

HAREM FARM
BOOK 4


BOJAN BANNER



Copyright © 2024 Bojan Banner

All rights reserved. No parts of this book may be reproduced without the written permission of the publisher.

All events, characters and locations in this book are completely fictional. Any resemblance to actual people is entire coincidental.


CONTENTS


Foreword
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Author’s Note



FOREWORD


It’s time to harvest…

After a long and hot summer, it’s time for Anchor’s End annual Harvest Festival. Flocks of tourists descend upon the cozy little town, including Hope, a petite waitress and Raven, a busty goth.

Jake’s is in for the festival of a lifetime, because all the gorgeous women in town are lining up for the festival’s main attraction: The kissing booth.

And some want more than a kiss..


CHAPTER 1


My first summer as a farmer is almost over. 

And what an incredible year it’s been so far. When I arrived in Anchor’s End, I was at the end of my rope.

My father had passed away suddenly, leaving me up shit’s creek without a paddle in sight. He had massive debts that he was hiding from everyone, and we lost everything. The house, the cars, the freaking furniture. Everything. 

You see, it wasn’t just me who was screwed. No, he screwed over Cassie, his new wife, and Emma, her daughter, more than anyone. They were as good as homeless, and so I made a difficult but necessary decision. 

I dropped out of college and moved the two of them halfway across the country to a dilapidated farm my grandfather had left me. I discovered the deed while handling my dad’s affairs: a gorgeous farm with a ton of land in the small, cozy town of Anchor’s End. 

Truth be told, I had never even heard of the place, but this was all we had, and so we took the plunge. 

It was the best decision I’ve ever made in my life, bar none. 

Turns out that Anchor’s End is paradise. 

The townsfolk welcomed us with open arms. They helped rebuild our farmhouse, and taught me, Cassie and Emma all we needed to know about running our own farm. Now, it’s thriving. 

And my farm is not the only thing that’s thriving…

Cassie presses her round, naked behind against me underneath the sheets. The first rays of dawn light up my bedroom, and a proper farmer would already be out in the fields, working their butts off. 

But I would reckon most farmers don’t wake up next to such a beautiful, insatiable woman like Cassie…

“Good morning, handsome,” she whispers. “Time to get up?”

“Not yet,” I answer as I cuddle up next to her and kiss the back of her neck. Her skin is soft and warm, and smells of vanilla. My arm slides around her waist and I cup a feel of her big, soft breasts. 

She purrs softly and grinds her butt against my hardening erection.

I’m so blessed to have this woman in my life. During this year, the mature cougar has taught me everything I know about making love. And if that wasn’t hot enough, there’s one thing she loves more than anything.

Sharing me with other women.

Rosie the barmaid, Victoria the lawyer, Sophia the nurse. Just a few of my sexual conquests this year, and Cassie loves hearing all about it — and watching, and participating, if at all possible. 

She reaches for my cock, her dainty fingers wrapping themselves around my hard shaft as she guides me between the cheeks of her ass.

My hand glides down her soft belly, towards her already wet lips. As my hand cups her wetness, she lets out a blissful sigh. 

“There’s a new girl in town,” Cassie whispers. “She’s staying at Rosie’s. Twenty years old, black hair, piercings. I think she’s a writer. Working on some type of travel guide for Anchor’s End.”

“Mhm,” I answer. Cassie’s pussy is absolutely dripping wet. My fingers enter her slick tunnel easily, and she gasps in delight. “And why are you telling me this?”

“You should… invite her over. Give her a tour of the farm. She’ll love it.”

“That’s not all you want me to do, is it?”

My thumb presses against her throbbing clit. Cassie’s thighs quiver as she pushes her ass back at me. 

“No,” she moans, biting her bottom lip. “I want…”

“Tell me what you want,” I whisper into her ear. “Tell me what you want to see, you dirty girl.”

“I want to see you fuck her behind the shed,” Cassie blurts out. 

She’s a shameless voyeur. There’s nothing Cassie loves more than watching me take other women. The cheeks of her ass glide up and down my shaft, her warm skin feeling heavenly as I get her to admit her deepest fantasies. 

“Tell me more.”

“I want… oh god, Jake… I want to invite her over to the farm, knowing while I’m talking to her I’m going to see her tight, young pussy being stretched out by your big, thick cock later. I want to serve her coffee, and pretend I’m not going to see what her pretty face looks like while it’s dripping with your cum before the day’s done.”

“Go on,” I say as I press my hard, engorged member against her entrance. Fuck me, she’s so wet her thighs are soaked. Her entire body trembles with excitement as I prepare to take her.  She pushes back at me, but I hold back, drawing the moment out. Her fingers grip the bed sheets as her hips buck.

“Stop teasing me, Jake, please.”

“Then tell me what you want.”

“I want to watch you fuck that pretty little emo thing — I want to see her panties around her ankles and I want to see you stretch her pussy out with your big cock, pounding her pale ass mercilessly until you fill her up with every last drop of your cum and leave her completely satisfied and barely able to stand,” Cassie groans. “Is that good enough?”

Cassie’s dirty words send a rush of pleasure through my veins. My cock throbs in anticipation.

“I love you, you naughty MILF,” I growl.

“I lo⁠—”

She doesn’t even get the words out before I slam my cock deep into her.

Cassie cries out with pleasure, her wet cunt gripping me tightly. My hips slam into her curvy ass as I bury my cock all the way to the hilt inside of her. 

The mature woman buries her face in a pillow to muffle her screams, her ass bouncing back against me as I pound her, hard and fast. The headboard slams against the wall repeatedly.

“Yes, Jake, yes!” Cassie shrieks. 

I slap her white jiggling ass.

“When did you first see this girl?” I growl.

“Yesterday afternoon,” she moans. “I-I saw her checking-in at Rosie’s, and drinking a coffee.”

“And what was your first thought?”

Cassie moans lewdly.

“Tell me,” I growl into her ear as I fill her up. “Tell me your first thought when you saw this pretty little thing.”

“I thought how good she would look with your cock inside her,” Cassie admits, her entire body trembling with pleasure. 

“Were you wet in an instant?”

“Yes,” Cassie moans. “Yes, yes yes!” 

My hand grip her wide hips tightly as I slam my cock into her. Cassie bites down on her pillow as she cums all over my shaft, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as her pussy squeezes me tightly. 

I reach up to grab her hair as her orgasm comes crashing down. The MILF is squealing like a wild pig as I keep fucking her through her powerful orgasm; her entire body shaking, her cries of pleasure filling the entire house. 

I don’t give Cassie a moment’s rest. 

As she gasps for breath, I flip her onto her back, push her thighs up, and slide my throbbing hardness into her once again. I love seeing her spread out like this; her lips gripping my shaft, her large breasts bouncing with every thrust, her pale cheeks glowing bright red. 

I lean down to kiss her, my tongue dominating her mouth as my cock pistons in and out of her. Cassie moans into my mouth as she reaches a second climax. My balls are begging for release, but I hold out, prolonging this moment for as long as I can. 

Her nails dig into my shoulders as I pound her relentlessly, the headboard slamming against the wall so hard I’m afraid it’ll snap at any moment. 

Finally, I can hold out no more. 

Right before I cum, I lean forward and I growl the dirtiest, hottest thing I can imagine into Cassie’s ears to help her reach her third orgasm.

“Invite that hot little emo bitch over to my farm and I’ll have you eating a fresh load of my cum out of her tight young pussy within the hour!”

“Oh FUCK JAKE!”

Cassie pulls me close, her legs wrapping around me as she cries out in bliss; reaching her third orgasm of the day right as I bury myself to the hilt inside of her and my balls explode. 

My hot cum splashes against her walls, her tight pussy milking my cock for every last drop. 

Finally we lie down, both of us panting, sweaty, and satisfied. Cassie snuggled up against my chest, letting out a blissful sigh.

“You’re so good at sex, it’s insane,” she whispers, a blush on her cheeks. 

“It’s because you’re so damn fuckable,” I say as I give her soft ass a squeeze.

She sticks out her tongue and then kisses my cheek. “I love you, Jake,”

“I love you too, babe.”

“Do you think we woke Emma?”

“If that didn’t wake her, then nothing will. In fact, if she’s a good girl, she’ll have started making breakfast for us.”

“Hm. But is she a good girl?”

“If not, I’ll punish her. Either way, you’ll have something to eat,” I tease.

“Jake!” Cassie laughs. “Boundaries.”

I hop into the shower for a quick rinse and then head downstairs. Emma is indeed preparing breakfast; the house smells like freshly brewed coffee. The twenty-year old is wearing an oversized t-shirt that comes down past her hips and seemingly nothing else, her blonde hair still a little damp from her morning shower. 

“Morning, stud,” she says with an eyebrow wiggle as I appear. “You got started early.”

I lean in to give her a kiss. Emma wraps her arms around my neck and leans in, and my hands find themselves underneath that oversized shirt and squeezing her tight ass. 

“I hope Cassie didn’t tire you out,” she says, gazing into my eyes. 

“So jealous,” I tease her as my hand slips up her shirt. Her nipples are as hard as diamonds. “Don’t worry. There’s plenty of me to go around.”

Emma giggles, and after another couple of kisses and gropes we sit down to eat breakfast. Cassie joins us a while later, wearing a sundress, her blonde hair tied into a bun. 

Emma made us fried eggs, bacon, toast, and a fresh pot of coffee. A heavenly breakfast — especially when shared with two beautiful and insatiable women. 

Life is good… but it’s not all morning sex and roses. 

There’s trouble brewing in our little town. A giant corporation called BayCorp wants to buy everyone out and turn this fertile village into a mega-farm. No one agreed, of course, and now they’re threatening to sue us. 

Those suits think they can bully this poor town into submission. 

They didn’t realize that Jake Reed lives here, and he’s not giving up shit.

They sent me a hot, feisty lawyer to threaten me. Victoria Cross. Daughter of Edward Cross, the asshole lawyer who is threatening to ruin this town.

I bet that asshole didn’t count on me bending his little girl over the hood of her car and sending her back to her firm with a pussy full of my hot cum. 

Now Victoria Cross is on my side, and she gave me all the information I needed for us to win all our cases against BayCorp. That’s why I need to visit Miss Jones, our local carpenter, and see about expanding my farmhouse. 

If Victoria Cross moves out here, she’ll need a place to stay; and what better place than at Reed’s Farm? 

However, that’s still a distant future. The threat of BayCorp still looms over our village, and it’s taking a toll on everyone. I know that George Hucklebottom, our adorable mayor, is worried sick. He’s an anxious man, and the poor fellow hasn’t been sleeping well at all.

Rosie from the tavern is also beside herself with worry and even Grant, our unflappable blacksmith, seems slightly flapped nowadays. 

That’s why this year’s Harvest Festival is so important.  

This is our opportunity to show BayCorp that this town can weather any storm. 

And what better way to do that, than by throwing the best damn festival this village has ever seen?!

The whole town’s pitching in. It’s going to be amazing — and I’m winning the best pumpkin contest no matter what. 

“Okay, I’m off,” Cassie says when she finished her breakfast. “Mayor Hucklebottom wants to go over the schedule with me one more time.”

“Again?” I ask. “You can dream it by now.”

Cassie is the main planner of the entire event, and she’s great at it. 

“You know how Hucklebottom gets. See you at Rosie’s for lunch?” 

“We’ll be there,” I say.

The moment Cassie closes the front door behind her, Emma launches herself out of her seat and sits down on my lap. She wraps her arms around my neck and gazes deeply into my eyes.

“I heard every word you said this morning. I want to watch as well.”

“Naughty girl. Were you eavesdropping?”

“Maybe,” she says with a smirk. 

She leans in to kiss me. As our tongues meet I slide my hands up her shirt to squeeze those firm, perky breasts of hers. Emma moans softly, the girl surrendering to my wandering hands. 

I pull her shirt up and throw it off. She stands up to peel her panties off. The twenty-year old climbs on our dinner table, naked, her legs spread, her tight pussy glistening with juices. 

“Time for your real breakfast,” Emma says as she hooks her hands behind her knees and pulls them up, the lips of her bald pussy parting, showing me her beautiful, pink, wet cunt. 

I love mature women like Cassie, but… seeing a fresh twenty-year old glistening pussy like Emma’s spread out before you? That’s always special. 

I lean in and slowly drag my tongue across her wet folds.

Emma purrs with delight as my tongue enters her wetness. Her fingers run through my hair as I eat her out.

“Oh, yes Jake,” she moans softly. The noises she makes are always music to my ears. 

There are no words to describe how delicious Emma’s pussy is. Sweet, tangy, soft, smooth, tight, warm and wet. I can bury my face in her young, wet cunt all day. 

Her toes curl and her thighs quiver as my tongue brings her closer and closer to the edge. I reach up to pinch her nipples, and the girl can no longer hold back. 

Emma cries out my name is bliss, her pussy gushing all over my face, her sweet juices covering me as she orgasms hard. 

She lies down on the table, her chest rising and falling rapidly as her legs tremble with after-shocks. I kiss her inner thighs softly. 

“How’s that for a good morning,” I say. 

She sits up, her face red and her hair tousled, and she leans down to kiss me, tasting her own juices on my tongue.

“Breakfast of champions,” she purrs. 

I could fuck her right now and fill that hot, tight pussy with a fresh load of cum… but there’s still a whole days of work to be done, and if I spend all my energy busting nuts inside my girls, I won’t get anything done today. 

So instead I slap Emma’s naked ass. “Go get dressed, you horny slut. We need to get going. Lots of work to be done today.”

“Yes, daddy,” Emma says with a naughty smirk. 

“Don’t call me that unless you want me to put a baby in you.”

“Is that a promise?” Emma teases me as she walks upstairs, her bare ass swaying back and forth with every step. 

Fucking hell. Now my mind is flooded with images of knocking that brat up, of watching her belly swell, of watching her tits grow, of fucking my sexy pregnant brat…

Damn it. 

Now I’m hard as a fucking rock, and I’ve got loads of work to do. Letting Emma pop upstairs was a mistake. 

Oh well. 

Knowing Anchor’s End, I might run into someone else in town who needs a good pounding…

I wonder who it’ll be today?


CHAPTER 2


The morning goes by in a flash. 

Emma helps me out in the fields, wearing hot pants and a crop-top. When noon rolls around, we’re both covered in sweat and dirt, and we decide to take a quick shower together before heading to Rosie’s for lunch. 

I’m already in the shower, enjoying the hot water and the feeling of a productive morning when Emma enters the bathroom. She peels her clothes off and stands before me, naked as the day she was born. 

Every single time my eyes get to feast on her naked body I have to pinch myself.

Emma steps into the shower and presses her soft body against mine. She instantly reaches for the soap and starts lathering me up from head-to-toe. As her hands glide over my skin, my cock starts to grow. 

She kneels down in front of me, dutifully washing my thighs, her hands inching closer and closer to my swinging cock. Emma knows exactly what she’s doing. 

“We don’t have time,” I say. “We’re meeting Cassie for lunch, remember?”

Emma looks up at me with those big, beautiful, blue eyes of hers, and licks her lips. “I think she can wait.”

She leans forward and plants a big, wet, sloppy kiss right on my cock. It throbs to life instantly as she nuzzles her face right into my sack, her hands holding my thighs as she plants small kisses all over my cock and balls.

Lately, Emma has been obsessed with oral sex. There’s nothing she enjoys more than being on her knees in front of me, her lips wrapped around my throbbing cock, her tongue ready to swallow my thick, creamy load. It’s her happy place.

I can’t complain. 

The purple head of my cock slides into her waiting mouth, her lips closing themselves around me as my shaft starts to fill her. Her blue eyes gaze up at me adoringly as I grow to full hardness inside of her mouth, her cheeks starting to bulge.

Emma’s the unrivaled blowjob queen of Anchor’s End. 

Her tongue circles the tip of my cock as her fingers play with my balls. She bobs her wet mouth up and down my shaft, keeping eye contact, loving every groan that leaves my mouth. 

“Fucking hell,” I pant as I rest my back against the shower wall for support. This girl could suck the life out of a demon. 

“Cum down my throat,” Emma asks. “I want to eat my lunch with the taste of your cum in my mouth.”

I wish I could enjoy her warm mouth all day, but Cassie’s waiting for us. I grab a fistful of Emma’s blonde hair and thrust my cock deeply down her throat.

She gags as I fuck her mouth. My balls slap against her chin as she takes all of me, and it doesn’t take long for this hot scene to push me over the edge.

Emma’s nose is buried against my pubes as my cock explodes and I shoot rope after rope of my hot, sticky cum down her throat. 

She swallows every drop and proceeds to lick my shaft clean, showering me with love and kisses.

When my cock is well and truly clean, she hops back to her feet and plants a wet kiss on my cheek.

“Let’s go have lunch!” She says cheerfully.

“You’re a naughty girl,” I laugh. “Unbelievable.”

“And you love it,” she says with a wink. 

She hops out of the shower, her naked ass bouncing with every step. 

Damn right I do. I don’t think I can ever tire of that pretty thing’s warm mouth. 


CHAPTER 3


Cassie’s waiting for us at Rosie’s, and she saved us a window seat. The tavern is completely packed for the coming Harvest Festival. I don’t think I’ve ever seen the place this crowded before.

Usually it’s just the familiar faces of the townsfolk, but there’s plenty of tourists in town to enjoy the festivities. 

Rosie spots us entering, and rushes over to give me a big hug, smushing her big, bouncy breasts against me. The barmaid looks ravishing, as usual. Her white shirt can barely contain her gigantic bosom, and her jean shorts are filled to the brim with that lovely fat ass of hers.

“My favorite customer,” she says as she grabs my cheeks and plants a wet kiss right on my lips. “How are you doing?”

“I’m fine, but how are you?” I ask. “This place is packed. Are you sure you can handle it all by yourself?”

“Oh, I got some help,” she says, gesturing at the bar. 

I look over to see a pretty and tiny girl pouring beer. She barely reaches over the counter. 

“Uh, are you sure she’s old enough to work?” 

“Don’t be silly, Jake! Hope is a perfectly capable adult. A little on the short side perhaps, but, well, we can’t all be as gifted as I am,” Rosie says with a saucy wink. 

That is true. Just one of Rosie’s boobs is bigger than this girl’s head. 

“Hope, you said?”

“Yep. She’s in town for the Harvest Festival as well, and I’m glad for it. She’s a little green, but a hard worker.”

“I also heard you have a writer staying here? That’s not Hope, is it?”

“Writer?” Rosie scrunches her nose. “Oh, you mean the goth! No, that’s Raven. She’s snuck out this morning, I don’t think she likes crowds. Come, let’s not keep Cassie waiting!”

Rosie pinches my ass as she guides us through the crowd of tourists to the best table in the house. In fact, I’ve defiled this very table with Rosie just last week..

Cassie stands up to hug me, her soft curves pressed against my body. After a passionate kiss hello, we all sit down. 

Hope, the petite waitress, soon appears at our table with our food and drinks. She struggles to carry all of it, and when one boorish tourist doesn’t look where he’s going and bumps right into her, the tiny girl stumbles and falls. 

I’m up at my feet in an instant. My left hand wraps itself around the petite waitress’s waist while the right grabs the falling tray. 

“You okay?” I ask.

Her face is flushed bright pink as she looks up at me. Her brown hair is cut short, perfectly accentuating her almost elfish features. 

“Thank you,” she says very softly.

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I’m still new, I have no idea what I’m doing, really,” the pretty girl stammers. 

“Nonsense. You’re doing fine. That guy should’ve looked where he was going.”

I place all the food and the drinks on the table. Hope thanks me again profusely before heading back to the bar. As I sit down, Cassie squeezes my leg under the table.

“Did you see something you liked, stud?”

Oh, damn. Now my mind is flooded with images of Hope and Cassie together. A petite, young thing and a busty MILF. The size difference between them is already incredibly erotic…

Cassie grins at me as her foot slides up my leg, teasing me. Emma starts talking about the coming festival, and I’m glad for the distraction. 

After lunch, Cassie and Emma head out together while I continue with my errands. My first stop is Ruby Jones, the town’s carpenter. She’s a tall, strong woman, and a genius when it comes to carpentry and woodworking. 

She’s the one who helped rebuild my farmhouse, and she’s the one I have to see about expanding it. 

I knock on the door of her workshop. I hear some giggling and rustling inside, and it takes longer than usual for Ruby to open the door for me. 

When she finally opens the door for me, her face is flushed and one of the buttons on her overalls is undone. 

“Jake!” She says excitedly when she sees me. “You’re here! Oh shit, our appointment was today, wasn’t it? Crap!”

“I can come back later?”

“No, no, it’s fine. Come in, please!”

Ruby is a gorgeous redhead. When I first met her outside my farmhouse, I wanted nothing more than to bend her over the hood of her big truck and give her a good pounding. It hasn’t quite happened yet as I’ve been swamped with running my farm — and keeping my ever-expanding harem satisfied.

Her workshop is cluttered and busy, with half-finished projects everywhere. Sawdust covers the floor as she leads me to a small desk in the corner. She clears away some tools to fish out her notebook. 

“I’ve been working on some sketches,” she says, looking up at me with her gorgeous emerald eyes. Her freckled cheeks are still red, and her hair is slightly messy. It looks like I interrupted her in the middle of something important. 

Was she getting a little too friendly with one of her power-tools? My mind wanders as she tries to explain her plans to me.

A warm, unfamiliar voice interrupts us.

“Coffee?”

I turn to see an absolutely stunning black woman enter the workshop. Her ebony skin is as black as the night, her hair a short buzzcut that looks amazing on her. She’s wearing a deep purple dress that hugs her curvy body tightly, and the contrast between this ultra-feminine black woman and the pale, freckled, over-all wearing Ruby couldn’t be bigger. 

She’s holding two cups of coffee, and she hands me one, our fingers briefly touching.

“You must be Jake Reed,” the mysterious woman says. I can’t quite place her accent; she speaks perfect English, but there’s a subtle hint of an exotic accent buried in there. 

“You have me at a disadvantage,” I say. 

Ruby shoots up from her seat. “Shoot, sorry. Jake, meet Zawadi. My… friend. Zawadi, meet Jake. He owns the farmhouse I renovated, and we are just discussing some expansions.”

I’ve never seen Ruby this nervous before. Bossing around all of the townsfolk is easy to her, but Zawadi makes her feel flustered.

I shake Zawadi’s hand, her dark, sultry eyes staring right into mine. She holds my hand a bit longer than necessary.

I wouldn’t mind expanding inside of her..

“Let me see,” Zawadi says as she leans forward to take a peek at the plans laid out on the writing desk. Her dress, which looks painted onto her body, shows off an impressive amount of cleavage. “Very nice, Ruby.”

“How did you two meet?” I ask, my plans for the expansion momentarily forgotten. I’m much more interested in this sultry woman. 

“It’s a long story,” Ruby says.

“And our friend wants to hear it,” Zawadi says. “Why don’t we retire to the living room for a moment?”

The woman grabs my hand and leads me away without waiting for a reply. I look at Ruby and she just shrugs, her cheeks red. 

The relationship between these two is very peculiar, but so far, I’m not complaining. 

Ruby’s home is just how I imagined it would be: a cozy mess. Pictures and paintings cover every inch of every wall, and all table surfaces are taken by plants, souvenirs, and various knick-knacks. 

Zawadi gestures for me to sit down on the couch. I do so, and she sits next to me, her warm thigh pressing against mine. Ruby follows, taking a seat in a comfy lounge chair. 

“I assume you’ve figured out I’m not an Anchor’s End native,” Zawadi says.

“I didn’t want to assume too much, but yes, I got that far.”

The gorgeous woman laughs, and the sound warms my entire body. There’s a captivating presence to this woman. Even Ruby, who is the toughest and coolest woman in town, seems flustered. 

Zawadi crosses her long, beautiful legs, her dress riding up a bit. She smiles at me, her lips red and inviting. She knows exactly what kind of effect she’s having on me. 

“I am from Nairobi, Jake. Do you know where that is?”

“Kenya?” 

“Good boy. That is correct.” 

“Then what are you doing all the way out here?”

Zawadi turns towards Ruby, a playful smile on her lips. 

“Visiting an old friend. Ruby here hasn’t always lived in this charming little town. Tell him, Ruby.”

Ruby fidgets with her red hair as she clears her throat. “I did a year abroad in my early twenties. Trying to better the world as a naive student, you know how it is. I went to Nairobi, Kenya. I thought I could teach them a thing or two about carpentry… but in truth they taught me everything I know.”

Zawadi chuckles. “Yes, I taught you well, didn’t I?”

Ruby blushes, her green eyes cast towards the ground. 

“Okay, I gotta ask: What’s going on with you two?”

“What do you mean, Jake?”

“Come on. I’m not a fool.”

“Oh,” the mature woman says with a coy grin. “I didn’t take you for one, Jake. Shall you tell him, or shall I?”

Ruby bites her bottom lip, her freckled face all red, still unwilling to look me in the eye. She remains silent. 

“Very well, I will do the honors.”

Zawadi leans forward, closer to me. As she speaks, her warm breath tickles my skin, and I can’t help but stare at her voluptuous breasts, her skin such a beautiful shade of ebony. She places her hand up my thigh, her fingers sliding tantalizingly close to my crotch. 

“As you so astutely have noticed, Ruby and I have a… unconventional relationship.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, Jake. To put it plainly, she is my submissive.”

My eyes dart towards Ruby. The gorgeous, curvy carpenter is blushing like a schoolgirl as she fidgets with her fingers. 

“Tell him, Ruby.”

“I… I am Zawadi’s submissive,” Ruby whispers. 

“Yes, yes you are. What do you think of that, Jake? Does that bother you?”

I never would have guessed that the tough-as-nails, kick-ass carpenter was into submission and domination… but on the other hand, I suppose it makes sense. She runs her own business, she’s always on top of everything, and the whole town comes knocking at her door for help all damn day. With all that stress, it’s gotta be nice to kick back and submit once in a while. 

Especially to such a gorgeous, Nubian queen. 

“Not at all,” I say. 

“Good. Very good. Because I have to return back to my home country soon, and my little pet needs a firm hand. And from what I’ve heard about you, Jake, you are just the man I’m looking for.”

Zawadi’s fingers slide up and brush against my growing bulge.

“Oh yes, just the man I’ve been looking for. Ruby, assume the position.”

I glance at Ruby. The shy woman squirms in her seat, her thighs pressed together.

“Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Ruby stands up slowly. Her trembling hands move to the buttons on the front of her overalls. The garment drops to the floor, and she stands in her living room in only a white shirt and a pair of silky panties. 

She takes her shirt off next, revealing her bare breasts to me. Ruby’s tits are large and firm, her nipples already hard. Some freckles are scattered across her pale skin.  

Zawadi unzips me and slides her hand into my pants as I enjoy the show. Her fingers dance across my bulge. 

“My little pet likes to be complimented. What do you think of her tits, Jake?”

“They’re gorgeous,” I say. 

“Yes, they are. Nice and plump. Ruby, what do you say to that?”

“Thank you, sir,” Ruby says, her voice trembling.

“Good girl. Now continue.”

Ruby hesitates for a second, and then hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Her breathing is heavy, her eyes looking towards the ground as she slowly peels them down. 

And just like that the carpenter stands before us, completely and totally naked.

“That’s better,” Zawadi purrs. “I appreciate my women being naked in the house.”

Ruby doesn’t say a word. Her nipples are as hard as rocks, and I see her pussy glisten with her juices. 

“What do you say, Jake? Do you accept the challenge?”

Zawadi gives my bulge a firm squeeze.

There’s no universe in existence where I say ‘no’. 

I tell the mature black woman as much, and she looks absolutely delighted. 

“Excellent.” 

She stands up and crosses the distance between them with a single step. Zawadi grabs Ruby’s freckled chin and forces her to look up at her. 

“You’re going to be a good little girl for your new master, aren’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Zawadi leans in and presses her thick lips against Ruby’s. I watch as the two women kiss passionately, their tongues swapping. The fact that Ruby is completely naked and Zawadi is still wearing her gorgeous dress makes the kiss even more erotic. 

Zawadi breaks the kiss and pushes Ruby down to her knees. 

“Undress your new master,” she orders. 

Ruby crawls towards me. She finally dares to meet my gaze, and her green eyes burn brightly with desire. 

She unties my shoes, and takes them off gently. Next she removes my socks, and then her hands slide up body. 

I sit back, enjoying the view of this gorgeous, nude woman kneeling before me. Her large breasts jiggle slightly with every movement. 

Ruby takes my shirt off first, her soft fingers brushing against my chest, shoulders and stomach. Then it’s time for my pants. She pulls them down, and as the giant bulge in my boxers comes into view, her mouth falls wide open. 

For the first time since Zawadi took control, Ruby speaks unprompted.

“Holy shit, Jake,” she gasps. “You’re huge!” 

Zawadi laughs warmly. The black beauty watches the show from the recliner across the room, her legs crossed, showing me plenty of her thick thighs. 

“I chose well,” Zawadi says. “Go on, take his boxers off.”

Ruby sucks in a breath as she hooks her fingers into my boxers and pulls them down. My engorged cock springs free from its confinement and it almost slaps the carpenter in the face. 

Ruby quickly wraps her hands around my thick shaft, looking at my throbbing monster with pure adoration in her eyes. She opens her mouth and leans forward, but Zawadi cuts in. 

“Not so fast, little pet.”

“But mistress, I⁠—”

SLAP!

Zawadi strides across the room and her hand lands on Ruby’s big, pale ass. The carpenter moans as the African beauty sits down next to me. 

“You will only do as instructed, my little pet. And I want to get to know our friend first.”

The dark-skinned woman wraps her hands around my thick shaft. My thick, white meat contrasts sharply with her delicate hands. 

“I usually don’t play with men, but… I’m going to make an exception for you, Jake Reed.”

“I’m flattered.”

“You should be.”

She leans forward and takes me into her hot mouth in one-go, taking my cock as far down her throat as it’ll go. Ruby looks on with big eyes filled with jealousy as her friend sucks me off. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan as Zawadi bobs her head up and down, her tongue licking all over the sensitive head of my cock. 

I pull up Zawadi’s purple dress and grab a handful of her thick, round ass. My fingers suck into her soft flesh as her mouth engulfs my cock. 

When she finally pulls away, plenty of her saliva drips down the side of my shaft. 

“Now it's your turn,” she tells Ruby. “Suck that big fucking cock.”

Ruby scoots forward, eyes wide, her tongue wetting her bottom lip before she opens her mouth and slides those beautiful, red lips of hers around the purple head of my cock. Zawadi watches from inches away as my dick disappears down Ruby’s throat. 

“That’s a good pet. How does he taste?”

“So good,” Ruby groans with her mouthful.

“Do you want more?”

“Yes, mistress!” 

Zawadi grabs a fistful of Ruby’s red hair and pushes her head down until my cock can’t go any farther down her throat. 

Gluck-gluck-gluck!

Wet, sloppy sounds fill this cozy living room as Ruby chokes on my cock.

Meanwhile, I can’t stop my wandering hands. I yank down the front of Zawadi’s dress, and her big tits come tumbling out, her dark nipples hard and ready to be toyed with. I squeeze them firmly as the dominant woman groans lewdly — one hand is kneading her ass, the other one groping her big, soft tits. 

She looks towards me, her sultry eyes now unfocused and glazed with lust. I can tell she wants to say something witty and fierce with that sharp tongue of hers, but she can’t think straight now that I’m pinching her nipples and rubbing her rosebud. 

“You trained Ruby well,” I tell her.

Zawadi nods feverishly. “Yes!”

“You two should worship my cock together.”

The dark beauty groans. “Yes, sir.”

Zawadi pulls my cock out of Ruby’s mouth with an audible plop. Strands of saliva still connect Ruby’s bottom lip to the swollen head of my cock for an instant, until Zawadi leans down and wraps her hot lips around my cock. She takes me down deep, bobbing her head up and down quickly. 

With her one free hand she reaches for Ruby and pushes the carpenter’s face between my legs.  Ruby knows exactly what needs to be done, and seconds later I feel her wet tongue caressing my sensitive balls. 

This is the life. 

Thirty minutes ago I knocked on Ruby’s front door, expecting to have a business meeting about expanding my farmhouse. When I saw she had a beautiful friend over, I didn’t expect both of them to be drooling all over my engorged cock mere moments later.

But that’s exactly what’s happening. Zawadi, the sultry and sensual dark-skinned beauty is fucking my cock with her face, drooling all over it, as Ruby worships my big balls. Her tongue dances all over my sensitive skin, even pressing her nose right against my taint to let her tongue dance across my nether regions. 

Both women moan and groan, the sexy sounds filling this cozy living room. 

Zawadi finally pulls away and stands up. Her legs are wobbly as she takes her dress off, letting the garment drop to the floor. 

I take a moment to appreciate her beauty. Her curves are beyond extraordinary. Her tits are big and heavy, yet also perky. Her nipples are dark and big, and they just beg to be sucked, licked, teased and nibbled. 

Her cunt is bare, her lips wet, her pussy ready for my big white cock. 

The Nubian goddess straddles my lap. Her thick things are around mine as her heavy bosom pressed directly into my face. I’m lost in her big tits, my mouth latching onto her stiff nipples as she reaches underneath me, grabs my shaft, and places it at her entrance. 

Fuck.

Her tight pussy grips me like a vice as she slides down on my hardness. I grab her big, soft ass with both hands as she rides me, her wet cunt taking every inch of me. 

I feel Ruby’s hot breath on my balls. She’s watching this hot scene from up close, her face practically in Zawadi’s ass, her tongue dancing across my shaft, my balls, and the stretched lips of her friend’s pussy. 

“Oh my fucking god,” Zawadi groans loudly. “Oh, this is the biggest cock I’ve ever had. Oh, fuck Jake!” 

The African beauty rides me hard and fast, slamming her big ass down on my big cock, her big tits bouncing lewdly against my face, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as I give her the fucking of a lifetime. 

Zawadi reaches back with one hand and smothers Ruby’s face into her big, beautiful ass as she closes her eyes. Her orgasm is mere seconds away. 

At that moment, I suck her nipples into my mouth and let my hands come down firmly on her jiggly ass. 

She screams so loud I think the whole town can hear it. She digs her sharp nails into my shoulders as her cunt grips my cock like a vice, milking my shaft as she orgasms. 

It takes all my willpower not to fill the black beauty to the brim with my hot cum. As sexy as it would be to see it dripping into Ruby’s waiting mouth, I want to claim the sexy little carpenter as well. 

She’s been so obedient — her hot pussy deserves to be pounded by my big cock. 

“Oh my fuck,” Zawadi pants as she climbs off my shaft, her legs wobbly, her cheeks burning. 

My cock stands upright, dripping with her juices. Ruby leans forward without hesitation and slides my cock into her mouth, sucking Zawadi’s pussy-juice off my cock. 

“Good girl,” I growl as I stand up. My cock pops out of Ruby’s mouth as I grab her hand and pull her to her feet. “Your turn.”

With her green eyes wide and a happy smile on her face, Ruby lays down on her couch, her legs spread wide, her pussy glistening with juices. 

She’s got the cutest little patch of red hair right above her wet cunt.

Zawadi watches us from the side, her big thighs spread, her pussy puffy and swollen, one hand gently toying with her sensitive clit as she watches the show unfold. 

I climb on top of Ruby. My aching cock presses against her wet slit, but I don’t give her what she needs — not yet. 

The carpenter writhes underneath me, making hot noises, begging to be fucked. 

“Please,” she groans. “Please, Jake.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please pound me with that big fucking cock of yours. I need it. Please.”

“Are you going to be my little fuck-pet from now on?”

“Yes,” she hisses. “Yes, Jake, I’m whatever you want me to be.”

“When I arrived in Anchors End, you were the first person to greet us. Remember pulling up with your truck at my farm?”

“Yes, yes I do.”

“What did you think when you first saw me?”

Ruby’s face is as red as her hair now. She rubs the lips of her pussy up and down my shaft, trying to get the purple, swollen head of my cock into her, but I keep the tension going. 

“Answer me,” I say. 

Ruby licks her lips. “I thought… I thought those two hotties you were with — they better not have claimed you, because I… I wanted that big cock of yours all for myself!”

I grin from ear-to-ear. “I made you wait a couple of months for it… but here it is.”

With a single push of my hips I enter Ruby’s dripping wet cunt. She groans loudly as I fill her up and stretch her out, her fingers clawing at the couch, her legs trembling as I slide into her all the way to the hilt. 

“Oh my god,” she pants. “Too big, you’re too big!”

“You can take it,” I growl as I let her adjust to my size for a moment. 

Ruby pants and moans as I slowly slide my cock out… and then slam it back in. Her entire body jiggles with every thrust of my powerful hips as I pound her into the couch. I hold her ankles with my hands and use her body like it’s a fleshlight, giving her all that I have. 

Zawadi comes over to watch the show. The Nubian goddess sits down on the couch next to Ruby, one hand sliding down between Ruby’s legs to feel her pussy lips stretching wide around the thick shaft of my cock, the other one pinching our fuck-pet’s sensitive nipples. 

Ruby cries out in bliss as the sensations overwhelm her, and when Zawadi leans down to kiss her deeply, she is done for. 

Her pussy squeezes my cock as she cums on the spot, her toes curling, her body trembling, her moans turning to screams. 

Zawadi reaches down to squeeze my sensitive balls as they slap against Ruby’s pale ass with every thrust of my hips.

“Fill my hot little slut with your hot cum,” Zawadi says. 

That does it. 

I bury myself to the hilt inside of Ruby’s warm, inviting cut and I explode. Rope after rope of my hot, white cum floods the red-head’s pussy, as Zawadi keeps milking my balls, making sure I give the carpenter every last drop of my potent seed. 

I pull out, my cock dripping with juices and my seed, my legs slightly wobbly. 

Zawadi grins and leans forward. She sucks me into her mouth, licking the thick seed right of my shaft. 

“Yum,” she says as she licks her lips. “I want more!”

I take a seat in the recliner, my whole body dripping with sweat as I watch the most erotic sight in the world: Zawadi getting down on her hands and knees in Ruby’s living room, her naked ass pointed right at me, her thick thighs jiggling as she buries her face in Ruby’s well-fucked pussy. 

Ruby moans and shudders, every lick of Zawadi’s tongue giving her another micro-orgasm as the African woman eats her just-fucked pussy. 

Zawadi proves herself to be an excellent pussy-eater. Ruby is driven to one orgasm after another, and she does not relent until Ruby is a sweaty, blubbering mess. 

The sight causes my cock to stir and harden. Ruby looks at me, licking her lips, opening her mouth for me. 

She wants more. No, she needs more. 

I had more errands planned for the day, but those will have to wait. My schedule just changed. 

These two insatiable women need to be pounded into oblivion, and I’m the only one who can give them what they need. 

By the time we’re done, the sun has started to set on Anchor’s End. There’s not a room in this house, hell, not a surface where Zawadi, Ruby and I haven’t fornicated on. 

The two women are covered in sweat, their bodies flushed, their hair a mess, their pussies raw and tender. Despite that, they are glowing with the bliss that only a good, proper fucking can bring. 

“It’s a shame you have to leave Anchor’s End so soon,” I tell Zawadi as the two of us gently stroke Ruby’s naked body. We have retired to her bedroom, and basically destroyed the place. Ruby’s all tuckered out, and laying between us. “We had a lot of fun. I know some women who you could get along splendidly with.”

“Such is life,” Zawadi answers, her fingers trailing a circle around Ruby’s stiff nipples. “I have a life waiting for me in Nairobi. I’m just happy I’m leaving Ruby in good care. You know exactly what she needs, Jake Reed. You don’t need a lick of training.”

“No final tips for me?” I ask with a grin. 

“Well…”

Both our hands slide down Ruby’s body, towards the apex between her thighs. Our fingers intertwine as we touch Ruby’s lips. Ruby moans softly, her green eyes fluttering open. 

“This one can be a real brat if you don’t keep her on a tight leash,” Zawadi says. “But if you keep her well satisfied, you’re going to have a lot of fun with her.”

I lean down to nuzzle Ruby’s cheek. She turns her head towards me, and our lips lock. 

“I can do that no problem… if you have no problem sharing.”

“None whatsoever,” Ruby sighs as our hands explore her wetness. 

“Then you’re going to build me one big-ass farmhouse where you and all my other girls can live together,” I growl, my finger sliding into her pussy. 

“Yes,” Ruby groans, her eyes shut. “Yes!” 

“You can be a submissive little whore all day long. There will always be my cock for you to suck, and plenty of well-fucked pussies to be licked.”

Ruby nods, her face red, her legs trembling. “Oh that sounds so good, Jake, oh I want that so bad!”

“Yeah? You want to be smothered with wet cunts all day? You want to eat ass? You want to be my good obedient little fuck-pet?”

“Yes, yes, YES!” 

Ruby shakes fiercely as her orgasm hits her. She leans up to kiss me deeply, and I return the kiss as Zawadi watches proudly.

“Like I said, I have nothing to teach you, Jake. In fact, you might even be better at pleasing her than I am,” Zawadi says. “If you ever find yourself in Nairobi, be sure to stop by. You’re always welcome.”

“I might take you up on that offer one day, Zawadi.”


CHAPTER 4


Iwalk home through the forest after saying my goodbyes to the two insatiable women. I had no idea Ruby spent time abroad, and that she had such a unique relationship with a local Kenyan queen. 

Just when I think I’ve got everyone in this town pegged, they keep surprising me. 

I walk home, grinning like an idiot, replaying all the hot scenes from today in my mind. I can’t wait for Ruby Jones to start working on my new and improved farm. When she moves in, and Victoria Cross moves into town as well… 

I’m going to be one happy farmer. 

As I approach my home, I notice someone wandering through my fields. A stranger. 

Adrenaline kicks in right away. A saboteur sent from BayCorp? A thief? I stride towards them right away, the sun setting just behind this person, casting them in a beautiful orange blow. 

When she turns towards me, I see it’s a woman. 

And what a beautiful one at that. 

Her short black dress hugs her body perfectly. Her platform boots and fishnet stockings finish off her goth-look. Her raven-black hair has got a purple streak in it, and rings adorn her fingers and nose. 

“Raven, I presume?”

She lets out a small shriek, and then covers her mouth with her hands. “You startled me,” she says as she whirls towards me. 

My eyes meet her intense gaze. Even her lipstick is black, accentuating just how full they are. Her skin is pale and white, now coated orange in the light of the setting sun. 

She is unlike any other woman in Anchor’s End. 

“Sorry about that,” I say, “but you are wandering through my fields.”

“Ah. So you’re the Jake Reed.”

The goth-girl stands up straighter and places her hands on her hips defiantly. 

“I’m certainly a Jake Reed, yes.”

“No need to be modest, mister Reed. Everyone in this town keeps raving about you.”

“Everyone?”

She pulls a notebook out of the bag slung over her shoulder. The notebook is covered in stickers of metal bands and, for some reason, anime characters. 

“Let’s see. Rose, who works at the tavern, told me you, and I quote, single-handedly revitalized this sleepy town.” 

“That doesn’t sound like Rose at all. Way too many syllables.”

Raven laughs. “Fine, I may have embellished her quote a bit. What she actually said isn’t fit for print.”

“And what print is that?”

She closes her notebook and looks at me quizzically.

“Does it matter?”

“Just interested in what publication you’re writing for.”

Raven walks towards me, swaying her hips as she walks. She stops right in front of, stark-blue eyes looking directly into mine. She’s waiting for a reaction, but I keep my cool. 

“Do you have something to hide, mister Reed?”

“Do you want to follow me into my basement and find out?” 

It slips out before I can change my mind. Luckily, Raven throws her head back and laughs.

“I don’t follow strangers into basements, generally. But for the famous Jake Reed, well, I might make an exception.” 

“Famous? Come on now. I’m many things, but I’m not famous.”

She flips open her notebook again. “Let’s see. The tavern-owner, the mayor, the blacksmith, the doctor, the grocery store clerk… all of them speak very highly of you, Jake. Hell, it’s impossible for me to talk to anyone in town without them dropping your name unprompted. You are very important to these people. I’m trying to figure out why.”

I shrug. “I just try to do the right thing. Seems to be working for me so far. Nothing mysterious about it.”

Raven scribbles something down. 

“You still haven’t told me who you’re writing for. You can tell me that much, can’t you?”

She snaps the notebook shut and looks up at me, her blue eyes burning brightly. The young girl reaches up and slides her finger across the stubble on my chin.

“You’re so curious.”

“And you’re so nosy,” I counter. 

Raven studies my face like a painter would, and I return the favor. Her features are flawless. There’s a single freckle on the left side of her nose, barely visible. Her nose-ring soaks up all the attention, but it’s not needed. She’s already gorgeous without any of her many decorations. 

Finally, she lets out a deep sigh. “I’m not some investigative reporter sent here to take you down, Mr. Farmer, if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“Aw. You sound disappointed.”

“Maybe I am.”

“Then why are you here?”

“I’m just a humble travel-writer, Jake. I have a blog. The Roaming Raven. Look me up. I’m in town for the Harvest Festival, not for you.”

“Anchor’s End is a lovely place,” I admit. “As long as you don’t flood it with tourists.”

“Then don’t put on such an amazing Harvest Festival,” she chuckles. “I’ve heard the food here is delicious. Your crops especially. People will travel for that.”

“Fair enough. But if I understand correctly, you do have some journalist ambitions?”

“Maybe,” she says. “What gives?”

“I may have a story for you. A real story. Not a puff-piece about pumpkin lattes and steely-eyed farmers. A real story. About corruption, intimidation, and a small, tight-knit community taking the fight to the big city. Is that something you’d be interested in?”

“Hm. Yes. Yes it would be.”

“Great. Then come find me when the festival wraps up, and I’ll have all the time in the world for you, Rav.”

She scrunches her nose. It looks really cute. “No one calls me that.”

“They do now,” I tease her. 

“Fine. I’m intrigued. When this big party is over, I’ll come find you. Goodbye for now, Mr. Farmer.”

Raven winks at me, turns around, and wanders back towards town. Her black dress billows in the wind, showing off her pale legs. 

Perhaps she can help me get the media on our side. Companies care about their reputations more than anything, and if we can show the world what BayCorp is trying to do to this beautiful little town… it would be a huge help.

On the other hand, I like how quiet Anchor’s End is. I really don’t want to be in the center of a media storm, or have the Rusty Anchor become some kind of Tik Tok hotspot. But I suppose everything changes, and there’s no stopping time. 

First things first. The Harvest Festival is coming up this weekend, and it’s going to be fucking killer. 


CHAPTER 5


The Harvest Festival has finally begun.

The town square is filled with tents, stands and tables, all selling local goods and wares. Grant has a stand where he’s selling his handmade tools; Ruby is selling handcrafted knickknacks, and Emma is manning our stand where she’s selling our fresh produce. 

The streets are absolutely packed with tourists, and the atmosphere is one of merriment. The smell of fresh food fills the air, and mayor Hucklebottom is playing tunes over the many speakers hanging across town. 

The weather is perfect. The sky is a clear blue, the temperature comfortable. Things couldn’t be better.

Cassie finds me wandering the streets and chatting with the townsfolk. The mature woman is wearing a beautiful sundress, the fabric hugging her body tightly.  She hooks her arm into mine and gives my cheek a big kiss.

“There you are! I’ve been looking all over for you!”

“You’ve really outdone yourself,” I say. “This is awesome.”

Cassie’s been instrumental in planning this whole event. She’s been working on it for weeks, and it’s awesome to see all her plans come to fruition. 

“You don’t know the half of it,” she says. “Come, follow me.”

She drags me through the busy crowd. 

“Where are you taking me?”

“You’ll see.”

We head past all the stands, towards a large, red tent on the outskirts of town. The big painted sign out front reads KISSING BOOTH.

A line has already formed outside, made up exclusively out of women. I spot several familiar faces of townsfolk, but also many, many tourists. 

“What’s this?” I ask. 

“And here I thought you could read,” Cassie says as she pokes me in the ribs. “Surprise!”

“You gotta be kidding me.”

“Nope,” Cassie laughs. “We need to pool some funds for our legal fees, right? What’s the biggest draw our little town has? It’s you, mister. So get your butt in there, and give those ladies some kisses.”

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

“Come on, get.”

Cassie opens the flap and ushers me inside. The women outside all holler and cheer as I enter the tent, and I give them a somewhat embarrassed wave. 

“Our farmer will be right with you, folks!” Cassie says. “Just a moment, please.”

While I’ve had my fair share of women since I settled in this town, I haven’t encountered anything quite like this before. 

Inside, it’s remarkably cozy. There’s tons of cushions and pillows laying around, and soft, pink lights have been set in the corners of the room. A small speaker plays gentle, relaxing music. 

Cassie follows me inside and hugs me from behind.

“Are you ready, big guy?”

“I guess,” I laugh. “What do I do?”

“What you do best, Jake.” 

She gives my cheek another kiss and heads outside. “Who’s first?” I hear her ask, and the crowd cheers loudly. Oh man. I’m going to be here for a while. 

I take a seat in the pile of comfy pillows and wait. The flap opens, and the first woman to enter my tent is Lily, who runs the local grocery store with her husband, Pete. 

“Lily,” I say, surprised. I hadn’t spotted her in the crowd.

“Hello, Jake,” she says, her voice barely a whisper. She looks like a deer caught in the headlights, as she stands near the opening. “What do we do now?”

“Whatever you want to do, I suppose,” I say as I pat the cushion next to me. “Come sit.”

Lily strides forward and takes a seat next to me. The busty redhead is wearing a green dress, which fits her nicely. She tucks a strand of red hair behind her ear and looks at me like a nervous school girl would. 

“Forgive me for bringing this up, but Pete⁠—”

“Pete knows,” she says quickly. “Don’t worry about that. He, uhm. Well. When you’re married for so long… what I mean is, that, uhm.”

Lily stammers as she tries to get the words out. I reach out to grab her trembling hands, and slowly stroke the back of them.

“Relax,” I say again. “It’s fine. If your husband knows and is cool with you being here, then that’s perfectly fine with me.”

Her shoulders relax visibly. “Thank you, Jake. I’m sorry for being so, well, like this.” She gestures broadly at her flushed face. “Can’t believe I’m thirty-two and acting like a schoolgirl.”

“It’s fine,” I laugh. “This is all new to me, as well. We don’t have to do anything, you know. We can just talk, if that’s what you want to do.”

“Oh, but I do want to do something,” she says with a guilty little smile. 

I raise my eyebrows. “Like what?” 

Lily fidgets with the hem of her green dress. “Pete and I are high-school sweethearts. I’ve never kissed another man, and, well, Pete and I are both really curious as to what that would be like. He, uhm. He sent me here. So… I would like you to kiss me, Jake. If that’s okay.”

“I’m honored,” I say. “That’s more than okay.”

I would hate to go behind Pete’s back — he’s a great guy, always up for a friendly chat when I’m at the store — but if he’s cool with it, if he sent his wife over to me to get a kiss… well, I’m not gonna complain. 

I reach up and cup Lily’s cheek. Her skin is soft, and she smells like lavender. I wrap my other hand around her waist, and pull her closer towards me. 

Her green eyes flutter and then close as her thick lips part eagerly. 

I lean in and kiss the married woman. 

It starts out slow and tender. Her tongue teases mine, I reciprocate, and soon our tongues are swirling, both of us lost in the deep and passionate kiss. 

She moves her hands to the back of my neck as she presses her body against mine, moaning into my mouth. Our kiss grows more passionate by the second, and within moments we are full-on making out. 

My hands slide up her body, and I cannot resist cupping her big, heavy breasts in my hands. She shudders with pleasure as I give her big tits a firm squeeze. 

In no time she straddles my lap, arms wrapped around my neck, her hips grinding against mine. I’m as hard as a rock, and she’s planting her ass right on my thick bulge. 

I was just going to give her a few pecks, but now she’s bucking her hips against mine and my hands find themselves on her naked ass, underneath her dress, squeezing her soft, supple flesh. 

This is all going too fast. 

Mustering all of my willpower, I pull away to break the kiss. 

“Lily—”

Before I can finish the sentence she grabs my face and pulls me back into the hot kiss, her tongue practically invading my mouth. She humps herself against my lap, her legs trembling. 

I pull away again. 

“Are you su⁠—?”

“I’m so close,” Lily pants. “Please, Jake, I’m so close.”

She reaches down and slides her hand between her legs. When she pulls them back out, her fingers are absolutely glistening with her juices. The housewife is absolutely soaked.

Fuck it. I reach down and grab her big, soft ass and squeeze firmly. “You’re going to cum right here on my lap?” I growl as I pull her hips closer against mine.

The married redhead nods, shuddering with pleasure as she rubs her soaked pussy all over my bulge. “Yes!”

“You’re going to be a good girl?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

She gasps for air, her entire body shuddering, her fingernails digging into my skin as she trembles with her release. Her eyes are glossed over when she finally opens them.

“Oh, wow,” she pants. “Wow, Jake.”

I give her lips a soft peck as I run my fingers through her hair. “Are you okay?”

“More than okay. That was… amazing, Jake. Thank you.”

“You’re more than welcome.”

She climbs off my lap, smoothes out her dress and fixes her hair. When she glances down at my lap, her face grows red with embarrassment. There’s a wet patch, right where she was sitting on me.

“Oh my god,” she says, horrified. Lily covers her face in her hands. “I’m so sorry!”

I laugh. “It’s fine, really. I’m flattered, I promise.”

“Oh my god,” she repeats. “I need to… I need to find my husband. And fuck his brains out. Thank you, Jake.”

She gives me a quick peck and then heads out the tent. The crowd outside cheers. Fuck, everyone heard that, didn’t they? 

I barely have time to adjust myself when the next woman enters my tent. She’s a pretty Japanese tourist called Ruri who looks to be around twenty years old, with long black hair and high cheekbones. She’s wearing a tight, white shirt and denim shorts. 

The asian woman plops herself down next to me right away. “I want what she had!” Ruri says right away. “Is that okay?”

“Uhm, sure, why no⁠—”

Before I can even finish my sentence the tourist flings herself at me. She wraps her arms around my neck and plants her lips firmly against mine. She sucks my lower lip into her mouth and nibbles as her hands glide across my chest. 

Damn, this chick is really good at kissing.  

“So strong,” she says. 

I pull her back into a kiss, my strong hands wrapped around her slender frame. She wastes no time in placing her hand on my thick bulge. 

“Wow,” she gasps. “You’re so big.”

“Thanks?”

“Can I see?” She asks, her eyes wide as she looks at me. “Please?”

I hesitate. There’s a long, long line of people outside..

“Please?” She asks again, fluttering her lashes.

Ah, who could say no to such a pretty face?

“Just a quick peek then,” I say. 

The Japanese tourist pulls my zipper down. She slides her hand into my pants and pulls my thick cock out, her fingers wrapping around my shaft.

“Such a big white cock,” she whispers under her breath. She licks her lips and scoots closer, her tongue wetting her lips. 

Ruri leans in and plants a soft kiss on my shaft. Her eyes are closed and she inhales my scent. The asian woman nuzzles my cock, her other hand sliding into her denim shorts, playing with her hot pussy as she rubs my thick cock against her face. 

The flap opens and Cassie peeps inside to see what’s taking so long. When she sees the tourist wrap her hot lips around the swollen, purple head of my cock, she bites her bottom lip and watches. I motion for her to come closer. 

The mature blonde strides towards us until she’s standing right next to me, looking down at this Japanese tourist with my thick cock halfway down her throat. 

I wonder if Ruri’s visiting Anchor’s End with a tour group, or with her friends — or perhaps even her parents. When her group saw the cozy stalls and the decorations and heard the festive music, could they have imagined Ruri would be on her knees, blowing the local farmer, only an hour or so later? 

I slide my hand up Cassie’s thigh, up her sundress, and press my hand against her hot, soaked pussy. No panties. 

“This is what you wanted to see, isn’t it?” I ask her. “You set up this booth just so you could see half the town with my cock down their throat.”

Cassie nods, her chest heaving up and down with heavy breaths.

Ruri looks up. She was so lost in her own world that she didn’t notice Cassie until now. My cock audibly plops out of Ruri’s mouth, a big wet strand of saliva still connecting my cock to her bottom lip. 

“I didn’t tell you to stop, Ruri,” I say.

The Japanese girl smiles, licks her bottom lip, and wraps her hot lips around my cock again. Cassie moans softly as she watches the scene unfold in front of her. 

The tent is filled with the sound of sloppy sucking. 

Cassie shudders when I slide one of my fingers into her hot pussy, and her knees nearly buckle when my thumb presses against her swollen clit. 

“Take off your dress,” I growl. 

It’s on the floor before I finish my sentence. Cassie’s completely naked, towering over the asian tourist who is on her knees, sucking my cock. 

Ruri looks up at the gorgeous woman in front of her. She opens her mouth wide and sticks out her tongue, and Cassie gets the message. 

The mature blonde takes a step forward and places her hot pussy right in the asian tourists’ waiting face. Ruri wastes no time in licking and eating Cassie’s wet pussy hungrily. 

Cassie grabs a fistful of Ruri’s black hair and rides her face hard, smothering Ruri with her gushing pussy. 

It doesn’t take long for Cassie to come. She trembles hard as her orgasm hits her, and she collapses down on the pillows on the floor, her body flushed with sweat, her hair a mess. 

Ruri wipes her chin, her face covered in juices, and shimmies her denim shorts and black thong down to her ankles. The tiny Japanese girl climbs onto my lap, grabbing my cock and guiding me towards her entrance. 

She slides her tight asian pussy down on my big white cock.

Her pussy is stretched wide, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as she slowly but surely takes every inch of me.

Cassie watches the young tourist ride me. She stares intently at Ruri’s pussy lips stretching wide open, taking my pulsing shaft, one inch at a time, until I’m all the way inside of her. 

Cassie reaches out to slap Ruri’s tight ass. Her fingers move down to grip my shaft, and then towards the asian girl’s puckered asshole. 

“Such a greedy little slut, riding that big fat cock,” Cassie groans as her hands toy with the young girl.

Ruri has got her eyes shut tight, nodding. 

“You’re so big, mister farmer,” she says, her voice shaking. “So big! I need to tell my friends. They all need to feel this before they go home!”

My cock pulses. I can get on-board with that. 

When the Japanese tourist cums, her tight little cunt milks my shaft. The feeling of her lips gripping me sends me right over the edge, and with a loud grunt, I explode deep inside of her. Rope after rope of my potent seed floods her womb. 

When she slides off my lap and falls back down on the mountain of pillows, her hot pussy is a total mess. Her lips are red and swollen, and my seed floods out of her. 

“No, we can’t make a mess on these pillows!” Cassie says, and quickly leans forward to press mouth against the tourist’s freshly-fucked pussy as if it was fizzy drink she had to gulp down quickly. 

Ruri just moans and shudders as Cassie laps at her trembling pussy; and within seconds the asian girl has another orgasm, and then another, and then another. By the time Cassie stops licking, the girl is a total mess.

It takes a moment for her to catch her breath, and Cassie and I run our hands across her nubile body, exploring every inch of it. When she’s recovered she gives us both a final kiss, and then slips her soaked panties back on.

When she’s finally dressed Ruri gives us a deep bow, and heads back outside.

She’s greeted by the cheering crowd. There’s so many, many women waiting outside, ready for their turn on the Reed Machine.

I need a break or I’ll die of dehydration!

Cassie slips her dress back on as I zip up. With her hair still unruly she heads towards the crowd to usher in the next person, as I take a sip of a water.

This is turning out to be one hell of a festival.

The curtain parts, and to my surprise, the cutest girl in the whole town enters my tent: Hope, the tiny waitress.

“Uhm, hello,” she says softly.

Hope’s wearing a beige skirt and white t-shirt, such an innocent look compared to the many sexy dresses and hot-pants I’ve been seeing across town all day.

“Hope! Hello!”

“Rosie sent me,” she says, looking away.

“For what?”

Hope looks up nervously, gazing at me with her big, doe-like eyes.

“To get kissed, of course.”

“Well, that’s what it says on the sign outside, so you’ve come to the right place,” I say, hoping some humor will diffuse the tension that’s built up in this girl’s shoulders.

She chuckles nervously. “Good. Uhm, how does this work?”

“Come here.”

Hope shuffles towards me, until we’re nearly face-to-face. She’ll have to step on the tips of her toes to even reach me for a kiss.

“You haven’t done this before, have you?” I ask, the idea suddenly coming to me.

“Is it that obvious?” Hope stammers.

“A little,” I tease. “Are you sure you want your first kiss to be with me?”

Hope nods feverishly. “Yes,” she says quickly. “Yes, I’m sure, Jake. I mean, if you even want to kiss me.”

“What? You’re gorgeous, Hope. I’d love to kiss you. In fact, come here.”

I tilt her chin up. She looks up at me. Her eyes are so big, brown and innocent. Her lips so soft and inviting. Her features so elf-like.

I lean down and press my lips against hers.

The young thing melts as my tongue presses against her bottom lip. She opens her mouth and lets me in, and I slide my hands around her waist, holding her tightly as my tongue claims her mouth.

The kiss lasts five minutes. When our lips finally part, she looks at me with a look of pure awe. Her short hair is slightly tousled, and her face is red.

“How was that?” I ask.

Her entire face lights up with a big smile.

“Great!” She says. “Thank you, Jake!”

“You’re welcome,” I laugh.

I want to do many, many more things to this cute girl… but the crowd outside is getting impatient. Hope stands on the tips of her toes, gives my lips another peck, and then skips off.

Cassie opens the curtain and pokes her head in. “I think we need to enforce a one-minute maximum from here on out, to prevent a riot. And I’m only half-joking. Your tongue ready for the exercise of a lifetime?”

I crack open a bottle of water and take a sip. “It’s a dirty job, but someone’s gotta do it. Send ‘em in, Cassie. My body is ready.”

“Aye aye, captain! Who’s next?”

A dozen women cheer. My cock stirs as my next customer enters my tent: a drop-dead gorgeous asian MILF. She struts towards me purposefully, a wicked smile on her face.

She leans, wraps her arms around my waist, and leans in to kiss my ear.

“My Ruri was just here,” she whispers. “I want what she had.”

Oh, fuck. This is going to one long, long day…

[image: ]


END OF BOOK 4!

The story will continue with Harm Farem: Book 5! Jake will meet up with Raven and Victoria, and they’ll finally take the fight to BayCorp!

Thanks for reading — I 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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