes up at me. Her eyes are locked on mine for just a second before they glide down to my waist. Her jaw drops as she stares at my telltale bulge. And then she licks her lips and looks up again.


    “Are you hungry?” she asks in a husky voice.


    Taken aback, I blink for a second before speaking. “Not really.” My heart races, guessing her intention.


    “Good,” she smirks. “Then dinner can wait.”


    Her hands are on my fly as she speaks, and she quickly unzips me and pulls my pants off. I haven’t had the chance to breathe when my engorged cock uncoils and stands proudly like a soldier ready to strike.


    “Ohhh,” Claire moans. “You’re so beautiful, Dan. I’ve missed you!”


    Fuck. “You have?” I rasp, my breathing ragged.


    Claire licks her lips once again and drops on her knees. “Yes I have. I’ve imagined how good you would taste, Dan. I’ve even dreamed of having you in my pussy last night.”


    I groan when Claire’s tongue playfully licks along my shaft before it swirls around my cock tip. She does it a few times as if teasing me. All my blood rushes to my center and I can barely stand. “Are you comfortable here, baby?” I ask. “Want to move to the… living area?”


    Claire shakes her head. “I’m fine.” And then she wraps her lips around my shaft, sinks down, and then sucks me hard.


    “Fuck,” I mutter a curse as I grip her shoulders. It’s just the beginning but it has already topped all my past blowjobs. Looking back, I haven’t gotten that many from Jenna, who has never cared for it. She might have thought it disgusting because she used to spit out her saliva after she sucked me off and has never swallowed my cum.


    But clearly, Claire enjoys what she’s doing. She’s moaning her appreciation as she tries to cover every inch of my proud manhood. But she isn’t used to deep-throating and she gags whenever I reach her throat. Rubbing my base with both hands, she lets me out to take a breath.


    “Sorry. I haven’t done this for a while,” she says and continues.


    “Oh you’re doing a fantastic job, baby.” I thrust into her mouth gently, hitting her hard and soft palates, and resist my urge to push down her throat.


    Claire’s saliva drips down my shaft and her chin as she sucks me. The sloshing sound she makes and the content smile on her face make me feel like the luckiest guy on earth. Holy hell. The woman adores my cock and can’t have enough of it.


    My eyes are glued to the sight of her lips sucking my cock until I notice her breasts. Her dress is practically off her shoulders and her bra is tiny. Her golden fruits are firm and ripe and her nipples are erect. Shit. I wish my arms were longer so I could feel them.


    Claire can read my mind if not telepathic, she frees a hand and cups her breast right away, kneading them the way I want.


    “Fuck. You’re killing me baby. You’re so naughty.”


    As if she enjoys driving me crazy, the naughty woman does something that makes me grunt.


    Her mouth not leaving my cock, she strips her dress down her waist, and slips a hand under her panties. Pausing her mouth for a moment, she stares at me with her darkened hazel eyes as she fingers herself.


    I’m losing my mind. I growl, grab her head and push it toward me. With a muffled giggle, she sucks me again.


    With her gorgeous, nearly naked body in front of me, and her hot lips massaging me, my orgasm soon arrives. “I’m coming,” I warn her. “You’d better let me out if you don’t want my cum.”


    Claire ignores me and continues what she’s doing. She moves even faster until I unleash my lust into her warm mouth.


    I expect her to stand up and spit my semen out like Jenna would, but to my surprise, she swallows and doesn’t let me go. She sucks me again until she gets another trickle.


    “Fuck me, woman,” I pull her up and kiss her. “You’re amazing.”


    Claire moans and presses her body against me. “You’re a stud, Dan. I’ve never tasted cum so rich. Oh fuck…”


    Her face contorts, and I realize she’s coming. She is grinding her clit on my half-wilted cock through her thin panties. “Ahh…”


    With that, I feel a warm sensation on my cock. I reach a hand to feel her, and find her panties drenched.


    Claire grins. “Oh God. That was fun. But I don’t think I can wear these panties for the rest of the evening.”


    She pulls away and takes off her lacy underwear before putting on her dress.


    Fuck. How am I going to have dinner knowing she’s panty-less?


    She looks around for a place to put the panties, but I take them from her. I inhale the aroma deeply before placing the garment onto the bench next to the bed.


    


    The sun has fully set, but the sky isn’t dark yet. I turn on the RV’s porch light, Claire helps me set up the table and we sit down for dinner.


    “Mmmm! Delicious!” Claire comments as soon as she swallows a bite of the trout. “Are you a chef or something?”


    “No. I just like to cook.” I’m not lying. Cooking is one of the few things that take the stress out of me.


    “Wow. I don’t know that many guys that cook well,” she says. “My ex-boyfriend couldn’t cook at all. Not even boiling pasta.”


    Ex? Right. She told me she hadn’t been laid for a while. But I’m still not sure she is single. “What about your current boyfriend?”


    She gulps down some wine and smirks. “I wouldn’t be here if I got one.”


    “Just making sure,” I say with flushed cheeks. “I find it incredible that a beautiful woman like you is available.”


    “Aww,” she coos and reaches across the table to hold my hand. “You’re a sweet man, Dan. And same here. I don’t understand why you’re alone.”


    “I’m recently divorced.” I go on and tell Claire a summary of my story, making it as light as possible because I don’t want it to ruin the lovely evening.


    Claire listens intently, looking sympathetic. “I’m so sorry but I think your ex-wife is a fool to leave you.”


    I chuckle. “Thank you. But it’s fine. We’ve had some good times. Besides, the divorce inspired me to seek adventure. I wouldn’t be here at the moment if it weren’t for that.”


    She grins. “I like your spirit.”


    “Thanks but it took me a while to get back on my feet. I was down in the dumps for nearly a year.”


    “I know how you must’ve felt. When my ex left me, I thought the world ended and…” She stops mid-sentence. “Never mind I don’t want to talk about the jerk.”


    Although I’m curious, I don’t press her to tell me more about her past. Instead, I urge her to have more trout.


    As she’s consuming another piece of the fish, Oliver jumps onto her lap causing her to squeal and then giggle.


    Shit. That rascal has been hovering around Claire throughout dinner, begging for attention. Claire pats him once in a while but it isn’t enough for him.


    “Off’, Oliver!” I hiss at him, but he ignores me.


    “It’s okay,” Claire says while stroking the dog. “I like animals.”


    Damn. “Did you grow up on a farm?” I ask, recalling that she works for her sister’s farm.


    “No!” she says after swallowing a bite. “Neither did my sister Lizzie. We grew up in Houston. Her late husband John and his brother purchased the dairy farm ten years ago, and then John passed away five years ago. She was struggling with managing the farm and taking care of her stepdaughter. So I quit my job in Houston and moved there to help her out.”


    “I see. That’s nice of you.”


    She shrugs. “She’s my only family and I was all alone. Besides, I really love living on a farm. The air is cleaner and it’s so quiet. And it’s fun. I knew nothing about tending goats and making cheese, but I’m now an expert. It’s so rewarding, much better than selling makeup products at Macy’s.” She smiles proudly.


  



  

    Chapter 4


    “Your van is awesome,” Claire comments as she gazes at the RV. “It must’ve cost a fortune.”


    “It’s a rental, but it’s still costly. I’m planning to purchase a van and convert it into a camper by myself once I return home, so I can save in the long run.”


    She raises her eyebrows. “You can do that? Wow. You don’t look like the type that does this kind of work.”


    I roll my eyes although I’m not surprised to hear that. “What type do I look like? Nerd?”


    “Oh no. I was going to say the type that worked in an office. White-collar guy.”


    “Actually, you’re right. I’m an electrical engineer. I work in an office most of the time but also manage projects at construction sites.” I tell Claire about my job in Seattle proudly.


    She looks impressed. “Nice! You must be very smart.” I shrug. “Nah. I’m a nerd.”


    “I wouldn’t call you that,” she says with a giggle. “But if you insist, I’ll say you’re the hottest nerd I’ve known in my life.”


    Damn. My heart races at the comment, even though she might be simply joking. I thank her and empty my wine glass.


    We linger outdoors for another moment, enjoying the night filled with nothing but insect chirping until the mosquitos get too violent.


    “Want to go inside?” I ask Claire.


    “Yes,” she says and stands up.


    After we clear the dining table, Claire insists on helping me with the dishes despite my protest, saying it’s the least she can do after being treated with such a delicious meal.


    Oliver is snoring on the floor by the bed. I step aside watching Claire for a moment, and then I come closer and palm her ass over the thin dress.


    Claire’s hands tremble and she nearly drops a dish. “Stop it, Dan. I don’t want to break any dish.”


    “Sorry. I can’t help it. Your ass is so fucking beautiful.” I hike up her skirt and touch her silky skin.


    Claire moans and wriggles her ass, but she doesn’t stop her task at hand. “Mmmm. Your hand feels good,” she murmurs in a throaty voice While taking her time to scrub the pot.


    I stand behind her, cup her breast and touch her ass at the same time. Claire thrusts her ass into my crotch and grinds me while cleaning the cooking pot.


    I groan while slipping my hand around her to stroke her inner thigh. Gliding higher, I find her leaking pussy. “You’re so wet for me, baby. Want me to fuck you?”


    She whimpers. “Yes, hell yes. But let me just finish this first…”


    “No. Leave it.”


    Maybe it’s her way of teasing me, the stubborn woman insists on finishing what she’s started. Growling, I rub her clit with my callused finger, making her shriek with delight.


    Finally she’s done with the damn pot. She turns around and wraps her arms around my neck. “You’re so naughty, mister!” she says and kisses me.


    “Not my fault. You’re a sexy woman, Claire,” I say in a hoarse voice. And then, I literally sweep her off her feet, and carry her to the bed, which, thank God, isn’t that far.


    I strip her dress off before laying her down, and stare at her as she spreads her beautiful body on my bed, in nothing but a lacy bra. She giggles as if embarrassed. “Why are you staring at me like I were food? You’ve just had dinner.”


    I chuckle. “I have eaten, but my cock hasn’t.” I strip quickly to show her the evidence of my lust. My cock is rigid and fat, looking like a hungry animal ready to pounce at her.


    Claire whimpers. “Oh God, Dan. You’re so Virile. Didn’t I just suck you off an hour ago? You’re making me hungry too.” She slips a hand between her legs to touch herself.


    “Fuck,” I mutter and jump onto the bed.


    I lift both of her legs and drape them on my shoulders before licking her honey-coated pussy.


    “Ooh!” Claire shrieks with delight While gripping the bedsheet. “This is incredible, Dan. No one has done this for me.”


    What? Her ex must’ve been a fool. But I’m glad that I’m the first man who gets to taste her pussy. I lick her sweet gash with long and thorough strokes, savoring every bit of her. I fondle her silky folds and swirl my tongue around her swollen nub, making her moan even louder. Claire’s bra is gone in no time and she squeezes her breasts as if they ache with bursting need. I free a hand to help her, kneading her firm swells and massaging her hard nipples to satisfy her lust.


    Claire writhes on my bed, her face contorting with lust. I press her swollen clit with my tongue while pinching her hard nipple, and her pelvis nudges against me as she splashes a hot puddle onto my face.


    I lick her clean and put her legs down.


    Claire giggles. “You’re a mess. You have my cum all over your face.”


    “You don’t like my face mask?” I laugh, wipe her juice off my face and lick my fingers. “It tastes good.”


    She coos again. “Holy shit. That’s so hot. Dan. I’m wet again just seeing that.”


    She isn’t lying. I see a trickle of honey rolling out of her canal. My cock is so full I’m going to self-combust soon ifI don’t get into her pronto. I stroke it and mutter. “Fuck me, Claire. You’re a sexy goddess.”


    “Then what the hell are you waiting for, mister? Fuck me already!” She glides a foot up and down on the sheet impatiently.


    “I will, in just a second,” I say and reach for the cabinet next to the bed for the condoms I purchased this morning.


    I put on the thing in less than ten seconds, and then I’m between Claire’s legs again.


    I hold my cock and glide the tip along her wet gash for a second before pushing it into her wet paradise.


    Despite the wetness, I have trouble making my way in. Claire is unexpectedly tight. “Fuck. You’re tight as a virgin.”


    She lets out a short laugh. “Sorry. Like I said, I haven’t had a man for a while. And you are big!”


    I laugh. “It’s nothing to be sorry about, baby. I love a tight pussy. Just relax,” I coax her while rubbing her clit again.


    Claire’s muscles relax just like that and I slide in. “Good girl,” I croak, barely able to speak. She feels incredible, gripping my cock like a vise. I won’t last but I wish to. I groan and push again.


    Once I’m all sheathed in her silky cocoon, I close my eyes and let out a long, satisfying groan. Goddamn. Nothing tops a tight, warm pussy.


    Claire whimpers. ” This is so good. Oh Dan. I haven’t been so stuffed. But you’ve got to move, please.”


    I chuckle. Nothing tops a tight, warm, and eager pussy.


    I pull out to the neck and thrust again, this time, effortlessly. I slip all the way in and to the hilt, hitting Claire’s cervix and making her moan loudly. “Yes, yes. More, please!”


    Her comment spurs me on, and soon I turn into a propelling machine, plunging into her silky pussy tirelessly over and over. Claire pushes her pelvis up to match my thrusts enthusiastically, moaning and begging as she fucks me with abandon.


    I wrap her legs around my waist for better access, and then I give her deep thrusts.


    Claire moans so loud that Oliver wakes from his dream and barks. I shush him and keep him away from the bed, while not slowing down my pace.


    “Oh sweet Lord,” Claire mumbles between gasps. “I’m coming, Dan. Almost. Almost. There!”


    I feel her pussy walls contract and I stiffen at the same time. We moan loudly in synchrony, as the tropical storm sweeps us at the same time.


    


    My cock still inside Claire, I lie atop her for a second before rolling to the side and cuddling her.


    Holy Jesus, I don’t remember when it was the last time I felt so blessed and content. Sex with Jenna was seldom exciting because my ex-wife was never spontaneous. We would have sex every Saturday evening because it was the middle of the weekend. And we would always start with the missionary, and finish with cowgirl because Jenna liked to decide when we came.


    


    I kiss Claire’s forehead. “Thank you.”


    Her hazel eyes shimmer. “You’re such a gentleman, Dan. Where have you been all my life? I need to thank you for giving me the best sex in my life. I don’t even know when it’ll happen again.”


    “If you’re willing to wait for a few minutes, we’ll do it again.”


    “Really? That’ll be awesome.” She grins like a young girl being promised a coveted Christmas gift.


    “Yes, baby.” I smooth her hair and stamp another kiss on her cheek. I have the wild wish to stay here for another day so I’ll be with Claire again. I’m on the verge to tell Claire that but a voice in my head chides. Come on, Dan. This is just a one-night stand. Don’t take it seriously. I don’t want to get attached to anyone. And I’ve got to move on if I want to complete my road trip as planned.


    While I hesitate, Claire plays with my chest hair and asks, “Say, would you be interested in staying in Pine Creek for one more day?”


    My heart does a flip flop. This woman can really read my mind!


    “S-sure. It’s not like I’m in a hurry to go anywhere. Would you like to come back tomorrow?”


    She giggles. “Oh trust me. I would like to see you every day for the rest of my life if it’s up to me. But it isn’t what I have in mind.”


    “What is it?”


    “The truth is, I told my sister about you and she’s interested in meeting you. We would like to invite you to our farm.”


    The information takes me aback. While flattered, I’m also vigilant. What do the sisters want from me? Could it be a trap? I pause for a second and say, “I’m not sure, Claire. You see, I haven’t planned to stay here for long.”


    “I know, I know,” she says with a nod. “And we don’t intend to keep you long. Just a dinner. You know? I owe you one, after all. Not just the delicious dinner, but also the amazing sex.”


    “You don’t owe me anything,” I say, my suspicion clears up in an instant as I gaze into her bright hazel eyes. I’m an insecure fool to doubt the intention of such a trusting woman. Come on. She is inviting a stranger to her house. If anyone should worry, it’s she, not me. “But I accept your invitation. Tell me how to get there.”


    “Awesome,” she says. “I’ll text you the farm address later. And you’ll call me once you get to the farm’s parking lot.”


    “Okay,”


    I take Claire again, from behind while spooning her, and then doggy style. Claire’s ass is no less magnificent than her tits, and I’m in heaven when her soft cheeks cushion against my balls as I thrust into her from behind. I’ve always loved the doggy style although my ex didn’t enjoy it as much, saying she felt like an animal. But I think it was mainly because she had no control over me at all and was in a submissive state when I fucked her in the position. Claire, though, can’t even hide her enthusiasm. “Fuck me harder, yes, mister. I’m all yours. Deeper, oh! Faster. Ah!”


    She wakes Oliver again, and the dog barks along with her. Fuck. I can’t help but grunt loudly, joining the symphony of our maddening love-making.


  



  

    Chapter 5


    When I wake the next morning, Claire is gone and the sun is up. I check my phone and see a few messages from her. Besides the farm’s address and driving directions, she also sent me some kisses and hearts.


    After a slow and rich breakfast, I hike around the area again with Oliver for about an hour. When I come back to my RV, I check email and pay bills on my laptop computer. And then, out of curiosity, I google Claire’s sister’s farm. I’m glad to find that it’s a reputable family-run business. Claire was telling the truth. The farm is about ten years old. The photos show impressive facilities and happy goats. I wonder why it isn’t doing well like Claire said.


    


    I repeat my previous day’s routine and fish again after returning to the campsite. Since I still have half of the trout I caught the day before and no room in the fridge, I let go of the fish I catch this time. At around four, I bathe in the river and then put on the best shirt I’ve brought with me on the trip before driving to Pine Creek Farm.


    “So tell me / You’re not afraid to take a chance, really take a chance / Let your heart begin to dance, let it sing and dance…”



    I sing loudly as I drive. I haven’t felt so cheerful in years. Sex is terrific for your health. I’ve never believed the myth, but now I’m convinced. I used to think that I could just work out to satisfy my physical needs, and read to meet my intellectual curiosity. But last night’s encounter proves me wrong. I’ve lived an unhealthy lifestyle for all those years. I might have had a successful career but my marriage was a failure, my personal life was abysmal.


    Lost in thoughts and cheerful music, I soon find myself driving through lush farmland dotted with wildflowers and bordered with dense trees. Following the GPS and some road signs, I locate the dairy farm. As instructed by Claire, I call her as soon as I park my car.


    She appears promptly, in a navy overall and rubber boots. “Hi Dan. Hi, Oliver. You guys are early.”


    Oliver jumps all over her making her giggle.


    “I couldn’t wait to see you again,” I say, my voice becoming gruff again. Even in a soiled overall, she looks sexy. Hell, it hardly matters what she wears. I can picture her naked body clearly in front of me.


    She giggles. “I missed you too, Dan. And I would give you a hug if I weren’t wearing this dirty outfit.”


    “I don’t mind,” I say, and reach to peck her on the cheek.


    “Come on,” she says, “Let me take you to the house.”


    She’s going to walk with me when a man’s voice calls her back. “Hey Claire, where the hell are you going?”


    We both turn abruptly to look at the speaker. A man of my height but probably twice my weight, in a button-down shirt and navy trousers, stands with arms across his chest, narrowing his eyes on us.


    “I’ve got to go, Billy. This is my friend Dan and he’s our dinner guest,” Claire says, removing her apron.


    “I don’t give a shit who he is. You get back here and clean the machines before you go.”


    Claire’s smile fades. “Why can’t you do it? Lizzie and I have worked all day. We milked and fed the goats and made cheese. What the hell have you done? Visiting bars in the name of making sales?”


    The man narrows his eyes. “Don’t smart-mouth me. Without me, the farm wouldn’t have lasted so long. I’m going to have dinner with the country club restaurant manager to discuss our contract. Now get your ass back in the barn!”


    Claire rolls her eyes. “Billy, you’re not my boss and I don’t take orders from you.”


    “The hell you don’t. I own this farm too and I can fire you if I wish.”


    Claire is going to argue, but I say to her. “It’s fine, Claire. I don’t mind waiting a bit.”


    Billy glances at me haughtily before walking away with a smirk. He gets into a white Tacoma nearby and drives away.


    Claire glares at the truck as it pulls out of the parking lot, and then she says to me, “I’m so sorry, Dan. Billy is my sister’s brother-in-law and he’s a douchebag. Just wait for a second and I’ll be back.”


    She’s going to return to the barn but I say to her, “I could help you out if you wish.”


    “Thanks, but I don’t need your help. And I don’t want you to soil your clothes. Just take Oliver to walk around here. Give me about fifteen minutes and I’ll come find you.”


    “Okay.” I stroll around with Oliver on the grass. The farm isn’t large, no more than twenty acres, but the pasture is lush green.


    Oliver becomes occupied with a butterfly and starts chasing it. I sit down on the grass and watch the silly dog, laughing as he jumps up in vain to catch the winged insect. My attention lapses for a second as a pair of wild geese fly across above us. And when I return my observation to Oliver, he has abandoned his interest in the butterfly, and is running back toward me.


    “Come here, big boy,” I say, patting the ground next to me.


    But the dog runs past me.


    “Hey, where are you going? Come back!” I say, turning around to follow him.


    And then my heart skips a beat when I see a large butterfly fluttering its wings toward us. Okay, not a butterfly, but a woman in a yellow floral skirt that flutters in the wind.


    I stand up right away, getting ready to greet her. The woman waves at me as she comes closer and I do the same. She must be Claire’s sister Elizabeth, but the two don’t look alike. In her mid-thirties, this woman is taller and plumper, and her skin is also lighter. Her cinnamon hair tosses and her large tits bounce under her thin dress as she hurries toward me.


    Oliver is all over her in no time, shamelessly pressing his nose between her legs. “Oliver, sit,” I order him.


    But the woman’s affection for the dog renders my command useless. She bends, holds Oliver’s face and strokes him lovingly. “Aren’t you a handsome dog?” she says to the dog in a baby voice.


    The tenderness in her eyes makes me jealous of my dog, and I resist the urge to clear my throat.


    Not until she gives Oliver a lingering hug and a smack on the head, the woman lets go of the dog and straightens her back. “Hi, I’m Lizzie, Claire’s sister. You must be Dan. Nice to meet you.” She puts out a hand for me to shake.


    “Nice to meet you.” I take her hand and shake it. An electric current buzzes through me as I do that because her hands are warm and her sky-blue eyes are breathtaking.


    I freeze as if a spell has been cast on me, while blood churns inside me and my breathing becomes heavy.


    Lizzie seems to feel the same magic because her cheeks turn pink and eyes darken. “Welcome to my farm,” she whispers.


    And that, breaks the spell. I inhale deeply and blink out of my stupor. What the hell is wrong with me?


    “Thank you for inviting me,” I say, dragging my eyes away from her mesmerizing eyes, but as soon as I do that, I notice her deep, milky cleavage, and my boner twitches. Damn. Get a grip. She’s Claire’s sister. I chide myself silently. However beautiful she is, I shouldn’t have improper thoughts about her.


    “I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” Lizzie says. “Let me go get Claire.”


    “It’s fine,” I stop her. “Claire will be here soon. She’s cleaning the equipment.”


    “What? That’s Billy’s job…”


    “Well, he had a business engagement, apparently.”


    Lizzie rolls her eyes but she does speak of the man. “Why don’t I take you to our house first. The dinner is ready. I’ll let Claire know.”


    “Oh no. We should wait for her.”


    “Okay. If you don’t mind.”


    “No I don’t. It’s nice here. Oliver loves running around. You’ve got a nice prairie here.”


    Lizzie smiles. “Thanks. The goats depend on it.”


    She goes on to tell me about the history of the farm, repeating some of the information Claire mentioned. “My husband John and his brother Billy bought the farm ten years ago. It had been a small dairy farm with cows, and it went under. John decided cow dairy farms weren’t profitable because of all the consolidation, so we went for goats. He was right and we did well for a few years, but then he got sick and… now we’re barely breaking even.”


    Her voice trails off as if she’s overcome with sadness.


    “I’m sorry to hear that,” I say.


    “Oh no, it’s fine. Life and death. Good days and bad days. We’ve had our share of success. It’s time to let it go.”


    I take a moment to process her words. “Are you saying you’re selling it?”


    “Yup. Planning it,” she nods sadly. “Going to contact agencies soon. Are you interested in buying?”


    The question takes me aback and my jaw falls. Suspicion rises again. Is that why they invited me to dinner?


    Seeing my astonishment, Lizzie giggles. “Just kidding. Claire told me you were a traveler and you had a great job in Seattle.


    “Not great, but decent,” I say. “Electrical engineer.”


    “That is great.” Lizzie’s eyes are full of admiration as they roam over me from head to toe. She’s been checking me out constantly, but not so blatantly. I’m hot and bothered and my blood flows south. Dammit. Sit, buddy, I command my cock. Don’t get too excited.


    This woman clearly has something on her mind. She wants something from me. Money? Partnership? Her farm isn’t doing well and she needs help. Could it be a trap? Could the two sisters be scammers? Hell, that would explain the incredible encounter with Lizzie as well. Maybe they are witches. That would explain the instant attraction I feel for both of them. For one thing, the two don’t look alike at all. For another, they are both interested in me. What’re the odds for that?


    I’m beginning to think of an excuse to back out of the dinner, when Claire comes out of the barn and darts toward us. She’s no longer wearing her apron and rubber boots, but in a t-shirt tucked in tight jeans.


    “Ah, I see you two have met already,” she says in a cheerful voice.


    “What took you so long?” Lizzie chides.


    “I cleaned up the milk house,” Claire says. “Can’t count on Billy. He’s going to come back late and drunk.”


    “I know.” Lizzie rolls her eyes. “Well, ready for dinner?” she asks while glancing at me.


    I open my mouth to tell her I’m actually not that hungry, but Claire grabs my arm. “Yes. I’m hungry. Let’s go!”


    I don’t have the heart to refuse their eagerness.


    Lizzie quickly leads the way, while Claire takes my arm as if we were old lovers. Oliver trails behind us at first, but soon catches up and walks next to Lizzie.


    “That’s our house,” Claire says to me, pointing to a two-story farmhouse ahead. It’s painted in White, with red window frames and a spacious veranda. The setting sun casts a golden veil around it, making it even more splendid.


    “Nice!” I say. And that’s an understatement. What I mean to say is: Holy Moly. This is my dream house. The townhouse I owned with Jenna wasn’t small, but it had no yard. As Oliver suddenly chases a short—haired cat across the lawn, and Lizzie tells them to stop, I begin to think maybe buying the farm isn’t a crazy idea at all…


    “That’s our cat Bella,” Claire explains while laughing. “She’s dying for a friend to play with.”


    I haven’t gotten onto the porch when the aroma of food wafts into my nose. “Smells good. Let me guess, Italian?”


    “Good nose!” Lizzie says. “Four-cheese lasagna with mushroom and chicken.”


    My mouth waters at the description, and my earlier concerns? Gone with the wind.


    The house interior is spacious and bright. I look around me at the charming living room and fall in love with the place right away. It’s got plenty of windows and is thus well lit, and the two women keep it tidy.


    “Does Billy live here too?” I ask even though it isn’t my goddamn business. I have to find out.


    “Hell no. He’s got his own cottage on the other end of the farm,” Claire says.


    “So it’s just the two of you in such a large house?”


    “My step-daughter Hannah lives here too, when she comes home during school breaks,” Lizzie says. “She’s a freshman at the University of Houston.”


    Right. Claire told me her sister had a stepdaughter.


    “I’m going to grab a shower, freshen up and be right back,” Claire says to me and stamps a kiss on my cheek before heading for the stairs.


    “Help yourself with some cheese.” Lizzie guides me to the neatly set dining table with sparkling chinaware and silverware. A large platter of cheese in different varieties sits in the center. “I’ll put out the pasta and veggies.”


    The cheese looks fresh and delicious, undoubtedly from their farm, but I resist the urge to do what Lizzie instructs. I should wait for the ladies. Instead, I sit on the couch and lean into the comfortable cushion, feeling strangely at home.
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