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Chapter 1

Ryan

I exited the locker room and entered the gym. It was 1 PM on a Monday. I spotted a few women running on the treadmill and some guys doing bench press. It was the perfect timing since I needed to film a couple of workouts and advertise my clothing brand for the last time.

I looked around, searching for my employee. Viktoria sat on the hip abduction machine, beaming upon seeing me. Wearing her light brown hair loose, she was dressed in one of my pink sports bras that gave her round breasts a lift. She wore matching, skintight leggings, and a light clue of her camel toe showed at the apex of the V-shape.

I found her incredibly attractive and knew it was important for my brand. She jumped to her feet and demurely made her way to me. “Hi,” she said.

I patted her back. “Are you ready for your last shift?”

“Unfortunately,” she said, her pink lips sliding into a smile. The smile was weak. I could tell it bothered her since I knew she needed a job. She’d grown up in a broken family. She’d talked about it briefly before. Her father had been a violent alcoholic, and her mother ended up seeking comfort in opioids. Her father died when she was ten, and her mother died a year ago from an overdose. It was one of the reasons Viktoria had to sustain herself from such a young age. She was twenty years old, and despite the hurdles and obstacles, she was a teetotaler.

“You will have the best references from me.”

“That’s kind of you,” she said. Her cheeks had a natural pink color, and it would deepen when she was flattered. “But I don’t think I’ll find a more enjoyable job than this.”

“You never know,” I told her. “Life is full of opportunities.”

I loved talking to Viktoria, who was a sweet little thing. All the stress and worry just vanished. She kept looking up to me. Viktoria wasn’t short. She was around five feet seven, but I was around six feet four, so there was a significant gap. It wasn’t just a height gap but an age gap as well, which made me want to keep her at a distance. I was thirty-eight and was practically old enough to be her dad, and I knew she’d never had a father figure to begin with. Her eyes didn’t lie, but I had been clear that I wanted to keep our relationship professional. She also believed I had a girlfriend for the moment, but we went through a painful breakup a week ago.

“You’re the only optimistic person I know of,” she said while a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “Especially during times like these.”

She wasn’t talking about herself and her harsh childhood. But we were currently entering a bad economic downturn and unemployment was rising every day. You noticed it when you passed people on the streets. The wrinkles of worry. The lack of laughter. The lack of opportunities. The doom and gloom. The worst part of it was that it was infectious, especially as we were blasted by the media twenty-four-seven about the bleak economic outlook. Everyone talked about it. You couldn’t pass a single street without seeing an out-of-business sign or another man becoming homeless.

Fortunately for me, I had predicted this a year ago. The numbers didn’t make much sense and a bubble couldn’t last forever. I didn’t think I could grow my million-dollar company any further and decided to sell it. After this advertisement, I would hand over everything to the new owners and wish them good luck. I had also bought land in Sacramento. I was currently building a farmhouse that I couldn’t wait to relocate to.

“Let’s forget about doom and gloom,” I told her. “How are the clothes?”

She whirled around, her gorgeous hair fluttering. “I love them,” she said. “They make me feel super sexy.”

“You are,” I said and checked her out in the mirror. She had always looked slim and fit, but more so since she started working out with me. She had the perfect body for a fitness model, and I had seen a steep increase in sales since she jumped into my clothes. “Let’s jump onto the treadmill and warm up.”

I took her with me. We started lightly jogging, enough to get us warm but not so hard that we were out of breath. I threw a couple of sideways glances at her. There was something very alluring with her, and I felt it every time I was in her presence. It was her beauty, innocence and curiosity. I couldn’t help but feel attracted to her. Finding women had never been an issue for me, only getting rid of them. I rarely had to make the first move, and because of complicated relationships, I had to switch gyms to avoid some of those crazy exes who refused to be dumped.

The last breakup had struck me though, making me ask myself what fulfillment all those one-night stands gave me, which wasn’t much. I was reaching that age where I wanted to settle down, find love instead of a quick burst of pleasure.

“What are you thinking of?” Viktoria asked me.

“You.”

Her cheeks turned pink like two strawberries. “What were you actually thinking of?”

“No one fools you, eh?”

“Not easily, but everyone has their blind spots, right?”

I nodded. “I broke up with Jolie.”

“Oh,” she said, looking sympathetic. “I’m sorry about that.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I’m fine.”

“But you were together for a while … compared to your other girls.”

I smiled. She knew about my past relationships. It was a topic she loved to inquire about. She told me it was because she wanted dating advice, but I wasn’t sure. “Yeah, but the mask came off eventually.”

“What did she do wrong … Just if I happen to get a good-looking man like you, I don’t want to make the same mistake.”

There she said it again. I called it a second ago. “Envy and lack of trust … guys hate that.”

“I see,” she said quietly.

Viktoria had probably seen the cracks before. It didn’t take much for Jolie to suspect I was having an affair. She had even put Viktoria in an awkward spot a few months back. I had to reassure Jolie that our relationship was professional, which it was. Even if I found Viktoria attractive, she wasn’t a blonde babe that I usually dated, which had made Jolie less suspicious. There was also a significant age gap. I hadn’t dated someone younger than twenty-five in years, but a part of me wondered whether it had been a mistake or not.

After we’d run on the treadmill, we decided to shoot some photos. We started at the squatting rack and loaded up with some plates. “I can do more than that,” Viktoria said.

“Are you trying to impress me or what?” I asked her, waggling my eyebrows.

“That’s what I usually lift,” she said, smiling brightly. “But if I manage to impress you along the way, then that’s just a bonus.”

“How much?”

“Twenty pounds more,” she said with her back straight.

“Go for it,” I said and pushed another ten-pound plate onto the bar. I placed the pad onto the bar, and she got into position. With a slight bend at her back, she jutted her firm bottom out that looked super feminine and sexy with her pink leggings.

“Can you move my hair aside?” she asked.

I went behind her, and while standing so close to her, I was aware of her flesh and the forbidden warmth that radiated from her feminine body. Beneath her sports bra was her baby-smooth skin that reached her leggings. I felt a sudden urge to caress her, wondering how it would feel to be intimate with her. It wasn’t just her flesh that caught my attention but her strawberry, floral perfume which she loved to wear.

I reached for her hair in two tails and gently laid them in front of her, so none would get caught on the bar. I made sure to brush every strand away from her neck, touching her skin which created light sparks. I wondered how it would be to be fully nude with her, but I wasn’t sure if that step was appropriate.

“Not a single strand in the way,” I said and admired her brown, glowing hair.

“What took you so long?” she asked and gave me a flirtatious look in the mirror.

“Hey,” I said and returned her look. “Your hair is a bit longer than mine.”

I went to the camera and started shooting some photos from different angles. She went ass to grass, and seeing her body move, sure turned me on.

After we’d taken some photos, we filmed a couple of clips as well till she wanted to take a break.

“You sure you don’t want to lower the weight?” I asked her.

She firmly shook her head. “I got this.”

We went back to filming. She sure had progressed a lot since we filmed for the first time. When it was my turn, I removed the pad.

“I don’t understand how you can do without it,” she said, perching on her toes to tap my neck, which made her giggle. “Your neck is just muscles.”

“It’s the traps,” I said and felt the light print she left behind my neck. “Without my neck muscles, it probably would be a bit painful.” I loaded up with plates, and she stepped back. This was one of those moments when her eyes didn’t lie, and she admired me as I squatted the heavyweight. I managed ten reps, and I did another ten for the filming. I put the bar back with a loud clang, wiping the sweat from my brow.

“You’d be able to carry three of me,” she said, chuckling as I sat down with her.

“With ease and pleasure,” I said while we checked the photos. She slowly inched her hips closer to mine till they briefly touched, making me aware of her warm flesh again. “These photos are killer.”

“I think so too,” she said, pushing her hair behind her ears. “I love the clothes.”

“They fit like they were just made for you.”

“I know,” she said, leaning her head on my shoulder.

“Should we move onto the curls?” I asked her, draping my arm over her shoulder.

She nodded. “Let’s go.”

We went to the dumbbell rack, and I took some photos of her as usual. “Look into the camera … They love your blue eyes.”

She gave me a look, her sapphire eyes sparkling. A blush crept up on her cheeks, and I made sure to shoot some photos while it lasted. “They love your blush too,” I told her, making it even deeper.

Then it was my turn. We swapped places, and she shot some photos of me. “How about we do one together?” I asked her.

“Like the ones you used to do with Jolie?” Viktoria asked, beaming.

I nodded. “I got inspired by an advertisement I saw from Arnold’s heydays.” I showed her the photo and her eyes widened. He was at the beach, holding a girl by her knees with just one hand.

“That looks fantastic,” she said. “Who’ll take the photo?”

“I’ll ask the girl over there,” I said and jerked my head at someone fiddling with her phone. It wasn’t just a random someone. Her name was Sophia, and I had been with her in the past. Luckily, we weren’t enemies and the breakup had been smooth. Her phone quickly became uninteresting as I approached her. “What’s up?”

“Not much,” she said, pushing her dark blonde hair behind her ears, making space for her impressive bust and toned body. “Where’s Jolie?”

Of course, it had to be the first question they asked me, wanting to know whether I was single or not. “We went separate ways,” I said.

“Nice way to say she got dumped,” she said, tittering. She probably found it enjoyable that one less chick was clinging onto me.

“You know I’m not a dick,” I told her.

“I know,” she said, glancing behind me. “Is that your cute little bird standing over there?”

I shook my head. “Viktoria isn’t mine, just an employee. We’re filming for my last video.”

She looked baffled. “Why?”

“I sold my company half a year ago. I’ll film the last video today, and next week, you won’t see me any longer.”

“Huh,” she said. “Times are changing and not for the better.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“I would rather not,” she said. “In fact, I’ll feel a bit better if I could do something for you.”

“Do you mind helping us out with some photos?”

“You can count on me,” she said and put her phone aside. “I’m just doom scrolling IG all day long.”

“You should take a break from that and see the sun once in a while,” I told her.

“I agree … Social media is like worse than crack,” she said and ended with a ugh. We went to a bench, and Sofia talked with Viktoria. I explained to Sofia how I wanted the photos.

“Are you ready?” I asked Viktoria, who nodded eagerly.

Bending my knees, I cradled her in my right arm and lifted her. She let out a light-hearted laugh, curling her left arm around my shoulder.

“Gosh, you’re strong,” Viktoria said.

I held her up like a trophy, and Sofia shot the photos. We exchanged glances, and I caught a twinkle in Viktoria’s eye. “I’m taller than you,” she said playfully.

“Well, you may be taller, but I still look up to you in every way.”

I set her down, and we went to Sofia. “You looked so cute,” Sofia said as we all leaned over the camera.

“I look like a princess,” Viktoria said and wrapped her arms around me in a sideways hug.

I patted her back. “Should we do another one where you sit on top of me?”

“While I do a bicep curl?” Viktoria asked.

“You know the deal,” I told her. We’d done similar photos in the past, and they made us smile every time.

I sat down on the bench and crooked my finger to Viktoria, who was too shy to take the initiative and jump on top of my lap. She placed her hands on my knees and lifted herself on top of me. The touch of her firm little ass on my knees caused more unforeseeable sparks. In the mirror, I saw the glow and brightness in her eyes. She enjoyed this as much as I did.

“You can come a bit closer,” I told her, her flesh addictive.

“How close?” she asked.

I grabbed her waist and lifted her back to mine, lowering her so my crotch was right under her bottom. She giggled. “Okay, that’s a bit better,” she said.

“Take a dumbbell and I’ll help you lift it,” I told her. It felt so forbidden to have such a young girl so close to me. Sofia shot several photos while Viktoria did some bicep curls.

“Help,” Viktoria whispered.

I curled my fingers over hers and helped her take a rep, bringing us closer.

Sofia lowered the camera and gave us a thumbs-up. I didn’t enjoy the part when I had to lift Viktoria off my crotch, wanting her to sit on top of me for the rest of the day. We went to Sofia who showed us the photos, which turned out great.

“Can I chime in with an idea?” Sofia asked.

“So long it’s a good one,” I told her. I could already tell by the look in her eyes it would be something spicy.

“Why don’t you curl Viktoria?” she suggested. “I think that would be sexy as hell.”

Viktoria grabbed my arm, her eyes widening with excitement. “I would love to!”

I had no wish to disappoint her. She looked so lovely whenever she was happy. “Let’s give it a shot,” I said. “Are you ready?” I asked Viktoria, who nodded eagerly in return.

I grabbed her sideways with both my arms. She let out a shriek. “Holy moly, you’re strong!”

“You weigh like nothing,” I teased her, cradling her in my arms.

She stuck her tongue out, her cheeks reddening. “You hold me like a father,” she said.

She could be adorable at times when she didn’t dwell on everything she’d gone through. It could sometimes switch. She would think of her setbacks at one moment and forget about them in the other. I gave Sofia some time as I palmed Viktoria’s ass. I’d never held her in this position before, but it felt empowering, making me crave her even more.

Sofia gave us a thumbs up, and I started curling Viktoria, lifting her up and down. She touched my bicep in the process, tracing the vein and giggling on top of it. Her brief touching sent shivers down my spine. It wasn’t difficult to curl her, but it felt as if I would melt if she continued. I gently lowered her down to the ground and dusted off my hands.

“Geeze, aren’t you tired?” Viktoria asked.

I shook my head. “Easy peasy.”

Sofia showed us the video she’d taken and also the photos. They all turned out great. Her phone rang, and Sofia let out a sigh. “I got to bounce.”

“It’s all good,” I said. She invited me in for a hug, and she wasn’t shy about mashing her beautiful rack against my chest. “We’ll catch up another time.”

Sofia hugged Viktoria too. “Take care.”

“You too,” Viktoria said, smiling. Sofia broke the hug and disappeared into the locker room. “Thanks to you, I can talk to people.”

“You owe that to yourself. We all love sweet things,” I said, trying to make her smile again. “Let’s take some more photos.”

“What do you have in mind?” she asked.

“Just some solo pics of you,” I said.

I kept shooting photos of her in different stances. I told her to look confident, keeping a hand on her hip and her back straight. She listened well. Hours passed quickly whenever I spent time with her. It was a job I enjoyed doing, and I knew I would miss it equally as much as Viktoria.

“So, that’s it,” I said while packing the bag. There was silence, and I looked at her. She tried her hardest to straighten that upper lip but to no avail. I saw no tears but definitely sorrow.

“I’m going to miss working with you,” she said with a sigh.

“What’s on your schedule today?” I asked her.

“Sending out resumes,” she said with a shrug.

“Do you have time to grab some ice cream?” I asked her. I felt bad just dumping her like that, especially after this workout that had been a bit more intimate than our earlier ones.

She nodded eagerly. “I would love to,” she said. “I’m not looking forward to sending out resumes … nor writing one for that matter.”

“I’ll help you,” I said. “Don’t worry about it. You’re a strong girl and you’ll get through this.”

We parted and went to our locker rooms. I waited for her outside, and she was quick to be a girl. “Geeze, you’re fast,” I told her. “Some of my exes would spend like half an hour in there.”

“Honestly, if you wouldn’t have taken me out, I probably wouldn’t have been so quick.” She was dressed in a pink mini skirt and white top.

“I see,” I said.

We went to the parking lot, and I popped the trunk of my Lexus. She dumped her bag inside and jumped into the driver’s seat. This was my third time driving her, but the first time we were alone. She was the only girl so far who hadn’t commented on the car. She seemed indifferent to high-end clothing or flashy cars. I believed stability and love were more important to her, which were traits you probably would appreciate if you wanted to settle down with someone.

We talked about random gym topics. I also let her choose which song to play. I saw her phone had a giant crack on the screen. “Does that thing still work?”

“It does, but it’s glitchy,” she said.

“Did it happen recently?” I asked her. I rarely saw her fiddle with her phone when thinking about it.

She shook her head and lowered it a little. “I managed to drop it several months ago.”

“Why haven’t you gotten a new one?” I asked.

“I can’t afford it,” she said with a shrug.

I patted her thigh, right on her flesh. “I’ll give you a bonus, enough to buy a new one, okay?”

“Thank you,” she said. “But you don’t have to.”

“But I want to … If you would have brought that up earlier, I would have bought you a new one immediately,” I said.

“I’m a bit shy,” she said. “I just … never really had anyone to go to.”

“I get it,” I said and didn’t want to pry open her wounds.

We arrived at the ice cream parlor that was situated right next to the beach. It was here I usually took my girlfriends out, and they all loved it. It was nice and sunny as we entered June. It was that time of the day when it started getting busier, with people driving home from work and kids going out to play.

“What kind of place is this?” she asked, looking at it in disbelief.

“It’s where we’ll eat ice cream,” I said.

“Oh, it looks nice,” she said shyly, looking at herself in the mirror. “I thought you meant like some random shop off the street corner,” she said.

“It’s because you’re special and not just some random girl.”

She blushed like a tulip and followed me as we ordered our ice cream. She went for strawberries with cookie dough, and I went for cherry vanilla.

“This ice cream looks so fancy,” she said and lifted the spoonful to her mouth. Her eyes lit up after the first taste. “Gosh, this is good.”

It warmed my heart. “I’m glad you like it,” I said.

“You don’t like strawberries?” she asked and eyed my cherry ice cream.

“Cherries are my favorite,” I said. “Nothing wrong with strawberries.”

“I love strawberries. I used to sneak into my neighbors’ farms and pick them up during the summer. It was the only way I could taste them,” she said, smiling briefly. “My forbidden sweets.”

“Did you ever get caught?”

She nodded. “They knew, but I think they felt bad for me and let me off the hook. Thankfully, they weren’t bullies. Otherwise, I also used to pick wild ones.”

“You’re right,” I said. She spilled some on her neck which happened to run down and reach her cleavage. My eyes followed the white cream, and I quickly handed her a napkin.

“Thank you,” she said and dabbed it to her neck. “Can we taste each other’s?”

I lifted my spoon to her mouth and fed her. She closed her lips around the spoon, and I noticed how smooth they were. She came off with a smack and licked her lips. “Cherries aren’t bad,” she said. She lifted the spoon to my lips. “Open.” I opened my mouth, and she bit her lip as she gently lowered it into my mouth. I closed my lips and didn’t only taste the strawberry flavors but also her sweet saliva, which tasted even better than the ice cream itself.

She waited for my opinion after I licked my lips. “It wasn’t bad,” I said.

“Do you have a new favorite now?” she asked.

I swept my eyes over her and knew I did. “I do,” I said. “Which says a lot since cherries have been my favorite since I was in high school.”

“That must have been a long time ago,” she said.

“Time flies,” I said. “Do you miss high school?”

“I never enjoyed it there to begin with.”

I had hoped for a more optimistic answer, but it was what it was. “Mind telling me more?”

“I never fit in there,” she said. “I was too poor and surrounded by middle-class students. Difficult not to be a target.”

“What about Nathalie?” I asked her. She’d talked about Nathalie before who was one of her few friends if I understood her correctly. I’d seen them together before, and I knew she worked as a waitress and was a good cook according to Viktoria.

“I wouldn’t have graduated if it hadn’t been for her,” she said. “She was the only one who took my side when they bullied me.”

“You never told me about the bullying,” I said. I knew she was reserved, but I didn’t know she’d been bullied. It just made me feel even worse for her.

“Because it was embarrassing,” she said and lowered her eyes.

“Let’s drop that topic. So you have no plans to go to college?” I asked her. I assumed she was saving up money to eventually go.

She shook her head. “It’s not just the money, but the girls in my class started partying. I vowed to myself to never touch a drop of alcohol or do any kind of drugs. I don’t want to end up like my parents.”

“That’s mature of you,” I said. “You certainly are more grownup than the average twenty-year-old.”

“Thank you,” she said, a smile blossoming on her face.

I could have easily offered her some financial help if she wanted to go to college, but it was her call. “What about Nathalie, will she continue her studies?”

Viktoria chuckled and shook her head. “Not in a million years. She hates studies. We kind of had a bad argument regarding that and haven’t spoken to each other in a week.”

“Sorry about that,” I said. “Friendships and relationships are important.”

“I agree,” Viktoria said. “It wasn’t anything too crazy. We’ll get back soon. We always do.”

“I don’t want to make any promises, but I have friends who run businesses too. I’ll definitely vouch for you.”

“I appreciate it,” Viktoria said.

I wanted to know what went on in her mind, but it was difficult to read her. She could be so shy at times, but I understood why. She didn’t have an easy past, but I wanted to help her as well as possible.

We finished the ice cream, and I gave her a ride to her apartment. She lived ten minutes away from my place, renting a room from a single mother. “If you need help with writing a resume, let me know,” I told her.

“Okay … When will you be available?” she asked.

“Later in the day,” I told her. “Just email me.”

“A goodbye hug?”

I stepped out of the vehicle and gave her a bear hug, holding onto her dearly. “This isn’t goodbye, but I want to hug you regardless.”

“But I won’t be seeing you as much.”

“You still have my email and number,” I told her. “Stay strong, Viktoria.”

“You too,” she said with a heavy sigh.

I watched her walk to her apartment, and I felt my heart sink. I enjoyed working with her, not just with her but with the company as well. It didn’t feel right to just let her go like that. I had her phone number, and I knew I had to make a decision.

* * *

I arrived home and slumped down on my couch. I threw my head back and thought over the heated argument with Jolie. I was glad it was over. Immediately as I entered the door, I thought over the broken vase she’d hurled at me, and how she’d cried at the top of her lungs.

As soon as I was with Viktoria, I forgot about everything. I wondered if she felt the same. She carried emotional baggage too. I knew it was tough these days. Our parents sure had it easier. They didn’t pay half of their income in rent.

I grabbed my laptop. The first thing I did was to pay out the bonus to Viktoria. As soon as I paid her, she messaged me a thank you with an exclamation mark and also a heart. I texted her back and said I would be busy for a little while. I didn’t want to excite her with a chat when I had to bounce shortly after. When I saw that heart, it warmed mine. She was grateful, something Jolie hadn’t been. I had to have some boundaries too. I couldn’t run a business while having a woman nagging at me to spend time twenty-four-seven. When she brought up marriage when there were already cracks in our six-month relationship, I knew she was mad and a golddigger too.

I thought again of Viktoria who never batted an eye at luxury. It felt like she wanted love and compassion, something I was starved of too.


Chapter 2

Viktoria

I stood outside on the street, all lonely and cold. I had no one to go to, and no one to look after me. I looked around but was surrounded by darkness. I saw no way out of this tunnel, no hope or remedy for this misery.

It started raining, which quickly turned into a downpour. My shoes were wearing thin, and the soles were coming off, making them flap at times. My socks were soaked since water, rain and mud seeped through them. I wore rags since I couldn’t afford any better, and as I walked down the streets, I believed I saw my future—homeless.

It was my future and destiny, living in a violent crime-ridden neighborhood while the world descended into chaos. I found myself in the heart of it with no chance to escape.

A shiny car drove by and stopped. The windows rolled down in slow motion. I saw Ryan. My biggest crush I’d ever had. He told me to hop in, which I did without second thoughts.

He drove me somewhere safe. A nice house, nothing too extravagant, just something to keep me secure and protected.

He was tall, and he had a jawline, short jet-black hair and a muscular body that had been sculpted in the gym for years. He was hot, and I desperately wanted him.

He lit the fireplace and we snuggled up by his bed. I was madly in love. I wanted him. I wanted to cling to him for the rest of my life, kiss him, taste him and make love to him. He pulled me closer and suddenly we were both naked. He was so handsome and so much older. He was the father I never had. I spread my legs for him, honored he would enter me and flattered there was something I could do for him.

* * *

My eyes popped open as I suddenly felt my heart race. My right hand was drenched. It was hovering right above my kitty, all sticky and wet. I let my head slump back onto my pillow, and I drew in a deep breath. “Another wet dream,” I muttered under my breath.

They’d happened more frequently, but this one was strong. The dreams had the same plot, and it was always Ryan and no one else. He would be there for me when I was bullied in school, taking me somewhere safe. He was there when my mother died, comforting me and telling me it would be alright. He held onto me for the rest of our lives, and I would love him no matter what.

But they were just dreams. I wasn’t so sure if he truly wanted me. He should have made a move by now, but it seemed like he’d just friend-zoned me, which was better than no zone. I would never forget when I found the ad. I had never believed in a million years he would call me back, but I jumped up in joy when he wanted to interview me. He paid for my gym card, gave me clothes and warmed my heart when I needed it the most. I’d never been jealous of any of his girls. I wouldn’t mind being in a polyamorous relationship with such a strong man like him, but I thought he either believed I was too young, or I wasn’t pretty enough.

Most of his girls were blonde bombshells who were well-endowed in every way possible. He’d also dated a former supermodel. It had been my dream job to take care of his social media and film with him. I felt heartbroken that it had now come to an end. If it hadn’t been for his financial help, I would have been on the street, which I most likely would head to soon.

I was lucky to have this room even if I had missed three rents. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to come up with four thousand dollars. The bonus Ryan gave me to buy a phone definitely wouldn’t go to a phone. It would be just enough to pay my bills.

I tried to stay strong even if it was difficult. I glanced at my old computer, thinking of Nathalie’s path. I wasn’t in shock when she told me she wanted to start doing OnlyFans. She had the looks for it. She had also lost her job as a part-time waitress and struggled to find another job. We had a little argument when she’d encouraged me to join her. She told me that I was exaggerating when I thought it was a slippery slope to drugs and stuff, and that I had to start living.

She’d called me yesterday and we’d apologized to each other. She was a good girl and had been my only friend throughout high school. She had grown up with a single mom. We easily found common ground, and whenever we were together, we left our troubles aside to enjoy ourselves. It was a perfect friendship. But I had a feeling she wanted me in other ways. She was bisexual and had been with a girl before. She’d encouraged me to experiment, but I wasn’t sure about stepping there yet. It sounded adventurous, but I wanted a man first and foremost.

The landlady knocked on the door. I knew it was her judging by the harshness. “Are you awake?” she asked with hints of disappointment in her voice.

I swung my feet off the bed and quickly grabbed my bra, hooking it. “Yes,” I answered, my voice barely audible.

“Are you there?” she repeated.

“Yes!” I said, raising my voice.

She opened the door. The landlady was a middle-aged single mom. She had bags under her eyes from lack of sleep, and she reeked of breastmilk. I mostly slept with earplugs to avoid getting woken up at night. She looked at me long and hard. “This can’t continue,” she said. “I can’t let you freeload off me.”

“I’ll pay you for last month,” I told her. “I just got paid.”

“Last month?” she asked suspiciously. “You told me something similar a couple of months ago. Now you owe me three months’ rent, and next week four.”

“I’ll be in a better position now that I’ll look for a full-time job,” I said.

“Viktoria … if you don’t pay what you owe me till the end of this day, I’ll give you a written notice and you’ll have till the end of this week to move.”

I felt my heart sink, but I knew I couldn’t argue with her. “Okay.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t feel good doing this, but I don’t have a choice.”

“I understand,” I said. She nodded, closed the door and went to the kitchen. I felt bad, really bad. I had to find a job as quickly as possible. Someone texted me, and I felt a thousand times better when I saw it was from Nathalie.

“Are you awake, sleepyhead?”

“Yes.”

“The beach in fifteen minutes. Breakfast is on me.”

“Kiss.”

“Kiss.” She also added a kissing smiley at the end.

I jumped into my clothes and headed to the foyer. I put on my dirty, ragged shoes. I could see my toes poking out and hints of a pink color that was turning brown. They were three years old, and I should be grateful I stopped growing at around fifteen. Ryan had helped out a ton by the clothes he’d given me, which I was grateful for, but they were mostly gym clothes.

I headed toward the beach. I narrowed my eyes at the blonde girl with a sun-kissed complexion. Nathalie wore a crop top and mini jeans, flashing her curvy figure. Nathalie was as tall as I was and incredibly good-looking in every way possible. I envied her breasts, but not in a bad way.

A smile blossomed on her face, and it infected me. She opened her arms, and I closed the gap by falling into them. “Let’s pinky swear to never argue again,” Nathalie said, wrapping her arms around me.

I agreed. As soon as she hugged me, I realized how much I had missed her. I broke the hug, lifting my pinky finger to her and locking it. “Why’s your finger sticky?” I asked her.

Nathalie grinned. “I had to work earlier.”

“You dirty girl,” I said jokingly.

She chuckled. “What’s up? You don’t look well to me.”

“My brain’s on overload,” I told her.

“Let’s sit and chat about it,” Nathalie said, taking my hand. “That’s what friends are for, right?”

I nodded and didn’t mind that her hand was sticky. We settled down on the nearest bench. I had some questions for her too, namely how she could afford those new clothes, but I assumed OnlyFans was going well for her. “So, I’m all ears,” Nathalie reminded me.

“I woke up and the landlady wasn’t so happy,” I explained. “I’m behind three months on rent.”

“You can always crash at my place,” she said.

“What about your mom?” I asked her. Nathalie and I had discussed it before, but I didn’t want to burden her family more since I knew they were on a tight budget as well.

“If your choice is between that and the streets, then I know Mom will make an exception.”

“Thank you,” I said, which was a relief knowing I had somewhere to go to. “Also, yesterday was the last time I worked for Ryan … He’s sold his business.”

“What … Why?” Nathalie asked, giving me a bewildered look. “Everyone in Cali knows about it. Look there, there are even some surfers rocking his gear.”

I looked where she was pointing, and she was right. They weren’t just some average ladies but incredibly attractive bikini babes. It was a really popular brand he’d built. I shrugged. “I haven’t asked, but he signed the contract half a year ago.”

“I’m sorry,” Nathalie said, giving me a sympathetic look. “He’s every girl’s dream.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, sighing. “I think he’s tired of girls … They all seem to fight over him.”

“I can’t blame them,” Nathalie said. “We all dream about guys like him. Have you looked for a job yet?”

“I’m working on my resume, but I have never written one. Ryan said he would help me, so.”

“Oh,” Nathalie said, a smile curving her lips. “He still has a thing for you.”

“What makes you say that?” I asked.

“He hasn’t dumped you completely,” she said.

“I think he’s just being nice to me,” I said.

“Yes, he’s being nice to you, but he certainly must care about you too.”

I played with the tempting thought. I sure wished it was like that too, but I kept telling myself to not get too excited. I thought he just felt bad for me. “Where did you get those clothes from?” I asked her, wanting to switch topics.

“Can we talk about this without arguing?” she asked.

“Of course,” I told her.

“I’m doing well at the moment,” she said. “It might be beginner’s luck, but I’m doing well regardless.”

“Not a big surprise,” I said. “There are definitely guys out there that want to pay to see a body like yours.”

“Yours too,” Nathalie said. “You’re beautiful in every way.”

“My tits aren’t big enough,” I said.

“Girl,” she said, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze of affection. “There’s no such thing. Your breasts are gorgeous. Hey, if every girl had oversized melons, there would be nothing special with them. Guys want something new and different.”

“Fine,” I said, and she had caught my interest. My breasts were only small when compared to Nathalie’s. They were rounder than average, and I knew they could’ve been worse. “Tell me more about your adult journey.”

“Well, currently I’m making two thousand monthly, which is plenty for me since I live with my mother,” she said. “The numbers might not look great at first.”

“So, what’s so good about it?”

“The upside,” Nathalie said, beaming. “There are girls out there riding the gravy train, making millions. There’s no upside to being a waitress or a chef.”

“I hope you succeed.”

“You can also,” she said, taking my hand. “We can succeed together.”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “I’ll get judged by this.”

“I get your concern,” she said. “I dwelled on it too, but we will be judged worse if we end up on the streets.”

I nodded and let it sink in. I knew she had a point. It was one of my worst fears, which I knew could turn into reality.

“I’ll admit I started out of desperation,” she said. “But I’m a human. What am I supposed to do? It wasn’t fun losing my job.”

“Nathalie, I will never judge you,” I told her.

She smiled, showing off her beautiful dimples. Her facial aesthetics were perfect and symmetric. Her little button nose along with her red painted heart-shaped lips. She looked like a gorgeous actress, and I wasn’t surprised by her success. “Does your mom know?”

Nathalie covered her lips and giggled. “She doesn’t. I have to be creative and work when she’s gone. I take advantage of every minute.”

“I see,” I said.

“Should we go get some waffles?” Nathalie asked.

“With some strawberries?”

“Whatever you want,” Nathalie said, beaming. “It’s on me.”


Chapter 3

Ryan

I sighed a breath of relief. I founded this company and ran it for six years. It was my third business and the most successful one yet, but since my predictions were coming true, I wasn’t sure whether it would survive, and even when I spoke to the new owners, they didn’t sound all that pleased to have made that deal since everything was slowing down at the moment.

I saw it on the news yesterday. The increase in looting and crime. Unemployment was rising too. I was glad I had a lot of cash at hand, so I could get out of here. There was only one problem that remained. I hadn’t found a girl to bring with me. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to bring an LA girl with me to the countryside either. I had planned to find someone there, a young, beautiful girl with the right mindset. Every time I thought about it, I kept thinking back to Viktoria. The last workout together had been wonderful. I asked myself whether the age gap was such a big deal. I had her number and knew I could call her whenever I wanted to.

Yesterday evening, I sent her some tips about the resume and how to spice it up. Today, I would also visit some of my old friends and see if they needed a young employee. Everyone wanted to employ a cute girl with a good work ethic, so it shouldn’t be difficult to find something for her.

I put on my clothes and headed outside. I jumped into the car and drove to my buddy I’d known since high school. He’d taken over his father’s clothing store when was in his twenties, and last time I heard of him he was doing well.

Arriving there, I parked in front of the store. Surprised, I didn’t see a single car in the parking lot, and I became even more surprised when I saw him. I hadn’t spoken to him in a year but he looked ten years older.

I killed the engine and hopped outside to greet him. It all made sense when I saw the sign outside. Out of business. “Dave,” I said and had to call for him to get his attention.

Dressed in white shorts and a polo shirt, he looked up at me and smiled briefly. His eyes were tired and puffy, and he had an unusual pale complexion. There was a lot that weighed him down. “Ryan, long time no see,” he said.

“What’s going on?”

“To the shits,” he said and went straight to the point which he always did. He crossed his arms and threw a bleak glance at the parking lot, which was once upon a time filled with cars and people trying to cram into one of the most popular clothing stores. “Retail is dying. This store’s been up and running for over fifty years but a couple of weeks back was the final nail in the coffin.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said.

“It’s nothing to be sorry about. Layoffs everywhere,” he said. “Difficult to get by these days.”

“I didn’t really expect this … All within a year.”

“It’s what I keep telling myself too,” he said.

“It’s not just the downturn,” Dave said and crossed his arms. His face darkened. “It’s those looters. They’re worse than a plague. Show up in packs, break windows, run in and grab everything they can get their hands on. Even if it’s not some flashy clothing, as long as it’s something, they’ll steal it.”

The looters had been a big problem lately. I heard about it on the news almost every day. I was glad that I ran an online business, but sometimes people wanted to try out the clothes as well. “Has it happened recently?” I asked him.

“Four times this year,” he said. “Only two of those gangs got caught, which I’m grateful for. There are businesses doing okay, but who knows for how long.”

“I see,” I said. The doom and gloom sure were infectious. I felt it as I stood there, feeling his pain of working hard and not getting anything in return. “I didn’t know it was this bad.”

“It’s bad,” he said. “These are crime waves that didn’t even exist in our childhood.”

“Have you found anything else to do?” I asked him.

“I’m looking,” he said. “But I’m not sure where to look when unemployment keeps rising. I have no choice either since I have debt to pay.”

I didn’t see much point in standing here and talking with him. It was difficult to keep the conversation going when he sounded so depressed, which I didn’t blame him for. We shook hands and wished each other well. It wasn’t like old times when we would instantly find something to do, go out for dinner and talk about the good old times. I had a feeling he just wanted to go hide.

I drove away and headed toward the café. A woman, who I had earlier dated, ran it. Last time I’d been there the place had been bustling with customers. Johanna was a service-minded woman and didn’t take a day off. She was always looking for ways to improve, from simple furniture to new recipes. The sandwiches she sold were a delicacy, and they had four point nine stars on Google reviews and Yelp.

It never crossed my mind that she might be in the same miserable position as Dave, but when I pulled in, I thought otherwise. The first thing I noticed was that the parking was nearly empty, which was unusual. At least the café was open, which gave me hope. I saw a mother and her child sitting outside under one of the patio umbrellas and a couple next to them, but there were still unusually few there.

I hopped outside and spotted Johanna inside cleaning one of the tables. She was a tall, graceful woman who loved to wear perfume and makeup. We hadn’t been with each other since a couple of years ago, but we were still friends, and we spoke whenever we bumped into each other. I saw something similar in her expression that I’d seen in Dave. She did not look happy for one reason or another.

I opened the door and the bell rang. Her eyes flicked up to mine, and her face lit up. “Ryan,” she said, her red lips curving in a smile. She wore her dark blonde hair in a bun, looking more like an employee than an owner.

“Johanna,” I said, smiling back. I was glad to see her in one piece like usual. “What’s up?”

“Not much,” she said.

“Do you have time for a chat over a sandwich?”

“As always,” she said.

I looked around. “Where’s your girls at?”

“I had to lay them off,” she answered with a sigh. “I only have three employees in total now, but I might have to get rid of another, unfortunately.”

I sighed internally, realizing it might be a bit more difficult to find something for Viktoria. Although I would not give up on her. “I’m sorry about that,” I said. “Give me the Club Sandwich and some water.”

“Like usual,” she said happily and placed it on the grill.

“I’ll wait for you outside,” I said and went and had a seat.

Wearing her hair loose, she came back shortly after and served me the delicious sandwich.

“Mind telling me what’s up?” I asked her after taking a bite. “I barely even recognize this place. I was lucky to find a seat last time.”

“The glory days are gone,” she said. She looked so much prettier without her bun, letting her hair cascade over her shoulders. “People aren’t eating out as much these days.”

“I see,” I said and took another bite. The salty, crispy bacon went so well with the avocado and chicken. The toasted bread was buttery and perfect as well.

“We also had a robbery last month in the middle of the day.”

“Geeze,” I said and put the sandwich down. “None got hurt, right?”

“Physically, no,” she said. “But it left a mental scar on some of us. They got caught too, so at least we got the money back.”

“It’s the same old story wherever you go. Looters and robbers.”

“Yeah … How about you? I see young guys repping your brand wherever I go,” she said, leaning forward.

“It’s going well, but I sold it half a year ago,” I told her. “I just filmed the last workout, and the business has been fully handed over to the new owners.”

“Why did you sell it?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Gut feeling,” I told her. “I’m also moving up north.”

“How far north?”

“Not far from Sacramento.”

“Probably safer and nicer there,” she said. “We’re barely making ends meet here.”

“I recently visited Dave. He had the same story to tell. Sadly, he just closed the shop.”

“Are you on the lookout for something?”

“Yeah, employment for Viktoria. I promised to help her.”

“That’s sweet of you,” she said. “I would have loved to give her a spot here, but there isn’t much work available, I’m afraid.”

“It is what it is,” I said.

I finished the sandwich and gave her a generous tip. She opened her arms and gave me a bear hug. “If things might turn around, I’ll ping you. Maybe there’ll be a spot for Viktoria after all.”

Judging by the bleak outlook, I wasn’t going to hold my breath. “Thanks.”

I sat in the car and drove back home. It was a lot to digest. I would have never imagined Dave would close his clothing shop and Johanna would do so poorly she had to lay off employees.

It was a cloudy day, and I narrowed my eyes on the sidewalk and the girl. I recognized Viktoria immediately; her brown glossy hair was unique, but it looked as if something weighed her down. I honked at her, making her jump. Rolling down the window, I leaned out. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

A smile flashed on her face. “Hi,” she said.

“Where are you going?” I asked her.

“Home, I suppose.”

“Do you want a ride?”

She nodded eagerly.

“Hop in,” I told her. She scurried to the front seat and opened the door, bringing her natural sweet scent with her. She was incredibly gorgeous. She wore her usual skirt and top. Even if I hadn’t seen her since we worked out, I didn’t realize how much I’d missed her till I saw her.

“It’s a bit of a coincidence. I just visited two of my friends. I asked them if they could offer you a job.”

“Oh,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “You’re thinking of me.”

“All the time,” I told her and patted her thigh. “Unfortunately, one of them was bankrupt and the other was struggling, so I didn’t find much luck there.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s alright. I won’t give up on you … Did you get a new phone?”

She lowered her gaze, most likely embarrassed. “No … Uhm, I had to pay the rent with the money. I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry about,” I told her and honestly didn’t mind. It was her money after all. “Is it all good over there?”

She shook her head. “The landlady wrote a notice. I have till the end of the week to move.”

“Have you missed any other rent?” I asked her.

“Two, and it will be three next week,” she said, finding it difficult to keep eye contact. “I’m sorry. I am ashamed of myself. I would have paid if I had the money. I’m not trying to rip her—”

“Hey, shit happens,” I cut her off before she beat herself up too much. “The most important thing is that you have a place to stay. Have you talked to Nathalie?”

“I just spent time with her and she had a huge brawl with her mother. I don’t think her mother wants me there.”

My heart sank when I heard that. “Do you know what? I’ll pay the missed rent, so you won’t be in debt, and you can stay with me in the meantime till you’ve found a job. How does that sound?”

“Really?” she asked, her eyes lighting up.

“Yes, you deserve way better than this,” I told her. “Do you have a lot of stuff?”

“Not much,” she said, fidgeting. “Just some clothes and my old laptop.”

“I’ll take you there,” I said. “But I have to rearrange some stuff at home. Can you stay there for another day?”

“Sure.”

I drove her to the apartment complex and followed her up to the apartment she was staying at. I heard a baby crying inside and shortly after came the middle-aged woman out. She looked caught off guard by seeing me, looking up as if I were a giant. I fished out my wallet and counted the bills.

“This is the rent Viktoria owes you,” I said and handed her the cash. “She’ll move tomorrow. Be nice to her in the meantime.” I gave her a firm look.

“Sure,” she said intimidatingly.

I exchanged glances with Viktoria, whose eyes sparkled. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” she said. I patted her back and left.


Chapter 4

Ryan

I was on my way to Viktoria. I spent yesterday evening cleaning the guest room, so she could have a decent place to stay. I had felt a bit lonely the past few days, and I looked forward to having her over.

I parked the car and noticed she was already waiting for me with a duffel bag slung over her shoulder and another in her hand. Her lips were upturned, revealing her pearly white teeth.

“Sleep well?” I asked her and hopped outside.

She nodded. “It was a bit difficult to fall asleep.”

“Why’s that?”

“I kept thinking and thinking.”

“Of what?”

She blushed. “Of stuff,” she said.

I opened the trunk and let her dump her bags. “Is that all you got?”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s all I need.”

“You’re going to need some extra clothes and especially a new phone if you want to find a job later,” I told her. “Tomorrow, I’ll take you to the mall.”

“Oh, that’s nice of you,” she said. She looked extra pretty today, wearing a skirt and a crop top. She’d applied some lipstick, making her young, smooth lips look fuller and more glowing. She also wore eyelashes, adding thickness, length and volume. She wore makeup on occasions. Although it wasn’t necessary for her.

We hopped into the car, and I drove her to my place. “Uhm, have you found a new girl yet?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

“Mind giving me some advice so I know what a guy is looking for?”

I flashed her a grin. I had lost count of how many times she’d asked me something similar. “Jolie became too intrusive and started suspecting I was cheating on her. I can’t stand girls like that.”

“I see,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger. “I’m sorry … I think you deserve someone better.”

“Thank you, Viktoria. I appreciate it,” I said. “I don’t have time to deal with headaches.”

“Are you still working a lot now that you’ve sold your business?”

“I still have stuff to do,” I told her. “What’s occupied my mind for the last few days is my home in Sacramento. Otherwise, I do have more time on my hands nowadays.” I hadn’t become this successful by eating junk food and playing computer games every day.

“Do you ever get a chance to wind down?” she asked me.

“Now, with you,” I said, placing my hand on her thigh and stroking her gently. “What about you … found any guys yet?”

She lowered her gaze. “Uhm, not really.”

I could tell something bothered her. “You get asked that a lot, don’t you?” I asked her.

“Kind of. Nathalie also asked me yesterday.”

“Take it as a compliment,” I told her. “It’s a bit strange for someone as beautiful as you to be single.”

A blush blossomed on her cheeks, and she turned her gaze to me. “Thank you,” she said. “I don’t think I’m ready yet. How old were you when you first started dating?”

“In my mid-twenties,” I said and knew it surprised her. “I started chasing the money before chasing the girls.”

“I thought you had girls fawning over you since you were a teenager,” she said.

“I did,” I said. “But I decided to stay focused instead. It paid off big time.”

We reached my home with a beautiful beach view. I pulled in and hopped out of the car. I grimaced a little as I stretched my back.

“Anything wrong?” Viktoria asked.

“Just a sore back,” I said. “Jolie would have given me a massage, but now I’ll just have to ride it out.”

“Maybe I can help,” she suggested.

Stiffening, I gave her a look. “How?”

“By giving you a massage, silly.”

The way she called me silly made my chest tingle. I figured she would like to do something for me after everything I’d done for her. “I’m all yours,” I told her. “Keep in mind, I have some paperwork and taxes to take care of before dinner. But you’re free to massage me first.”

“What’s on the menu?” she asked.

“I got some grass-fed steaks and fried sweet potatoes.”

“That’s super pricey.”

“Money isn’t a problem for me … only stress is.”

“I hope the massage will help.”

“Without a doubt, it will.” I opened the door and whisked her inside the foyer. Even when we stepped inside, her hair was so bright it dazzled my eyes.

“I’ve never given someone a massage before, so don’t expect anything fancy.”

“It’s the thought that counts,” I told her. My house had three rooms, one spacious living room, a master bedroom, an office and a guest room. I told her that she could crash in the guest room for now, which she happily didn’t decline.

She dumped her bags on the couch and drew in a deep breath. She stopped in front of the fireplace and looked around. “Wow … what a house you’re living in.”

“You get used to it,” I said. “Let’s check out the guest room.” I took the bags for her and led her upstairs. I opened the door and nudged her inside.

“Wow … It’s like three times the size of my room,” she said, looking around. “Thank you so much for letting me stay here.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and put the bags down. “You have a wardrobe there with some fresh sheets and coverlets. Do you want to see the bathroom too?”

She nodded, and I took her there as well. She was equally as stunned. She looked at herself in the mirror, the marbled sink, the spacious shower and the colorful tiles. “Wow … again,” she said with a giggle.

“It’s yours for now,” I told her. I winced a little as the pain shot through me. I prayed it wasn’t anything too serious.

“I think you need a massage,” she said, looking up at me with a smile playing on her face.

“Come,” I told her. I opened the terrace door which led to a patio. The sun wasn’t too strong, so I decided we could lay on the sun loungers. I took off my shirt, revealing my well-trained body. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining things, but there were certain times I had a feeling she wanted to watch me but didn’t for obvious reasons.

“You’re so jacked,” she said and couldn’t hold in her comment.

“I haven’t skipped a single day in the gym,” I told her.

“You’re too disciplined for that,” she said. “The shirtless photos were my favorite.”

I had noticed that before it always excited her when she shot the bare-chested photos. She’d tried to accidentally touch me on several occasions.

I didn’t take off my shorts for obvious reasons. I opened one of the outdoor cabinets and tossed her a bottle of oil. “Catch.”

She caught it perfectly. “I’ll repeat, I haven’t done this before.”

I lay down on the sun lounger with my chin propped up on my hands. “Whenever you find a boyfriend, keep in mind that they all love being massaged.”

“Now I’m pumped,” she said with a giggle. “Because I can practice on you.”

I watched her in the reflection of the window. She shook the bottle, her cute tits jiggling with the effort. Popping the bottle open, she filled her palms with oil and started caressing me with her hands. Starting on my back, she took her time, moving her hands in slow, sensual circles.

I purred. Her hands were just so soft and delicate. I’d never felt such smooth skin as hers in a long time.

She giggled. “You’re so muscular.”

“Extra homework for you.”

“I like a challenge.”

“Don’t sweat it,” I told her, knowing that it could be stressful for a young woman trying to find her place in this world. “Do you have a dream profession?”

“A masseuse,” she said with a giggle.

“Nothing to giggle over.”

“Sometimes I just dream of being there for a man.”

“You want to find a man with a nice wallet and live happily ever after?”

“Like every girl’s dream,” she said with a laugh and moved her hands to my shoulders. She couldn’t even curl her fingers around a third of them. “Gosh, you’re so big.”

“Take your time,” I told her.

“Does your back feel better?” she asked, inching her knees closer to my upper body.

“Way better,” I said.

I lost myself in her touch. I was skeptical at first since she’d never been so close to me. It was usually my girlfriend’s job, but now that Viktoria was here, I couldn’t decline her offer. As this started to feel a bit intimate, I thought of my latest wet dream about her. I was camping with her in the forest. After I had saved her from a bear attack, she hugged me. She’d asked if she could do something in return, and I complained about my blue balls. She’d happily taken off my pants and given me a handjob.

I’d woken up with a jolt. Even if I had fucked Jolie the prior night, I had sprayed cum all over the bedsheet. It was the most intense dream I’d ever experienced. My girl obviously asked what had happened. I’d lied and told her the wet dream was about her.

I noticed Viktoria was growing fatigued as she kept massaging me. She’d also inched her legs as close to me as possible. I felt her warm breath flowing onto my neck. I felt minor sparks, and my cock stirred. I had to abort before this became too intimate. I didn’t have any plans to debauch her, after all. “I feel so much better,” I told her and turned around.

She beamed. “I’m stoked for you … Maybe while you make some steaks for us, I can clean the house?”

“That’s so sweet of you,” I said. I was proud of her that she wasn’t spoiled and bratty like most teenagers these days. I couldn’t deal with those girls myself. She seemed well-raised despite having a harsh past. “I’ll take care of some paperwork. I’m sorry that I have to leave you here for a couple of hours.”

“I’m fine,” she insisted. “I can just sunbathe.”

“Grab something on the shelves if you’re feeling hungry,” I told her. I had a bunch of protein cookies, bars, nuts and drinks.

“Sure … Do you think you can apply some sunscreen first?” she asked and made a cute face.

I stiffened similarly to when she’d suggested to massage me. “With pleasure,” I told her and patted the sun lounger. I figured it would only take a minute.

“Can I borrow a bikini?” she asked and fidgeted.

“Of course,” I told her. Motioning her to come with me, we stepped into the living room. I had a wardrobe filled with bikinis and swimming trunks. I sometimes had more than one girl over and decided it would be a good idea to have a wardrobe close to the terrace. Her eyes swept over the bikinis. She went through a dozen of them till she settled on a pink, triangle top and bottom. I gave her a look, and she turned to me.

“What?”

“That’s my ex-girlfriend’s,” I told her, and Viktoria certainly knew since she’d seen her before with that clothing.

“I can choose another.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “I hardly think she’ll come back.”

“Give me a minute to change … You aren’t in a hurry?”

I shook my head. “I have some things to take care of later but don’t sweat it.”

She skipped into the bathroom and clumsily closed the door after her. I stepped out onto the terrace and threw a glance over my shoulder. The door was open ajar, and I could clearly hear how she stripped off her clothes. I turned around and wondered if something was wrong with me for even looking, but I also wondered why she didn’t close the door.

Out of reflexes, I looked over my shoulder again and caught a glimpse of Viktoria nude in front of the mirror. Our eyes met. It was just a brief glimpse, but if I’d seen correctly, I’d never seen such beautiful, fresh breasts in my life. Her nipples and areolas were pink like cotton candy, and they were perfectly round at the bottom. I was about to pitch a tent to her, and I quickly tucked my rising cock into the waistband.

She stepped out of the bathroom and jumped onto the terrace. “How do I look?” she asked and twirled around.

It was oddly erotic seeing her dressed in my ex-girlfriend’s bikini. “Fits you perfectly,” I said. My eyes swept over her. She wore that bikini better than my ex. It clung to her skin flawlessly. The top lifted her breasts and deepened her cleavage, but if my memory served me right, they sat high on her chest. The bikini bottom hugged her pear-shaped bottom. I reminded myself not to look too much, but it was too late for that as her cheeks turned rosy. I should just be grateful she didn’t bring up the fact that I had caught a glimpse of her nude.

I patted the sun lounger. “Lie down.”

She happily lay down, her hair spilled over her back. I went to the cabinets and reached for the bottle of sunscreen. While shaking the bottle, I looked at her and how she innocently lay there. Her hair glowed in the sun, and her skin was smooth as rose petals. I could see country miles of her flesh, and it triggered something in my primeval brain.

I opened the bottle and tried to do something other than gawk at her. I filled my hands with the coconut-scented sunscreen. I started on her lower body, gently gliding up and down her feet. I made my way up her calves. “Am I being too hard?” I asked her. It felt as if I were touching a rare vase.

“It’s perfect.”

I reached for her buttocks, squeezing them lovingly while I had my eyes glued on her hips. I knew I was strong enough to tear off her bikini bottom. It was the first time I’d ever touched her firm ass, and my temperature spiked. My cock suddenly hardened, and I realized I had to adjust it in my shorts before it became too obvious. I massaged the sunscreen onto her back and shoulders, making sure I didn’t miss an inch. “So … I’ll let you take care of the rest.”

She turned around, revealing a rosy blush on her cheeks. “Thank you.”

“I’ll try to hurry up, but give me at least a couple of hours.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m grateful for everything you’ve done for me so far.”

I went upstairs to my office, slumped down and breathed a sigh of relief. I thought of what had just taken place. The way she massaged me felt way more intimate than it should have felt, and I’d seen a glimpse of her nude. It felt surprisingly well, and I wasn’t so sure about needing to suppress my feelings for her any longer.

Taking a deep breath, I went back to work.

* * *

Leaning back in my chair, I cracked my knuckles. Finally, I was finished. I didn’t like the fact that I had just left her downstairs by herself. I wanted to keep her company. I was also growing hungry, my belly rumbling.

I made my way out. With shades on, she lay on the sun lounger. She sat up immediately upon seeing me. “Are you ready for some steaks?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly. “I love red meat.”

“That’s a good girl.”

“How was work?” she asked and jumped to her feet, her boobs jiggling inside her bra.

“Boring as usual,” I told her. “But it’s a part of my daily routine.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” she said. “You need some joy in your life.”

“Because you’re a girl,” I said playfully.

“Uh-uh. You need joy equally as much as I do,” she said. “Can I clean the house in the meantime?”

“You definitely are a good girl,” I told her. I showed her the vacuum cleaner and explained how I wanted the rooms to be cleaned.

“I’ve cleaned my landlady’s apartment too now and then. It’s not rocket science,” she said and gave me a flirtatious look.

I punched her lightly on the shoulder. “I didn’t mean it like that,” I told her. “An intro doesn’t hurt.”

While she started cleaning, I chopped up the sweet potatoes and dumped them in the air fryer. I fired up the grill till the smoke billowed. I brought out two rib eye steaks from the fridge and richly seasoned them. I slapped them onto the grill, listening to the flesh sizzle as the scent of charcoal hung in the air.

Viktoria finished in no time and came outside. “Sparkling clean,” she said and beamed.

“Thank you. I don’t take that for granted.”

With her eyes closed, she sniffed the air. “Smells so nice. Can I set the table?”

“Maybe you should wear some appropriate clothes for dinner first,” I told her, seeing that she still wore my ex’s bikini.

“Okay then,” she mumbled, hurried inside and put on her skirt and crop top. Coming back outside, she set the table. She dropped a fork on the ground and bent over. The fork kept slipping from her fingers while she was perfectly bent at the waist. I couldn’t help but gawk at her firm bottom that I’d touched recently.

I put the steaks and fries on a platter, and we sat down. “I’m steak-famished,” she said and loaded up her plate. “This is so luxurious.”

“You can have this every day as long as you’re here,” I told her with a wink. I loaded up my plate too and cut right through the tender steak. The pink juices pooled on the plate and went so well with the sweet potato fries.

We gave each other some time to eat, but after a couple of bites, I was itching to speak with her. It felt unusual to be here alone without having a girl to flirt with. “So, is everything okay with Nathalie?” I asked her.

“Sort of,” she said and ripped off another mouthful of flesh from the fork. She was, without a doubt, meat-famished. “She’s found a lucrative job, after all.”

“Mind telling me what?” I asked.

Viktoria smirked. “Uhm … OnlyFans.”

I chuckled. “Hey, if she enjoys it then why not. It’s her choice after all.”

“Unfortunately for her, her mother isn’t as liberal. So she’s a bit worried about getting caught … pink-handed.”

We shared a laugh. “Why did she start?”

“She admitted she took it out of desperation. She couldn’t find any work either, but she’s a bit bolder than I am.”

“Let me guess … She tried to persuade you?”

Viktoria’s cheeks pinked. “She did and that’s what we fought over. I just see it as a slippery slope, and she said I was exaggerating.”

“You care for each other,” I noted.

“We do.”

We finished the dinner and leaned back with a sigh. “Do you have some dessert?” she asked.

“I got a strawberry cheesecake for you,” I said, knowing she had a sweet tooth.

Her eyes widened. “I love anything with strawberries”

“I know … I’ll spoil you any day.”

“Can I take the dishes?” she asked.

“Don’t even bother to ask,” I told her.

I let her take the dishes while I set the table and brewed some tea for us. I marveled at how easily I got along with her. We’d never fought before, not even a skirmish.

While the sun lowered behind us, we sat down again and indulged in the cake. “Why’s your piece smaller than mine when you’re like ten times bigger?” she asked. She scooped up a large chunk of cake and raised the spoon to her mouth. She sucked on it till her cheeks hollowed out.

I chuckled. “Well, if I would have eaten a big enough chunk, I wouldn’t have had such a muscular body that you commented on earlier.”

“Makes sense,” she said and took another spoonful in her mouth, moaning passionately as she sucked on the spoon and licked every side of it. “It feels like I can eat how much cake I want without adding a single pound.”

“It’s because you’re a sweetheart,” I told her. It was cute seeing her shovel cake into her mouth. She managed to spill some strawberry juice on her cleavage which ran down like a rivulet. I handed her a napkin, and she began to dab it on her creamy breasts.

“What should we do after we’ve eaten?” she asked, lifting the plate to her lips and licking it clean.

“Let’s watch a movie together.”

“As long as it won’t be a war film,” she said and gave me a look.

“It’s your call,” I told her. “Whatever you want.”

“Really?” she asked, putting the plate back down.

“You’re the boss for this evening.”

She put her finger on her chin and tapped it till her eyes lit up. “I have a really good one,” she said.

“Mind telling me?” I could already guess it was either a romance or drama.

She shook her head. “You’ll see it … It’ll be a surprise for now.”

“Alright, you already got me hooked.”

Viktoria helped me out with the dishes again. She popped some popcorn and also got some drinks for us, and she placed them on the table. She stood and stared at the TV for a little while. “Wow … it’s so big.”

“Not too shabby.”

“How many inches?”

“Hundred and ten,” I told her. I slumped down on the couch and got the remote control. I patted the spot next to me.

She held up her finger. “A moment.” She went into the cabinets and brought out a blanket and plopped down next to me.

“That’s one big bowl of popcorn,” I told her.

“You got to live too,” she said and leaned back.

Every girl told me that, but they didn’t realize that it was hard work and dedication that bought me this lifestyle.

“Everything is so luxurious here,” she said and leaned back on the couch.

I grabbed the control for the couch and reclined it like an armchair. “Hard work pays off,” I told her.

She fiddled with the remote control for the TV till she found the film she was looking for. Reading the title, I already understood it was some romance or drama film. It wasn’t my cup of tea. I usually liked watching documentaries or war films. It was just motivating to see what some guys went through to achieve their goals. I had never been too much into romance, but I decided to give it a shot. I also wanted her to be happy no matter what.

“I think you will like it,” she said.

“Alright, but don’t give me any spoilers,” I told her.

Viktoria inched her hips closer to mine till they briefly touched. I draped my arm over her shoulder, and she leaned her head on mine. Again, for the third time this day, I stiffened and felt sparks. I had confused her for my girl but now my arm was already around her while watching a romantic drama film. There was no way I could pull my hand from her, but peeking down at her, I’d never seen her smile so brightly. Maybe she wanted this as badly as I did, and maybe I should stop trying to suppress my true feelings for her.

The film continued. It wasn’t any kind of romance, but it was about an age-gap relationship. An orphaned nineteen-year-old falling in love with a forty-five-year-old commander. They had to hide to talk to each other, and they went to great lengths just to send love letters to each other. Eventually, war broke out, and the girl was on her knees crying. At that point, Viktoria’s eyes welled up. I grabbed a tissue paper for her and dabbed her eyes.

“Sorry, I just feel so bad for her,” she said.

“It’s okay,” I said. “I’m touched by it too.”

“Do you like it so far?” she asked, sniveling.

“I do,” I said and just held onto her closer. I was genuinely surprised, but I actually liked it.

He survived the war and even got promoted for his heroic effort. After a year of combat, the first thing he did was to reach out to her. They met again, and it must have been the happiest moment in the film. The girl was crying but the man held onto her, and finally, they kissed. I glanced over at Viktoria, and it looked as if her eyes were swimming with love.

The sex scene came, and I was prepared for it. I had a perfect view of Viktoria’s cleavage from this point of view, and I was growing involuntarily harder as I had her so close to me. “Can you give me the blanket?” I asked her. I wasn’t cold but just wanted something to cover my shorts, so she wouldn’t see my obvious erection growing.

Viktoria neatly placed it over me, but she accidentally touched the center of my shorts. It made her stiffen and arch her eyebrow. We exchanged glances, and she was old enough to understand what an erection was and what that implied. “You’re hard,” she blurted.

My cheeks flushed, and I fumbled for words. “Don’t think about it,” I told her awkwardly. She put me on the spot, and I wasn’t sure how to react.

“Okay, I’m sorry,” she said and turned back to the film.

Christ that was awkward. I couldn’t rise with a pitched tent without getting caught, and the movie was nearing its end.

Eventually, they ended up on a farm, away from curious eyes, and lived happily ever after.

Since the awkward moment earlier, we hadn’t said anything to each other. Viktoria sniffled. I took another tissue paper and helped her dry her eyes. “Are you alright?” I asked her, breaking the silence.

“Yeah … I’m just so happy for the ending.”

“I must admit … I liked it too,” I told her.

“You did?” she said eagerly.

“Yeah … they should’ve moved together a long time ago.”

“I think so too,” she said. “And poor girl … they had to hide their love. She just wanted a strong man to protect her. No one protected her when she was young.”

“Did it make you think of your parents?” I asked and searched her face.

“Partly,” she admitted.

I draped my arm over her shoulders. “I’m here for you.”

“Thank you,” she said and leaned her head on my shoulder.

I stroked her arm, and I felt the sparks again. My heart rate accelerated, and I knew I was falling for her. I didn’t want to move too quickly since I knew she was young, but I couldn’t fight my feelings for her any longer.

“I’m happy you let me stay with you,” she said and sniveled. “I feel so much safer.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her. “Don’t worry about making ends meet. I’ll make sure you’ll be alright.”

“No one has ever been so nice to me before.”

“You deserve better,” I said. We looked at each other for a moment, and my gaze melted. “Should we go to sleep?”

“Okay,” she said, sounding disappointed as if she wanted something more.

We rose, and luckily, my cock wasn’t as hard, so it was a bit easier to conceal. I escorted her up to the second floor and helped her get the bed ready in the guest room.

“Uhm … was it the movie that made you hard or something else?”

“We can talk about that another day,” I told her and felt a bit awkward that she brought it up again.

“I’m sorry,” she said and lowered her eyes.

“Do you want to go to the bathroom first?”

“You can go first,” she told me with hints of sadness in her voice. “I’ll probably use it a bit longer.”

I went inside. I clearly heard how something weighed her down. I wondered if it was related to her question, but I wasn’t sure how to answer her either since I wanted to take it slow with her. I started brushing my teeth and washing my face. I was quick as usual and left the bathroom door open for her. “Good night,” I told her.

“Good night,” she said and padded into the bathroom.

I sat on the edge of my bed in the meantime. She spent a lot of time there, but thoughts whirled in my mind. She acted strange, and I wanted to get to the bottom of it. I had to talk to her before she went to bed.

Suddenly, Viktoria knocked on the door, and I jumped. “Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I told her and rose. As soon as she opened the door, my eyes widened. She was standing there wearing nothing else besides panties with a wet patch at the bottom. Her boobs were two perfect orbs adorned with the pinkest areolas and topped with the sweetest nipples. They didn’t sag an inch and were as fresh as they could be.

She twirled her hair on her finger, obviously knowing what she was up to. She seemed to enjoy the fact that I stared at her. “Viktoria—what are you doing?”

“What?” she asked and stopped twirling her hair.

“Why are you naked?” I asked her.

Tears welled up in her eyes. “I just wanted t-to t-talk to you,” she said and broke out in tears, running to her bedroom. I stood there flabbergasted, and I wasn’t sure how to react at first. Quickly, I felt bad for her and knew I should’ve reacted in another way. She just caught me off guard … in a good way.

Not wasting any time, I quickly knocked on her door. “Viktoria?”

She cried, sniveled and blew her nose. I knew she wouldn’t open the door till I did so. She could be submissive sometimes. I slowly opened it, and she sat on the edge of the bed, crying in her hands. I knew there was a lot more to unpack here.

I took a seat next to her and draped my arm over her shoulder. “Go on, let it out. I’m here for you.”

“I’m sorry,” she sniffled. “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot.”

“It’s okay. Cry first and we can talk when you’re feeling ready.” I lent her my shoulder in the meantime, letting her lean onto me. I stroked her nude back, not bothering about her boobs for now, just making sure she would feel better.

I waited patiently till she could speak again. “First of all, I’m sorry when I asked what you were doing. But I wasn’t prepared to see you nude. Second, something is bothering you, and you haven’t told me why,” I told her firmly. “Please, open up to me. No one’s here besides you and me.”

“It’s just that … I’m madly in love with you,” she said and dried her tears. “And I’ve been so since I started working for you.”

It didn’t surprise me. It was brave of her to admit that, and I respected her for her courage.

I took some tissue paper and tried to clean her face.

“I wasn’t sure if you liked me,” she continued. “I wanted to tell you, but I was afraid I wasn’t pretty enough for you.”

“Viktoria, you’re a princess. You’re prettier than any other girl I’ve been with.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I played that movie and when you said you liked it, I thought maybe you wouldn’t find it weird that I’m younger. I also noticed your penis was hard but was unsure why. It gave me hope that you might find me attractive. I came in nude to see how you would react. Obviously, you think I’m weird. Everyone thinks I’m weird.”

She sniffled, and I held her closer, so she wouldn’t burst into tears again. “Viktoria, you’re just jumping to conclusions. You’re completely misunderstanding things. You’re insanely attractive both on the inside and outside. You’re a dream girl, but the reason why I reacted that way is because you caught me off guard. In a good way.”

“Really?”

I drew in a deep breath. I had to come clean with her too. If she could tell me then I could tell her about my fantasies too. “I’ll admit I’ve had several fantasies and dreams about you too. I had a wet dream about you recently.”

“You did?” she asked and looked at me. I immediately heard how it made her feel better.

“I did.”

“Oh … I’ve also had frequent sexual dreams about you,” she said. “After I met you, I became obsessed with you. There are boys who’ve tried to hit on me, but I want you. I want you to have my first kiss. I want you to take my virginity. I want to love you and be loved back … You’re the man of my dreams.”

“Since you’re brave enough to admit that, I want you to know that my heart is beating for you. I want to make love with you too. I just didn’t want to move too quickly.”

She beamed as if she hadn’t cried from the beginning. We drew each other close, and our breaths and heartbeats synced. It felt as if our bodies were molded together, fitting perfectly as the world faded. Breaking the hug, a smile curled on both our lips. I brushed some hair away from her pretty face, brushing my thumb over her deep dimples.

“You don’t think I’m weird?” she asked.

“Not at all—Viktoria, you’re beautiful.”

“It means the world to me.”

“I know it does.”

“Maybe if we take a step at a time,” she said in a hushed voice and glanced down at my shorts. “Your penis is still hard after all.”

I knew it was going to be difficult to sleep. I tried not to think too much about it. I swept my eyes over her, admiring her brown hair and cute dimples. She had the perfect, toned body, and it had been one of my biggest dreams to have my way with her. After working together for half a year, I couldn’t resist her. “What do you have in mind?”

“Maybe I can do something with my hands … maybe try to taste it too?” she asked, her eyes brightening.

“A handjob or blowjob you mean?”

Rolling her eyes, she gave me a look. “How was I supposed to know what it’s called when I haven’t done this before?”

I could see the twinkle in her eyes. She was relieved that I had opened the doors to this. “Don’t worry,” I said, chuckling and patting her back. “Just teaching you the correct vocabulary.” I also wanted to correct the way she said hard penis. Cock or erection sounded better, but it sounded cute coming from her. “Tonight, you’ll sleep in my bed.”

She smiled from ear to ear as if the tears hadn’t been there from the start. She looked at the center of my shorts and the tent that had been pitched for a while. “Can I touch it?”

“Let’s go to my bedroom first,” I told her. I took her hand, and we went to my room. She was jittery, and I noticed she was shaking even though I held her hand firmly. “Are you nervous?”

“Excited,” she corrected me. “It’s been a dream to pleasure you.”

I switched on the light and reduced it a little. I liked keeping the lighting dim for the final hour of the night, but I also wanted to see her marvelous breasts.

“Do you like my boobs?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger.

“They’re beautiful,” I said and lost myself as I studied the shape and symmetry of her round melons.

“Do you want to touch them?”

I jumped onto the bed and crawled to the end. I crooked my finger, and she crawled to me. A part of me wondered whether I was dreaming or not, but when I cupped them, I realized this was real. “They’re gorgeous,” I told her, kneading her soft flesh and flicking her nipples back and forth.

She straddled my legs. Her wet panties touched down on my bulge. “You’re becoming harder,” she noted and giggled. Her laughter sounded like bird songs to my ears, especially after she’d just cried.

“It’s because you’re so damn attractive,” I told her.

“Uhm, I’ve never kissed a guy before,” she said and drew a circle right on my chest, exploring my muscular body with her petite hands.

I cupped her neck, pulling her body over mine. We closed the gap between us, her breasts on my nude chest. I’d craved her for so long, and I yielded. I pressed my lips to hers. I felt the sparks straight away as she melted in my arms. I parted my lips only to slide my tongue into her mouth. She was a bit shy, keeping her tongue confined. I had to play around with it till it broke out of its shell. She finally slid her tongue out to meet mine, and they swirled together in bliss.

I kept cupping her neck with my right hand and sliding my left down to her panties and over her hips. We were as intimate as we could be. I felt her heartbeat against mine and her warm breath against my face as we made out.

Time stood still and the world around us faded. The only thing that existed in this universe for that moment was our kiss.

Breaking the kiss, I looked her in the eyes, and she pinked from head to neck. “How was your first kiss?”

“Magical.”

“I’ve never felt anything so strong in my life,” I told her while maintaining eye contact.

“Me neither,” she said.

My cock kept throbbing against her panties. “Unbuckle my shorts and pull my cock out,” I told her in a husky voice, craving her delicate touch on my manhood.

“You’re so manly,” she squeaked and slithered down to my waist. I was afraid my cock was about to burst right through the garment. I lifted my pelvis and let her pull down my shorts and underwear. My cock sprang back up like a coil and crashed into my waist. I hadn’t been so erect in a long time, and the loud smack made her jump. My cock bounced back up and towered right over her.

“It’s huge,” she said, intimidated, and carefully regarded it as if it would strike her like a cobra.

“It doesn’t bite,” I told her and raked my fingers through her hair.

“I have just googled some tutorials on how to pleasure a man, but I’m not sure … Uhm, how?”

“Just wrap your hands around it and slowly stroke me,” I told her. “It’s biological, not rocket science.”

“Okay,” she said. She curled her ten fingers around the middle of the shaft, and I leaned back and had never felt such a pleasurable sensation. My adorable little former employee was touching my erection, desperate to please me. I sighed in relief as she slid her fingers along the throbbing vein and to the top. She reached the purple crown and stared at the ruby-red slit.

“Spit in your hands,” I told her. “They’ll slide a bit better.”

She spat and massaged the spit along my length. She stroked me a bit better now that she’d lubricated her hands. The thrill made me feel so excited, and I knew it wouldn’t take her long to get me off.

She stroked me a bit quicker and flitted her eyes back to me. The way her elbows were together made her cleavage deepen. “Am I doing it right?” she asked.

“You’re doing great,” I told her and combed my fingers through her hair.

“I love when you touch my hair like that,” she said and kept stroking me, smiling as she finally got to touch her first cock.

I kept raking my fingers through her hair while she stroked me. She licked her lips and eyed the tip. “Do I just stick it in my mouth?” she asked while both her hands covered the top of my shaft.

“Lick it with your tongue first and then you can try to suck the tip,” I told her and was dying to see her lips stretched around my girth.

She leaned over and became curious, prodding the crown with her tongue. It was just a brief touch, but I felt it strongly. Then she swirled it around till pearly saliva trickled down the shaft. “It tastes manly,” she said with a titter. Then she licked her lips and wrapped them around the tip and exclusively sucked on the head. She came off with a pop and pushed my cock into her mouth again. Surprisingly, she took my erection a couple of inches down her mouth. I knew I was bigger than average, but I was surprised at how well she handled my joystick.

On the next upward stroke, she sealed her lips around the crown. With her hands, she stroked me simultaneously while keeping the head in her mouth. “That’s it, Viktoria, keep going,” I told her, releasing moan after moan as she kept bobbing her head back and forth. “Oh, that’s amazing.”

She kept stroking me harder, and I started lifting my pelvis. The climax was building rapidly. She was drawing an orgasm right out of me. “Oh, Viktoria,” I said. It felt so good to say her name. I lifted my pelvis higher. She let out spit on the cock, lubricating it, so she could slide her hands up and down me a bit better. “Almost there.” I curled my toes, whimpering in pleasure.

She wrapped her lips around the tip again, and five more pumps and I let out a guttural groan as I sent out a massive bullet of cum right into her mouth. Her eyes widened, and she swallowed the first blast before coming off. I managed to strike her face which was followed by several shots on her boobs. She refused to let go of my cock, and I threw my head back as she had momentarily taken me to heaven.

“Geeze …” I said and combed my hair. I hadn’t felt such a strong orgasm in my life. “That was the strongest climax of my life.”

“I’m blind,” she said with a giggle. Her entire face was coated in my thick semen.

“A sec,” I told her and reached for a towel on the nightstand. I had plenty of those ready since there was a lot of magic taking place here. I helped clean her till she could see me again. She looked relieved, happier than I’d ever seen her. She fell into my arms. I embraced her, pulling her closer to my chest and stroking her back. “Viktoria … that was amazing.”

“I’ve never felt so happy in my life … It’s been a dream of mine to be intimate with you.”

“A dream of mine too,” I admitted and stroked her back.

“Can I sleep with you?” she asked, breaking the hug to look at me.

“Sure,” I said. “I already told you so.”

“I’m just excited,” she said.

I lay down, and she lay down right next to me. I pulled her closer to me, letting her young ass back into my crotch. She was just wearing soaked panties, and I felt her nectar on my semi-hard cock. I snaked my hand under hers and squeezed her boobs. My heart was beating for her, and I knew this was a type of love I’d never felt before.

“Tomorrow, let’s go to the mall and get you a new phone.”

“Oh, thank you … I’m grateful for everything you’ve done for me.”

“You deserve it all,” I told her. “Now goodnight and sweet dreams.”

“Sweet dreams,” she said, and we both fell asleep.


Chapter 5

Ryan

I slowly pried my eyes open as the sunlight streamed into the bedroom. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept so deeply. I was fully refreshed and healed. My mind was numb, and I felt elated as if I were on cloud nine.

As my vision cleared, I saw Viktoria in front of me. She lay on the side facing me. Her eyes were closed and drool trickled out the corners of her mouth. Her chest rose and sank, and she was one hundred percent cute. I glanced below at her bountiful breasts. She was a young, gorgeous beauty, and I wanted her badly.

I felt the pain on the head of my erection. It was straining hard against her thigh, and I had to shift it upward. I thought of last night when she’d gone down on me. It was the best head I’d ever been given. Even if she had never done it before, it was the buildup and the age gap that made it feel so much better. We’d been working together for so long, and it felt great to finally unleash those forbidden dreams. I wanted more. I wanted to enter her and make love to her, letting her know she would be safe. That dear girl deserved so much better than what she’d been through.

She slowly started opening her sparkling blue eyes. I raked my fingers through her hair and pushed it away from her face. She smiled immediately but then stiffened when she noticed all the drool that leaked from the corners of her lips. “Whoops,” she said.

I turned around and brought out a napkin, giving her one so she could clean herself while I cleaned the pillow. “Thank you,” she said. “I really didn’t mean to.”

“I forgive you,” I said. “You look super cute.”

“This is the first time in my life I’ve drooled in my sleep.”

“It’s a sign you slept well,” I told her.

“I wonder why I haven’t slept well before,” she said and tapped her chin.

I already knew the answer—she hadn’t felt safe. Stress and trauma affected sleep. It warmed my heart knowing she could finally get some rest. “Have you ever slept with someone before?”

“My parents I suppose,” she said with a shrug. “When I was young.”

“It feels better sleeping together with someone,” I told her.

“Especially someone you love.”

I pecked her forehead.

“Did I pleasure you last night?” she asked.

“More than you could imagine,” I said.

My answer satisfied her. She shyly looked down at my crotch, and her eyes flitted back to mine. “I loved it too … I was a bit nervous since I haven’t done it before.”

“It’s alright,” I told her. “Just being around you feels equally as good.”

“I wished … We could have done this earlier.”

I regretted it too. It was so obvious we were made for each other. I should have made a move on her the first month she began working for me. “So do I, but better late than never.”

I stroked her delicate shoulder and down her arm. “Do you want to move in with me to Sacramento?”

“Do I?” she said, her eyes sparkling.

“You don’t have to worry about finding a job,” I told her. “Just cook and be there for me.”

She bit her lip, a mixture of excitement and nervousness crossing her face. “It sounds like a dream,” she murmured.

I smiled, pulling her closer. “Sacramento has everything we need: a beautiful home, plenty of space, and endless possibilities.”

She laughed, a sweet sound that filled the room. “I can’t believe this is happening. It’s like a fairy tale.”

I looked into her eyes, my heart swelling with love. “Fairy tales do come true, as long as we make them happen. And I promise, I’ll make every day feel like one for you.”

“When will we leave?”

“We’ll stay here for a little bit longer. The house is almost finished.”

Her smile widened, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, holding me tightly. “I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too,” I replied.

“I want to spend time with Nathalie in the meantime too,” she said, breaking the hug. “She’s my best friend.”

“I know she is if she won your heart.”

Nathalie’s cheeks pinked.

“Should we rise?” I asked her.

“Only if you help me,” she demanded.

I swung my feet off the side of the bed, and she turned around. She extended her hand to me, and I helped her up. “Do you need some clothes as well?” I asked her.

“Not really,” she said with a giggle. “You’ve been giving me so much already. Both of my duffel bags are stuffed with clothes.”

“You sure?” I asked her. “I don’t make skirts, mini jeans and casual shoes for instance.”

“If you buy me a phone, I’ll be happy,” she said.

I loved her even more. She was the opposite of a spoiled girl. “Let’s meet downstairs. We can eat at the mall.”

“Okay,” she said and scurried to the guest room where she kept her clothes. I put on chino shorts and a polo shirt and waited for her downstairs. I remembered when I told her she’d been quick at the gym, but she used a bit more time now. Not that I minded.

She came down in her top and skirt, looking cuter than ever. “What do you think?” She’d also applied some makeup, boldly painting her lips red.

“Beautiful as always,” I told her, taking her hand and spinning her around. She locked her arms around me and gave me a bear hug, leaning her head onto my shoulder.

Her light, brief touch made me melt. I raked my fingers through her hair, noticing her clothing was a bit ragged. “Should we go?”

She nodded. I took her hand and led her to the car, opening the door for her. We headed first to the café I was at yesterday. We settled down and ate some sandwiches, which Viktoria loved. If I could help Johanna out by spending my money there then I was glad to do so.

“She isn’t looking for employment any longer,” I told her while we had a little chat.

“You landed a job?” Johanna asked, glad for Viktoria’s sake.

“I found a guy,” Viktoria said, taking my hand.

Johanna beamed at us. “I wish I was as lucky as you.”

After we finished the sandwiches, we drove to the mall. “Let’s go to the Apple store and find you something,” I told her. I took her hand, holding onto her dearly. As soon as we entered the mall, I noticed how few people there were. What was once bustling with people was now empty.

“Is there a holiday today that I’ve forgotten about?” I asked Viktoria.

“Not what I know of,” Viktoria said. “I think people are cutting spending.”

“I see,” I said quietly to myself and knew she had a point. It was difficult not to feel it. It was infectious. If you were surrounded by optimistic people, you would be happy. And if you surrounded yourself with depressed people, they would weigh you down. It made me want to move to the countryside even quicker.

“Nathalie and her mother are constantly fighting about money,” she said.

“Maybe Nathalie will help her mom out with the OnlyFans check,” I told her.

“Maybe,” Viktoria said, her lips curving in a smile. “But her mom wouldn’t like that though.”

“My grandpa told me that during the great depression, if they had a radish sandwich that was considered a good day.”

“Blah, I hate radish.”

“I hate it too,” I said. “But during that time, it was either that or starve.”

“If it hadn’t been for the protein cookies and bars you’ve given me, I probably would have starved too.”

I held her hand and took her inside the Apple Store. Her eyes flitted from phone to phone. “Can I touch them?”

“Yeah, try ‘em out. This isn’t a museum.”

She fiddled with a couple of them. “I like this one,” she said.

“There’s a newer model,” I told her while she kept checking out the fourteen pro. I tapped the screen of the iPhone 15 Pro Max.

“It’s super expensive,” she said, giving me a worried look.

I waved my hand dismissively. “The last thing you have to worry about.”

“Alright then,” she said. “But I don’t need that much memory.”

“You don’t like taking photos?” I asked her.

“I do, but I have been careful about using too much memory.”

“Those days are gone,” I told her and bought her a case and EarPods as well.

The store assistant helped her install everything necessary, and Viktoria looked overjoyed when she got her hands on the new phone. We sat down on a bench outside, and she couldn’t stop fiddling with it. “Thank you,” she said, looking up at me.

I draped my arm over her shoulder. “You’re welcome,” I said.

“I have been ashamed of my broken phone for so long,” she said. “I rarely wanted to bring it up in public.”

“I have noticed,” I told her. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I know … but bullies are vicious.”

I didn’t think of that. “Do you want to use your phone more, or should we get you some new clothes?”

“Clothes,” she said. “I just want to look good for you.”

“You will regardless,” I told her. It warmed my heart to see her smile. I knew it was love. I couldn’t stand seeing her sad in any way, shape or form. I took her to the clothing store and noticed how she kept checking the price tag for every single garment.

I put my hand on hers. “Don’t worry about it,” I told her.

“It’s reflexes,” she excused herself. She found a pencil skirt and went into the dressing room. She came out and shone like a gem. The skirt hugged her young curves perfectly. She looked incredibly flashy and a bit older and more elegant.

“An off-shoulder top will look great on that,” I said.

She found the top and came out of the dressing room equally as quickly, whirling around. She looked sexy, and my cock stirred to life upon seeing her in brand-new clothes.

She found a couple of mini jeans and also a bikini. She wanted my approval for everything, and I kept giving her a thumbs-up for everything she tried out. “Can you buy me some new shoes as well?” she asked.

“Whatever you’d like.”

She beamed and quickly found something to wear. The assistant gladly helped her out. She complained of boredom.

“I’m waiting for the pink slip,” The assistant said in a somber voice.

“I have a friend who ran a clothing store,” I told her. “It recently went out of business.”

“Bankruptcies and layoffs are everywhere,” she said. “It’s not every day I meet a couple who’s on a spending spree.”

I paid for the clothes, and I wished the assistant good luck.

“I think I have so many bags,” Viktoria said with her hands full. “I don’t think I can carry them all.”

“I’ll take a couple for you,” I said and took the bag from the Apple store.

“Can you lower down?”

I leaned down, and she perched on her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her. I looked around and noticed again how empty this mall had become. It wasn’t just the mall that was empty but the store assistants looked equally as depressed. “It wasn’t like this before.”

“I know,” she said.

“It is what it is,” I said. We walked past a couple of girls who gave Viktoria more attention than usual. Viktoria clung to me. They whispered to each other, but I felt a little tension as they moved away from us. “You knew them, didn’t you?”

“We went to class together,” she said. “They picked on me for being poor.”

“They looked surprised to see you.”

“They probably didn’t expect me to be with such a handsome man like you.”

It made me smile.

“Can we go to the beach?” she asked me. “I would like to try out some of the bikinis you gave me.”

“Sure,” I told her. The beach was just a stone’s throw away from my place, so I wouldn’t mind. It felt good to go outside now and then. We hopped into the car and drove back. She sat with her new phone for most of the time, downloading apps and trying out the camera.

We arrived, and I tugged at the collar of my shirt. “I’m looking forward to a swim.”

“I’m looking forward to seeing you shirtless,” she said with a wink.

“Should we bring something to eat?”

“Uh-huh.”

“What do you want?”

“Sandwiches … I can get the towels and sunscreen ready.”

I patted her back. “Go for it.”

I made the sandwiches which were toasted bread with cheese, tomatoes, spinach, sauce and fried chicken. Once I had both sandwiches ready, I wrapped them in foil and then grabbed some drinks to go with us.

Holding onto the basket in front of her, she stood in the foyer, smiling from ear to ear. Her pink bikini hugged her firm buttocks and provided her boobs with a gentle lift. Her breasts strained against the triangular fabric of the top, leaving nothing to the imagination. “How do I look?”

“Sexy,” I said.

“Will this count as our first date?” Viktoria asked adorably.

I mulled it over for a second. “Probably,” I told her. “Deep inside, I know we’ve been going out on intimate dates before if you count our gym moments.”

“I think so too,” she said. “But this will be our first official date.”

I draped my arm over her shoulder and planted a kiss right on her forehead. “You can be so cute at times.”

Her cheeks pinked, and I escorted her outside. We made our way to the beach which was just a stone’s throw away. We passed by a couple of girls who recognized me. They enviously glanced at Viktoria, suspecting she was my new girl. They’d certainly seen her at the gym with me.

Seagulls flew over the ocean and cawed. Inhaling the briny scent of the sea, we reached the beach and sauntered to a spot where we would be left in peace. There weren’t that many out there during this time of the day. Viktoria laid down the blanket, and we settled down. “Sunscreen,” Viktoria insisted, shaking the bottle.

“Ladies first,” I told her and couldn’t wait to get my hands on her flesh.

She beamed and lay down on the blanket. “You know it’s not fair that I’m smaller than you,” she said. “I have a lot more to massage than you do.”

“I’ll massage you twice then,” I told her.

“Now that’s better,” she said and smiled.

“You’re a good negotiator.”

She giggled. “I got a couple of tricks up my sleeves.”

I shook the bottle and popped it open. I was greeted by a strong scent of vanilla, so sweet that I felt the aftertaste of ice cream in my mouth. I filled my hands and started sensually rubbing them into her skin, going for her shoulders, back and ass. I gave her firm bottom more attention than I should have, but I could tell she enjoyed it when her lips curved in a smile.

I went for another round, caressing her skin with the sunscreen and taking my time as I thoroughly spread it across her. “So, turn over.”

She turned around, and goosebumps flared across her skin. “That felt so nice.”

“It felt equally as nice for me,” I told her. I filled my hands with the vanilla-scented sunscreen and applied it to her skin. My hands moved slowly and sensually, my fingertips grazing her skin and spreading the lotion evenly across her.

Viktoria closed her eyes and spread her legs a little. The touch of skin against skin kept my cock hard, and it tapped her several times while I moved around. “Why do you keep tapping me like that?”

“It’s just my erection,” I said.

She laughed. “Keep tapping me then.”

She opened her eyes and glanced at my bulge. She grabbed my manhood and tried to stroke me under the garment. She bit her bottom lip. “Do you think someone will see us?”

“Don’t worry about it,” I told her. We were disguising foreplay with applying sunscreen, so it wasn’t like we were straight-up fucking each other.

She slipped the straps down her shoulders. “I want your hands on my breasts for a little.”

“Anything for you.” I kept applying the sunscreen over her body, reaching her marvelous breasts and pink areolae. I flicked her stiff nipples with my fingers, testing how aroused she was. I could see a wet patch in the middle of her bikini bottom, so it was safe to say she was as horny as I was.

I moved down her legs, and she reluctantly let go of my bulge. She also pulled the straps back on and confined her boobs. I did her thighs, spreading the lotion evenly over her skin and making sure I didn’t miss an inch. I lost track for a little as my eyes were glued on her bikini. Her scent was so sweet and tempting, that I wanted to tear off her garment and lick her right there.

“Alright, Viktoria, it’s your turn now.”

She stifled a giggle. “Your penis is hard.”

“And you’re wet,” I told her.

“I know.”

I lay down and pressed my erection between my waist and the towel. Her fingers danced across my back, spreading the sunscreen evenly and lovingly kneading my ass. She groped it as intimately as I’d groped her. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the sensation, feeling not just the sunscreen but the tenderness and love in her touches. I purred. Her touch wasn’t strong, but it was her care and love that truly mattered.

I turned around, and because I was so hard, the top of my shaft poked up from my swimming trunks. She caressed it several times, giving it an additional massage with her little fingers. “I can’t believe how hard your muscles are,” she said. “I’m all soft on the other hand.”

I caressed her ass. “A woman is supposed to be soft.”

When we were done with the sunscreen, my cock stood at full mast. “Let’s hop into the water,” I said and rose to my feet, not bothering if anyone caught sight of my manhood.

Sitting on her knees, she extended her hand to me. “A helping hand, please.”

I took her hand and lifted her to her feet. “So muscular,” she said with a giggle. She immediately placed her left hand on my abs and reached up to my shoulders with her right. She sneakily let her hand trail down to the head, rubbing her hand over it. “You’re so hard.”

“You can touch me more in the water. Let’s run there together.” I grabbed her left hand, and on the count of three, we ran down and plunged in. She shrieked upon jumping and became soaked to the bone. I swam up to the surface, letting the gentle waves wash over me. We gravitated toward each other. The droplets clung to her skin, and when the sun shined upon her, she glistened like a jewel.

I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her to me. I craved an intimate moment with her, a passionate kiss. Leaning down, I closed the gap between us and pressed my lips to hers. They were smooth and crack-free. With my tongue, I traced the curves of her lips before I snaked my tongue inside her honeyed mouth. Our tongues twined together in bliss and love. It was an amazing sensation to kiss in public but felt even better when it was a girl I truly loved. I cupped her ass with my right hand and her neck with my left, deepening the moment between us and letting the outside world fade away.

Breaking the kiss, she beamed. “I would never imagine a kiss would feel so great. I feel this tingling sensation … like a swarm of butterflies.”

Licking her taste from my lips, I agreed with her. I studied the way she smiled so brightly. Her voice was so sweet and her heart was so tender. “Being intimate with someone you love is the best thing in life.”

Viktoria reached farther below under the water, so no one could see us. She slipped her hand under my swimming trunks and curled her five fingers halfway around my girth. “I’m super fond of your penis.”

“It’s okay,” I told her and let her stroke me. “I’m all yours.”

“It’s becoming so thick now I can’t even wrap my hand around it,” she said with a giggle. It continued to thicken. “Christ.”

I laughed with her. “You can still stroke me,” I told her.

“I might need both my hands.” She ran her hands up and down my length. She reached the very top and drew a circle right on the peak. “Do you think it can fit inside me?”

“Yeah … A penis was made to go in the vagina … Did you skip sex ed?”

“No!” she said with a giggle. She punched my abs but then had to blow on her right hand. “Like a wall of bricks.”

“Don’t hurt yourself there.”

“Okay, but I didn’t skip sex ed,” she said. “But I think you’re bigger than average.”

“I’m not going to argue with that one,” I told her. “You just need to be aroused … Some women I have been with have been very tight and complained the first seconds but then they let go, and they wanted me again and again.”

“Can you check if I’m equally as tight as them?”

I just smiled as she withdrew her hand from my cock. I wanted her hand there for the rest of my life. I slipped my right hand inside her bikini bottom. I traced the inside of her thighs and reached her sensitive lips. I cupped her pussy with my hand, running it back and forth and making her smile. I could easily tell the difference between seawater and her heat. She was hot and sticky. Then I slipped a finger into her pussy. She greeted me with a warm squeeze. I slid it in and out, not bothering if anyone watched us since it felt so good. “You’re tight, but I’ve been with equally tight women before.”

“Were they virgins?” she asked, moaning a little as I kept fingering her.

“Some of them, yes,” I told her.

“Were they into it?” she asked.

“Of course,” I told her. “It’s a biological act, as important as eating and sleeping.”

“Are you trying to sound like my professor again?” she asked with her hands on her hips.

“Are you going to try to punch me again?”

She drummed her fists on my abs and just laughed. I still kept my hand close to her heat, rubbing it back and forth. I tried to picture it inside my mind, imagining what it would look like. It felt symmetric and crisp. Her lips were moist and not so puffy. I asked how pink and dripping it was. I wanted it wrapped around my cock more than anything. I had never been with someone as young and fresh as her.

I pulled my hand back, catching the scent of her sweetness despite being surrounded by briny seawater.

“I still want you inside me,” she said and made a sad face. “I miss your finger.”

“We will work on that later,” I told her.

“Do you mean sex?” she asked, her eyes widening.

I nodded. “Or what, do you want to be a virgin for the rest of your life?”

“No,” she said. “I’ve always wanted you to take my virginity.”

I understood where she was coming from. It was her dream after all. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Why don’t you touch me some more in the meantime?”

“Only if you catch me,” she said, breaking the embrace and swimming away with a giggle.

I swam right after her, not wasting any time. She dived under the water when she noticed I was closing in on her. I skimmed the sand and fixed my eyes on her lustrous hair that showed me the way. She couldn’t swim away from me. I grabbed her ankle and pulled her gently toward me. Wrapping my arms around her, we swam up and gasped for air.

“Not fair. You’re much bigger than me,” she said.

I combed her hair with my fingers. “Come on, we are together. I’ll use my strength for you any day.”

“I know,” she said adorably and reached for my cock. She curled her hands around my length and stroked me harder and harder. “You like that?”

“I love it, Viktoria,” I told her and raked my fingers through her wet hair. The sunshine made it gleam like gold. I leaned down and kissed her forehead, making a smile blossom on her gorgeous cheeks.

“I’m growing hungry … both for your cock and something to eat.”

“You said cock for once,” I noted and made her laugh.

“It sounds more masculine,” she said and tasted the word. “I’ll use both penis and cock.”

“Say whatever you want,” I told her.

We swam back to shore and padded to the towel. “Dry me, please,” she said.

I helped to dry her, dabbing the towel over her flawless skin. Then she wrapped the towel around herself. “I can do half of your body but I can’t reach the upper part,” Viktoria said.

“Stand on those rocks there,” I told her.

“Smartass,” she teased me. She started dabbing the towel onto my skin, legs and upper body. It was a small deed, but it warmed my heart nevertheless.

We sat back down on the towel and brought out the sandwiches from the basket. She inched her hips closer to mine till they touched. We watched the beautiful ocean whose waves shimmered like millions of diamonds. The waves crashed onto shore in their timeless rhythm, and occasionally seagulls cawed and flapped their wings.

She unwrapped the foil and examined the sandwich. She beamed at me. “You made something I like,” she noted.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But what about something you like?”

“I like what you like,” I told her and took a big bite of the sandwich.

“I still think you think of me first and foremost.”

“I do,” I told her. “It warms my heart whenever you’re happy. It pains me whenever you’re crying.”

“Do you know that I’ve never been so happy in my life as I am now?”

“I know, Viktoria,” I said and inched my hips closer to hers.

She smiled sweetly before turning to her sandwich. We devoured them together, enjoying the beautiful scenery.

When she’d finished, she leaned her head on my shoulders. We sat there and talked about life for a couple of hours till the sun started declining.

“Should we head back?” I asked and rubbed her back.

“Sure,” she said.

“When we’re there, give me a couple of hours. I have some paperwork to take care of.”

“Do you think I can make dinner for you?” she asked. “Nathalie has taught me a thing or two.”

“Go for it,” I told her and knew it couldn’t hurt if she’d been taught by Nathalie.

“But I still can’t compete with her.”

“Do your best,” I said and kissed her forehead, “that’s what counts.”

* * *

After I was done with the paperwork, I leaned back and looked out of my window. The sun was lowering, its light filtering through the window. I was grateful that Viktoria left me alone when I told her to. My exes, on the other hand, would knock numerous times a day on my door.

I daydreamed of how Viktoria wrapped her hands around my manhood. It made me harder. I wanted to touch her intimate parts too, perhaps take a steamy bath with her. Her womanhood must taste sweeter than honey, and I hardened completely just by fantasizing about her.

Craving to see her, I rose from my chair and went down. She was mopping the floor, and everything was sparkling clean. “Come on, Viktoria, you can take a break too,” I told her, draping my arm over her neck and pulling her closer.

“But I wanted to do something for you,” she said. She slipped her hand under my shirt and caressed my abs.

“What’s on the menu?” I asked her.

“I checked the fridge and saw that you had some tasty meat and organic vegetables. Nathalie taught me to make a red wine stew, but I didn’t find any wine.”

“It’s in the cabinet,” I told her. “Don’t worry, it’s just for cooking. I don’t like alcohol.”

“I know you,” she said with a laugh. “You only drink water … You’re a stoic.”

I reached for the bottle of wine and set it on the counter. “I’ll wait for you outdoors,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said. “Give me one hour.”

I lay down on the sun lounger and relaxed for today. She was chopping all kinds of vegetables and was also cutting the meat. When I heard the pot boil, I picked up the scent of stew coming from the kitchen. It smelled divine and made my mouth water.

After an hour, she came out with the steaming pot in her hand and placed it on top of the table. “Does it smell good?” she asked me.

“Like heaven,” I told her with a wink.

She set the table, and then we settled down. The stew was deep, red-brown. Tender chunks of meat and colorful vegetables floated around a thick, glossy sauce. She poured a bowl for me, and I leaned forward to blow on it. I smelled the earthy wine, fatty meat and tasty vegetables.

I shoveled a spoonful into my mouth, and my tongue was greeted by a burst of flavors. “Nathalie taught you well,” I flattered her.

Her cheeks pinked at the compliment. “Thank you,” she said. “This is the first time I made this by myself.”

“You’re brave … But I already know that.”

Her cheeks turned rosy.

After I’d eaten several bowls, I was stuffed, but there was still stew left. “You cooked a lot.”

“Because you’re a big guy … I was afraid you would devour the entire thing,” she said and then stifled a giggle.

“You have a funny imagination.” She still wore a bikini, and I arched an eyebrow. “Isn’t it getting cold?”

“A little,” she said and shivered. “Can we eat some cookies for dessert and then go inside … perhaps hop into the hot tub?”

“I thought of that earlier too,” I told her.

“Telepathy,” she said and waggled her eyebrows. She was cute enough to take the dishes. When she went inside, I watched her firm ass sway as she made her way to the kitchen, and also, her dazzling brown hair. I wondered again how it would feel to penetrate her as I gave her the first cock in her life.

She returned with the cookies and some tea. She broke hers in half, dipped it in the tea and had a taste. “Nice,” she said with a laugh, licking the crumbs from her lips. “So sweet.”

“Yeah, just like our relationship,” I told her and we chuckled together.

She spilled some crumbs into her cleavage which she tried to fetch and shove back into her mouth. It was cute, and when I looked into her cleavage, it made my cock bonk under the table. I was growing harder and harder, and I was craving to get my hands on her forbidden flesh again. “Let’s get the hot tub ready,” I said.

“I can’t wait,” she said with a smile, finishing her tea.

I took her hand, and we went up to the second floor. I opened the doors to the balcony. It was a spacious balcony with a hot tub and cabinets with robes and towels. Placing her hand on the railing, she marveled over the beautiful view of the ocean. “Wow,” she said. “What a view.”

“It’s stunning,” I said. I knew she would fall in love with this balcony. Every girl I had invited here said the same thing.

I filled the hot tub. I turned to her, noticing she was shivering a little. “Peel off your clothes and I’ll warm you with my hands in the meantime.”

Her cheeks pinked, and my eyes swept over her. “Can you help me with my bikini top?”

I reached behind her back and unhooked the hooks till I’d freed her beautiful breasts. I cupped them but only for a moment. I mostly wanted to see her sacred region and especially her ripe fruit.

She pulled down her bottom till it fell to her ankles. Kicking the garment away, she twirled her hair on her finger while my eyes swept over her. Her pussy was as pink as the sunset. It was already dribbling down the insides of her legs. It was just a straight, wet line, symmetric and perfect. “That must be the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen.”

“You think so?” she asked.

“Without a doubt,” I said. I touched her wet lips and rubbed them back and forth, spreading her honey all over my fingers. She smelled as sweet as a strawberry. I easily stuck my finger inside her since she was so lubricated, and I used my fingers to finger fuck her. “Hmm, you’re so tight.”

“You felt me at the beach,” she said, her cheeks turning rosy as I had my way with her.

“It’s something different when you see it,” I told her and turned to the steaming hot tub. “Let’s hop in.”

“Can you lift me in … I get really turned on when you use your strength.”

I grabbed her waist. Kicking her feet, she chuckled as I lifted her and gently lowered her in the warm water. I stepped inside, sighing in relief as the water enveloped me. I gravitated to her, draping my arm over her shoulder.

It was slightly cool outside, no more than fifty-five degrees, but Viktoria warmed me, especially after having seen her pussy. She was about to reach for my joystick, but it slowly rose past the bubbles and the crown poked up from the water. She giggled. “It’s so manly and thick,” she said. She poked it a couple of times and watched it bob back and forth. “So nice.”

“Just stroke it,” I said while running my hand down her shoulder and arm.

Viktoria wrapped her fingers around the tip and slid her hand down. “Is that what you like?”

I nodded and raked my fingers through her hair. “I love that, Viktoria.”

“What about sucking?” she asked, her eyes glittering.

“Let’s watch the sunset first,” I told her.

While she stroked the crown, we watched the sunset together. The scattered clouds caught the fading sunlight, turning into a soft, pink color. It cast a pink light on the ocean, making the waves sparkle like a sea of diamonds. We held each other and watched till the orange, glowing disc completely disappeared below the horizon.

We exchanged glances, her eyes sparkling. “Suck me a little, then I want to taste you for a bit.”

“Okay,” she said. She leaned down on my cock, her breath hot against the head. She wrapped her lips around the tip and sucked me in. She took it farther down her throat than yesterday, getting a hang of the technique. She moaned and truly enjoyed my thick meat as it kept sliding in and out of her tight throat. I leaned back in the warm water, and with my fingers, I kept combing her hair.

I hardened to concrete in her mouth and released groan after groan. Her tits kept playing peek-a-boo with the water and her nipples turned to pebbles.

She came off my cock and made sure to kiss the head. “I want to push it deeper. But I don’t know how.”

“Relax your throat,” I told her. “But it feels good regardless.”

“Okay, I’ll try,” she said and took a deep breath. “Her goes.” She sealed her lips around the crown and sank farther down on my manhood.

“Geeze,” I said and threw my head back.

Her lips stretched like rubber bands as she brought me to the back of her throat. “That’s it. A little deeper.”

She nodded and flitted her eyes back to me, trying to maintain eye contact as she brought me farther down her little mouth. She gagged and tears leaked from her eyes. She innocently looked at me, desperately trying to pleasure me. “You can come up,” I told her, reaching for her chin. She tightened her lips on the next upward stroke, leaving a trail of glistening saliva behind.

I dried her cheeks. “You alright?” I asked her.

“I don’t know why I cried,” she said. “It tasted so nice.”

“It’s gag reflexes,” I told her. “Sit here.” I patted the seat, and she moved there without hesitation. Moving between her legs, I spread them. I’d been dying to taste her. It was a pussy no one had been in after all. Cupping her ass, I gave her a gentle lift. I leaned in, closing the gap between us. I laid my tongue flat on her pink entrance and swiped up to her clit. She tasted like a mixture of sour and sweet and reminded me of candy. I flicked my tongue side to side, parting her pussy lips with my fingers and pushing in my tongue. She started whimpering with pleasure and wrapped her legs around me.

I came off with a kiss and watched her expression. Her eyes were swimming with lust and love. “How was that?” I asked her.

“It felt nice,” she said with a laugh. “But something is missing.”

“Let’s go to bed and call it a night.”

“Lift me … I’m super aroused.”

“Horny, you mean,” I told her.

“Why does everyone have to correct me like that?” she asked playfully.

“I’m just playing you,” I told her. “Say whatever you like.”

“Maybe one day I’ll start using those words.” I grabbed her arms, lifted her out of the hot tub and lowered her onto the floor. I gave her a bathrobe and helped her put it on. “You make me feel like a princess.”

“That’s the point,” I told her and just dried myself with a towel. I opened the door and led her to my bed. I turned the light on the dimmest setting and jumped on top. She dried herself some more, looking shy and a bit nervous. But she didn’t hesitate to jump into the bed and crawl to me. She lay down next to me, staring at my huge cock. I was rock-hard and dying to enter her. My eyes were glued on her wet, sacred region.

“Just lie there and I’ll take care of you.” I pecked her lips.

“Okay,” she said. “Will you stick it inside me?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ve been dreaming of this for so long.”

“So have I, Viktoria.” I spread her legs and sat right between them. I aimed my eyes at her pussy. Beads of honey clung to her lips and glistened. With my right hand, I took the head and rubbed it up and down the wet slit, covering it in her honey. I felt sparks immediately, a forbidden thrill. I pushed the head inside, making her eyes widen. When the head disappeared inside her, I realized how good it felt. I slowly pushed in a couple of more inches till I reached the thickest part of the girth.

She gasped. “Oh.”

“Relax,” I told her and stroked her legs. I slowly pushed it a bit deeper. I had never been in such a wet vagina. She showed off the fact that she was at the peak of her fertility. I saw the pain on her face as my massive girth stretched her, but she slowly let go. The pain faded to pleasure. She wrapped her arms around my back and even pulled me toward her.

“Hmm,” she moaned and leaned back. “Oh, Ryan.”

She strangled me, and I decided to linger inside her, savoring the sensation of having a part of her wrapped around me. Her wetness made it easy for me to slide all the way out till only the head remained. “How does it feel?” I asked her.

“I love it,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “It was a bit painful at first. But now it feels better.”

“You want more, don’t you?” I asked her while keeping the head poised at the entrance.

She nodded eagerly. “Just push it inside.”

I slowly thrust my hips into her, sending my massive cock deeper and deeper. She gasped again. It felt so good that I couldn’t hold anything inside. I kept pounding her missionary while my eyes were glued to hers. It must have been the sweetest pussy in my life, and I enjoyed every second and sensation of it.

“Oh, Ryan,” she whimpered as her hips bucked harder and her pussy tightened around me. Her mouth kept widening as she stared at my cock sliding in and out of her.

I knew she enjoyed every second of it. My pain was hers, and her pleasure was mine. Her fingers dug into my spine, and she looked into my eyes. I kept growling and grunting and stretching her virgin slit. I wasn’t many thrusts away from the climax. There weren’t many pussy strokes left till I would burst and fill her interior with my cum, marking her territory with my semen.

“Oh,” she moaned and held onto me as if afraid I would vanish. “Please, don’t stop.”

“I had no plans to,” I grunted as my toes were already curling, and the orgasm was building, second by second. I kept fucking her, hunting for that sweet friction that just got sweeter for every thrust.

I managed a few more hip thrusts before my balls tightened like fists. Then they let go and released their contents in thick, hard blasts. I felt my orgasm race through the crown of my cock when I exploded inside her. I groaned as hard as I could, and the explosion felt stronger than anything I’d felt. We both moaned simultaneously as her tight entrance milked my spurting cock. She turned her head, her lips meeting mine. “I want every drop,” she whispered into my mouth as if she were obsessed.

“I’ll give them to you,” I told her, micro-fucking her as she continued to move her hips.

Coming down from my high, I noticed a gush of her juices flooding my cock too. Goosebumps flared across her petite arms, and her nipples stiffened to the point of daggers. I could tell I’d brought her to the peak as well. We’d gone there together, hand in hand, like two lovers. I rested inside her while catching my breath, savoring the sensation of having her womanhood wrapped around my cock.

I was about to pull out, but her pussy suddenly tightened around me. “A few more seconds,” she said, making me smile as I slowly slid my cock in and out of her a few more times.

Inch by inch, I pulled out, my cum lubricating her exit. I’d filled her to the brim, and I dragged a river of cum with me. “You filled me,” she said in disbelief.

“I did,” I said and let my seeping cock flop against my thigh. I grabbed a towel and placed it under her slit. I admired the delicious creampie for a moment before cuddling up with her. “So … you aren’t a virgin any longer.” I held her as tightly as possible. She relaxed into me, and I rested my cheek on the side of her head, breathing in her feminine scent of vanilla and strawberries. I sought her cheek and gave it a kiss.

“Am I a woman now?” she asked. Her hand crawled down to her pink, touching it a little.

“You’re my woman,” I told her.

She giggled and leaned closer to me. “I’ve always wanted to be yours. But I still want to be called a girl.”

“I’ll call you a girl for now,” I said and brushed her shoulder. “How did it feel?”

“Like an explosion of feelings and emotions,” she said. “Words cannot describe it. It was intense. It was a sensation I would like to feel every day.”

“This won’t be the last,” I promised her.

“How did it feel for you?” she asked. She twisted her neck, so she could aim her cute, blue eyes at me.

“It felt amazing … the best sexual experience of my life.”

“But I didn’t do anything,” she said.

“It doesn’t matter. I have lusted for you for so long, and to finally let it out was an experience unlike any other. I truly love you.”

“I love you too,” she said and leaned her head on my shoulder.

“How would you like to sleep?”

“Can we spoon?” she asked. “I want you behind me and your right arm under my boobs. That way I feel protected and safe.”

I chuckled. “There are no monsters here, Viktoria.”

“But I still want to feel protected,” she insisted. She turned over to the side and backed her young ass against my crotch, nestling my cock in her crack. Lifting her arm, I snaked mine under hers and grabbed her boob. My cock kept poking deeper into her crack, stiffening while I had her so close to me.

“Are you hardening again?” she asked and probably felt the crown seeking her slit.

“I will grow hard when we sleep,” I told her. “It’s involuntary.”

“Maybe … You can sleep with it inside me?” she suggested. “It will make my kitty feel less lonely.”

I lifted her leg and was about to push it inside her heat but halted. “What did you call your pussy again?”

“My kitty,” she said, her cheeks reddening. “What now?”

“Never mind,” I said and chuckled, kissing her neck.

“Sounds more feminine than cunt,” she said and wrinkled her nose. “I hate that word.”

“A girl should be cute and feminine,” I told her. “You’ve checked all those boxes.”

“And you’ve checked my box.”

“So that word you knew.”

“Hey, I’m twenty after all,” she said.

“I have forgotten to tell you something. Tomorrow, I have to take a trip to Sacramento.”

“Oh,” she said, her smile sinking.

“I’ll be gone for a week, but the phone will be next to me every minute, and you’ll be my number one priority.”

“I understand. It’s going to feel strange to have such a big house for myself.”

“Invite your friend if you feel like it,” I said.

“That will be fun,” she said. “I’ll hold onto you extra tightly tonight.”

I kissed her neck again. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” she said, and we snuggled up.


Chapter 6

Viktoria

Istood outside by his car, waiting for him to show up. He came outside, nicely dressed and groomed. He dumped his bag in his car and turned his attention to me, opening his arms. I fell right into them, gravitating toward him like a dust mote to a fire.

We’d woken up a couple of hours ago. He’d taken me to the store where he bought all the groceries I needed. Whenever I chose something, whether it was meat or vegetables, he always insisted on choosing the most expensive product.

He wrapped his arms around my back and pressed me toward his hard chest. I melted a little, inhaling his manly scent. His hand traced the curves of my back, running down to my butt which he palmed. I loved it when he touched me like that.

“Take care of the house,” he told me, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“I will,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. “It will feel empty without you though.”

“I’ll be back in a week,” he told me and cupped both my butt cheeks, squeezing them lightly. “We will spend time together then.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“Maybe Nathalie would like to have some fun with you.”

“I’ll go to her place today,” I said. “So, we definitely will.”

He lifted my chin and leaned down to press his lips against mine. He slid in his tongue which caressed mine. I didn’t do much. I yielded to him since it felt so good. I let his tongue explore my mouth and go wherever it wanted. It made my temperature spike.

He came off my lips and let go of me. “Go easy with the credit card,” he said jokingly.

“You’ve already bought everything I need,” I said and winked.

He sat down in his car, and I loved the way he was dragging this out. It was almost as if he didn’t want to leave me here. He started the car and drove down the driveway. He waved at me, slowly driving away.

When his car was gone, I sighed. My heart sank a little. I knew it was just a week, and we would talk to each other on the phone, but I was so in love with him. I went inside and sat down on his plush couch. I wasn’t a virgin any longer. Last night was as magical as possible. I wanted him inside me again and again, and I wanted to fall asleep next to him in his arms.

I woke up with drool on my pillow today too. I slept way better with him. I also felt a thousand times better. He was the missing puzzle piece of my life, and he’d told me the same. It felt weird to not worry about my financial situation. He’d left his credit card in case I needed something, and his fridge was filled with steaks, which was a luxury when I grew up. I couldn’t think of anything to worry about. Everything was great at the moment.

I thought about the fact that I hadn’t told Nathalie that I had moved out of my room. I hadn’t told her that I lived with Ryan. She was right from the beginning—He did have a thing for me. I was just too shy to admit it. My phone lit up, and Nathalie messaged me.

“Wake up, sleepyhead!”

“I’m already awake,” I messaged her back with a smiley.

“My place in half an hour?”

“Sure, see you.” I sent her a blushing smiley, and she answered with a kiss. She didn’t ask about my place since she probably thought I was still in that depressing bedroom with a landlady who hated me.

I grabbed my purse and headed toward Nathalie’s home. It felt so different walking along the street. It wasn’t everyone who was happy these days, but I was so overjoyed that it didn’t affect me.

I showed up, and her mother’s car wasn’t parked in the driveway. Nathalie sat by the kitchen window and waited for me. As soon as she saw me, she ran to the front door and flung it open. She didn’t even let me walk up to the doorstep before she attacked me in a hug.

“Hi,” she said eagerly.

“Good morning,” I told her and locked my arms around her. “Any good news?”

“Not at all,” she said with a chuckle. “I’m just glad to see you.”

Her comment warmed my heart. She made me feel as if I mattered. She was usually positive no matter what. It was difficult to tell if she’d been through something negative at all. She broke the hug, and her eyes widened upon seeing my clothes. “Wow, where did you get those from?”

“Uhm … I can tell you inside. I have a lot to tell.”

“Come in,” she said and whisked me inside. “I sure could use a dose of good news to keep me happy.”

“Is it that bad?” I asked her.

“Sort of,” she said and took me to her terrace. “But let’s start with you.”

We slumped down on the sun loungers. Before I had been to Ryan’s place, I thought Nathalie’s home was luxurious. It wasn’t bad by any means but paled in comparison to Ryan’s. Nathalie tugged at my off-shoulder top, reminding me to speak.

“I have a lot to tell,” I said and wasn’t sure where to begin. “I moved in with Ryan.”

Her lips curved in a smile. “Really?”

I nodded.

“That … doesn’t surprise me though. I had a strong gut feeling he wanted you.”

“I remember how you mentioned it,” I told her how it all started, and how he paid the missed rent, a new phone and clothes. Then I told her how I moved in, and how it all led to our special night together.

“You slept in the same bed too, right?” Nathalie asked and waggled her eyebrows.

“We did,” I said and told her how nice it felt to wake up next to him. I also told her about the drool and how deeply I slept.

“I want the NSFW version,” Nathalie said and nudged me with her elbow.

“Okay, I sucked him at the first night,” I said, and we both giggled. I went into explicit detail, and I believe I turned her on since she seemed more excited than ever. Then I came to last night and told her how he took my virginity.

“Congrats,” Nathalie said and wrapped her arms around me. “It was about time you lost your V card.”

“It felt so nice,” I admitted. “I want him again and again.”

“You truly deserve a man like him after everything you’ve been through,” Nathalie said. “I’m jealous of you, but not in a bad way.”

“Thank you,” I said and it felt nice to have someone there for me.

“How does it feel to be financially secure?” she asked.

“It’s like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders,” I told her. “But I also forgot to say something. He’ll be moving to Sacramento, and I’ll be going with him.”

Her smile sank. “Oh …”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, don’t say that,” Nathalie said. “I’m rooting for you even if I’ll miss you … a lot.”

It didn’t feel right. I wanted to bring her with me one way or another, but I wasn’t sure if it would be okay for Ryan. “Maybe you can come with us.”

“He’s your guy,” she said and arched an eyebrow.

“I’ve seen him with multiple girls before,” I said.

Nathalie’s lips curved in a smile like a faint hope. “I don’t want to be intrusive.”

I wasn’t against the idea, but it seemed like she wasn’t that fond of it. “What about you? What do you want to tell me?”

Nathalie sighed. “I wished I started with the bad news because I would have felt glad afterward. It’s not going well for Mom. She’s been downgraded to a part-time job, so she has to find another job on top of it. I have seen a light decrease in OnlyFans subscribers, and Mom is getting suspicious where I get my money from.”

“I see,” I said. I knew they had been fighting about money before and Nathalie finding a job. Her mother wasn’t a fan of sex work, so she would be livid if she found out.

We heard a car pull into the driveway. Nathalie jumped and went inside to peer through the window. “That’s weird. She shouldn’t be home now.”

“Maybe she forgot something,” I said while sitting outside. I wasn’t sure whether I should rise or not, but I felt tension rising when her mother flung open the door and especially when I heard her voice.

“Nathalie, come down here.”

“I’m here,” Nathalie said, crossing her arms.

Her mother stooped over her. She was in her early forties, but stress had taken a big toll on her face. It was lined with wrinkles and worry. I couldn’t fully blame her for it when the job market was tough and prices were through the roof.

“I found your OnlyFans page,” she said in a quiet, angry tone. It was like the calm before the storm.

Nathalie’s mouth opened. “What the fuck, Mom?”

“Language. You’re living under my roof.”

“Okay, I take nude photos of myself, so what?”

“So what?” Her mother confronted her. “Am I supposed to stand here and watch my own daughter end up on the streets?”

“I’m not even on the streets!” she said, raising her voice.

“You’re a sex worker who’ll end up there eventually if you don’t change your attitude!” her mother said, raising her voice back.

“What was I supposed to do?” Nathalie asked in desperation. “They fired me, and I have nowhere else to go.”

“You barely even looked. There are jobs out there.”

“I did look,” Nathalie insisted.

“I’m not going to let you turn yourself into a hooker and your bedroom into a brothel!” her mother said, raising her voice.

“Why are you calling me a hooker?” Nathalie asked. I heard hints of tears in her voice. Even if her back was facing me, I heard her grief.

“What the hell is the difference!”

“You’re being so mean,” Nathalie said and marched up to her bedroom.

I felt really bad for Nathalie, but I didn’t want to lie here and listen to them quarreling. I wished them all well. This was even worse than the other fight I caught them in. Her mother sounded like a stressed-out wreck. I climbed out of the terrace and made my way out to the driveway. They erupted into another fight, hurling words at each other that could be heard from the other side of the street. My eyes welled up for Nathalie.

It wasn’t fair that her mother called her a hooker. It wasn’t the same thing. Even if I wouldn’t do it myself, her mother was clearly exaggerating. The door flung open, and Nathalie came crying out with her bag.

Nathalie looked heartbroken. I quickly gave her a hug and lent my shoulder to her. She sniveled, and I patted her back. “Let’s find somewhere to sit,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said, her shoulders slumped, burdened with the weight of the recent drama.

We went farther away, and I held her hand throughout the time. It felt as if someone was twisting a knife in my heart to see her that way. Nathalie was the sweetest girl I’d ever known, and she didn’t deserve those vicious insults her mom had thrown at her.

We settled down on the nearest bench, and I sat as close to her as possible. I brought out a napkin and handed it to her. She blew her nose and dried her tears. “I’m so sorry,” I said, draping my arm over my shoulder.

“I don’t know why she has to be a bitch sometimes,” Nathalie said. “Calling me a hooker.” She lowered her face into her hands and let out more tears.

I said, “You definitely aren’t one.”

“Even if I was one, why berate me?” Nathalie said in despair. “I’m her daughter.”

I did my best to comfort her. I offered her my undivided attention and let her pour out her feelings without interruption. It was during moments like these I really wanted to be there for her.

“Says she doesn’t want me to end up in the streets and now I will anyway,” she said, crying.

“No,” I said. “You can sleep with me at Ryan’s house.”

She slowly raised her head. “Will he even allow me to?”

“I’m a hundred percent sure,” I said. “I’ll let him know just in case. He’s probably driving now.”

“Okay,” Nathalie said and it comforted her a little.

“Is it okay if I can call him?” I asked, wanting Nathalie to be in the center of my attention. Nathalie nodded. I gave him a call, and he answered surprisingly fast as if he would be there for me no matter what.

“Viktoria, what’s going on?” he said while I could hear him drive in the background.

“Not much. Am I disturbing you?”

He chuckled. “No such thing,” he said. “You’re the most important girl to me. Whenever you call, I’ll answer you.”

He made me smile despite the circumstances. “My best friend Nathalie doesn’t have a place to stay. Can she crash at your place?”

“Of course, I told you so earlier,” he said. “Make her feel welcome.”

“Okay,” I said and gave Nathalie a thumbs up. “That’s all.”

“I can’t wait to see you again,” he told me. “I’ll call you tonight too, alright?”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “Drive safe.”

“Thank you, kiss.”

“Kiss,” I said and put the phone down.

I hugged Nathalie. “Let me know when you feel like walking.”

“Maybe now,” she said. “I have so many emotions and it always helps to walk.”

We rose, and I took her to Ryan’s place. I held her hand dearly. “Gosh what a man you have,” Nathalie said. “Just his voice sounded so attractive.”

“I know,” I said. He truly was every girl’s dream. I talked with Nathalie about various topics, trying my hardest to make her forget about her mother. It worked, and when we arrived at Ryan’s place, she was finally smiling again.

“Wow,” Nathalie said. “What a place.”

“He has a hot tub upstairs and a pool as well,” I told her. I opened the door and invited her inside. “Also, he bought like a ton of steaks we can eat later.”

“I haven’t had meat in a while … Are you growing hungry by the way?”

“I am,” I said.

“Let me just dump my stuff, and I’ll cook for you.”

I beamed. I took her with me to the bedroom. Nathalie looked around everywhere at the house and also the sheets. “It definitely smells like sex here,” she said and giggled for the first time since the brawl.

“Duh,” I said.

“He must be loaded,” Nathalie said. “This is the type of bedroom you find when you google luxurious places.”

“It sure is,” I agreed with her. “Should we hop in bikinis?”

“Damn, I didn’t bring them.”

“I’ll give you one,” I said. “He’s given me like a ton of them.” I pulled open the drawer and stepped aside as if it were a treasure chest. “Choose.”

Nathalie pushed her hair behind her ears and leaned over. Her eyes widened, and she searched around the pile of bikinis. “Wow,” she said. “I’ve struck gold.”

I giggled. “You took the words out of my mouth.”

She lifted a pink, skimpy triangle top bikini. “I’ll definitely try this one.”

“I found the same but red,” I said.

We exchanged glances. “Should we undress in front of each other?” she suggested with a grin.

“Sure,” I said. We hadn’t been nude together before, but I was excited to see how she looked without her clothes. We stripped our clothes off, and once she was fully naked, my eyes were glued to her breasts. They were round and firm, bigger than mine, and her nipples were smaller too. My eyes trailed down her curvy hips and to her center. She was completely shaved, making me see her pink, tempting slit.

“What are you gawking at?” she asked and flirtatiously covered her private region.

“Your beautiful boobs,” I said, envying them slightly.

She stepped toward me, invading my space. I saw that her fingers were itchy as she eyed my tits too. “Can I touch?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“Only if I can touch yours afterward,” I said.

“What makes you want to touch them now all of a sudden?” she asked.

I remembered a time when we had a sleepover. She’d tried to seduce me, but I didn’t want to. I was feeling a bit more adventurous and optimistic now, so that was the difference. “I’m not sure … I just feel a lot better.”

“I see,” she said and slowly raised her curious hands. She cupped my breasts, making them tickle as she gave them both a gentle squeeze. “They’re pretty too.”

“But yours are bigger,” I pointed out while I yielded to her curious hands that roamed over my breasts.

“You sure?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger. “I think you should check.”

I chuckled. I was about to anyway. I reached and palmed them, flicking her nipples from side to side. They were warm to the touch and soft like buns. I took my time to explore them both, and I flicked her tiny nipples side to side, feeling them stiffen slowly.

“Do you like them?” she asked, honored as I kept playing with them.

I nodded. “I wished I had them.”

“I wished I had your heart,” she said.

She made me melt. I opened my arms and pulled her in a hug. It felt even better when she mashed her tits against mine, sharing her body heat. It was because of her that I felt less lonely when I didn’t have anyone to go to.

“I don’t know if I would have been alive if it hadn’t been for you,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“There was a time I didn’t have anyone else besides you,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her eyes. “You probably don’t realize it, but you mean the world to me.”

“We mean the world to each other,” she said. “I needed you today, and you were there for me.”

“I’ll be there for you anytime,” I said. When I stood so close to her, I felt her pink center heating up. It was like a blast furnace, and I was curious about how she felt down there.

“Should we help each other with the top?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said but felt an urge to take a step below, wondering how her pussy would feel and even taste. I started with her and helped hooking the hooks. She whirled around and looked at herself in the mirror.

“Barely even covers my areolas,” she said and lifted her breasts with her hands. “I love them.”

She did look sexy with those on. I covered my tits with the triangle top. She went behind my back and hooked them. We stood side by side and compared each other’s tits. I felt an adventurous excitement I hadn’t felt before.

“I love them too,” I said.

“Let’s cover our bottoms,” Nathalie said.

While she was bent at the waist, she pulled her bottom up her legs. The triangle patch barely covered her beautiful pussy. I marveled at her bottom, which certainly was curvier than mine. “I love your shape,” I said. She certainly had a more prominent hourglass figure than I did.

“But you’re more toned and fit,” she said. “Equally as pretty in our own ways.”

She had a point. I put on my bikini bottom. “So, let me cook and we can have some fun later,” she said. “I’m starving.”

“So am I,” I said.

I took her with me downstairs. We opened the fridge and found the grass-fed rib eyes. She took care of the steaks and fired up the grill.

I set the table in the meantime while the sun was steadily rising over the sky. It was another warm day, and I wondered if we should try out the pool later. Nathalie air-fried some fries and put them next to the steaks.

“They’re rare, perfectly pink in other words,” Nathalie said.

We settled down and dug in. I had forgotten how well meat tasted. The steaks were incredibly tender and melted in my mouth. “This is something else than waffles,” Nathalie said as she greedily eyed her lunch.

I cut my rib eye, seeing the pink juices pool onto the plate. It looked mouth-watering delicious. I took the first bite of the meat, and it tasted so juicy and beefy. It must have been one of the best steaks I’d ever had. “This tastes way better than any other beef,” I said.

“It’s the quality,” Nathalie said, who knew a thing or two about cooking. “Good quality meat is supposed to taste like this.”

We finished our lunch in no time and leaned back on our chairs. We talked about various topics, and the conversation just flowed. We delved into high school memories and how we’d first met. We talked about certain boys, and Nathalie gave me her thoughts on why girls were nicer to be around.

“It depends,” she said. “But I don’t want a boy … I want a man. There are no men our age. There are only girls, so that’s why I want a girl, not a boy.”

I recognized what she was talking about, but she was bisexual after all, and I wasn’t so sure if I was. “Have you always been into girls though?”

She shook her head. “I was a bit skeptical when I tried kissing a girl for the first time, but it felt surprisingly nice.”

It made me curious whether she could perhaps help me too, giving me that first nudge.

“This is like a sanctuary from all the turmoil,” Nathalie said, looking skyward while seeing the seagulls fly over us.

“I know,” I said. “That’s what I felt too when he took me here. I don’t want to watch the news ever again and be reminded of all the turmoil.”

“It’s not looking good though,” Nathalie said. “I’m just glad you’re in safe hands.”

“Thank you,” I said, but it didn’t feel right. I didn’t want to leave Nathalie behind after everything she’d done for me. I wanted to talk to Ryan. He even said that Nathalie must be special if she’d won my heart. “Do you want to jump into the pool?”

“Only if we jump together,” she said, extending her hand to me, which I accepted. We ran and jumped into it together, water splashing everywhere. We let loose, splashing water at each other and tried to play tag. She accidentally took off my bikini top.

“Whoops,” she said with a grin. “At least you won’t get tan lines.”

I tossed it at the edge of the pool and went back to chasing after her. Her blonde, shiny hair was alluring, and I dived under the water, following her till I touched her. We continued to play for who knows how long. We didn’t have a schedule or a to-do list. We just played, and it reminded me of our younger days when we first met.

When we were out of breath and the sun was dropping, we leaned back on the edge. She helped me hooking my bikini top back on. “If you had all the money in the world,” I asked her. “What would you do?”

“Get out of here,” she said. “To the countryside. You know, I don’t think I have told you, but I always wanted to ride a horse, but we couldn’t afford it.”

“You have told me that before,” I said.

“Oh, never mind then,” she said. “You have a good memory.”

“No, it’s just that I think of you.”

She pecked my cheek. “It’s been one of my biggest dreams. Horses are so pretty, and it looks so fun.”

“I agree,” I said. “I would be scared of falling though.”

“You can trip over your feet and fall onto the concrete any time,” she pointed out. “I want to know how it would feel to ride to the sunset, possibly with a friend behind me.” She winked at the end, and we inched closer till our hips bumped into each other. “What about you? If you had all the money in the world, what would you do?”

I felt financially secure now, so the question didn’t strike me as it should have. I wasn’t sure how to answer her. Everything felt great. “Moving out as well,” I said. “As long as I have a friend and a man, I would be happy.”

“You have both,” she said and we embraced each other. “Do you want to watch a movie?”

“I would love to,” I said.

We rose and dried each other. She generously dabbed the towel against my chest and bottom. I did the same to her till she was sparkling clean but made sure to dry her gorgeous breasts a bit extra. We settled down on the couch, and upon turning on the TV, there was a news segment about how violent crimes and unemployment were rising.

I shuddered. “How horrible,” I said.

“It’s awful,” Nathalie said. We sat and watched for a little till we couldn’t take it any longer. We chose a romance movie, and I made sure to get a blanket.

It was about two best friends traveling throughout the US in a van. They were in for an adventure, and they had their ups and downs. They ended up fighting but then reunited. I loved every second of it, the fun and love bits.

“What did you think?” Nathalie asked, stretching her arms and legs as the credits kept rolling.

“They had so much fun,” I said and felt slightly envious. “But I think they made our country look way safer.”

“There are post-apocalyptic movies too,” Nathalie suggested.

“No thank you,” I said firmly, making her laugh. “I’m not down with nightmares.”

“Me neither.”

“What’s on the menu?” I asked her as I started growing hungry.

“I guess I could make some pot roast,” she said. “Your man seems very fond of meat. There isn’t much else in the fridge.”

“I know,” I said. “He isn’t fond of grains and sweets. And he always insists on buying the most expensive products because of quality.”

“I wish I lived like that,” Nathalie said and jumped to her feet. “Uhm … can I check in the fridge and cabinets?”

“Why not?” I asked her. “You have to if you’ll be the chef.”

“Sure, but I always make sure to ask,” she said.

While she started on the pot roast, my phone rang. My eyes widened in joy as I saw a photo of Ryan. I answered immediately. “Hi,” I said.

“I just arrived, just decided to check in on you. Is everything as it should be?”

“Yeah,” I said and gave him a long recap of what we’d been up to. He listened to everything even if I was afraid of boring him. He was a really good listener, and I had known that since the first day I worked with him.

He switched to video call and showed me around the farmhouse. It looked stunning. The furniture was plush and shiny. They had a more traditional feel to them. He took me up to the bathroom with a nice hot tub and a beautiful shower. It was more spacious than the bathroom here. The master bedroom was like something out of a dream with a king-sized bed and silky coverlets.

“Keep in mind, it looks better in real life,” he said and patted the bed. I couldn’t wait to fall asleep next to him every night, especially after he had his way with me.

He went downstairs and showed the garden and what they were working on. It was just the outdoor area left and then we could move in.

“A couple of my friends told me there was a brutal robbery at the nearest gas station,” he said. “I hope you haven’t been near it.”

“Oh,” I said, my hand fleeing to my mouth. “No, we’ve been here mostly. I was at Nathalie’s place earlier. There are so many horrible things happening at once.”

“I’ll cut my stay short,” he said. “I’ll be back a couple of days sooner.”

My heart tingled. “I can’t wait to see you again.”

“Stay close to Nathalie in the meantime,” he said.

“She’s cooking for me now,” I told him. “A pot roast.”

“Leave something for me when I return,” he said.

“I’ll tell her,” I said.

“Viktoria, I love you. I can’t wait to see you again.”

“I can’t wait to see you too,” I said. We kissed each other on the phone and hung up. I sighed, and I already missed the sound of his voice. I turned to the kitchen. Nathalie was holding onto a spatula while wearing an apron over her bikini, which made me giggle.

“What?” Nathalie said and twirled around. “Aprons go well over bikinis.”

“It looks kind of funny,” I said, excusing myself. “He’ll come back a bit earlier. He sounded a bit worried after a robbery nearby.”

“Oh, okay,” she said with a shrug. Although it sounded like she wanted to spend more time with me instead. “And what were you supposed to tell me?”

“We have to leave something for him. He wanted to taste your culinary arts.”

She smiled proudly. “That won’t be a problem,” she said.

When the pot roast was finished, we had a seat. I waved away the steam. The chuck roast was surrounded by cubes of vegetables, swimming in a golden-brown gravy. I drew in a deep breath, and it smelled divine.

We loaded up our plates and dug in. The meat melted on my tongue along with the rest of the vegetables. “Hmm, this is delicious,” I said.

Nathalie sank her teeth into the meat. “I know … these are the highest quality products you can find.”

“The highest quality chef too,” I said, making her blush.

We devoured the entire dish, and I was surprised when there were only a couple of carrots left in the pot. I was stuffed. “We have dessert too,” I said.

“Ice cream?” Nathalie asked, her eyes lighting up.

“There are like six pints of Jenis in the freezer,” I said.

“Should we spice things up even further?” Nathalie asked, excited.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked her.

“Let’s feed each other blindfolded, but if we spill, we have to clean each other.”

“With a napkin?” I asked, which I failed to see the fun of. The only fun thing was that we would be nude.

“No, silly,” she said and leaned forward. “With our tongues and lips. We’ll lick each other.”

“Oh,” I said and now I felt the thrill. “That sounds like fun.”

“I told you,” she said and lightly kicked me under the table. I helped her out with the dishes and made sure to clean the table. I brought out the ice cream and bowls and looked around.

“What should we blindfold ourselves with?” I asked her.

“With our bikini bottoms and tops,” she said with a giggle.

I chuckled. “Sure,” I said. “Why not.”

We took off our used bottoms and tops. “Can I start feeding you?” Nathalie asked.

I nodded and wanted her to go first anyway. I started with my bikini top, making sure the triangle patch was covering her eyes. Then I took the bottom and wrapped it around her face till she was properly blindfolded. “Can you see anything?” I asked her.

“Nope.”

“You aren’t trying to cheat?”

“No!” she said with a giggle.

I sat with my legs spread and she inched her hips closer. I guided her hands to the spoon and ice cream, which she lifted to my mouth. She moved it closer and then lowered it a little, hitting my chin. “What’s that?” she asked.

“My chin,” I said, feeling the cool cream run down my neck.

She raised the spoon an inch and found my lips. She took off her blindfold and aimed her eyes at the cream running down my neck. “Here goes,” she said and latched her mouth onto my neck, sucking till a shiver ran down my spine. She came off with a kiss and ran her tongue up my neck till she reached my chin. She eyed my lips, and I wondered if she would be bold enough to kiss me.

“How was that?” she asked me.

“Arousing,” I admitted.

Nathalie poked my nipple. “As sharp as the point of a dagger,” she pointed out. “I didn’t know you would become so turned on.”

“Let me try to feed you,” I said and was already digging this game.

Nathalie undressed. She started putting her bikini top over my eyes followed by her bottom. I sniffed it, and it smelled incredibly sweet. It made me think of her crotch, making me perhaps want to taste her.

She took my hand and helped me find the pint. “Good luck,” she wished me and then I was on my own. I raised the spoon, and it certainly was a lot more difficult than it looked like.

“I’m completely blind,” I said with a chuckle.

“A little bit to the left and a little bit forward,” she said.

I followed her instructions carefully and struck something. “What’s that?”

“My throat,” she said with a laugh. “And you basically spilled all the cream on me.”

I lowered the spoon, and she took off the blindfold. She was right. The rich ice cream ran down her beautiful rack and through the valley. The strawberry ice cream blended so well with her porcelain skin, making her look even more tempting. “Did you guide me there on purpose?” I asked her, looking at her long and hard.

“I might have,” she said and leaned back, flashing her tits. “But you know the rules. Get back to work, girl.”

The trickle had already run to the waist, and I started with a couple of inches above her navel. I tasted the sweet cream as I licked my way up to her breasts. I parted her boobs, slid my tongue between the cleft and up to her neck. I giggled as I pulled my head back and saw the trail of saliva I’d left behind. “You taste naturally sweet.”

“So do you,” she said. “Blindfold me … I also want to have some ice cream.”

I eagerly blindfolded her with my bikini and helped her to the pint of ice cream. She was on her own now and moved toward my cheek. She was more precise than I was, but when she struck my cheek, the ice cream fell to my thigh and ran down not far from my slit.

“A little bit to the right,” I told her, and she found my lips. “You’re way better than me.”

I took off her blindfold, and she looked at my thigh, her eyes widening. “But there’s some spills there I have to lick.”

I placed my palms behind me and leaned back, giving her ample room to do her thing. She moved in slow motion. Finally, her lips touched my inner thigh, sending another shiver down my spine. She didn’t lick me but kissed inward. I smiled and felt aroused as she approached my vagina. She was an inch away from my pink region, but there was no more cream to lick, so she pulled her head back.

She gave me a look. “Were you about to say something?”

“Maybe you missed a spot?” I suggested.

She grinned. “I don’t think so,” she said and checked my inner thighs again. “You look clean to me.”

I rolled my eyes. I didn’t know why I couldn’t admit that I wanted her to lick me. “Alright, let me do you.”

“If there’s something you want to say, you can say it,” Nathalie teased me.

“Let’s eat ice cream first,” I said.

“There isn’t something else you’d like to eat?” she inquired.

I rolled my eyes. “We’ll see.” She blindfolded me again and guided my hand to the pint. I did my best and asked for help, and I hit something and some of the cream fell off the spoon. “Is there anything left?”

“A little bit,” she said. “Move a bit up.”

I did and luckily found her lips. I sighed in relief, but she removed my blindfold, and to my surprise, the ice cream had landed right on her waist and ran down her pink, symmetric slit, covering it like a creampie. My cheeks flushed to the point the red color reached my neck.

Nathalie laughed. “I wished I had a mirror. I’ve never seen you blush so hard.”

“I guess I have to clean you,” I said, exchanging glances with her.

She spread her legs and invited me closer. “Rules are rules.”

I leaned down to her waist, licking the rich cream. I made my way down to the borders of her forbidden area. I had never licked a girl in my life, but it felt so thrilling. I looked at the delicious ice cream covering her folds, and I couldn’t take it any longer. I kissed her pink pearl, flicking my tongue side to side. She tasted surprisingly good, making me want to go lower till I reached her lips. I kissed them, licking up the cream. Her lips were spongy and moist. After I had licked the ice cream from her, I still continued to run my tongue up and down. I was curious how she tasted without the ice cream masking her flavors. I got carried away and just realized I had licked her way more than necessary. It was evident when goosebumps flared across her arms, and her breathing deepened. I looked up to her, seeing her grin.

“I think I’m finished,” I said and pulled my head back.

“I think you licked me a bit more than necessary,” she said.

“Maybe you’re right,” I said. “I just wanted to be a good friend and clean you properly.”

I blindfolded her and gave her the spoon of ice cream, which was so full it was already dripping when she approached me. A large chunk fell right onto my slit, and I eyed it, knowing soon where her tongue would land. She bumped into my right boob and spilled it all, which trickled down in several rivulets to my pink. I giggled and couldn’t wait for her to lick me properly.

“Did I make a whoopsie-daisy?”

I took off her blindfold, and her eyes roamed over me. “It seems like you did,” I said, grinning.

She sighed. “Well, we can’t let all that delicious cream go to waste.” She leaned over and pressed her mouth onto my boob first, sucking on it hard, which made me arch my back.

“Oh, Nathalie,” I said, holding onto her head as she sucked in my nipple.

She came off with a smack and moved onto my waist, kissing me downward. For every kiss made me more aroused. I felt my vagina moistening, and when her lips finally touched my sensitive region, it felt like I was on cloud nine. She licked me as passionately as I’d licked her. She showcased the fact that she wasn’t a novice when it came to giving oral sex to another girl. Once the cream was gone, she kept going, almost pushing me to the edge. I was certain, she noticed since she came off and looked at me suspiciously.

“Should we continue in bed?” she asked.

I caught my breath, my teeth sinking into my lip. I nodded and hurriedly said, “Uh-huh.”

“Come,” she said. She took my hand, and we went upstairs. “Let’s sixty-nine each other.”

I couldn’t resist it. I lay down first in Ryan’s bed, and she lay on top of me and lowered her sweet fruit to my face. Immediately as it touched down, I started nibbling on her folds, and she went back to pleasuring me. I felt so excited, and it felt so adventurous to lick her. I buried my face between her legs, and she slowly left off where she’d been. She parted my lips and snaked her tongue inside all the while rubbing and touching my folds. I tried my hardest to concentrate on her fruit, but it was difficult. I lifted my pelvis, begging internally for her to continue while I continuously enjoyed her.

In the end, I had to resort to fingering her since the incoming orgasm started feeling a bit too intense. I breathed right onto her wet slit while a string of her honey fell right onto my tongue. It prompted me to latch my mouth onto her, pushing her over the edge while she did me. I climaxed so hard that my surroundings slipped away, and I let out a loud moan of pleasure. Sighing in relief, I came back down to earth.

With her lips wet and glistening, she twisted her neck to look at me. “How was the climax?”

“Wonderful,” I said, grinning. She turned around, moving her bottom from my face. I missed her wonderful ass already, her sensitive region and her heat. It had started with the ice cream, and we had finished it here. It had happened so quickly, that I didn’t even realize it.

She snuggled up to me. She had never been so warm, and it made me gravitate toward her. She smelled musky, but it turned me on despite having just climaxed. “You licked me,” she pointed out the obvious.

“I did,” I admitted.

She sensually caressed my back, drawing me closer to her till our breasts touched. “You had a really good tongue game,” she said.

“You think so?” I asked her.

She nodded. “I reached the big O too. I’m just sad it ended so quickly.”

“There’ll be a day tomorrow too,” I said and felt my pussy moisten.

“I know … did it feel thrilling to be with another girl?” she asked, biting her lip.

I shook my head. “It felt completely natural … But a man is missing.”

“Yeah … there’s nothing better than an erect cock,” she said in a dream-like voice. “That’s why I’ll never understand lesbians.”

“Me neither.”

“I’m growing sleepy.”

“Me too.”

“Do you want to kiss before we sleep?”

“Uh-huh.”

Eyeing my lips, she beamed. She pressed her lips to mine, and we slid in our tongues simultaneously, caressing each other. While her hot breath was against my face, I tasted her sweet flavors. Her lips were so tasty after she’d gone down on me, making me deepen the kiss. She wrapped her arm around my back, pushing her soft boobs closer to mine.

She came off my lips, a string of saliva stretched from hers to mine. “Goodnight,” she said sweetly.

“Nighty night.”


Chapter 7

Viktoria

“Are you thinking of your man?” Nathalie asked me.

We lay on the sun lounger and sunbathed. I hadn’t done anything else than spend time with Nathalie. Ryan would come back today, and even if I’d talked to him every day, I missed him greatly. Kissing and licking Nathalie felt fun, but it was far inferior to being with a man. Ryan would be back today, and I couldn’t wait to cuddle up with him, and most importantly to be taken by him.

“Yes … I think of him all the time. Not that I don’t think of you,” I said.

She took my hand, looking at me knowingly. “Relax … I know you, Viktoria. You’re such a sweetheart.”

I was about to say something, but we both froze as her phone glowed.

“It’s mom,” she said blankly.

I wasn’t sure what was going on in Nathalie’s head, but I wanted the best for her. “Are you going to answer?”

“I guess I have to,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. They hadn’t spoken since the vicious fight, and I hoped her mom had cooled down. “Hi,” she answered.

“Hi, Nathalie, how are you?” her mother asked her in a less heated voice than last time.

“Fine,” she said.

“I’m sorry for earlier,” she said. “You must understand that I’m worried about you.”

“I don’t see how shaming me will help your worry.”

“That’s why I’m apologizing … Where are you now?”

“With Viktoria,” she said and exchanged glances with me.

“Can you please come back and we can talk about something?”

“What’s there to talk about?”

“I found a restaurant that’s hiring,” her mother said. “Won’t you rather be doing that than … the other stuff?”

Nathalie blinked and mulled it over. “Mom, I don’t like that you’re trying to control me.”

“That’s not my intention,” she said. “I want the best for you.”

Nathalie sighed. “Give me a minute to think about it.”

“Alright, call me back when you’re ready.”

They hung up, and I was glad it had turned out civilized. Nathalie looked at me, looking for answers. “What do you say?”

I didn’t know her mother well enough except for the fights they had, but I hoped they would get along. “You said earlier that you would rather work at a restaurant or as a waitress.”

“Yeah,” Nathalie said and stared blankly out the window. “Taking nude photos is fun too, but I’m still not making that much. And my mother has a point, it’s not something I’d like to do in the long-term.”

I wished I could give better feedback, but my mother had never called me back like that. She chose drugs instead of me, which put Nathalie’s mom in a better light. “It doesn’t hurt to give the job offer a try,” I said. “I want what’s best for you, but you should listen to your heart.”

“You’re my heart too,” she said, attacking me in a hug. I embraced her back. “We had so much fun here though.”

I broke the hug and agreed with her. “I know … You’re always welcome to come back, and we need to spend more time before I move.”

“Definitely,” she said, her eyes softening. “Alright, I’ll talk to my mother.”

She called her mother again, and her mother would come and pick Nathalie up soon. I had looked forward to spending some time with Nathalie today too, but we hadn’t been doing anything else for the past few days. I helped pack her stuff, and I made sure to hug her an extra time when her mother arrived.

“This was a week I’ll never forget,” I told her.

“I know,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin. “I made you lick me for once … And you liked it too.”

“Not just the licking but the kissing too,” I said. It felt surprisingly good to kiss her, but it paled in comparison to doing it with a man.

“Let me know when we can see each other again,” she said.

“Of course,” I said, and we parted. She went to her mother’s car, who arched her eyebrow at me and the house. She looked suspicious for one reason or another.

I sat inside and didn’t do anything other than watch the clock tick. I hadn’t seen him for days. It made me grow wet as I thought of his erection. My phone glowed, and I snatched it. It was a message from him. He wanted me to warm the food before he arrived, which was within half an hour.

After I warmed the stew, I set the table. In the meantime, I sat and looked out the window till he parked his flashy car outside. I jumped to my feet and flung the door open. I ran down the stairs and jumped into his arms before he had any chance to open the trunk. I buried my face in his shoulders and held onto his wide back.

“Hmm, Viktoria,” he said, and I could finally hear the sound of his voice.

“Hi,” I said. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“I’ve missed you too, my little angel,” he said, stroking my back with his strong hands. “Let me see your lips.”

I broke the hug a little, and he cupped my cheeks. He pressed his lips to mine and snaked in his tongue. I melted in his arms while he held the kiss, leaning over for my sake since he was so much taller.

He broke the kiss, and my eyes trailed from his prominent jawline to his wide shoulders and the rest of his muscular body. “Let me get my bag and we can talk inside. I’m starving,” he said.

He let go of me, and I held the door for him as he dumped the bag on the couch. “Nathalie just left,” I told him. “But we did save some of her delicious stew for you.”

“Did she leave just because I came?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Her mother called and wanted her back. There was a fight that made her come here to begin with, and her mother apologized.”

“It’s important to forgive someone, as long as it’s not something too gnarly. Everyone can quarrel now and then.”

I agreed with everything he said. I kept him company while he ate. Smacking his lips, he loved every spoon. “Nathalie sure has talent,” he said. “I’ve been eating at five-star restaurants before and not even there have I eaten something as delicious as this.”

“I know. She’s special,” I said and felt glad he enjoyed what she’d made for him, hoping he would like her so much that she could eventually move in with us, which was my plan. Even if I’d told him on the phone what we’d been up to, I gave him a recap, which was probably a bit longer than necessary. I was just excited to see him. He noticed and smiled.

“I find it incredibly hot seeing two girls mess around with each other,” he said. “I love threesomes.”

“A threesome sounds exotic,” I said, chuckling. “When you’re finished, can we sit outside together?”

“I want to cuddle with you too,” he admitted. I took the dishes, letting him rest after his long ride.

Going outside to the sunny weather, we cuddled on the same sun lounger. He showed me more photos of the estate. It looked like something out of my dreams. We could plant and grow our own fruits and vegetables. He also told me about the animals he would buy and hunt.

“It’s like a dream to live up there without any noise or rampant crime,” I said.

“Tell me about it,” he said. “I heard more things on the radio and grew slightly worried.” He raked his fingers through my hair, giving me an extra amount of attention.

“Nathalie and I were mostly here though,” I told him. “She was so fond of your home, so we were mostly swimming or going out for walks.”

“I see,” he said and pulled me closer.

“Are you interested in seeing some photos of her?” I asked him.

He shrugged, but I could tell he was curious judging by how his bulge was growing. I logged into Nathalie’s OnlyFans and showed him the nude photos. His eyes widened, and his penis thickened. “Wow … She’s fine as hell.”

He didn’t only want to see one photo but scrolled down to see several of them. I just smiled, and I was glad he found her attractive. He zoomed in on her privates and also her breasts, and he was trying to suppress his grin. I drew a circle on his chest, getting his attention. “I was thinking … I thought it perhaps would be fun to bring her with us. If you want.”

He gave me a smile of approval. “I would never be against bringing another girl, as long as you two get along,” he said.

“But we do,” I said. “I would feel bad moving away from her. I don’t want to abandon her when everything is going to …”

“The shits?”

I giggled. “Yeah, that’s the word I was looking for.”

“I’ve lived with multiple girls before,” he said. “If you want her to come, and she wants to, then that’s fine to me.”

“Oh, okay. I have to talk to her when we find time,” I said and wrapped my arms around his. He did too, stroking my back and moving closer to my ass. He was getting in the mood. He slipped his hand below my skirt and palmed my ass, going beneath my panties, flesh against flesh. I giggled and yielded to his authority.

“Let’s go upstairs. I have been dying to see you nude again.”

“Only if you carry me,” I told him playfully. Not only did I want to see his strength again, but also being close to him. He rose and lifted me into his arms, bringing me upstairs to have his way with me.


Chapter 8

Ryan

I slowly opened my eyes and was greeted by the sight of drooling Viktoria. She was the cutest. I arrived back a couple of days ago. It excited me that Viktoria wanted to bring Nathalie with her. I was all for that idea, and Viktoria had a good point—The estate was big enough for all of us.

When I first came back, it had felt unbelievably good to have sex with her, making me take her several times a day. She kept begging for it too. She hadn’t met Nathalie yet because she was busy working, although they’d settled on a time tomorrow. I couldn’t wait to meet her.

Viktoria slowly opened her eyes, and I pecked her forehead. She embraced me as usual, her nude breasts against my chest. “Are you sore from the gym yesterday?” I asked her.

“Maybe a little,” she mumbled. We mostly spent time with each other in the gym, but I’d also taken her to fancy restaurants, spoiling her. Although the restaurants were slowly becoming emptier and emptier. “Everyone was looking at me.”

“You’re no longer a camera girl but my lover.”

“I know,” she said. “You’re the most popular guy there.”

“You’re the most popular girl now,” I said.

She drew in a deep breath and let it out. “I can’t express how happy I am,” she said, looking me in the eyes. “My entire life felt hopeless until I met you.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

She shyly lowered her eyes. “I think I already have.”

“And I will listen to you again and again.”

She slowly raised them again, gratitude shining in her eyes. “I was certain I would end up homeless one day. I was so sure of it that I prepared myself mentally for it.”

“If I had found you homeless, I would have taken you out of there immediately.”

“I know,” she said. “I know you would. I wasn’t sure at the time. I was so insecure about myself.”

I softly pressed my lips to her forehead, feeling the smoothness of her skin. “You have no reason to be insecure about yourself. You’re a rare gem.”

“Thank you,” she said, a smile blossoming on her face. “I don’t feel any pain anymore at all. I used to have anxiety because of the bullying.”

I couldn’t understand why someone would bully such a sweet person like Viktoria, but when I thought longer about it, I knew how girls could be. They wouldn’t strike you with a fist but with vicious words, and those words could cause a deeper and more long-lasting wound than a punch. “It angers me when you tell me that,” I told her, raking my fingers through her hair. “No one will ever lift a finger against you.” She cuddled up to me, and I held her dearly. “Are you feeling better?”

“Yes… Sometimes it feels good to let things out.”

She was one of the few girls I’d dated who showed genuine gratitude. It meant the world to me that I could be there for her. “I have never been with a girl who’s been as grateful and caring as you.”

“You deserve the sweetest girl out there.”

“And I have her,” I said, pushing her hair behind her ears, seeing her sweet smile.

We lay for a little bit longer before rising. We met downstairs, and she was sweet enough to cook breakfast for me. I told her that I had a couple of things to take care of later. She hoped she would be able to speak with Nathalie.

* * *

After we’d eaten lunch, we cuddled on the couch for a little, talking about our lives. Suddenly, I heard someone walk up to the door. I patted Viktoria. “I think someone’s coming.”

“Are you waiting for someone?” she asked.

I shook my head. Viktoria rose with me and put the book aside. I carefully opened the door and was greeted by Nathalie whose cheeks were lined with tear tracks. I had never seen her in that state. She briefly looked at me, but something weighed her down, so she looked back down again. The glow on her face was absent.

“Nathalie,” Viktoria said and went up to her. “Oh, gosh what happened?”

“Can I come in?” Nathalie sniffled.

Viktoria exchanged glances with me, and I firmly nodded.

“Of course,” Viktoria said and beckoned her in. Once Nathalie was inside, Viktoria opened her arms to Nathalie. “What’s the matter?”

“I got fired,” Nathalie revealed. “I haven’t told anyone since I feel so shitty and worthless.”

“Worthless? You have a special place in my heart,” Viktoria insisted. “Come, let’s sit on the couch.”

Nathalie looked at me. “Is it okay?”

“Of course,” I told her. “You’re more than welcome to stay with us.” I thought it was a bit ridiculous that she asked, but I assumed she was a bit shy about it.

Viktoria led her to the couch. It was currently nice and sunny but it didn’t seem like either of them cared about the sun. “Why did they fire you?” Viktoria asked, holding Nathalie’s hand.

“Some jealous girl framed me,” she sniffled. “It started with me receiving more tips than her, and then I was offered more shifts. She snuck a tenderloin in my purse and ratted me out.”

“What a bitch,” Viktoria said with her mouth open. I rarely heard her curse, but she had all the right reasons to at this moment. I wasn’t surprised by Viktoria’s story. Girls could be just as vicious as men.

“Tell me about it,” Nathalie sighed. “She was pissed from day one since she vouched for one of her friends, but I got the job instead … Jobs are so scarce these days, so they’re willing to stoop so low.”

“But I can vouch for you,” Viktoria said. “You are not a thief. I can come with you.”

“That’s cute of you,” Nathalie said. “But the bitch has worked there for longer, and the boss trusts her more. The pay sucked anyway.”

“Gosh, I’m so sorry,” Viktoria said and caressed her back.

“It isn’t just that I was fired,” Nathalie said. “I have debt … If my mother finds out, she’ll be so disappointed. At the same time, she’s struggling too. I know she won’t be able to make ends meet if I don’t pay for my share, and I can’t pay if I go back to doing OnlyFans and that will make her livid. It’s a hopeless situation.” She lowered her face into her hands and cried. Viktoria quickly took a napkin and cleaned her cheeks.

I understood where she was coming from, but I saw the solution straight away. “Nathalie,” I told her and listened to every word she had told us. “You can move in with us … Your situation is not hopeless.”

She recovered from her tears and looked up at me. “I’m not sure … I don’t want to be intrusive.”

“That’s nonsense,” Viktoria said. “And you know that.”

“I have to think about it.”

“It’s okay, Nathalie,” Viktoria said adorably. “We’re here for you.”

It hurt me equally as much seeing Nathalie in pain as Viktoria. I couldn’t stand seeing Viktoria’s best friend in that wretched position, especially if I could help. “Have you told your mom?” I asked her.

Nathalie shook her head. “She probably suspects what’s going on. Either way, she’ll find out. I just don’t know how to tell her yet. It happened so suddenly, and it hit me like a ton of bricks.”

“I feel you,” I said. It was what my father taught me that good times can quickly flip in a matter of seconds. Everything that felt good for a moment could come crashing down on you the very next. The world was unpredictable. You had to take care of the good times while they lasted.

“No matter what happens,” I said firmly, “you won’t be homeless and you won’t starve.”

“Will you consider me intrusive?” Nathalie asked both of us.

Viktoria put both her hands on her hips. “What kind of question is that?”

“I’m sorry, Viktoria, and you’re right, but you two love each other after all.”

“Yeah, but you can still stay with us,” Viktoria insisted. “And a man can be shared.”

“I just needed someone to talk to,” Nathalie said. “I didn’t think of actually moving in with you.”

“Hey, anytime you want to crash here, there’s a guest room upstairs,” I told her.

“Okay, but can you give me some time to think about it?”

“Whenever you’re ready,” I said.

“Can I do something in return for you in the meantime?” Nathalie asked.

“You can cook,” I suggested immediately. No one cooked as well as she did. What she made was truly a delicacy and came from her heart. It was something I looked forward to if she decided to stay with us.

“I agree,” Viktoria said eagerly.

“Oh, okay,” Nathalie said and her eyes brightened. “Did you like my stew?”

“It was divine,” I said, making her blush.

“Do you want something else today?”

“Beef Wellington,” I said, exchanging glances with Viktoria who gave me a nod of approval.

Nathalie blinked at us. “Christ, that’s pricey.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I told her. “I bought a fresh filet from the butcher shop the other day.”

“I see,” Nathalie said. “Hmm, I’ll happily make that for you.”

“Can’t we do something fun in the meantime to cheer you up?” Viktoria asked Nathalie. “Perhaps swimming in the pool?”

“Sure,” Nathalie said with a laugh.

I jerked my head at the wardrobe. “That’s the emergency wardrobe filled with bikinis and swimming suits. Take your pick.” While I went outside, they scurried to the wardrobe and checked what was inside. They were currently giggling in the bathroom, trying out the outfits. I could only imagine how Nathalie would look in a bikini. I didn’t mind her moving here, not to unveil her or have my way with her, but because she’d been there for Viktoria. Although it wouldn’t hurt to have her on the side too. She was stunning after all.

While I sat on the sun lounger and contemplated, they eventually came out. Nathalie looked so attractive in a red micro bikini that barely hid her privates. She glanced at me, curious to see whether I was looking. I winked at her. “You’re looking great,” I told her.

“Thanks,” she said, and her eyes swept over me. She tried to be discreet, but I could easily tell when someone was checking me out.

They took each other’s hands and jumped into the pool together, spraying the water all over the place. They came back up for a breath. “Did we splash on you?” Viktoria asked with a laugh.

I waved my hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about it,” I said. “Have fun.”

They giggled and kept throwing the ball to each other. It was beyond me how they could shrug something off so easily and then just play. Their laughter sounded like bird songs to my ears.

As I kept thinking, I got distracted. I kept glancing at both of them playing with each other. I watched as their tits kept bouncing up and down. They were filled with youth, and it reminded me of what I had missed out on since I sacrificed it all for work. I didn’t regret anything in my life, but work was all that mattered to me during that time. I started chasing the money, and now I found myself in a position where I wouldn’t have to worry about paying the rent or not finding a girl. They were all chasing me. At the same time, I could enjoy it all with those two … or Viktoria for now.

When they were done playing, the sun had started lowering. “I’ll start with dinner now,” Nathalie said and got to her feet. She was dripping and the droplets clung to her flawless skin, making her glisten.

“Okay,” Viktoria said. “I’ll read in the meantime.” She moved closer to me, and I dried Viktoria with the towel. “He can dry you too.”

Nathalie’s cheeks turned rosy. “If that’s okay.”

I crooked my finger, and she came over without hesitation. I dried her voluptuous body as well, making sure there wasn’t a drop clinging to her porcelain skin. “Can you take over from here on?”

Nathalie twirled her blonde hair on her finger. “Uh-huh.”

I sat down and enjoyed the sunset while Nathalie started preparing one of my favorite dishes. She seasoned the beef and then seared it in a hot pan. She hummed a fine melody as she continued to cook, and I hoped she would leave the stress behind. Once the beef was in the oven, she came over and tapped my shoulder. I turned to her, and when I was in this seated position I came face to face with her massive bust. The microkini was so skimpy that I could even see the borders of her areolas. “I thought of making a cake in the meantime. Do you have some mixers?”

“The cabinet next to the grill,” I told her. She whirled around and made her curvy ass sway on her way. I turned back before she would notice.

Shortly after, she tapped my shoulder again. “They’re broken,” she said.

“My bad. I haven’t used them in ages, but I can whip for you.”

Nathalie placed her hands on my arm, stopping me in my tracks. “No … I want to.”

“If you insist,” I said and felt minor sparks when she touched me like that.

“I do,” Nathalie said. “I warn you. I can be stubborn sometimes.”

“Alright,” I said and raised my hand in the air and wasn’t going to argue with her. I was just glad she was feeling better.

Cradling the bowl with her left hand, she started whipping with her right hand. Her boobs bounced and jumped all over the place, almost slapping the bowl out of her hands. Wiping her brow, she looked up at me with blushing cheeks. “This might take some time.”

“It’s okay. We got all day.”

Nathalie continued working with her right hand, making it spill all over her chest and face. She released several hot moans in the effort, curling her fingers tightly around the whisker. In the end, it was thick and creamy, and she didn’t look much different than if I had covered her face in cum.

Nathalie continued to work on the cake. Viktoria joined up with her and wiped her cleavage. “You got cream between your breasts,” Viktoria said with a giggle and stuffed the finger in her mouth and sucked on it.

“I had to whip with my hands,” Nathalie said. “I’ll prepare a raspberry cake.”

“I love them!” Viktoria said with a moan. “Can I set the table?”

“Sure,” Nathalie said. “The beef Wellington is basically finished.”

I had a seat while my girls prepared everything for me. Finally, we were all seated, and Nathalie presented the platter to us. The beef was wrapped in golden pastry, and the scent of the mushrooms, shallots and beef spread in the air. “So, here’s the Beef Wellington along with some roasted root vegetables and mushroom sauce.”

“Looks like art,” I said.

“How do you make those golden, symmetric patterns on top?” Viktoria asked and leaned over the table.

“With a knife,” Nathalie said. “I can show you the next time.”

Nathalie sliced through the crispy layers of pastry and revealed a perfectly pink interior. After each cut, a puff of steam rose and went right to my nose. My mouth watered. Nathalie gladly loaded up our plates and made them look symmetric and clean as if served straight from a restaurant. She looked honored when we dug in and showered her with compliments. I wanted her here. I wanted her to cook for me for the rest of my life.

When I couldn’t take another bite, I leaned back. “I’m stuffed.”

“Me too,” Viktoria said. “But there’s room for dessert.”

“I just have to put the raspberries on,” Nathalie said and took the dishes.

“It was divine,” I told her.

“Thank you,” Nathalie said and a smile blossomed on her cheeks. I was also glad she didn’t show any hints of grief.

I sat and talked with Viktoria, flirting a bit with her till Nathalie returned with the raspberry lemon cake. It was spongy and had a lemony aroma. Lemon frosting crowned the cake which was topped with fresh raspberries. I was lost for words on how she managed to bake such a sweet thing. It was almost like she’d conjured it out of thin air. “You’re amazing,” I told her.

“Thank you,” Nathalie said and obviously liked being showered in compliments. She set the cups of tea on the table and gave us each a piece.

Viktoria eagerly let her spoon melt through the cake and shoved it directly into her mouth, licking her lips. “So tasty,” she said and smacked her lips.

“You’ve learned a lot at such a young age,” I told Nathalie.

“I started at a young age too,” Nathalie said. “I baked my first cookie when I was six.”

“That sure explains it,” I said.

Viktoria leaned her head on my shoulder. “You’re the greatest … After that delicious cake, I’m in for some fun.”

“I would love to … But I think I have to bounce.”

“Why?” Viktoria asked.

“My mom will be worried.”

“I understand,” I said. “But keep in mind, I have nothing against you staying here.”

“Neither do I,” Viktoria said, a smile blossoming, which happily spread to Nathalie.

“You guys are the best,” Nathalie said, wrapping her arms around Viktoria. It was cute seeing them together. I loved when girls got along, being friends rather than competing and fighting for attention. “But I have made up my mind.”

When they broke the hug, Nathalie briefly glanced at me, her cheeks pinkening. “You can hug him too,” Viktoria nudged her.

“Okay,” Nathalie said and approached me carefully, testing the waters. Her gaze fixed on me as if unsure how I would react. I welcomed her into a tight embrace, my fingers gripping the fabric of her top and my other hand gently patting her back.

Her warmth was infectious, and I was reminded of the first time I had embraced Viktoria and how vulnerable she had felt.

Nathalie and I molded into one, and judging by how she held me, it seemed like she never wanted to let go. “You sure you don’t want to stay?” I murmured.

“Yes, I’m sorry,” she said, but her heart told me something else.

I let go of her and raked my fingers through her hair. “It’s your call.”

“Can I at least walk you back home?” Viktoria asked.

“Sure,” Nathalie said, beaming.

“Is it okay?” Viktoria asked me.

“Of course,” I told her, thinking it wasn’t necessary to ask me. “Ping me if there’s something, and I’ll be there for you in a heartbeat.”

“I know,” Viktoria said sweetly and took Nathalie to the foyer. They put on their shoes and headed outside.

I leaned back on the couch and still felt the warmth from her hug. I felt bad for her. There was nothing worse than being blamed for something you didn’t even do, but I understood where Nathalie came from. It was difficult to complain to the boss when the accusations came from someone who’d worked there far longer. It was a vicious thing to do, but some girls didn’t have a limit to how low they could stoop.

* * *

Viktoria came back as the sun set. She opened the door, shaking off the cool evening air. She looked even more distressed than earlier as she stepped into the living room. “Are you still sitting there?”

“Waiting for you,” I said, patting the pillow next to me.

She sauntered over and sank onto the sofa with a sigh. I ran my fingers through her lustrous hair as she leaned against me. “What’s on your heart?” I asked her, though I already knew it was about Nathalie.

“I feel terrible for her,” Viktoria said. “Why would a girl frame her like that?”

“Competition,” I said. “It’s vicious, but it happens everywhere. Businesses get sued for no reason. People get falsely accused and defamed based on lies. It’s just a part of humanity and our competition for resources.”

“Not all humans are bullies and cheaters, though,” she said with hints of anger.

“I agree,” I said. “But unfortunately, they exist.”

“I tried to talk to her, but it was difficult. She had actually looked forward to being a waitress again.”

“I understand. It will also be tough for her to find a job elsewhere these days.”

“I know. She was worried about that too. She really didn’t want to tell her mother either.”

“I’m not sure about their relationship, but it stuck out to me when she said, ‘My mother will be worried.’ They still care for each other, and their relationship hasn’t been too toxic, am I right?”

“Her mother isn’t a bad person,” Viktoria said. “She’s just stressed, that’s all, and a bit overprotective. I wished I had an overprotective mom rather than someone who just abandoned me.”

I kissed her cheek, knowing she had wounds too. “I’m sorry about that.”

She wrapped her arm around mine. “I’m alright… As long as I have you. You’ve healed my heart.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” I said, feeling my temperature spike and regretting that I hadn’t started my intimate relationship with her earlier.

“I mean it,” she said, looking up at me with her shiny, blue eyes. “All my pain and nightmares are gone… Now I only feel bad for my best friend who’s always been there for me when I didn’t have anyone else.”

“She doesn’t deserve any pain either,” I said.

“Do you have any ideas about what we can do?” she asked, looking at me. “I can’t stand seeing her like that.”

“She can come with us,” I said. “What you suggested earlier.”

“Do you find her attractive?”

“You’ve asked me before, and her looks haven’t changed.”

She giggled. “I just want to hear you say it.”

“I do find her highly attractive.”

“That’s better… I think she has a crush on you too,” she told me flirtatiously. “But she’s a bit insecure about it. I think since she used to feel really bad for me, wondering why I didn’t date or anything, and now that I have you, she doesn’t want to take you away from me. Even though I don’t mind the sharing part.”

“I see where she’s coming from,” I said. “We just have to explain to her that it isn’t the case.”

“Too bad she can be stubborn. I tried to make her stay when I walked her home, but she said no.”

“Give her time,” I told her.

Viktoria sighed, resting her head on my shoulder. “I just want to see her happy.”

“And she will be,” I said.

We sat in silence for a while, simply enjoying each other’s presence. The weight of Nathalie’s situation hung over us, but there was no worse-case scenario. She could always move here.

She started caressing the tip of my bulge. We shared a smile, and I knew what she wanted. “Can you take me when we go to bed?”

“Anything for you,” I said and pressed my lips to hers.


Chapter 9

Nathalie

Ifumbled for my phone as the alarm rang. I didn’t hate that noise. I wasn’t a fan of being lazy and wasting my time. Right now, I had no job and not much to do either, so there wasn’t much point in waking up. I just didn’t want to tell my mother what happened. I didn’t want her to know what kind of failure I was, especially when her life wasn’t any better.

I swung my feet off the sides of my squeaky bed and looked around. Even though I kept everything nice and tidy, I couldn’t hide the wear and tear of this bedroom. The wallpaper was peeling off like dead skin after a sunburn. There was a crack in the window, and the floor was rough and worn. The bed wasn’t in much better shape, and I had to replace one of the legs myself when it broke a couple of months ago.

If I hadn’t known about Viktoria’s earlier living situation, I would never have referred to this as a decent place. It was rough, but it was all I had.

Every day, I dreamed about moving out of here, preferably somewhere a bit cleaner and bigger, but it was all just broken dreams.

I was stoked for Viktoria, who’d managed to escape her misery. I had felt so bad for her ever since I met her in high school. It made me sick seeing her get picked on for being poor, and when I learned about her past, it just made it worse. I thought she was brave and strong for holding up. I had read about other girls who’d gone through neglect and trauma as well. Almost all of them ended up in suicide. Viktoria truly was a gem, and it angered me how anyone couldn’t see it. I didn’t care if I risked getting abandoned by my so-called friends. The friendship I had with Viktoria was irreplaceable. I kept in touch with some of my high school friends who had never said anything mean to me or Viktoria, but we only talked to each other on occasions.

My mother wasn’t as poor a couple of years ago when she had a stable job. We were just below middle class. Time had changed, and not for the better.

Mom knocked on my door, waking me from my daydreaming state. “Are you awake, sweetheart?” she asked.

“Yes, Mom,” I said.

“I’ll make some pancakes for you before you leave, okay?”

“Sure,” I said. Hearing the sound of her voice reminded me again why I didn’t want to tell her that I had gotten framed and fired. She was proud and happy that I had gotten a job and wasn’t doing OnlyFans any longer, and I didn’t want to spoil her happiness.

I sat for a little bit longer until the scent of pancakes made me rise. I put on my clothes and prepared to pretend to go to work and come back. I felt bad about doing this, but there wasn’t a better option.

I headed downstairs. Mom was dressed in a skirt and a top. Even though she’d just brushed her hair, it was still dry and brittle, lacking the smoothness and shine it once had. She flipped the last pancake onto the plate. The table was already set, and it was a small deed that made me smile. I preferred this between us rather than when we fight and hurl things at each other.

As she turned towards me, I saw the deep lines etched into her forehead and the dark circles under her eyes. Her once healthy and glowing skin was now dull and tired, and the weight of stress seemed to weigh down her entire being. My heart ached for her as I saw how worn down she had become from the constant pressure and demands of her job.

“Are you alright?” I asked her.

She looked at me funny as if she didn’t realize why I asked. “Yeah… I am.”

I blinked at her. “You look stressed.”

Her smile faded. “I’m sorry, it’s just the way it is.”

“Can’t you wind down, one way or another?”

“It would be nice if you could help with cooking and buying our groceries.”

Ouch, I wasn’t sure how I would dodge that one if she believed I had a job. “Sure,” I said.

“How’s Viktoria?”

“She’s fine,” I said, knowing Mom wanted to avoid that topic. My mother used to glow just a couple of years ago, so I understood why she didn’t want to talk about it.

“Did you do anything fun yesterday?” she asked as we both took a seat.

“We talked and took a walk,” I said, trying my best not to reveal what had actually happened.

“I hope she’s doing fine. She’s such a sweetheart,” Mom said.

“I know,” I said.

“Did you meet any boys?” she asked.

I put some jam on the pancake and answered her before taking a bite. “No.”

“You aren’t hiding anyone from me?” she asked teasingly, but I knew it wasn’t all teases and games. It was the surveillant side of her.

“No… Why do you think that?”

“A bit unusual for such a pretty girl like you to be single.”

“I’d rather spend time with Viktoria,” I told her.

“If you hook up with someone, just remember to use protection,” she said.

I sighed. “You’ve told me a thousand times.”

“I didn’t mean to anger you,” she said as if she regretted her words. “I’m just worried about you. There has been some unpleasant news lately about sexual assault.”

“I’d never hook up with a rapist,” I told her.

“I get your point. I have so many things to think about, so I mixed those two,” she said.

“Maybe you should seriously make an effort to wind down instead,” I told her. “I’m an adult. You don’t have to look after me any longer.”

“But I’ll always be your mother,” she said.

I didn’t say anything further. I didn’t think there was much I could do about her overprotective character. I took another bite of the pancake, which was buttery and delicious. “Don’t you want to talk to me?”

“Of course, I want to talk to you, but you keep repeating the same thing over and over again,” I told her in a calm voice.

“It’s just that I was taken advantage of when I was your age,” she said. “I don’t want to see the same thing happen to you.”

She had told me that a hundred times as well. “It won’t,” I said firmly.

“Have you made any new friends at the restaurant?”

“I can’t say I have,” I said and swallowed hard.

“I don’t like my colleagues either,” she said. “But it’s just something we have to put up with.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I said with an internal eye roll. As if putting up with girls who frame you and lie is an easy task.

“Were the pancakes at least good?” she asked.

I smiled and infected her with it. “They were delicious.”

“I’m glad,” she said with a hand over her heart.

We finished breakfast, and I helped her with the dishes. Since my shift was supposed to start earlier, I had to leave before her. “Since you come home earlier, can you make dinner?” she asked.

“That’s fine,” I told her.

“Have a nice day,” she said.

“You too,” I said and waved at her as I left. I took my walk of shame as I pretended to go to work, but instead, I just aimlessly walked with no direction at all. I passed by a couple of cafes and saw some girls baking inside. I passed by a delivery truck and a couple of women who were probably on their way to work. It made me feel worse about myself. I didn’t expect my life to come to this.

I thought of Ryan. When he hugged me yesterday, I melted. I had never felt such a big and strong man like him, wrapping his arms around me. I had drooled over him several times before, but he was Viktoria’s. Viktoria deserved him more than I did. She had it way rougher than what I was going through.

I knew what she had told me about moving in with them, and she had also mentioned sharing him. Deep inside, I wanted it, but I wasn’t sure how it would work. I was also afraid it would ruin our friendship and their relationship at the same time.

I had to admit that I was jealous of her, not that I wanted to take her man, but I wanted a Ryan of my own to rescue me from my hopeless life. Unfortunately, I didn’t think such a man existed, and even if he did, he still wouldn’t be Ryan. It just made me realize that I had fallen for him. I was in love with my best friend’s lover. It just complicated things even further.

I headed toward the beach and saw the teenagers who were on summer break. I still felt like one. I wasn’t prepared for adult life.

As I tried to think of something else besides Ryan, it didn’t take long before I thought of him again. I couldn’t get him out of my head. He was all the protection and love I needed, and I knew he could make all my worries go away, similar to how he’d helped Viktoria.

I sat down on a bench overlooking the ocean, letting the sound of the waves calm my racing thoughts. The salty breeze was refreshing, and I closed my eyes, trying to imagine a future where everything was okay. It was hard, but I had to believe it was possible.

The thought of him being the answer to all my problems was both comforting and distressing. I didn’t want to burden Viktoria or complicate her happiness, but I couldn’t deny the growing feelings I had for Ryan.

Thinking of him made me slightly wet, and I thought of going home and masturbating to him. It wasn’t like I had anything better to do in my life than touch myself at the moment.

I came back home, making sure that Mom’s car wasn’t there. I felt guilty going back, but I started feeling unusually horny as well. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d hurried home just because I wanted to pet my kitty. I went upstairs and closed the door, feeling my heart rate accelerate and my lubricant dripping onto my panties. Bending over, I slid down my skirt and also panties, seeing a wet patch in the middle. It was unbelievable what the imagination of one man could do to me.

I didn’t free my breasts, leaving the top and bra on as I looked at my pink, wet vagina. I touched myself and let out a silent moan.

I hopped onto the bed with my back against the wall and feet onto the bed.

I grabbed my phone and found some videos of him that I had saved. I slid in a finger, feeling overwhelmed by the pleasurable sensation.

I imagined him standing in front of me, his eyes filled with desire. My heart raced as I felt the overwhelming urge to be with him. I inserted another finger into my wetness, moaning softly as my fingers moved inside me.

As my hand continued to move, I thought about how he had saved Viktoria from her darkest moments. I thought of him doing something similar to me, and it turned me on.

I closed my eyes, imagining his strong arms wrapped around me, protecting me from the world. I delved deeper into my fantasy, yearning to feel his touch.

My hand continued to move, my breathing growing heavier. I felt my orgasm building within me, my body tensing with anticipation. I bit my lip, trying to hold back my moans.

Gradually, I started lifting my pelvis, sinking my teeth into my lips. I was almost there. I just needed to touch a few more buttons …

Suddenly, I heard a car pull into the driveway. My eyes popped wide open, and my fingers froze inside my wet, warm kitty.

I sprang up from bed and rushed to the window, my honey dribbling down the insides of my thighs. It was my mother. My heart beat like a drum. “My shoes,” I whispered. “She’ll see them.”

I panicked and flung open the door, trying to run downstairs without making a sound. I could hear her stepping out of the car. I snatched the shoes and ran away from the foyer as she fumbled for her keys. I didn’t have time to run upstairs, so I hid behind the couch, holding my breath. “What the hell am I thinking?” I asked myself, as my legs started shaking. My vagina was still wet, my fingers were sticky, and I stood there half-nude. She would think I had gone back to doing OnlyFans and throw a hissy fit at me.

I couldn’t stop thinking of the worst-case scenario. My legs shook, and my hands trembled. I cursed myself for being so impulsive, wanting to masturbate in the middle of the day.

Mom opened the door with a sigh. I held my breath, listening intently. “What’s wrong with me, forgetting my purse with my license and everything?” Mom said in her stressed-out voice while opening the drawer. As soon as I heard her voice, I felt bad for her again. I didn’t want to ruin her mood further by her discovering me like this. “Do I have everything now?”

I ducked as her eyes swept over the living room.

“That should be it,” she said and gently closed the door.

As I ducked, I got dust in my nose, making me sneeze, and I dropped my shoes. She opened the door again, and I knew I was screwed. “Anyone here?” she asked.

I became drenched in sweat as my fears were about to turn true. She walked into the living room. One more step and she would see me. “Christ, I’m going crazy,” she said and went back to the foyer.

It wasn’t until I heard her starting the car and driving away that I sucked in the deepest breath of my life. My hand fled to my chest and my thumping heart. It felt as if I was about to pass out.

I stayed crouched behind the couch for a few more moments, making sure the coast was clear. When I was certain Mom was gone, I exhaled deeply and stood up, my legs still trembling. I grabbed my shoes and headed upstairs, trying to shake off the fear and adrenaline still coursing through my veins.

Back in my room, I took a moment to collect myself. I felt foolish and reckless, risking so much for a moment of pleasure. I had to get my act together and find a way out of this mess. I couldn’t keep hiding from reality, and I definitely couldn’t let Mom find out about my unemployment.

* * *

After Mom left, I didn’t finish my climax. It was just such a turn off even if I wish it was all sunshine and roses. I had tried to think of a plan, perhaps sending out some resumes even if I had tried that in the past. I didn’t have much hope of any of them calling me back.

Eventually, Viktoria slid into my DMs. All my worries just vanished, and I chatted with her for hours. Time flew. I told her about what had happened a couple of hours ago, and she sent me a shocked emoji. “How could she not have spotted you?” she asked.

“I’m thinking the same,” I wrote back.

“Did you polish the pearl afterward?”

She made me giggle. “No … I tried sending out some resumes, but I won’t hold my breath.”

“I wish you good luck,” she wrote back.

I loved chatting with her as much as talking to her. I could tell she was concerned for me by the way she wrote, but she cheered me up by bringing up some memories. It always did the trick.

She had asked if she could come over, but I reminded her that I was supposed to be at work. She was my best friend, and I didn’t feel embarrassed telling her.

My mother messaged me, letting me know she would be coming home late. I just suspected she had taken an extra shift. It happened now and then. I hoped it had nothing to do with the purse that she’d forgotten. I made an egg salad for her, which wasn’t much, but I couldn’t find many ingredients.

She pulled into the driveway, and I worried if I had forgotten something. It must have been my reflexes from when she almost caught me with my hand in my honey jar. I glanced at her, and she looked even worse than she had in the morning.

“Hi,” she said as she entered.

“Did you take another shift?” I asked her as she put her purse down and took off her shoes.

She shook her head. “I had to go to the doctor … I found out I have high blood pressure.”

My mouth opened. “Mom …”

“I’m fine,” she said stubbornly.

“How’s that being fine?” I asked.

“There’s not much we can do for now.”

I sighed. This made me want to move out or contribute to the household, but I knew it wouldn’t be possible since I didn’t have a stable income and I was in debt. The worst part of this was that I couldn’t tell her about anything. Even if we struggled, my mother had always told me that taking a loan was the worst mistake you could make unless you were starving.

We settled down to eat. I filled my plate first before passing it to her. “I couldn’t find much else,” I told her. “I added some macaroni and cheese as well.”

“It looks lovely,” she said, smiling as she filled her plate. “How was your day at work?”

“Fine,” I said.

“Just fine?” she asked. “Did you get any tips?”

“I did,” I lied. “You blessed me with good looks.”

Mom just smiled at me. “You’re wrong. It’s your character.”

“I have doubts,” I said. “I don’t think they see much of my character when I serve them.”

“They do. Trust me,” she said. “There aren’t many girls out there who’d risk their reputation and popularity in high school for someone else.”

She was talking about Viktoria. She loved to bring it up now and then. “I wasn’t even that popular.”

“Guys were fawning over you to the point I got worried,” she said.

“Okay,” I yielded, not wanting to continue on that topic. “My character too.”

“That’s better,” she said and took a bite of her food. “Do you work tomorrow too?”

“I have a shift during the day,” I said. “Not sure what I’ll do afterward.”

“I have to see the doctor again in the evening,” Mom said. “So I’ll be home late.”

My smile faded. “I hope you’ll be alright.”

“Don’t worry about me,” she said, patting my hand. “I’m just glad you have a job now.”

If she only knew how painful that comment was.

After dinner, I took care of the dishes and went up to my room. I continued chatting with Viktoria, and we made plans to hang out tomorrow. She was really keen on playing truth or dare, and I thought it was a good idea to have dinner with her and Ryan. That way, Mom wouldn’t suspect anything when I didn’t eat at home.

Even though I hadn’t done much today, I felt mentally exhausted. I was just grateful that my mother hadn’t caught me earlier. Hopefully, I could land another job soon, even though I knew the odds were slim.


Chapter 10

Ryan

Iwoke up with my cock throbbing against Viktoria’s slit and her drool against my arm. I was just about to ask her if she was awake, but I caught her reaching for a tissue paper and gently cleaning the drool off my arm. She did it silently and carefully as if she hoped that I hadn’t noticed.

“I don’t mind,” I murmured, making her freeze.

“Sorry,” she said in her cute voice, twisting her neck to look me in the eyes, her lips pursed in a pout. She made herself look as innocent as possible. She had spilled some over her chin as well. I reached for some tissue paper and cleaned it off her, gently dabbing it against her.

“It looks cute,” I told her.

“If you say so,” she said. “I’ll blame you for making me sleep so deeply.”

“That’s fair,” I said and didn’t mind. There was no point in asking her about her sleep. She slept well every night since she’d moved in with me. It wasn’t unusual to feel her soft drool on my arm. Yesterday, we went to the gym and ate together at a restaurant. She’d been worried about Nathalie and had briefly told me what she’d gone through. Viktoria spent the entire evening chatting with her. Their friendship was valuable.

I also started growing feelings for Nathalie. I noticed it when I felt bad about what she was going through. Most importantly, I wanted to help her the same way I’d helped Viktoria, but according to Viktoria, she was stubborn. It was something I had noticed as well.

Viktoria sighed and turned around, facing me with her blue, shiny eyes. “I feel bad about her,” she said.

I knew who “her” was. I caressed her petite shoulder and ran my hand down her arm. I made eye contact, ignoring her round breasts that played peek-a-boo with the sheets. “Was there something you talked about last night?”

She nodded. “She’d almost gotten caught masturbating, and she has to pretend to go to work so her mother doesn’t find out.”

“I think she’s taking the wrong approach,” I said. “She should just come clean to her mother.”

“I agree,” Viktoria said. “I think she’s just so embarrassed that she doesn’t want to.”

“I understand,” I said. I knew girls could be more insecure about their living situations than guys. I didn’t judge her for not telling her mother, but she would figure it out on her own sooner rather than later.

“Which is strange since she’s always been the more outgoing of us two.”

“Is there something holding her back?”

“Not something, but someone,” she said and gently knocked on my chest. “Hint, hint.”

I chuckled. “Right.”

“I thought maybe she could come over, and all three of us can play some games together,” Viktoria said. “It will warm her up for it.”

“For what?”

“For our relationship, duh,” Viktoria reminded me playfully.

“I just woke up,” I said. Deep inside, I wanted it too. I wanted another lover like Viktoria, young and grateful. I also appreciated that Viktoria encouraged this kind of relationship. “What’s her schedule like?”

“She said she has time later in the day,” Viktoria said. “It doesn’t sound like she has much to do, but just needs to avoid her mother for a little bit while she pretends to work.”

“I see,” I said and caressed her smooth hip. It just made me feel worse for Nathalie. “What you suggested was great … But keep in mind, I haven’t played any games in a long time.”

“You must have played some sexual games with your exes,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“I certainly have,” I admitted. “Do you have something similar in mind?”

“You’ll see,” she said with a giggle.

“I’m sure it will be a pleasant surprise,” I said. “Now, should we rise?”

“After you,” she said.

I jumped out of bed first. She extended her hands to me, and I pulled her to her feet. She smiled as I displayed my strength. “You still don’t miss filming gym clips?” she asked, twirling her long, glossy brown hair on her finger while another lock covered her right breast.

“No,” I said, admiring her beauty and innocence. “It feels way better just to train with you … or spend time with you.”

She beamed. “You make me feel special,” she said.

“You are,” I told her.

She perched on her tiptoes, and I pecked her lips. She skipped to the drawer, and while bent at the waist, she found her outfit—a skirt and a crop top. I put on my shorts and shirt and headed downstairs with my arm draped over her shoulder. “I’ll make omelets for us,” she said.

“Do you want any help?”

She shook her head. “This will be my personal, special and loving deed for you.”

I kissed her hand. “I’ll wait outside.”

Opening the terrace door, I sat down and enjoyed the morning. It didn’t take long until I heard the omelets sizzling in the pan. The scent wafted outside, making my mouth water. She strode outside, wearing a pink apron, and set the table. “It smells delicious,” I told her.

“Nathalie gave me a new recipe,” she said.

“It can’t go wrong then.”

“You bet,” she said with a wink. She returned with a basket of sliced bread and the creamy omelet topped with chives and butter. We sat side by side and dug in. After a couple of bites, she asked me, “So … did I pass the test?”

“Of course, you did,” I told her, rubbing her back.

“I used cream, cheese, tomatoes, and a bacon and ham mix along with some spices. I’ve never thought of the bacon and ham mix, but they go well together.”

“Nathalie is a magician,” I said.

“She’s more than a magician,” she said.

“You’re right,” I said, exchanging smiles. We talked about various topics, especially our farmhouse that we would soon move into. It made her just want to get to Nathalie quicker.

“I’m not sure if I want to move without her … I don’t want to leave her unloved.”

“Neither do I,” I said. “Has she given you a specific time yet?”

“I messaged her, and she said after three p.m. I think that’s when her shift is supposed to end.”

“I see where she’s going with this,” I said. “Let’s go out for a walk after we’ve eaten.”

She nodded and leaned her head against my shoulder before turning her attention back to the breakfast.

* * *

We went outside and were greeted by the sunny weather. It wasn’t too hot, so if we walked slowly, we wouldn’t be drenched in sweat. We continued along the sidewalk, hand in hand. Viktoria kept glancing at me, smiling broadly. We passed by several girls, and as usual, they glanced twice at me but also Viktoria.

“I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve said this,” she said, leaning against me. “But you make me feel special.”

“It’s because you are,” I told her and kissed her forehead.

She interlaced her fingers with mine. We talked about everything there was to talk about until I spotted a girl that looked familiar. I recognized the blonde hair. She walked with her hands in her pockets and looked at the sea. “Isn’t that Nathalie?” I asked Viktoria.

Viktoria didn’t need to squint. She recognized her as well. “Yeah … you’re right,” she said, and her smile slowly faded. It probably wasn’t fun seeing your best friend aimlessly walking around by herself like that. “She could have just been with us instead of by herself.”

“Let’s catch up with her,” I said, feeling an urge to be there for her. As we approached, Viktoria playfully tapped Nathalie’s right shoulder but jumped to her left. Nathalie looked right and giggled.

“Viktoria, I know it’s you,” she said before she could even see her. Nathalie whirled around, and they fell into each other’s arms like two perfectly fitting puzzle pieces.

“I just couldn’t resist,” Viktoria said as they deepened the embrace, letting their hands roam freely around each other’s backs.

“Have you been spying on me?” Nathalie asked, laughing.

“No such thing,” Viktoria said, breaking the hug and beaming. “We were just out for a walk and saw you … Impossible not to with your shiny hair.”

Nathalie smiled, and she demurely glanced at me. I knew what she wanted, and I invited her in for a hug. “Hi,” she said and was pulled toward me like a magnet. As her breasts pressed against my waist, she radiated a feminine warmth that spread throughout my core. I lost myself in the intimate embrace, feeling her hot breath against my neck.

I patted her back and let her linger in my arms for as long as she wanted. I sighed in relief. “Hi,” I said. “Are you alright?” I broke the hug and searched her face. She was far from alright, but I wanted to hear her talk about it.

She slowly shook her head. “I’ve seen better days,” she said, her eyes losing some of their glow.

“Viktoria told me,” I said.

“There was something else with my mother that I didn’t tell her,” Nathalie said with a sigh. “But I don’t know if you want to hear it. It’s just depressing.”

“That’s nonsense,” Viktoria said firmly. “Of course, we want to hear it … Or is it the masturbation part?”

Her cheeks reddened to the color of tomatoes. “No,” she said. “Not that …. You told him about it?”

“Uh, yeah,” Viktoria said, looking embarrassed. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Nathalie said, waving her hand dismissively. “But my mother came home later and told me she had visited her doctor. She has high blood pressure. She’ll go to the doctor today too. It feels like her health is deteriorating.”

“Gosh, I’m sorry,” Viktoria said, her hand flying to her mouth. “Will she get help?”

“I hope she’ll take this seriously,” Nathalie said. “But I just feel bad since she asked me about buying some groceries, and I’m flat-out broke. She thinks I’ll get paid, so I can help her, which I want to, but I can’t.”

“Hold it there,” I told her. “I’ll take you to the store, and I’ll buy her something.”

“Oh,” Nathalie said, a relieved smile spreading on her face. “You sure?”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s the least I could do.”

“That’s nice of you.”

“One less thing to worry about,” I told her and patted her back. “Let’s head to the grocery store first.”

“Sounds good to me,” Nathalie said, her smile growing more genuine and the glow returning to her face.

Viktoria squeezed my hand and beamed at me. “Thank you,” she whispered.

We continued our walk, now with Nathalie alongside us. She seemed to relax a bit, the tension in her shoulders easing as she chatted with Viktoria. The sun cast a warm glow over everything, making the morning feel even more perfect despite the underlying worries.

“Did any of the guys you send resumes to answer?” Viktoria asked.

Nathalie shook her head. “In my dreams. There are more bankruptcies than restaurants hiring.”

“I’m sorry,” Viktoria said sympathetically.

“It’s fine… you’ve made me a hundred times happier than any job offering could.”

The grocery store wasn’t far, and we arrived quickly. Nathalie grabbed a cart, and we walked through the aisles, picking up essentials. I noticed she was hesitant to pick up too much, likely trying to keep the cost down.

“Get whatever you need,” I told her softly. “Don’t worry about the cost.”

“Oh, but my mom will be suspicious if it’s something too expensive,” she said.

“Okay then, just choose what will make you comfortable,” I said, understanding her concern.

She avoided organic products and exclusive brands, and for meat, she chose chicken instead of beef and lamb. I hadn’t eaten chicken in a while and wasn’t the biggest fan of dry and lean meat, but I wasn’t going to object.

She stopped at some candy and looked at me. “Can I take some for myself?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said, patting her back. “Whatever you want.”

“Thank you,” she said with clear hints of gratitude in her voice.

Once we had everything, we headed to the checkout. I paid for the groceries, and Nathalie gave me a hug. “Thank you so much. You don’t know how much this means to me.”

“It’s no problem at all,” I said. “We’re here for you.”

“I thought about how I was supposed to avoid this problem since she’d asked me to help her buy groceries, and I just couldn’t, and I kept thinking and thinking.”

“It’s fine, you’ve told me,” I reminded her. “I can help you carry them back. Afterward, come with me and Viktoria, and we can grab some lunch together.”

“Okay,” she said, beaming. She looked much happier than earlier. She took us home, and I could tell she became increasingly nervous as we approached her house.

“Why are you so nervous?” Viktoria asked, noticing the obvious.

“Because my mother unexpectedly came home yesterday, and I don’t want it to happen again.”

“Just say you’re on a lunch break,” Viktoria said.

“That must be a long lunch break,” Nathalie said. “I’ll just put the stuff in the fridge and cabinet and come back.”

“It’s fine,” Viktoria said. We waited outside, and she came back shortly after.

We made our way back to my place, and I thought it was time I took Nathalie somewhere she could eat guilt-free. I noticed she looked hungrier than usual. She had probably been eating far less than she should have.

As we jumped into the car, Viktoria asked, “Where are you taking us?”

“We were there a couple of days ago,” I told her. “Near Huntington Beach.”

“They have delicious lobster tail,” Viktoria said eagerly.

“Lobster tail?” Nathalie asked as if we were mad.

“I’m sure you could cook it better,” Viktoria said, making Nathalie smile.

We pulled into the restaurant and chose a table under an umbrella with a beautiful view of the beach and the pool. The restaurant was located at a spa, and its design was rustic yet refined.

“What a fancy place,” Nathalie said.

Both girls ordered the lobster tail with some creamy potato cakes, and I ordered a prime Tomahawk steak with roasted eggplants. We dug in, and Nathalie couldn’t stop talking about how luxurious and delicious the food was.

“What do you want for dessert?” I asked them.

Nathalie looked much better after she’d eaten, no longer hungry and tired. They exchanged glances. “You know the menu better than I do,” Nathalie said.

“Last time, I had a mango coconut cake. It was magical,” Viktoria said, and we settled on that.

After we’d eaten, we leaned back and relaxed. “I’ve never eaten at such a place in my life,” Nathalie said, cleaning her lips with a napkin.

“You can cook better than them,” Viktoria said.

“No,” Nathalie said, despite a smile playing on her lips.

“I know you can… In fact, I offer you to prove it to us later.”

She chuckled. “I’ll happily do that, but it’s a long time till dinner.”

“We can play in the pool in the meantime,” Viktoria said. “Ryan probably has some stuff to do as always.”

“I do have some emails I need to answer, yes,” I said, nodding. “Should we get going?”

They both nodded eagerly, talking about what kind of bikinis they would wear. I knew it would be difficult to concentrate on anything with those two wearing skimpy clothes, but I would try my best.

* * *

Well, I had tried my best. Their laughter sounded sweeter than bird songs as they played in the pool. It warmed my heart, especially after seeing Nathalie at the start of the day. They both knew how to cheer each other up.

They climbed out of the pool, water dripping from their gorgeous bodies. The sun was descending, casting shadows over the pool. “Can you ask your man if he wants dinner?” Nathalie asked as they dried each other.

“I will,” Viktoria said, dabbing the towel on Nathalie’s crotch, moving up her toned waist and also her boobs, which jiggled with the slightest touch.

She came inside and approached me, wearing her wet hair loose. “Hi,” she said, beaming. “Are you getting hungry?”

I beckoned her with my finger and patted my lap. She sat down, her ass against my thighs. I curled my arm around her, starved for holding her after sitting here by myself. “I am starving … of holding you.”

She wrapped her arms around me and embraced me back. “I think Nathalie is feeling better.”

“I noticed that too,” I said, running my hand up and down her back. “You’re a master at comforting.”

“I try my best,” she said, fingering my chest.

“You can tell her she can start on dinner.”

“Okay … Kiss?”

“I wasn’t going to let you go without one,” I said. She leaned forward for a kiss while I gently cupped her bottom. I released her, but she didn’t want to leave without me.

“Can’t you come down with us?” she asked. “It feels better when you’re there.”

“Give me ten minutes,” I promised her.

“Fine,” she said, reluctantly letting go and descending the stairs.

I finished sending the emails and went downstairs to the terrace. They were both in the kitchen, wearing aprons and having fun. Eventually, Viktoria carefully came outside with a spoon in her hand. “Have a taste,” she said. “We’re making beef and mushroom risotto.”

I opened my mouth, and she gently put the spoon into it. “Hmm, I can’t wait.”

“Is it alright?”

“You can tell her she cooks better than the restaurant,” I said with a wink.

“I think she heard you,” she said, and we both glanced at the kitchen, seeing her eavesdrop, her cheeks pinkening.

They set the table, and we took our seats. As soon as I tried another spoonful, I couldn’t help but praise both of them. “I’ve never thought of making beef and mushroom risotto. It’s one delicious combination.”

“We’re glad you enjoyed it,” Nathalie said, beaming. “I was afraid I might use too much parsley.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, blowing on my spoon before shoveling it into my mouth.

As we continued to eat, both Viktoria and I noticed that Nathalie’s mood slowly wavered. “What’s the matter?” Viktoria asked as she finished her plate.

“It’s just that I wish this day could last longer…We had so much fun,” she said.

“But the day isn’t over yet,” Viktoria said, though it was growing darker outside.

“But after I do the dishes, I have to go back home.”

“You can stay,” Viktoria said. “Don’t you remember what we talked about? We can play some games, and you can then sleepover.”

I remembered what Viktoria talked about this morning—playing some games to make Nathalie more comfortable. “But it’s going to get late,” Nathalie said. “I have … Never mind.”

I believed she was going to say work. “You can sleep over,” I told her with a wink. “We have a guest room that’s collecting dust.”

Viktoria took Nathalie’s hand and shook it lightly. “Come on … We’ll have so much fun.”

“What do you have in mind?” she asked.

“Truth or dare,” Viktoria said with a giggle.

“What version of the game do you want to play?” Nathalie asked, watching Viktoria closely.

“The naughty one,” Viktoria said with a titter.

“And you’re okay with that?” Nathalie asked.

“I already told you I am,” Viktoria said.

“Truth or dare?” I asked them.

Viktoria made a face. “You don’t know?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if I did,” I said.

“So, we make cards,” Viktoria explained. “One is a truth, where you have to answer truthfully. The other is a dare where you have to do something.”

“Give me an example,” I told Viktoria, though I sort of got the gist of it.

“What’s your biggest turn-off? Or send your ex a message saying you miss her.”

I chuckled. “Alright, I’m up for it.”

Thankfully, Nathalie seemed to forget about her worries for now. They took the dishes, returning to their fun and laughter. When they finished, I joined them in the living room.

“Alright, let’s make the cards,” Viktoria said eagerly.

I found some cards and pens for them, and we all wrote down our ideas. When we were finished, we shuffled the cards and placed them on the table. “Who will go first?” I asked them and we exchanged glances.

“I think you should,” Viktoria said with a teasing grin.

“You’ve never played this after all,” Nathalie said.

I picked up a card and felt butterflies in my stomach. “What’s your maddest one-night stand story? FaceTime your most recent contact, show him the middle finger then hang up.” I lowered the card and knew I couldn’t do that one.

“Who was the last one you FaceTimed?” Nathalie asked and could probably guess from my expression that it wouldn’t be possible.

“My accountant.”

Nathalie and Viktoria laughed so hard they slapped their thighs. “You owe us a story!” they said in unison.

“Give me a sec to think this through.” It didn’t take me long to find one. I couldn’t exactly call it wild, but it sure was something anyone would find hard to believe. “Well, I was once stopped by a gorgeous female officer for an ID check. She asked me some questions, but I told her I didn’t live at the address that my ID indicated. She asked for my real address which I happily gave her. She gave me a wink and told me she would come by after her shift. I believed she was just trying to flirt with me, but that day I had prepared for an all-nighter since I had a lot of work to take care of, and she actually showed up in her uniform.”

Nathalie’s jaw fell to the floor. “Did you have your way with her?”

“I thought you were smart enough to figure out the rest,” I said.

“That’s wild,” Viktoria said. “You never told me you had sex with an officer.”

“Is that surprising to you?” Nathalie asked.

“Not when I think about it,” Viktoria said with a chuckle and aimed her eyes at Nathalie. “Your turn.”

Nathalie picked up a card. “What’s the worst thing you’ve done to your mom? Lick the nearest kitty.” She lowered the card and aimed her eyes at Viktoria. “This has your writing all over it.”

“How do you know?” Viktoria asked and waggled her eyebrows.

Nathalie giggled. “Alright, get your clothes off, less talking, more licking.”

“You help me,” Viktoria said.

My eyes widened as Nathalie started undressing her. I remembered when Viktoria had told me about their lesbian moment, which was a major turn-on. Nathalie reached Viktoria’s panties, and there was already a wet patch in the middle. Nathalie poked it and a string of Viktoria’s honey stretched from her finger to the garment of her panties. “Was it your man’s cop story that made you wet?” Nathalie asked.

Viktoria shook her head. “I’m always wet when I’m around him.”

“It’s true,” I told Nathalie. “She soaks through multiple panties a day.”

She curled her fingers around the waistband and slowly pulled down her panties. “I’ve missed your beautiful slit.”

“Go on,” Viktoria said and wiggled her hips, making sure I was watching. I did not have the discipline to take my eyes off this scene. Nathalie leaned forward and pressed her pink tongue to Viktoria’s pink entrance. She licked her all the way to her clit and kissed her. She could have called it a day right there but decided to lick her some more, flicking her tongue side to side and kissing her lips several times. She kept going till Viktoria whimpered in pleasure. Then she came off with her lips smeared with Viktoria’s honey.

“Oh, that felt so nice,” Viktoria said.

I saw the joy and thrill written on Nathalie’s face. “I felt it too. And you tasted quite nice.”

My cock started thickening as I wondered what else lay in that pile of dirty cards.

Viktoria reached for one. “Have you ever peed yourself? Remove a piece of clothing from another player without using your hands.” We all laughed at that one, and it wasn’t a surprise when Viktoria turned to me. “I’m coming with my teeth.”

“Which garment?”

“Your shirt, duh … Nathalie wants to see your abs.”

“Ryan could have written that,” Nathalie said and gave her a look.

“I don’t think so,” Viktoria said. “I want his shirt off either way.” She positioned herself in front of me and took a bite out of my collar. I found it hysterical when I saw her trying to pull my shirt off me. I helped her with my hands and leaned forward. She stepped back till it finally cleared my head, and she shot her fists to the sky. “Success!”

I felt their eyes on me more now. Nathalie glanced at my abs. It wasn’t the first time she’d seen them, but they looked better in real life than a screen. Viktoria inched her hips closer to me and touched them. “You can touch them too,” she encouraged Nathalie.

“Okay,” Nathalie said and couldn’t resist running her hand over my abs. “Do you think a four-pack would look good on a woman?”

“As long as they’re subtle,” I told her.

“Maybe you can guide me through it,” Nathalie said.

“Whenever you want,” I told her.

Nathalie turned her eyes back to the pile of cards. “I get like butterflies every time I look at that pile.”

“So do I,” I said.

Nathalie took a deep breath and reached for one. “Admit your biggest sexual fantasy. Give a personalized insult to everyone in the room,” Nathalie read and aimed her eyes at Viktoria. “God damn you.”

Viktoria giggled, and we all knew it was her who’d written it. “Go on, we’re all ears.”

A slow blush started on Nathalie’s dimples and spread down her neck and chest. The entire room turned silent, and it hadn’t been this quiet for a long time. She lowered her gaze and the sticky blush was still on her face, stubbornly refusing to fade. “Alright,” she said and looked at me. “You’re my biggest sexual fantasy.” She immediately lowered her gaze, and the blush became even stronger.

I took her chin and gave it a gentle lift. I pressed my lips to her forehead. “I’ve fantasized about you too.”

The blush faded from her cheeks. “Really?”

I nodded. “Difficult not to. You’re as gorgeous as Viktoria.”

Her cheeks pinked. “Thank you.”

“Should we continue to play?”

She eagerly nodded. “Uh-huh.”

“My turn.” I picked up the card, and I felt the same butterflies that Nathalie had mentioned earlier. “Have you ever filmed a sex tape? Kiss a part of your neighbor’s body, nude, that you want to cum on.” I looked at Nathalie and stared at her breasts. She shrank under my gaze. “That will be your boobs.”

“I can help unhook your bra,” Viktoria said and giggled.

“Okay, help me,” Nathalie said and yielded as Viktoria happily sat behind her and pulled her upper clothes off. Finally, Viktoria unhooked Nathalie’s bra till it fell to her lap. Her impressive bust bounced free right before my eyes. They were as round, sweet and delicious as I’d imagined them to be. They made me want to bury my face between them and fondle them. Nathalie twirled her hair on her finger and watched as I neared her titties. I kissed both of her soft orbs. They were warm to the touch and made me melt a little inside.

I pulled my head back a little and watched the damp patch of skin I’d left behind. I’d also made her cheeks rosy instead of crimson. “You can kiss my cleavage if you want to cum there too,” Nathalie said with a giggle.

I leaned forward again and buried my face between the valley of her breasts. My cock thickened even further as her young boobs warmed my cheeks. I kissed and licked all over her, pulling my head back a little only to suck on her nipples a little bit more. “That’s it,” I said. “How many cards are left?”

“One more round,” Viktoria said. She snatched a card and read out loud for us, “What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done? Undress and give the man a nude lap dance to a song he chooses … I can’t even dance.”

“What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve done then?” I asked and nudged her with her elbow.

“I guess I can try to learn on the spot,” Viktoria said.

Nathalie chuckled and slapped her thigh. “You don’t want to say?”

Viktoria firmly shook her head and aimed her eyes at me. “At least pick a nice song.”

“I got you,” I said and turned on the speakers and found some sensual instrumentals. “Go on, show me your moves.”

Viktoria started dancing to the music, tossing her hair over her shoulders. Then she took off her top and unhooked her bra, freeing her gorgeous breasts. She stepped toward me and put her foot on my thigh while looking me in my eyes. That’s my girl, I thought to myself as she lowered herself onto me, straddling my knees while facing me, making eye contact all the time. She started bouncing right on top of my bulge, her wet slit just becoming wetter as my eyes flitted from her pink up to her tits. She started gyrating her hips, making me lean back and smile. She sure was good for a beginner. She turned around, bent over and flashed her ass at me as she kept drawing circles in the air with her bottom. She plopped back down on my thighs, swiveling her hips for a little bit longer.

“That’s all the moves I know,” she said.

Nathalie applauded her. “Viktoria, that was amazing!”

“I agree,” I said.

“If I ever give you a lap dance again,” Viktoria said. “I promise it’ll be better.”

She sat down again nude. I only had my shorts left, and Nathalie only wore her skirt. There weren’t many clothes left for this evening.

Nathalie drew in a deep breath, picked a card and read out loud for us, “Where’s the strangest place you’ve ever masturbated? Demonstrate your best oral sex moves on a guy … Why is it on a guy when there’s only one guy here?”

“Sorry, I wrote it a bit too quickly,” Viktoria said and laughed.

“Well,” Nathalie said and tugged at my shorts. “I guess these have to come off.”

She’d already admitted that I was her sexual fantasy, so she sounded a bit more comfortable now about giving me a head. Viktoria leaned forward and looked excited as I unbuckled my pants. She whispered to Nathalie, “It’s really big.”

“You’ve told me,” Nathalie said and aimed her eyes at my shorts that I pulled down to my ankles. I then took off my underwear and revealed my erection. Her eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “Wow, it’s big.”

Nathalie’s eyes traced the length in awe and wonder as it towered right before her eyes.

“I told you,” Viktoria said and cuddled up with me, watching Nathalie who was about to give me head.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Nathalie said.

“Go on, it doesn’t bite,” I told her.

We exchanged grins. “Let me just get familiar with it,” she said. Nathalie traced the vein with the finger. Upon first contact, I felt sparks. She was another fresh twenty-year-old, and her hand was so smooth. She curled her fingers around my shaft and slowly stroked me. She spat in both her hands, knowing how to properly please a man. She moved up to the head and started twisting her hands around the crown, making me moan. Licking her lips, she opened her mouth, sealed her lips tightly around the crown and plunged it farther into her mouth.

I raked my fingers through her hair, watching as Nathalie kept bobbing her head up and down while sitting on her knees right in front of me. Viktoria placed her hand on my chest. “Your heart is thumping.”

“It feels so good,” I told her.

“It feels equally as good to watch … she sure knows what she’s doing.”

“Maybe she can teach you?” I said and the possibility of their taking turns turned me on even more.

“I would love to,” Viktoria said.

I found it hard to speak with Viktoria as the sensation became so intense. I just leaned back and my hips started bucking. Nathalie used both her hands in the middle of my shaft, twisting them constantly while bobbing her head. Pearly droplets of saliva ran from her stretched lips and lubricated my cock. Nathalie gagged a little but didn’t cry. Her lips stretched around my girth as she tried taking it deeper and deeper with every bob.

I thrust my hips into her mouth, encouraging her to take it deeper. Nathalie hadn’t come off once, her mouth was glued onto my cock till I’d fire into her throat. “You’re almost there, Nathalie,” I said and combed her hair with my fingers, encouraging her to continuously suck me. Nathalie did her job so well, and goosebumps flared across my arms. “Hmm.” I bucked my hips, making my cock slide right over her tongue. I let out a mighty groan and curled my toes. She took three more pumps, and my balls detonated. The orgasm washed over me as I reached the peak. I flooded her mouth with my hot, sticky cum, sending it down her gullet.

Nathalie closed her eyes as if she were dreaming, swallowing several shots before coming off and aiming me like a gun at her breasts. She made me fire at both of her titties and then ended it by rubbing the head of my cock along her cleavage, milking my orgasm with her beautiful breasts while looking me in the eyes. I felt the sparks again. She’d fulfilled my wish earlier by finishing on her tits.

“Oh, that was amazing,” I told her.

“Your cock is amazing,” Nathalie said and wiped her lips. “That was one hell of a load.”

“You have to teach me to suck like that,” Viktoria said. “You looked like a pro.”

“I’ll teach you with pleasure, as long as we can practice on your lover,” she said with a naughty giggle. “Uhm, do you have a towel around here?”

“I can fetch you one,” Viktoria insisted and went to the wardrobe and helped to dry Nathalie’s tits.

“Why do you have towels everywhere?” Nathalie asked with a kinky smile.

“You figure,” I told her.

The girls sat down next to me. “So, only one card left,” Viktoria said.

“I’m sad this game has to come to an end,” I told them and reached for the card. “What’s number one on your sexual bucket list? Give a sensual foot massage to both ladies in the room.” I chuckled. “I definitely won’t do that one.”

“So, what’s number one on your sexual bucket list?” Viktoria asked.

“To finish what I started with Nathalie,” I said. It had felt so damn good when she’d taken me down her throat.

Nathalie bit her bottom lip. “You did finish on me,” she said with a bit of uncertainty, but I figured she knew what I meant.

“I meant your pussy,” I told her bluntly.

We looked each other in the eyes, and I felt the love and intimacy. She wanted this herself after all. Viktoria had nailed it with this idea. Nathalie was no longer stubborn, and she wanted to be intimate with me. “I’ll happily finish … but in bed.”

“So will you sleep with us?” I asked her.

“I will,” Nathalie said, her nipples stiffening. “But will you grow hard again?”

I chuckled. “That’s the last thing you have to worry about.”

We were almost all nude when we rose to our feet. Viktoria jumped into my arms. She only had her top on, but her nether part was all exposed and dripping. My joystick was squeezed between my waist and hers. “Do you like truth or dare?”

I kissed her right on her lips, my manhood twitching. “It was fun … made me feel young for a second.”

“I think you’re still young,” Viktoria said and gave me a look. “Thirty-eight isn’t that old.”

“Old enough to be your dad.”

“Well, I wish you were my dad,” she said with hints of seriousness.

I kissed her again. “We’ll have to play that again someday.”

She nodded eagerly, and I lifted her to the second floor while escorting Nathalie as well. I dropped Viktoria in my bedroom and switched on the light. “This bed is so nice,” Nathalie said.

“Big enough for all of us,” I said and flashed her a grin.

“Yeah,” Nathalie said and touched the silky coverlet. She touched the purple pillows too. “I love round beds, especially when they are so spacious.”

“Plenty of space to goof around,” Viktoria said. “Just like last week.”

“Definitely,” Nathalie said.

I patted her shoulder. “I’ll run into the bathroom and brush my teeth.”

“I’ll wait for you,” Nathalie said.

Leaving them two alone for a little, I stepped into the bathroom and felt both their eyes glued onto my back till I closed the door. I turned on the light and noticed my cock was semi-hard. It had hardened while I carried Viktoria up here. Her body was just so warm and seductive and felt so good to hold onto.

I looked at my cock, and Nathalie’s saliva glistened on the shaft. It was quite wet, but it would be wetter if I got to plunge it inside her. “Thank God for that game,” I muttered softly to myself. They had quite an imagination, and I already wanted to play it again. It must have been the most joyful thing I’d done in a while. I thought about how she had admitted that she had a sexual fantasy about me, and how her cheeks blushed. Nathalie also licked Viktoria right in front of my eyes. I kissed Nathalie’s boobs, so she knew when I fired in her mouth to spread some cum on her tits too.

I brushed my teeth since I wanted to quickly see Nathalie. When I was done brushing my teeth, I put the toothbrush back in the cup. I stepped out of the bathroom. They were sitting on the edge of the bed, giggling and talking to each other like twin sisters. They were so cute together. Viktoria jumped to her feet and gave me a hug, kissing my chest. “I’ll be right back,” she said.

“Sure, take your time,” I told her. I sat down with Nathalie, keeping her company. “Fun night, eh?”

“Yeah … truth or dare never fails,” she said.

“It was fun,” I said.

“We played a similar game when you were gone,” Nathalie said.

“Viktoria told me all about it.”

“Fantasies sometimes turn to reality,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love. “You shouldn’t be careful what you wish for.”

I laughed with her. “You’re right.”

“And I’m not sure why I postponed this.”

“I understand that you were worried about your relationship with Viktoria.”

“Yes … But she was right. I should’ve listened to her earlier.”

“Better late than never,” I said and patted her back.

“Did you like cuming on my breasts?”

“I loved it. Your boobs are amazing,” I told her. “Your body too. It’s so curvy and seductive.”

“You have yet to see my pink region though.”

“Viktoria showed me your OnlyFans,” I revealed.

Nathalie rolled her eyes. “That sneaky fox … You won’t judge me for that though?”

I shook my head. “I’ve dated OnlyFans babes before, but if you would like to move in, it’s not necessary. I’ll take care of you two financially.”

“I see,” Nathalie said. She timidly moved her hand to my abs and traced them. “I love Viktoria,” she admitted. “I don’t think any girl would be willing to share someone as hot as you.”

“You’re good friends,” I told her. “And you know Viktoria isn’t selfish.”

“Spot on,” she said. “And neither am I. I’m not so sure what to do afterward with my mom though.”

I took her hand. “I can talk to her if you want to. Besides you’re twenty, if you want to move then that’s your decision.”

Nathalie leaned her head on my shoulder. “Thank you … You’re our lifesaver. From pulling us out of financial turmoil to being there for us during times of grief.”

I nodded and kissed her forehead. “I appreciate it, Nathalie.”

I heard Viktoria was almost finished in the bathroom. I knew her routine so well by now.

“Touch me before I go in there,” Nathalie said.

I could already pick up the aroused scents coming from her slit. I reached into her skirt and made my way to her pussy, brushing my fingers over her flesh till I reached her spongy lips. It felt similar to Viktoria’s. Nathalie’s pussy was also straight, but the most important part was that she was drenched.

“You’re wet,” I said, which was the best state a woman could be in.

“For you,” Nathalie said and reached for my cock, stroking it. “This is the missing puzzle piece of my life.”

“Without doubt,” I said.

Viktoria opened the door and scurried into the bedroom. “So, I’m finished,” she said and smiled at both of us.

“I won’t be long,” Nathalie said and rose to her feet.

“We’ll wait for you,” I told her. She ran into the bathroom with honey dribbling down the insides of her legs.

Viktoria straddled my knees and locked her arms around my neck. She gave me an intimate hug, her erect nipples drilling into my chest. “Today was so much fun,” she said.

“It isn’t over yet,” I told her and stroked her back, reaching her ass and giving her cheeks a lovely squeeze.

“I know,” she said with a smile. “But that fun will be Nathalie’s … How was she?”

“She’s lovely. You know that.”

“Yeah, but what was it like to be intimate?”

“It felt great … I love her as much as I love you.”

“That’s great … It’ll be more fun having her on the farm too,” Viktoria said. “I just hope her mom will be cool with it.”

“She’ll come with us, don’t worry.”

“But what about her mom?”

“I don’t think it will be an issue,” I said.

“I hope it will turn out alright,” she said. “Finally, Nathalie broke out from her shell.”

“Truth or dare was a great idea,” I said.

“It’s super fun.”

Viktoria started gyrating her hips, showing off her moves from the lap dance. “Seriously, where did you learn to dance like that?”

“Okay … sometimes I watch tutorials of how to be there for a man, that’s how. I wanted to be as feminine and attractive for you as possible when my dream would come true.”

“I see,” I said and felt proud of her that she’d taken her time to learn something just for my sake. “Keep moving your hips like that. I want to be nice and hard when Nathalie comes.”

“Give me an order,” she said, her eyes twinkling.

“Down on your knees and suck me.”

She came off my lap without objection. Dropping to her knees, she stuffed my erection in her mouth. “You’re such a good girl,” I said and let my hand run down her shoulder as she bobbed her head. “Don’t take it out of your mouth till I say so.”

Viktoria smiled while sucking the tip. She slid my erection a bit deeper, and I watched as her lips stretched. I hardened inside her mouth, preparing to fuck her best friend. “Come off and spit on it. Run your tongue up and down to catch the spit.”

She came off my cock and let out spit on the top which ran down in thick rivulets. She used her tongue to scoop everything back into her mouth. “Show me your pussy,” I said. I felt the scent of her strong honey coming from between her legs. She stood up and parted her pussy lips. It trickled onto her fingers and down to her wrists. “You’re in the mood.”

“Because it’s such a turn-on when you order me like that,” she said with a giggle.

“Wedge my cock between your boobs and give me a titty job,” I ordered her. She went back to her knees. “First, let me spit on them.” She pushed her breasts to my face, and I spat on her boobs, the droplets spraying over her face.

“Will you let me spit on them too?”

“Since you were a good girl and asked me for permission.”

She also spat at her round orbs and spread it evenly in the valley. She reached for my wet erection and stuck it between her breasts. She started jerking my cock, and I leaned back as it felt so good when she slid my cock up and down her orbs. I hardened to concrete and pushed some of her golden blonde hair from her face, so I could see her better. “Keep going till Nathalie comes,” I said.

Eventually, Nathalie came out of the bathroom and entered our room. Viktoria came off my cock and sat there submissively. “She was being a good girl, preparing my cock for you.”

Viktoria stood up and giggled. They kissed each other on the lips, standing so close that their boobs touched. “I did exactly what he told me,” Viktoria said.

Then Nathalie surrendered to my arms. She was nude, and I backed off to see her curvy body in its full glory. She was as pink and wet as a watermelon, and when I rubbed her, my cock twitched and throbbed.

I fell into bed with her on top of me. I was strong enough to crawl back while she lay on top, her pussy kept dripping onto me. She was so horny that we didn’t even exchange a word. Our lips locked while my erection lay flat against my waist and hers. I squeezed her ass in the meantime while our tongues explored each other’s mouths. It was such a satisfying feeling. My heart was beating for her, and I felt hers race in her chest. Her lips were as smooth as Viktoria’s, and her tongue was as wet as her slit. Her nipples turned to daggers, and she started grinding my cock while lying over me.

Coming off my lips, she nibbled my earlobe. “I want you badly.”

I turned her over and spread her legs. I grabbed my cock and rubbed it up and down her slit. She was drenched, equally as wet as Viktoria who lay next to us and fingered herself. I kept rubbing it a bit more, feeling the thrill of fucking a fresh girl. It was the exact same sensation as when I had sex with Viktoria for the first time. I flitted my eyes up to Nathalie and noticed the same expression.

I pushed in the head first, parting her pussy lips. She was almost as tight as Viktoria as I sent an inch of my manhood inside her. Even if she’d blown me a moment ago, I was rock-hard and equally as hungry for more. Her blonde hair fanned out over her, erotically covering her tits and making her glimmer.

I sank inside, pushing in several inches. “Hmm,” I moaned. She gave my manhood a welcoming squeeze, and my erection disappeared inside her. I pushed in as much as I could. I stopped there and let out a moan. “You’re so tight,” I said to myself. Her vaginal canal was tighter than I expected. Her eyes popped open, and she aimed them at the ceiling. Her mouth turned to the perfect ‘o’ shape, and she struggled to find words while I penetrated her slowly. She let go and let me have my way with her. I pulled out till only the head remained and then rammed back inside her squishy depths.

I started sliding my cock in and out of her slick heat, pleasuring every nerve of her pussy with my massive girth. She became wetter and wetter, and in the end, she couldn’t hold in her moans, as she moaned at the top of her lungs. “Give it to me,” she begged and started whimpering in pleasure.

Our eyes met as I fucked her harder. She held onto me as if afraid I might disappear. The smack of my flesh on hers echoed in this room. Her big titties shifted and jiggled with every thrust, and her nipples turned diamond-hard. “I’m almost there, Nathalie,” I warned her.

“So am I—” she was about to say something, but my cock cut her off with another thrust into her pussy. Her breasts rolled atop her chest, and my grunts merged with hers. My entire body tensed, and I tried to ward off a wave of pleasure that threatened an early demise. But it proved futile. The friction was just so sweet. A flurry of pleasure swept over me, I pushed in as far as she would let me and my balls exploded. I flooded her tight hole with my molten cum. She arched her back like the crescent moon while I kept pumping in every drop of cum inside her. She tensed and clenched the bedsheet as if she would rip it in two. Then she slumped back with a massive groan, and we both came down from the high and looked each other in the eyes.

Nathalie bit her bottom lip. “You’re still in me.”

“What do you feel?” I asked her as my cock twitched inside.

“I feel your hard penis,” she said, breaking out in a smile. “In my cum-drenched hole.”

“Do you want me to pull out?” I asked.

“Just so we can cuddle and pillow talk,” she said. “Otherwise, I would have wanted you inside me for the rest of my life.”

“Do you have a towel ready?” I asked Viktoria but then widened my eyes upon seeing her. Viktoria had squirted all over the bed and was currently drying herself with a towel.

Viktoria shyly waved at me. “Don’t be mad for the mess I created. I couldn’t resist.”

“It’s okay,” I said with a shrug. Her juices were clean after all. “Throw me the towel.”

“If you want to use my filthy towel,” she said with a laugh.

Viktoria tossed it at me, and I grabbed it. It was all wet and sticky. I slowly pulled out my erection, my cum and Nathalie’s honey lubricating my exit. When the cock cleared her honey hole, my cum just flowed out as if the dam broke loose. I took Viktoria’s wet towel and stuffed it under Nathalie’s sacred region, letting it soak up the cum. I didn’t want to create a bigger mess in the bed. I slumped down, sandwiched between them. “Oh, that was intense,” I said and sighed in relief.

“Yeah,” Nathalie said. “I would have never imagined you’d fire so hard after that first load … That was like a bullet of cum.”

“Maybe it’s the size of his balls,” Viktoria said and reached down to cradle my nuts. “They’re enormous along with his penis.”

“Probably,” I said and draped my arms over both their shoulders.

When Nathalie’s creampie was finished, she wrapped her leg around mine and pressed her wet fruit right on my leg.

“Nice position,” Viktoria said and copied her, wrapping her juice-stained leg around mine.

“It feels extra good to rub your slit up and down,” Nathalie said.

“I’m doing it now,” Viktoria said, sliding her heat up and down on my knee and thigh. “It’s nice.”

“It’s heavenly,” Nathalie said.

“Think if every day was like this?” Viktoria dreamed. “We can eat tasty food, play games and then end up in bed together.”

“Yeah,” Nathalie said and looked up to the ceiling while sliding her pink on my leg. “It’s like something out of a movie.”

“Girls, I have to work as well,” I reminded them. “Whether we’re on a farm or not, we still have to take care of animals and sow the seed.”

“But that will be pleasant work,” Viktoria insisted. “Sitting in front of a computer isn’t pleasant.”

“You got a point,” I said and nodded to myself. “Should we get some sleep?”

They all agreed, and we wished each other sweet dreams.


Chapter 11

Nathalie

I slowly opened my eyes as the sunlight filtered through the window. Ryan was right in front of me, his beauty dazzling my eyes. I reached to his barrel chest and chiseled abs. I didn’t care if he was almost two decades older than me. I’d always wanted to be taken care of by an older man, be rescued and live happily ever after. The dream was slowly happening, and my best friend would join.

Or it was rather me who’d joined her. I sighed a breath of relief as I saw Viktoria’s hand snaked under Ryan’s arm. I found it hard to believe she encouraged me to share him. Only love came from Viktoria instead of the bitter envy that haunted the minds of young women. It was the first trait I’d learned about her and it was the reason why I loved her so much. I remembered when we’d met at high school, and she was getting bullied for wearing ragged clothes. I felt so bad for her and spoke to her immediately. She didn’t choose her poverty and shouldn’t be judged by it either. I quickly learned she was a gem, and we became best friends shortly after.

I thought back to the quarrels with my mother. It hadn’t been fun living under that roof for the past years especially when all the economic troubles started. It affected her mood greatly. Raising me as a single mom, she’d always been a bit overprotective. She made sure to tell me it was because she loved me and nothing else. I had no reason not to believe her since she’d never physically hurt me. Although when she compared me to a hooker, it felt like a stab to my heart.

I felt defenseless and irrelevant in this world after I lost my first job. OnlyFans worked out at the start, but it was more difficult than I’d imagined. Then when I got framed while being a waitress and fired it felt as if I had hit rock bottom. It was easy to believe everyone was sweet and caring like Viktoria but that sure wasn’t the case. There were some vicious girls out there. It made me dream of moving away from everything and surrounding myself with people I loved dearly, which would most likely become true now.

I kept tracing his abs with my fingers till his eyelids slowly opened. I loved everything about him. His dark hair, his jawline, his piercing eyes, his physic and his personality.

“Morning,” I told him, shrinking a little as he looked at me. He reached for my back and stroked me with his big hand, running it over my ass. He gave my breasts more attention than usual, and I pulled down the sheets, so he could see them better.

“Good morning,” he answered and squeezed my butt cheek. “Have you thought about it?”

I blinked at him. I certainly thought about him, but I wasn’t sure what it implied. “Uhm, about what?”

“About moving with us to the farm,” he said, his lips curving in a smile.

“Oh,” I said and felt stupid for not figuring it out. “Yeah … I want to. Of course, I want to. I just have to talk to my mother.”

He nodded. “That’s fine. We have all the time in the world.”

His smile infected me, and I wasn’t sure what to say as emotions flooded me. He reached down to my nether region, and I let him. He curiously touched around, making it tickle. I was surprised by how moist I was, but it should’ve been obvious after thinking about him for so long.

“How was yesterday?” he asked me.

“The truth and dare was so much fun … and well, you fuck like a man,” I said and giggled.

“I didn’t hurt you?” he asked while continuously touching around.

I shook my head. “Not at all. I want you inside me again.”

“I’ll fulfill your wish,” he said, pecking my forehead, leaving a damp patch of skin behind.

I felt so secure, but there were some troubling thoughts in the back of my head. The debt was one of them. “What’s the matter?” he asked.

“I have an embarrassing debt of ten thousand,” I started and wanted to hide my face for even bringing it up.

“Hey, that’s peanuts,” he said and lifted my chin with his finger. “I’ll pay it for you later. Don’t lose sleep over it.”

“Thank you.” I sighed a breath of relief. “Uhm, when do you plan to move?”

“When you’re ready,” he said.

“I see. Like I said, I just have to talk to my mother,” I told him.

“That’s fine,” he said. “I can take you there later.”

My mother … I hadn’t thought about that thoroughly. I wasn’t sure what she would say, not that it mattered. I was twenty, and the only reason I stayed with her was because I didn’t have the money to move out on my own.

I had also forgotten to tell her that I wouldn’t be home. I hoped her doctor visit went alright. It had worried me when she told me about her high blood pressure.

Viktoria clawed on his chest too and slowly woke up. He kissed her as well. “I’ll go take a shower and leave you two for a bit. Nathalie, let me know when you want to go.”

“Okay,” I said. While he rose from the bed, both me and Viktoria’s eyes were glued on him before he closed the door. We exchanged glances, and I felt a faint blush creep up on my cheeks.

“Sleep well?” she asked.

“I haven’t slept so well in my life,” I admitted.

“I told you so,” she said. “How was the sex?”

“I loved it,” I said, my blush probably deepening. “You should know that.”

She giggled. “Yeah … Are you coming with us?”

“I am.”

She beamed. “I’m so glad we’re moving together.”

“It will be a brand-new chapter in our lives,” I said. “I want to hug you … for being such a sweetheart.”

“I want to hug you too … for being my best and only friend.” We gave each other a sideways hug. It was slightly clumsy, but it was the thought that counted.

When he was out of the shower, we both jumped in there simultaneously. We washed each other, rubbing the soap along our bodies till we were covered in foam. I loved cleaning her gorgeous body and touching her inappropriately. She giggled several times. Her body was so attractive. Everything about her was attractive.

I leaned to her right boob and latched my mouth onto her nipple, sucking and coming off with a wet pop. “Nathalie,” she said, arching her back.

“You’re to blame for being so pretty,” I said.

We dried and dressed each other as well. We both chose matching skirts and tops, standing in front of the mirror. I complimented her, and she flattered me. I whirled around to her and wrapped my arms around her. “You are the best, Viktoria.”

“Nathalie—you are the best,” she said.

We went down the stairs, and I started cooking breakfast for them. Viktoria wanted some bacon and avocado toast and Ryan wanted some scrambled eggs on toast.

While we were eating, they couldn’t stop commenting on how divine the meal was, and I felt glad I made something for them that they both appreciated.

After we’d eaten, Viktoria and I settled down outside on the sun loungers while Ryan answered some emails.

“You’re going to make me fat if you keep cooking,” Viktoria joked, patting her belly.

“Not if the farmhouse has a gym,” I said.

Viktoria nodded. “He showed me photos earlier. Have you seen them?”

I shook my head, and Viktoria patted the spot next to me. “Room for one more?”

“Always,” I said and moved aside as she sat down. She showed me the photos, and my eyes widened. The place was gorgeous. There were mountains in the background, clear skies and green scenery. The farmhouse had a traditional feel to it, but it was still highly luxurious. She kept swiping right, but I had to pause and gawk at the photos.

“Wow … I’ve never seen anything like it,” I said.

“I know,” Viktoria said. “Not many neighbors either.”

I imagined a happy scene, waking up to the sounds of twittering birds instead of an alarm. I lay with my arm draped over Ryan’s chest, and Viktoria lay on the other side. We exchanged smiles, talking about our day. We grew our own food, rode horses and played games. We had so much fun, and we were free from stress and misery.

Ryan came behind my shoulders and gave me a shoulder massage till I purred. He punctured my little dream bubble. “Strong like a bear,” I said and let him continuously massage me. He kissed both our cheeks.

“What are you two up to?” he asked and sat on the edge. “Pillow talking?”

Viktoria blushed. “Sort of.”

“Nothing wrong with it,” he said and rubbed his knuckles against Viktoria’s cheeks.

“She showed me the farmhouse … It looked stunning,” I said.

“You look stunning,” he said and raked his fingers through my hair. “It’s just a house. You two matter more to me.”

I loved it whenever he touched me. Whether he held me or brushed my hair. I wanted to stay here longer, but since I hadn’t told my mother where I was, I wanted to return before I gave her higher blood pressure. “Do you think you can take me to my mother now?”

“I’m waiting for you,” he said with a wink. He patted Viktoria’s thigh. “Do you want to come with us?”

“I can wait here if you’re just going to talk to your mom,” Viktoria said. “But I want to help if you need to move your stuff.”

I smiled and said, “I don’t have that much stuff though.”

Ryan took my hand and helped me to my feet. He spun me around. “You look wonderful in a skirt.”

“Thank you,” I said. I kissed Viktoria goodbye. “See you.”

“Take care,” she said.

He took me to the car, and I had a seat. While he drove me back home, I fidgeted. I didn’t know why, but I was growing nervous for one reason or another.

“Are you alright?” he asked and probably spotted my uneasiness.

“Yeah … Why?” I asked.

“You look kind of nervous,” he said.

“My relationship with Mom hasn’t been the greatest lately,” I said. “And then it is her health on top of it.”

“I see … Viktoria has told me you fight a lot,” he said.

“We haven’t always been fighting though,” I told him and didn’t want him to get the wrong idea.

“Is it about her financial situation?” he asked.

“I guess that’s what everyone is fighting over these days,” I said and laughed it off, even if there was nothing funny about this.

“That or drama,” he said and sighed. “I have a feeling it’s going to be a lot more of that in the coming future. It’s one of the reasons why I decided to move.”

“You’re proactive,” I told him. “I’ve kind of had this live-in-the-moment mentality, spending every penny I made.”

“I think all girls do,” he said, patting my thigh. “Nothing to be embarrassed over.”

“Thanks for making me feel better about myself,” I said.

“It’s not just household friction that rises during financial turmoil, but violence and crime too.”

“Tell me about it,” I said. “I’ve witnessed more robberies the past year than what I’ve seen in my lifetime.”

“No one will rob you in the countryside,” he said.

“That’s only because you’re with us,” I said.

“That and there’s less people,” he said.

I felt so protected and secure sitting next to him. He was so calm and serene. There wasn’t a worry in his mind. Unfortunately, I kept thinking of my mother, hoping she would be happy that I was about to move, relieving her from financial stress.

“Should I stop here?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said quietly, growing a bit sweatier, especially when I saw my mother’s car parked in the driveway.

“You sure you’re alright?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Can you pick me up later?”

“Any time,” he said. He kept eyeing my lips, and I kept eyeing his. He leaned toward me and pressed his lips to mine. He smelled so minty and crisp, and the way he cupped my neck made me melt.

“Thanks,” I said, my lips curving in a smile.

“You’re welcome,” he said.

I drew in a deep breath and exited his car. He drove away, and I made my way up the doorsteps. Fumbling for my keys, I opened and went inside. “Mom?” I asked as I took off my shoes.

“I’m here,” she said from the couch.

I sighed. As soon as I heard her voice, I knew what it was. She was my mom, and I knew whenever she was sad or upset. I went into the living room, and she looked at me with a mixture of disappointment and frustration.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“Okay,” I said and felt the tension right away. I sat down on the couch, wondering whether she would bite or not.

“Why didn’t you tell me that you would be gone?” she asked.

I swallowed hard and knew that I had forgotten it. “I’m sorry. I was with Viktoria.”

“Viktoria …” she said and looked at me long and hard. “She’s supposedly living in a bedroom. How did you crash there?”

I shrugged and felt frustrated how she interrogated me like that. “Maybe she’s moved.”

“Right … to a luxurious home,” she said.

“Yeah … Is that against the law?” I asked her, and my comment annoyed her.

She drew in a deep breath. “Who drove you here?”

“A guy I’ve been seeing lately.”

“And how old is he?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“Why does it even matter?” I asked.

“You’re my daughter. That’s why it matters.”

“I don’t like it that you’re spying on me,” I told her.

“I’m not spying on you,” she said firmly. “I happened to see him with you a second ago. If I would have found a new guy, I would have told you.”

“Okay, now you know,” I said.

“I don’t think it’s appropriate you’re with a man that’s way older than you,” she said.

I sighed and felt my anger slowly rising. “Mom, why can’t you just leave me alone? I came here because I had good news, and here you are confronting me like an officer.”

“I would love some good news, especially after finding out about your OnlyFans …” She narrowed her eyes on me. “Is that how you met him?”

“No!” I said, raising my voice. “Viktoria worked for him for more than half a year. I met him through her and stop bringing up the OnlyFans. I don’t do that any longer.”

“So, he’s preying on vulnerable girls.”

“He isn’t! He didn’t date her for more than half a year. It wasn’t until Viktoria was about to be thrown out of her apartment that he stepped in. He’s a good man.”

Mom wrinkled her nose. “Don’t raise your voice at me. I’m speaking to you in a calm tone. What happened to your job?”

“I got fired,” I told her. I breathed deeply and was about to tell her why.

She responded, “Were you talking to older men there too?”

“I was framed by a jealous coworker!” I said and couldn’t help raising my voice again. She got on my nerves.

“Why didn’t you just talk to the boss?”

“It’s not so simple,” I said in despair. “She’d worked there for way longer, and he would never believe a newcomer like me.”

“This isn’t a good start to your life,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“First, you’re selling yourself online, and now you go to a pervert.”

“Why do you keep bringing that up?” I asked, my eyes welling up. “And he’s not a pervert! He actually takes care of me, something that you’ve failed to do.”

“Viktoria, I’m older than you,” she said, her eyes welling up. “You’ll be labeled for the rest of your life when you sell yourself, that’s why I keep bringing it up, and a man like that will not be in your best interest.”

“And neither are you,” I said. “I came here to talk to you since I’m moving with him and Viktoria. I thought you would be proud of me.”

“I don’t want you to move in with an older man,” she said while tears dribbled down her cheeks.

“What are you supposed to do?” I asked her. “I’m not a child any longer. You know what? I felt really bad for you when I saw you earlier. I thought maybe if you didn’t need to look after me all the time, you wouldn’t be so stressed all the time.” Rising, I turned my back on her and went up to my room, tears streaming down my face. I took my bag and threw all my personal belongings inside. I spilled my hot tears all over my hands. I felt so heartbroken. The longer I stayed here, the worse I felt. I quickly went down the stairs. She sat there and didn’t say a word as I left.

I walked away from her home, trying to dry my eyes. I was embarrassed as I passed other people who gave me looks and probably wondered what had happened. I hated it, especially as I felt the mascara lining my cheeks.

I found a bench and sat with my back against the street. I buried my face in my hands and cried. I couldn’t understand why my mother always had to give me a hard time, and why she had to be so overprotective. I sniveled and tried texting Viktoria, but the tears kept falling onto the screen, distorting my message.

She called immediately when she saw my text. “What’s going on?” she asked.

“Can you come?” I asked her with my broken voice.

“Of course, where are you?” she asked.

I shared my location. “I’ll be there immediately,” she said.

Thankfully, she showed up with Ryan. As soon as they parked the car, they jumped out and headed toward me. They sat next to me, and Viktoria wrapped her arms around me, giving me a warm embrace. It healed my heart instantly even if it was still broken. She lingered in the hug for just the right amount of time. We had known each other for so long, so she just knew.

Breaking the hug, she took a napkin and dried my eyes, cleaning the mascara lines. Having Viktoria in front of me, doing everything to make me feel better, really boosted my wellbeing. I was fortunate to have her, and not everyone deserved such a sweetheart like her.

“Let me know when you want to talk about it,” she said, sitting next to me and draping her arm over my shoulder. Ryan did the same, caressing my thigh. He was a man but tried his best to comfort me.

Knowing I wasn’t alone, I felt better. I slowly regained some of my strength, and I could finally speak again. “My mom confronted me about our relationship with Ryan … She shamed me and called him a pervert.”

“I’m sorry,” Viktoria said, her lips curving downward. “But who’s she to call him a pervert?”

“I don’t know,” I said and shrugged. “It just hurts that I wanted to say goodbye. I thought I had positive news and then she made a big deal out of it.”

“Look,” Ryan said, drawing my attention to him. “I don’t know your mother as well as you, but you’ve said she’s had it rough lately?”

I nodded. “She divorced early on and had to raise me by herself. The financial turmoil hasn’t made it any better.”

“Is she overprotective?”

“Very,” I sniffled.

“She might have her reasons to be worried,” he told me. “Hear me out, I could be wrong. I don’t know her after all, but maybe I could talk to her.”

“I don’t know,” Nathalie said. “I don’t think I care. We’ll be moving anyway.”

“It’s your call,” he said, letting me lean my head onto his shoulder. “But I don’t think letting something like this go undigested is a good thing for either of you.”

“But what are you going to tell her?” I asked him. “I don’t need her permission to be with you.”

“You’re right,” he said. “But since you still wanted to go there and tell her you’re moving, I suspect you still have feelings for her.”

I sighed. “I do …”

“Think about it,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said, holding onto his arm. I didn’t understand why she had to react that way. “Why can’t she just be glad that I’m moving?”

“Maybe she’ll be missing you,” he said. “She’ll be by herself after all.”

“I suppose,” I said. I didn’t know what to say afterward. Viktoria and Ryan still held onto me, but I slowly recovered.

“Do you want to watch a movie when we get back?” Viktoria asked, tugging my arm.

I nodded. “I do.”

“Maybe we can also cook dinner together … especially dessert.”

My lips curved in a smile. “That would be fun.”

“Get your thoughts onto something else,” Viktoria said and pressed her lips to my forehead. She was just so sweet at times.

When I felt ready, they helped me up and escorted me to his car. We drove back, and Viktoria insisted that we bake cupcakes first. She did everything she could to steer the conversation away from the fight, and it worked.

I found the ingredients, but Viktoria arched an eyebrow. “I think it would be funnier if we wore bikinis while baking.”

I giggled for the first time since this morning. We found a fitting pair, which meant that they were as skimpy as they could be. While we baked, we spilled flour, blueberries and frosting all over ourselves. Viktoria made sure to lick the frosting and blueberry juices from my flesh, making me chuckle again. Then she flashed her body to mine, and I made sure to lick her as well.

“I’m not going to lick the flour though,” I said and brushed it off her cleavage.

“We can swim,” she said, taking my hand and jumping into the pool with her. She made me chase her, and we played tag. She was a good swimmer. All those gym sessions sure had helped her. She was a bit more athletic and fit than I was, but I tried my best to keep up with her.

After we’d played tag, we settled on the edge. “Where’s Ryan?” I asked her.

“I think he’s reading something,” Viktoria said. “Ryan, you there?”

“On the sofa,” he said.

“Help us up,” Viktoria said.

Being shirtless, he put his book aside and strode over. He went to me first, taking me under the arms and lifting me. I melted a little bit inside every time he did that. He picked up Viktoria and lifted her as well.

“I think you should dry us too,” Viktoria insisted. He came back shortly after with a towel and dabbed it on us. If only my mother knew what type of caring man he was. I started feeling a bit bad that I’d even brought up the pervert part.

“Are you feeling better?” he asked me, pulling me in his embrace.

“Yes, because of you two, but I shouldn’t have said what she called you,” I said.

“I couldn’t care any less,” he said, pressing my body closer to his. “What I care about is you.”

“Thank you,” I said. He let go of me, and Viktoria tossed me an apron.

“Let’s get filthy,” she said, and her joy infected me.


Chapter 12

Ryan

I loved every time I woke up next to these two pretty girls. I had never been with two young women who showed as much care and love as they did. The recent drama the other day with Nathalie was still fresh in my memory. Viktoria was so dedicated, doing anything she could to see her friend smile again. Being with two girls could quickly cause envy and rivalry, but it didn’t exist between them. It was almost like they were made for each other.

I glanced to my left and saw Viktoria drooling in her sleep, which she always did. I brushed her light brown hair, moving it aside from her young breasts. I turned to the right and saw Nathalie and her blonde hair. Her body was slightly curvier but they were equally as pretty.

They were both snuggled up to me, holding onto me. I enjoyed every second spent with those two and would continue to do so. I thought again of Nathalie’s mother. She didn’t sound like a bad person. She hadn’t abandoned Nathalie after all, and there was a stigma around sex work and age-gap relationships, so I wouldn’t blame her for being worried.

One by one, they woke up. Viktoria touched her puddle of drool. “Always,” she said and traditionally blushed.

“Don’t sweat it,” I said and helped dry it from her lips and pillow.

She looked over to Nathalie. “Why do you never drool?”

“I don’t know,” Nathalie said with a shrug. “But I do sleep deeply.”

Both of them reached my erection, which I had forgotten about. I took them every day whenever I or they felt like it. I hadn’t lived with such horny girls as them, and their appetite wasn’t difficult to satiate.

“How about we rise?” I asked them.

“Sure,” they both said and exchanged smiles.

“Do you have any plans for today?” Viktoria asked me.

“I have to visit the bank, and tomorrow I have to prepare for the moving company to come over.”

“I can’t wait till we get there,” Nathalie said and put on a skirt.

“What should we do first?” Viktoria asked.

Nathalie mulled it over. “I don’t know … How about just relaxing, enjoying the scenery.”

“I was almost certain you would’ve said something about horses,” Viktoria said.

Nathalie’s eyes lit up. “Do you think we can get some horses?”

“Of course,” I said. “Whatever you want.”

“You’ve no idea how badly I’ve wanted to ride, but we never could afford it.”

“Soon you’ll be able to ride all you want.”

“Because of you,” she said and wrapped her arms around me. It warmed my heart whenever they would embrace me like that, being grateful for what they had. It reminded me of my past relationships as well. I had dealt with so many spoiled LA girls who believed they were entitled to anything. It was a breath of fresh air living and making love to these two girls.

“I don’t mean to leave you hanging, but I have to go to the bank,” I told them. “I won’t be longer than a couple of hours.”

“What should we be doing?” Viktoria asked.

“Maybe we can just take a walk,” Nathalie said. “That wouldn’t hurt.”

We went outside simultaneously, and they made sure to hug me before we parted. “Will you be heading somewhere special?”

“We’ll just walk along the beach,” Viktoria said.

“Enjoy the sunshine,” I told them as they waved to me. I hopped into the car and drove away.

* * *

The visit to the bank didn’t last long. Viktoria and Nathalie sent me photos from the beach. They sat together with their arms draped over their shoulders. They made me smile; they always did.

I stopped by a gas station to fill up the tank. I went inside to pay, and in front of me was a middle-aged woman looking inside her wallet. Sighing, she looked stressed and embarrassed as a weak blush crept up on her cheeks. She looked strikingly familiar to Nathalie. It couldn’t be a coincidence.

Exhaling, she looked at the cashier while the red colors on her cheeks kept deepening. “Uhm, I’m missing five dollars.”

“Not my problem,” the cashier answered her with an attitude.

I tapped her shoulder, and she turned to me. “Let me pay for that.”

She stiffened, and I knew she recognized me. She was a couple of inches shorter than Nathalie and nervously looked up at me. “Sure,” she said and stepped aside.

I used my card to pay for her gas and groceries. I handed her the receipt. “Thank you,” she said in disbelief.

“You’re welcome,” I said and paid for my stuff.

She slowly went outside as if waiting for me, and I caught up with her, knowing she would like a word with me. “You really didn’t have to,” she said as if it were shameful for her.

“Why?” I asked her. “I’m not a bad person.”

Her gaze sank. “You’re … seeing my daughter, right?”

“So, you’re the pretty woman who gave birth to that gorgeous girl?”

“Yes,” she said, her red cheeks turning pink.

“Do you want to sit and talk for a little bit?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said.

We settled down on the nearest bench. “She told me about the recent fight,” I said.

“Uhm, how much did she tell you?” she asked carefully.

“Pretty much everything.”

“Oh gosh, I’m embarrassed for everything,” she said and lowered her eyes. “I’m just worried. She’s the only daughter I have, and I don’t want anything to happen to her. Our relationship has been a mess lately.”

“I get it,” I told her. “It’s rough out there, and you’ve raised her all alone. I’ll give this to you, you’ve done a far better job than other girls who’ve grown up with single moms. I speak from my own experiences.”

“Thank you for making me feel a bit better about myself,” she said. “We haven’t always been fighting so much, but I’m just stressed about her future.”

“Everyone is worried about the future these days,” I told her. “But listen, I’ll take care of her. What she wanted to tell you earlier is that we’ll be moving to Sacramento. She doesn’t have to work a day more for the rest of her life, and we’ll most likely settle down there for the foreseeable future.”

“I see,” she said. “It’s been her dream. She can’t stop talking about the countryside and horses. Too bad we don’t have any relatives we can go to.”

“She’s told me all about it,” I said.

“I don’t know if she wants to see me again. I was worried about the OnlyFans stuff and I don’t know you after all, but now that I’ve met you, I don’t think you’re the guy I thought you would be.”

“She isn’t doing OnlyFans any longer,” I said. “She only did that after she got fired.”

“I know,” she said. “But it’s not a good path either way.”

“I agree,” I told her.

“So will you bring Viktoria with you?”

“She lives with me at the moment too,” I said.

“Well, I think what you’ll be able to offer my daughter will outweigh what I’ll be able to do for her.”

“Don’t say that,” I said. “Nathalie is a caring sweetheart because of you. Trust me, not every girl or boy who’s grown up with single mothers turns out that way.”

“Thank you … If you see her later, please let her know that I love her. If she wants to go with you, then that’s fine. Also, tell her I’m sorry for everything.”

“I’ll tell her, don’t worry about it,” I said.

* * *

I came back when it was time to eat lunch. I had spoken to them on the phone a couple of minutes ago, but I wanted to bring up the encounter with Nathalie’s mother when I saw her. Nathalie was cooking by herself while Viktoria was outside reading.

I placed my hands on Nathalie’s hips. I looked over her shoulders, clueless about what she was preparing. “What’s that?”

“It will be chicken and avocado quesadillas.”

“It looks delicious,” I told her and caught the scent of the ocean in her hair. “I’ll wait for you outside.” I pressed my lips to her cheek, making a red color appear.

“Okay,” she said.

“How’s it going?” I asked Viktoria as I stepped outside to the terrace.

“It feels like an eternity when you’re separated from us,” Viktoria said with a chuckle. She shut the book with a snap and tossed it aside. She went on about what they did at the beach and how much fun they’d had. They’d gone swimming and played tag. They’d also met some other girls, who were the same age as them.

“They were complaining a lot about our current situation. It feels like it’s impossible to find someone doing well these days.”

I had to agree with her. Even the two friends I visited earlier were struggling. “It’s what it is,” I said. “The best part of moving into the countryside is that we don’t have to see the mess down here.”

“I know,” she said, wrapping her arms around me. She poked her head aside. “Nathalie, should I set the table?”

“Sure, I’m almost done.”

I let go of Viktoria and ruffled her hair in the process. Viktoria set the table, and Nathalie came with the dish, and then we all settled down. The chicken and avocado quesadillas and placed them on the table. They had a golden-brown exterior, and when I sliced them, melted cheese oozed out. The green slices of avocado peeked through the layers. I couldn’t wait and sank my teeth into the crispy exterior. I was greeted by a burst of flavors, the tender, seasoned chicken, the creamy avocado and the melted cheese.

We didn’t do much the following minutes except smack our lips, lick our fingers and devour them.

After we’d eaten, we chatted for a little. I completely forgot about my encounter with Nathalie’s mother, and my eyes lit up when I thought of her. Nathalie’s culinary arts had numbed my senses for a little.

“Nathalie,” I said in a firm tone. “I met someone at the gas station.”

She blinked and judging by her searching gaze, I suspected she knew. “Who?”

“Your mother.”

Her eyes widened as if she feared the worst. “She didn’t …”

“No,” I told her firmly. “She was calm and grateful.”

“Grateful?” she asked.

“She didn’t have enough money for gas and her groceries, so I paid for her,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “That’s happened before … There’s nothing more embarrassing than that.”

“I can’t argue with that,” I said.

“How did you recognize her?” she asked.

“Oh,” I said and chuckled. “With the exception of stress and age, you look alike.”

“I know,” she said and lowered her eyes.

“We had a reasonable talk,” I told her. “She wanted me to tell you that she loves you and that she’s sorry for everything.”

Nathalie drew in a deep breath. “I love her too,” she said. “But … She really hurt me.”

“I’m sure if you bring that up, she’ll apologize,” I told her.

Viktoria sat next to Nathalie and stroked her back. “My mom just abandoned me … never apologized for anything when she chose drugs instead of her daughter.”

“Gosh, Viktoria I’m so sorry you had to go through that,” Nathalie said, shifting her attention to her friend.

“You misunderstood me,” Viktoria said. “I wasn’t trying to make this about me. I’ve gotten over it. I’m drug-free and will never touch any substances, plus I have the best man in the world, and the best friend in the world … I’m getting off track. What I wanted to say was that fights happen. We have fought too, remember?”

“I know,” Nathalie said and mulled it over. “I guess … I can call her later.”

I smiled, proud of her decision. They helped each other out with the dishes before settling down, watching the sun steadily lower. Nathalie fiddled with her phone, and she was contemplating calling her mom. “I guess I’ll phone her,” she said.

Viktoria kissed her and draped her arm over her chest. “Do you want some privacy?”

Nathalie shook her head. “I want you right next to me.”

“Okay.”

Nathalie slowly tapped around on her phone till she finally called her, drawing in a deep breath. It didn’t take long for her mom to pick up the phone. “Hi,” her mother answered, sounding relieved.

“Hi,” Nathalie answered and scratched her neck.

“How are you?”

“I’m fine … And you?”

“I’ve seen better days,” she said.

“I know,” Nathalie said.

“Did your boyfriend tell you that I met him?” she asked.

Nathalie flicked her eyes to me. “Yes, he did. His name is Ryan by the way.”

“Right,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’m sorry for everything Nathalie. I didn’t mean to confront you the way I did. I was just worried. And I was worried because you mean the world to me.”

Nathalie’s lips curved up in a smile. “I understand … But you really hurt me. I thought you would be proud of me that I’m finally moving.”

“Honey, I’m proud of you. I’m proud that you have never caused trouble. I’m proud that you’re so pretty that you can attract such a handsome man. I’m proud of you. I truly am. If I hurt you, it was not my intention. And I take back everything I said.”

“Okay,” Nathalie said, her eyes welling up a little.

“Do you accept my apology?”

“I do,” Nathalie said.

“Thank goodness,” she said, letting out a lighthearted chuckle, which infected Nathalie. “When will you be moving?”

“The day after tomorrow.”

“Can I come before? Maybe you want some of your things?”

“Sure, I can text you tomorrow.”

“Okay … is everything else alright there? How’s Viktoria?”

“She’s fine … sitting right next to me,” Nathalie said and giggled.

“Tell her I say hi,” her mother said.

“She can hear you.” Nathalie pushed the phone to Viktoria.

“Hi,” Viktoria said.

“Hi, how are you holding up?”

“Better than usual … Because I’ve been spending time with my best friend lately.”

“You are adorable,” she said.

Nathalie went on talking with her mother for a lot longer than I’d foreseen. They talked about what they’d done and what they’d been up to. Nathalie told her mother about the dishes they’d made and also sent her some photos of them. When the conversation was reaching its end, they’d spoken to each other for longer than an hour. I couldn’t see anything bad with her mother. She was sweet and caring, just like Nathalie.

“I love you, Mom,” she said.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” she said. “Kiss.”

“Kiss,” Nathalie said and hung up. She drew in a deep breath. “I feel a thousand times better.”

Viktoria just hugged Nathalie harder. “I’m so happy for you … both of you deserve it after everything you’ve gone through.”

Nathalie patted the spot next to her, gesturing me to come closer, which I did. “Thanks for talking to her. I can’t imagine how it would be to leave this undigested.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “It wasn’t my intention, we just bumped into each other.”

“I know, but you didn’t have to talk to her or pay for her stuff,” Nathalie said.

I draped my arm over her neck, glad they would at least have a happy goodbye.


Chapter 13

Viktoria

I yawned as the moving truck left. It wasn’t morning but noon, but we had woken up early to prepare the boxes, which was a bit tiring. We would leave after Nathalie’s mother showed up. She would be here any minute.

Nathalie sat by the kitchen window and kept peeking out to the driveway. She couldn’t wait to see Mom, and we’d also invited her for steaks, which would be our last meal in this house.

Nathalie’s mom arrived. Once she stepped out of the car, Nathalie jumped out of the chair and ran toward her. She jumped into her arms and hugged her dearly.

“Hi,” her mother said and held onto her daughter for dear life, brushing her hair and caressing her back.

“Hi, Mom,” Nathalie said, smiling brightly.

“Gosh, I’ve missed you,” she said.

“It’s only been a couple of days,” Nathalie said.

“Which has felt like a year,” she said and realized it would be many more as Nathalie was about to move out. They embraced for a long time, the outside world fading as if it were just the two of them. Her mother broke the hug to look her daughter into her eyes. “I’m sorry.”

“You already apologized,” Nathalie said, her lips curving in a smile.

“But I want to say it in front of you,” her mother said. “I jumped to the wrong conclusions. It was wrong of me, and my comments about you weren’t appropriate.”

“No one is perfect … You’ve raised me by yourself. I couldn’t even take care of myself … It made me realize how strong you are.”

“I have a breaking point though,” she said.

“You’re lying,” Nathalie said, making them both laugh.

They broke the hug completely, and her mother checked her fancy new clothes out. “Nice clothes … where did you get these from?”

“Ryan,” she said and spun around, making her skirt twirl. “He’s super generous.”

“I learned that at the gas station,” she said.

Nathalie eagerly took her mother’s hand. “Come, let’s eat.”

Nathalie led her inside and officially introduced her mother to Ryan, who shook hands with her. “Welcome,” he told her.

“Thank you,” she said. “And thank you for earlier.”

He just waved his hand dismissively. “You’re welcome.”

Then she went to me. I smiled, and I hugged her as well. “I’m sorry you had to witness our family feuds.”

“We have had our own feuds,” I told her. “But most importantly, we always come together.”

“You’re such an angel, Viktoria,” Nathalie’s mother said and brushed my back. “May those bullies get what they deserve one day.”

We settled down on the terrace. Nathalie served us the steaks, and her mother’s eyes widened. “I haven’t eaten something like this in ages.”

“We haven’t been eating much else besides meat,” Nathalie said and sliced her steak.

“You’ve cut down on sweets too?” Mom asked her.

Nathalie blushed and exchanged glances with me. “Not exactly.”

“You shouldn’t eat too much sugar,” her mother lectured her. “It’s addictive and going to ruin your health.”

“I know,” Nathalie said.

“Your beauty won’t last if you don’t take care of your well-being,” her mother said, and I heard her concern. It was genuine, and she wanted the best for her. It made me slightly envious that I hadn’t grown up with a decent mother, but it didn’t make me sad. Ryan and Nathalie were there for me, and I loved them both.

“I’ll most likely cut down when we move,” Nathalie said.

“We’ll use honey instead of sugar,” Ryan reassured her. “It’s a healthier option.”

I chuckled since it seemed like they had that conversation every time, but Nathalie had a sweet tooth. “I wanted to ask you something,” Nathalie said. “How did the doctor appointment go?”

“We just talked about certain medications that I had to take,” she said. “It means a lot that you are thinking of me.”

“Can you afford it?” Nathalie asked.

“I will do my best,” she said.

After we’d eaten, Nathalie showed her mother photos of the estate. Her mother draped her arm over her shoulder and held her dearly. “Such a beautiful place,” she said.

“You’re welcome anytime,” Nathalie said.

“I’ll come now and then, but I want to hear your voice at least once a week.”

“You’ll hear it every day. You can call me anytime,” Nathalie said.

Her mother was lovely, and I could definitely see the overprotective side of her. She shared some stories from her childhood and how she had raised Nathalie. I admired her greatly. She was just a year older than Ryan, and Ryan told her what he had been up to as well.

“My biggest mistake was that I was a bit young and naïve,” she admitted. “I was used for sex, and I was dumped when Nathalie was only one years old with no means to raise my daughter. That’s why I’m a bit worried.”

“I hear you,” Ryan said. “I love Viktoria and Nathalie. I’ll take care of them till the end.”

Nathalie’s mother smiled. She and Ryan had shared a similar childhood after all, and she was also surprised by his work ethic and how far he’d gotten in life. “By the way,” Ryan told her. “I haven’t sold this house. You can stay here and save the money you pay on rent.”

Her eyes widened. “That’s … generous of you.”

“I wouldn’t recommend any blood pressure medicine,” he said. “It’s stress that’s causing your issues. If it will help your financial situation, then that will be a hundred times better for you.”

“I know,” she said, looking optimistic.

“So, are you interested?”

“Of course,” she said. “It will be a bit lonely but, maybe I can ask my friend if she wants to move in.”

“It’s up to you,” he said. “I don’t mind.”

“It will help a ton,” she said. “More than half of my salary goes to rent.”

“I know,” he said. “California these days are rough.”

“Tell me about it … it wasn’t like that when we grew up,” she said wistfully.

After we’d talked to each other, it was time to get going. Nathalie’s mother showed her daughter everything she’d brought her, and she’d also brought a gift which was a photo of them together. They hugged each other goodbye, and I was glad it worked out for them at the end.

She also turned to Ryan, and he pulled her in a hug. “Please,” she said in a lowered voice. “Take care of my daughter. She means the world to me.”

“I promise I will,” he told her and patted her back. She held onto him for a bit longer, making me suspect that she was starved of masculine flesh. Ryan was generous and let her linger in the hug for as long as necessary.

Breaking the hug, Nathalie’s mother went to me, and I hugged her as well. “Take care of each other … your friendship is one of the most valuable relationships girls can have.”

“We aren’t going anywhere,” I promised her.

Sighing, she went to her car and waved at us while slowly driving away.

* * *

Nathalie and I sat in the backseat. It felt a bit unusual not sitting in the front, but I didn’t want Nathalie to think I hogged him for myself. We had come to an agreement that we would share and love him equally, and so far, it had worked wonders. We both truly loved him, taking care of him sexually and making sure we kept him content.

We drove away from Orange County, and I felt a relief unlike any other that we got out of here.

“When we’ve moved in,” I said. “What should we do first?”

“Celebrate,” Nathalie said.

“Yeah, but with what?” I asked her.

“Lots of tasty food and maybe a movie,” she said.

“Ryan, can we have a home theater there?” I asked.

“There’s one already there,” he promised us.

“Aren’t you excited?” I asked Nathalie.

“Of course, I am,” she said. “This is like a lifelong dream of mine.”

“There are already equestrian facilities there,” Ryan said as he drove onto the highway. “But we’ll get the horses as soon as possible,”

“Thank you for talking to my mother again,” Nathalie said, leaning in front of her seat to kiss his cheek.

“She loves you after all and wants the best for you,” Ryan said.

“So do you,” Nathalie said and pressed her lips to his neck.

While he drove, Nathalie and I kept talking about our upcoming plans. We didn’t make much eye contact. Both of us kept glancing at him. The perpetual wetness Ryan had cursed me with hadn’t gone away. He was an alpha. The most handsome man in the world. He looked so damn attractive that I thought of him constantly. I wanted to be there for him the same way he took care of us.

I still remembered that night when we’d messed around with each other during that truth or dare. It felt thrilling when Nathalie licked my kitty. I was so excited when she sucked Ryan for the first time. When we met up the following day, she told me that she’d loved every second of it. His cum tasted divine. Nathalie had promised to teach me how to properly suck his hard penis.

My pussy moistened as I started daydreaming of him and all those moments when he had his way with me. From the first time to all those others. I wondered if he was horny too.

* * *

“There it is,” he said and jerked his head at the farm. The car trip had gone quicker than usual. He had a fast car after all. We had eaten a fancy lunch at a hotel, but other than that we’d just been driving. I was so grateful to get out into the fresh air. We had the hills and pine forests in the background. I’d seen plenty of photos of the Eldorado Forest. Ryan talked about going on hunting trips there, and it aroused me to think of his bringing down a big animal.

Ryan parked the car in front of the gate. We hopped out, and it looked even better than the photos.

“So peaceful,” Nathalie said. The nearest neighbor was almost a mile away, ensuring our peace and privacy. We’d also noticed they had horses, dairy cows and some cattle. Hopefully, they would let us buy some. Ryan opened the door for us. We eagerly went outside and noticed how much cooler it was.

“Not so hot here,” I told Nathalie.

“We’ll get used to it,” she said. “Ryan will be there to keep us warm after all.”

“Do you want your jackets?” he asked us.

“We’re good for now,” I said.

We approached the property with an impressive gated entrance. I was curious as to how the interior would look, but the hilly scenery in the distance was so breathtaking and fresh. The sky here was completely blue, and the air was sparkling clean.

Ryan patted my back. “Come, and let’s check out the farm.”

He opened the gates, and we were greeted by a meandering driveway lined with trees and flowers. The property consisted of a cozy farmhouse built out of timber, gardens and orchards, equestrian facilities including stables and access to maintained trails for horseback riding and acres of pastures and farmland. It looked even better than the photos.

Nathalie fell in love with the equestrian facilities and the trail we walked on. I fell in love with the garden and orchards, wanting to plant and grow our own fruits and vegetables. I also wanted to plant some flowers for Ryan. He sure deserved them after everything he’d done for us.

We went back to the farmhouse set against the back of rolling hills and surrounded by farmland and built out of warm timber. We were greeted by an expansive wrap-around porch. The windows were wide and large.

He opened the door and led us inside a spacious foyer and into the main living area with a soaring ceiling. A luxurious, oversized sofa surrounded a fireplace. In the adjacent room was a home theater with a huge TV. The kitchen was spacious and had everything we needed.

There was a little gym with a squat rack, bench, dumbbell rack and some other machines. It wasn’t much but it was all we needed.

The outdoor patio overlooked a pool and the garden. A hot tub was nestled in the corner. There was also a fireplace here, and I imagined cuddling up with Ryan while stargazing.

We went up to the second floor. The master bedroom had a king-size canopy bed with silky, golden coverlets. “Wow, I’ve never seen a canopy bed before,” I said. I was flabbergasted and found it difficult to speak. Everything was just too perfect, a cardboard cutout from my dream. He also led us to the bathroom, which was like something out of a fantasy. It was so spacious with practically placed windows. A freestanding soaking tub was nestled in the corner with a perfect view of the scenery. There was a separate, oversized rainfall walk-in shower enclosed in seamless glass, which reminded me of something out of a spa. It was big enough for all three of us. The marble floor was equipped with heating, and there were heated towel racks and comfortable seating.

Nathalie and I gawked in the bathroom for a little bit longer than usual, but Ryan just shrugged and didn’t care that much.

We fell in love with everything, and my mind went spinning from how we would spend our time here.

“Thank God for Ryan,” Nathalie said and hugged me.

“I know,” I said.

I held onto Nathalie. I was grateful to have her as a friend as well. This would be a new chapter in our lives. And a chapter I was looking forward to.


Chapter 14

Ryan

I dusted off my hands and went outside on the terrace. I placed my elbows on the railing and looked out at our garden. It was June and we’d moved here yesterday. The move was quicker than expected. The girls had helped me out and the moving company was one of the best I’d ever dealt with.

When we arrived, I helped the girls unload the boxes. I wanted them to relax as much as possible, but they insisted on cleaning. I’d also spoken with the nearest neighbor, and they did have cattle and horses for sale.

Tomorrow, I was going to take Nathalie over to the neighbors so that she could choose a horse. She could then pursue her dream hobby. I must admit, it felt a bit strange moving and not thinking about the business I’d run. I’d been with it for so long and built it from a very little startup to a million-dollar company.

We’d eaten lunch a moment ago. Nathalie had made some delicious burgers for us, and we bought food at a farmer’s market. Life here was peaceful. I felt it already by gazing out at the scenery and acres of land. Finally, I could relax a little in my life, go hunting and make love to Viktoria and Nathalie without having a million things to think about in the back of my head. It would be a bit difficult to adjust, but I would give it time.

“Ryan?” Viktoria asked from the garden, waving at me. “What are you thinking of?” She had a basket filled with strawberries, and her cheeks and lips were smeared with strawberry juices. Nathalie was right next to her with a basket filled with blueberries. Her lips were also smeared with juices, and both of them looked sexier than ever, so tempting and alluring.

“Of life,” I said.

“Can we go out for a walk together?” Viktoria asked.

“Sure,” I told them. “I probably need that after being inside for so long.”

They set the basket on the dining table, and I took their hands as we moved out across our pasture.

“How are we supposed to cut all this grass?” Viktoria asked. It was bright green and rose to our knees. Bees buzzed and butterflies fluttered about.

“That’s the cow’s job,” I told her and smiled sweetly at her. “Nature always has a solution.”

“Interesting,” Viktoria said. “How do my cheeks look?”

“Smeared with fruit juices,” I said.

“Can you lick them?” she asked.

“With pleasure.” I stopped and kissed her cheeks, running my tongue up and down and side to side till they were sparkling clean. The fruit juice tasted extra sweet on her cheeks. I turned to Nathalie who didn’t have to ask me since I understood she wanted something similar. I pressed my tongue flat on her cheek and licked the blueberry juices.

“Better?” I asked her.

“Way better,” Nathalie said and her cheeks pinked. “Our first day spent here. This will be a day we’ll always remember.”

“What about yesterday?” Viktoria asked.

“That was only half a day,” Nathalie pointed out.

“Well then, this will be the beginning of a new and exciting life,” Viktoria said and leaned her head on my shoulder. “Those followers sure miss you. I read the comments.”

“I know,” I said. “I will miss the company too.”

“Really?” Viktoria asked and held my hand a bit harder.

“Of course. I’ve been with it for a long time, but I won’t regret it. It was too time-consuming. I want to relax here till things have settled in our world. It’s our sanctuary of peace.”

“You’re right,” Viktoria said. “And privacy.”

We talked about various topics, and I listened to them both. It felt like freedom when I could go around, holding hands with two girls that were young enough to be my daughters without catching judgment. I enjoyed every second of it.

When we were nearing our home, Viktoria looked at Nathalie. “So now that we have an unlimited amount of time … You owe me some sucking lessons.”

“For sure,” Nathalie said, showing the same excitement as Viktoria. “But I think your expectations may be a little too high. I’m not exactly a porn star.”

“But you can teach me what you know.”

“I promise,” Nathalie said. “If we do it in the hot tub … before the movie … or maybe during.”

“Let’s leave plans aside,” I told both of them. “Let’s just enjoy our time for now.”

We went to the terrace, and I glanced at the basket of strawberries and blueberries. “What do you plan to do with the strawberries and blueberries by the way?” I asked them.

“I’ll bake a strawberry cake and Viktoria will help me,” Nathalie beamed. “The blueberries are there to snack on.”

“Can’t wait,” I said and my mouth watered.

Before I sat down, Viktoria ran her hands over my biceps. Her touch was enough to make me pop wood. It was so soft and smooth, and I loved it. “Aren’t you tired?” Viktoria asked. “You took care of most of the moving after all.”

“Like a gym shift,” I told her with a wink. “Not enough to make me tired.”

“Alright then,” she said and giggled, reluctantly letting go of my bicep.

“Let’s make some dinner for him,” Nathalie said. “Our man needs to eat.”

I settled down on the veranda, admiring the sun that lowered in the sky. It was hot, but a bit cooler than southern California. “What will you ladies make for dinner?” I asked them.

“He called us ladies,” Viktoria said with a chuckle.

“Well, we are his ladies,” Nathalie insisted. “It’ll be a rich stew and then strawberry shortcake for dessert.”

They started preparing the cake first. Then they went for the stew made with locally sourced vegetables and meat. It didn’t take long till the scent of shallots, meat and vegetables rose in the air. It was a divine smell, and it gladdened me to see both of them getting along well. Nathalie was the chef and guided Viktoria through this. Viktoria listened intently. They played some sensual music that made me raise my eyebrow. I watched their bottoms, and whenever they would bend over, it triggered something in my primeval brain.

“Come have a taste,” Nathalie insisted. Both of them wore an apron over their crop tops and skirts. Nathalie already had the spoon in her hand and shoved it into my mouth. The flavors exploded on my tongue. The fresh meat and vegetables all mingled perfectly together along with the creamy stew.

“It’s delicious,” I said and patted both their backs. “The quicker you guys finish, the better.”

They gave each other a high-five. “You nailed it, Viktoria.”

Viktoria stabbed herself with her thumb. “Me? I just followed you.”

“We nailed it,” Nathalie corrected herself.

When the stew was ready, Nathalie placed the pot on the table. It was steaming and glossy red. Fatty chunks of meat along with colorful vegetables floated around. It was topped with thyme and rosemary, which made the presentation look stunning. “Looks heavenly,” I said.

They took off their aprons and put a basket of sliced bread on the table. Nathalie served us all a bowl, and we indulged in our second dinner here. It was something else eating here while being surrounded by peace and nature. We didn’t hear any noises from cars or people building, just birds twittering now and then and the breeze rustling through the acres of pastures.

“I’m in love with this place,” Viktoria said as she dipped the spoon in the stew and took a mouthful. “So thick and creamy.”

“Reminds me of his seed,” Nathalie said with a laugh.

Viktoria chuckled. “His seed tastes better … no offense.”

“I wouldn’t want to offend his cock either,” Nathalie said, sharing a laugh with Viktoria.

I continued to eat, and we devoured the dish in no time. Then they placed the strawberry shortcake on the table, topped with fresh strawberries and newly whipped cream. Viktoria brewed the tea and set the table for us. “So, here is our strawberry shortcake,” Nathalie said. “I hope you’ll enjoy it.”

“Looks delicious,” I said. Even though I’d eaten several bowls of the stew, my mouth was already watering again.

The strawberries were as sweet and juicy as they could be. They went so well with the fresh cream that we’d gotten directly from the dairy cows at the neighbor’s farm. Viktoria spilled some cream on her breasts and turned to me, twirling her hair on her finger. I pressed my tongue flat on her chest and licked up to her lips. “You happy now?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and sucked on the spoon. “This cake is delicious.”

Nathalie who sat next to me spilled some strawberry juice into her cleavage and nudged me with her elbow. I dived right into the valley between her breasts, licking up the strawberry juice. Her breasts were so round and jiggly that I had to lick her a bit more to properly clean her, making her giggle.

“So, sparkling clean,” I told her.

We cuddled up and admired the declining sun in the sky. We talked about various topics and especially how much better the food tasted. I had been turned on the past few days, especially when spending quality time with my girls. I looked over to the hot tub. “Should we relax there for a little?”

They both nodded. “Let’s take the dishes first,” Nathalie said.

While they took the dishes, I filled the hot tub with water. They ran from the kitchen to the terrace, hurrying with the dishes. I could tell both of them were as horny as they could be. I could smell their honey trickling down their legs and see their excitement from a mile away.

“So,” Viktoria said and started stripping off her clothes. “Time to get nude.”

I took off my clothes too, revealing my semi-hard cock that hardened upon seeing their flesh. “Lift me in,” Viktoria insisted.

“As you wish,” I told her. Standing there butt naked, Viktoria had never looked so pretty. I was drawn to her pink, suckable nipples and her slick heat. The wetness branched out on both her legs, and I felt an urge to lick up the trails. My erection hardened slightly. I grabbed her and lifted her. She shrieked and kicked her legs, and I gently lowered her into the hot tub.

“You’re so strong,” she said and clapped her hands.

I turned to Nathalie who’d also peeled off her clothes. She stood there twirling her hair shyly. She also had thick trails of honey trickling down the insides of her legs. I grabbed her and lifted her into the hot tub with ease. She didn’t shriek but laughed hysterically. “Like the Incredible Hulk,” Nathalie said.

“He’s more incredible than that,” Viktoria insisted.

I stepped into the pool, letting the warm water envelop me. We gathered at the edge, and I was sandwiched between them. I draped my arms over their shoulders, leaning back and watching the beautiful sunset.

I wrapped my arms around their backs till I reached their breasts. I squeezed them and played around with the nipples. Then they reached for my cock, stroking it slowly, making it rise to full mast. “So … what do you want to learn, Viktoria?” Nathalie asked.

“To suck him properly,” Viktoria said.

“But you did it quite well,” Nathalie said.

“I just stick it in my mouth like this,” Viktoria said. She sealed her lips around the head and sucked, not doing that much else than bobbing her head back and forth.

“But that’s not bad,” Nathalie said.

Viktoria came off with a kiss on the crown. “But I saw you bringing it deeper … How did you do that?” Viktoria asked, stroking me.

“You have to position your throat in a special way,” Nathalie said and demonstrated. “Like this.” She positioned her throat properly and guided my cock to the back of her throat.

“Oh, that’s nice,” I said as her throat squeezed around the head.

“I really want to do that,” Viktoria said as she leaned forward.

“My cock is yours,” I told her as Nathalie generously passed my erection to Viktoria.

Viktoria positioned her head similarly and also managed to stick it deeper into her mouth. “Like this?” she asked with my erection stuffed inside her. Only a gargled sound came out and rivulets of saliva ran down to my balls.

“That’s better,” Nathalie said. “You could try to push it a bit deeper.”

It was the most erotic thing I’d seen, watching them sharing my joystick back and forth while teaching each other. They could continue like that for as long as they wanted. I didn’t want any of them to stop.

Viktoria positioned her head a bit better and managed to take it deeper, her lips stretching like rubber bands. I thrust my hips, making warm water slosh around in the tub. She started gagging and had to come up for air. “Why do I always cry when I gag?” Viktoria asked and looked disappointed.

“It’s reflexes,” Nathalie said. “You can train to make it go away.”

“So I have to suck him more?”

“Yes, you have to get used to having something stuck down your throat.”

“I’ll try some more,” Viktoria said and opened her mouth, sliding my cock deeper and deeper. She gagged again and looked disappointed. Pulling her head back, she left her pearly saliva behind. “Can you show me again?”

Nathalie wrapped her lips around my erection which had hardened to a point of no return. She slid it effortlessly down her throat and back up again. Nathalie continuously bobbed her head on my cock, taking me deeper and deeper. “Ah, Nathalie,” I said. I closed my eyes for a brief moment, opening them only to see the beautiful sunset.

“Let’s watch the sunset together,” I told them. “You can continue your lecture tomorrow.”

We watched the beautiful sunset together. The sun started its descent, casting a glow across our farm. The sky transitioned through many colors, orange, pink and then finally purple. My arms were draped around their shoulders, and our eyes were glued onto the sinking sun till the stars winked into existence.

“Should we watch a movie now?” Viktoria suggested, leaning her head on my shoulder.

“Do you have anything interesting in mind?”

“Uh-huh,” Viktoria said. “I talked to Nathalie about this and we agreed on a romance film.”

“What will it be about?”

“It will be a surprise,” Viktoria answered.

“I definitely want to get out of here now,” I said.

“You have to lift us though,” Nathalie said.

They sure gave me the motivation to do so. I stepped out of the tub. I started with Nathalie, lifting her out and handing her a towel shortly after. “Oh, it’s cold,” she said. She wrapped the towel right above her nipples, making large parts of her breasts fully visible.

I turned to Viktoria who was already reaching her hands to me. While I lifted her, she wrapped her nude, wet legs around me and mashed her breasts against my face. When I set her down, she was still clinging to me. “You’re warm,” I said.

“Duh,” Viktoria said playfully. “I’ve been in the hot tub too.”

I gave her a towel, and we went inside. We helped dry each other and then we put our clothes back on.

They prepared the popcorn and drinks for us. When we settled down on the couch, Viktoria reached for the remote control with a grin. “If you liked the other one,” she said, “you will love this one.”

“I’m assuming this is also some form of romance,” I said, leaning back on the couch.

“It is,” Viktoria said. “But not the way you think.”

Viktoria tossed the blanket over us and smashed the play button. The TV was a lot better than my former one. We’d also bought a new sound system, leaving our old one behind so that Nathalie’s mom could enjoy some movie nights with her friends. We put the bowl of popcorn on top of me, but I didn’t bother with it.

I was curious about the movie. I quickly realized it would be a polyamorous romance movie. It was about two women vying for a successful guy’s attention. They knew about each other but then asked if all three of them could see each other simultaneously. They clicked well on the first day. The women swore they weren’t bothered by it. But they caught a lot of judgment from friends and family. One of the girls got berated by her family, telling her she was being used by some wealthy guy and said she had to choose between them and the man. Viktoria started sniveling at that scene.

I grabbed some tissue paper and dried her eyes. “You alright?” I asked her and let her head rest on my shoulder.

“What a mean family to beat her just because she’s in love,” Viktoria sniffled. “They’re mad.”

I wanted to tell her it was just a movie but thought it wasn’t appropriate. I just lent her my shoulder and ran my hand down her arm. “What are you thinking so far?” I asked Nathalie.

“I love it,” she said and wrapped her arm around mine. “It was controversial when it came out.”

“Why?”

Nathalie looked at me as if I were mad. “Polyamorous relationships are heavily frowned upon.”

“Right,” I said.

“That’s why I wanted to show you this movie,” Viktoria said.

We continued to watch. After the girl had been shamed, the other girl and her guy showed support for her. They were there for her every second, and she eventually decided to cut off all contact with her family. It was a brave move, but she looked happier than ever.

They had their first threesome, and the scene got really steamy. I thought of having it with Nathalie and Viktoria, and I started growing hard again. Nathalie snaked her hand under my pants and touched my hard-on. “If you touch under my panties, you’ll notice I like this scene as much as you do.”

I did as Nathalie wished, and a soaked puddle greeted me. “Your wetness is so warm and sticky.”

“Is your penis hard?” Viktoria asked and reached below the blanket. She wrapped her hand around my manhood and started giggling. “It’s very hard.”

“Maybe it’s a sign we should have a threesome today too,” I said.

“That’s why we chose this movie,” Viktoria said. “We wanted to get you in the mood.”

“Well, you’ve succeeded,” I said and let them stroke me. I became horny and just wanted to finish inside them. At the same time, I tried to focus on the film.

The family wanted revenge and started spreading vicious rumors. There was a lot of drama, but eventually, they left and never came back. They relocated to a farm where they could live in peace and raise children as a happy polyamorous family.

Viktoria cried again, and I made sure to dry her tears again. “I love happy endings.”

“Me too,” I said.

“What did you think of the movie?” Nathalie asked while nudging me with her elbow.

“I liked it,” I said sincerely. I was still rock hard as both of them stroked me. I wanted to undress them and have my way with them before we ended this day and started the first chapter of our new life.

“Let’s go up and have our first three-way,” I said.

“Can we give you a massage first?” Viktoria asked.

“That would be lovely,” I said.

They both giggled, and we ran up the stairs together.

We went into the bedroom where our king-sized bed glowed with purple, silky coverlets and red, erotic pillows. The floor was carpeted with a thick, warm sheet of fur. We stripped off our clothes, and I was about to jump right into bed.

“A minute,” Viktoria said, stopping me in my tracks. She laid out some towels on top and prepared the oils. Then she patted the top. “Now it’s ready.”

I lay down, flattening out my erection against my waist and the soft coverlets of the bed. “Alright, do your thing,” I said.

“Keep in mind,” Nathalie said. “This massage will be just as teasing for us.”

“I want him inside me as well,” Viktoria said. “And don’t judge me if the massage won’t be top notch.”

“Viktoria, it’s alright. It’s the thought that counts,” I told her.

Viktoria filled her palms with oil and passed the bottle to Nathalie. Viktoria started sensually stroking my back in circles, kneading in the oil and her love. She made her way up to my shoulders, squeezing them lightly. She inched her hips closer to the side of my back, providing additional warmth to the side of my body. She had a touch to die for, and it was so warm and intimate. She massaged me so well, and I knew it was because she loved me.

Their hands were smooth and their breaths so pure. Their breaths flowed all over me, covering me in warmth and sensuality.

Nathalie was all over my buttocks, kneading both of my cheeks. “I love his ass,” she said and giggled. “It’s sculpted, slightly hard and so muscular.”

“I love both of your bottoms too,” I told them. Both their bodies were sculpted and pretty and young. Even if I didn’t have them next to me, I couldn’t stop thinking of them.

Viktoria shook the bottle of oil, her tits jiggling with the effort. “I do you and you do me?” she suggested.

Nathalie nodded eagerly and pushed her chest to Viktoria. I watched them in the mirror, seeing them rub oil over their bodies. My cock stirred and twitched, pleading to be freed. Once their bodies gleamed, they took turns sliding their tits up and down along my back. I shivered with pleasure as they effortlessly glided over my body.

“I’m in heaven,” I murmured.

Viktoria planted a wet kiss on my neck and slid all the way down to my legs. She patted my ass. “Turn over.”

I did and was greeted by the sight of their flawless, oily bodies. My eyes flitted from rack to rack. Viktoria started crawling between my legs, wedging my cock between her breasts and sliding her heavenly body over mine, making me purr in ecstasy. She slithered back down, rubbing my cock between the valley of her breasts. “Did you learn that from the tutorials you’ve been watching?” I asked her.

“Yes,” Viktoria said with a giggle.

After Viktoria, it was Nathalie’s turn, who tossed her hair over her shoulders. She slid all the way up, making me gasp with pleasure. She pushed her young tits right at my neck, squeezing my cheeks with her boobs. She slithered back down again, dragging her melons over me. When she reached the bottom, she grabbed my cock and stroked it a couple of times. “Are you going for the main course without me?” Viktoria confronted her with her hands on her hips. “That’s not proper dining etiquette.”

“Excuse me. It’s so tempting. You know how big it is.”

“Well, duh,” Viktoria said. “You could probably see it from the moon.” Her comment made both of us laugh.

Viktoria slid her body over mine, continuing the intimate body massage. I just let their touches arouse me.

In the end, I exhaled a deep sigh of relief when Nathalie sealed her lips around the tip. Opening my eyes, I looked at Viktoria. Crooking my finger, I beckoned her to me. “I want a little taste before I stick it in you.”

“So, will we do a threesome?” she asked.

“It’s already started.”

Viktoria’s cheeks pinked, and she looked happy. She straddled my legs and moved up to my face with her pussy and lowered her wetness right on top. I stuck my tongue out, hit a drop of her honey and then finally reached her sweet center. I flicked my tongue up and down, making more of her juices flow down to my face. She ground her hips against my mouth while I tickled her with my tongue. Reaching down, I sank my fingers into her cheeks, only to part them the next second and pull her wonderful bottom closer to my face. At the same time, I felt my cock knocking on Nathalie’s throat. She’d taken me deep and kept sliding my cock in and out of her mouth.

The climax was rapidly building. Nathalie came off with a smack, and I quickly felt her knees on either side of my legs. Grabbing my manhood with both her hands, she pushed the head past her pussy lips and slowly engulfed me in her heat. She ground her hips onto my manhood and rode me, bouncing on top of my lap.

Viktoria swung her legs off my face, and I was greeted by the sight of Nathalie’s tits bouncing up and down. They mesmerized me, and I reached both her breasts to give them a squeeze.

“I want some, too,” Viktoria said, watching my thick girth stretching Nathalie’s pussy.

“Sharing is caring,” Nathalie said and came off my cock. “Here you go.”

Viktoria straddled my legs with her pink entrance hovering over my cock. She reached for my wet erection that kept slipping out of her grip. “Mind giving me a helping hand?”

Nathalie curled her fingers around it and aimed my slippery manhood right at Viktoria’s pussy, pushing it inside her wetness. Viktoria slowly sank down, releasing a slow and seductive moan as my cock fit her like a glove. She started riding me too, bouncing off on my lap while her tits started slapping back and forth.

Nathalie waited on the sideline and drove a finger inside her. “Can you lick me?” she asked and made a pleading face.

“Hmm,” I moaned as Viktoria rode my manhood. “Just sit on top of me.”

Nathalie didn’t have to ask. She swung her toned legs over my face, and I found another fruit to enjoy, licking her like mad while Viktoria kept riding me harder and bumpier. Her pussy tightened, and my body jerked from the incoming pleasure. I opened my mouth and groaned, but it was muffled since Nathalie ground her soaked womanhood right onto my lips.

I held onto Viktoria’s legs. My knees were about to buckle and the intensity rose with every stroke of her lips. The orgasm rose from my cock, up to my stomach and spread like a fire throughout my body and through every vein. I released a mighty groan on the next downward stroke. I erupted inside her depths, flooding her with my molten cum. When I stiffened and paused the licking, Nathalie swiveled her hips and kept rubbing her wet slit all over my face.

“Oh, he fired inside me,” Viktoria said and kept clawing at my waist. “Oh, that feels amazing.”

Nathalie didn’t answer but just kept riding my tongue till she stiffened. Her pink suddenly gushed out her sweet honey over my face as her body turned rigid. “Oh,” Nathalie moaned. “I needed that.” She slowly came off my face. I faced the gorgeous sight of Viktoria still having my cock stuffed inside her.

“Let me see that creampie,” I told Viktoria.

“Just a few seconds longer,” Viktoria said, her pussy squeezing and releasing my cock. She slowly came off me on the next upward stroke, so slowly she left a gleaming trail on my cock. The second the head came off her slit, it was like the dam broke loose, and my semen flooded out of her pink gates. Nathalie wasted no time and leaned in as if drinking from a fountain. She filled her mouth till the cum trickled out from her lips and spilled over her chin. She swallowed a massive load, clearing out space to drink more of my seed.

“Tastes even sweeter after having been inside you,” Nathalie said as if it were a divine treat.

“Can you give me a taste too?” Viktoria asked and raked her fingers through Nathalie’s hair, thirstily eyeing my cum as if she hadn’t drunk any in days.

Nathalie filled her mouth with more cum and moved up to Viktoria and positioned her lips over Viktoria’s. Opening wide, she dumped it into her mouth, but Nathalie managed to spill some on Viktoria’s chin which then trickled down the valley between her breasts like a creamy river.

After Viktoria swallowed, Nathalie eyed her chest and buried her face into Viktoria’s cleavage without any warning. Viktoria laughed and kicked her legs. “Oh, it tickles,” she said.

Not wasting a drop, Nathalie scooped up my cum with her tongue and licked her lips shortly after. “That was super tasty,” Nathalie said.

“I would never have imagined you doing that,” I said and chuckled.

“No one here to judge us,” Nathalie said and waggled her eyebrows.

“You’re right,” I said and slumped down. Every second of this act was magical. My only complaint was that it had ended.

“That threesome was so fun,” Viktoria said and cuddled up to me.

“Yeah,” I said. “We’ll have plenty of more.”

The day had passed quickly. I was just glad I could finally relax with my girls. They both wrapped their legs around mine, pressing their wet fruits to my legs and holding onto me.

“This day was so relaxing,” Viktoria said. “I can’t wait to spend our lives here.”

“I can’t wait to ride horses,” Nathalie said. “I’ve dreamed of it since I was a child.”

Even if I’d worked for a long time, I’d always dreamed of peace in the back of my mind. I truly looked forward to my time here. “Yeah, not being able to worry about much. Just take a day at a time.”

Viktoria pressed her leg against mine extra hard. “Remember, I’m here for you.”

I kissed her cheek.

“So am I,” Nathalie reminded me.

I kissed Nathalie’s cheek too.

They were my dream girls. This was truly a dream come true that we would spend our time here by ourselves in peace and happiness. We could lay on the grass and have sex. There were no curious neighbors in sight that would judge us. My only regret was that we didn’t move here sooner. “Sweet dreams,” I told them.

They pressed their lips simultaneously to mine. “You too,” they said in unison and we cuddled and fell asleep.


Epilogue

Ryan

I stooped over the animal. It was a young mule deer that I’d just shot in the head, the blood trickling down its throat. I whistled softly to myself and knew it could probably feed us for more than a month. It couldn’t be that old, and I knew the flesh would be extra tender.

I looked across the cedar and fir trees that loomed over me. Squirrels darted from branch to branch, and I heard some woodpeckers. The sunlight filtered through the canopy, throwing dappled light over the forest.

I found myself an hour’s drive away from home, and this was my third hunting trip. I tried not to be gone much longer since my girls had told me they didn’t want to be left alone for too long. I still kept my phone with me in case of an emergency, but it was safe here. It wasn’t comparable to downtown LA.

It was currently July, and we’d lived here for a month. I gradually thought less and less of my business and took a day at a time. It was more enjoyable than I’d ever imagined it to be. Life here was relaxing. We weren’t affected by the stressful modern society. We didn’t watch the news and weren’t bothered by what happened around the world.

Nathalie’s mom called every week, sounding happier than ever. She lived more comfortably now that she didn’t have to pay rent, and she was doing better health-wise as well. She was super grateful that I let her live in my house for free.

I lifted the animal onto my back and carried it to the four-wheeler. It didn’t weigh more than a hundred pounds. I secured the animal to the backseat and started the engine, driving down the peaceful forest. It was my father who’d taught me hunting and butchering animals. It wasn’t difficult for him since he had been in the army after all. I was grateful for his lectures since it was an important skill to have. Even if we had cows, chickens and lamb, wild flesh tasted a bit different.

I drove all the way back. Wearing a tight, flowery summer dress, Viktoria sat on her knees, gardening. Also wearing a rosy summer dress, Nathalie rode her horse, her beautiful, blonde hair fluttering in the wind. I remembered when I first bought her a horse on the second day here. She’d embraced me in a strangling hug and thanked me a thousand times. Seeing her happy made me happy, and I was grateful she was feeling well and could pursue one of her dream hobbies.

Viktoria spent most of her time taking care of the animals and gardening. She’d tried to ride a couple of times but wasn’t the biggest fan. Once she spotted me, she took off her gloves and ran to me. “Let me park first,” I told her. I knew she wanted to give me a hug, but it would be a bit difficult when my back was all bloody.

I parked the four-wheeler and carried the animal with me to the terrace. Viktoria twirled her glossy brown hair on her finger, which reflected the light of the sun. Her dimples deepened when she smiled, which she always did when she was near me. “Can’t you dump that animal, so I can hug you?”

I hugged her several times this morning, but she craved hugs several times a day. “My back is bloody,” I told her. “I had to lift the animal to the four-wheeler, so you probably should wait.”

“Can I wash your back?” she asked eagerly.

“Sure,” I told her. “Bring Nathalie with you so it will be a bit quicker.” I dumped the animal on the butcher table. I smiled when I saw that Viktoria had cleaned it.

Nathalie rode over. Her blonde hair flowed in the wind while she bounced on top of that saddle. I jerked my head at her and waved my hand. “Did you jump over the obstacles?” I asked.

“I did,” she said and tossed her hair over her shoulders. Having spent an extra amount of time outdoors, Nathalie had a nice tan that made her even more attractive.

I’d paid a woman nearby to teach Nathalie some fundamentals. “Seems like you have gotten a hang of it.”

She flashed me a grin. “Soon you won’t even have to ride the four-wheeler—I’ll take you on a ride.”

“Can’t wait,” I told her and winked. “Viktoria wants to help wash my back. Are you down?”

“Uh-huh,” Nathalie said.

Nathalie jumped off the horse and was about to hug me, but I stopped her in the tracks. “Wait till my back is washed.”

Nathalie shuddered. “You definitely need a shower.”

“Come, let’s go inside,” I encouraged them. I took them with me to the bathroom on the first floor, which was as extravagant as the one on the top floor.

“Oh, your shirt is messy,” Viktoria said and shuddered.

I said, “Don’t be a girl.”

Viktoria punched my shoulder. “Don’t be a savage.”

I took off my shirt and dumped it into the basket. Viktoria snatched it and immediately put it in the washing machine. “It needs an emergency wash along with the rest of your clothes.”

“You need to be nude too,” I told them.

They helped each other strip off their clothes, revealing their beautiful bodies. I pitched a tent, and they gravitated toward my cock. I draped my arms over both their backs. “Let’s take my back first,” I told them.

The water hit my head and then ran down my body. They filled their hands with soap, and they started rubbing my back till I was sparkling clean. We could have ended it there but decided to stand under the warm water a bit longer.

“While we’re at it,” Nathalie said, running her finger down my chest and to my rising cock, “let’s have an intimate shower before dinner.”

We stood close, our bodies pressed together. Our hands explored and caressed each other in a three-way exploration, fingers tracing our curves. I brushed Viktoria’s pubic hair aside, unveiling her femininity. With the tips of my fingers, I touched her folds and looked into her eyes which softened upon the touch. I touched her deeper, entering her and fingering her walls. I slid out and lifted my gaze to her orbs, and my eyes bounced from Nathalie’s to Viktoria’s. I was mesmerized by the soft feminine shapes, and at the same time, I couldn’t decide which ones I wanted to squeeze more. Drops clung to their warm skin like glistening diamonds, and Viktoria tossed her wet hair over her shoulders and pushed her melons to my waist.

“I beg you to touch them,” Viktoria pleaded while biting her lip.

I cupped the girls’ breasts and my temperature spiked. Then Nathalie rubbed her rack against my back, her stiffening nipples making love marks on my skin.

Curling their fingers around my shaft, they massaged my boner, running their hands up and down my length. I leaned back and let them continue, hardening me to concrete as I had their wet nude bodies in front of me like eye candy. Letting go of their breasts, I cupped both their pussies, and despite being under the water, I could easily feel their heat and sticky honey trailing down their slits. I caressed their asses and enjoyed this steamy shower, my cock twitching.

“You’ll blue ball me if you continue,” I told them. We’d been standing here for at least half an hour, and I was raging hard.

“Should we make some dinner?” Nathalie asked.

“I’m starting to grow hungry,” I said. I was also starving to have my way with both of them but decided to wait since I’d fucked them back-to-back this morning. “Let’s relax a little bit first.”

We helped dry each other, and when we were cleaned, we took our clothes and went out to the terrace. “So,” I said and kissed them both. “What have you been up to while I was gone?”

“I’ve been planting some more tomatoes,” Viktoria said. “I tried following the instructions, but it was a bit difficult.”

“I can’t wait to taste them,” I said and rubbed Nathalie’s back. “And you?”

“I’ve been riding,” Nathalie said with a giggle. “I tried to encourage Viktoria to join me.”

“I might be up for it later,” Viktoria said. “But I don’t want to fall off.”

“You aren’t going to fall off,” Nathalie said. “Look at me. I’m still breathing.”

“If Ryan will escort us and catch me in case I fall.”

“Anything for you, Viktoria,” I said.

While we sat there in the shade and enjoyed the peaceful view, Viktoria hugged me in a sideways hug and so did Nathalie. “You know the way you used me the other day?” Viktoria asked.

“Yeah?” I said and searched Viktoria’s face.

“Nathalie and I talked about it, and we want to do something similar again … Just having a night when you order us around. It’s such a turn-on.”

“We’ll find time,” I told her.

“What do you want to eat?” Nathalie asked me.

I turned to her gorgeous eyes, which were the same color as Viktoria’s. “Something with the hunted meat,” I said. “I guess we could make a meaty stew with it.”

“Dessert?” Viktoria asked.

“That’s up to you two,” I told them. I didn’t care so much about dessert since I didn’t have the sweetest tooth.

“We’ll figure something out,” Viktoria said with a laugh.

I went to the animal and hung it, so I could skin it. They went to the garden to help each other pick some vegetables, but they threw sideways glances at me. I knew they got turned on whenever I displayed my strength, especially when dealing with animals. I started tearing off the skin until I had the carcass in front of me. I put the skin aside and got out the entrails and organs. The organs were some of my favorite parts of the animal. I took the butcher ax and started loudly butchering the animal. I separated the cuts of meat and the process took a bit longer than an hour. In the end, I had to take my shirt off and wipe my face.

“Christ, you look hot,” Nathalie said, drooling as she prepared the vegetables.

“It’s hot for August,” I said.

“I think she meant hot as in attractive,” Viktoria said with a giggle.

“That too,” I said with a wink. I handed the meat over to Nathalie.

“It has such a deeper purple color,” Nathalie said. Despite having worked in a restaurant, this was the third time in her life that she’d seen wild meat. It wasn’t something they usually served at restaurants.

“It’s the best meat,” I said. It was stronger in taste and way more nutritious. I loved it immensely.

While they helped each other out with dinner, I went out to shoot some bow and arrow. I could feel their eyes on me too. I stood tall and focused as I nocked the arrow onto the string. My muscles tensed as I drew the arrow, aimed and released. I hit right in the middle of the target.

“You’re the best!” Viktoria shouted at me and clapped her hands.

“Thanks,” I said and knew she was watching.

I moved the target a bit farther away and moved back. The steam was already rising from the pot and the scent spread in the air. I fitted another arrow to my bowstring and aimed. The twang of a snapping bowstring split the air, followed by the thud of flint against the target. It felt so satisfying to shoot with a bow and arrow, even more so than firing a gun.

I continued to fire shaft after shaft while the sun lowered in the sky. There was nothing else besides the sounds of nature and my girls cooking behind me. Even if I used more strength firing with a bow and arrow than a gun, I felt more at ease and calmer.

“Ryan!” Nathalie called for me. She stood on the terrace wearing an apron. “Should we eat outside or inside?”

“Let’s light the outdoor fireplace and enjoy the scenery,” I said. I didn’t feel like staying inside while being surrounded by this beautiful landscape. I put the archery aside and joined them. I was shirtless, and their eyes swept over me.

Viktoria set the table, and Nathalie came with the pot in her hands. She’d made a stew for us with root vegetables, fatty chunks of meat, cream, herbs and spices. The dish blended so well with the scenery. “So, you can come and sit,” Nathalie said happily after putting the basket of bread next to the pot.

My stomach was growling, and I quickly had a seat with my girls. Nathalie served us a bowl each, and I craned my neck over mine. It had a creamy, light brown sauce, and the meat and vegetables were golden brown. “It’s beautiful,” I said.

“Thank you,” Nathalie said, honored.

Fragrant steam rose from the bowls, spreading the savory scent of herbs, meat and vegetables. I dipped my spoon into the caramel-colored stew. I tasted it, and the meat melted in my mouth. It had a gamey, distinct wild flavor and was stronger than regular meat. I took another spoon with vegetables soaked with the stew’s flavor. It was divine. Everything she made was heavenly. We occasionally talked about something random only to soak the bread into the stew.

We finished it in no time, and we were all stuffed. “The dinner warmed me,” Viktoria said and laid the spoon back into the bowl. It was evening. The gentle breeze rustled the leaves of the nearby trees. The crickets chirped in the distance and occasionally a night bird sang soothing melodies. The wispy clouds caught fire as the sunlight faded.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was a delicacy.”

“You truly have a thing for cooking,” Viktoria said.

“I do,” Nathalie said with a sweet smile. “But the best part of it is the deed of doing something for someone you love.”

“Well said,” I told her and leaned back in the comfortable chair. They took the dishes, brewed the tea and prepared the dessert. “What do you have?”

“A carrot cake,” Nathalie said proudly. She placed the cake adorned with a generous layer of cream cheese frosting.

“That looks mouth-wateringly delicious,” I said.

“I baked it with love and care,” Nathalie said proudly.

My spoon glided right through the soft cake with ease, revealing a colorful interior. It was moist and dense, and the crumbs melted in my mouth.

Viktoria spilled some crumbs that rolled right into her young cleavage and also some frosting. She sucked her spoon long and hard, her cheeks hollowing out.

“Isn’t it difficult to bake this?” I asked after every crumb was in my mouth.

“It’s like second nature,” Nathalie said.

“What you did definitely looked like rocket science though,” Viktoria said. “She used like a million different techniques and ingredients.”

“A million?” Nathalie asked, giggling. She lifted the plate to her mouth and gave it a good lick.

“It seemed like it to me,” Viktoria said and also licked her plate.

“Anything is easy once you’ve mastered it,” I told them. I glanced over at the hot tub and also the beautiful sunset we had in front of us. It was tradition to end our days there before going to our bedroom. “I’ll get the hot tub ready while you take the remaining dishes.”

They nodded eagerly and scurried with the plates into the kitchen. I filled the hot tub, and they returned shortly after. We stripped off our clothes, and my eyes flitted from Viktoria to Nathalie. They were both shaven and glistening wet. Several juicy trails trickled down the insides of their thighs and dripped onto the floor. Their nipples were pink as strawberries but erect as the point of a pen. Every time I saw them nude, it triggered something in my brain. It was an urge to ravish them. I didn’t even notice when Viktoria came to my side and curled her young fingers around my length. “Should we hop in?”

“It’s either that or me standing here and gawking at you,” I said.

Nathalie also wrapped her fingers around my girth, smiling shyly as she stroked me up and down. “You’re so nice and hard.”

“And you’re both so nice and wet,” I told them.

“You have to lift us in,” Viktoria demanded.

I fulfilled her wish, grabbing her and lifting her into the hot tub. She giggled as usual. I grabbed Nathalie, coming face to face with her beautiful rack and lowered her into the tub. It was then my turn, to break through the foam and the surface of the steaming water.

We sank down, draping our arms over the edge of the tub. The steam rose, and with the lights under the water, there was a pink glow all around. Taking a deep breath, I picked up the rosy scent that hung in the air. It felt divine just to be able to lean back and relax. I pulled them closer to me, their tits partly concealed by the foam. If I peered intently, I could see their nipples hiding just above the surface of the water. They reached for my cock, stroking it intimately.

We enjoyed the sunset together. Before moving here, I rarely had the opportunity to witness something as beautiful as a sunset. I regretted that I hadn’t taken more breaks and enjoyed life a bit more. It was something I’d learned when moving out here. I didn’t want to look back on my life and regret that I’d spent too much time behind a desk.

We held onto each other and watched the pink and purple colors spread in the darkening sky. They glowed like magical embers and cast their light upon the clouds and treetops. The colors faded to a dark blue till we could see the stars in the sky.

“The stars are so bright,” Viktoria said. It was something we’d noticed months ago. There wasn’t that much light pollution here, or much pollution at all.

“Everything is brighter here,” Nathalie said. “It feels so special now that we are here by ourselves.”

“Yeah … no one to judge us that Ryan has two lovers,” Viktoria said and leaned her head on my shoulder.

As they kept stroking me, I hardened in their hands. The head of my cock rose from the water, and they held onto it like a handle. They refused to let go of it, and I let them stroke it. I knew we would have a hot threesome later, and I looked forward to it as well.

I stroked their hips and made my way to the promised land. I touched their fruits and became hungry for a second dessert. I leaned back and let my mind wander especially as they kept their hands wrapped around my cock. This was my life and something I had dreamed about before. It felt amazing that it had come to fruition.

Suddenly, I felt warm lips engulf my manhood.

“She always seizes the opportunity,” Viktoria said, and I knew whose lips were wrapped around my cock.

Opening my eyes, I saw Nathalie’s lips stretching around my girth. She bobbed her head forward and tried pushing it farther down.

“Ah, Nathalie,” I said and let my eyes slowly roll back as she kept giving me a head to die for.

She came off with a pop but kept her fingers curled around my length. “What are you thinking of?” Nathalie asked with a teasing grin.

“Just your heavenly blow job.”

“Can I try now?” Viktoria asked.

Nathalie passed on my erection to Viktoria. She opened wide and plunged my cock back into her sweet mouth. “She sucks well, doesn’t she?” Nathalie said and played with my hair. She sat upright, flashing her marvelous, dripping tits with pearly droplets clinging to her skin. They were so clean and seductive. I just wanted to bury my face right into her cleavage, licking every inch of her boobs.

“She sucks like a princess,” I said and watched the beautiful girl I’d worked with, plunging my cock to the back of her throat without gagging too much.

Nathalie eyed my lips, and I gravitated toward her. My lips touched hers, causing sparks. We parted a little to swirl our tongues together before pressing our lips together once again. We locked and held the kiss, tasting each other.

Cupping her neck, I reached for her tit, squeezed it and flicked her stiff nipple side to side. The waves kept rippling as Viktoria kept bobbing her head, splashing onto us. With my right hand, I cupped Nathalie’s pussy, making a moan escape her lips. It was a threesome in the making.

“Viktoria … let’s continue in the bedroom,” I told her. It was difficult to say that since I wanted her to continue blowing me.

Viktoria came off with a wet pop, and I broke the kiss with Nathalie. “It’s so salty and manly,” Viktoria said and couldn’t drag her eyes off the purple tip.

“Come,” I said. “Let’s finish up this day.”

We had spent our day well and deserved to get some pleasure and rest. I lifted them out of the hot tub and handed them each a towel. We helped to dry each other and then we made our way to our master bedroom.

We were already nude and hopped onto the canopy bed. Viktoria pulled the white curtains together, providing extra privacy. “I love this bed.”

“So do I,” I said. It was spacious enough for five girls and a man. My erection was already towering over them, and they eyed it in awe. “Go on and suck me. Viktoria, you go first.”

Viktoria beamed, pushed her hair behind her ears and opened wide. She engulfed my cock in her warm mouth, soaking my cock as her lips slid up and down my manhood. She looked up at me through her eyelashes. She took me deep down her throat, and I felt the muscles contract around my sensitive head and the rest of my shaft. She gagged a little and flicked her eyes to mine again, slowly coming off and leaving my manhood warm and drenched. She passed it onto Nathalie, who happily took it into her mouth, sealed her lips tight around the head and slid my cock in and out, leaving a sopping trail of saliva behind.

“Ah, gosh,” I said as I twitched in their mouths. It was especially sexy seeing Nathalie taking me deep down. Her boobs reached my legs, and they were all creamy and nice to fondle with as I leaned forward and tried grabbing a chunk.

They kept taking turns blowing me, passing my erection from one mouth to another. Both of them were generous with eye contact, looking at me like I was the only man in this world and making sure to suck me as hard as possible. “Hmm.”

Viktoria came off with a wet pop, smiling now that she finally got my cock in her mouth.

“Come here and kiss me for a little while Nathalie enjoys my manhood,” I told her.

Viktoria crawled to me and leaned in for a kiss. As soon as our lips hit, Nathalie’s lips touched my cock, and it felt like all three of us were in sync as we had a common goal to pleasure each other. Our lips and tongues twined together, and Viktoria’s soft, velvety lips tasted sweeter than a cherry, and at the same time, Nathalie gagged a little as she pushed my cock all the way to the hilt. I caressed every part of Viktoria’s goddess-like body, and I pulled her flesh closer to mine and searched the crack of her ass and slid my hand back and forth. She bit her bottom lip as Nathalie kept eagerly sucking me. And I trailed my fingers down to Viktoria’s pussy and felt a wetness unlike any other.

Nathalie came off with a pop and jerked my cock as if it were a bar of soap. “Lay down,” I told Viktoria as I knew I had to enter a pussy before it was too late. She lay down and spread her legs. I didn’t have to tell Nathalie what to do as she lowered her lovely bottom onto Viktoria’s face; at the same moment, I thrust my cock into her depths. I slowly pushed all the way to the hilt and leaned forward to Nathalie. I cupped her neck and slipped my tongue into her mouth, kissing her passionately and holding onto her for dear life as I tried to keep up the fucking rhythm, sliding in and out while fondling Nathalie’s breasts. She giggled as we were all stimulated in every way possible.

My cock glided in and out effortlessly. We didn’t break the kiss, holding it for as long as we could. But it started becoming difficult as I whimpered with pleasure. The sensation became too strong, and I was about to reach the peak. Viktoria tightened and released her vaginal muscles on me, pleasuring me some more.

Moan after moan escaped Nathalie’s lips, and we broke the kiss while a string of saliva stretched from lip to lip. We looked into each other’s eyes as we both reached the peak at the same time. I drove my erection into Viktoria’s depths and spilled out some precum. I pulled out and pushed back and exploded, sending blast after blast into her heat. I closed my eyes and purred for a moment as it felt like I’d arrived in heaven. Her pussy contracted, hugging my cock like a warm glow as she desperately tried to milk out every drop.

Opening my eyes, I watched how Nathalie kept her eyes glued on mine. She leaned forward and sought my lips, and I kissed her, slipping in my tongue and fondling a little with her breasts as I was still entrenched in Viktoria’s depths.

Viktoria patted Nathalie’s ass and Nathalie swung her legs off Viktoria’s face. Viktoria glistened with Nathalie’s wetness; sticky honey trailed down all over her face as she licked her lips. Nathalie sat on her knees next to me and pushed her hair behind her ears. “Should we have a taste?” she asked Viktoria. Viktoria’s eyes softened, and a flush of warmth graced her cheeks, coloring them rosy. There was no tension or worry on her face and her features were peaceful and serene. It was as if my cock had brought her to heaven.

She found herself in a state of pleasure and sighed in contentment. “Yeah. You know I love Ryan’s cum.”

Nathalie turned to me and waited for me to pull out, which I did, and Viktoria’s walls hugged till the very end. I dragged out a river of cum with me that ran over Viktoria’s pink, wet folds. Nathalie’s eyes widened, and she leaned into Viktoria’s womanhood and pressed her tongue close to her pink entrance, drinking in the cum as if drinking from a faucet. She filled her mouth and swallowed, filled it again and quickly went close to Viktoria, who quickly opened her mouth. Nathalie dumped my stringy seed into Viktoria’s mouth which landed on her tongue and some spilled on her lips.

“Have you had enough of my cum now?” I asked both of them and craved to cuddle with them.

Viktoria and Nathalie nodded eagerly. They traditionally wrapped their legs around mine and draped their arms around my chest. “I love threesomes,” Viktoria said. “When we all get together and pleasure each other.”

I loved it too. There had been some rare occasions I had my way with them individually, but that was because I wanted to. “His cum is delicious after having been in you,” Nathalie said and reached over to touch her best friend’s breast.

“Even sweeter when you dump it into my mouth,” Viktoria said with a giggle.

I remembered the first cum swap they’d done. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Ever since, they’d been in love sharing me with each other, especially when they saw how turned on I became.

“Tomorrow … How about we go on a camping trip?”

“I’m game,” Viktoria said. “As long as you’ll protect us from wild beasts.”

“There are no beasts out there,” I said and let my hand run down her shoulders.

“You hunt them every day,” Viktoria pointed out.

I chuckled. “They won’t do anything to you.”

“Can I ride my horse?” Nathalie asked.

“Of course, you can,” I said.

“This will be so much fun,” Viktoria said and squeezed me in a sideways hug. “I’ve never even slept outdoors in the wilderness.”

I was the only one who’d gone with my father on camping trips, so I had the necessary experiences. “Never?”

“Nope,” Viktoria said, disappointed. “I didn’t have a strong man to protect me.”

“You guys are forgetting something,” Nathalie said, her eyes lighting up. “Think of all the sex we can have outdoors.”

“That would be so dirty of us,” Viktoria said and giggled. “Think if we get caught?”

“I haven’t seen anyone out there yet,” I told her and kissed Viktoria’s forehead. “We can have sex wherever we want there.”

“And you will protect us from wild beasts.”

“I will, Viktoria. I will.” I turned to Nathalie and kissed her forehead as well, pulling them both closer to me as we finished off another memorable and beautiful day.


Afterword

Thanks for reading Ryan and His Beauties If you enjoyed this book, please leave a short (or long!) review on Amazon or Goodreads.

If you want a free taboo harem book and want to know when I publish a new story, you can go to my website https://jackpinkhunter.com/ and sign up for my newsletter.

Or if you want to get in touch with me, you can contact me at author@jackpinkhunter.com
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