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FOREWORD


Reed Farm is open for business.

With the help of the generous locals Jake’s farmhouse has been transformed from a dilapidated ruin into a brand-new home.

The farm life brings many new challenges. Jake has to juggle his forbidden relationships with Cassie and Emma while repaying the generous townsfolk for their help.

The stunning nurse insists he visits for a thorough examination, and the town’s gorgeous painter demands he models for her.

When Cassie discovers what Jake has been up to, her reaction shocks and excites him..


CHAPTER 1


Reed Farm is open for business. 

The people of Anchor’s End have really come through for us. With their help, we’ve been able to transform the farmhouse from a dilapidated ruin into a brand-new house. 

I’ve even planted my first crops: radishes. Only a week has passed and I’m already ready for the first harvest. The fertile soil in Anchor’s End is truly incredible! 

I wake up to the smell of coffee and bacon. Cassie’s fixing breakfast in our make-shift kitchen, wearing nothing but one of my large shirts. I hug her from behind, my hand sliding up the shirt to grope her bosom as I press my morning wood against her naked behind.

“Good morning,” I groan. 

“Morning, farmer,” Cassie laughs. 

“Emma’s out, I take it? Seeing as you’re dressed like this.”

“She headed into town to grab some fresh bread. I told her she needs to let her ankle rest, but she won’t listen. So stubborn.”

“So we can take our sweet time then,” I whisper into Cassie’s ear as my hands slide down her curvy body. “Got ya.”

“Jake,” Cassie says, her voice fluttery. “We can’t. What if Emma comes home early?”

I kiss the back of her neck. It’s unfair, really. I know just where to touch this gorgeous, mature woman to make her knees weak and her legs spread. 

“Oh god,” Cassie moans as I bend her over our dinner-table. It was a gift from Ruby Jones, the local carpenter. I think this is as good a moment to break it in as any. 

“Don’t worry, I can see the fields from here,” I say as I press myself against her. “If Emma’s coming home, I can see her from a mile away.” 

I grab a handful of Cassie’s cheeks and spread them wide. The view outside, as gorgeous as it is, doesn’t compare to the beautiful sight on my dinner table. 

What a way to start the day.
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“Good morning Jake,” Emma says as she enters our home, carrying a basket stuffed with fresh bread. “I got you your favorite.”

She sits down next to me and I pour her a fresh cup of coffee. “Thanks, Em. You’re the best.”

“Is Cassie taking a shower?”

“Yeah,” I say as I take my first bite. God, the bread here is beyond delicious. So much better than the crap you can buy in the supermarket in the city. It’s like everything is just fresher here. 

Emma leans over and steals a quick kiss. She blushes, and tucks a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. She’s so freaking adorable.

“How’s your ankle doing?” I ask.

“It’s fine,” she says with a slight wince. “Getting better.”

“You need to give it a rest, you know. Not wander all over town.”

“And you need to go see nurse Sophia, remember? You haven’t done that either.”

“I’ve been busy planting seeds,” I defend myself. “But you’re right. I’ll go see her this morning, before stopping by Zoey’s place.”

“Who is Zoey?” 

“She’s a reclusive artist who lives deep in the woods.”

“That’s… pretty cool, actually.”

“Yeah, she is. I’m modeling for her,” I say.

“Will you be home for dinner?”

“Not sure, to be honest. I’ll do my best.”

“So I won’t see you all day?” Emma pouts. 

I finish up my breakfast and clean the table. I stop by Emma and kiss the top of her head. “I’ve got plenty of time for you tomorrow, little bird.”

“Good, because I still want to explore that dark tower with you, just like you promised.”

“That creepy place? Why would you want to go back there?”

Emma looks up at me with a naughty smile. “I can give you a little preview, if that’ll help change your mind…”

She places her hand on my zipper and quickly pulls it down. Before I even have a chance to respond she reaches in and pulls my hardening member out. It’s still covered with juices.

“God, I love this,” Emma groans as she places my manhood on her face, closing her eyes and taking a deep whiff. “You smell so good, Jake.”

Upstairs, I hear Cassie shutting off the water. She’ll be downstairs any moment now. I’m playing with fire. 

And I love it. 

Emma takes me deeply into her mouth, her warm, wet tongue swirling around my sensitive head, cleaning all the juices right off. Her hand works my shaft, stroking me hard and firm, with a tight, pleasant grip. 

I grip her blonde hair tightly and drop my second load of the day in Emma’s warm and hungry mouth. She swallows my entire sticky load with a smile, then sticks out her tongue to prove it. 

The moment I zip up is the moment Cassie enters the kitchen, her wet hair still wrapped in a towel.

“What are you two schmoozing about?” She asks as she pours herself a cup of coffee. 

“I was just wishing Jake a good morning,” Emma says, her pale cheeks now bright red. “He’s going to be out and about all day.”

“Is that so? We have to miss our proud farmer?” Cassie says, pouting as well. 

God, these two have such good pouts it’s almost a crime to spend a day without them. 

“I’m sure you two beautiful ladies can manage without me for a whole day,” I say. “If you’re bored, feel free to work on the greenhouse, or pull some weeds out, or clean the⁠—”

“Nah, we’re good,” Emma says quickly. “Totally fine. Off you go, Jake.” 

“Yeah,” Cassie laughs, reaching for her Kindle. “Don’t you worry about us, dear.”

“So I’m not needed then? You wound me, darlings,” I joke. I kiss Emma’s forehead, and Cassie’s cheek, and step outside into the fresh morning air of Anchor’s End. 

It’s going to be a beautiful day.


CHAPTER 2


The stroll to the quaint little town of Anchor’s End is a pleasant one. I pass mayor Hucklebottom, who is headed to Rosie’s tavern. We shake hands and chat for a moment, and I thank him again for all the help and the hospitality this town has shown me. 

He only lets me go after I promise to join him for drinks in the tavern soon. Apparently, Rosie’s been asking about me incessantly! Despite my busy morning, I feel a tingle run down my spine at the mention of my favorite bar wench’s name.

I promise the short little fellow I’ll stop by as soon as I’m able. There’s so many things on my mind, so many projects to work on — the greenhouse, the coop, the shed, planting more seeds, acquiring some farm animals, learning just how the hell you’re supposed to care for farm animals — and that’s all before I’ve paid my debt to the generous townsfolk! 

Today will be spent with the gracious people of Anchor’s End. I’ll tackle all of that hard work tomorrow. 

The tiny doctor’s office is empty when I enter. I ring the bell, and nurse Sophia pops her head around the corner. The moment she sees it’s me, her big blue eyes grow wide. 

“Jake Reed,” she says as she quickly gets up and walks towards me. We shake hands. I can’t help but notice her pristine white nurse’s outfit, and the way she fills it. 

Those buttons on her top are working overtime to keep everything contained. 

“You asked me to come by for a check-up, so here I am.”

“Excellent,” the platinum-blonde nurse says.

She quickly walks past me and locks the front door, flipping the sign from open to closed. 

“Follow me, mister Reed,” she says, pointing towards the examination room in the back. “Right this way.” 

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” I say as I follow her lead. “Honestly, I feel fine, so I don’t want to waste your time.”

“Nonsense,” nurse Sophia says as she straps on her medical gloves. “This is very important. Please take off your shirt and your shoes, mister Reed.”

“Please, call me Jake,” I say as I take my shirts and shoes off.

Her blue eyes look me up and down, and there’s a small smile on her lips. “You do seem to be in excellent shape, Jake. Lie down, please.”

Nurse Sophia takes my vitals as we make some small-talk. Everything seems to be in order, which is a relief. I’m not scared of the doctor, but it’s always reassuring to hear that your ticker is working as it’s supposed to. 

Especially seeing as my old man dropped dead out of nowhere. 

The moment I tell nurse Sophia this tidbit of information, her eyes go wide and she grabs my arm tightly, squeezing me.

“Why didn’t you mention this before?!” She says, scolding me. “This is vital information, young man! I have to be much more thorough!” 

“Sorry,” I say, “I didn’t realize it mattered that much.”

“It very much does, mister Reed! I need you to strip naked, right now.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me, young man. Take your pants off.”

“I don’t…” My voice trails off. I’m a bit flustered as this gorgeous, platinum-blonde nurse chastises me. 

“Then I’ll do it myself!” She says, and she unbuttons my jeans and yanks them down to my ankles. I’m too surprised to resist as this gorgeous woman takes my pants off. 

When she hooks her thumbs into my boxers, I reach out and grab her wrists. “Are you sure this is necessary?”

Having this beautiful woman fuss over me has given me a semi, and I’m a little embarrassed about that. After all, this is a professional visit. 

Or it’s supposed to be one. 

“Positive, young man. Will you let me do my work?”

“Uhm, okay,” I say. 

Nurse Sophia pulls my boxers down so fast my cock slaps against my stomach. 

“Hm,” she says as she looks down at my rapidly hardening erection. “Everything seems to be in working order.”

She touches my sensitive inner-thighs with her cold, medical gloves, and I involuntarily flinch a bit.

“Too cold?” She says.

“A little,” I say. 

She takes her medical gloves off and places her bare hands on my inner-thighs. “Better?”

My heart is hammering in my chest as more and more blood rushes down to my throbbing and aching cock. Despite the two releases this morning, it’s jutting straight up like the Jefferson Memorial. 

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she says when she sees my flustered face. “You should be proud to have a cock like that.”

“Uh, thank you,” I say. 

I am, in fact, proud of my cock, but it’s not often a healthcare professional tells me that. 

She runs her hand down both my legs, before turning her attention back to my cock. 

A big droplet of pre-cum has formed on the purple head. Nurse Sophia looks straight at it and licks her bottom lip. 

“Have you been getting many releases, young man?” She asks, her voice a bit huskier than before. There’s a blush on her pale cheeks. 

“I’m sorry?”

“Have you been jerking off regularly, Jake?” She says. “How often do you cum? How much sex have you been having lately? These are all important things for me to know. Don’t worry, all your secrets are safe with me. I am sworn to protect them.”

“Uhm, well, I jerk off twice a day, or at least I used to, before coming to Anchor’s End.”

“Good. That’s a healthy amount. What changed?”

“Well…”

I hesitate. Can I really share all the details of my love life with nurse Sophia? 

The gorgeous, mature nurse scoots a bit closer to my cock. All of her attention is focused on my throbbing hardness. In fact, she’s so close that I could smack it against her plump and glossy lips if I wanted to. 

“I am sworn to secrecy, Jake,” she says, her voice now a throaty whisper. “You can trust me.”

“Well, since arriving in Anchor’s End, I haven’t needed to jerk off.”

“Who is the lucky girl?”

“Girls,” I correct her.

She smiles, and licks her lips. “Of course.”

“There’s Rosie, from the tavern,” I say. 

Nurse Sophia nods. I feel her hot breath on my sensitive cock, and it jerks again. 

“And Cassie,” I say. “And… Emma.”

Sophia’s blue eyes flicker up at mine. “Both of them?”

“Keep it a secret, please.” 

“Of course, Jake, of course,” Sophia says, her attention turning back to my throbbing member. The thick droplet now glides down my length. “You are well taken care of. That’s good. Very healthy. If you ever notice anything irregular, any lumps, please contact me as soon as possible.”

“I will.”

“Do you know how to check for that?”

“Uhm, sorta.”

“Shall I demonstrate?”

I suck in a breath and give the platinum blonde a quick nod. She reaches out and her soft, warm hands cradle my swollen and sensitive nutsack. 

“It’s very easy, all you do is this,” she says, her voice a throaty whisper as she expertly kneads my balls. “I advise you to do so once a day minimum. I’m sure any of your girls will gladly help you out.”

She presses two of her fingers down against my perineum. I gasp from the sheer pleasure that the nurse’s touch is giving me. 

“It’s also important to feel here,” she says, her voice fluttery. She glides one finger down further, pressing it against my sensitive rosebud. 

“Oh fuck,” I gasp as my cock suddenly spurts out a load of pre-cum. It came out with such shock and force that it hit nurse Sophia’s cheek, and it slowly dribbles down her face. 

“Sorry,” I stammer.

“No, it’s fine, perfectly fine,” Nurse Sophia says as her tongue licks some off her lips. She glides her right hand up to squeeze the base of my cock, as the left one keeps working my balls, and even further below that. “It seems you’re in desperate need of release. Please allow me.”

I nod, and nurse Sophia starts jerking me off. 

I can barely believe this is happening. One moment she was checking my heart-rate and we were chatting about the weather, and now this sexy nurse is jerking me off. 

She unbuttons her top, and her large breasts come spilling out. Sophia reaches down to pull them out of her lacy bra, and I’m rewarded with the sight of two absolutely massive tits. She grabs my hands and places them on her soft, sensitive flesh. 

“Please feel free to play with my big tits as I jerk your big cock, master,” she says softly. 

There’s a clear shift in her demeanor. Where earlier she was chastising me and being bossy, she’s now biting her bottom lip and fluttering her lashes. 

She wants me to take control.

I squeeze her big knockers firmly. Sophia closes her eyes and lets out a moan. 

“You like that?” I say. 

She nods. 

“Answer me,” I say as I pinch her hard, swollen nipples. 

Her big blue eyes fly open, lust clouding them. 

“I like that,” she says, her voice a throaty whisper.

“Yeah? You like jerking my big cock? You were pretending to give me a physical just so you could jerk me off, weren’t you?”

She sucks in a breath, and shakes her head. “N-no, maybe, a happy accident,” Sophia says. “You needed a check-up… and I also wanted to see this monster.”

Sophia squeezes the base of my cock hard. 

“I see. Be a good girl and suck my cock,” I say. 

“Yes, master,” she whispers. 

The mature nurse leans over, licks her thick red lips, and takes me into her warm, wet mouth. I groan and grab a fistful of her hair as I thrust my hips up and force as much of my cock as possible down this horny slut’s throat. 

Sophia gags only a little. She’s a real pro. 

I reach behind her and pull her white nurse’s outfit up. I want to see that big, round ass of hers. As I pull her skirt up I see she’s not wearing underwear, and there’s a trail of glistening juices running down her thick thighs. 

Kinky little bitch. 

I grab a fistful of her ass cheek. She moans approvingly, the vibrations traveling right up my cock. I push my thumb against her wet slit and start fingering her tight, horny pussy as she deep-throats my cock. 

“Ah fuck, you’re going to make me bust,” I groan as her wet, hungry mouth sucks the life right out of me. 

Nurse Sophia nods eagerly, her pussy squeezing my fingers tightly. “Yes, please, I want to taste your sweet young cum,” she moans. “Please young master, fill my mouth, use me as your own personal cum dumpster!”

Jesus, that’s some filthy words coming out of this nurse’s mouth. I thought she was a goody two-shoes, and now she’s asking me to use her mouth as my own personal cum dumpster. 

Good thing I’ve always wanted one of those. 

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair and fuck her face hard, my big balls slapping against her chin as I hold her mouth down and cum hard. I shoot my load down the back of Nurse Sophia’s throat, and she eagerly swallows every last drop. 

I fall back onto the examination table, spent and satisfied. 

Nurse Sophia comes up for air, her face dripping with saliva and juices, her make-up smeared, her hair a mess. Her big tits are hanging out, and her shirt is bunched up around her waist, showing off her dripping wet bald cunt. 

She looks like a beautiful whore. 

There’s a big wide smile on her face. She looks into a mirror and laughs

“You really know how to treat a lady, Jake,” she says with a chuckle as she squeezes her own breasts.

“I try,” I say as I motion for her to come closer.

She scoots towards me, and I grope her ass with one hand, and her tits with the other. I pull her close, and kiss her on the mouth. She closes her eyes and groans as I play with her body for a couple of minutes.

“That was fucking amazing,” I tell her. “You’ve got the body of a porn star.”

“Thank you, master,” she says with a wicked glint as she licks her lips. “I’m pretty happy with it myself. I don’t get to show it off as often as I’d like. I have to be the respectable town nurse, after all.”

“So why do I get to enjoy it?” I say as my fingers sink deeper into the curves of her ass.

“Hm. Many reasons, Jake. You’re an outsider, so there’s that. You’re also obviously a stud.”

“I am?”

Nurse Sophia laughs warmly. “Yes, sweetie. You ooze manliness. There’s just something about you, Jake, that makes women go wild for you. You treat them well, you hear?”

I smack the nurse’s big ass. “Of course,” I grin. 

“I’m serious,” Nurse Sophia says as she pulls her skirt back down and tucks her big tits back into her top. “Don’t go around being a heartbreaker.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” I say, seriously this time. “That’s not who I am.”

“Good,” Nurse Sophia says as she leans over and kisses my forehead. She straightens herself out in front of the mirror as I get dressed. 

“My goodness, you really did a number on me. I have to get back to work,” she says, “but you should come by often, you hear? I meant the things I said.”

“The part about me using your mouth as a cum dumpster whenever I pleased?” I ask. 

Nurse Sophia’s ears grow red. “Yes. That part specifically, yes.”

“Oh, I haven’t forgotten, trust me.”

“And not just my mouth,” she says, her voice almost a whisper. “All my holes are yours to use.”

“Noted,” I say. 

“Oh, and when Doctor Kim is back in town, she’ll want to meet you as well. She’ll be back soon.”

I make a mental note to see the good doctor when the time comes.

So many things to do in Anchor’s End, so little time to do it all in…

Next stop: Zoey’s cottage.


CHAPTER 3


Iquickly stop by Rosie’s tavern for a quick lunch snack before heading into the woods. Zoey’s cottage is well-hidden, and I almost get lost a couple of times trying to find it. 

Finally I spot the painter’s abode and knock on the door.

“It’s open!” 

I push the door open to Zoey’s secret artist hide-out. The mid-thirties artist is  furiously working on a painting, wearing a paint-splattered denim overall and seemingly nothing underneath it. Her perky breasts greet me as she turns around and waves at me, her pink nipples barely covered by the overall’s straps.  

“You made it!” 

“Of course I did,” I say. “I promised I would stop by, didn’t I?”

“Yeah, but I didn’t think you, you know, actually would.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

She bites her bottom lip. “I’m not used to people following through on their promises.”

“Oh. That… that sucks. Well, I’m a man of my word. I offered to model, so here I am. In prime model form. Whatever that is.”

Zoey laughs and shakes her head. “You’re such a goofball, Jake.”

She shows me the pedestal where I will be standing. 

“Are you sure you want to do this? It’s a lot of work, you know. And pretty boring. You’ll just be standing there, doing nothing,” Zoey says. 

I don’t understand why she’s always so self-depreciating. Modeling for this genius, in this cool artist retreat, with paintings reaching up to the ceilings on every side? It’s freaking cool. 

“Nonsense. I’ll be helping you, won’t I? And looking at you is never boring.”

She chuckles, and a spot of color appears behind her many freckles. “If you insist,” she says. “You can take your clothes off now.”

I strip down naked. I’m thankful for the three orgasms I’ve already had today or else I’d be at full-mast. Zoey’s tits are incredibly beautiful; small but impeccably shaped, with the perfect amount of bounce as she moves around her studio.

While she’s very self-conscious about her work, Zoey has no problem walking around half-naked and showing me her breasts and pink, stiff nipples. 

So while I’m not at full-mast, I’m not exactly small either. My large cock swings between my legs, and I see her eyebrows raise a bit. 

“What pose do you want me to strike?”

“Just stand in a way that feels natural and comfortable,” Zoey says. 

I follow her advice and stand up straight. With a blush on her cheeks, Zoey grabs her supplies and starts sketching me. 

She’s right — this is hard work. After twenty minutes I start having my first aches, and after thirty I am ready for a stretch. 

“You can rest now,” she giggles.

“Oh thank god,” I say as I stretch my arms high above my head. “You weren’t kidding.”

“I told you,” Zoey says. “Do you regret volunteering yet?”

“Not yet.”

She grins. She’s got paint stains all over her face, and her hands are a multi-colored mess. She’s a messy artist, but god, what a beauty. 

“How did you end up in Anchor’s End?” I ask. “Shouldn’t an artist like you be working out of New York or something?”

A look of sudden pain appears on her face, and Zoey looks away. 

“Did I say something wrong?” I ask. 

“No, no, it’s fine,” she says. “It’s not your fault. You were spot-on. I came from New York, actually. I… it’s a long story.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to.”

“It’s not that, it’s… I wish it didn’t still hurt, you know? But it does.”

I nod. Someone hurt her, and that’s always a bitch to deal with.“I get it. I’d give you a hug, but I’m sorta naked right now.”

Zoey turns back to me and suddenly laughs. “You are! When I’m painting it just becomes so normal that it doesn’t even register, but I suppose you are. Fuck it. Give me a hug, Jake.”

She opens her arms for me, and I give her a big hug. Zoey buries her head in my shoulder as I rub her back. 

“Mmhm, you smell good,” she says. 

“So do you.”

“Suck-up,” she giggles. “But thank you. Do you still want to hear my boring melodramatic story?”

“Of course. I bet it’s riveting.”

Zoey rolls her eyes. “Yeah, right. I’ll give you the short and sweet version. Girl moves to big city. Girl goes to art school. Girl falls in love with professor. Girl and professor get engaged. Girl finds out professor is banging dozens of students on the side. Girl feels very stupid and moves to a small cabin in the woods. The end.”

“That’s not boring. There was rising tension, climax, character growth. Five stars!” 

Zoey laughs. “Yeah, sure. If you say so.”

I gently rub the back of her neck. “The professor character sounds like a real asshole, though. Does he get his comeuppance in the end?”

“Not really. He’s still the big New York art professor, and the girl is…”

“The girl is a wickedly talented superstar, and the professor will barely be a footnote in her story, when all is said and done,” I say. 

Zoey looks up, her brown eyes searching mine. “I don’t know about superstar.”

“How about, the girl is a very good neighbor and a dear friend?”

“Hm. Sure, I could see that.”

She pulls me for another tight hug, and rests her head against my chest. “I like you, Jake,” she says softly. “You’re very kind.”

“I like you, too, Zoey,” I answer back. 

“Hold on, there’s something I want to do,” she says.

Zoey reaches up and unclasps the front of her denim overalls. The entire garment falls to the ground in an instant, and just like that, the thirty-year old artist is standing in front of me totally and completely naked.

“Now we’re both naked,” she whispers with a crooked smile. Her paint-covered hands slide down my chest. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all.”

Her fingers trace their way down my semi-erect cock. “I had a feeling you didn’t.” 

She wraps her fingers around the base of my cock and gently strokes me to full hardness. “My god, you’re huge, Jake. Okay, weird question, but can I sketch you real quick?”

“You want to make a quick sketch of my cock?”

“Hell yes,” Zoey says instantly. “May I?”

“Sure, why not,” I say.

The artist quickly grabs her sketchbook, sits down on a stool, and starts drawing lines. She sticks her tongue out of her mouth when she’s concentrating. It’s very cute. 

I stand right next to her, my hard cock jutting up proudly. She looks up at it every few seconds, studying me intently. 

Women have fawned over my cock before, but no has ever quite studied it with as much reverence as Zoey is doing right now. It’s oddly charming.

“I need to keep you at maximum hardness,” she muses as she looks at the veins on the side of my cock. Without warning, Zoey leans forward and runs her tongue up the side of my shaft.

Instantly more blood rushes down to my cock, and it swells up even bigger. “Nice,” Zoey hisses as she returns her attention to the sketchbook. 

She keeps this up; sketching, then planting hot, wet kisses all over my cock, then more sketching. Saliva drips down my shaft. Zoey grabs the base of my cock and slowly jerks me off, running her fingers all over my throbbing veins. She closes her eyes and takes me into her mouth fully, her cheeks bulging as she sucks me off.

“Oh fuck,” I groan as I grab a fistful of her shoulder-length brown hair. 

“Mmhm,” Zoey moans. Her tongue teases the sensitive slit on top. “You’ve got such an amazing cock, Jake. Please, now it’s your turn to paint me.”

She looks up at me with those big, beautiful brown eyes of hers, and sticks out her tongue as both her hands work my throbbing shaft. “Please. Paint my face, Jake. Cover me with your cum.”

How do you say no to that? You can’t. 

When a drop-dead sexy freckled artist asks you to paint her face, you paint her face. 

I growl with pleasure as my orgasm builds. She jerks me off faster, her hands a blur, her wet tongue on the head of my cock, and I can’t hold back a second longer. 

With a loud moan I fire rope after rope of my hot cum all over Zoey’s face. I’m surprised by the amount of seed still left inside my well-used balls today, because I completely paint the artist’s face with my pearlescent cum. 

Zoey doesn’t stop jerking me until my balls are well and truly drained. Hot, sticky seed drips down her cheeks and into her waiting mouth. She closes her eyes and slides her hand between her legs. A few strokes of her clit is all she needs to come right there on the spot, shutting her legs tightly, her face contorted in pleasure. 

If I was any good as an artist I’d love to immortalize that moment of pure ecstasy, but alas my talents lie elsewhere. 

She looks at me through her fluttered lashes, then leans forward and licks all the juices off my still quivering cock. 

“Yummy,” she says. “Thank you, Jake. I needed that.”


CHAPTER 4


Ican’t believe it’s already time to harvest my first crops. As I dig into the earth and carefully remove the radishes from the soil, I’m struck by just how big and juicy they are. 

“Fertile lands,” Cassie jokes when she sees the look on my face. “You better be careful, farmer.”

“What do you mean?”

Cassie has fully embraced the farmer-wife look. She’s wearing denim overalls and a big sun-hat as she watches me work. Emma claims her ankle still hurts too much to help out; though she has no problem hobbling to Rosie’s tavern every night for a good meal. 

“I mean that there might be a whole lot of Reed boys running around these lands if you don’t wear a rubber,” Cassie laughs.

She knows what I’ve been up to? I’m suddenly nervous, although the thought of every woman in this town with a round belly makes my cock throb. Now, if only I could afford to have five different families… or just one really, really big one. 

“Don’t give me that look, Jake,” Cassie says softly when she kneels down next to me. Her soft hands touch mine as she helps me dig the product out of the earth. “I may be old, but I’m not stupid. I know every gal in town has got the hots for you, and I’m not surprised. There’s only a bunch of old geezers here. I don’t mind sharing you, Jake, if that’s what you’re worried about. You don’t have to keep secrets from me. If anything, I think it’s hot to share you with all these hot, young girls.”

Cassie’s hand rests on my inner-thigh as I stare into her beautiful eyes and try to find the right words. Her hand slides across my bulge, and she squeezes it. 

“I’ve known you long enough to see when you’ve got something on your mind,” Cassie whispers as she keeps rubbing my bulge. “Tell me who you’ve been with.”

“Well…”

She unzips my jeans and slides her hand into my boxers. I let out a sigh as she squeezes my rapidly hardening cock. 

“Who has this huge cock been inside of?” Cassie asks, her voice a throaty whisper. 

I can’t believe she’s jerking me off right in the middle of our fields, right in front of our farm. If Emma were to look out the window, she could spot us. Sure, we’re crouching and somewhat covered by the plants growing around us, but the way Cassie’s arm is moving is a dead giveaway. 

“Rosie,” I say. “I fucked Rosie in the middle of her tavern.”

Cassie’s eyes grow big. “Really?”

“Yeah, right on the table where we have dinner every night.”

She bites her bottom lip. “That’s really naughty, Jake.” 

Cassie pulls my cock out of my jeans and sighs blissfully when she sees my full hardness. “Keep telling me, baby. I want to know everything.”

“Have you met nurse Sophia?” 

Cassie nods. “That blonde beauty, with the big knockers?”

“The very same. She sucked me off in the doctor’s office. Got me to undress with some nonsense story about a check-up then as soon as she saw my big cock she started slobbering all over it.”

Cassie giggles. “I can’t blame her. Your cock deserves to be slobbered over, baby. Is there more?” 

“Zoey,” I continue. “The artist. I’ve been going over there for modeling sessions, and every time I visit I come all over her face. She really loves it when I shower with my seed. She’s obsessed with my cum. Wants to mix it into her paint and stuff. A little weird, but also kinda hot.”

Cassie’s eyes are now burning as brightly as an inferno. She leans forward, her knees on the soil, her face inches from my cock. She licks her lips. 

“I think there’s one more,” she whispers. “One more hot and tight pussy that you’ve claimed, Jake. Tell me. Tell me what I already know.”

Oh fuck. She knows? I thought I was being stealthy. 

“You think I don’t notice what you get up?” Cassie says, her warm breath tingling my cock. “That I don’t see the lingering glances? The stolen looks?”

I swallow the lump in my throat. “Emma,” I say. “I’ve been blowing my load down Emma’s throat every fucking day.”

Cassie leans forward and takes me into her mouth. She sucks me hard. I groan, grabbing a fistful of her hair as I roughly fuck her face, right here in the middle of my field. My balls slap against her chin and saliva drips down her face. 

She fidgets with her overalls and pulls them down. Her underwear goes next, until she’s butt-ass naked, her knees resting in the soil.

“Fuck me, Jake, fuck me right here, in the ground,” Cassie begs me as she turns her big, round, pale ass towards me. “I need it.”

This is risky. This is crazy. This is fucking hot.

I ram my hard cock into her wet cunt in one swift motion. Cassie squeals, and I grab her face and push it down into the dirt to keep her from screaming. 

“You want me to fuck you into the fucking soil?!” I grow as I slap her ass-cheek so hard it turns red. “You naughty little slut!” 

“Yess,” she groans. “I’m your naughty slut, Jake, your naughty whore, please fuck me, I want you to fuck me, I want to see you fuck all those girls, Jake, I want a house full of hot pussies who worship that big fucking cock of yours!”

Christ on a bike. 

That’s a hot thought. Expanding Reed’s Farm so it fits a dozen women, all of them at my disposal. 

I fuck Cassie from behind, hard and fast, and then bury myself deep inside of her and fill her to the brim with my potent, hot cum. She falls over, breathing heavily, her cheeks smudged with dirt. 

“Too much?” I ask as I rub her still red and burning hot ass-cheeks. 

“Not at all, baby,” she says with a laugh. “Ooh, that was really sexy. I needed that. Hope I didn’t say anything too crazy.”

“Not at all,” I say.

“Good. Because I meant every word of it,” Cassie says, her eyes sparkling. “I’ve been doing some thinking since we moved here, and I realized that I find the thought of sharing you with all these beautiful women in town really sexy. You don’t have to hide anything from me. In fact, I wouldn’t mind watching.”

Now that’s an interesting idea. 

“What about Emma?” I ask. “I don’t know how she feels about my… excursions.”

“If she’s anything like me, she won’t mind one bit,” Cassie says. “I suppose you just have to ask her, right?”

“Right,” I say. “Fair point. I suppose I should…”


CHAPTER 5


Ispend the rest of the day going around town and delivering my first batch of radishes to all the townsfolk, as a way of saying thank you for all the hospitality they’ve shown me since moving here. 

Grant, the blacksmith with the big and bushy beard, tries to give me a sword in exchange for the radishes. I politely decline. 

Rosie, my favorite bar lady, wants me to help get something from her ‘cellar’. I politely decline, and only because I don’t have the time for more fun.  

Zoey insists on giving me a sketch of my winged penis flying over Anchor’s End and dousing the town in cum. I accept that one, because it’s hilarious. Ever since she first sketched my member, she’s been doodling it all over the place. 

Mayor Hucklebottom, the gnome with the exquisite mustache, is more than happy to see me. He drags me inside for tea, and it takes me half an hour to get myself out the door, stuffed full of cookies. 

Pete and Lilly, the lovely couple who run the town’s small grocery store, are very happy with my radishes. They won’t let me leave until I promise to come over for dinner soon. 

When I enter the doctor’s office I get a surprise. Instead of the mesmerizing blonde and stacked beauty that is nurse Sophia, there’s a different woman sitting behind the counter: A stunningly beautiful asian woman, late thirties or early forties, wearing a white coat. 

She sees me entering with my crate full of radishes and smiles. 

“You must be the new farmer I heard so much about,” she says. “Doctor Kim. A pleasure to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you!” I say as we shake hands. She’s got a firm handshake, and her hand lingers on mine for a moment. 

“No calluses. You’re indeed new to farming. What made you choose this life?”

“That’s a big question, doc.”

“I have the time. Please, step into my office.”

I suppose I’m nearing the end of my rounds, so I have a moment to talk. I follow her in, and sit down across from her.

“Very well. It all started when my dad died…”

I tell her everything that happened — except for the steamy bits, of course. I find myself divulging a lot more information than I intended to, as she casually encourages me to keep sharing.

“My father was a… difficult man. Worked a lot. Drank even more. He could get angry out of nowhere.”

I never realized how much grief I was carrying around, and how strained my relationship with my dad has always been. 

When I wrap up my story, I’m surprised to find nearly an hour has passed. Doctor Kim is an excellent listener. 

“Thank you for sharing that with me, Mister Reed,” she says. 

“Please call me Jake.”

“Alright, Jake. How do you feel now?”

“Whew. Exhausted, to be honest. But good. Happy.”

“Good. It sounds like you’ve got a good support system in place, and I know that you’re very popular around town, especially with the ladies.”

I shift in my seat a little. “Uhm, thank you.”

“No need. It’s well deserved. You are a handsome and capable young man, whose heart is in the right place. If you stay honest and true to yourself, you can go far.”

I bite my bottom lip. How honest am I really? Cassie knows everything, but I haven’t told Emma. 

“What’s on your mind, Jake?” Doctor Kim asks. 

“Something you said. About being honest.”

“Yes?”

“My father was a liar. I don’t want to be like him. But I also don’t want to share people’s private information without their consent. So what do I do?”

Doctor Kim adjusts her glasses. “Does this relate to your sexual activity, Jake?”

“It’s that obvious, huh?”

She smiles. “You’re a young man, Jake. All your hopes, wants and dreams have to do with sex. It’s only natural. I understand what you mean: You want to be open and transparent with your partners, but at the same time, protect the privacy of those very same partners. That’s very commendable, Jake. My suggestion: Share that you are open and active with your partners. You don’t need to share more than that. As long as they are aware that you are not the only woman in their life you’re in the clear. If they want to accept that or not is up to them; and not for you to decide. Does that answer your question?”

“I think so, doc. Thank you.”

“You’re more than welcome, Jake. That’ll be $500 for the counseling session.”

I look at the doctor, stunned. “W-what?””

The calm and collected Doctor Kim bursts out laughing. “I’m sorry Jake, I couldn’t resist. I was joking. Medical humor. I can see it didn’t land well. I’m sorry.” 

She grows red as she keeps apologizing. It’s rather cute, actually. 

“It’s fine,” I say. “Even if you did charge me, this discussion was well worth it.”

“I’m happy to hear that, Jake. If you haven’t noticed, I’m not only a medical doctor, but a psychologist as well. If you ever need to talk to someone outside of your close inner circle, my door is always open.” 

“Thank you, doctor. I’ll remember that.”

She stands up, gives me a firm handshake, and leads me outside her office. With a final smile and greeting she closes the door behind me. 

It feels like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders. 

Although I suppose I should really tell Emma what I’ve been up to…


CHAPTER 6


“You ready, slowpoke? I have a surprise for you,” Emma says. 

Her ankle has healed nicely. To celebrate, we’re going to explore the abandoned tower, also known as the deathtrap, at her insistence. I tell Cassie we’re going off for a midnight stroll, which is half-true. 

Doctor Kim told me to be honest, but sometimes, you need to tell a white lie or two. If Cassie knew we were headed back to the dangerous tower, she would freak out. 

Emma and I walk hand-in-hand through the dense forest as night begins to fall. This time I brought a flashlight, and I guide the way. 

“So what’s his surprise?” I ask.

“It’s not a surprise if I tell you, is it?” 

“Is it a good surprise?”

Emma chuckles. “Maybe, Jake. You’ll just have to wait and see.”

The tower suddenly looms in front of us, dark and ominous. It’s weird how you can’t see it when in town, even though it’s so big, I think you ought to. Almost if this place is bewitched.

“Are you sure about this?” I ask for a final time. “You know what happened last time.”

Emma rolls her eyes. “Come on, you’re not my dad. Let’s take some risks.”

She pushes the door open. The creak can be heard through the entire tower. I shake my head and follow her inside. Emma’s already nosing her way through the abandoned tower, sticking her nose in the bookshelves, pulling out various knickknacks. 

“This is so cool,” she whispers. “Look, a skull!”

“Is that real?” I ask.

“I don’t know! Maybe!”

“That’s… worrisome.”

She shrugs. “Let’s go upstairs!” 

I follow her up the rickety stairs, and watch her ass tight sway with every step. She’s wearing tight, ass-hugging jeans and a crop-top. My mind starts to drift when Emma suddenly gasps.

“Holy shit,” she stammers once she reaches the top of the stairs.

“What?” I ask, my heart rate instantly up. 

“There’s someone here!” 

I push my way past Emma and shine my torch into the room. It’s incredibly dark in here, but my beam of light catches a figure standing completely still in the darkness.

“Who are you?!” I say as I ball my free hand into a fist. 

I knew it. We shouldn’t have come here. This place is fucking haunted!

The figure doesn’t move. For a second I wonder if it might be a mannequin or something, but then it raises its arms. I shine my light on it, and I see what looks like a white sheet of some kind. 

“I am the ghost of the tower,” the figure says dramatically. “I have haunted these halls for a thousand years…” 

That voice sounds oddly familiar. There’s a bit of a New York accent in there. 

“You have breached my inner lair… now you will SUFFER!”

The ghost suddenly charges me and I raise my fist and belt out a battle cry as I get ready to knock this spectral being the fuck out.

That’s when I notice Emma is on the floor laughing her ass off. 

“You should see your face, oh my god,” she says, tears rolling down her face. “Oh we got you good, Jake!” 

“What?” I say, my heart still racing. 

The ‘ghost’ is doubled over laughing as well, and now I recognize that beautiful voice. Of course. Zoey. 

“Very funny,” I say as I grab the sheet and pull it off. Zoey is shaking her head, chortling, her face red from laughing. 

“Sorry, we couldn’t resist,” Zoey says. “Oh my god. We got you so good!”

“I almost knocked you out,” I say. “Don’t mess around with ghosts, damn. ” 

“I didn’t know you believed in ghosts,” Zoey says. 

“I don’t, but you never know,” I say, as my heart rate slowly drops. Now that the adrenaline is wearing off, I can finally laugh at myself. 

“So this is my surprise?” I ask. 

“Part of it,” Emma grins. “All in due time, Jake.”

“I had no idea you two were friends.”

“I’ve been visiting the tavern more often, after you got me out of my shell,” Zoey explains. “Emma hangs out there as well, and we’ve been playing arcade games together, and bonded over our… shared interests.”

“And what’s that? Wait, it’s me, isn’t it?”

Emma and Zoey exchange a look and both of them laugh. 

“Not quite,” Emma says. She sits down on the ground in a lotus pose and pulls out a small bag. She starts rolling something with a very pungent, distinct smell. 

“What have you got there?”

“What do you think?” Emma asks. “Anchor’s End finest crops, right here.”

“Where’d you get that from?” 

“Are you a cop and a ghostbuster?” Zoey asks as she presses her body against mine. She kisses my cheek and giggles. 

“No, but I am curious.”

Emma nods at Zoey, who flutters her lashes. 

“You?” I ask. 

“I’m an artist, baby, what did you expect?”

“Fair enough,” I laugh. “So this is your shared hobby?”

“Yeah,” Emma says as she licks the rolling paper. “What’s there to do in this town except get high and play arcade games? Come, sit.”

Zoey has brought some candles that she lights up and places around the room. It’s a very cool, unique atmosphere; the three of us in this abandoned, spooky tower, surrounded by candle-light. 

We sit down in a circle and chat as Emma lights her joint. I haven’t smoked in years, but I accept the offering. Time passes quickly as we swap stories and tell jokes. 

I feel lightheaded and relaxed. Zoey rests her head against my left-shoulder, as Emma rests her head against my right. I have my arms wrapped around these two beauties, slowly stroking their soft, beautiful bodies. 

Zoey looks up and gently kisses my neck, right below my ear. Emma giggles and does the same on my other side. Pleasure overwhelms me as these two lovely creatures take their time kissing some of my most sensitive, erogenous zones. 

I lay down on my back on the hard, wooden floor as the two of them nibble on my neck. My hands slide across their bodies, squeezing their thighs and rubbing their asses. 

Zoey grabs my hand and slides it right up her shirt. She’s not wearing a bra, and just like that, I’m holding her tit in my hand. Her nipple is as hard as a rock, and as my thumb flicks against it, she lets out a soft moan. 

Not to be outdone Emma grabs my other hand and slides it up her shirt. She’s not wearing a bra either, and her breast, slightly bigger than Zoey’s, fills my hand. 

Emma hungrily kisses my ear as she moans. 

“This is your surprise, babe,” she says. “The both of us at the same time.”

Zoey slips off her shirt, and helps Emma out of hers. Two sets of perfectly shaped breasts greet me. 

The artist is slightly more tan, with a constellation of freckles going down her neck, her collarbone, her breasts and her stomach. She stands up and slides her jeans down her smooth, toned legs. 

Just like that, Zoey is completely and totally naked. 

Emma follows suit, pulling her jeans off, exposing her nude body to me. 

These two are a divine sight. 

They crawl towards me on their hands and knees as I pinch myself. Emma grabs my face and kisses me hard, her tongue slipping into my mouth as Zoey pulls my pants and boxers down. 

My hard cock flops out, and she grabs it straight away. 

While Emma’s tongue is in my mouth, Zoey leans down to plant soft kisses over every inch of my growing hardness. 

Emma looks down and grabs a fistful of her friend’s shoulder length brown hair. “Suck Jake’s cock,” Emma says bossily, and Zoey complies. The artist opens her mouth wide and takes me into her warm, wet mouth. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan as Zoey bobs her head up and down, her hands massaging my balls at the same time. 

Emma leans down to kiss me one more time,before leaning over, grabbing Zoey, and planting a hot wet kiss on her mouth. Their tongues dance with the head of my cock sandwiched between them. 

It’s a heavenly sight, and an even better feeling. 

My hands move across their bodies and both of them point their big pale asses in my direction. I’m greeted with the amazing view of two dripping wet young pussies.

I slide my hands across them and find them both absolutely soaked. My fingers enter them easily, pumping their pussies as they both suck my cock at the same time. 

Zoey can’t take it anymore, and she gets up and straddles me. I grab her tight ass with both hands as she places the head of my cock at her wet entrance. 

“This is what you wanted to see, right?” Zoey asks Emma, her voice dripping with lust. “Jake’s big cock stretching me wide.”

Emma nods furiously. “Yes,” she moans. 

“Then take an even better look,” Zoey says, pushing her friend’s head down. 

Fuck, this is sexy. Emma crawls between my legs, and I feel her hot breath on my balls. 

“Lick his cock,” Zoey says. “Get him ready for me, slut.”

Emma’s wet tongue works its way up all the way from my balls to the tip of my cock as Zoey leans down and kisses me, her soft tits pressing against my chest. 

“Your Emma is a little slut,” Zoey whispers between hot, wet kisses. “She wants nothing more than to suck on your big fat balls as you stretch my tight little cunt wide open.”

My cock pulses, pre-cum leaking out, which Emma licks off instantly. This might just be the hottest night of my life.

“Then let’s give her what she craves,” I say as I reach back, grab two fistfuls of Zoey’s ass, and slowly slide her down my cock. 

Zoey, Emma and I all moan simultaneously as I fill the artist to the brim with my throbbing hard cock. My hardness stretches her out wide as I fill her up completely. 

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Emma moans as she buries face in there. Her tongue dances all over my sensitive balls before dipping up to lick my cock, Zoey’s stretched-out pussy lips, and her puckered, tight asshole. 

Zoey reaches back to grab a fistful of Emma’s hair, and smothers the slut with her ass. “Oh yeah, lick my ass while Jake fucks me, you hot little bitch,” she moans greedily. 

I reach up to squeeze her freckled breasts as Emma eats her friend’s ass. Zoey’s hair is tussled, and she looks down at me with a wicked smile plastered on her face. 

“I never could have imagined when I saw the both of you in Rosie’s tavern that you’d be fucking me with that big cock of yours while Emma tongues my asshole,” she whispers. “This is so hot.”

I hold Zoey’s cheeks open for Emma’s tongue to explore. This is so sexy that my cock is ready to burst, but I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from cumming. I’m not done yet, not by a long shot.

Time to breed these two bitches. 

Grabbing hold of Zoey’s waist I bury my cock to the hilt inside of her, spearing her on my manhood. She screams out in pleasure as I jackhammer myself inside of her. Emma’s face bounces against her ass cheeks, my balls slapping against her as she does her best to lick what she can as Zoey rides my throbbing hard cock. Her large breasts bounce as she rides my cock. 

“Come sit on my face, Emma,” I growl dominantly. 

I want that hot little cunt of hers on my face as I stretch Zoey out. 

Emma follows my command instantly. She’s so wet that her juices are dripping down her thighs, and I’m greeted to the hottest sight in the world as she lowers her cunt down on my face.

I pull her down and bury my face inside of her wetness as Zoey rides me hard. 

The two women start kissing passionately, swapping tongues as I pleasure the both of them at the same time. Emma’s already on the edge, and it only takes me a couple of licks before she starts cumming. 

Her thighs squeeze my face and her legs start to tremble as she lets out a loud, passionate cry that echoes through the abandoned tower. 

“Oh god!” Emma shouts.

“Oh yes!” Zoey joins in. “Fuck me, Jake, fuck me!” 

I have no idea how far these sounds carry. Is the entire town listening in? I don’t even care anymore. Let them listen. 

Zoey orgasms on my cock. Her tight walls clench around my throbbing manhood, and it takes all my resolve not to blow my load right there on the spot. The artist throws her head back, and lets out a loud, lurid moan. 

With trembling legs Zoey slides herself off me. My cock is slick with her juices. Emma leans forward, wrapping her slender fingers around my cock, and then she takes me into her mouth. 

Emma sucks Zoey’s juices right off my cock.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Zoey moans as she sits down next to us, her legs spread, two fingers toying with her swollen, sensitive clit. Her voice is husky with lust. “Clean that big fucking dick, slut.”

Emma moans approvingly as she bobs her head up and down. 

I slap Emma’s ass hard. “Eat your friend’s pussy while I fuck you from the back,” I say. 

Emma groans. “Yes, sir,” she says, as she climbs off my face and towards Zoey’s spread legs. The artist strokes her friend’s hair as Emma buries her face between Zoey’s legs. 

I get behind Emma and rub her ass cheeks for a moment, before sliding every inch of my thickness into her. 

Emma loves getting fucked from behind. She pushes her pale ass back into me, trying to get as much of my cock inside of her as possible. At the same time, Zoey smother’s Emma’s face with her hot pussy. 

“Cum inside of her, Jake,” Zoey begs. “Breed that tight little cunt for me.”

Fuck yes.

My thrusts become erratic as I pound Emma’s ass as hard as I can, my balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. Emma and Zoey are both screaming, and the sounds travel through the empty tower. 

I bury myself to the hilt inside of Emma’s hot, tight pussy and fill her to the brim with my potent seed. 

Zoey throws her head back and comes a final time, as does Emma, her tight cunt milking every last drop out of my pulsing cock. 

Moments later, Zoey, Emma and I are lying next to each other, covered in sweat, blissful and happy.

What a fucking night. 

“So, Emmy, I assume you figured out that Zoey and I are banging,” I start. 

Both women laugh. “Yes, I did,” she says. “And I know she’s not the only one. You think I wouldn’t notice that your cock tastes different after you’ve been to town?”

“You’re not mad?”

“Are you kidding me? I think it’s really hot that every woman in town craves my boyfriend.”

I turn towards her, my heart thumping. “Boyfriend?”

“If it’s okay if I call you that,” she says, blushing.

“No, that’s totally fine. As long as I can call you my girlfriend.”

“Deal,” Emma says. 

“You guys are so cheesy,” Zoey laughs as she lights up another joint. “It’s really cute.”

“Shut up,” Emma says with a laugh. “Or I’ll make you suck my boyfriend’s cock again.”

“Deal,” Zoey says. 

As the two beauties rub their hot naked bodies against mine, I realize this amazing night is only just beginning…


CHAPTER 7


It’s finally time for the Spring Fling dance.

As mayor Hucklebottom promised the town throws a huge party to celebrate the start of spring. Cassie, Emma and Zoey have worked on the decorations together; weaving all sorts of flowers into big garlands that hang all over the town’s square. 

Cassie even got me a fancy shirt for the occasion, which is covered in colorful flowers. It’s not something I would’ve ever bought for myself but I got to admit it looks pretty damn good.

As I make my way toward the town square for the celebrations, Grant the Blacksmith stops me. 

“Jake! How are ya? You’re looking mighty handsome today!”

“Thanks! You too, Grant.”

“Here mate, take this,” he says as he presses something cold into my hands. “Consider it a thank you for the radishes you got me.”

I look down. It’s a gold nugget, roughly the size and shape of an egg.

“G-gold? Really?”

Grant smiles. “Aye. Found it while working in the mines. There’s all sorts of shiny things down there, if you’re interested. You can take it to the bank, or turn it into jewelry or something. Save it for a rainy day. It’s all yours, mate.” 

“Thanks, Grant,” I say. “Really, thank you. This is awesome!”

“Ah, don’t mention it. Go have fun at the dance!” 

The whole town is gathered in the center of town, dancing and chatting and having a good time. Mayor Hucklebottom is DJing, and to my surprise, he’s quite good at it. The small man has many talents.

“Jake! Over here!”

Cassie and Emma wave me over. They both have flowers in their hair and they’re wearing colorful sundresses that they fill nicely.

“You look great, Cassie,” I say.

The older woman blushes. “Thank you, Jake. So do you. You’re so handsome.”

Emma nods. She looks me up and down and licks her lips, then comes over to give me a hug. “You look really hot,” she whispers into my ear. “Later, you’re mine.”

“Deal,” I grin. 

Rosie comes over with a tray of drinks. She hands one to Cassie, Emma and myself. 

“A toast!” Rosie says. “To Anchor’s End, and to Reed’s farm!”

“I’ll toast to that! Cheers!” 

I’ve barely had the first sip when Rosie takes my hand and leads me to the dance floor. She places her hands on my hips and presses her body against mine, pushing her breasts together, giving me a perfect view right down her blouse.

“You haven’t been visiting me as often as I’d like, Jake,” she purrs. “What does a girl have to do to get some young dick?”

I laugh. Rosie’s always so subtle. 

“I’ve been busy with the farm,” I say. 

“And fucking half the town,” Rosie adds. “Not that I mind, Jake, but you do make me jealous. I can feel them all staring at us right now. Promise me you’ll swing by soon? I have a little surprise for you. One of my friends wants to meet you. Badly. You’ll love her.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I tease. 

Rosie rolls her eyes. “I’ll let you do anything you want to us both, Jake. Anything.”

Before I have a chance to respond to that alluring offer, Doctor Kim cuts in. I barely recognize her at first, because she’s not wearing her glasses or her characteristic white coat. The mature asian woman is wearing a flowery dress and colorful make-up, and truth be told, she looks stunning. 

“May I?” Kim asks, and she takes my hand and leads me away before Rosie can say no. 

We sway together to the funky tunes the mayor is playing. 

“How are things, Jake?”

“Going really well, actually.”

“That’s good to hear. Be sure to stop by my practice if you need to lighten your load.”

“Will do, doctor.”

She kisses my cheek and lets me go. Zoey is next in line for a dance. She dyed her hair blue for the dance, and it looks surprisingly cool.

“What do you think?” She asks as she poses for me. “Not too much?”

“No, you look amazing,” I say. “Very stylish.”

“Thank you, Jake. I have some news for you, actually.”

“Really? What’s going on?”

“I’m having an exposition in the Rusty Anchor,” she says. “My art will be up for sale for the first time ever!”

“That’s so cool!” I say. “Congrats!”

“It’s thanks to you, really,” Zoey says, blushing. “You gave me the push I needed.” 

“Nah, it was all you,” I say. 

She kisses my cheek. She smells great. “Take the compliment, Jake.”

“Fine. Thank you,” I laugh. 

At that moment, Mayor Hucklebottom taps his microphone. 

“Attention folks! As tradition demands, it’s to choose our Spring King and Queen! Drumroll please!”

The entire crowd starts clapping and cheering. I look around, a little confused. I didn’t know about this but it seems everyone else is on-board. 

“For the men, our Spring King is… who else than… Jake Reed!”

The applause is thunderous. Cassie and Emma jump up and down, clapping furiously. Zoey pushes me towards the stage, where the mayor puts a crown of flowers on my head. 

“Congratulations, Jake! An honor well deserved. You’ve injected our sleepy little town with fresh energy! I hope you will be here for many more springs to come.”

The crowd agrees, and I bow deeply. I’m not used to getting so many compliments in one day. 

“And now, the moment we've all been waiting for. Our Spring Queen is…”

The drumroll is even more dramatic this time as everyone stomps their feet. 

“Emma!” 

Emma looks shocked as she makes her way to the stage. She still has that dazed look on her face as the mayor places a similar crown of flowers on her beautiful blonde locks.

“Me?” She asks. “I didn’t think I fitted in…”

“It seems the people here like you more than you think,” the mayor says softly. 

“Kiss!” Someone yells.

“KISS! KISS! KISS!” The crowd starts chanting. 

Emma looks at me and smiles. She has the cutest dimples.

“Shall we give the people what they want?”

“I guess we should,” she whispers.

I lean in and give her a big kiss. 

“Woo hoo!” Cassie cheers. I can clearly hear her over the sounds of the crowd. 

As Emma and I step off the stage, Rosie is handing out more drinks to anyone with a free hand. 

“To Jake and Emma!” The buxom bar lady says. “May they reign as King and Queen of Anchor’s End!”

“Hear, hear!” 

The crowd erupts in cheers. The music picks up, and the partygoers go dancing in the streets, laughing, dancing, drinking, and having a good time. 

“Come,” Emma says as she grabs my hand and leads me away from the town square, towards the fields. Soon we're in the middle of a field, shielded from the view of the partygoers, but we can still hear every word that is being said. 

Emma slides her sundress off her shoulders. It falls on the soil. She’s completely naked underneath.

“Take me, king,” Emma whispers. “Right here.”

“Are you sure?” I ask.

She nods. “More than anything, Jake.”

“What if someone catches us?”

Emma bites her bottom lip. “Then let them watch.”

Fuck. 

The thought of fucking Emma in this field while the town’s folk dance and drink not a hundred yards away is incredibly hot. 

“Come here, baby,” Emma says, pulling me close and kissing me. Her hands move across my chest and down to my pants. She unbuttons them and slides them down my hips. 

My throbbing cock springs free. 

“Oh fuck,” Emma groans. She drops to her knees in front of me and takes me into her mouth. Her wet tongue swirls around the head of my manhood as she looks up at me. 

“Fuck my face, Jake,” she asks, her blue eyes filled with lust.

She doesn’t need to ask me twice. I grab a fistful of Emma’s golden blonde hair, the flower-crown still on her head, and roughly fuck her face.

“Mmhmhm,” she moans. 

“You like that, slut?”

“Mmmh!” Emma nods.

“What would the townsfolk think if they saw their Spring Queen on their knees with a big cock stuffed down her throat?”

Emma moans even harder.

“Turn around and stick that ass in the air,” I command.

“Yes, sir,” Emma says. 

She gets on her hands and knees and presents her dripping wet pussy to me. I spank it a few times. She whimpers softly, wiggling her ass from side to side.

“Please, breed me,” she begs. “I need it so bad. I need to be your bad girl.”

“Not yet,” I say.

I slide my hand between her legs and finger her tight little cunt. It’s so hot and wet. Her juices drip down my fingers as I play with her hot pussy.

“Oohh,” Emma groans as my fingers explore her. She spreads her legs wider, bending over further, making her body completely available to me. 

I lick her pussy from behind, from top to bottom. 

“Oh fuck, Jake!” She moans, her fingers clawing at the soil. “Oh, that’s so good! You’re going to make me cum!”

I lick her dripping wet hole as I continue to finger her. In no time she’s trembling and shaking. 

“Yes, yes, YES!” Emma moans as she orgasms, her powerful orgasm washing over her. She’s lying down on the soil, face pressed against the ground, eyes closed, her ass up in the air.

Ready to get fucked.

I press the tip of my cock against her quivering pussy. She trembles with anticipation.

“Is this what you want, slut?” I ask.

“Yes,” she pants. “Yes, please. Fuck me, Jake. Fill me up.”

“Are you my obedient little slut?”

I tease her wet cunt, running the head of my cock up and down her slit. Emma bucks her hips, pushing back at me, eager to get fucked.

“I’m your slut, your whore, your anything Jake. Please.”

Let’s give her what she needs. 

I ram my cock into her in one swift motion. Emma’s blue eyes roll to the back of her mouth, her mouth hanging open as I claim her pussy.

“Ohmygod,” she groans. “Fuck!”

I pump her hard, fucking her tight little cunt in the middle of this field, only a couple of hundred yards away from the partying public

“They’re going to hear us,” she whimpers as I pound her pussy, my balls slapping rhythmically against her. 

“Good. I want them to. I want them all to know what a hot little slut you are.”

“Oh fuck,” Emma groans.

My thrusts become faster. I grip her ass tightly and hammer her pussy hard. Emma’s tits bounce beautifully as she writhes on the ground. 

“Oh Jake, Jake, Jake, ohmygod, Jake!” 

She’s screaming so loudly it’s a miracle the town hasn’t gathered all around us yet. 

To my left, I hear some rustling. I look over and catch Doctor Kim looking straight at me. There’s a blush on her cheeks. We make eye-contact, and she nods for me to keep going. 

Seems the good doctor is a little kinkier than I thought. With my left hand I spread Emma’s ass cheeks wide open, while I beckon for Kim to come closer with my second. 

She approaches carefully. 

I pull out and wait for a second, letting the doctor take a nice, hard look at my throbbing cock spreading Emma’s pussy wide open before I bury myself to the hilt inside of her again. 

Doctor Kim slips her hand under her dress to play with herself as she watches me dominate the Spring Queen.

“Show me,” I mouth. 

The doctor hesitates for a moment, and then lifts her dress up and pulls her panties down to show me her completely bald and wet pussy.

Fuck, this is so hot. 

I can’t hold back a second longer. I slam my cock into Emma and release my hot, sticky cum deep inside of her wet cunt. Emma arches her back and lets out a cry.

“Yesss!” She hisses. “Breed me!” 

I empty my balls inside of her as our doctor gets herself off by watching it all happen. 

Emma has a dazed look on her face. Her legs are spread, and my cum drips from her hot little pussy when I pull out. 

“Thank you,” she pants. “I needed that.”

Doctor Kim orgasms silently, and then slips away, back into the brush. Emma is none the wiser that we put on a little show. I’ll tell her eventually, but I know she’ll get off on it if I hold out a little longer…


CHAPTER 8


Spring has given way to summer, and life couldn’t be better. The farm is thriving. My crops are healthy and abundant. 

I’ve planted strawberries, cauliflowers and potatoes in the spring, and for the summer I’m planning on growing my own hot peppers, tomatoes and hops. Soon I can start on making my own hot sauces and brewing my very own beer. 

Money is still tight at the moment, but with the way things are going, that will all be over soon. I’m making a killing selling my crops back to Pete and Lilly, who have a network of customers who are willing to shelve out big bucks for my crops.  

Summer has brought its heat to Anchor’s End, and Cassie and I are sweating under the blazing sun. I have just finished up a particularly hard day of work, and we’re taking a well deserved break by the pond. 

Cassie’s reading a romance novel and I watch her long shapely legs as they dangle in the cool waters. 

We have both stripped down to just our underwear, and Cassie is looking fantastic. Her bra barely contains her massive tits, her nipples straining against the fabric. 

“Be sure to use plenty of sunscreen!” A familiar, friendly voice says. 

I look up to see Doctor Kim walking past. She’s wearing a white tank-top and shorts, showing off her athletic physique. I haven’t seen her since the Spring Fling festival, and when our eyes meet, she gives me a subtle wink. 

“Hello, doctor,” Cassie says. 

“Oh please, call me Amy. I’m not on the clock.”

“Alright Amy. Enjoying the weather?”

“Yes, I love summer.” She shows off her basket full of plucked fruit. “Fresh cherries. They’re amazing. Take some, please.”

She hands me a handful, and I pop one into my mouth. Juicy and delicious. 

“Why don’t you sit with us for a moment? Sunbathe with us?”

“Oh, I don’t want to interfere,” Amy says.

“You’re not. We love company.” I reach out and squeeze Cassie’s calves. “We could use a watchful eye.”

Amy’s brown eyes go big for a moment. “Okay,” she says, breathily as she sits down next to me. 

“Take off your clothes,” I say. 

Amy hesitates for a moment. She looks over her shoulder, but there’s no one around. She stands up and peels her shorts down. Her body is tight and toned, and she’s wearing a black bra and panties. 

“You heard the doctor. We need to lube you up, Cassie. Roll over on your stomach.”

“Yes, sir,” Cassie says as she does so, presenting her big, pale, round ass to us both, barely covered by a tiny thong. 

I reach into my basket and pull out a bottle of sunscreen. I squirt a big amount all over Cassie’s shoulders. 

“Will you help me, Amy?” I say as I kneel down next to Cassie. “Show me how it’s done.”

Amy bites her bottom lip and nods. There's a blush on the mature asian woman’s cheeks. She starts rubbing the sunscreen into Cassie’s shoulders, who moans softly.

I join in. Together, we spread the sunscreen over every inch of Cassie’s mature pale body. 

It doesn’t take long for Cassie to start moaning. Amy and I massage her all over. Every once in a while I sneak in a quick grope of her ass, her thighs, or the side of her breasts. Amy watches me do it all as her breath starts to become quicker and quicker. 

I grab the doctor’s hands and place them right on Cassie’s big, round ass. Amy squeezes Cassie’s ass, causing Cassie to moan and push her butt further into the air.

Fuck, this is so hot. 

“We should make sure to cover every inch of her, right? Just to be safe.”

“Yes,” Amy nods, breathlessly. “Yes, you’re right, Jake.”

I grab Cassie’s thong and pull it down her legs. I can clearly see her tight asshole and dripping wet cunt. Cassie whimpers softly as the doctor slides her hand between her legs, spreading sunscreen all across her wet folds. 

While Amy plays with Cassie’s pussy, I rub some sunscreen right into Cassie’s puckered asshole. Amy’s eyes are laser-focused on it. 

“Is it important to make sure her asshole is well protected from the sun, doctor?” I ask.

Amy nods. “Yes, very important, Jake,” she says, her voice fluttery and light. 

“Like this, doctor?”

I slide one of my fingers into Cassie’s tight asshole. She groans, biting down on her bottom lip as she pushes her ass out for me. 

Cassie loves showing off, and Amy loves watching. It’s a match made in heaven. 

Amy nods. 

“Please tell if I’m doing this correctly, doctor,” I continue as I pump my finger in and out of Cassie’s tight ass.

The doctor swallows the lump in her throat. “You are, you are…” 

Her voice trails off. She’s trembling with lust now. I’ve broken the poor woman’s mind. 

“What am I doing, doctor?”

Amy’s tongue wets her lips. “You’re fingering her asshole,” she says softly.

“Exactly.” 

I pull my fingers out, and spread Cassie’s cheek wide. Her asshole is gaping ever so slightly. A wicked thought takes hold of me. 

“Lick it, doctor,” I say confidently. “Eat Cassie’s ass like a good little slut.”

The asian woman shudders. She looks at me with a look of pure lust, and then she leans over and dives her tongue right into Cassie’s tight, puckered ass. 

I grab Amy’s hair and smother face in there. “That’s it,” I growl as I smother my doctor with Cassie’s big ass. “Eat that ass, slut.”

Cassie’s moaning deliriously as our doctor tongues her forbidden hole. 

Fuck, this is incredible. 

I reach out and yank Amy’s black panties down to her ankles. Her pussy is completely soaked and ready for me. I slip my boxers down, my hard cock jutting out proudly, the head glistening with pre-cum. 

I take my place behind Amy. I rub the head of my throbbing cock against her wet slit, spreading her juices all over, and then I ram myself into her — all the way to the hilt.

Her screams of pleasure are muffled by Cassie’s big ass. 

I grab her waist and pound that tight asian pussy from behind. All three of us are lost in the throes and passion, fucking wildly, without a care in the world. 

Amy is the first to cum. Her tight cunt clenches around my thick, throbbing cock as she orgasms. Cassie’s next, cumming with Amy’s tongue in her asshole and the doctor’s fingers toying with her clit.

I am last. I bury myself deep inside of Amy and fill her womb with my potent cum. When I pull out, her pussy is swollen and dripping with my seed. 

Afterwards, the three of us sit by the pond, naked and satisfied. I hand out some cold beers.

“I don’t usually fuck my patients,” Amy says as she cracks her beer open. “Just so you know. You’re one of a kind, Jake.”

“Amen to that,” Cassie says, raising her beer. 

I laugh as I take a sip. “Thanks, doc.”

“So, what’s next for you?” She asks. “You’ve settled in nicely.”

I reach out to squeeze both their asses. “You can say that. Still, there’s a lot of work to be done. The greenhouse isn’t finished, and I promised Emma I’d get some animals for her to take care of.”

“Where is Emma, by the way?” Amy asks. 

“Oh, she’s helping Zoey move some paintings. Apparently some millionaire was passing through town, stopped at the Rusty Anchor, and fell in love with Zoey’s paintings that were on display there. He bought a whole bunch of them, so Emma and Zoey borrowed my truck to deliver them to the city.”

Little does that rich bastard know that there’s a secret ingredient to Zoey’s paint that gives it its special shine… 

“Ah, cool! Good for her,” Amy says. “Zoey’s incredibly talented.”

“That she is. There’s something else on my mind too, in fact.” 

I point at our bright red mailbox. “I got this strange letter in the mail the other day. Almost threw it out, thinking it was spam. It’s from a corporation called BayCorp.”

“You didn’t mention this before,” Cassie says, sitting up straight, her glistening tits moving around as she does so. 

“No, because I didn’t want you to worry and I needed time to think of our next moves.”

“Okay, now I’m worried,” Cassie says. “What did this letter say?”

I take a sip of my beer. “This BayCorp is claiming that my dad sold them this land. They say that we are trespassing, and that we have a fortnight to move out before they bulldoze this place and turn it into a megafarm.” 

“What?!” Cassie says, shooting up. “That… that bastard!”

Amy’s brown eyes grow big. “Is that true?”

I shrug. “I don’t know, honestly. With the type of scumbag my dad was, maybe he did — but it wasn’t his to sell. The farm and the land is mine. I’ve finally found someplace where I belong, and I’m not going to give it up without a fight.”

I wrap my arms around Amy and Cassie, and pull them both in for a hug. They both hug me back, their soft, glistening naked bodies pressed against mine. 

“Anyway, who is up for round two?” I ask. 

Both women laugh. “You’re insatiable,” the doctor says. “Your stamina is impressive.”

“Oh, you’ve seen nothing yet,” Cassie says as her hands slides up my thigh. “We’ll put on a show for you…”

[image: ]



END OF BOOK 2.

BOOK 3 is coming soon! Will Jake lose everything he’s worked so hard to build to an evil corporation — or will he manage to build a massive farm with enough rooms to house his entire harem?! Find out soon!

Thanks for reading — I genuinely 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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