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FOREWORD


Reed Farm is thriving.

Moving to Anchor’s End with Cassie and Emma has been the best decision of Jake’s life. The locals are very welcoming, and the ground is extremely fertile.

That’s exactly why a big corporation wants to steal Jake’s land and destroy everything he has built.

This place is paradise, and Jake will not surrender it without a fight. He’ll do whatever it takes to save his strange little town filled to the brim with beautiful women…


CHAPTER 1


Reed Farm is thriving. 

The full heat of summer has come to Anchor’s End. My crops are doing well, and the cash is rolling in. Things couldn’t be better… and that’s usually when the universe throws a curveball your way. 

There’s a brisk knock on the front door as I sip on my morning coffee. I’m not expecting any visitors at this early hour, and Cassie and Emma are both away for a weekend of shopping in the city.

I open the door to find a stunningly beautiful woman standing on my porch. I estimate her to be in her mid-thirties. She’s wearing a gray skirt, white blouse and dark sunglasses. Her jet-black hair is cut into a bob. 

This woman means business.

“Can I help you?” 

“Jake Reed, I presume?” She says curtly. 

“You presume correctly.”

She hands me a hefty stack of paper. I don’t have to glance down at it to know exactly what this is. 

“Ah, so you work for those scavengers at BayCorp,” I say. “Who are trying to steal my farm. That’s disappointing.”

“That is the client I’m representing, yes. They insisted I serve you these directly.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. My story hasn’t changed: This is my farm and my land. Anyway, would you like to come in for a cup of coffee? Just brewed a pot. You drove a long way to get all the way out here, I reckon.”

The woman hesitates for a moment, and I see her brow furrow. It’s clear she’s not used to being treated kindly when serving someone. I get that. 

Maybe it’s my time spent in this beautiful town that has mellowed me out, or maybe it’s because I know I’m going to take BayCorp to the cleaners, but either way I have no quarrel with this woman. She’s just doing her job, even if she is working for the enemy.

“It’s, uh, not common to fraternize with the opposition.”

“But not illegal, right?” I say as I hold the door open. “Come in.”

She takes her sunglasses off, dithers for a moment, and then enters my farmhouse. Her high heels click on the hardwood floor as I lead her to the kitchen and pour her a cup of fresh coffee. 

“I didn’t catch your name.”

“Victoria Cross,” she says as I hand her the cup. “Thank you.”

“And you’re a lawyer for…” I glance down at the papers. “Cross & Stone?”

“Correct.” 

“I didn’t think it was big city lawyers who served papers themselves. Don’t you have people for that?”

“BayCorp is a very demanding client. They insisted one of the partners deliver the papers themselves. They really want this land.”

“Partner? At your age? Well done.”

Victoria laughs. “Thank you, Jake. You’re not doing so bad yourself. It looks like you’ve got things under control here.”

“I’m doing alright. So why does BayCorp want this place so badly?”

“You have to realize I can’t talk about the case with you,” Victoria says apologetically. “I’m very sorry. Thanks for the coffee, though.”

I tap the stack of paper. “Right. No, I get it. It’s fine. I’m going to blow your ass out of the water anyways; no offense.” 

“None taken. It’s just business, right?”

“I hope so.”

“Have you found any legal representation yet?” Victoria asks. “I’ve got some suggestions for good lawyers if you need one.”

“Thanks, but I’m okay. I’ll figure it out.”

Victoria walks over to my window and gazes out across my fields. I stand next to her, and we drink our coffee in silence for a moment as the sun rises, painting the sky a beautiful orange. 

“This place is gorgeous,” Victoria says softly.

“It is. Would you like the grand tour?”

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate. I should really get back to work.”

“What’s the harm? You’re already here. By the time you make it back to the city, you’ll barely have any time left to get some work done. Besides, don’t you have a flat tire?”

“I do?”

“I think you do,” I say as I take a sip of my coffee. “So unfortunate. Luckily, there’s a friendly farmer who’s willing to help you out.”

She chuckles. “Oh, that’s right. I do! Such a shame.” Victoria pulls out her phone and sends off a few texts. “There. You’ve somehow convinced me to play hooky from work. I’m not sure how you did it.”

“Wasn’t me. It’s this gorgeous sunrise. Come, let’s go outside.”

I put on my boots, and hand a spare pair to Victoria. 

“You’re going to want to put those on, unless you want your fancy heels to get all dirty.”

“Thank you,” she says as she slips her heels off and slides her panty-clad feet into my boots. 

I lead her into my fields. It’s tomato season. I pluck a fresh one and hand it to her. “Here, try this.”

The big city lawyer takes a big bite. “Oh god, that’s so good,” she stammers. 

“They’re pretty nice,” I say. “Can’t take all the credit — the soil here is amazing. Extremely fertile.”

She nods. “I can see why BayCorp wants this land. Sorry. Didn’t mean to bring up work again.”

“No, you’re right. It makes sense. Come, let me show you what I’ve been working on.”

I lead her to the rebuilt shed where I’ve been working on my own brand of hot sauces. The chili peppers I’ve been growing are extremely hot, and they make for some great sauces. 

“Oh wow!” Victoria says. “That’s so freaking cool. I love spicy food. Can I try some?”

“Of course!” I say. I grab a bottle labeled Anchor’s Blaze. “Here, try this.”

She leans down and smells it. “Is this the spiciest one you got?”

“No, that’s the one labeled Jake’s Gravy.”

“Give me that one.”

“Are you sure? When I say it’s spicy, I mean it’s spicy. Jake’s Gravy is the real deal.”

Victoria puts her hands on her side. “Do you think I can’t handle some heat, Jake?”

“That is exactly what I’m thinking, Victoria.”

“Then allow me to prove you wrong. Sauce me.”

“You can’t say I didn’t warn you.”

I open the bottle of Jake’s Gravy. The heat instantly makes my eyes water as I squeeze a tiny drop off it on Victoria’s finger.

“Is that all? Give me more gravy, Jake.”

“Let’s start with that and see how you fare, Victoria.”

She rolls her eyes. “Fine.” Victoria licks it off, and her pale face instantly turns red. 

“Holy moly,” she stammers. “That’s spicy! You made this yourself?!”

I nod. “Mother Nature takes most of the credit, but the recipe is mine, yeah. You okay?”

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” she says as tears well in her eyes and she fans herself. “Really.” 

The lawyer unbuttons a few buttons on her white shirt and it spills open, giving me a good glimpse of her cleavage and the lacy bra she’s wearing underneath. 

“Sorry,” she says, “I need some fresh air. And some water. Oh god, it burns. Fucking hell!”

I place my hand on her lower back and lead her back to my farmhouse, where I pour her a big glass of milk. She gulps it down so fast some of it drips down her chin and stains her shirt.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have let you taste Jake’s Gravy,” I say. “It’s advanced stuff.”

“No no, it’s fine,” Victoria stammers. “I asked for the hot stuff, didn’t I? Now I know I can’t handle everything. Jesus Christ, that was hot. My tongue is still burning.”

She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand and lets out a burp, and then giggles shyly. “Excuse me.”

When she walked in my door she was Mr. Cross, a tight-ass lawyer from the big city who came to bully a small farmer, but now she’s just Vicky; a hot girl with an even hotter tongue. If she wasn’t working for my nemesis, then who knows? We could’ve become friends. 

“As long as you don’t try to sue me for causing gravely bodily harm, we’re all good,” I joke.

“Don’t tempt me,” Victoria shoots back. “I might try to take this farm for myself!”

Both of us laugh, but as our eyes meet, the reality of the situation sets in for the both of us. As much fun as we’re having now, we’re going to face each other in the courtroom, and she’s going to try and take everything that I owe from me. 

We’re enemies. It’s as simple as that.

“I’m sorry,” she says gently. “That wasn’t very funny of me.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Have you decided on any legal representation yet? I can set you up with the best.”

“Aren’t you the best?” I ask.

Victoria smiles. “I can be, if I want. I’m not sure I want to be anymore. I wish I didn’t have to…” Her voice trails off. What she’s trying to say is obvious to me.

Seeing what life is like out here in Anchor’s End makes her realize what she’s missing out on. She’s probably got some fancy penthouse in the city that she barely visits because she’s working 100+ hour weeks in the office. 

“You don’t have to,” I say. “You could move out here. There’s plenty of land. Help us save it from BayCorp, and the townsfolk will build a statue for you.”

Victoria smiles ruefully. “That’s a very touching idea, Jake, but not very realistic.”

“And why not?” I challenge her.

“Switching sides mid-case is impossible. I would get disbarred.”

“If anyone ever found out,” I say. “They don’t have to.”

Victoria laughs. “You’re impossible, Jake. It’s a tempting offer, but not one I can accept.”

“My door is always open,” I say. 

She bites her bottom lip. “My father would disown me. Hell, if he even knew I was still here, chatting to you like this, he would give me a dressing down.”

“Fuck him. Father’s are overrated. Mine was a bastard who got me into this legal mess to begin with.”

“Yeah,” Victoria sighs. “Look. BayCorp is ruthless, and they smell blood. If you want to save this special place, really think about hiring someone incredible, okay? That’s all I can say. Hell, I’ve said too much already. I need to leave, before I do something silly.”

“Like what?”

Victoria looks me up and down and hesitates. “Thanks for the coffee, and the sauce, and the milk,” she says. “I really have to go.”

She turns and leaves. 

“Wait, you’re forgetting something!” I yell out just before she gets into her car. 

I follow her with her high heels. “You’re still wearing my boots,” I say. “Wouldn’t want to have to report you for theft. Here, let me help.”

Victoria laughs. She sits down in the front seat of her car, and I kneel down in front of her to slide her boots off. 

I hold her panty-clad feet for a moment. I really ought to slip her heels on, but instead, I apply some pressure. 

“There’s a lot of tension in here,” I say. “Are you sure you can’t use a good foot-rub?”

“Jake, I should go…”

“But you’re not going anywhere,” I say as I press down on the bottom of her foot.

“Oh god,” she groans. “You’re way too good at this.”

“What can I say? I’ve learned how to work with my hands.”

Victoria closes her eyes and leans back into her seat as I rub her feet. Her skirt inches up as she wiggles in her seat, showing off her long and curvy legs. 

I move my hand up from her feet to her calves. Victoria purrs, and I keep going. Her legs part ever so slightly, and I realize she’s not wearing any underwear — only thigh high stockings. 

I thought she was wearing a panty-hose, but they’re actually stockings. I’ve got a perfect view of her pussy, and it's an incredibly sexy sight.

She looks at me through half-open, flustered eyes. 

“I should really head back to the city,” she breathes as she reaches down to ruffle my hair. 

Instead of pushing me away, she grabs the base of her tight skirt and pulls it up, so that the material bunches around her waist.

Victoria Cross is now naked from the waist down. 

There’s a thin strip of hair on top of her perfect little pussy. 

“Don’t tell anyone this,” she says as I kiss her ankles and slowly make my way up.

“What’s there to tell?” I ask as I nuzzle her thighs. 

The overpowering scent of her wetness fills the entire car. Victoria spreads her legs, putting one on the dashboard and the other dangling out the car. I dive in. 

Her soft, pink lips partner me. I run my tongue up the length of her quivering pussy, and then deep inside of her. She tastes incredible. 

“Oh, Jake! You’re so good at this! Fuck!”

The big city lawyer grabs my head and grinds her pussy against my face as I lick her.  She holds me tightly between her thighs as she moans and shudders; her entire body trembling with pleasure.

She comes easily. 

I look up. She has a satisfied grin on her face as she leans back into her seat, letting out a deep sigh.

“I don’t usually let defendants eat me out. Just so we’re clear.”

That gets a chuckle out of me. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell.”

She looks at me and bites her bottom lip. “Fuck, you’re sexy, Jake. I can’t believe you’re making me do this.”

“Do what?”

She presses the ball of her feet against my bulge.

“This.”

Victoria reaches forward and she undoes my belt. Her manicured hands slide my pants and my boxers down to my ankles, freeing my hard cock from its confinement. 

“Jesus, is everything bigger out here in the country?” Victoria says as she admires my hardness. “I can barely wrap my fingers around this thing!”

She leans forward and her tongue swirls around the purple head. My cock slides into her warm, wet mouth. Victoria bobs her head up and down, her dark hair spilling against my thighs as she sucks me off. 

Her mouth is incredible. She sucks cock like a pro, her tongue worshiping every inch of me. 

The hot lawyer looks at me as she deepthroats me with pure lust in her blue eyes. 

I pull back. A string of saliva still connects her pouty lips with the head of my throbbing cock. 

“Are you going to cum all over my face?” Victoria asks. 

“No,” I growl as I push her onto her back. “I’m sending you back to the city with a pussy full of cum.”

“Oh god,” Victoria pants as I grab her thighs and pull her towards me. The head of my cock presses against her wet slit, and she trembles with anticipation. 

“We really shouldn’t,” she moans. “My dad would kill me if he knew.”

“That makes it even hotter, right?”

I enter her, and I don’t stop sliding my cock into her until her tight little pussy is stretched taut around the entire length of my cock.

The big city lawyer moans deeply, wrapping her legs around me tightly. 

“Oh yess,” she moans. “Yesss it doesss.”

I fuck her slowly, letting Victoria savor ever inch of me. She places her feet against my chest, making her body available to me. Her pussy is absolute heaven.

She moans and pants like a bitch in heat as I sink deeper and deeper into her. 

Our eyes lock, and hers are filled with pure devotion. 

She’s ready to get proper fucked. 

I grab her waist and fuck her hard. I pound her pussy with all the power I’ve got, my balls slapping against her, the entire car rocking back and forth as I claim this pussy, as I use her body like a fuck toy. 

“Oh fuck!” Victoria screams. Her nails dig into the car seat, ripping the fabric. “Oh shit!” 

“Who owns this pussy?”

“You do! You do!” Victoria groans. She arches her back, her eyes rolling back into her skull as I jackhammer her tight cunt.

Her pussy squeezes my cock like a vice as she cums. She throws her head back and screams out my name as her entire body trembles. 

I keep pounding her through her orgasm, into another, and then another.

Finally she can’t take it anymore, and she begs for me to slow down. I bury myself to the hilt inside of her and lean down to kiss her hard as my cock explodes — filling this hot lawyer to the brim with my sticky cum. 

I pull back, panting, sweat dripping down my entire body. Victoria just giggles. 

“I can’t believe we just did that,” she says, her cheeks red, her hair tousled, her skirt bunched around her waist, her pussy thumping. “That was incredible. You have no idea how much I needed that, Jake.”

“I had an inkling,” I chuckle.

Victoria kisses me deeply. We just lie there for a moment, enjoying the moment, but like all things, it has to end at sometime. 

I get out of the car and pull my pants up. Victoria smoothes out her skirt. Neither of us say anything, for there is nothing to say. 

She can’t help me with my case without losing her job; and I can’t ask that of her. 

Victoria starts the engine, gives me one last rueful smile, and drives off. Headed back to the big city with a pussy full of cum.

I suppose I’ll see her again soon.

In court.


CHAPTER 2


Later that week I head to the Rusty Anchor to take my mind off the coming case. The place is buzzing with energy, and it’s like stepping into a warm bath. 

Grant is sitting at the bar, and he raises his drink when I walk in. “Heya, Jake! How are things?”

“Not great,” I say honestly. 

“Lemme guess. BayCorp coming for your farm, huh?”

“You know about that?”

“Hell, they’re going after everybody in town,” Grant says. “Got a letter yesterday. We just want to be left alone out here, but the suits don’t care.”

“They’ll never take our town from us, Grant.”

“Ha! Spoken like a true Anchorman.”

“Anchorman? Is that what they call people from Anchor’s End?”

“It is now! Haha!” Grant’s deep belly-laugh fills the entire room. His cheeks are flushed and his nose is red; the good blacksmith is drunk as hell. 

I pat him on the back. “I’ll figure something out, mate. Trust me.”

Emma and Zoey are playing arcade games in the side-room. I walk over to greet them, but they’re too engrossed in their game to notice. 

“On your left! You’re left!”

“I got it! Fuck fuck fuck! I got it! Ah!”

I pinch both their asses and they both shriek and jump.

“GAME OVER!” The arcade game bellows out unforgivingly.

“Damn it, Jake!” Emma says as she slaps my chest. “Look what you did!” 

“Aw, shucks. How about I make it up to you both?” 

Zoey gives me a come-hither look. “That’s acceptable, right Emma?”

“I don’t know, he’s not getting away with it that easily!” 

Zoey briefly flashes me a small baggie. “How about we smooth things over out back?”

“Lead the way.”

We three slip out the back. It’s a warm summer night, and the sky is still tinted orange. Zoey sits down on the grass and starts rolling. “So, I heard about the town’s troubles,” she says.

“BayCorp? Yeah, those motherfuckers are after the whole town it seems.”

“You’re not going to let that happen, right?” Emma says. “You’ll find a way to save us. Right?”

“I thought you hated this town, Emma.” I poke her in the stomach. “You couldn’t get out of here fast enough.”

“Hey, come on! That was before,” Emma says.

“Before what?”

“You know.”

“Remind me.”

“Before he started dicking you down,” Zoey says with a grin as she licks her rolling paper. “Now you can’t get enough — and neither can I.”

Emma blushes, but she doesn’t deny it. 

“Anyway, Jake’s great at everything I’ve seen him try, but I’m not sure that’ll make a difference when big capitalism comes knocking at your door,” Zoey says. “Megacorps like BayCorp usually win against us small folks. Sorry if that ruins the mood.”

“No, you’re absolutely right, Zoey,” I say.

“What?” Emma says. “You can’t give up that easily!”

“Who said anything about giving up?” I say. “I’m not giving up on anything. I’ll fight those assholes to the bitter end, but Zoey it’s right. It’s a long, uphill battle, and we’ve only got a slim chance.”

Zoey lights up her spliff and takes a hit. “Knowing you, you have an ace up your sleeve, though.”

“Maybe,” I grin.

“Oh! What is it?” Emma asks. 

“I may know someone on the inside.”

“A double-agent? Nice,” Zoey says as she hands the joint to Emma, who takes a big puff and then coughs. “How did you swing that?”

“Come now, I can’t tell you all my secrets.”

Emma hands me the joint, and I take a small puff and hand it back to Zoey. We sit there in silence for a moment, enjoying the gorgeous view of the sun setting over our small town. Inside the packed bar we hear the merry sounds of laughter and music. 

“It’s a beautiful night,” Emma says.

“That it is.”

“There’s only one thing that could make it more beautiful,” Zoey says.

“And what’s that?”

She leans over and unzips my pants. She quickly darts her hands in and pulls my rapidly hardening cock out of my pants.

“This,” she says as she leans over and plants a kiss right on the purple head. 

Emma laughs. “You’re incorrigible, Zoey. What if someone sees?”

“They won’t — the entire town is busy getting drunk inside,” Zoey says as her hand strokes me to full hardness. “And if they do… well, maybe I like being watched?”

She leans over and kisses my cock again, and then wraps her lips around the purple head. Emma laughs nervously, but Zoey is dead serious. She starts bobbing her head up and down my cock vigorously. 

Her warm and wet mouth is heavenly. She flicks her tongue all across my sensitive cock, and all I can do is moan. 

Zoey comes up for air. “Come here, slut. Suck this dick with me.”

Emma blushes but obeys. She kneels down next to her best friend, and Zoey grabs a handful of her hair. 

“Kiss it,” Zoey commands. Emma leans in and just does that. “Good girl,” Zoey purrs. “Now take him deep.”

Emma’s soft lips engulf my cock, taking me down deep. Zoey smiles at me devilishly and then pulls Emma off me and kisses her deeply, swapping tongues.

“I love it when your mouth tastes like Jake’s cock,” Zoey says. “It’s so fucking hot.”

“You’re so nasty,” Emma says with a blush.

“I’m only just getting started, slut.”

Zoey stands up and leans in to whisper in my ear. “Emma told me she really wants to try anal, but she’s too nervous to ask you. I think now’s a perfect time to break her in. What do you say?”

“Right here?” I say. “Out in the open? Behind the Rusty Anchor? With the entire town a couple of feet away?”

“Exactly,” Zoey grins. “What better place than to fuck Emma’s tight virgin asshole?”

When Zoey has had a taste of the devil’s lettuce, her mind always goes to the most naughty places… and I love it. 

“Fuck it, why not.”

Zoey grab’s Emma’s arm and pulls her up, and then pushes her against the back of the bar. Zoey slides a hand under Emma’s skirt. 

“Look Jake, look at how wet she is.”

Zoey holds out her glistening fingers for me. I grab her wrist and suck the fingers clean. I love the taste of Emma’s wet cunt. 

Zoey lifts Emma’s skirt up to reveal her plump, round ass. She slides her panties down her legs and pulls her cheeks apart.

“Look at that cute pink asshole, Jake. Perfect for your big fat cock. She’s practically begging to be fucked in the ass.” 

Zoey presses a finger against the tight little hole, and Emma moans. “Isn’t that right, slut?”

“Y-yes,” Emma moans. 

Zoey kneels down behind Emma and spits against her asshole. She slowly works her finger inside, and Emma gasps, her face pressed against the wall. 

“F-fuck,” Emma moans. “That feels so weird.”

“Just wait until Jake’s big hard cock is deep inside your virgin ass,” Zoey says. “You’ll cum so fast you’ll never go back.”

Zoey glances over at me. “Well, Jake? Care to join us?”

“Fuck yeah.”

I step behind Emma, who is breathing heavily and whimpering as Zoey’s finger slides in and out of her ass. I place my rock-hard cock against her wet pussy and slide it up and down, getting my entire shaft nice and wet. 

“Jake, please,” Emma moans. “Fuck me, please.”

“Patience,” Zoey says. “Try sliding the tip in. If she can take that, then you can fuck her tight little ass properly.”

Zoey holds her friend’s cheeks open. Emma moans deeply as I line up my cock with her puckered asshole.

“Go slow,” Zoey says. 

I press my tip against her hole. Emma whimpers. I push and my cock slowly sinks into her tight ass.

“Holy fuck!” Emma screams.

Zoey smacks her ass. “Ssh, slut. Don’t want to alert the whole town to you getting your ass stretched, do you?”

“S-sorry,” Emma whimpers. “Oh fuck.”

I keep sliding in slowly. Half my cock is inside Emma’s tight virgin ass now. “This feels incredible,” I groan. 

“She can take more,” Zoey says. “Right, slut?”

“Y-yes,” Emma whimpers. 

I push a little more. Zoey’s hands are between her legs as she plays with herself and watches me take Emma’s anal virginity. I keep going until I bottom out inside of Emma.

“Holy fuck,” Emma whimpers. 

“You took Jake’s big cock in your virgin asshole, you slut!” Zoey purrs. “How does it feel?”

“So full,” Emma moans. 

My cock is buried to the hilt inside Emma’s tight ass. The feeling is beyond amazing. I’ve fucked a lot of holes since moving to Anchor’s End, but none have felt so warm or so tight before. 

I pull out a bit and then push back in. 

“Oh fuck,” Emma moans. “Oh, yes!”

“Do it!” Zoey hisses. “Fuck her tight virgin ass!”

I pull out and slam back in. 

“Fuck!” Emma screams. 

Zoey reaches over and clamps her hand over Emma’s mouth. The other one glides down to cup my balls as I slam in out of Emma’s tight ass.

“Mmpph!” Emma wimpers. 

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Zoey whispers into her. “A big cock in your ass? I told you you would love it. Now be quiet or the whole town will hear you getting assfucked like a dirty little slut.”

Zoey pumps two fingers into Emma’s dripping wet pussy, and then sticks both of them into Emma’s mouth. She moans and sucks her juices right off as I fuck her ass.

“That’s it, slut. Suck your own pussy juice off my fingers as Jake fucks your tight virgin ass. Does his big cock feel good in your ass? Do you want him to cum inside you? Do you want to feel his hot cum dripping out of your stretched hole?”

Emma nods deliriously, her moans turning to gibberish. 

“Tell him. Beg Jake to fill your asshole with his cum!”

“Please, Jake,” Emma moans. “F-fill my asshole with your cum!”

“Louder,” Zoey says. “I don’t care who hears anymore. I want the whole town to know. I want everyone to see Jake ruin your tight asshole.”

Emma moans deeply as I pound my cock into her tight asshole over and over again. The filthy talk from Zoey is out of this world — she’s really come out of her shell these last few months. When I first saw in the lake she was still a shy and reclusive artist who was too nervous to show me her paintings. 

And now I’m going to cum in Emma’s ass under Zoey’s watchful eye. Funny how that works out. 

“Fuck my ass!” Emma groans. “Fill me Jake, fill me with cum! Gape my asshole!”

I slam my hard, throbbing cock into Emma’s tight virgin asshole and empty my balls deep inside of her. Rope after rope of my hot seed fills her as Zoey kneads my balls, milking me of every last drop. 

I slowly pull my cock out as my heart hammers in my throat. Zoey quickly grabs Emma’s ass cheeks and speeds them wide.

“Look at that stretched-out little asshole,” she says. “Just dripping with cum. Such a good girl. I’m going to lick Jake’s cum out of your gaping asshole, slut. Hold still.”

Zoey kneels behind Emma, pulls her hair back, and buries her face deeply in Emma’s cheeks. Emma moans deeply as Zoey slurps my cum right out of her gaping asshole, sliding her tongue in and out of there. Emma whimpers and moans, her face red, her entire body trembling. 

It’s a fucking amazing sight. 

With her mouth full of my seed, Zoey stands up, pulls Emma close, and presses her lips against Emma’s. I watch in awe as the two of them swap my cum back and forth between them, their tongues glistening with my seed. After a hot, long kiss Zoey pulls away and Emma swallows.

“Good girl,” Zoey purrs. “Jake’s training you so well.”

I tuck my spent cock back into my pants. “You’re fucking wild, Zoey. I love it.”

“Mmhm, thank you, love. Now, time to repay the favor, slut,” Zoey says. She pushes Emma to her knees as she pulls down her pants and panties. Emma buries her face in her friend’s dripping wet pussy right away. 

Zoey’s eyes lock with mine and she grins. “Thanks for making our night, Jake.” Her voice quivers. Emma must be doing a good job of eating her out. “Now, I think I just saw Rosie peeking around the corner.”

“Got it,” I say. “I’ll make sure she doesn’t call the whole bar over. You two good?”

“Oh yeah,” Zoey gasps as Emma nods her head. “Couldn’t be better, babe.”

I shake my head and laugh as I quickly slip back into the bar. I make sure to close the door as quickly as I can so their moans don’t carry too far. 

Rosie is standing by the arcade, pretending she wasn’t watching the show outside, her cheeks bright red. I walk straight towards the mature bar-maid.

“Enjoy the show, naughty girl?”

Rosie’s gaze barely meets mine. She was so gung-ho when she seduced me the first night I was here, but what she just saw has embarrassed even her. 

“Maybe,” she whispers. “I had no idea Zoey was so… naughty. Such a quiet and lovely girl.”

“Still waters run deep,” I say. “Sounds to me like you’re jealous.”

“Maybe,” she says again. “You promised me you would come by the bar often, but I barely see you. I know I’m not as tight as those co-eds, but…”

I tilt Rosie’s chin up and look deeply into her big brown eyes. “Never say that again, Rosie. You’re beautiful. And if I haven’t given you the attention you deserve, then I am sorry.”

“Oh Jake,” she says as she stares back at me. “I could never stay mad at you. You’re way too handsome for that. You cheeky devil. You know I’ll do anything for you, right? Anything. Even… even what those girls did.”

“Anything, Rosie?” I say. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

“Anything,” she says. “Try me, sugar.”

“Do you want to taste Emma’s ass on my cock?” 

Her eyes grow big. “You’re so bad, Jake…”

“I’m not hearing a no,” I say as I pull her into the back-room. Within seconds the lusty barmaid is on her knees and bobbing her head up and down on my hard cock. 

Fuck, this town really is paradise. 

I’m not letting anyone take this from me.


CHAPTER 3


The following morning I’m woken up by Cassie’s naked body hugging mine. 

“I’m scared, Jake,” Cassie says. “I read all those legal documents last night. They’re terrifying.”

“You’ve got nothing to be scared about,” I say as I kiss her forehead. “I’ll take care of things.”

“How?”

“I’ll find a way, Cassie. Trust me.”

“Hm. Okay, baby.”

“Will you feel better if I give you a morning pounding?”

“I mean… yes,” Cassie says with a slight blush. 

“Then roll over and show me that fat ass,” I growl.

Cassie laughs and rolls onto her side. I reach down to squeeze her big, soft cheeks. There’s no better way to wake up in the morning than with my dick snugly between these two big, soft, white cheeks.

I rub the head of my cock against her dripping wet folds. She’s already soaking wet for me, and pushes her hips back against mine, eager to be fucked.

With a single thrust I bury my hard cock to the hilt inside of her, her thick ass jiggling. 

Fuck, that’s a good way to wake up.

Cassie moans deeply, her face buried in a pillow as I pound her from behind. I reach around with one hand to squeeze her big tits as I give her the morning fuck she loves so much. 

“Oh yes, Jake, oh this is your pussy babe, all yours! Oh!”

I fuck her for a solid ten minutes before my balls tighten and I fill her womb to the brim with my hot cum. I slowly pull my cock out of her dripping pussy. Cassie gasps, and I slap her big ass. 

“You’re welcome,” I say.

Cassie giggles and rolls over to give me a big kiss. “Thank you, stud. That’s just what I needed.”

I head to the bathroom where I find Emma in the shower. I hop in there and press my still throbbing cock against her tight ass. She shrieks and giggles and playfully hits my chest.

“Jake! You scared me,” she says as she wraps her fingers around my cock. “Sounds like you had a busy morning.”

There are no secrets in this household. Not anymore.

“Could be busier,” I say as the warm water runs down both our bodies. 

She strokes me to full hardness, then looks at me with a hot longing look. I nod. She turns around and lifts one leg and puts it on the edge of the tub. 

I sink my cock into her easily. She moans deeply as I pound her wet, tight pussy. I grab her big tits and squeeze them hard as I make her mine.

Fuck, Anchor’s End really is paradise.

After a short and hot fuck Emma cums on my cock, her tight pussy milking my shaft. I explode deep inside her, coating her insides with my hot cum. 

Fucking hell. I could spend the entire day fucking my hot babes, but that’s not what the farm’s life about. 

Duty calls. 

I towel off, dress, and head downstairs and start preparing breakfast for my two hot babes. 

Just another morning at Reed Farm.

Cassie and Emma both join me for breakfast. We talk about the farm, about BayCorp, about the summer festivals and more as we drink our coffees.

The doorbell rings. Mayor Hucklebottom is waiting for me, and he’s at wit’s end. 

“Jake! I need your help!” 

“What’s going on, sir?”

“BayCorp!” He shouts frantically, his bushy mustache trembling. “They’re trying to take everything!”

“Calm down,” I say. “Come in, have some juice, please.”

I let the small man in and he sits down at my table between Cassie and Emma. Neither of them are wearing bras — they’ve been banned from this household, I like easy access to my women — and because Hucklebottom is so short, his face is right at tit-level for both women. 

The mayor keeps his eyes laser-focused on me, staring dead-ahead as sweat drips down his brow. 

“You’re going to strain your neck if you keep this up,” I say with a chuckle.

“Keep what up?” The mayor says, his voice trembling. 

“They’re just boobs, mayor,” Cassie says as she gives hers a squeeze. “You can’t touch, but we won’t blame you for looking.”

The mayor turns as red as a tomato as Emma just giggles. As much fun as giving our tiny mayor a heart attack is, we really should get back to business. 

“How about you two ladies leave the men alone for a sec, huh?” I suggest. “Plenty of work to be done on the farm.”

Emma rolls her eyes but gets up. “Yes, sir,” she says.

“Aye aye, captain,” Cassie winks as she passes me by. I smack her ass as she walks past, and she lets out a soft moan. 

The mayor’s face is covered in flop-sweat which he dabs with a napkin.

“I’m sorry if we made you uncomfortable, George,” I say. 

“No, no, it’s your house, your rules,” he stammers. “I’m imposing.”

“Not at all. Tell me what’s going on. I know people have been getting letters, but why are you suddenly in a tiff now?”

The mayor takes a deep breath.

“I got a call this morning. A very unfriendly one. They told me that if I don’t convince the townsfolk to sell, they’re going to make my life a living hell! They’ll sue me into oblivion!”

He grabs my arm and squeezes it hard. “I don’t want to be sued, Jake! I have a crippling fear of togas!”

“A fear of… togas?”

“Yes! They’re terrifying!”

I pry his tiny fingers from my arm. 

“Mayor Hucklebottom, don’t worry. They’re just trying to intimidate you. If they are resorting to tactics like this, that means they are starting to become desperate. They expected the whole town to just roll over, but that’s not happening. They don’t have unlimited resources, but we do have unlimited resolve. If the town stands together, BayCorp can never win.”

The mayor calms down a bit, nodding feverishly.

“Okay, okay, if you say so, Jake… I think it would be best if we call a town-wide meeting, and you give this speech to the town.”

“I could do that, but isn’t that, well, your job, Mayor Hucklebottom?”

The small man shakes his head. “Oh no! No no no! I’m more of a… well, I am the mayor, yes, but… you, you have an aura about you, Jake. When you speak, people listen. Please. Could you do this for me?”

“Of course, mayor,” I say. “I’ll do anything for Anchor’s End. You’ve welcomed me with open arms. There’s nothing I won’t do to repay this town.”

“Excellent! Tomorrow morning, town hall! Ten AM! I’ll spread the word! Mayor Hucklebottom to the rescue!” 

The mayor hops out of his chair, excited and laughing. He marches off, and I can’t help but shake my head as I watch him go. He’s a strange little fella, but I’ve grown to like him. 

Now I better write a good goddamn speech for tomorrow…

I head outside and look for Emma and Cassie. They are working in the field, both wearing loose tops and very, very short shorts. It’s a sight for sore eyes. 

They wave at me, and I walk over.

“What did he want?” Emma asks.

I explain the situation to them. Both nod. 

“Fucking pigs,” Emma says. “Terrorizing such a sweet man.”

“For once, I agree with your choice of language. Fucking pigs,” Cassie says.

“How are things going here?” I ask. 

“Great!” Emma says. “We’ve been harvesting those tomatoes you planted. They are juicy and amazing. Here, have one.”

She hands me a big, juicy tomato. I pop it into my mouth, and the taste is downright amazing. 

“Oh my god,” I say. “These really are delicious. Vicky wasn’t kidding.”

“Yeah!” Emma says. “Wait, who is Vicky?”

“No one. Continue.”

“Well, I think we can increase the yield by 20% next season if we get Grant to make us some new tools.”

I nod, listening closely. Emma has really grown to like the farming life, and she knows her stuff inside and out.

“Very well,” I say as I pat her on the ass. Fuck, her shorts are so short I slip my fingers right under there. 

Emma giggles and slaps my hand away. “Work first, play later, remember? Go write that rousing speech of yours!”

“Spoken like a true farmer,” I say. “Very well, ladies. I’ll leave you to it and work on my craft.”


CHAPTER 4


Idecided to stop by the Rusty Anchor. Can’t write a rousing speech on an empty stomach, after all. The place is pretty empty, and I spot Rosie sitting at the bar chatting to a woman I haven’t seen before.

This woman has long, curling black hair and a dark complexion. She’s wearing a flowing, purple dress adorned with golden trims. 

Rosie’s, well, she’s wearing her usual outfit: a short skirt that shows off her thick thighs and a low-cut shirt that shows off her great pair of tits. The best outfit a waitress can wear. 

The moment I enter the bar Rosie flags me over. The dark-haired woman blushes as I sit down next to her. 

“Hi there, cowboy,” Rosie says. “What can I get for you?”

“A coffee would be nice. How are things here?”

“Excellent. I was just telling Esmeralda here all about you.”

“Rosie, stop,” Esmeralda whispers. 

“Nonsense, hun. You should accept the gifts given to you in life!”

“Rosie,” Esmeralda whispers again, looking away. “You’re embarrassing me.”

“You’re doing that all to yourself, hun,” Rosie says with a wink as she goes to get my coffee.

Esmeralda sighs. 

“What’s the matter?” I ask. “Want me to sit somewhere else?”

“No, no, it’s fine,” she stammers. “Sorry.” She looks up at me. Man, her eyes are stunning. “It’s… well, Rosie told me about you. All about you. It’s making looking at you a little difficult.”

“Okay,” I chuckle. “Well, if you want me to move, say the word.”

“No, please don’t.”

Rosie places my coffee in front of me. “And, have you asked him yet?” She says with a smirk.

“Jesus Rosie, calm down,” Esmeralda says, laughing nervously. “You’re always rushing things!”

“Hey, I’m not getting any younger, and neither are you, sugar,” Rosie says. “If you want things in life, you’ve got to grab ‘em. Like I grabbed this one.”

“Oh, that you did,” I say as I sip my coffee. “Ah, that’s good.”

“Do you want anything to eat, sugar? How about some pancakes?”

“Oh, that would be lovely.”

“Pancakes, coming right up!”

Rosie leaves us, and I sit there with Esmeralda in silence for a moment. She tries to speak up several times, but keeps stumbling over her words. The third time’s the charm. 

“My husband, he… left me. Last week.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I say. 

“Thank you, but it’s alright. He wasn’t a good man. That’s why I came here to Anchor’s End; to see my old friend Rosie, and take a break.”

“Well, you’ve come to the right place. Anchor’s End is lovely this time of year.”

We make small-talk as Rosie brings over my pancakes. Esmeralda is a great listener, and she’s got a lovely voice as well. Before I know it, over an hour has passed. 

“Wow, look at the time. I have to go; I need to prepare for my speech tomorrow,” I say. “It was great meeting you.”

“Yeah, about that,” Rosie says. “Change of plans, cowboy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Hold on.”

Rosie gets up and walks to the front door. She quickly locks it and flips the sign to closed. I look at the clock — she does sometimes close between lunch and dinnertime. I hadn’t noticed that we were all alone in the bar. I was too engrossed in our conversation. 

“What are you planning, Rosie?” I ask as the waitress saunters back towards me.

“What do you think? We’ll all be dead before Esmeralda here makes the first move! Come here, babe. Just like old times!”

Rosie grabs Esmeralda and pulls her into a hot, passionate kiss. The dark-haired beauty melts into the embrace, moaning deeply as Rosie cups the woman’s tits and squeezes them. 

Rosie breaks the kiss and Esmeralda nearly stumbles out of her seat, her face flush. 

“As you can tell, we were more than just friends in college,” Rosie says. “We had some wild parties back then.”

“I thought that was all in our past,” Esmeralda says. 

“Yeah, because you married a controlling asshole. But he’s gone now, so let me see those big brown tits, babe.”

“You haven’t changed, have you, Rosie?” Esmeralda says, blushing. “We can’t. Not here.”

Rosie rolls her eyes, then walks over to the windows to close all the blinds. “There. No lookers. Now, let’s not keep Jake here waiting. You heard the man, he’s got speeches to write. Lose the dress, missy.”

Esmeralda bites her bottom lip as she hesitates. Fuck, she’s a stunning woman. “I haven’t been with another man for so long…”

Rosie walks over to me and kneels down in front of me. “So you forgot how to work a big cock? Let me show you, hun.”

My favorite waitress unbuttons my cock and pulls my throbbing cock out. She doesn’t waste a second, and wraps her hot lips around the big purple head. I moan deeply as her warm mouth envelops my sensitive cock. 

“Come join me, slut,” Rosie says. “I know you need a big dick right now.”

Esmeralda can no longer resist the temptation. She quickly slips out of her purple dress, letting it drop to the ground, and holy shit is she hot — and totally naked underneath. Her tits are massive, and her body is thick and curvy in all the right places. 

“Holy shit, you are fucking hot,” I say.

“You really think so?”

“Fuck, I know so. Come here.”

The dark-haired woman approaches me cautiously. When she’s close I grab her wrists, pull her towards me, and plant a kiss right on her thick, perfect lips. Her soft tits press against my chest as my mouth explores hers — while Rosie chocks audibly on my cock between my legs. 

“You’re a great kisser,” Esmeralda says as she nuzzles me. 

“I told you,” Rosie says.

“Shut up and suck his cock,” Esmeralda says as she grabs a handful of Rosie’s hair and forces her head back on my cock. She pushes her friend down so she gags and chokes. “Always getting me into trouble, this hot little slut,” she giggles. “That’s why my ex didn’t like her very much. He’s gone now, though.”

Esmeralda reaches down and wraps her hot fingers around my length. “Damn, you are thick, too. Impressive.”

The brown woman kneels down next to Rosie. The two friends exchange a look and a giggle, and then they make out, their tongues wrestling — with my cock right in between their cocks. 

“I missed this,” Rosie sighs.

“Fuck, me too,” Esmeralda admits. 

The two of them suck my cock together; Esmeralda nursing on my balls as Rosie takes me deep down her throat, and the sensations are overwhelming. 

These two are so fucking hot together. 

Esmeralda yanks down Rosie’s top and squeezes her friend's big tits as sucks on my cock. I reach down, and I’ve got all the tits in the world to play with. 

“I need this monster inside of me,” Esmeralda says. 

Rosie releases my cock with a wet plop. “That we can do. Get on one of the tables, slut.”

Esmeralda lays down on a table, her massive, brown tits just waiting to be mauled. Her pussy is neatly shaven and dripping wet, and I can’t wait another second. 

I sink my hard cock directly into her cunt. Fuck me, she is tight! 

Esmeralda moans deliriously as I sink inch after inch of my cock into her tight, brown pussy. Rosie joins the fun, climbing on the table and sitting down on her friend's face, muffling the dark-skinned beauty’s moans with her fat ass. 

Esmeralda grabs her friend's cheek with both hands and eagerly laps at Rosie’s dripping wet pussy. 

These girls are wild.

I pound Esmeralda hard and rough. Her big tits bounce and jiggle with every thrust, and it’s an amazing sight. Rosie leans forward and kisses me as I fuck her friend. 

“That’s it, fuck that little pussy, Jake,” Rosie moans into my mouth. “I promised you I would get you plenty of pussy, didn’t I?”

“That you did,” I growl between strokes. 

“I want you to fuck all my friends, Jake. I’ve been telling them all about your big cock. There’s dozens of MILFs from all over the country who are going to travel to Anchor’s End just to fuck you, babe.”

Fuck me, that’s hot.

Esmeralda cums, her hot pussy milking my shaft. Rosie joins in, her juices running down Esmeralda’s face. I can’t hold out any longer. I’m going to fucking blow.

I pull out and explode. My thick ropes of white cum cover the dark-skinned beauty from head-to-toe. 

Rosie hops off and starts licking my cum right off her friend’s body. It’s a wicked sight, and what surprises me most is that Esmeralda has her tongue outstretched, like she’s waiting for something. 

I don’t have to wait for long. 

Rosie leans over and spits my thick load right into Esmeralda’s open mouth. Holy cow. The dark-haired beauty moans, eyes closed, as cum dribbles down her chin and back onto her big tits. The two of them make-out like this, sharing my load, moaning loudly. 

I sit down on my bar-stool and take a deep breath. 

All this wild sex has given me an idea… 

I know how I can save Anchor’s End.


CHAPTER 5


Everyone has come to the town hall. Grant, Rosie, Sophia, Dr. Kim, Ruby, Pete, Lilly; every inhabitant of this sleepy little town has gathered here today. Even Zoey’s in the audience. 

The mayor grabs the microphone and clears his throat. 

“Thank you all for being here. As you all know, BayCorp has been contacting each and every one of us about selling our property to them.”

“Fuck BayCorp!” Grant yells.

“Strong words,” the mayor says, “but for once, I’m inclined to agree with our blacksmith. Fuck BayCorp!” 

That gets a loud cheer from the audience. BayCorp really has no idea who they’re messing with. These people are not going to roll over just because some suits show up threatening law-suits. 

“But how are we going to stop them?” Rosie asks. “I can’t lose my tavern!”

“Ah, but we have a plan! I would like to introduce our savior… Jake Reed!”

The crowd turns to me. Several people cheer, but most look at me expectantly. 

Thanks, Hucklebottom. Really setting me up for failure here. 

Cassie and Emma are sitting next to me, and they both squeeze my thigh encouragingly as I get up and make my way towards the front of the packed room.

I’ve been thinking long and hard about a way to deal with this crisis. BayCorp doesn’t play fair. They have more money than us, and more time. They can tie us up in court forever, bleed us dry, and grind us down. 

If they don’t play fair… then neither will I. 

I have a plan. It’s only slightly illegal. 

Mayor Hucklebottom hands me the microphone, the small man looking at me with big eyes. “Well, Jake? How are you going to save us?”

I clear my throat. “People of Anchor’s End. I’ve only been here for a couple of months, but it feels like I’ve been here for years. You’ve welcomed me with open arms, and I’m extremely grateful for that. Now it’s my time to give back.”

“Nice story, but what’s the plan, cowboy?!” Rosie shouts. 

“It’s best if you don’t know the finer details,” I say. 

The crowd ooohs. 

“Why? Are there any rats here?!” Rosie stands up, puts her hands on her hips and looks around. 

“I don’t think so, but some things should be kept close to the chest,” I say. 

“Very smart!” The mayor says. “He’s a genius, this one!” 

“Thank you, George, but I wouldn’t go that far. I’m asking for you all to trust me. I will do whatever it takes to get BayCorp off our tail. This land is ours, and it will stay that way. Now and forever!” 

“Now and forever!” The townsfolk shout. 

I hand the microphone back to the mayor. The meeting is as good as over, and people start chatting amongst themselves. Rosie grabs my wrist as I pass her and pulls me towards her. Her strong perfume surrounds me instantly. 

“What have you got up your sleeve, dear? You can tell old Rosie, right?”

“I can, but I don’t want you to make you an accomplice,” I say. 

“Ooh, sounds dangerous.”

“It’s not.” 

Hopefully.

“You’ve just got to trust me, Rosie. Can you do that?”

She sighs. “I do trust you, Jake. I’m just worried sick. The Rusty Anchor means everything to me.” 

“They’ll pry it from our cold, dead hands, Rosie. I promise.”

“Okay, big guy. I believe you. Go get ‘em!”

Multiple people slap me on the back or wish me luck as I take my seat next to Cassie and Emma. Both of them turn towards me, their voices a whisper.

“What’s the plan, Jake?!”

“What did I just say? You’ll find out soon enough, damn.”

“But you can tell us! We’re family!”

“The less you know, the better, girls. Trust me.”

Because if this plan fails… we’re all in deep fucking shit.


CHAPTER 6


Idon’t remember the big city being this damn busy. Cars and buses honk non-stop, the sidewalks are crowded, and everyone seems to be blaring shitty music out of their phones. 

Moving to Anchor’s End has been the best damn decision of my life. 

I sip on my $12 coffee at the hipster coffee joint below the shiny corporate office of Cross & Stone and gaze out the window.

There she is, right on time: Victoria Cross, rushing to work on her high heels, her white shirt and gray skirt hugging her curvy body perfectly. She’s walking alongside a stern looking older man with gray hair who is yelling loudly into his phone. 

Her father, no doubt. If only he knew what I did to Victoria when she came to visit my farm… and if only he knew what I’m about to do to her tonight. 

The old man would have a heart attack. 

As the two of them walk through the lobby, I step outside and ‘accidentally’ bump into the older man with a cup filled to the fucking brim with coffee. 

“Oh shit, my bad,” I say as I dump my coffee all over his expensive suit. “So clumsy of me!”

Victoria gasps, and the man’s eyes grow absolutely wild with rage. “What the fuck?!” He thunders. “This is a $3000 suit, you imbecile!”

“Sorry man, shit happens,” I say as I grab a napkin and start dabbing at his shirt. 

“You’ll pay for this!” He says. “I have a meeting with BayCorp right now, you moron!” 

“Sorry mate,” I say, barely able to hide my shit-eating grin. “How about I exchange numbers with your lovely assistant, and we’ll sort it out?”

The old man gives me one last angry look and storms off, huffing and puffing. Victoria turns to me, and it takes her a second to recognize me. I’m wearing a hoodie and sunglasses, doing my best to stay a little under-cover. 

I was planning on just saying hello to her, but when I saw that pompous asshole I couldn’t help but dump my coffee all over him. 

“Hi, Vicky,” I say. “Long time to see.”

“Jake?!” She gasps. She grabs my arm and pulls me towards the side of the lobby, behind a giant plant, out of sight of the other commuters. “Are you absolutely insane?! What are you doing here?!” 

“I’m following your advice. I’m getting myself some legal representation. The best in town, in fact.”

“What are you talking about?” She says. “God, I can’t believe you just did that! My dad’s furious. You just ruined his day!”

“Was it too much?” I grin. “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself.”

Victoria laughs and shakes her head. “You’re a bad influence on me, Jake.”

“And I’m only just getting started,” I say. 

Her eyes light up, and her tongue flicks against her lips for a moment. “What do you mean?”

“I’ll buy you a coffee and tell you.”

“I really ought to get to work, Jake.”

“I know. Now follow me, Vicky.”

I pay a fortune for two more coffees, and we sit down in the back of the shop, hidden from view. Victoria has slipped her feet out of her heels, and she runs one up my ankle as she sips on her drink. 

“So, what did you have in mind, Mr. Reed?”

I reach under the table and slide my hand up her leg. I love the feeling of her stockings on my fingers. 

I wonder if she’s not wearing any panties today either.

“Did you know you have a blind date tonight?” I say.

She raises her manicured eyebrows. “I do? I wasn’t aware of that.”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, you do. And the man you are seeing, he has some… instructions that you are to follow to the letter.”

“Hm. I don’t do well with instructions.”

“Oh, but tonight you will. Tonight you will be the most obedient and submissive girl in the world,” I say, my voice a whisper as I slide it further up her leg. “Spread your legs.”

“Jake, my work is right upstairs,” she gasps as she slowly spreads her legs for me. My hand is resting on her inner-thigh now. “My co-workers stop here all the time.”

“Then I would listen to my instructions very carefully, Vicky.”

She nods. “Okay. What are my instructions?”

“Good girl. Tonight, 9 PM sharp, you will wait by your front door on your knees. Naked. Wearing nothing but a blindfold. The mystery man you are meeting wants to remain anonymous, so it’s very important you wear a blindfold. Is that understood?”

Victoria’s tongue wets her bottom lip. She’s hanging on my every word. 

“I can’t do that,” she says, her voice a hoarse whisper. “That would be… naughty.”

“I know. Which is why you’ll be doing it. You love being a naughty, submissive girl for your master.”

My fingers graze across her pussy. No panties today either. Nice. Her lips are already wet with juices, and she bites her bottom lip to stop herself from moaning loudly.

“Yes,” she whispers. “I do.”

“The case you’re working on doesn’t matter tonight. You can leave all the files on the kitchen table. All that matters tonight is serving this mystery man that owns your pussy. Isn’t that right?”

I trace my fingers across her wet slit. She lets out a soft moan as her eyes flutter. 

“Yes,” she says. “Yes, I now remember my blind date.”

“Good girl.”

I pull my hand away, and Victoria sighs with frustration. 

“You’re playing me like a fiddle, Jake,” she says. “It’s crazy the things you make me do. I’m not like this at all.”

My fingers glisten with her juices. Victoria blushes as she looks at them, and I reach out and rub them across her bottom lip. She closes her eyes and lets out a stifled moan. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say coyly. “I’m just having a coffee with a stranger, and reminding her of her blind date tonight. That’s all.”

Her eyes open again, and she sits up straight and composes herself. “Right. You’re nothing but a stranger to me. Who I am only talking to get your info for ruining my dad’s suit, but unfortunately you gave me false information.”

“Exactly. And this stranger just happened to see you pull out your phone and type out your address and the access code to the high-rise where you undoubtedly live, but he’ll forget all of that pertinent information right away, because like you said, he’s just a stranger.”

She grins as she pulls out her phone. 

“Right,” she says.


CHAPTER 7


Iknock on the door of Victoria’s penthouse apartment. She’s done well for herself; this place must cost a small fortune. 

From up here, you have a great view of the city; with lights in every direction, as far as the eye can see. 

I’m not interested in the sights, though. I’m here to see Victoria Cross. 

All of her.

“It’s open.”

I open the door, and there she is. The big city lawyer has understood the assignment perfectly.

She’s kneeling by the front door, completely and totally naked save for a blindfold covering her eyes. Her nipples are as hard as diamonds, and her mouth is slightly open, her tongue wetting her lips.

“Welcome, sir,” she says. 

I enter her apartment and close the door behind me. I reach down to run my hands through her dark bob. 

“Good girl,” I say.

I hang up my coat and walk towards the living room. When she tries to follow, I stop her.

“Good girls crawl,” I say. 

I’m banking on the fact that Victoria is a kick-ass lawyer who is used to getting everything she wants in life. This fancy apartment filled to the brim with luxury furniture and art is proof of that. How do you please someone like that? 

You take control. And you let them serve for a change. 

She hesitates, her nipples tightening. “Okay, sir.”

Victoria crawls towards the living room on her hands and knees. I watch her round ass wiggle as she makes her way there. Her pussy is already glistening wet. 

I stop by the kitchen on the way to the living room. All the legal files that Cross & Smith have on Anchor’s End are neatly laid out there. What a happy coincidence! 

I thumb my way through it. Nice.

I take a stack of them with me and head towards the living room, where I sit down on Victoria’s velvet couch. She has floor-to-ceiling windows that are currently covered by blinds. That will not do. 

I grab her remote and hit a button. The blinds whir as they rise, showing off the view.

“What are you doing, sir?” Victoria asks. “If the blinds are up, people can see us.”

“That’s what I’m hoping for.”

A shiver runs down her spine, and a soft groan escapes her lips. 

“In fact, press your ass against the window right now.”

“But sir…”

“Now.”

“Yes, sir.”

Victoria crawls towards the window, and presses her naked ass right against the cold glass. We’re so far up that no one on street level can see us, but some perv with a telescope across town is getting the view of a lifetime. 

“That’s enough. Come here.”

Victoria comes back to me, and she sits at the foot of the couch, waiting obediently for her next command.

“What should I do now, sir?”

“Just sit.”

I let her sit there for a bit as I read through the legal documents. It’s endearing just how turned on she is. Several times her hands move to her own breasts and pussy, and every time she does that I command her to stop immediately. 

“But sir,” she pants after the third time.

“What?”

“I want…” Her voice trails off as she bites her bottom lip. 

“Use your words, girl. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me. Please, sir. Please fuck me.”

“So eager. How about you turn around and show off your fuckholes to me? Show me exactly where you want to be fucked.”

“Oh god,” Victoria whispers in a shaky voice. The dark-haired beauty turns around, and puts her round ass high in the air. 

She’s face down and ass up as she reaches back and spreads her ass cheeks wide for me. 

“Please sir,” she pants. “Please fuck me, right here.”

I was really intent on reading these documents before I got to pounding my slutty lawyer, but some things can’t wait, I suppose.

I stand up and undo my belt. The sound of it makes the lawyer look up and smile. 

“Keep spreading,” I growl. 

“Yes, sir!” She pants, her hands flying back to her cheeks. The power I have over Victoria is intoxicating. 

My cock is hard and throbbing. I give it a few strokes, and then kneel down behind Victoria. The moment the purple head of my cock presses against her dripping wet slut, the insatiable lawyer moans loudly.

“Oh yes,” she pants. “Oh, I need that.”

Instead of giving her the dick she needs, I pull away, and she gasps. “No, sir, please!”

“Tell me what you are,” I say. “If you want this cock, tell me what you are.”

“I’m a bad girl that needs to be punished, sir. Please punish me with your big cock, sir. Please.”

Good enough.

I reach forward, grab a handful of Victoria’s short dark hair and slide my throbbing cock into her tight, wet cunt. She moans like a bitch in heat as I fill her up, her walls gripping my cock like a vice. 

“Oh my fucking god,” she groans as I fill her up completely. “Oh Jesus fuck!”

“You’re my fuck pet now,” I growl as I slap her ass hard. “My own personal fuck toy.”

“Yes! Yes I’m your cunt sir, please, please use my cunt, please! Fuck, Jake!”

“Who is Jake?” I growl as I slap her ass again. “Call me Sir and nothing else, pet.”

“Sorry, sir, please forget I said that! Ah, you’re fucking me so good!”

I pound Victoria’s tight pussy hard from behind. I pull her hair, spank her ass, and slip my thumb into the lawyer’s puckered asshole as I take out all the frustration I have about BayCorp trying to take my home away from me out on her cunt. 

And she loves every second of it. 

I grab her, lift her up, and push her against the glass window as I grab her hips and pound her from behind. Her face is smushed against the window, her nipples against the glass as I fuck her hard. The rougher I am with the more Victoria gets off on it, and I feel her cunt grip me like a vice as her first orgasm hits her. 

“You like that?” I growl. “You like being used like a toy?”

“Yes sir,” she gasps. “Yes!”

I throw her onto the couch, grab her legs and spread them wide. Her pussy is swollen and red, and needs more cock. The big shot lawyer who came to my farm to serve me papers is now my fuck-toy. 

I sink my cock into her as I reach down to kiss her. One hand is on Victoria’s throat as I jackhammer myself into her. Her pussy squeezes me as she cums. I keep going for ten minutes straight, fucking her through one orgasm after another, until her moans turn to gibberish and her entire body is trembling. 

With sweat dripping down my back I fall on the couch, gasping for air. I’ve never fucked anyone with that amount of power before — this BayCorp business is really getting to me. 

Victoria lies next to me, panting, her body covered in red marks where I’ve been manhandling for. 

For a moment, I break character.

“Are you alright?” I ask gently as I reach out to stroke her nude, trembling body. 

“Never better,” she says. “I haven’t been fucked like that, ever. Oh my lord.”

I squeeze her hand. “If it’s too much, tell me.”

She squeezes me back. “I will, mysterious-stranger-who-is-totally-not-a-certain-well-endowed-farmer.”

We both laugh, and I pull her towards me, and her blindfold finally comes off. Victoria straddles me, cups my cheeks and kisses me deeply. 

“That was insane, Jake. How did you know I needed this?”

“Just a hunch.”

She reaches down, places my cock at her entrance and slowly slides down. The lawyer throws her head back and moans deeply as I fill her up slowly, stretching her out. 

This time, I don’t fuck the shit out of her. We make love. She rides me slowly as she gazes deeply into my eyes, and kisses me over and over again. 

“You’re making me consider doing absolutely crazy things, Jake,” she pants. 

“Like what?”

“Like saying fuck it all of this and moving to the country with you. I’ll need more access to this big dick of yours.”

“Do it,” I say. “You’re always welcome. But don’t just do it for me — do it because it’s what you really want.”

“What I really want is for you to cum deep inside of me.”

“Say no more.”

I grab the back of her neck with my left hand and kiss her deeply as my right hand grabs a tight hold of her ass cheeks. I pound my hard cock into her, my fingers pressing against her asshole as my balls slap against her with every powerful thrust of my hips.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Victoria pants over and over again. “Fill me, Jake! Fill me with your cum! Use me! Breed my pussy! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

She cums, her tight cunt squeezing me hard, and I bury myself to the hilt inside of the lawyer’s wet pussy and explode — my cum filling her womb to the brim with my hot seed. Our tongues wrestle as she pushes her hips back at me, eager for every last drop of my semen. 

Exhausted and well-fucked, Victoria rolls off my lap, her pussy leaking cum all over her expensive couch. 

I get up and grab her a glass of water and a towel. As she regains her strength, I grab the legal papers and start working my way through them. 

“If anyone knows about this, you’ll know I’ll lose everything, right?” Victoria says.

“I know. No one will ever know. I promise.”

“I shouldn’t trust you, but I do.”

I reach out to squeeze her soft body. “Thanks, Vicky. You’re doing a great thing.”

“Seeing as I’ve already broken every ethical rule there is… check out page six.”

I flip to that page. The bolded letters catch my eye instantly. 

POSSIBLE LEGAL DEFENSES FOR ANCHOR’S END (IMPORTANT)

As I read through it, my heart rate speeds up. This is it. This is how we’re going to save the town. 

“Thank you, Vicky!” 

I lean towards her and kiss her deeply. She laughs and tries to swat me away, and I keep kissing her and running my hands across her body. We end up falling off the couch, our bodies entwined on the floor as we make-out passionately

“I think I really want to move out to the country with you,” Victoria says, her voice a whisper. “Do you think the people there will accept me?”

“They’ll be wary at first, but they’ll welcome you in. They’re good people, Vicky.”

She nods. “Okay. Then if you’re recovered, I think it’s time we head to the bedroom where you’re going to tie me up and punish me for selling out my father’s law-firm to a big-dicked farmer.”

“Oh, is that so?”

Victoria nods.

“Yes. I’ve been a very, very bad girl, and I need to be punished…”

“Yes. Yes, you have. Lead the way, my naughty little fuck pet.”

[image: ]


END OF BOOK 3.

BOOK 4 is coming soon! Will Victoria’s help me enough to save Anchor’s End? 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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