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FOREWORD


When Jake’s father dies, it’s up to him to be the man of the house.

Jake, Cassie and Emma lose everything they own after his father passes away. The house, the money, the cars — it’s all gone.

When Jake tries to make sense of his father’s financials, he makes a startling discovery: His late grandfather left Jake the deed to a farm in a small, unfamiliar town!

It’s the only possession he has left. With no alternatives, Jake moves Cassie and Emma across the country, to this strange and charming little town filled with mesmerizingly beautiful women and extremely fertile grounds...

He soon discovers that the locals are very, very welcoming.

The barmaid, the doctor, the carpenter — they all vie for his attention. And then there’s Cassie and Emma, of course…

It’s true what they say: the farm life is the best life.


CHAPTER 1


The farm is an absolute mess.

Old, decrepit buildings dot the landscape. I spot what used to be a coop, a shed and a greenhouse, but are now nothing more than ruins. The land itself hasn’t been worked in ages — trees and weeds litter the field.

Fixing this will take months of hard labor. Many, many months.

“What do you think?” Cassie asks. “Pretty nice, huh?”

“To shoot a horror movie in? Sure,” Emma answers. “To live in, not so much. This place sucks.”

“It’s not so bad,” I say, putting on a brave face. “Sure, it’ll need some work, but we’ll get through this — as a family.”

Cassie pulls me and Emma in for a tight hug, smothering us both into her large bosom. “Exactly!”

When my father unexpectedly passed away last year, he left his entire family up shit’s creek without a paddle. It turns out everything had been a lie. All his wealth, the houses, the fancy cars — it was all built on a huge mountain of debt and credit, and when he died, it all came crumbling down.

The scavengers went after Cassie, his wife and technically my step-mom, and picked her clean until there was not a single strip of meat left on her bones.

That is to say, our entire family is now broke as fuck. Cassie and her daughter Emma were suddenly homeless, while still grieving my father’s absence, and I made the tough decision to drop out of university and step up.

Someone has to be the man of the house.

Luckily, we caught a small break. While I was going through all my father’s financials, trying to salvage this mess, I found the deed to a farm in a small village on the other side of the country.

With my name on it.

Turns out, my grandfather had owned this very farm, and when he passed away over a decade ago, he left it all… to me. Dad had never told me. Hell, I had no idea grandpa even had a farm!

It was the one thing the banks couldn’t take from us, because it was mine, not my father’s. Everything else; the house, the car, the furniture — it was all seized.

When everything was all said and done, we scraped together what little cash we had left, bought a rickety truck, and drove it all the way across the country to the small town of Anchor’s End.

And here we are. Ready to start a new life… and wondering just what the hell I got us all into.

Cassie plants a big, wet kiss on my cheek before releasing me from her grip. “Let’s look on the bright side,” she says. “At least we have a house now!”

“Uh, I’m sleeping in the truck tonight,” Emma shoots back. “You two can snuggle up in that drafty ruin if you like.”

“Deal,” I say. “You’ll be begging to join us when night falls and the cold hits.”

Emma sticks her tongue out. “Fat chance, Jake.”

I take a deep breath of the clean, country air. Despite the dilapidated state of the farm, this area is absolutely gorgeous. The wide, open space, the clear blue sky, the trees swaying softly in the wind, the birds chirping — this is nothing like the big city.

Faraway in the distance I can see mountains, and the ocean is only a short drive away. The small village of Anchor’s End is so close by you could walk there if you were so inclined.

This is going to be tough, but I have faith we can pull it off. We can build a new life here.

At that moment, a large truck comes driving up the dirt road, kicking up a massive cloud of dust. It comes to a stop nearby, and a gorgeous woman with red hair and stunning green eyes hops out. She’s wearing denim overalls, and seems to be in her mid thirties.

“Hi there, strangers! Welcome to Anchor’s End!” She enthusiastically greets us while taking a proper look at us. “What can I help you with?”

“Nice to meet you! I’m Cassie, we’re new here!”

The redhead stops dead in her tracks when she sees me, and she does a double-take.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” she says. “You must be Reed’s boy! You look just like him! Well, if he had been sixty years younger and a lot more handsome. You’re his grandson then, yes?”

“That’s correct,” I laugh. “Good eye. Nice to meet you. I’m Jake, and this is Emma.”

“Ruby, Ruby Jones. Nice to all of you. I saw your truck driving by earlier, and I came to see what you were doing all the way out here. We don’t get a lot of visitors here in Anchor’s End, and that goes doubly so for Reed’s Farm.”

“Yeah, I can tell,” I say. “This place has seen better days.”

“It’s a fucking mess,” Emma says, crossing her arms. “Moving here was a mistake.”

“Don’t mind her,” I say. “She’s still getting used to this new situation we’ve found ourselves in.”

Ruby’s green eyes go big. “You’re moving in?!”

“Uh, yeah,” I laugh. “She’ll need a lick of paint, though. Or two.”

“You can say that,” Ruby laughs. “That’s great news! Anchor’s End is in dire need of some fresh blood, and a handsome devil like yourself is very welcome around here. I’ll go tell the mayor — he’ll be right over. He’ll get you sorted out.”

“Thank you,” I say. “That’s very kind of you.”

Her green eyes look me over from head-to-toe once more, and she smiles coyly. “Don’t mention it, Jake. I’ll be seeing you.”

With a polite wave the redhead hops back into her truck and speeds off, honking as she goes.

“She seems nice,” I say as I wave at the truck.

Cassie pokes me in the side. “That’s because she likes you, dumbass.”

“What?”

“Yeah, she was practically devouring you,” Emma says, arms crossed. “What a witch.”

“Be nice,” Cassie says. “Our Jake is a handsome devil, after all. We can’t keep him all to ourselves.”

Emma scowls and stomps off towards our truck. She slams the door shut behind her so hard I’m afraid the windows are going to pop out, and the flick of the locks shutting comes a moment later.

“What’s her problem?” I ask.

“Don’t mind her,” Cassie says. “You know how girls are.”

Emma is twenty years old — hardly a girl. She’s a young, woman now, and a gorgeous one at that. The entire drive across the country she’s been wearing nothing but hot pants and crop-tops. I tried to keep my eyes on the road as much as possible, but as we drove through long stretches of corn fields I admit my eyes might have wandered once or twice.

Still, she’s Casie’s daughter, and that makes her off-limits.

I wave at Emma to try and break the tension. She gives me the bird. Lovely.

“I don’t, really,” I mumble. I don’t have time to dive too deeply into Emma’s mood swings, because we have our living arrangements to deal with. “Let’s check out the inside, shall we?”

The front door of the farm is unlocked. A musty, earthy smell greets us as we enter the cozy house. There’s cobwebs in every corner and a gaping hole in the roof — but I can already picture where I’d put all of our furniture. This will be our new home.

“It’s amazing,” Cassie says.

“And a little small,” I add. “There’s only one bedroom, really. I suppose we could put a bed in this tiny side-room…”

“We’ll figure it out, don’t worry about that,” Cassie says.

We continue our inspection when there’s a knock on the front door. I go to check it out, and I find a small man with a boisterous mustache waiting eagerly for me.

“Jack Reed himself! Call me a goat’s uncle, you made it!” He says enthusiastically when I open the door. “Welcome, welcome, welcome! I’m mayor Hucklebottom, but please, call me George! Welcome to Anchor’s End!”

“Hello George,” I say, laughing as the tiny old man shakes my hand up and down. “To what do I owe this warm welcome?”

“Oh, I promised your gramps I’d help you out, and help you out I shall! I remember what he said, he said, my boy’s going to turn this farm around, just you wait, Hucklebottom! And wait I did, but now, the wait is over! You’re here! It, uh, took you ten years or so, but you’re here!”

“Yeah, there were some, uh, delays,” I chuckle as I scratch the back of my neck. “I’d rather not get into it, but we’re here now. Me, Cassie, and Emma.”

“Ah, your wife and daughter?”

“No, no, no,” I sputter. “Nothing like that. “We’re — uhh — it’s complicated. Cassie is my father’s… You know what, let’s just say they’re family.”

At that moment Cassie joins our conversation. I introduce her to the mayor, and his tiny bespectacled eyes grow big when he sees her.

“Very nice to meet you!” The mayor says. “Very nice indeed! There’s so much to discuss, so much! Shall we sit?”

“Sure, we can…” My voice trails off as I look around. There are no chairs. No tables. No nothing. “Sorry, I can’t offer you a seat.”

“No worries! How about we walk over to the tavern? I’m sure you must be famished, and Rosie serves up a mean stew!”

My stomach grumbles in agreement. I’ve been living off gas station food for the past few days. I could use a proper meal.

“Sure thing,” I say.

“I’ll coax Emma into coming along,” Cassie says. “You two head on out, we’ll be right behind.”

Mayor Hucklebottom leads me away from the farm and into the woods, as he yammers on and on. He tells me all about Anchor’s End, its many inhabitants and the many festivities — apparently, there’s a Spring Fling dance coming up — and it’s hard to keep track of it all.

After a brief walk through the dense woods we reach the small town. There’s only a handful of buildings; most of them homes. I do spot a grocery story and a doctor’s office.

And there, in the middle of the town, stands the town’s tavern. The sign above the door reads The Rusty Anchor. Mayor Hucklebottom holds one of the swinging doors open for me.

“After you, partner.”

The inside is just as quaint as the outside. Wooden floorboard, wooden walls, a large bar with stools right across the entrance. To the left is the seating area, and to the right I spot some pool tables, dart boards, and arcade machines.

Two men sit at the bar nursing beers, while a pretty middle-aged woman stands behind the counter wiping glasses, her dark hair in a messy bun.

“Howdy, Rosie. Look what I brought in?” The mayor says.

Rosie looks up, and when she sees me, she shrieks and drops one of the glasses. It shatters on the ground. The two guys look up from their beers, see me standing there looking dumbfounded, and turn their attention back to their ales.

“It can’t be,” the woman says. “After all this time?”

Mayor Hucklebottom chuckles as the woman rushes over to me. She’s dressed in denim jeans and a tight, white tank-top that only barely manages to contain her ample bosom. Fuck me, she’s hot, even though she’s quite a bit older than me.

“It’s you! You’re Jake! You’ve got to be, you look just like him”

The woman pulls me into a tight hug, her soft tits pressing against my chest as her flowery perfume fills my nostrils. Her wide hips fit snugly into mine as my hands automatically reach for her lower back.

She pulls back, smiling broadly, her hands still around my waist.

“You don’t recognize me, do you? Damn that father of yours. Sorry — I won’t speak ill of the dead. Do you know who I am?”

“Rosie?” I say, gazing into her big brown eyes. There’s something strangely familiar about them…

She laughs. “That’s correct, honey. But I’m more than just Rosie to you.”

Mayor Hucklebottom clears his throat. “Jake, meet Rosie. Your grandfather’s wife.”


CHAPTER 2


My jaw hits the floor.

Did he just say —

“Wife?” I stammer. “You’re — you’re my grandmother?!”

“Not by blood, honey,” Rosie answers with a smile. “I don’t have that honor. But Henry was the love of my life.”

“Oh,” I say. “But…”

“I know what you’re thinking and yes, Henry was quite a bit older than me — but he didn’t rob the cradle or nothing. We were just destined to be together. Unfortunately, his time was up a lot sooner than mine, but I’m happy to have loved that man.”

Rosie pulls me into another bearhug. She wraps her arms around me tightly, smushing her large breasts against me. Her warmth feels very comforting.

“You look just like your old man,” she whispers into my ear. “Mmhm. You feel like him too, except you’re a bit more muscular. Do you work out, Jake?”

“I try to keep in shape,” I answer.

Rosie laughs politely and gives me a squeeze. Her soft hands linger on my biceps.

“Mmm… very nice,” she says softly. “You’re going to need those guns out here in the countryside. Please tell me you’re taking over the farm.”

“I’m taking over the farm.”

Rosie’s eyes go big. “Really?!”

“Yes, with Cassie and Emma.”

Her brow furrows as she glances at my fingers. “You’re married? ” There’s a tinge of disappointment in her voice.

“No, no,” I stammer. “It’s a long story. Cassie is my late-father’s-ex-wife. Wow, that’s a mouthful. Emma is her daughter from a previous marriage. I’m helping them out with a fresh start, seeing as my father screwed them over.”

Rosie whistles. “Right. So you’re not just a spitting image of your grandfather’s good looks, but you’ve inherited his moral compass as well. Anchor’s End is going to be better with you in it, Jake.”

“Uhm, thanks?” I say.

Rosie laughs. “You’re welcome, silly. Now, sit, sit — dinner is on the house! Mayor, I trust you want the usual, yes? Biscuits and gravy? Coming right up. Jake, what would you like? We serve a mean stew — it’s my own secret recipe. Interested?”

Rosie’s a bubbly whirlwind of energy and enthusiasm as she seats us in a corner booth. She’s very attractive — stunning, even — with a curvy, voluptuous body that I already miss being pressed against me. She’s got beautiful long, dark hair, and a warm smile that I can’t look away from.

“So, tell me about yourself, Jake,” she says as she places two large, frothy beers in front of me and the mayor. “What are your interests? Your dislikes? Any girlfriends? You’re such a handsome young man, you must be beating them off with a stick, right?”

“Uh, no, no girlfriend.”

“Ah, a bachelor,” Rosie says. Her dark brown eyes sparkle. She flashes me a broad smile and leans forward on our table. Her tight shirt dips a little lower, and I get a great look at the top of her breasts. She catches my eyes dipping.

“Your grandfather wasn’t the only Reed man with good taste, I see,” Rosie says.

“Leave the poor kid be,” Mayor Hucklebottom intervenes. “He just got here!”

Rosie laughs. “I’m not the kind of woman to beat around the bush, darling. If I find someone handsome, I’ll them them know. It’s the country way.”

“It’s the Rosie way,” Mayor Hucklebottom mumbles as he takes a large swig of his beer.

“Shush, George. Don’t worry, I’ll be on my best behavior.”

Rosie winks before she twirls around and leaves us, shaking her big ass with every step. Her flirting is overwhelming. I can’t believe my grandfather’s late-wife is a hot forty-something year old MILF who is giving me fuck-me eyes.

“That’s Rosie for ya,” the mayor says. “Don’t let her get to your head. She’s a big flirt, but she’s actually been single ever since your grandfather passed away.”

“Right,” I say. “I’ll try.”

“So what was all this about Cassie and Emma, if you don’t mind me poking my nose where it doesn’t belong?”

“I suppose there’s no harm in telling you,” I say as I take another swig of my beer. So far everyone in this town has been welcoming, and I feel like can trust George. He’s a kind old man.

“When my father died, Cassie and Emma lost everything. Houses, cars, money, everything. They were homeless. Someone had to step up. I found out about grandpa’s farm, and I did what I felt was right and dropped out of university to move out here with the two of them, where the cost of living is a lot lower. I’ll go back to uni and finish my degree eventually, but this gives us all a chance to catch our breaths and start fresh.”

“That’s very noble of you, Jake,” Mayor Hucklebottom says. “I’ll raise a glass to that!”

“Thanks, although Emma doesn’t quite see it that way. She’s a city girl through and through, so moving out here is a big shock to her.”

At that moment Cassie and Emma enter the tavern. Emma looks around, arms crossed, unimpressed. I wave them over towards our table, and Rosie rushes towards them to greet them.

“Hey there! I’m Rosie, the proprietress of this humble establishment! You must be Cassie and Emma! It’s so good to meet you!”

“Humble’s about right,” Emma mumbles under her breath. “I’d call it something else.”

“Emma, manners! Please excuse her, she’s a little… difficult, a the moment,” Cassie apologizes.

“Don’t worry. What can I get for you two? Would you like the mystery stew?”

“Sure,” Cassie says.

“Two stews, coming right up!”

Emma slides into the booth next to me, while Cassie takes her place next to the mayor. I poke Emma in the side to try and get her to smile, and she bats my hand away. We make some small talk until Rosie comes to serve us our meals.

“Say, Jake,” Rosie says when she places the hot bowls of stew on our table. “The Spring Fling Dance is coming up next week, are you going to attend? You guys arrived in town just in time for the festivities!”

“I don’t know, whipping the farm into shape is going to be a hell of a lot of work,” I say.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” the mayor chimes in. “We help each other around here. There’s plenty of able bodies in Anchor’s End ready and willing to help you out. Just say the word.”

“Really? That would be amazing,” I say. “But it’s so much work — I would feel bad for asking.”

“Nonsense!” Rosie says. “That’s how we do things here. You can repay our town with all the delicious crops you’ll grow — or you could give me your milk,” she adds with a wink. “In case you get a cow, I mean. Enjoy your dinner, folks!”

“We can get a cow?” Emma whispers the moment Rosie has left our table. It’s the first time she’s sounded enthusiastic since we came here.

“We sure can,” I say.

“And chickens? Can we get chickens?”

“I don’t see why. Do you want a horse, too?”

Emma is silent for a moment. “Can I?”

“If you stop being so damn grumpy all the time, maybe,” I tease her.

“Have you thought about what you want to grow?” The mayor asks as he digs into his biscuits and gravy. “The soil is excellent out here! You could grow just about anything.”

“I hadn’t really thought about that,” Cassie says. “Oh, we’re so inexperienced! You must think we’re foolish, moving out here.”

“Not at all!” The mayor replies, as his thick mustache drips with gravy. “We love new people here! And I know Jake’s here got his heart in the right place. You’ll fit right in, don’t you worry.”

“Thank you,” Cassie says. “It’s all so new. It’s exciting, and a little scary.”

“You’ll work it out soon enough. There’s a small grocery shop in town, ran by Pete and Lilly. They can get you started with all kinds of seeds.”

“What type of things can we grow out here?” I ask.

“Oh, literally anything, Jake. Tomatoes, strawberries, pumpkins, melons, potatoes; depending on the season, of course. You could even grow hop and brew your own beer, if you’d like. The possibilities are endless.”

“Wow. That would be pretty cool, actually. I’ve always wanted to have my own beer.”

“You can do that, and more here, son. Now, eat up. Your stew’s getting cold!”


CHAPTER 3


Ilet out a satisfied sigh as my spoon fork hits the empty bowl. This is the best meal I’ve had in ages.

“Pretty good, huh?” Rosie smiles as she comes to collect our plates.

“Very tasty,” Cassie says.

“It’s fucking amazing is what it is,” Emma says, her mouth still full. “This shit is wild.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Rosie laughs.

Mayor Hucklebottom smirks and shakes his head. I think he’s already enjoying having these new townsfolk around.

“See, Emma, not everything out here is so bad,” Cassie says proudly.

“Uh, excuse me? We’re still homeless, mom.” Emma shoots back.

“Nonsense, we have a house.”

“A shitty farmhouse.”

“Language!”

Emma rolls her eyes. “I’m not a kid, mom. You know I’m twenty years old, right? I can say fuck and shit if I want. And right now, everything is fucking shit.”

“Just because you can, doesn’t mean you should,” I chime in. “Your mom’s doing the best she can. We all are.”

Emma glares at me. “Shut up, Jake. Are you going to sleep in that drafty dump tonight?”

“Maybe I am.”

“Then you’re an idiot. You guys can pretend everything is peachy — I’m out of here.”

Emma storms out of our booth. Cassie is quick to follow her.

“Emma! Young lady, come back here! Emma!”

I reach out to grab Cassie’s arm. “Let her go, Cass. She’ll come back.”

Cassie lets out a deep sigh as Emma storms out of the tavern. I pull her in for a tight hug, and then we return to our seats together.

“I hope you’re right, Jake. I hope we’re doing the right thing. Emma’s been so moody lately. Sometimes I wonder if she secretly hates me for dragging her out here.”

“Don’t say that,” I say, rubbing her hand. “She’s hot-blooded. Always has been. She’ll come around, eventually.”

“I believe that,” the mayor adds. “If you’ll indulgence an old man and listen to his advice, I say let the girl be. She’ll find her way.”

Cassie nods, and gives my hand a loving squeeze. We continue making polite conversation with the mayor about the town when Rosie saunters up.

“Another round?”

“Oh, no thank you,” Cassie says. “I can’t handle another beer! Can we get the bill, please?”

“Most certainly not!” Rosie replies.

“S-sorry?”

“Everything is on the house, darling,” Rosie says with a warm smile.

“What? Oh, that’s not necessary!”

“Nonsense, you’re my guests! Consider it a welcome gift.”

“That’s very kind, Rosie,” I say. “We appreciate it.”

“I’m only just getting started, darling,” Rosie continues. “I may have overheard that you lot don’t have any sleeping arrangement for the night. Is that true?”

“Right now, we have an old truck and a drafty house.”

“Then old Rosie here is going to do you a solid — I’ve got two bedrooms upstairs, right above the tavern. I usually rent them out to visitors, but there’s none in town at the moment. Feel free to use them for as long as you need. Free of charge.”

“That’s… amazing, Rosie,” I say. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You are being far too generous,” Cassie says, her voice nearly breaking. “Oh, thank you! Thank you thank thank you!”

Cassie flings her arms around Rosie, and the two gorgeous ladies hug tightly, both of them laughing.

“If there’s anyway we can repay you, just let me know,” I say.

“You’re going to give me that milk, remember?” Rosie says brazenly. “From the cow, I mean. I’ll give you the key in a second, just give me a moment, I’ve got some customers who need their beer.”

“Please, take your time,” I say. “We’re not going anywhere!”

Cassie sits back down, her cheeks flushed. “God, everyone is so nice here. It’s so different from back home. When they took our house from us, all our old neighbors turned our back on us like we were trash. We made the right call coming here.”

“We do thing differently out here,” the mayor says. By now he’s a little drunk, and his big nose has become red. “Or at least, we certainly try. Anchor’s End is not perfect by any means, I won’t claim that, but we certainly try! Here’s to making new friends!”

As we continue chatting, I see Emma slip back into the tavern and head directly towards the arcade machines.

I excuse myself from the conversation and head over there. Emma is in the middle of shooting zombies when I rock up to her.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Aim. Shoot. Reload.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Emma’s hot-pants hug her hips and ass tightly, and her crop-top rides up to show off her smooth belly. She’s off limits, but watching Emma mow down these zombies with intense focus and determination is kinda hot.

Bang! Bang! Headshot!

Another zombie down. A dozen more approach.

Headshot! Headshot! M-m-m-monster kill! Level cleared!

Emma lets out a breath, lowers the gun, and turns towards me. Her gorgeous blue eyes gaze into mine, and I can see that they are red and puffy. She’s been crying.

“Having fun, Emmy?” I ask as as I brush a stray lock of blond hair behind her ears. I enjoy giving her stupid nick-names like Em-Em, Emmy or Em-dog She pretends to hate them.

“No,” she pouts. “Everything sucks, Jake. Mom dragged me out here, and now I’m stick in the middle of fucking nowhere.”

“It’s not so bad out here,” I say.

She gestures at the half-empty tavern. “If this is the party scene here, then yes, it’s pretty bad.”

“You haven’t given it a fair shot, Em. Come on. We only just got here.”

“It’s just… everything’s been taken from us, Jake. Everything. I’m not a country girl. I don’t belong here.”

Emma looks down at the floor, holding back her tears. She’s a strong and fiery woman in front of Cassie and the mayor, but she’s also just a young woman trying to find herself in the world. And having the rug pulled out from under you ain’t easy.

“Come here, Emmy.”

I pull her into a tight embrace. She buries her face in my neck, and I gently rub her back as she sobs quietly.

“It’s okay, baby,” I whisper. “It’ll be okay.”

We hold each other for a moment, her soft body pressed against mine.

“Thank you, Jake,” she whispers.

“Anytime.”

“I mean it. You dropped out of school for us. I know I might not act like it but I do appreciate it.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s not. Not everybody would do something like that. Thank you, Jake. Seriously.”

Emma plants a soft kiss on my cheek. Our faces are close together now. Very close. So close our lips almost touch. I feel her warm breath, and her eyes flutter. Her tongue wets her bottom lip. My hand is on her lower back. It would be so easy to pull her into a kiss. So damn easy…

We pull back at the same time.

“Uh, let’s uh, play some more Zombie Strike, what do you say?”

“Sounds great! Loser buys drinks.”

“You’re on!”


CHAPTER 4


By the time the tavern closes the mayor is absolutely smashed. Cassie and him have been mingling with the locals and drinking beer after beer, while Emma and I have been playing pool. Rosie asks me if I can take the mayor home while she closes up, and of course I agree.

Cassie insists on helping, and together we carry the mayor out of the tavern and head towards his house. Thankfully, the mayor is a very light man, and he lives just down the street.

I fish his keys out of his pocket, and we leave him snoring on his couch with a blanket covering him.

Cassie’s also feeling no pain. She wraps her arm around my waist as we wander through the deserted, picturesque streets of Anchor’s End together.

“You’re a good man, Jake,” she says.

“Why does everyone keep saying that?” I laugh.

“Because it’s true. You stepped up. You look after us. You’re kind to Emma, even though she can be a total bitch. Pick your reason.”

“Anytime, Cas.”

“You know why’s such a bitch, right?”

Okay, Cassie’s a lot more drunk than I thought, because she would never use words like that sober.

“Because’s she’s young, wild, and reckless?”

“Because she likes you, idiot.”

“What? No,” I say.

“Oh, she does,” Cassie says, leaning heavily on me. “She totally does. And I can see why. You’re smart, handsome, kind… I bet you’re a good fuck, too.”

“Cassie!” I say, shocked.

She bursts out laughing, her gorgeous voice filling these empty streets. “What? It’s true. Rosie certainly seems to agree. Can’t say I blame her.”

Okay, we’ve just crossed the path into crazy talk.

“I think you have the wrong idea, Cass.”

“Oh, Jake. You’re so cute. And a fool. A handsome fool, but still a fool.”

“Even if you were right, Emma’s off-limits,” I say. “So it doesn’t matter.”

“Why’s that, hm?” Cassie says. “Life’s too short for regrets, Jake. Don’t overthink things. Let them happen. Mmhm, if I was a bit younger, I’d have let you have a piece of me too. I would’ve rode you like a pony.”

Cassie laughs as I turn beet red.

“C’mon, let’s get you to bed. You need to sleep this off,” I say.

When we return to the Rusty Anchor, Rosie is waiting for us. The tavern is closed, and Emma has already gone up to her room upstairs.

“Let’s keep this party going,” Cassie giggles. “More shots!”

“She’s a bit tipsy,” I tell Rosie. “And not acting like herself.”

Rosie chuckles. “Seems like everyone’s had a good night. Here, let me help you.”

Rosie supports Cassie’s other side, and helps me get her up the stairs. There’s two small but cozy rooms there, and a small bathroom. I can hear Emma sleeping in the one room — poor thing must be exhausted after our long road trip.

“I’ll help her get ready for bed,” Rosie offers. “Unless you want to help me undress her?”

“Uh, no, that’s okay,” I say.

“You can wait downstairs and we can share a nightcap if you’d like,” Rosie says.

“That sounds great.”

“Okay, I’ll be right down, tiger.”

I head downstairs to the now empty tavern. The chairs are stacked on the tables, the lights are dimmed, and the jukebox softly plays a slow song. It’s strange having this place all to myself.

I pull out a bottle of whiskey and two glasses, and fill them both. Here’s to a new life. One filled with adventure, farming, and a town full of beautiful women…

“Hello there, stranger.”

Her sexy voice sends a shive down my spine. I turn around to see Rosie — and boy, do I see a lot of her.

She’s wearing a black sheer, see-through nightgown. I barely know where to look. Her large breasts are clearly visible through the thin fabric, her nipples nearly poking through. Fuck me, she’s not wearing any panties either.

My dick gets hard so fast I see stars.

“I hope you don’t mind I slipped into something more… comfortable.”

“Not at all,” I say, trying to regain some of my composure. A few years back I might have fainted, but the whiskey is giving me courage. “You look amazing.”

“Thank you, Jake.”

Rosie saunters over towards me. She slips onto a stool right next to me, her gown riding up her juicy, thick thighs. She takes the glass of whiskey and raises it. “I see you found the good stuff. Cheers, cowboy.”

“Cheers.”

She downs the glass and looks at me seductively through her long lashes. “I hope you don’t mind me being so forward, Jake. I’ve learned that if you want something in life, you have to take it. And tonight, I want you. Is that okay?”

“Yes,” I say. “You’ll hear no complaints from me.”

Rosie laughs. “That’s good to hear, stallion. Show me how much you like what you see then, Jake.”

I don’t hesitate. I’ve been stuck in a truck with Cassie and Emma for days, without any chance to relieve myself. Since we got here, I’ve had gorgeous women flirting with me non-stop.

Now that I have pair of beautiful breasts in front of me, I’m not going to let this chance slip.

I pull Rosie close to me, one hand sliding up her nightgown to cup her soft breasts. The barkeep lets out a quiet moan as my thumb brushes against her nipple.

“Mmhm, that’s it, baby,” she says. “Take what you want.”

My cock grows as hard as a rock as my fingers sink into Rosie’s soft flesh. She presses her tits together for me, and I lean in and bury my face in her softness.

“Mmhm, oh yes, that’s it,” Rosie moans as I suck her nipples into my mouth. My hands are groping her curvy thighs and her big ass before sliding between her legs and finding her bare slit dripping wet.

“Oh god,” Rosie moans when my fingers enter here. “Right there, right there, baby. Oh god, you really know what you’re doing. Fuck me, I’ve wanted since the moment you walked through that door, baby.”

Her words drive me wild. My fingers slide into her tight, wet cunt, and Rosie rewards me by throwing her nightgown off and smothering my face into her large bosom. Her hard pink nipples beg to be sucked on.

“Oh fuck yes, play with my pussy baby, oh god, oh god Jake!”

I suck her tits while my fingers pump that sweet, tight little MILF pussy. Rosie grinds herself against my hand, her juices dripping down her thighs.

“Oh god, you’re going to make me cum Jake, you’re going to make me, oh god, Jake!”

Rosie gasps as an intense orgasm sweeps through her curvy body. I silence her cries with a hungry kiss, and her tongue invades my mouth as my fingers keep pumping her pussy, her tight walls clenching my fingers, her entire body trembling and shaking.

“Fuck me Jake, that was good,” she grins as she pulls back, breathing heavily. “Let me repay you.”

She slides off the barstool and kneels down in front of me. We’re standing in front of the bar, where hours earlier it was bustling with guests, and the tavern was filled with music and laughter.

Now there’s the sound of my zipper being pulled down, and Rosie gasping loudly.

“God, you have a juicy, fat cock,” she says as she licks her lips and wraps her hands around my shaft. “Let Rosie take care of you, honey.”

“Oh shit,” I groan as she takes my purple head into her hungry mouth. Her lips seal around my throbbing member, and her big brown eyes look directly into mine as her head starts bobbing up and down.

I’ve gotten a blowjob before, but no woman has ever sucked me off with as much gusto or enthusiasm as Rosie is doing now. Her hands work the base of my shaft while her tongue worships the sensitive head of my cock. I have to hold onto the bar to keep myself steady, as my knees are close to buckling.

“Mmmhmm… mmhmmm… mmmmmm!”

Rosie moans loudly as she deep throats me, taking my cock as far down her throat as it’ll go. The sounds she makes are lewd and wild, and only turn me on even more. With a grin she pulls back, a string of spit connecting her plump lips to my glistening cock.

“How was that, cowboy?”

“Amazing,” I groan. “You have the mouth of a goddess.”

“And the tits, too,” Rosie says as she pushes them together. She slides my dick between those puppies, and I groan as she gives me a wonderful tit-job, her tongue licking my purple head all over.

“Did you want to do this from the moment you saw me?” She asks.

“Fuck yes,” I groan.

“Tell me, baby. Tell me what you wanted to do to me.”

“Oh fuck… I wanted to pull your tits out and fuck them right there on the bar, Rosie… I wanted to rub my cock all over your face…”

“Like this, baby?”

Rosie slaps my fat cock against her cheeks, spreading my pre-cum all over her mature face.

“Jesus, just like that, yes,” I say, my entire body on fire with lust and excitement. “You’re such a hot slut, Rosie.”

“Yes, I’m a slut for your big fat cock, Jake. I need you to fuck me right here on the table, right where the people come to eat, right where you had dinner with the mayor and Cassie,” she begs. “Can you do that for me?”

“Fuck yes,” I growl. “Get your fat ass on the table, slut.”

Rosie jumps up and lays down on the table. Her sexy, curvaceous body is on full display; her big, bouncy tits, her thick, juicy legs and her dripping wet cunt.

Where hours earlier I was digging into Rosie’s meaty stew, now I’m about to pound her dripping wet pussy.

“Fuck me, right here in the middle of my bar,” Rosie begs. “Treat me like a slut, baby, give old Rosie what she needs!”

Rosie spreads her legs wide, and I take my place between them, lining up my hard cock with her opening. When I push my swollen cock inside of her, we both moan deeply

“Oooohh Jake…”

“Oh fuck Rosie!”

I slide in deeper, inch after inch of my thick cock entering her tight cunt. This is so taboo, so forbidden, and that only makes it hotter. I am taking her cunt and making it mine.

I bury my cock to the hilt inside of her, letting her adjust to my size for a moment — and then I go to town on this hot MILF.

I pound that wet cunt hard.

Her eyes roll back, her mouth hanging open. Her huge tits shake with every thrust. I reach out and grab those big melons and I roughly squeeze that soft flesh.

“Fuck my wet little pussy,” Rosie groans deeply. “Make me yours baby, claim this pussy! Oh Jake!”

Rosie screams my name as her orgasm overwhelms her. Her hot pussy squeezes me tightly as her entire curvy body trembles, but I’m not done. Not by a long shot.

I place her legs on my shoulders and bend her in half as my cock plows into her. The table underneath us squeaks and groans, threatening to break, but I don’t give a fuck.

“Oh god, oh yes, yes Jake! Fuck me! Fill me up with your hot seed!”

I can’t hold back anymore. Filling this hot MILF up to the brim with my seed in the middle of her bar is too damn tempting. With final thrust I bury myself deep inside of her, and then I explode.

I cum inside of Rosie whiteout protection, filling her mature cunt with load after load of my potent seed. Her eyes go big as she feels my hot cum flood her pussy.

“Yes, fill me, oh yes, there’s so much, so much,” she moans deliriously, licking her lips.

I groan and collapse on top of her, burying my face in her soft bosom. She holds my head and strokes my hair as she takes a deep breath.

“Wow,” she says. “That was incredible, Jake.”

“Wow indeed,” I say.

My cock slips out of her as I stand up, the table protesting from our combined weight. Rosie leaks cum all over it, and she looks at me with a wicked smile.

“Look at the mess you made,” she teases as she rubs her fingers across her wet folds. “All over the table where my guests eat…”

Damn, that’s hot. Blood surges down to my cock instantly. Rosie notices and raises one eyebrow.

“Mhm, you like being naughty in here with me, don’t you, Jack? We can do this more often, if you like. I could go for a proper pounding like that any day of the week.”

She reaches out, grabs my still hard cock, and gives it a squeeze.

“I need your milk often, Jack. This town needs your fresh, creamy milk — and I want to serve it to everyone. There’s plenty of ladies in Anchor’s End who could use a young, hard cock like yours. I’m going to make sure you have a fresh set of lips around this cock every day of the week, baby.”

“Oh fuck,” I say, biting my bottom lip as Rosie strokes me to full hardness. Did I die and go to heaven? Because that’s what it feels like.

Rosie gives my cock a final squeeze and then stands up and gives me a kiss on the cheek. “We can discuss the finer details later. Right now, you should catch some sleep, sugar. It’ll be morning soon, and you have a lot of work to do.”


CHAPTER 5


Ihead upstairs, still trying to wrap my head around the best damn sex of my life, when a very obvious fact suddenly hits me in the face.

There’s three of us — Emma, Cassie and me — and only two bedrooms.

Well, shit.

I take a peek into Emma’s bedroom. She’s sprawled out on her bed in deep sleep, her shirt ridden up, her smooth belly on display. Her bed only fits one. I tuck her in, kiss her forehead and check out Cassie.

Cassie’s bed fits two. She’s hidden under the covers, deeply sleeping. I briefly contemplate sleeping on the hard floor, but then I think about all the hard work I have to do tomorrow — can’t do that when my back is fucked.

I suppose I could slip into bed with Cassie, right? That’s not weird. Not weird at all.

I strip down to my boxers and carefully slip into bed next to her. The mattress dips slightly, and Cassie rolls over and hugs me tightly.

“Warm me,” she groans, half-asleep.

Her soft body presses against mine. Her naked body. Her completely, totally naked body.

Oh, shit.

Her legs slide over mine and her giant, soft breasts press against my chest and her hand rests on my chest.

“Warm me,” she groans again. “So cold.”

I wrap my arms around her and pull her in for a tight hug, trying to ignore my growing erection as I hold Cassie. She falls asleep, snoring slightly, her head resting against my chest.

This is fine. I’m just holding a butt-naked woman. No biggie.

I close my eyes and try to fall asleep. To my surprise, my mind drifts quickly — it’s been a long and exhausting day.

The sun streams through the window when I wake up. Cassie’s soft tits press against my chest, and I feel her warm breath on my skin. I open my eyes to find her big blue eyes looking into mine.

“Hello,” she whispers.

“Hey,” I answer back.

Our bodies are still tangled together, and I notice my morning wood is pressing against her leg. Only the thin fabric of my boxers is separating us.

“Last night, did we…?” She asks me with a coy smile.

I shake my head as a blush fills my cheeks. “No.”

“Oh.”

Is that disappointment I hear?

“There aren’t enough beds — but I didn’t know you slept naked.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” Cassie says as she glances down. “They’re just boobs.”

She looks into my eyes and bites her bottom lip. Her knee gently bumps into my hardening cock as I can see her mind working.

“Seems you like them, though,” she whispers softly. “I thought I was too old to turn heads or… well, stir cocks.”

“Are you kidding me? You’re absolutely gorgeous, Cassie. You’re the sexiest woman I know,” I hear myself admitting freely.

“You flatter me, but… I don’t mind.”

Her hand drifts across my chest, sliding lower and lower. My heart-rate sky-rockets instantly.

“I suppose, now that you’re here in my bed and all, I might as well… help you out. You’ve been so good to us, after all. You deserve to be… relieved. If you can keep it our little secret?”

I nod.

Her hand slips into my boxers.

I gasp.

Cassie wraps her fingers around my shaft and groans softly when she feels how thick I am.

“Oh, you’re gifted, Jack.”

My blood pumps fast as her hand moves up and down my shaft, stroking my hard cock.

I slide my hand underneath the covers and find her wet pussy. Cassie pushes herself closer against me, moaning quietly.

We stroke each other, both of us breathing heavily.

“Oh, I’ve needed this so bad, Jack,” she says, looking at me with pure lust in her eyes. “Come here.”

I can’t hold back. I kiss her hard — all the pent-up tension exploding out of me in one go. She kisses me back, her tongue entering my mouth as my fingers rub her swollen, throbbing clit.

To my surprise, she pushes me onto my back and climbs on top of me. I look up at Cassie, her big tits dangling in my face as she reaches down to grab my hard cock.

I’ve had the hots for this woman since the first moment I met her, but I never in a million years did I ever expect this…

She grabs my cock, lines it up with the entrance to her dripping wet pussy, and hesitates for a moment.

“Emma’s is going to kill me,” she whispers.

Cassie rubs my purple, engorged head against her wet slit, every touch making my cock throb harder. She’s not moving away.

“I guess this is our secret, then?” I whisper back.

Cassie bites her bottom lip. “I’ve always wanted a secret boy-toy.”

And she lowers herself down onto my cock.

Both of us moan as my hardness slowly fills her tight pussy. My hands slide up her naked body, squeezing those big, glorious tits I’ve lusted so long after. Cassie takes inch after inch of me, and it feels fucking amazing.

Cassie’s eyes flutter and her mouth hangs open as her tight cunt grips my throbbing cock. We pause for a second when I’m buried to the hilt inside of her, both of us enjoying this insanely intense sensation of being totally connected.

Then, we hear a door creaking, and soft footsteps in the hall. Cassie’s eyes go wide. Emma, she mouthes.

I reach around Cassie and give her big, soft ass a squeeze, grinning from ear-to-ear. A moment later we hear the sound of running water — Emma’s taking a shower.

This is our chance.

Cassie starts riding me. Slowly at first, her hands resting on my chest, her pussy squeezing me tightly as she finds her rhythm. Then she speeds up, faster and faster, until her heavy tits are swinging wildly and my balls slap against her cheeks every time I thrust my cock into her went cunt.

The bed is creaking wildly, and the sounds of my heavy balls slapping against her fill the small, cozy bedroom. If Emma shuts the shower off, she’ll hear us for sure.

I can feel Cassie’s entire body tremble and her pussy squeezes the hell out of my cock as she cums, a gorgeous look crossing her face. I pull her in for a deep hot kiss as I bury myself to the hilt inside of her and erupt; filling her womb to the brim with my potent seed.

My keep keeps firing load after load of my hot cum inside of her, my fingers gripping her soft ass until my balls are completely spent.

Cassie collapses on top of me, her face buried in my neck. The sound of running water stops.

“Fuck, Jake,” she whispers. “That was so good… I needed that so bad.”

We lie there for a moment, our bodies trembling, our breathing slowly returning to normal as I gently stroke her back.

“We shouldn’t have done that,” she whispers back, her voice heavy with guilt.

“Nonsense,” I answer. “We both wanted it.”

Cassie looks at me with those big, beautiful blue eyes of hers. Before she can speak I kiss her, deeply and passionately. She returns my kiss, groaning quietly as she feels my cock throb.

“Our secret then,” Cassie says.

“Our secret.”


CHAPTER 6


After a quick shower I head downstairs. The smell of fresh coffee, eggs and bacon fills the tavern.

“Morning, cowboy,” Rosie says as she fixes breakfast. She’s wearing jeans that hug her ass perfectly, and a loose fitting shirt.“How do you like your eggs?”

“Scrambled, please.”

“Coming right up.”

Emma’s sitting at the bar, nursing a cup of coffee. She’s wearing her running gear, her hair tied into a ponytail.

“Morning, Em.”

“Morning, Jake. Coffee?”

“Yes, please.”

She pours me a cup and I take a sip right as Cassie comes walking down the stairs, drying her wet hair.

“Smells amazing,” Cassie says. “I still can’t thank you enough for hosting us for the night.”

“Oh, hush,” Rosie answers. “You’re my guests. Now, please, sit at the table. Breakfast is almost ready.”

She directs us towards the very same table where I fucked on her on last night. As I sit down, with Emma on my left and Cassie on my right, I can’t help but visualize how Rosie looked lying here; naked and willing, her legs spread, her pussy glistening…

Blood rushes down to my member. Rosie winks at me from across the table. “Let’s eat!”

The food is absolutely amazing. Rosie’s a very talented chef; her eggs and bacon nourishes my soul. As I sit there, enjoying my coffee, looking at Cassie, Emma and Rosie, I find it hard to believe that I had hot sweaty sex with two of these drop-dead gorgeous women in the past twelve hours — and the third one’s got a crush on me as well.

My stay in Anchor’s End is going to be very… interesting.


CHAPTER 7


Mayor George Hucklebottom is right about Anchor’s End: They truly do help each other out around here.

The entire town comes out to Reed Farm to lend us a helping hand. Over a dozen men and a handful of women volunteer their labor to me, free of charge.

It’s enough to move Cassie to tears, and I have to admit I’m touched as well. The reception we got from our neighbors back in the city when we were evicted couldn’t be more different.

I barely know where to begin with this big project, but luckily, Ruby Jones does. The gorgeous red-haired woman that welcomed us into town yesterday turns out to be a gifted carpenter, who knows exactly what needs to be done to whip our ramshackle farmhouse back into shape.

She shouts orders, and the townsfolk follow them to the letter.

Pick-up trucks filled with building materials come and go. Wood is hammered, and someone is operating a loud saw. Cassie’s walking around with coffee, making sure everyone has a hot drink.

“Anything I can do, Ruby?” I ask. I feel kinda bad; this is my new home, but I’m not doing a damn thing.

“You can watch and learn, city boy,” Ruby says with a wink.

The red-head is wearing denim overalls that hug her curvaceous body perfectly. I never thought denim overalls could be sexy, but damn if she doesn’t pull them off perfectly.

“I’m just messing with you,” she says when she sees my face. “But I don’t think you’ve fixed a roof before, have you?”

“I have not.”

“That’s what I figured. It’s dangerous work, you know. Wouldn’t want to bump that pretty head of yours on your first day.”

“I want to make myself useful, though.”

“You’re good to look at, Jake. That’s pretty useful.”

When she sees my frown, Ruby pokes me in the stomach. “Ah, you’re so easy to get a rise out of! Tell you what. If you really want to learn carpentry, you can visit my workshop some time and I can teach you a thing or two. How does that sound?”

“That sounds great,” I say.

“Lovely. If you’re dead set on working yourself into a sweat, you can start clearing the land. That’s some real backbreaking work. You might even be able to plant some seeds soon.”

“Good idea,” I say. “I’ll get started right away!”

I find a rusty scythe in a shed and make my way towards the grass-covered fields. On my way there, a burly man with a big, bushy beard stop me.

“You’re not going to use that thing, are ya?”

“I am, yes.”

He shakes his head. “That thing’s falling apart, my friend. You’ll hurt yourself if you’re not careful. My name’s Grant, and I’m the town’s blacksmith.”

“Jake Reed, pleasure to meet you,” I say as I shake his hand. He’s got a gigantic hand and a powerful grip. “You’re a blacksmith? That’s so cool!”

“Ah, you’re too kind. If you run down to my shop, you can grab yourself a proper scythe.” He fishes a set of keys out of his pocket and thrusts them into my hands. “This key opens my shack out back. You just go down that road for a while, and it’s the third house on the left. Yellow fence outside. Can’t miss it.”

I look at him with an open-mouth. “Wait, what?”

“What is it? Oh, you’re concerned about the price? Consider it a welcoming gift, Jake. I’m sure you’ll help me out one day.”

“Uh, no, I was, uh,” I stammer. How is everyone so dang friendly here? “Thank you, Grant! You’re too kind!”

He slaps me on the shoulder hard. “Don’t mention it, fella. Look at it this way; if you’re serious about farming, you’re going to give me plenty of business!” He says with a booming laugh. “Now off with you!”

I hurry down the road that Grant pointed out to me. Third house on the right. Yellow fence. Or was it left? Ah shit, now I don’t know. I didn’t even ask his last name!

The ‘road’ quickly turns into a winding path through the dense woods that splits off into several directions. I decide to follow the branch leading left. After walking for a good twenty minutes with not a house in sight, I’m starting to wonder if I made the right choice.

Then, as I turn the corner, I see a beautiful lake, hidden in the middle of this dense forest. The water is crystal clear, and very inviting. It would be really nice to take a swim…

The calm surface of the lake suddenly stirs — and a woman pops up her head and shakes her wet hair. The moment she spots me she shrieks, and her shriek causes me to shriek.

“Ah!”

“Ah! Sorry! Didn’t mean to startle you!” I shout.

The woman laughs, her warm voice carrying across the lake. “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you either! I thought I was alone out here.”

“So did I! I’m Jake, I’m new here! I’m actually looking for Grant’s home — do you know where he lives? Big guy? Big bushy beard? Blacksmith?”

The woman bites her bottom lip, still bobbing in the water, only her head above the surface. “My name’s Zoey, but I’m sorry, I’m not sure where that is. I’m new to this area myself.”

“Ah, okay. He said his house had a yellow fence. Does that ring a bell?”

“Yellow fence? Oh, I think I know where that is!”

Zoey swims towards the edge of the lake and rises out of the water — and that’s when I realize she was swimming in the nude.

Water drips down her gorgeous naked body, down the slopes of her breasts and the curves of her thighs as she casually strolls towards to me as if this is most normal thing in the world.

I keep my gaze focused on her face. She’s got freckles, and brown eyes, and shoulder length brown hair. And a killer body I not to stare at. I estimate she’s in her early thirties.

“Hope you don’t mind,” she says, gesturing at her nude body. “I find a nude swim is a great start to the morning. There’s usually no one else here.”

“Sorry for intruding,” I say. “I’ll be more mindful in the feature.”

“Ah nonsense, this lake doesn’t belong to me,” Zoey says as she scrunches her hair to get some of the excess water out. She steps into a pair of flip-flops. “It’s just a body, everyone has one. My cabin’s this way; follow me.”

She leads the way, casually strolling through the woods in the nude like some forest nymph as we make small-talk.

“So tell me, Jake. What brings an outsider to Anchor’s End?”

I tell her a brief version of my story. It’s hard to pay attention with her bubbly butt bouncing in front of me, but I manage to get the words out without stuttering.

“Ah, so that ruined farm is yours? That’s so cool,” she says. “I can’t wait to see what you do with the place.”

“What about you?” I ask.

“Oh, I’m a painter,” she says. “I came here to find solitude and work on my craft.”

“So am I rudely interrupting your workflow by stumbling through these woods?” I ask.

Zoey laughs. “No, if anything, I’ve found that solitude is a little overrated. I’m going a little stir crazy in my cabin, that’s why I go on these morning swims. It’s nice to meet a friendly face, actually.”

“You haven’t mingled with the townsfolk?” I ask. “They’re very kind.”

“I haven’t, actually,” she admits. “I’m a little shy, if you can believe that.”

Shy? This beautiful woman is walking around stark-naked and chatting casually — shy is the last word I’d use to describe her.

“Ah, my cabin is right over there. Do you see it?”

Tucked away in the woods, in the middle of nowhere, stands a small wooden home. She opens the door for me, and I see the building is filled from top to bottom with paintings and art supplies.

“Holy shit,” I mutter. “This is awesome.”

“I’ll just be a moment,” she says as she steps inside and heads towards her closet. She grabs a towel, dries her hair and throws on some clothes while I enter her cozy home and let my eyes drift across all these gorgeous paintings.

They are all absolutely stunning landscapes of Anchor’s End.

“Hey, that’s our farm!” I say. I take a step towards the gorgeous image when something else catches my eye — a small painting, hidden in the corner of the room. Is that…?

I reach towards it when Zoey materializes in front of me, spreading her arms and legs wide in front of me. “That’s private!” She says, her cheeks rosy. “In fact, all of these paintings are not meant to be seen! They’re works in progress! In fact, they’re just drafts! Please, let’s go outside!”

The artist is now wearing jeans and a loose shirt, very obviously without a bra. She might look even sexier now than she did coming out of the lake, if such a thing is even possible. Her hair is still damp, and a droplet of water cascades down her cheek.

“I’m sorry if I saw anything I wasn’t supposed to,” I say. “But these paintings are absolutely gorgeous. They’re not drafts, they are brilliant!”

She is silent for a moment. “Do you really mean that?” Zoey asks softly.

“Yes, one hundred percent. I’d buy one if I wasn’t broke as hell and living off the kindness of the town’s folk right now. But as soon as I get my farm up and running, I want to buy this painting,” I say as I gesture towards the beautiful picture of Reed’s Farm in all it’s dilapidated glory. “It’ll be cool to see how far we came, and it’ll be a good reminder of how generous this town has been to me and my family.”

“You’re too kind,” Zoey says, blushing from head-to-toe. The confident, sexy woman who rose out of the water like an elf has now turned into a coy artist. “I don’t know.”

“I do know,” I say firmly. “I’m no art critic, but these are golden, Zoey. You should show them off in town. Have an art fair or something. I can ask Rosie if you can host one in the tavern. I’m sure plenty of people will be interested!”

“Ah, no!” Zoey says, her face turning as red as the sun. “That’s very kind, but I don’t want all of that attention!”

“Okay,” I chuckle. “Then don’t. But you don’t have to be so modest. These are awesome. But what is that you are furiously trying to hide?”

“That?” Zoey looks over her shoulder. “Ah, you’ve already seen it all, I suppose…”

She takes a step to the side, grabs the small painting and hands it to me. I can now see it’s a nude self-portrait of Zoey. She faces away from the viewer, her hand draped across her perky breasts. While her landscape works are bold and expressive, this self-portrait is demure and reserved.

“I’ve been experimenting with portraits,” she says softly. “I’m comfortable with landscapes, but I know I need to keep pushing myself if I want to develop as an artist. I’ve been doing self-portraits, but I find them to very stressful.”

“How so?”

She shrugs. “I don’t know. As you may have noticed I’m a bit of a nudist, but that doesn’t mean I’m not critical when I look at myself and see all my imperfections. And when doing a painting, you spend a lot of time looking.”

I frown as I look at the pretty artist. Imperfections? What the hell is she blabbering on about? This woman is drop-dead gorgeous.

“I want to get a model, but how am I going to find one out here?” She continues.

“I could model for you,” I say without thinking about it.

She blinks. “You would?”

“Sure, why not?” I say.

“Nude?”

“Yeah.”

“I can’t afford to pay you anything.”

“You don’t have to,” I say. “You can gift me one of your works, if you’re dead set on reimbursing me, but you certainly don’t have to.”

“That would be… amazing! Thank you thank you thank you!”

Zoey suddenly flings her arms around my neck and hugs me tightly. Her hard nipples poke into my chest as I accept the hug; while trying to steer her away from the half-chub I’ve had since the moment I laid eyes on her.

“You’re welcome,” I laugh.

She pulls back, her arms still around my waist as she studies my face intently. “Good cheekbones… nice smile…” She places her hand on my face and runs her thumb along my cheek. I feel a spark shooting through my body — soon I won’t be able to hide the tent I’m pitching.

Her eyes drift down to my body. “Oh don’t mind me, just getting a head-start on my project.”

She runs her hand along my shoulders, feeling my muscles. “Oh, very good, Jake, very good. You’ll make an excellent model.”

“Do you want me to strip right now?” I tease.

“Next time,” she says. “Now let’s go find you a blacksmith.”

Oh, right! I almost forgot why I even came out here. Taking to Zoey makes the time fly by.

“Right! Lead the way!”
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CHAPTER 8


Zoey leads me back to the intersection where the road split off into a bunch of different directions, and she leads me the correct house.

“Here you are. Yellow fence, big chimney — this is the place. I’m sure you can find your way back from here, right?” Zoey asks.

“Thanks, Zoey! You’re a lifesaver. You should come out to the tavern tonight, and I’ll buy you a drink as thanks. The townsfolk are really nice, I swear. I’m sure you’ll fit right in.”

She dawdles. “I don’t know, I’m not much of a people’s person.”

“For me?” I try.

Zoey laughs. “Fine, for you, Jack. But one drink only. And I reserve the right to bolt out the door if I’m overwhelmed.”

“Deal,” I say, offering a handshake.

Instead, she pulls me in for a hug, pressing her soft breasts against my chest. Her shirt must be the thinnest piece of cotton in human history, because its like she’s wearing nothing at all.

“See you tonight then, stranger,” she says with a wink as she wanders off, whistling a tune.

I watch her go. Zoey’s one of the coolest people I’ve met in my life. How can she be so talented, and so insecure at the same time? Makes absolutely no sense.

Anyway — I need to get to work! I follow the blacksmith’s instructions and check out the shed in the back. I try a bunch of keys before I find the right one, and the door swings open.

This place is stuffed to the gills with tools — hoes, axes, picks; I even spot a sword! There, in the back, I spot a scythe.

I grab the brand-new scythe. It feels right in my hands, like it was made for me. Grant’s an artist as much as Zoey is. I make a mental note to repay this man’s graciously.

By the time I get back to the Reed Farm, everyone’s having lunch. Rosie and the mayor are handing out sandwiches, while Cassie makes sure there’s plenty of tea and coffee to go around.

I don’t spot Emma. She went out for a morning run, and I haven’t seen her since. Perhaps she’s back at the tavern, watching videos on her phone.

Grand spots me and waves me over. “Ah, you found it!”

“Yeah, I admit I got a little lost on the way, but I ran into Zoey and she helped me out.”

“Ah, that quirky girl!” Grant says. He raises one of his bushy eyebrows. “Kind girl, but keeps to herself.”

“I invited her out to the tavern tonight for a drink, actually.”

“Did ya now?” Grant says. “That’s awfully friendly of you, Jake. You fit right in.”

“It’s nothing compared to the kindness you’ve shown me, Grant. Look at this thing! It’s amazing!”

I take several swings with the scythe. Even though I have zero experience handling this tool, it’s like I know what to do instinctively.

“Careful, cowboy,” Grant laughs. “Don’t hurt yourself. Yeah, gotta say, I’m pretty proud of that one. I put a lot of love and care into my tools.”

“It shows,” I say. “Seriously, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me just yet, Jake. You haven’t realized how damn hard work it is to whip this field into shape. Get to it, then tell me how you feel.”

“Will do, sir,” I say.

Ruby the carpenter claps her hand. “Lunch’s over, folks! Back to work with ya!”

I spend the rest of the afternoon clearing the fields. Grant was right — it’s hard work, but rewarding as well. Several townsfolk come by to complement me as I slowly but surely make progress.

When night starts to fall, Ruby calls it a day. They’ve made a hell of a lot of progress in just a single day — the farm will be as good as new in less than a week at this rate.

Rosie invites everyone over to the tavern for a well-deserved meal. I intend to join them after I take a quick shower when Cassie comes running up to me with a panicked look on her face.

“What’s wrong?”

“Emma’s missing!”

“What do you mean?” I ask. “I’m sure she’s somewhere around town.”

Cassie shakes her head frantically “No, I’ve been looking for her for the past hour, but no in town has seen her since this morning!”

“What?!” I ask. “I assumed she was at the tavern.”

“So did I, but she’s not there! Rosie hasn’t seen her all day, either!”

“Shit,” I say. “What’s the last thing we know?”

“She went out for a run after breakfast,” Cassie says, speaking quickly. “Then, nothing! Did she run away?”

“No, Emma wouldn’t do that. She’s headstrong, but not stupid. I’ll look for her. Don’t worry Cassie, I’ll bring her home.”

I give Cassie a tight hug and sprint towards the tavern. I need to retrace her steps — that’s the only shot I have at finding her. I’m tired and sweaty and my back aches, but finding Emma is the only thing that matters right now.

I reach the tavern in record time. Inside I hear laughter and music. The sun is starting to set, painting the sky orange. I need to find her before it gets dark. I think I remember her leaving the tavern and turning… left.

I follow the road, looking for any foot prints, trying to imagine what road I would take if I was Emma. Would I go left here, around this large tree? No, I would go straight ahead. I’d try to run off all my frustrations. I’d pound my feet into the ground with every step… and I would reach this fork in the road, and I’d see an old abandoned tower in the distance, and I would want to check it out.

Owls hoot in the distance. Leaves rustle as I make my way through the dense wood, towards the old tower. Its stonework is crumbling. The place looks like a death-trap.

“Emma?” I call out. “Where are you?”

Birds fly off at my intrusion. The forest is silent. For the first time since arriving at Anchor’s End, the forest feels a little creepy.

“Emma?”

I make my way through the brushwork towards the tower. I see a set of footprints in the thick mud and my heart skips a beat — Emma’s sneakers. No doubt about it.

Why did she enter this rickety old building?!

I walk up the large stone steps, my heart beating in my throat. The wooden door is ajar. I slowly push it open — and it creaks loudly, the creepy sound echoing off the many walls. I peer into solid darkness.

“Emma?” I ask. “Where are you?”

“Jake? Oh thank god! I’m down here!”

“Emma?!”

I push the door open further, so a bit of light spills into the tower. There’s a large hole in the floor. I rush towards the edge and peer down.

Emma’s laying on the ground in the basement, covered in dirt and scraps. Her phone is shattered next to her. My breath falters for a moment as I try to assess the situation. This could be bad. Really bad.

“Christ on a bike — are you okay?!” I say.

“I’m fine, Jake,” Emma says. “Don’t worry. I think I sprained my ankle, and the door out of here is locked. I’m a little trapped.”

“Oh thank god,” I say, my heart pounding in my throat. “I’m going to get you out of there. Hang tight.”

I use my phone as a flashlight as I make my way into the dark and ominous tower. The air is thick with dust, and it smells like rotting wood in here.

There’s a winding staircase leading down. I follow it, the steps groaning under my weight. At the bottom there’s a heavy wooden door, tightly locked.

I kick the shit out of it.

A few well-placed kicks on the lock and it flies open, falling on the ground with a heavy thud that makes the tower itself shake.

Emma’s laying on the dusty floor, trying to look cool, but I see her bottom lip is trembling. She’s been here all day, alone, scared.

I rush towards her and hug her tightly. She buries her face in my neck as I wrap my arms around her.

“What the hell were you thinking,” I say as I kiss the top of her head. “We were worried sick about you.”

“I’m sorry,” Emma says. “I’m so sorry.”

Tears start to flow, and I just hold her like that for a moment as I let myself calm down. It’s getting darker in here by the second. Time to get out of here, before we get lost in the dark woods.

“I just wanted to check this place out, and suddenly the floor gave way… I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “It’s okay. You’re okay. It’s fine. Let’s get the hell out of here, Em, and we can talk about the dangers of exploring abandoned buildings later. Can you walk?”

She shakes her head. “Not really.”

I bite my bottom lip. I should probably go get help, but I don’t want to leave her in this abandoned tower all alone, in the dark. That’s a no-go.

“Fuck it. I’m carrying you.”

“Carry me? I’m not a little girl any—ohh!”

I scoop Emma into my arms, put my back into it, and stand up. She wraps her arms around my neck as I hold her tightly.

“How’s this? Is your ankle okay?”

She nods. “It hurts a little but I can manage.”

“Okay, but let me know if it hurts too much. I’ll figure something out. Watch your head.”

I carry her through the doorframe and up the winding staircase. I feel her breath on my skin and the intense warmth radiating from her body.

When we step outside, both of us take a deep breath. Fresh air. I see lights in the distance, through the dense woods. That’s gotta be the town.

“How did you find me?” Emma asks.

“Instinct.”

Emma laughs. I love the sound of it. “No, really, Jake. How did you find me?”

“I’m not joking, Emmy. I just followed the path I imagined you would take… and it led me here.”

“What?” She says. “That’s crazy.”

“Maybe you’re just predictable,” I tease as I squeeze her gently. “Of course you would enter the crumbling death-trap of a tower. Why wouldn’t you?”

“Hey, you gotta admit, that place was pretty cool,” Emma says.

“Maybe a little — if you hadn’t almost died there!”

Emma scoffs. “Died-schmied. Just a little scratch.”

“Merely a flesh-wound, huh?”

“Exactly.”

“So why don’t you just walk it off?” I tease.

“Uhm, maybe later,” Emma says as she clings to me. “I want to be in my hero’s arms for a moment longer.”

“Fine,” I laugh. “Just for a moment longer.”

I slowly make my way through the dense, dark woods. I walk very carefully, making sure I don’t trip over a branch. Emma’s quiet most of the way, resting her head against my chest. It feels good, having her in my arms like this.

“I kinda want to go back there, with you,” Emma says. “Eventually. Not right now. But I want to explore the rest of the place. Imagine what kind of secrets it holds. Can we do that?”

“If I was Cassie, I would say absolutely not. But I’m not. So I’m going to say… maybe. But don’t tell your mother I said that.”

“Oh, I won’t say a word,” Emma laughs. “Can we just tell her I tripped in the woods somewhere? I don’t want another sermon from her.”

“You want me to lie to Cassie?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m asking you to do, Jake,” Emma says. “You’re one smart cookie. Please. For me?”

I shake my head. “You’re unbelievable, Emma.”

“Pleaaaaaase?” She says, batting her lashes at me.

“Fine,” I laugh. “Fine. I’ll cover your ass this time, but you owe me, kiddo. You owe me big time.”

“Yes! Thank you! You’re my hero!”

Emma showers me with kisses on my cheeks, and I laugh. I have to stop walking so I don’t stumble straight into a tree.

I look at her, and she looks back at me.

God, she’s beautiful. The very last rays of dusk land on her face. Her blue eyes search mine.

And then she kisses my lips.


CHAPTER 9


Emma pulls back from our deep, heavy, passionate kiss. A string of saliva still connects us as we gaze deeply into each other’s eyes.

“Sorry,” she stammers. “I don’t know what came over me.”

There’s a blush on her cheeks, and her chest rises with heavy breaths. I want to kiss her again and again, but she’s injured, and she’s been through a lot today. She’s not acting like herself, and I shouldn’t take advantage.

“No apology necessary,” I say with a smile as I keep on walking.

We reach the town fifteen minutes later. Cassie’s outside the tavern, and she comes running towards us the moment she spots us.

“Emma!” She shouts at the top of her lungs. “Oh my god, are you okay?!”

Emma rolls her eyes. “I’m fine mom, jeez. I’m not a little kid.”

“She sprained her ankle while running,” I say. “Nothing serious.”

“You know me, I’m such a klutz,” Emma says, while giving me the slightest wink.

Cassie hugs Emma so tightly that it makes her squeal.

“Mom, you’re choking me!”

“Sorry,” Cassie laughs nervously. “I’m just so relieved.”

“I’m going to take her to the doctor,” I say, nodding at the small doctor’s office that’s directly across from the tavern. I hope they’re still open.

“That’s not necessary, really,” Emma says. “I’m fine.”

“You’re fine if the doctor says you’re fine, and not a moment sooner. Cassie; you can go to the tavern and get yourself a drink while I’ll take care of Emma, okay?”

Cassie throws her arm around my neck, this time choking me in her tight grasp. She plants big wet kiss on my cheek, thanks me, and practically runs back towards the tavern.

Emma gently squeezes my arm.

“Thank for you covering for me,” she whispers.

“You owe big time for this,” I answer. “I don’t like lying to Cassie.”

“I’ll pay you back somehow,” Emma says. “You’ll see. But really, I’m fine. We don’t have to bother the doctor.”

“You took a major fall, Emma. Wait, you’re scared, aren’t you?”

“I’m not!”

“Yes, you are. Haunted towers you’re cool with, but a doctor’s office? Ooh, scary!”

“Shut up!”

I walk towards the doctor’s office and try the door. Locked. Damn it. I knock firmly.

A minute or so later, I hear some keys jangling, and then the door opens.

“I’m sorry, we’re closed for the da—oh my, what happened? Come in, please!”

A beautiful, mature platinum-blonde woman wearing a white nurse’s outfit stands in the opening, beckoning us in.

“Sorry to bother you so late,” I say as I carry Emma inside.

“Not at all, not at all! That’s what I’m here for! Please, follow me!”

She guides me into the small and cozy doctor’s office. There’s a small waiting room with only a handful of chairs and some very outdated reading material, a single desk, and then one office.

We’re lucky this town even has a doctor.

“Unfortunately, Doctor Kim’s not here,” the nurse says as she beckons me to place Emma down on the table. “She’s out of town for a conference, it’s just me I’m afraid. I’m sorry, I forgot to even introduce myself. I’m Nurse Sophia!”

I shake her hand. “I’m Jake, Jake Reed, and this Emma. We just moved into town yesterday.”

“Reed? As in Reed’s Farm?”

“The very same.”

A bright smile appears on the nurse’s face. Holy smokes, she’s sexy. Now that I have a moment to take a good look at her, in the bright light of the doctor’s office, I can tell that her white uniform is barely able to constrain her curves. The buttons on her bosom are putting in overtime.

“What happened?” Nurse Sophia says. “You look pretty banged up, girl.”

“I tripped,” Emma says. “Hurt my ankle. Nothing more.”

Emma gives me a look, which the nurse catches instantly. She chuckles.

“Don’t worry, everything you tell me is completely confidential. My lips are sealed. I can’t help you if you’re not honest with me.”

I give Emma a look back, and she sighs deeply.

“Fine. I fell about a story or so when I fell through the floor of an abandoned building.”

“My goodness! What building?”

“The tower,” Emma and I say at the same time.

Nurse Sophia tuts and shakes her head. “That place is a death-trap.”

“That’s what I said!”

“Yeah, yeah,” Emma says. “I know it was stupid, okay?”

Nurse Sophia goes to work assessing Emma’s injuries. She puts on rubber gloves and disinfects her wounds where necessary, and checks all of her vitals.

“You’re very lucky, girl,” Nurse Sophia says as she takes her rubber gloves off. “You don’t have a concussion. Some scrapes and bruises, and your ankle is definitely mildly sprained, but that’s all. It could have been way worse. Take it easy for the next 3 weeks, and you’ll be fine.”

“Three weeks?!” Emma says. “I can’t sit still that long.”

“You’ll have to,” Nurse Sophia says sternly. “I’m going to give you some painkillers that’ll take the edge off for now. Where are you guys staying?”

“At the tavern,” I answer, “while we get the farm ready.”

“Excellent. I’ll come by to check-in on you when I have the time.”

She gives Emma a painkiller and a glass of water, and then beckons me to follow her to the reception desk. Nurse Sophia jots down some notes for Doctor Kim, and hands me a copy of them as well.

“She’ll need plenty of rest. The ankle is best kept elevated. Icing it will help. Here are some painkillers, but try not to use too many. She’s allowed to walk, but you’ll probably have to slow her down. I get the feeling she’s a bit feisty.”

“Oh yeah,” I laugh. “You’ve got that right. Thanks, Sophia.”

“Don’t mention it.”

She leans towards me, resting her elbows on her desk. Even her tight nurse’s outfit can’t hide her large bosom. Is that several freckles I spot?

“So, pardon me for asking, but is she your girlfriend?”

“Oh, no, no she’s not,” I say. “What gave you that idea?”

“The way she looks at you,” the nurse says. “So what’s your story?”

I give her the quick version of our story, and nurse Sophia nods thoughtfully throughout it all.

“New blood is very welcome,” Sophia says. “I want you to come see me sometime next week for a complete physical. Farming is hard work, young man, and it’s very easy to mess up a knee or a shoulder. You should come by often. Very often.”

“Is that really necessary?” I ask.

“Very much so, young man. In fact, will you take off your shirt for a moment?”

“Uhm, sure.”

I take my shirt off. Nurse Sophia lets out a soft sigh, and to my surprise, she runs her fingers across my broad chest. She’s not wearing her medical gloves, and the touch sends a tingle down my spine. Her nails are painted a fiery red.

“Mmhm, you look very healthy, Jake.”

She runs her hands across my shoulders next.

“Strong and able,” she says softly. “Very nice.”

Her eyes flicker down, and for a moment I wonder if she’s going to ask me to take my pants off next, when Emma calls out from the doctor’s office.

“Uh, hello? Where did everyone go?”

Nurse Sophia bites her thick, bottom lip. “The painkillers are kicking in,” she says. “It’s best you take her to a room, where she can rest.”

“Will do,” I say as I put my shirt back on.

“I’ll be seeing you around, Jake. Come by soon, okay?”

“Sure thing, nurse.”


CHAPTER 10


Icarry a loopy Emma up the stairs of the tavern and to her room.

“Do you need any help getting ready for bed?” I ask.

Emma nods vigorously as she struggles with the buttons of her jeans. “Yesh!”

“Alright, I’ll get Cassie.”

“No, you do it Jake. You do it.”

“I’ll get⁠—”

“YOU!”

“Okay, don’t shout. Are you sure?”

“Yes!”

Emma stands before me, her arms raised up high in the air, as she sways from side to side. I don’t know what kind of painkillers the nurse gave her, but it must be some serious stuff. I stuffed them in my pocket without taking a good look at them.

“Okay, if you insist,” I say as I help her take her shirt off. She’s wearing a pink bra. I turn around to look for her pajama shirt, and see it crumpled in the corner.

When I turn back around, Emma’s bra is on the floor, and her perky tits are right in my face.

“I sleep without a bra,” Emma says matter-of-factly.

“I see that now. Here,” I say, handing her the shirt.

“Help me!” She says, raising her arms. Her large tits jiggle from side-to-side.

Lord help me.

I help her put the shirt on. Her nipples poke right through the soft fabric. I ignore it as best I can.

“Pants!” She shouts as she lays down on her bed and raises her hips seductively.

I pull her yoga pants down to her ankles. Her panties are pink and frilly. I throw her yoga pants in the corner of the room and quickly throw the covers over Emma, before she’s ready to show me she sleeps without panties as well.

“You’re the best, Jake,” she says as I tuck her into bed. “I love you.”

“Those are the painkillers talking,” I laugh. “I just hope you won’t remember this tomorrow. You’ll be so embarrassed.”

“I means it! I means it!”

“Sure, Emma. I love you, too.”

I lean down and kiss her forehead. I close the door behind me, and let out a deep breath. I hope she doesn’t remember flashing me tomorrow morning — that’ll be so embarrassing for her.

I should have called for Cassie.

“Jake!”

Emma’s calling for me. “Yes?”

“You forgot something!”

I crack the door open ever so slightly. “What’s that?”

“A proper kiss goodnight,” Emma says. “I want one.”

“You’re loopy from the painkillers, Em,” I say. “You should get some sleep.”

She pouts, and tears well in her eyes. Damn it, how can I say no to a face like that?

“Okay, okay,” I say as I enter her bedroom. “A small kiss. But no shenanigans.”

Her face beams pure joy. She sits up and tilts her head towards me, her eyes close, her lips puckered.

I bend over and cup her cute face in my hands. I lean in to give her a quick, tender kiss.

Just a peck.

Instead, Emma wraps her arm around my neck and pulls me in close, her tongue darting into my mouth.

I try to move away, but she won’t let me. She moans into my mouth as our tongues dance.

When we finally part, we are both gasping for air. My heart is beating a mile a minute, and I feel guilty for that hot, wanton kiss.

“Emma, we shouldn’t. You’re on meds.”

Emma slowly shakes her head. Her eyes are focused directly on me. Her voice is soft and husky. “I was just acting, Jake. You really couldn’t tell? I was pretending to be loopy so I can tell you how I really feel.”

“Wait, what? But the meds?”

“Just a Tylenol, silly.”

And then, with one quick motion, she pulls her covers to the side. She’s completely naked.

Her legs are spread, and her glistening pussy is right there for me to see. I’m frozen in place as I look at the beautiful, naked woman in front of me.

Emma parts her lips with her fingers, and spreads her juices all around her soft mound. She teases her clit, and the look she gives me is one of pure, raw lust.

“Please let me thank you properly, Jake.”

She reaches for my belt. I am frozen in place as she unbuckles me, unbuttons my jeans, and tugs them down to my hips. She reaches into my boxers and lets out a satisfied sigh when her fingers wrap themselves around my thickening shaft.

“Oh Jake…”

Emma pulls my boxers down, and my cock is freed. She sucks in a breath. “So big,” she moans as her hand starts to pump my hardness. “I can’t wait to have this inside of me.”

My cock is mere inches from her lips. She leans in and plants a soft kiss on the tip; her tongue flicking out to dance around the head.

“Oh fuck,” I grunt.

Emma wraps her beautiful lips around the head of my cock. Her tongue swirls around, every touch sending waves of pleasure up my spine. She bobs her head up and down, taking more of my cock down her throat with every stroke.

Emma grabs my hand and places it on her soft breasts. Fuck, they’re perfect. Her stiff nipples poke against my palm.

“Oh Emma,” I groan. “That’s so fucking good.”

She’s moaning and sucking as she bobs her head up and down, her left hand stroking whatever her mouth can’t handle; saliva dripping down her chin; while her right hand plays with her tight, hot little pussy.

My heart is racing. My breaths are heavy and deep. I didn’t expect this to happen today — Emma’s gorgeous blue eyes staring up at me, looking for approval, as my engorged cockhead slides in and out of her mouth.

I run my fingers through her blonde hair. She picks up the pace, choking herself on my cock.

“That’s it, oh fuck!”

Her cheeks are red, and her large breasts bounce with every bob of her head. She’s furiously playing with her pussy now, her thighs glistening with her juices, her orgasm close.

I feel the pressure building in my tight balls. Emma moans and whimpers with my cock in her mouth, when all of a sudden, a powerful orgasm crashes over her.

Her eyes roll to the back of her head as her legs tremble wildly. Her hand is stroking my cock so fast that it’s a blur now.

“Mmhm!” She moans, the tip of her tongue pressing against the head of my engorged cock. “Cum in my mouth, cum in my mouth Jake!”

I can’t hold back. My cock explodes right as she takes me deeply into her mouth. I coat the back of her throat with thick, creamy spurts of my seed.

“Oh fuck Emma, take it, take my load,” I groan, my fist holding her hair as I pump in and out of her hot, hungry mouth, my balls emptying themselves inside of her.

She wraps her hands around my ass, pulling me in deeper still. Emma doesn’t spill single drip of my cum. Not until my entire body relaxes, and the last drops end up on her eager tongue does she let me go.

Emma pulls back and wipes her mouth the back of her hand. “Yummy,” she purrs as she sticks her tongue out, showing me that she’s swallowed my entire load. “You don’t disappoint, Jake.”

“Holy shit,” I pant, still not believing what has just transpired. “Emma…”

She leans back on her bed. She’s positively glowing. Her cheeks are rosy, and her thighs glisten with her juices.

“Don’t give me that look, Jake,” she says. “You didn’t take advantage of me — I’ve been wanting to do that since forever. It was a Tylenol. You can check if you don’t believe me.”

She spreads her legs wide for me. With two fingers, she spreads her puffy lips, and shows me just how wet she is.

“But I’d rater you watch me,” she says, her voice husky. “I want to cum while you look at me, Jake.”

She arches her back and shows off her nubile body to me. Her nipples are rock hard, her perky breasts rising and falling with her heavy breaths.

Her pussy is spread open, her juices glistening on her fingertips. She looks straight at me. Emma doesn’t break eye-contact as she pushes two fingers into her tight cunt.

She lets out a moan — and my cock throbs.

I stare with pure, unadulterated lust as this beautiful, naked blonde finger-fucks herself right in front of me. My hand reaches down to stroke my growing hardness. Her eyes are locked on my cock, and the harder I get, the quicker she rubs her clit.

She whimpers and moans and cries out in pure ecstasy as she rubs her swollen clit, and when another mind-numbing orgasm crashes over, Emma lets out a primal scream.

Her hips shake, her legs tremble, her toes curl, and when her eyes slowly open, her gaze is one of pure satisfaction.

“Thank you, Jake,” she says with a low voice. “Now, I think I do need to get some sleep, because my ankle is fucking killing me.”

I can’t help but laugh. “That’s what I’ve been telling you.”

She beckons me to come closer, and she gives me one final hot, passionate kiss. “Don’t tell Cassie,” she whispers. “This’ll be our secret, okay?”

“Okay,” I say, with some guilt on my mind. That’s exactly what Cassie said right after I fucked her this morning, after all.

I tuck Emma into bed, for real this time, and head downstairs with my head still swimming with a myriad of emotions.

Downstairs, the tavern is in full swing. Several townsfolk are eating, drinking, dancing and singing. There are people playing pool and darts, and the arcade machines are being used as well.

I spot Grant chatting up Rosie, and I notice Cassie’s helping out around the bar, serving people drink and food as well.

There are only a couple of free spots left at the bar — and one of those is next to Zoey.

She made it!

The artists spots me and her face lights up. She waves frantically, patting the spot next to her. She’s wearing a bright red blouse and a pair of tight jeans.

I sit down next to her , and she leans in to kiss my cheek. Her lips are soft, and she smells lovely.

“You’re here!”

“Only thanks to you,” she says.

“I’m honored. So, what do you think?”

Zoey takes a look around. “It’s pretty cool, I have to admit. I’d be too scared to enter this place if I didn’t know anybody, though. And then I couldn’t find you…”

“Sorry, I was helping Emma,” I say.

My mind is briefly filled with the mental image of Emma swallowing my creamy load then sticking out her tongue for me to show what a good girl she is.

“She sprained her ankle,” I continue. “I had to help her get ready for bed.”

“Ah. Ever the hero, I see,” Zoey teases me.

“You’d be surprised,” I answer.

“So, what’s next on the agenda for you?” Zoey asks as she takes a sip of her beer. Her cheeks are pink from the alcohol.

“I don’t even know where to start, to be honest,” I say. “I hope to start properly farming soon, but I’m just taking it a day at a time right now.”

“I’ll drink to that!”

We clink our glasses together and share a beer. Meanwhile, Rosie gives me a wink as she passes us by, and Cassie secretly squeezes my butt when she hands us both some new drinks.

So many women are vying for my attention, it’s making my head spin. So far, moving to this quaint town has been amazing.

I can’t wait to see what the future brings.

[image: ]


END OF BOOK 1.

BOOK 2 is coming soon! Will Jake visit Nurse Sophia for that thorough check-up? Will he find time to pose for Zoey?

And, most importantly, who is he going to pick as his date for the Spring Fling dance?! You’ll find out soon enough ;)!

Thanks for reading — I really appreciate it.

Bojan.


AUTHOR’S NOTE


Thank you very much for reading my work. If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review.

Check out my author page on Amazon for much more Harem content.

Kind regards,

Bojan Banner.
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