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FOREWORD


The Harvest Festival concludes with a bang.

Raven, a busty goth writer, is about to publish a story that’ll make Jake famous. His fight to save the cozy town of Anchor’s End from greedy corporations will make national headlines and put him at the center of attention.

Before Raven can finish her story, she’ll need to interview Jake… thoroughly. A prolonged stay at his farm to really get to the bottom of this story is what’s needed.

Emma and Cassie are more than happy to welcome Raven into the fold…


CHAPTER 1


“That was so incredibly hot, Jake. Thank you.”

Cassie cups my face and presses a wet, hot kiss on my lips as I zip my pants up. My tongue, among other body parts, is tired beyond belief. 

A seemingly never-ending supply of women just passed through my tent, all looking for a kiss, and some looking for a lot more. 

Cassie, the mature woman who means the world to me, watched it all play out breathlessly. She orchestrated this whole thing, this kissing booth, as part of the Harvest Festival activities. 

To make money for our town’s legal defense. That is what she’ll tell everyone, of course. The real reason is because she wanted to enjoy the show. And what a hell of a show it was.

“How much money did we make?” I ask as I take a sip of water. God, I’m thirsty. 

“Over five thousand dollars,” Cassie answers.

“What?! People paid that much for a kiss from me?”

“They were all very satisfied, Jake,” Cassie giggles. “I’m proud of you.”

“What can I say, I aim to please.”

We exit my tent and head towards Rosie’s tavern with our pockets filled to the brim with cash. The streets are still filled with people as mayor Huckleberry continues to play his funky tunes over the speakers.

Cassie grabs my hand and gives it a loving squeeze. The sun has started to set, and it casts a beautiful, warm glow over her. 

Her blonde hair is still a mess, and her cheeks are flushed pink. She’s been watching the show all day, watching one woman after another drop to her knees in front of me. I’ve pounded several into oblivion as Cassie stroked their hair. 

I don’t know what I did in my past life to deserve such a woman in my life. She’s so incredibly caring and nurturing, wanting nothing but the best for me. I am incredibly blessed to know this woman — let alone have her be as close as a wife to me. 

Her tight sundress hugs her curvy frame, her nipples nearly poking through the thin fabric. Her wild hair, her big smile, her bare legs… fuck. Even though my member aches from exhaustion, I feel the blood rushing down. 

I stop in my tracks and pull Cassie close, my strong hands sliding around her waist. She gasps in surprise, her eyes opening wide as I kiss her right there and then, in the middle of the busy street. 

She moans into my mouth, surrendering to me, leaning into our kiss. Her hands clutch at my shirt as my tongue claims her mouth.

People pass us by, but no one seems to mind. 

When I finally pull back Cassie gasps for air. She looks up at me dreamily, her eyes filled with emotion. 

“What did I deserve that for?” She asks softly.

“For being the most incredible woman on the planet.”

“Oh, please.”

“I mean it,” I say as I keep my hand around her waist. I pull her close, our foreheads touching. “I don’t say this enough, but… I love you, Cassie.”

“Aw, Jake. I love you too, baby. I love you with all my heart.”

We kiss again, slow and sweet, enjoying the warm glow of the setting sun on our faces and the infectious summer tunes being played by our town’s lovable mayor. 

When we enter Rosie’s tavern we are greeted by loud cheers. I’ve become somewhat of a local celebrity; at first thanks to my excellent produce, but mostly because I’ve taken up the mantle of our town’s defenders against the corporate evil that is BayCorp. 

The place is packed, and I’m slapped on the back and greeted warmly as we make our way to the front. When we reach the bar Rosie immediately pulls me close and gives me a big, warm hug. 

Her ample breasts press against my chest, and the lusty barmaid has no qualms about sliding her down my crotch and giving it a playful squeeze.

“Heard you had a busy day today, cowboy,” she says with a wink. “Do you have something left in the tank for old Rosie?”

Rosie, the busty brunette tavern-owner is a ball of fire. She was among my earliest conquests since arriving in Anchor’s End, and remains one of my favorites. 

“Maybe later, Rosie,” I say. “Right now, I’m beat.”

“Aw, poor baby. Don’t worry, I’ve just got the thing for you.”

She pours two frothy beers for us, leaning forward, her voluptuous breasts almost completely visible to me. She grins knowingly at me as I ogle her cleavage. 

“Here, two big ones,” Rosie says as she pounds them onto the bar for me and Cassie. “On the house.”

Cassie and I thank her as we take our well-deserved sip of beer. Ah, that hits the spot. 

Several townsfolk want to have a word with me, and I spend the next hour or so mingling and making small-talk with the locals. 

Grant, our jovial blacksmith, is telling me all about his favorite board game when I suddenly spot her. All the way in a booth in the back, my favorite dark-haired beauty. 

Victoria Cross. 

Her short black skirt shows off plenty of her gorgeous, panty-hose covered legs. Her shiny black heels tap on the floor as our eyes meet across the room, and her red lips turn upwards into a smile. 

“Excuse me, the intricacies of Catan are riveting, but someone is looking for me,” I tell Grant as I try to escape from that conversation. 

“Have you not been listening? I prefer the original title Die Siedler von Catan! It’s a classic!” Grant says. “You’ve got to come and play it with me, Jake!”

“I’ll do my best, Grant!”

That placates the bearded blacksmith, and he finally lets me go. I head over towards Victoria. 

“Jake Reed. A pleasure as always,” she says when I reach her table.

Victoria Cross is dressed impeccably, as always. Her classy outfit — black skirt and white top — accentuates her hourglass figure. Her glossed lips curl up into a smile as she uncrosses her legs. 

Victoria’s a lawyer, and one working for the bad guys. Until she met me. Now, she’s on our team, risking her entire career to save Anchor’s End from her father’s law firm. 

Sitting across from Victoria is none other than Raven. The goth-girl is wearing a black dress, fishnet stockings and platform boots. A choker sits around her neck, and her nose-ring gleams in the soft light of the bar. 

She has a notebook out and the wannabe report is jotting down every word that leaves Victoria’s lips. 

If you judge these two women on their outfits, they couldn’t be more different. The corporate Victoria and the anarchist Raven. Despite that, they seem to be engrossed in a deep and long conversation. 

“Care to join us, farmer?” Victoria says as she makes space for me. 

I slide down next to her. “What were you two talking about?”

“Taking down the establishment!” Raven says, her icy blue eyes sparking with unbridled enthusiasm. 

Victoria laughs and takes a sip of her cocktail. I had no idea they even served cocktails in this joint, but Victoria is the type to always get her way. 

“Something like that,” Victoria says. “This is all off-the-record, of course.”

“Of course,” Raven says as she continues writing.

Underneath the table, Victoria presses her leg against mine. Her silky smooth thigh rubs against mine, and I can’t help but glance down. Her short skirt has ridden up, and the top of her stockings are exposed. The contrast between her pale legs and her dark stockings is incredibly erotic. 

Victoria caresses my cheek with one finger, her perfume filling my nose. My thoughts drift back to that wonderful evening we spent in her luxurious penthouse. 

She opened the door for me naked and willing. On her knees. Blindfolded. 

What more would a man want? 

Blood rushes down to my member as Victoria squeezes my thigh, her nails grazing against my crotch. 

“Where were we?” Victoria asks. 

“You were just about to give me all the juicy details,” Raven says. 

“Ah, yes. Pay attention, girl, because I’m going to say all of this only once…”


CHAPTER 2


Victoria spills the beans. She gives Raven a complete overview of everything BayCorp has been up to. How they’ve been bullying small farmers and businesses, and even how they’ve been bribing local government officials to get away with it all. 

Raven listens carefully, jotting it all down. This is the scoop that she’s been waiting for, the story that will make her career.

Meanwhile, Victoria runs her hand up and down my legs, edging closer to my crotch. I return the favor, slipping my hand between her legs. She parts them, and I am pleased to find she’s not wearing any panties. 

I slide my hand between her legs. Her pussy is soaked, and I enter her easily. Her dark lashes flutter for a brief moment, but she gives no other indication that I’m knuckle-deep inside of her. 

Her hand fumbles with my zipper and pulls it down. Vicky stuff her hand into my boxers and squeezes my hard, aching cock hard. My thumb presses against her clit as I toy with her, knowing exactly how to get the hot lawyer off. 

Raven is completely oblivious to what is going on right under her nose as her pen moves across her journal. I doubt anyone in the packed bar can tell. Everyone is busy with their own conversations. 

I slip a second finger into Vicky’s tight cunt, and curl it up, pressing against her walls. A small gasp escapes from Victoria’s kissable lips, and she quickly grabs her cocktail and takes a zip.

Her right hand is jerking me so hard now it accidentally bumps against the underside of the table loudly. Raven looks up, surprised. 

“Bumped my knee,” I say with a fake grimace. “It’s a wild story, right?”

“Totally,” Raven agrees. “In fact, I think I need a smoke. Be right back.”

The goth girl leaves the table, leaving me and Victoria alone. With her gone I intensify my movements, and within seconds I have the cool lawyer gasping and moaning. She closes her eyes and shudders as her orgasm hits her. 

I pull my fingers out of her. They are literally dripping with her juices as I raise them above the table. Victoria grabs my wrist and pulls them closer, and she looks directly into my eyes as she opens her mouth and sucks her own pussy juice off her fingers. 

“I missed you,” she says, her other hand still working my big, throbbing shaft. She gives my cock a firm squeeze “I missed this.”

“Missed you, too,  babe,” I say. “Work will start on my farmhouse soon. It’ll be big enough that you can move in with me.”

Her eyes widen. “Are you sure?”

I nod firmly. “Oh yeah. I want you by my side, Vicky.”

“That’s… amazing. Thank you, Jake. I don’t know how I can repay you. You’ve given me so much already.”

“Oh, please. Without you, BayCorp would take us to the cleaners. This town is only going to survive because of you.”

“Still, what you’re doing is super generous. If there’s anything I can do.”

“Well, I can think of one thing…”

When Raven returns to our booth, she finds me sitting alone, arms stretched out wide, a goofy smile on my face. She slides into her seat across from me, smelling of cigarettes. 

“Where’s Miss Cross?” Raven asks as she glances down at her notes. “I had some further questions.”

I glance down. Between my legs Victoria kneels, her red lips wrapped firmly around my thick shaft. I grab a fistful of her dark hair and push her down, making her gag on my thick shaft. Saliva drips down the sides. 

“Something came up,” I tell Raven. 

“Hm.”

“I can probably help, though.”

“I was just thinking that if I publish this…”

“BayCorp will come after you as well,” I say, finishing Raven’s sentence. “That’s true. You’ll definitely be at risk.”

“Ah, fuck it,” Raven says. “Fuck BayCorp. I won’t let those bastards stop me from getting the word out. It’s just that…”

“What?” I ask. 

My other hand is under the table as well, inside Victoria’s top, roughly squeezing her tits and toying with her nipples. 

“I’m not exactly flush with cash. I don’t think BayCorp can stop me from publishing, but they can ruin me with legal fees.”

“Don’t worry about that. Victoria and I have got your back.”

The goth girl looks up with an anxious smile. “For real?”

“For real,” I say. 

Vicky must agree as well, because she’s bobbing her head up and down fast. If it weren’t for the loud music and the crowded bar, Raven could hear the glug-glug-glug sounds clearly. 

The goth leans over the table and holds out her hand for me. I pull mine up from under the table, giving Vicky’s nipple one last tweak, and grab Raven’s hand. 

“Thank you, Jake,” she says. “For real.”

“Don’t thank me. You’re the one getting the word out, and saving this town. I ought to thank you.”

She bites her bottom lip. “About that. I want to ask you for a favor.”

“What’s that?”

“Can I crash at your place tonight?”

I raise my eyebrows. Victoria’s manicured nails tease my sack as her tongue swirls around the engorged head of my cock, just underneath the table. 

“Aren’t you staying here?” I ask. “At the tavern?”

“Yeah,” Raven says. “And I haven’t been getting any sleep. The other room is being rented by some young couple that are fucking like newlyweds. It was fun at first, but at some point, it gets a bit much. Plus, look at this place. This party isn’t going to end anytime soon. If I could just crash on your couch, I would really appreciate it.”

I lean back into my seat. Victoria opens her mouth and stretches out her tongue, rubbing my swollen head all over her face. 

“Sure,” I say. “Not a problem.”

“Awesome!” Raven says. “I’ll go grab my things right now! Be right back!”

Raven jumps out of her seat. As I watch her black dress swish from side to side I grab a fistful of Victoria’s dark hair and shoot my load directly down her throat. The hot lawyer swallows every last drop eagerly.

When she scoots back up her cheeks are flushed, her hair is a mess and her dark make-up is smeared all over her face. 

“How do I look?” I ask. 

“Like a panda,” I admit. 

“A panda who just sucked cock?” 

“You got it.”

“Nice. That’s my absolute favorite look. You’re going to fuck that pretty little girl, aren’t you?”

“Maybe,” I say. “I’m getting the vibe that she doesn’t let people get close to her, so who knows.”

“God, how I’d like to see that pale pussy being spread open right in front of me…”

I chuckle as I pat Victoria’s legs. “Who knows, you might get your wish.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Vicky answers. She glances down at her watch and sighs. “I have to head back to the city.”

“No way, you’re not driving. It’s way too late for that. You’re staying at my place as well.”

“I have work tomorrow, I can’t.”

“Then they’ll simply have to do without you for a couple of hours. I insist.”

“Fine,” Victoria laughs. “You win.”

At that moment Raven returns, a large backpack swung over her shoulder. “I’m ready. Oh, hi, Victoria! You’re back! Uhm, are you okay? Have you been crying?”

“Oh, this?” Victoria says. “No, it’s fine. I’ve got allergies.”

“Inside a bar…?”

“Yeah, it’s a very specific allergy. It seems like I’ll be crashing at Jake’s as well tonight.”

“Oh, cool,” Raven says. “Can I ask you some more questions?”

“I’m done with work for the night, if you don’t mind.”

“Got it.”

“So, shall we be off, then?” 

“You got it,” I say as I stand up and help Victoria out of the booth. After saying my goodbyes to Rosie, I walk into the warm summer night with the two dark-haired beauties…


CHAPTER 3


Iwake up the next morning with Victoria’s tight ass pressed against my hard dick. Cassie and Emma offered to share Emma’s bed so Vicky could sleep in my bed while Raven takes the couch downstairs.

A ray of light shines through a crack in the curtains. Birds chirp outside. Another lovely day in Anchor’s End. 

Vicky shifts, her hips pushing back at me. “Oh,” she says as she turns around and presses herself against me, her hands encircling my shaft. “You’re always ready, aren’t you?”

“How can I not be, with such beauty next to me?”

“Suck-up,” she says, but from her wide smile I can tell she loves the compliment. 

I cup her ass and pull her closer to me. She strokes my cock slowly as he gives me a kiss. “Do we have time for a quickie?” She whispers. 

I listen for any sounds coming from downstairs, but it seems Raven is still fast asleep. 

“We do,” I whisper back.

“Great,” Vicky says as she kisses her way down my body. 

When she gets to my cock she lets out a happy sigh. 

“I just love this big guy,” she says as she plants kisses all over the sides. She even nuzzles my sack and takes a big whiff. “Your scent, your taste, I just live for it.”

“Glad to be of service,” I say, my hands resting behind my head. 

This is the life. Waking up and getting your cock worshiped by your sexy lawyer. There’s only one thing that could make this scene better…

Victoria wraps her hot lips around the swollen head of my cock and hums. She eagerly bobs her head up and down. 

“Show me that ass.”

As her wet tongue worships me she gets on her knees and points her ass towards me. I grab her firmly and spread her cheeks, revealing her pink, glistening pussy and her delicious puckered asshole. 

My fingers enter her soaked cunt easily. Her lips pop off my cock and she moans deeply as my thumb presses against her tightest hole. Her eyes flutter as I tease both her holes. 

And that moment there’s a soft knock at the door. Victoria freezes and tenses up, her pussy clamping down on my fingers. 

“Yes?” I ask. 

“Sorry to wake you, but my stuff is still in there,” Cassie says. “Can I come in?”

Victoria looks up at me, eyes wide.

“Of course. Come in,” I say. 

The door cracks open and Cassie steps into the room, the blonde beauty wearing a white bath-robe tied loosely around her frame. She stops dead in her tracks when she sees Victoria is fully nude and on her hands and knees next to me, my cock jutting upright just inches from her face. 

“Victoria, meet Cassie. Cassie, this is Victoria.”

“Hello,” Cassie says.

“Uhm, hi,” Victoria stammers. 

“Don’t worry. Cassie here likes to watch. Don’t you, Cassie?”

Cassie nods, her cheeks red. 

“Answer the question.”

“Yes.”

“Good. Close the door behind you. Now take a step closer. How about you open your bathrobe and you let Vicky see those big fat tits of yours?”

Cassie’s hands are shaking with excitement as she undoes her robe. She pulls it open and her big, juicy breasts spring into view. The warm morning light coming through the curtains shines down beautifully on her pale tits and her hard, pink nipples. 

“What do you think, Vicky?” I ask as I slowly start moving my fingers that are still inside of the lawyer’s tight, wet cunt. “Cassie’s got nice tits, doesn’t she?”

“Yes,” Victoria says. “She does.”

“How about you worship my cock and show Cassie what a good obedient cocksucker you are, Vicky?”

Victoria eagerly wraps her lips back around my cock and takes me down deep. Her pussy gushes all over my fingers — she’s getting off on this. I know Victoria well. The hot-shot, powerful lawyer wants nothing more than to follow orders. 

She needs an outlet from all that stress of owning the courtrooms, and there’s no better place to do that than between my legs.

Cassie closely watches the lawyer suck my cock. One hand slips between her legs and toys with her wet pussy as the other one squeezes her big tits. 

I motion for Cassie to come closer. She lets the robe fall down to the ground and kneels down on the bed next to me. I grab her hand and place it on Victoria’s head. Cassie’s finger intertwines with the lawyer’s dark-hair as she pushes her head down.

“Tell her what to do, Cassie.”

“Suck that big cock,” Cassie whispers. 

“Louder.”

“Suck that big cock!” 

Victoria gags on my thick length, saliva dripping down my shaft as her beautiful dark eyes look up at me. 

With my encouragement Cassie gets more and more into it. She tugs at Vicky’s hair, slaps her ass, tells her how to suck me and plays with her own pussy as she watches it all from up close. 

I put my hands behind my back and rest as the two beauties worship my cock. The feeling of Vicky’s talented tongue sliding up and down my thick shaft as Cassie gropes the young woman’s body all over is almost too much. My balls tighten, but I’m not ready to cum just yet. 

I grab a handful of Victoria’s dark hair and yank her off my cock. A line of drool connects her hot lips with the purple head of my cock. 

Cassie doesn’t hesitate for even a second. She scoots over and wraps her lips around my cock, the busty blonde sucking my cock eagerly, her saliva mixing with Victoria’s. 

Vicky looks at me, a bit dazed with lust, her cheeks flushed. Cassie wiggles her ass, and I nod towards it. Vicky’s eyes widen when she understands the order. She bites her bottom lip and gets into position, on her hands and knees behind the mature woman’s big, round ass. 

I grab a handful of Cassie’s cheeks and spread them wide. 

“Eat it,” I order her. “Eat Cassie’s ass, my horny little slut.”

Victoria happily follows that order. She buries her face in Cassie’s big round ass, her tongue licking Cassie’s slit from top to bottom.

I give my busty blonde a slap on the ass. “Keep sucking,” I groan. Cassie bobs her head up and down, moaning deeply as Victoria’s tongue teases her tight asshole and wet cunt. 

“Oh my god,” Cassie groans, her mouth stuffed full. “Right there, oh yeah, right there!” 

I grab a fistful of Victoria’s dark hair and smother her with Cassie’s big behind as the blonde gags on my cock, lewd sounds filling the room. 

“You love eating ass, don’t you?” I groan. “You love being my obedient little slut.”

Victoria moans, nodding, her eyes shut tight. Her hands move furiously as the toys with her own pussy. 

“Are you going to cum?” I say. “Are you going to cum with your tongue down this stranger’s hot asshole?”

She nods furiously. To the sexy lawyer Cassie’s a total stranger, and seconds after meeting this busty blonde, Victoria’s now got her tongue inside this woman. 

“God, that’s so good,” Cassie moans. “Make me cum! Make me fucking cum!” 

I shut Cassie up by grabbing her hair and forcing my cock down her throat. She gags loudly. 

“Cum for me, Cassie,” I grow. “Cum while you’re getting your throat fucked and your ass licked.”

Cassie can’t answer me, her mouth filled to the brim, but her eyes flick up and the look in her eyes tell me everything. She nods, her eyes fluttering, and then her body trembles as she orgasms on the spot.

I unload myself deep inside Cassie’s throat, rope after rope of my hot seed splashing the back of her throat. She tries to swallow it all, but there’s just too much. When she pulls her lips off of me, my sticky white cum drips down her chin. She’s a hot mess.

“Gimme,” Victoria moans wantonly. “Give me that cum!”

Cassie’s eyes widen, and she smiles wickedly. She grabs the base of my cock and squeezes, milking the last drop of my hot seed out of me. She licks it up and then turns towards Vicky, who is waiting patiently for her turn. 

Cassie leans in and gives the lawyer a hot tongue kiss, sharing my load between the two of them. The noises they make are beyond erotic as they both moan and groan.

Meanwhile, I sit back and enjoy the view. Two gorgeous women kissing and moaning right in front of me as they eagerly share my load? Not a bad way to wake up. My eyes take their sweet time drinking in their perfect bodies. 

Cassie’s so thick, so curvy, so damn breedable. The curves of her hips, her waist and her breasts; I can never get enough of them. Victoria’s a bit slimmer, her tits smaller but very perky, her legs toned, her ass pert. 

Victoria comes as she kisses Cassie, uttering soft moans, her toes curling up. Satisfied the two beautiful fall on the bed, bodies tangled together, their hands roaming all over each other. 

I lean over and give both of them a kiss. “Good morning.”

“Morning,” Cassie says.

“Good morning indeed,” Victoria laughs, her cheeks flushed. 

“I think it’s time I check on our guest,” I say as I get up out of bed. I’d prefer to stay here and entangle myself between these two hotties, but that’s not the life of a farmer. I have to work, and only after I’ve done my job can I enjoy the fruits of my labor. 

And my, there’s so many damn fruits in this town to enjoy…

“We’ll be down… eventually,” Cassie says as she runs her hand down Victoria’s body and grabs a handful of her tight ass.

I chuckle and shake my head. “Enjoy the morning, you two…”


CHAPTER 4


After a quick shower to freshen up I throw on some clothes and head downstairs, the smell of fresh coffee drawing me to the kitchen. 

Raven’s pouring herself a cup. She’s only wearing a long black t-shirt from some obscure metal band and, somewhat surprisingly, simple white cotton panties. 

I expected something brash and loud like all her other clothes, but her panties are simple and cute. 

She turns to face me, her black hair hanging loosely over her shoulders. This chick looks effortlessly beautiful. 

“Morning,” I say. “You’re up early.”

“Morning.” 

Raven leans against the kitchen counter and sips her coffee while looking right at me. A strip of sunlight shines down on her long, pale legs, but I try not to stare. 

“How’d you sleep? Was the couch comfortable enough?”

She shrugs. “It was fine. You’ll get no complaints from me.”

“Good.”

I sip my coffee and both of us are silent for a moment. Raven keeps looking at me, and then averting her gaze when I look back. 

“What?” I ask. “Is there something on my face?”

“No,” she says, suddenly shy. “It’s just that I, uhm, I heard sounds coming from upstairs.”

Heat rises to my cheeks. It seems like the walls are thinner than I thought. I scratch the back of my neck as Raven tries not to grin. 

“Sorry about that,” I say. 

“It’s fine,” she says shyly as she fidgets with the hem of her shirt, still avoiding my eyes.

I suddenly remember what she told me about Rosie’s tavern — there was a young couple there who kept banging away all night, keeping Raven up. And now I bring her here, and what does she wake up to? An illicit threesome happening right upstairs. 

No wonder she seems uncomfortable. 

“I mean it. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” I say. 

“I’m not uncomfortable,” she says softly. “Just… jealous.”

I nearly spit out my coffee. “Sorry?” 

Her pale blue eyes flick up and lock onto mine. Then, without saying a word, she pulls her t-shirt up. Her soft, perfect breasts are on full display. Her nipples are a beautiful shade of pink, and both are pierced. 

She bites her bottom lip as she waits for my reaction. Her tits are firm and perky, her nipples hard and inviting. My cock reacts on instinct, already hardening, the bulge in my gray slacks clearly visible. 

“Do you like them?” She asks, cocking her head to the side. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

“You’re gorgeous,” I say when I find my words again. “As I’m sure you’re well aware of, Raven.”

She shrugs her shoulders, her perky tits bouncing a little. “I don’t know, I’m not a sexy bombshell like Victoria. She had all of your attention the entire evening.”

That’s because she was jerking me off underneath the table, you silly girl. 

I had no idea this raven-haired beauty was jealous of Victoria. The goth girl seemed very distant, as if she was putting up a wall. I thought that perhaps she didn’t like me, or at the very least, didn’t trust me. 

But I had it all wrong. She’s self-conscious and she doubts herself and her own beauty.  

How could she? Raven is absolutely stunning. Her dark make-up, her piercings, her pale skin and her black hair all make for one exquisite package. And now she’s standing in my kitchen, her nipples hard, her tits exposed, and her pussy covered only by a thin layer of cotton. 

I take a step forward and boldly place my hand on her left breast. She shivers, but doesn’t move away. I run my thumb across her pierced nipple. Raven sucks in a breath as her nipple hardens even further. 

“You’re telling me the cool and collected Raven is actually insecure and jealous?” I tease. 

“Maybe,” she says, her voice fluttering.

“Insecure girls don’t flash farmers like me and let them play with their perky tits, though,” I say as I let my fingers sink into her soft flesh. 

She groans as she looks up at me, her tongue wetting her bottom lip. “Okay, you got me. I know I’m hot as shit, but you haven’t made a move on me yet. I was alone on your couch all night, and you didn’t come to check on me once.”

I lean forward, our faces mere inches apart. I feel her hot breath on my skin, and her big blue eyes are locked onto mine. 

“How’s this for a move?”

My left hand squeezes her breast and the right grabs a handful of her dark hair as I kiss her deeply. Her lips are warm and soft and inviting as she eagerly returns the kiss. 

I push her against the kitchen counter, her perky tits pressing against my chest as my tongue enters her mouth. She hops onto the counter and wraps her pale legs around my waist, pulling me in closer, her arms wrapped around my neck.

“Better,” she says, gasping for air as I pull away for a moment. “Much better.”

She grabs the hem of my shirt and pulls it over my head, and the goth sucks in a breath when she sees my naked and muscled chest. 

“Fuck, you’re so damn sexy Jake,” she says, her eyes fixed on my muscles. Raven runs her hands up and down my torso, and then leans in to kiss her way down my chest. 

I have other plans. I grab her hips, her body fitting so perfectly into my hands, and lift her up. I carry her to my kitchen table and lower her down on there. Then, without warning, I spin her around. She gasps, a mixture of surprise and delight. 

Her t-shirt is bunched around her waist, her plump ass covered only by the thin, white panties. I grab a handful of her soft flesh and just squeeze. She gasps and wiggles her ass, daring me to go further. 

Challenge accepted.

I yank her panties down to her ankles in one go, exposing her soft, smooth, pale flesh. My firm hand comes down hard and fast, smacking her naked ass. She moans as her pale cheeks jiggle and redden. 

“Ow,” she breathes. “That hurt!”

“But you liked it,” I say confidently.

She’s silent for a moment. “Yes,” she says softly.

“Louder!” I say as I spank her again.

“I like it!” She groans, her toes curling up. “Ow, Jake! Fuck! I like it!”

I spank her hard, her moans growing louder with every slap. Her ass is bright red by the time I slide my hand between her legs to feel how wet she is. 

Raven is absolutely dripping, her pussy soaked. 

“Spread your legs,” I order.

Raven does as ordered, opening her legs wide for me. The goth beauty is spread out on my kitchen table, her ass red, her pussy glistening, as just outside the morning sun rises, coating my fields a beautiful orange. 

I run my fingers across her wetness, teasing her.

“I want you,” she moans. “Fuck me, Jake.”

“Not yet.”

“Why not?” She whines as she pushes her ass back at me. My cock is throbbing and aching to split this pale beauty wide open, but I’m going to make her beg for it. 

I slide my finger into her wetness easily.

“Tell me what you want, Raven.”

“I want you.”

“Be more specific,” I say as I pump my finger into her. Her wet pussy squelches.

“I want you to fuck me!”

“Be more specific.”

“I want you to fuck my tight little pussy with your big fucking cock, Jesus!” She groans. “Please!”

“Well, well, well. What do we have here? Have you found a new toy, Jake?”

Emma strides into the kitchen, wearing a sports-bra and running shorts, her blonde hair tied into a ponytail.

Raven looks up in shock, her face red and flustered. When their eyes meet there’s a moment of recognition, and I watch Emma’s eyes widen.

“Oh, not this bitch,” she says.

“Fuck you,” Raven shoots back. 

“What’s this now, Emma?” I ask, my fingers still rubbing Raven’s sensitive folds. “Raven? Do you two know each other?”

“She bumped into me at the bar last night, didn’t even say sorry,” Emma says, crossing her arms. “Spilled her drink all over me.”

“Maybe you should have watched where you were going,” Raven shoots back. 

“I know how to fix this,” I say firmly. “Emma, come here.”

Emma walks towards me. I grab Raven’s tight ass and spread her cheeks wide open, exposing her puckered asshole and her wet, glistening pussy. Raven gasps, but doesn’t move away as I completely expose her body. My thumb massages her tight asshole, and the goth girl pants. 

“Emma. I could use some saliva to lube up this bitch’s asshole. Would you mind?”

Emma looks at me, and then down at Raven’s exposed body. Emma’s cheeks are red as she leans forward and lets a fat drop of saliva drip down onto Raven’s exposed anus. 

The goth squeals as it touches her. I rub the saliva into her puckered asshole, and the goth girl’s moans become more frantic.

“What do you say to that, Raven?”

“Ugh, don’t make me say it.”

I press my thumb against her tight, puckered hole. “Say it.”

“Thank you, Emma,” Raven says. 

“For what?” Emma says instantly.

“Ugh… you… Thank you for spitting on my asshole, Emma.”

“You’re welcome,” Emma says gleefully. She looks very pleased with herself, but she’s not done. Not by a long-shot. 

“I don’t think that’s quite enough saliva, Emma,” I say as I look directly at her. “Give it another go.”

The blonde finally realizes what I want her to do. I nod. With her cheeks flushed, Emma slowly leans down. Her tongue tentatively darts out and brushes against Raven’s backdoor. 

“Oh god,” Raven moans as she looks over her shoulder at what’s happening. “I can’t believe you’re eating my ass.” She moans and wiggles as Emma gets more and more into it, tasting her hungrily, her tongue licking the pale goth up and down. 

“That’s better,” I say. “I knew you two could get along.”

I walk around the table and pull my gray slacks and my boxers down. My hard cock jumps out, bobbing up and down, inches from Raven’s face. She sucks in a breath when she sees it, her eyes locked onto my thickness. 

I wrap my fingers around the base of my cock and slowly start pumping myself. Raven obediently opens her mouth and stretches out her tongue like a good little cock-slut, and I take a step forward and rub the purple, swollen head all over her wet tongue.  

Raven swirls her tongue around my tip, her big blue eyes looking up at me. Meanwhile, Emma continues to bury her face between Raven’s fat cheeks, moaning as she does so.

I grab a handful of Raven’s black hair and force myself into her mouth. The goth girl gags as my thick inches stretch her pretty lips wide open. I fuck her mouth, using her face for my pleasure, my big balls slapping against her chin with every thrust. 

“That’s it, take that big cock down your throat you hot little slut,” I growl. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

Raven nods furiously as tears run down her face. “Mmhm! Mhmmhm!” 

“What’s that?” I ask. “I can’t hear you with my fat cock stuffed down your throat.”

I pull out and Raven gasps, saliva dripping down her face.

“Yes!” She says. “I said yes!” 

“That’s what I thought.”

I slam my cock back into her mouth as I lean forward and slap her pale ass hard. Emma’s fingers are furiously pumping and out of Raven’s wet pussy, as her tongue rims the goth’s tight asshole. 

Raven’s moans grow more and more frantic until she suddenly stiffens and goes silent. Her pussy and her asshole clench and spasm as the goth beauty cums hard. Her loud moans are muffled by my cock, her eyes locked onto mine. Her pale skin is covered by a sheen of sweat as she trembles fiercely. 

I pull my cock out of her mouth, just in time for the last, deep, wanton moan to leave Raven’s mouth.

“Oh my fucking god,” she groans loudly. “Fuck me, Jake. That was… ugh. Oh my god.”

Emma laughs as she comes up for air, both her hands smacking Raven’s tight ass playfully. “Yeah, he knows how to use that big cock of his alright.”

“Your tongue is not half bad either, Christ,” Raven says. 

“You’re welcome,” Emma chuckles. 

“Ready for the main event?” I ask as I take my place between Raven’s pale legs. Her thighs are dripping and her pussy is swollen and wet. The goth beauty looks at me over her shoulders, her pupils wide as she nods. 

She wants this badly. I don’t make her wait. 

My hard cock slides into her wet pussy easily, her lips stretching around my thick shaft. The young writer moans, throwing her head back in ecstasy. I bury myself deep inside of her, her slick pussy walls squeezing my thickness tightly. 

Emma kneels down next to the kitchen table. She grabs Raven’s head and pulls her in for a deep kiss, their lips locking and their tongues swirling around one another as I slam into Raven, harder and harder. 

Raven suddenly stops the kiss. She’s silent for a moment, and then her face contorts and her entire body twitches. She’s cumming on my cock. Hard. Her pussy squeezes my cock, but I’m not done pounding her yet. 

I fuck her through her orgasm, the table creaking and groaning from the force of my pounding. 

At that moment I feel two hands slide around my waist and hot breath on the back of my neck. 

“Mmhm, I told you to wait until I could see you stretch that pale cunt out,” a seductive voice whispers in my ear.

Victoria. She runs her hand down my body, squeezing and massaging my sensitive balls as her tongue explores my ear. 

“Feel free to take a closer look, Vicky,” I say through my heavy breaths. 

“Mhmm, I think I’ll do that.”

Victoria gets down on her hands and knees and climbs between my legs. I look down and see the naked, sultry lawyer look up at my thick cock spreading the pale writer open with a look of pure lust and adoration, and at that moment I feel like I’m on top of the world. 

With a wicked smile she sticks out her tongue and starts licking the underside of my cock as it pistons in and out of the goth; my heavy balls slapping against Victoria’s face with every thrust. 

The pleasurable sensations make my entire body tense up.

I can no longer hold out. 

My cock surges and I feel my hot cum spurt inside of her, filling her up completely. Raven gasps loudly, her eyes widening, her mouth hanging open as I fill her tight cunt to the brim with my potent seed.

She begins to cum again, her body trembling, her pussy was clenching and spasming around my cock. She pushes back at me, coaxing every last drop out of me. 

Victoria does the same, sucking my big, hefty balls into her eager mouth, her tongue worshiping my sack as I fill Raven with my cum. 

When I’m well and truly spent I take a step back, sweat trickling down my naked body. Raven’s pussy is left gaping wide open, my hot cum leaking out of her. Victoria buries her face in there right away, slurping away, eagerly licking up that hot creampie out of the young writer. 

When I sat down with the both of them last night in Rosie’s bar, the sexy lawyer and the goth writer, there was definitely some tension between the two of them.

I couldn’t have imagined I would be watching said lawyer eagerly lap up my cum out of the pale goth’s creampied pussy the following morning.

Every day in the beautiful town of Anchor’s End is full of surprises.


CHAPTER 5


“You made it!” 

Grant opens his front door and seems genuinely surprised to see me. 

“I told you I’d make it, wouldn’t I?” I say as I hold up a six-pack. “Brought some libations.” 

His smile broadens. “Come in, come in!”

The jovial blacksmith was so adamant I join him for a board game night that I decided to turn up. I could use a distraction, and while board games aren’t my hobby per se, I figured I could always give it a shot.  

Grant’s house is an absolute mess. It’s stuffed to the gills with all sorts of geeky paraphernalia. There’s lego everywhere, minifigures dotted around the place, with various sci-fi and fantasy posters hanging on all the walls. 

“Damn, Grant. Didn’t know you were into all of this.”

“Oh yeah, I’m a proud geek. Everyone’s through here, follow me.”

The blacksmith leads me to a special gaming room in the back. I spot several familiar faces around the table — George Hucklebottom, Doctor Kim, Pete from the shop — and one unfamiliar face: A gorgeous, mature, buxom woman with platinum blonde hair.  With her sexy, low-cut red dress she looks quite out of place among the dudes wearing cargo shorts.

“Jake is here, everyone! You know the guys.”

“Yes, but not you.” I extend my hand towards the beautiful woman. She accepts it with a gentle touch. “My name’s Jake.”

“Pamela,” she says. “Nice to meet you, Jake.”

“Nice to meet you, too.”

“Pamela’s my mom,” Grant says. “She’s in town for the festival.”

“What? She’s way too young to be your mom, dude.”

Pamela giggles. “You’re a gentleman, Jake, but it’s true. I had Grant here when I was quite young.”

“If you say so, Pamela. So, what are we playing?”

“Glad you asked!” Grant says 

He gestures at the impressive, floor-to-ceiling board game collection he owns. “These are my top-picks. Now, there’s more in the other room if none of these are to your liking. Plus, there’s more in the shed, I believe.”

“Grant. Please. You invited me. You tell me what you want to play.”

He laughs in that deep, baritone voice of his. “What I want to play is Staryard Excavators, but we don’t have the required eight hours! Now, there’s Bones & Grime, or perhaps Hellscape: Torment…”

“Can’t we just play something simple?” Pamela whines. “I don’t want to play your boring games all night, Big G.”

“Big G? Oh, I like that. I'll start calling you that from now on,” I say. 

“Die Settler Von Catan will do,” Grant says. “If the guys agree?”

George and the gang are fine with that choice, and so he busts out a copy of Catan. It’s a fun enough game, and time passes quickly. I spend a lot of it chatting to Pamela. Turns out she’s a very interesting woman with a career in finance who has traveled all over the globe. 

Not the jet-setting nest I expected the down-to-earth Grant to come from, but life is full of surprises. 

When we finish our game — I just edge out the win in the last round from a surprised Grant — Pamela stands up and puts her hands flat on the table. She leans over, her large breasts pressing against the red fabric. 

“I’ve entertained you with your silly games. Now it’s time to play a real game. I assume you all know how to play poker?”

“Oh yeah,” I say with a laugh. “Bring it.”

“Not really my style,” George says.

“Yeah, I’ve got to head out,” Dr. Kim says.

“Me too,” Pete agrees. 

“Ah come on! Too chicken?” Pamela says. “It’ll be a riot!”

“No thanks,” George says, shuffling uncomfortably in his seat. 

The three players file out, leaving me alone with Grant and the platinum-blonde MILF. The blacksmith looks a little dejected as he shakes their hands, and I place my hand on his shoulder when he closes the door behind them. 

“You okay, buddy?” I ask. “Something wrong? You look a little down.”

“I don’t know,” Grant shrugs. “I just wish people would stick around longer, you know? I have all these games, but people just want to play Catan over and over again, and they always leave as soon as the game is done.” 

“They are boring nerds,” Pamela calls out from the kitchen as she fixes herself a drink. “You could do better.”

“They’re my friends.”

“Doesn’t sound like it.”

Ouch. Pamela’s a straight shooter, but I’m not sure if that is what Grant needs right now. 

“Hey, big guy. I could play another game if you like,” I offer. “How about that, uh, Staryard Construction one?” 

“That’s very kind of you, Jake, but that’s okay. I just want to play some video games in my room right now. You can stay and keep Pamela company, though. She loves to talk, and you’re pretty good at it,” Grant says with a wry smile. “Thanks for coming, by the way.”

Grant disappears up the stairs, and just like that I find myself alone in this home with a beautiful and feisty woman. Pamela walks around the corner with two martini’s and hands one to me. 

“What do you say, big guy? You ready for some heads up poker?” 

I take a sip of the drink. “Mmhm. Bring it.”

We take our seats in Grant’s gaming room. Luckily Grant owns a poker set with nice, hefty chips. Pamela shuffles the deck with surprising ability. 

“Something tells me you’ve done this before.”

“Not getting cold feet, are we?” Pamela teases me. “Yes, you could say I’ve been around the block. Worked in Vegas for a bit. Then the big games moved to Macau, so I followed.”

“You went to China?”

“Ah, so you’re not just a pretty face and you know your geography,” Pamela smiles as she deals us both a set of cards. “Yes. I followed the big fish for a while around the globe. How did you think I could afford these?” 

Her eyes dip to her chest, and the smile on her face broadens. “I’m not making you uncomfortable, right?” 

“Not at all,” I say. 

Before moving to Anchor’s End I might have been flustered by this beautiful, buxom woman casually mentioning her giant breasts, but nothing flusters me anymore. 

“That’s good to hear,” Pamela says with a cheeky smile as she deals me a hand. 

“Wait, what are we playing for?”

“Oh, you want to make things interesting?”

“It’s not really poker if there’s no stakes, right?”

“True. What did you have in mind, Jake?”

The gorgeous blonde woman flutters her lashes at me. As I struggle to think of something — playing for cash seems not right for the occasion, but what else is there to wager? — I feel a foot press against my ankle. 

“I’m sure you can think of something, can’t you, big guy?”

The foot slides up higher, higher, and higher.

“There’s something on my mind, for sure,” I shoot back. “But I’m not sure if Grant would like it.”

“Aw. That’s nice, sweetie, but don’t worry about him. I’m a big girl, and I make my own choices. Besides, when he’s playing his video games, he’s lost to the world. He won’t be bothering us.”

He did ask me to keep Pamela company… this is probably not what he meant but, fuck it. She’s a grown woman. 

“Alright. Loser has to strip,” I say, meeting her gaze. “What do you say? Up for it?”

“Finally you’re getting it,” Pamela laughs. “And here I thought there was no fun to be had in this sleepy little town. You’re on, big guy.”

Pamela glances down at her cards and confidently pushes a stack of chips into the middle of the table. I glance down at my hand, my heart thumping in my throat. I’ve played poker online and in casinos, but it’s always been a casual hobby for me. 

This woman is a freaking pro. 

If I want to get her out of that sexy dress of hers, I’ll need to have Lady Luck on my side. 

“Two pair,” I say as the first hand concludes. I pushed all my chips into the middle — two pair’s gotta be good, right?

“Oh, that's a nice hand, Jake,” Pamela says. “Unfortunately, not quite good enough.”

She shows me her hand. Straight. Damn it! 

“Lose the shirt, big guy. I’ve wanted to see what’s underneath that thing from the moment you entered.”

“Not sugar coating it, are you?” I grin as I take my shirt off. 

Pamela sucks in a breath. “Very nice, Jake. Very nice.”

The blonde MILF reaches out and runs her hand across my abs. “My god, you’re shredded.”

“I try to stay in shape. Honestly, just working the land is where I get most of my exercise.”

“Incredible.”

“Let’s play another hand?”

“Sure!” Pamela says, pulling her hand back as if she just touched a stove. Any longer and her hand might have dipped down low…

I’m quick to lose again, and I can stop the bleeding by taking my shoes off. Another loss, and the socks go. 

‘Got you!” I say triumphantly as I lay down my hand. Pocket Kings versus Pocket Queens. 

“Well played,” Pamela smirks. “Seems you won this round.”

She stands up and saunters towards me, swaying her hips with every step. God, that red dress of hers looks like it has been poured onto her body. She’s so damn curvy and fine. 

“What shall it be?” Pamela asks me as she stands before me. “My heels?”

She places one of her high heels right between my legs. Her bare leg is begging to be touched, and the split in her dress shows off her curvy, luscious thighs as well. 

I’m a plaything for this cougar, and I’m more than okay with that. 

“Or one of my bracelets?” She continues, dangling the silver jewelry around her arm. 

“I was thinking that dress,” I answer confidently. 

The busty blonde chuckles. “I figured, but you gotta win the jackpot for that, honey. Go ahead and take my heels off.”

I unclasp her heels and glide them off her feet. I make sure to wrap my hands around her ankles and let them glide up her soft legs. Pamela purrs appreciatively as I gently massage her feet. 

“You’re awfully good at that, Jake.”

“What can I say? I work with my hands.”

“Mhm. Keep going.”

Pamela sits down on the gaming table, her butt pushing my chips away as she places both her feet in my lap. She ‘accidentally’ brushes them against my crotch, and giggles a little when she feels my hardness. 

I go to town on her feet, working them over, and Pamela lays down on the table blissfully. She spreads her legs ever so slightly — enough for me to see up that sexy red dress of hers. Lace, black panties. Nice. 

My hand slides up her toned leg. 

“Shall I keep going?” I ask.

“Yes, please,” Pamela answers, her eyes closed. “Your hands are godlike, Jake. Can you give me a full-body massage?”

I stand up, placing myself between her spread legs. I slide my hands up her legs further, now pushing the bottom of her dress up, as her thick thighs come into view. 

“I can give you more than that,” I growl as my hands reach her inner thighs. 

The blonde woman shudders, a soft moan leaving her lips as my fingers graze across the inside of her inner thighs. She’s very sensitive to touch. Good to know. 

I make sure to take my time, running my hands across her toned legs, getting close to the apex of her thighs, so close, then backing off again, working my way down to her ankles and then back up — reaching just the little bit higher every time.

I do this until it drives Pamela mad. She bucks her hips when I reach higher, her hard nipples poking very visibly through the thin fabric of her dress. 

“Stop teasing me, big guy,” she whines.

“Am I?”

“You know exactly what you’re doing.”

“And what’s that?”

She lifts her head to look at me. Her pale cheeks are flushed, and the glint in her eye tells me she’s more than ready for me. 

“Are you going to make me say it?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I tease her. “I’m just giving you a massage, like you asked. Now, if I wanted to remove your dress, well… I have to win the jackpot first, right?”

“You win,” she says, grabbing a handful of poker chips and flinging them at me. “You win the jackpot, Jake. You win the game. Now take off my dress, damn it. Please. I need to feel those strong hands of you all over.”

“As you wish.”

I grab the bottom of her sexy red dress and slowly pull it all the way up, until it’s just a crumpled heap of cloth in the corner of Grant’s gaming room. 

“That’s better,” Pamela sighs as she lifts her legs and spreads them for me. “How’s the view, Jake?”

“Magnificent.”

When I knocked on Grant’s door earlier tonight, I thought I was in for a, let’s be honest, slightly boring evening. The jovial blacksmith is a great guy and I’d call him a friend, but I don’t share his obsession for obscure board games. 

When I saw there was a beautiful woman in attendance, my interest was peaked. Then when he introduced her as his mom, I pushed those dirty thoughts away again. While the women of Anchor’s End have proved eager and needy, and I wasn’t about to flirt with Grant’s mom right in front of him!

Now look what happened.

I’ve got this beautiful woman spread out before me wearing only a pair of thin, see-through panties. Her large, balloon-sized tits stand up-right; obviously fake, but no less appetizing for it. 

Pamela spreads her legs wide for me, beckoning me to come closer. I run my hands across her curvy body, marveling at the sight of her amazing tits. The blonde cougar gasps as I fondle her, every touch getting her more and more excited. 

I knew she was wild from the moment I met her, but I never expected this. 

She writhes on the table, groaning and moaning as I lean down to kiss her. She returns the kiss, grabbing the back of my neck, her tongue finding its way into my mouth as my hands squeeze her massive breasts. I pinch her hard nipples and she moans into my mouth.

“Oh yes, you’re a naughty boy, aren’t you, Jake?”

“Not as naughty as you,” I growl as I suddenly lift the blonde MILF up and spin her around. She squeals as she ends up laying on the gaming table, her tits pressed against the fabric, her ass up in the air. 

I’m not sure if Grant realized it when he bought this expensive looking gaming table, but it's the perfect height for sex. 

I pull Pamela’s panties down to her ankles and drop down to my knees. I can smell her arousal clearly as I see her juices drip down her thighs. 

Without warning I bury my face between Pamela’s legs. 

“Oh my god!” She screams as my tongue presses up against her sensitive clit. Her taste is heavenly. “Jake!” 

I can’t help but grin to myself as I continue eating her out. My tongue runs along her wet folds, up and down, savoring her exquisite wetness. 

Pamela pushes her ass back into my face, trying to impale herself on my tongue. “Mmhm,” she whines. “You’re so good at this Jake, holy shit!” 

I push two fingers inside of her. They sink into her wet, quivering hole easily. I slowly pump them in and out of her as my tongue dances along her folds.

“Ugh,” she groans. “Yes!”

I push my fingers in even deeper and curl them upwards. The buxom woman hip’s buck wildly. 

“Oh yes, right there, right there!” 

She grabs the side of the table with both hands, pushing her ass even more into me. I continue thrusting my fingers into her, the entire table now shaking, several poker chips dropping onto the floor, as my tongue finds her swollen and thumping clit. 

The lurid moans coming from the MILF’s mouth are intoxicating. 

“So close, so close,” she pants. 

I press my face into her soaking wet cunt, devouring her juices, and suck on her clit.

“YES, YES, YES!”

Pamela explodes, crying out wildly in pleasure. Her entire body shakes and trembles as her powerful orgasm rocks her to her very core. 

I lean back, wiping my mouth and watching her body rise and fall with each labored breath. A job well done. 

“Holy shit,” she groans. “That was something else, Jake.”

“We’re just getting started,” I answer as I stand up and unzip. My cock throbs painfully hard at the sight of the naked MILF spread out before me, and I slap the purple head against her soft, pale ass. 

“Holy shit,” she groans as she looks over her shoulder at me. Her eyes grow as big as saucers at the sight of my size. “You could club someone to death with that thing!”

“This cock is going inside you,” I say as I grab a handful of her round ass and squeeze it firmly. “Do you think you can take it?”

Pamela pushes her ass back at me, making her fuckholes completely available to me. “Yes, sir,” she whines. “Please use me as you see fit.”

“Oh, I am planning to do just that.”

I rub the engorged, purple head of my member against her quivering wet folds. There is so much juice leaking out of her that it runs down her thighs.

We have to be careful not to stain Grant’s table. Doing Pamela is one thing, but spilling our fluids on his prized gaming table? That’s a more grievous offense. 

Pamela is more than ready for me. Her lips part for my cock, and I grab two handfuls of her big, luscious ass and bury my cock to the hilt inside of her with one deep, powerful thrust. 

Pamela’s eyes bulge. 

“Fuck!” She screams.

“Be quiet,” I growl.

“Gag me,” she shoots back.

Now that I can do. I grab her soaked panties, ball them up, and stuff them into her mouth. Her eyes roll to the back of her head as I begin thrusting deep inside of her, my hefty balls slapping against her sensitive clit over and over again. 

She raises her hips, eager for more cock inside of her. The buxom beauty quivers, her cunt clenching my cock tightly, and I know she’s close. 

I pound her tight cunt hard. 

The entire gaming table shakes and creaks. Poker chips fall to the ground. It threatens to collapse, but it holds. 

Good craftsmanship. 

The tight blonde MILF comes first. She screams, the sound luckily muffled by the panties stuffed into her mouth, as her entire body clenches. Her tight pussy milks my cock and I bury myself to the hilt inside of her. 

I erupt like a volcano — rope after rope of my hot cum filling her instantly. I groan in relief as pleasure floods through my veins, while her pussy keeps clenching and spasming, milking every last drop of my seed out of me. 

“I needed that,” Pamela says after she spits the panties out of her mouth. “Mmhm. Thank you, Jake.”

“You’re welcome,” I say as I take a deep breath. “Let’s try to avoid staining the table or Grant will kill us.”

“Haha, good call, farmer.”

She grabs the wet panties and stuffs them between her legs as she stands up. Pamela turns around, gives me a quick kiss, and struts towards the bathroom. 

What an absolute killer body she has, my god. 

I get dressed and clear up the mess we made. The poker chips are scattered across the place, and the table has moved a few inches. I put the table back in place and put the chips away.

It’s like nothing ever happened.

A few minutes later the platinum blonde struts back into the gaming room — completely naked. What a sight. 

She leans in and kisses my cheek. “Thank you for a wonderful evening, Jake. It’s not often I get to have fun like that.”

“My pleasure. Literally.”

Pamela laughs. “Now, if you don’t mind, you really tired me out, and I have to catch an early flight tomorrow. You’re living in Anchor’s End permanently, yes?”

“That’s definitely the idea, yes.”

“Good. Then I will see you at next year's Harvest Festival.”

She cups my crotch and gives it a playful squeeze. 

“Be ready for me, tiger.”

“Oh, I will be,” I answer. “I will be.”


CHAPTER 6


“It’s done.”

Raven is curled up in a rocking chair on my patio, wearing only an oversized black t-shirt with the name of some metal band I can’t pronounce on it. Her laptop, covered in stickers, sits on a small table in front of her. 

The young writer is crashing at my place for now as she writes this important story. She’s more than welcome to stay for as long as she wants to, of course. 

It’s late, and the sun has already started to set, painting the sky orange. With the most intense summer heat now behind us, the night’s have started to become quite cool very quickly. The goth’s hard, pierced nipples are quite visible through her shirt in the dim porch light, but that’s not what has my attention. 

She looks incredibly stressed out. 

“The story?” I ask as I pop open a beer. It’s been a long, hard day of honest work. I take the first sip, and damn if it doesn’t feel great. 

Raven nods as she tucks a strand of her black hair behind her ears. “Yeah. Victoria tells me I can publish it tomorrow. It’s time.”

“Awesome. How do you feel?”

“Nervous as shit,” Raven says with a nervous laugh. “And I feel guilty as fuck for it.”

“I can fix that. Hold on.”

I head inside my farmhouse to grab a beer for Raven. Cassie and Emma are curled up on the couch, watching some stupid romantic comedy, while Victoria is working in our kitchen, typing away on her laptop tirelessly. I kiss all three their heads as I pass them by, then head back outside and hand Raven her cold beer. 

“Cheers,” I say. 

Raven takes a big, long sip and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. 

“Ah. Fuck. I needed that.”

I close the front door and sit down next to Raven. We sit there in silence for a moment before I speak up. 

“You’re afraid of attracting the Eye of Sauron,” I say softly. “BayCorp. You know that if you publish this story, you’ll be put in their crosshairs as well. And that’s not a pleasant feeling — and that’s what you feel guilty for, because they’re already up our ass. We don’t have a choice, but you do, and part of you wants to run, and that makes you feel like shit. How on the mark am I?”

“Fucking bullseye Jake, holy shit,” Ravens says. “You’re sure not you’re not a psychic? Is this farmer life just a cover story? Damn.”

“Not even close. If I was psychic, I’d be out there fighting ghosts, or solving murders. Luckily I’m not, and I get to be a farmer instead.” 

“I’ll drink to that,” Raven says with a chuckle. “To not seeing ghosts.”

“To not seeing ghosts!”

I’m happy I’ve got her smiling again, even if it’s only for a moment. I give her time to start talking herself, but when she doesn’t, I take control of the conversation. 

“Look. I’m going to be honest with you, Raven. I’d like to tell you it’ll all be fine, but I don’t know that. If this story becomes as big as Victoria and you think it can be, then we’re going to be in the eye of the fucking storm. At least for a little while. If that is not something you feel you’re equipped to handle, then there’s no shame in bowing out.”

“Of course there’s shame in that,” Raven shoots back. “I’ve been railing against megacorps my whole life, and now I finally have the chance to score a win and I’m scared! I’m scared shitless! What kind of activist does that make me?!”

“A human one,” I say as I reach out to squeeze her knee. 

To my surprise she gets out of her seat and climbs on my lap. She curls up, pressing her soft body against mine, burying her head in my neck. I wrap my arms around her and rub her back softly as the goth girl softly cries. 

“Hey, it’s okay,” I say gently. “I still think you’re cool as fuck, no matter what, Raven.”

She sniffles and wipes her face with her sleeve. “I just keep thinking about the people back in art school. They’d laugh at me if they saw me like this.”

“Fuck em,” I say strongly. “Anyone going up against a billion dollar company is a little scared, and if not, they’re fucking stupid. It’s normal to be scared.”

“But you’re not,” Raven says. The goth looks up at me, her dark make-up now smeared. “You’re not scared of BayCorp.”

“Says who?”

She wrinkles her brow. “But…”

“I am scared, Raven. Scared of losing everything. My farm, my house, my family. Scared of disappointing Mayor Hucklebottom, or Rosie, or Grant, or any other people in this beautiful town who have put their faith in me. I’m scared of disappointing you, Raven. But I’m not going to let that fear stop me. I use it. It drives me forward. It gets me up every day. Being brave is not about not being scared — it’s about being scared and doing the right thing anyway.”

“Fuck,” Raven sighs as she looks me in the face, her blue eyes watery. “How are you so fucking cool, Jake?”

I laugh, my face a little red. “You think I’m cool?”

“I know you are. You are coolness embodied. They should distill you and hand it out to the world; it would make it a cooler place.”

“I think that’s a compliment, and so I’ll say, thank you.”

“It is,” Raven says, and then she sits up on my lap, cups my cheeks, and kisses me. Her lips are soft and warm, and a salty tear runs down her cheek. 

Her sitting up causes my hands to slide down from her lower back to her butt. She’s only wearing a thong, and so I end up with her pale cheeks in my hands. I give them a little squeeze, and she moans softly into my mouth as she pushes her ass back at my hands. 

“Raven?” I say as I pull back. She’s so emotional, scared and vulnerable at this moment I’m not sure if this is the right thing to do. 

“Kiss me, Jake,” she says as her fingers run through my hair. “Please. I need your touch right now.”

Raven leans in and kisses me again, tenderly, her tongue slowly exploring my mouth. I disappear into the kiss, our bodies melting, as I give the goth the comfort and reassurance she needs. 

My hands keep slowly kneading the soft cheeks of her ass while she grinds her body against me. Her hand slowly trails down my chest to cup the immense bulge in my crotch. 

“God, you’re so big,” she says dreamily. “I’m so blessed to have found you, Jake.”

I grunt softly in response and then let out a small gasp as she pops the button open and slides the zipper down.

I kiss her harder and hungrier as she reaches inside and pulls my rapidly hardening cock out. Her dainty fingers encircle my member and Raven slowly starts stroking me. 

She pulls back from our hot kiss, panting, her eyes glancing down at my hard cock, her black nail polish contrasting sharply with my throbbing meat. 

She looks back up, her blue eyes locking with mine as she bites her bottom lip. She starts stroking me, faster and faster, and my grip on her ass gets tighter as pleasure rockets through my body. 

Fuck, this feels so damn good. 

Raven slowly slides off my lap and onto her knees, taking up residence between my legs. She looks at my hard, throbbing cock with a look of sheer reverence. 

The goth chick leans forward and places a soft kiss on the tip of my cock. 

“All of this,” she says, gesturing at the breathtaking rural landscape behind her, “is yours, and it will stay yours.”

The fields, the trees, the orange sky, the birds flying overhead, the mountains far away in the distance — it’s all awe-inspiring as fuck, but right now I’m more focused on the pretty goth chick with the big cock resting on her face. 

Raven nuzzles my shaft. She drags her tongue all the way from the bottom of my cock to the tip, which leaks pre-cum. She eagerly swirls her tongue around the tip and then lets out a satisfied sigh.

“So good,” she moans, and then she slides my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She takes me deeper and deeper until the tip hits the back of her throat. Raven’s a trooper and she keeps going, gagging herself on my thick hardness, trying to take more and more of me down her throat. 

Drool drips down my cock and onto my balls as the goth chokes herself on my shaft. I reach down to push her black hair back so I can see her pretty face better as her cheeks bulge. 

Her beautiful blue eyes look up at me as she forces her mouth down further on my cock. Finally she pulls back, coughing and gasping for air, then leaning down to lick at the drool dripping down my balls. 

She swirls her tongue around my nuts, taking her sweet time with each one, worshiping my sensitive sack with her tongue, before kissing her way up my shaft. 

“What did I do to deserve this?” I groan as my cock rests on her face. 

I have seen many beautiful sights in this world; but nothing comes to watching the sky set over my farm while my throbbing shaft rests on the face of a pretty young thing. 

“You’re a hero, Jake,” she says, planting soft kisses on the underside of my shaft. 

“Nonsense. I’m just trying to do what’s right.”

“Well, you’re my hero,” Raven says as both her hands encircle my cock. She looks up at me, her voice a hoarse whisper. “And I’ve got an important request to make to my hero.”

“And what’s that?”

“Please, fuck my face, Jake.”

My cock throbs at that request, a big drop of pre-cum sliding down my length.

“I want you to use my face. I want you to fuck my throat and make me your toy. I’m so tired and stressed, and it would just be the best feeling in the world if you could just choke me with your cock for a bit. Can you do that for me?”

I run my fingers through her soft, dark hair. “If you need me to fuck your face, Raven, then I’ll fuck your face.”

I get up out of my chair and stand in front of the kneeling goth. She looks up at me, her tongue outstretched, just waiting patiently for me to use that cute face for my pleasure. 

How can I resist?

I guide the tip of my throbbing cock into her waiting mouth. I give her a moment to prepare and adjust before I grip a fistful of her black hair and thrust forward.

My hard cock slides down her throat, her eyes starting to water as she immediately gags. I keep my hand firmly on her hair, holding her in place, her nose buried in my pubes.

“That’s it,” I groan, the sounds of her choking and gagging on my meat a beautiful melody. “Good girl.”

I let go, allowing her to breathe. She looks up at me, tears streaking down her face as she nods. “More, please, more.”

I do it again, pushing my cock down her throat, making the petite goth choke. When I pull back this time a line of spit connects her mouth to my cock and she smiles blissfully.

“Such a good little cocksucker,” I say as my thumb brushes against her cheek. 

Raven moans in response, sucking my thumb into her mouth, her tongue swirling around. Fuck, her approval and submission is such a damn turn-on. 

I grab her hair and keep going. I fuck her face roughly, my cock sliding deep down her throat, again and again. My balls slap against her chin rhythmically as I pound the little goth’s face. 

Raven closes her eyes, tears streaming down her face, her mascara running. Her ruined make-up only makes her look sexier. 

A moment later I pull my cock out of her mouth and she gasps for air, coughing a few times before looking up at me with a big smile.

“Thank you, Jake,” she says. “Thank you for using my mouth.”

“No, thank you, Raven,” I say as I stroke my cock right in front of her. “Thank you for having such a fuck-able face.”

She bites her bottom lip. “Can I…?

“Can you what?”

“Can I sit on it? Please? I need to feel you inside of me.”

“Of course.” I sit back down in my chair, and Raven stands up and takes her shirt off. Her pierced nipples are as hard as tiny diamonds. Her soaked black thong is the next piece of clothing to go, and now the cute, pale goth is totally naked. 

She climbs on my lap, straddling my waist. It’s a tight fit, but we make it work. She reaches down and guides my cock to her tight, dripping wet entrance.

“Oh, I need this so bad,” she says, her voice a soft whine. “Oh, fuck. Fuck. Fuckkk.”

Raven grunts and hisses as she pushes back, stretching her tight pussy around the purple head of my cock. As my cock slips inside, she takes a deep breath.

“Oh god,” she groans, her eyes rolling back. 

Inch after inch of my throbbing cock enters the petite goth. The pressure of her tight cunt gripping my shaft is incredible. 

“Fuck!” Raven screams loudly, her eyes wide. She then puts her hands over her mouth as her face turns red. “I think they all heard that,” she whispers. 

“Let them watch,” I say as I reach down to grip her ass tightly and push her down the final inch. “Let them see how your cunt is now mine.”

She winces as I bottom out inside of her, her thighs quivering.

“So big,” she groans. “Oh.”

“Are you okay?” I ask, stopping mid-stroke to check on her.”

She nods, her eyes still open wide. “Yeah, just… give me a moment. I need to get used to your size… every time again. It’s unbelievable.”

After thirty seconds she starts to move, pushing her hips back at me. Soon her ass is bouncing on my lap, sliding her pussy up and down my cock, her tight lips gripping me. 

Raven leans forward, her mouth finding mine as she bounces on my cock. I grab her tits and squeeze her pinched nipples, causing her to squeal with delight.

“Yes! Fuck yes! Use me, Jake! Use me!”

The chair creaks as we bounce up and down, the sound of her wetness of my cock and her ass bouncing on my balls filling the cool night. 

“Fuck, Jake! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your big fat cock! Fuckkkk!”

Raven’s scream is loud enough to carry through the fields, perhaps reaching the town’s square of Anchor’s End itself. 

I stand up in one swift moment, holding Raven by the waist. Her legs lock around my waist as I pound myself into her hard and fast. 

“Fuck! Stretch me out, Jake! Ugh! I can’t believe how big you are!” Raven moans.

“I can’t believe how such a perfect tight little fuck toy you are,” I growl in response. 

Raven’s blue eyes grow wide with lust. “Fuck! Yes! Keep going! Talk to me like that! Treat me like your little goth whore, Jake! Own me! Make me yours!”

“I do fucking own you, you filthy goth whore,” I say as my hips slam into hers, my big hefty balls slapping against her pale ass. 

I’m driving myself straight into her womb. 

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my tight pussy, fill me, breed me, make me your cum dump! Fuck!”

“You’re already my cum dump, Raven,” I growl as I press my forehead against hers. “Your cunt is mine to fill whenever I want!”

“Yesss,” she moans, eyes closed. “Whenever you want, Jake! Ahhh! Ughh!” 

Her pussy spams and contracts around my cock, and I feel her warm juices squirting against my balls. The goth is cumming as I fuck her, her moans reduced to gibberish. 

“Cum inside me,” she begs. “Cum inside your little goth fuck slut!”

“Fuck!” I growl passionately, my hands wrapped around her tiny waist as I bury my cock to the hilt inside of her and blast rope after rope of my hot seed into her tight cunt. 

My balls tense and flex as they fire off rope after rope of my hot cum into the horny goth. When I’m finally done cumming, I sit back down, the chair protesting loudly as Raven’s eyes flutter shut. Her forehead rests against my chest as her entire body heaves with heavy breaths.

“Fuck,” she sighs. “I needed that.”

“Yeah,” I pant in agreement. 

“I have no idea why I was ever so scared,” she says softly. “Because I have you, and you have me, and no matter what happens, we’ll always have each other… right?”

I press my lips against her forehead. 

“Exactly, baby,” I say. 

Raven smiles. Her lipstick is smudged, her dark make-up completely ruined. She’s never looked more beautiful to me. 

“Fuck me, it’s freezing,” my little goth says. “Let’s get inside.”

She stands up, untangling her body from mine. She hurries inside the house, a trail of my cum leaking down her pale leg, the exquisite sight causing my cock to twitch.

Damn. 

This is the good life.


CHAPTER 7


The next month is a flurry of activity.

I spend the days working the fields with Emma and Cassie. We are getting everything ready for harvesting. In just a few weeks we’ll harvest the biggest yield to date, and with that money, we will be able to completely renovate the farmhouse. 

It’ll be big enough to house all of my girls. 

Right now, Victoria and Raven have moved in with Emma, Cassie and I, and it just barely fits. The line for the shower in the mornings is ungodly. 

The evenings are spent hanging out in the Rusty Anchor, our favorite, and only, bar in town. After a few drinks and a hearty meal we head back to the farmhouse, ready for an early rise.

After spending the night with one of my many beauties, of course. 

Raven and Emma had become fast friends after their rocky start. They both share a love of writing and nature. Raven can usually be found in a rocking chair on my porch, reading and writing, wearing either her gothic band shirts or frequently, nothing at all. 

Emma introduced her to Zoey, the painter and artist who lives out in the woods, and the three often sneak away at night to indulge in their biggest hobbies: smoking herbs and practicing nudism.

I join them on the weekends; either hanging out at Zoey’s cabin, skinny dipping in the local lake, or chilling at the abandoned tower. 

Raven has published her story and busted this whole BayCorp thing wide open. It’s picking up steam, with more and more news outlets reporting on it.

Victoria is not much for working the fields. Instead she helps me with the finances, which is a blessing. She has a keen mind for numbers and a sharp eye, and she’s made us a lot of money by negotiating deals with suppliers and merchants. 

She’s told her father she’s taking a sabbatical from their law firm. He’s enraged, but there’s nothing he can do about it. 

Sometimes it all feels like a dream. I wake up some mornings expecting to find myself in some dingy apartment back in the city, getting ready for my finals and having to live off ramen to survive.

Instead, I always wake up with a beautiful naked woman next to me; Emma, Claire, Victoria, Raven, Zoey — they’re all a welcome sight. The birds always sing and the sun always shines in Anchor’s End. 

Many mornings are spent in slow bliss; exploring the bodies of these incredible women in the most intimate and passionate way imaginable.

Other mornings are rushed and frenzied as we all scurry off to do our respective tasks; that's the busy life of a farmer. 

It’s a good, simple, honest life, and every day is one full of joy. 

Still, our courtroom battle with BayCorp looms over me like a dark shadow, and I know that the day is coming where I could lose it all…

But first… it’s time for Halloween! I have big plans to turn my farmhouse into a haunted mansion, and my fields into a maze — so much fun to be had…

It’ll bring this town together, and that’s just what Anchor’s End needs right now. 

I can’t wait for the fall.

[image: ]


END OF BOOK 5!

The story will continue with Book 6 — a Halloween themed one!

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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