
        
            
                
            
        

    




Jack Pinkhunter

Ryan and His Beauties 2



Copyright © 2024 by Jack Pinkhunter

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Jack Pinkhunter asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Jack Pinkhunter has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

Find out more at reedsy.com






Contents


	
Chapter 1


	
Chapter 2


	
Chapter 3


	
Chapter 4


	
Chapter 5


	
Chapter 6


	
Chapter 7


	
Chapter 8


	
Chapter 9


	
Chapter 10


	
Chapter 11


	
Chapter 12


	
Epilogue


	
Afterword







Chapter 1









M
 y fingers clenched around the cold metal of my rifle as I trudged through the forest. It was a hot August day, the sun beating down on me, causing sweat trickles to run down my forehead. I found myself deep in the beautiful Eldorado Forest. Pine trees dominated the landscape, and because of the recent heatwave, the grass had turned dry and brittle. Insects buzzed around, and the wind rustled the twigs—small, pleasant sounds that filled the quiet. I spotted a hawk circling in the clear blue sky and a squirrel darting from branch to branch. I loved this place. It was untouched and pure.

After living in the city for most of my life, it was easy to appreciate this kind of peace, free from smog and the constant hum of traffic. The air was so much fresher here, crisp and minty.

My girls were behind me, and we were out camping. We’d been living together for over two months, and everything had gone smoothly. They were everything I could have possibly wished for—grateful and beautiful. I loved them, and I knew we had many pleasant years ahead of us.

They spent most of their time outside, gardening or taking care of the animals. Nathalie loved riding her horse. She’d even managed to talk Viktoria into riding, though Viktoria was afraid of falling off, so she’d only ride with Nathalie. Even with the chickens, lambs, and our cow, I still hunted on occasion. We bought wheat and vegetables from a nearby farm, but the girls tried to grow some themselves.

We had set up camp near a small lake. Luckily, we had it all to ourselves for now. There was something magical about sleeping in a tent, nestled between my girls and bathed in fresh air. Just before bedtime, we could see every star in the sky, and they loved pointing out constellations and shapes in the clouds.

I heard the crunch of dry pine needles beneath my boots as I pressed on, scanning the forest for game. I wasn’t looking for anything too big—a bird would do for today. We’d had sandwiches for breakfast earlier, so I was hoping to spot a wild turkey.

As I moved deeper into the forest, the air thickened with the scent of pine and dry earth. The forest fell silent for a moment before the birds resumed their chirping. The sound of running water caught my attention, and I veered slightly to the left, following the soft burble. As I approached, I found a small clearing where a stream cut through the forest floor. Perfect hunting ground.

I crouched behind a fallen log, my eyes scanning the area. Minutes ticked by, but I wasn’t in a rush. I had all the time in the world out here in nature.

Then, I saw it—a plump wild turkey, its feathers gleaming in the sunlight as it pecked at the ground near the stream’s edge.

It looked delicious, and I hoped it would be a little fatty. I wasn’t a fan of dry meat, though the gamey taste often made up for it. A smile spread across my face. As much as I loved hunting, I also wanted to get back to Nathalie and Viktoria. I’d promised them I wouldn’t go too far, but I had my phone on me if they needed to call.

Slowly, I raised my rifle, taking aim. The turkey remained oblivious, continuing its foraging. I steadied my breath, finger poised on the trigger. The turkey suddenly froze, its beady eyes darted around, searching for danger. After a tense moment, it seemed to relax, lowering its head once more. I refocused, determined not to let this opportunity slip away.

I pulled the trigger, and a loud crack echoed through the trees. The turkey dropped instantly, smoke swirling from the barrel. Satisfied, I made my way toward my prize.

I crouched over it, noticing the blood seeping into the soil. Flipping it over, I saw the bullet had gone straight through it. The bird took its last breath before going completely still. It was done. Now it was time to prepare it for dinner.

Grabbing the turkey, I turned back and retraced my steps. I recognized the shimmering lake first, then saw my girls nearby. I focused on Viktoria first, her glossy hair catching the sunlight as she knelt next to Nathalie, both busy foraging. I admired their unbreakable friendship. They had both been through so much at a young age, yet here they were. smiling and optimistic despite their setbacks. Viktoria often shrugged off my compliments, saying it was because of me, but I always reassured her that she was strong—stronger than she realized—with a tender heart and a beauty few could match.

Viktoria pushed her hair behind her ears and looked up at me, a smile blossoming on her face. She waved, and I noticed a small flower tucked behind her ear, matching the soft pink flush on her cheeks.

With her sun-kissed complexion, Nathalie looked over too, her blonde hair glowing in the afternoon light. Her facial features were flawless and perfectly symmetrical. Taller than Viktoria, she could’ve easily become a model if she wanted to.

“What do you have there?” Nathalie asked as I dropped the turkey near the campfire ring.

“A dead turkey,” I replied, sitting down with them for a moment.

“Don’t call it dead,” Viktoria teased, giving me a playful look.

“I can’t think of a more ‘feminine’ way to put it,” I joked.

“How about ‘our dinner’?” Viktoria grinned.

“I didn’t think of that,” I chuckled, then glanced at their foraged goods. “So, aside from flowers, what else did you find?”

Proudly, they showed me tubers that looked like small potatoes. They had also picked some herbs, which would be perfect for the stew.

“We’re not sure if these are edible, though,” Nathalie said, holding up a tuber that looked like a wild carrot.

“Well, I guess we’ll find out,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “Anyone up for a little culinary experiment?”

Viktoria laughed. “As long as you go first.”

I patted her on the back. “Relax, I’m just kidding. They’re edible.”

“We figured,” Nathalie said with a smile before taking a deep breath. “Someone could really use a shower—and maybe a few more flowers.”

“You two are all the flowers I need,” I replied, though she was right. I’d sweated a ton during the hunt. I peeled off my shirt, which was sticking to my back.

“Let me help,” Viktoria said, coming over to roll up my shirt. She pulled it over my head and neatly folded it next to our tent. She quickly plopped down beside me again.

The tent was behind us, and the lake was in front of us. This place was tucked away from the main trails, giving us privacy. Apart from camping and hiking the nearby national parks, we hadn’t explored much outside—though Nathalie had mentioned going to a restaurant. I was tempted too. I missed a bit of civilization, but I knew people would judge our relationship.

I glanced at them both, noticing how their eyes lingered on my bare chest. “So, are you going to leave me half-naked, or will you peel off your tops?”

Nathalie grinned. “What do you have in mind?”

“How about we hop into the lake and go for a swim?” I suggested.

They were both in the mood for fun, so we got to our feet.

“Should we be nude?” Viktoria asked, a little hesitant.

“Duh,” Nathalie replied with a playful smirk. “Why would you swim with your clothes on?”

Viktoria glanced around, eyeing the trees. “I dunno, maybe someone’s out there, creeping on us.”

Nathalie, always the more free-spirited of the two, shrugged as she tugged at her shirt. “Please, our man will keep watch and scare off any creeps, right?”

I chuckled. “I’ve got your backs. No creeps here.”

Viktoria laughed, her shyness fading. “Alright then. Let’s do this.”

Viktoria helped Nathalie undress. They were both wearing tops and skirts. Viktoria pulled the top over Nathalie’s head and went behind her back to unhook her bra till it fell to the ground, revealing her gorgeous boobs. They sat high and firm on her chest, as fresh and round as they could be. She was a well-endowed young woman. As soon as I saw them, I felt an instant pull toward her. I wanted to explore her further, cup her beautiful breasts and hold them till her warmth seeped into my hands.

“You’re up next,” Nathalie said and whirled around to her best friend with a grin, her boobs jiggling with the move.

Viktoria struggled with her top. “Someone help me, please?”

“I’m on it,” Nathalie said, laughing as she gently tugged the shirt over Viktoria’s head.

“Ugh,” Viktoria muttered, blushing. “It’s not as easy as it looks.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got your back.” Nathalie moved behind her again, quickly unhooking Viktoria’s bra and letting it fall to the grass like a feather drifting from a bird. Viktoria blushed deeper and crossed her arms over her chest, still a bit shy despite our time together. I stepped closer and gave her a reassuring smile, rubbing her shoulder.

“You’re beautiful,” I said softly. “No need to hide … let those petals unfold.”

Viktoria slowly lowered her arms, revealing her tear-drops, perky breasts with rosy nipples that hardened in the open air. I felt a familiar stirring of desire as I admired them both. I always did, feeling the natural urge to take them both.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice low and soft.

“We’re not done yet,” Nathalie teased, waggling her eyebrows.

They then turned their attention to their bottoms, bending over to slide their skirts down to their ankles along with their panties, revealing their pink, glistening fruits. As always, they neatly folded their clothes, something they did out of habit. They were good girls, always taking care of the house without me having to ask.

Nathalie turned to me, giving me a look. “Are you just going to stand there?” she asked and tugged at my pants.

“Your turn,” Viktoria said to me with a coy smile.

“I was a bit distracted by your beauty.” I quickly peeled off my remaining clothes, my excitement as clear as their stiff nipples. The girls giggled and shared a look when I revealed my semi-hard cock. They still hadn’t gotten used to it.

But instead of touching it, Nathalie called out suddenly, “Race you to the water!” She took off running toward the lake, her blonde hair streaming behind her and her bottom bouncing sensually.

Viktoria and I exchanged grins before chasing after her. The cool water felt amazing as we splashed in, laughing and playfully splashing each other till we were all equally soaked. The sound of beautiful girls laughing was a sound that I couldn’t get enough of.

After several minutes of letting loose, feeling like a child again, I caught Viktoria around the waist and pulled her close. We eyed each other’s lips, and it all felt so natural when I kissed her deeply. The water lapped around us, and I felt a heat inside me that seemed to spread to the waves.

My hands explored her precious back, from the curve of her bottom to her slender shoulders. Her breath just grew hotter, and her tongue became more playful. We lost ourselves in the kiss.

When we broke apart, I saw Nathalie watching us with a mix of affection and desire in her eyes. “Don’t leave me out,” she said playfully, swimming over to us.

“There’s room for you too,” I said. I curled my right arm around Viktoria’s waist, holding her close to me while Nathalie came swimming into my left embrace. I curled my arm around her waist too, reaching up to her tits that kept playing peek-a-boo with the water, squeezing them lightly. I eyed her smooth, crack-free lips, and I pressed mine to hers. They were as soft as rose petals and smooth and polished as seashells … and at the same time tasted as sweet as a ripe fruit.

Her tongue was a bit more eager than Viktoria’s, as if thirsting for more. I let the kiss linger, matching her intensity, feeling the heat rise between us.

Eventually, Nathalie pulled back, her eyes still heavy with lust and affection. I looked between the two of them, holding them close, grateful for this moment. There was nowhere else I’d rather be.

“You always know how to take my breath away,” Nathalie whispered, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

Viktoria leaned in, resting her head on my shoulder. “We’re lucky to have you,” she said softly, her voice full of warmth.

“No,” I said, glancing between them, fully aware that most guys my age weren’t as lucky to have such young, beautiful women in their lives. “I’m the lucky one.”

They both smiled at me and for a moment, everything felt perfect—just the three of us, hidden away from the world.

After the kiss, the mood shifted, becoming more playful. The girls started to flirt and toss around ideas for what to do with the rest of the sunny afternoon.

“How about tag?” Nathalie suggested, a mischievous grin on her face.

“Ryan will catch either of us in no time,” Viktoria said with a small laugh, but I could tell by her tone that she was into the idea, too.

I smirked. “Alright, how about this: if I tag one of you, then both of you have to chase me, and only one of you has to tag me.” I hadn’t played tag in years, but that was one of the things I loved about being with them—they made me feel young again like no one else could.

Nathalie and Viktoria exchanged glances. “You start!” they both exclaimed and swam away with a giggle. While they’d been so close to me, they’d numbed my senses. Now they didn’t leave me much of a choice. I had to chase them if I wanted to hold them close to me again.

I grinned, watching their squirming bodies slice through the water as they swam away. The game was on. I gave them a few seconds head start before diving under the surface and swimming after them.

The cool water rushed past me as I pursued my prey. I could see Viktoria’s legs kicking just ahead, her pale skin glowing beneath the water. With a burst of speed, I reached out and grabbed her ankle.

We both surfaced, laughing and splashing water at each other. “Got you!” I exclaimed.

Viktoria’s wet hair clung to her face as she giggled. “Nathalie, help! We have to catch him now.”

Nathalie swam over, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Let’s get him!”

I took off swimming, hearing their delighted shrieks behind me as they chased me. The lake wasn’t huge, but it was big enough to give us room to play. I swam in zig-zags, occasionally glancing back to see them hot on my trail.

Suddenly, I felt a hand grab my foot. Nathalie had caught up. I turned, ready to accept the defeat, but she surprised me by wrapping her legs around my waist and pressing her body against mine.

“Caught you,” she purred, her breasts pressed against my chest while her arms locked around my neck. She rubbed her breasts deliciously over my neck and planted a wet kiss on my cheek. “Catch me if you can.”

She let go of me, and they swam away with a giggle. I hurried after them. I aimed my eyes at Nathalie’s flowing blonde hair, looking extra beautiful as it fanned out over the shimmering water. She shrieked as I reached closer, gently touching her ankle. “Good luck,” I wished her.

“Did he get you?” Viktoria asked her.

“He did,” Nathalie said and it was back to being chased.

We kept playing until I noticed they were starting to tire. In the end, they were both back in my arms, catching their breath. As we slowed down, Viktoria glanced around the forest, clinging a little closer to me.

“Even if someone was
 out there,” I said softly, rubbing her back, “it’s not like we’re doing anything illegal.”

“Being nude in public?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I wouldn’t exactly call this a public space,” I replied, running my fingers through her glossy hair.

“I guess you’re right… you’re always right,” Viktoria murmured, resting her head against my shoulder.

“Not always,” I said gently.

“Nuh-uh,” she teased, refusing to concede.

I just hugged her tighter.

“This has been the best summer of my life,” Viktoria whispered.

“Mine too,” I said, meaning every word. “Should we head back?” Time always seemed to slip away whenever we were having fun. The sun had already begun its slow descent, casting a warm glow over the lake. They both nodded, and we swam back to shore.

We wrapped ourselves in towels, letting the sun’s last rays dry us off as we settled into our chairs. It was refreshing to cool off in the lake, and the playful moments had been the perfect highlight.

“Do you still keep in touch with any of your friends back in LA?” Viktoria asked curiously, adjusting her towel just above her chest, giving me a glimpse of her cleavage.

“Some,” I said, draping my arm over her shoulders. “Why do you ask?”

“I’m just curious,” she replied. “You have so many friends there.”

“Maybe, but you can count your real friends on one hand,” I said. “People throw the word ‘friend’ around too easily. Some are just people you know or talk to.”

“I’ve never thought about it that way,” Viktoria said thoughtfully, glancing over at Nathalie. She raised her thumb. “This spot is reserved for you… forever.”

Nathalie leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “And my thumb’s reserved for you… forever.”

We talked about all kinds of things until we started getting hungry. I began butchering the turkey while they chopped the tubers they’d gathered earlier. We were making a stew, so once I’d cut the turkey into manageable pieces, I got the fire going and filled the pot with water.

I threw on my clothes, glancing over at Viktoria and Nathalie, who were still wrapped in their towels, their hair damp and tousled from our swim. Viktoria caught my eye and smiled shyly, a faint blush creeping up her cheeks. Nathalie noticed and nudged her playfully, whispering something that made Viktoria giggle.

“What’s so funny over there?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Nathalie grinned mischievously. “Oh, nothing. Just girl talk.”

I shook my head with a smile. “Alright, keep your secrets.”

Nathalie shot me a playful look. “It won’t be a secret after tonight.”

Viktoria lowered her voice, teasing, “We were talking about how we wanted to share you tonight.”

I smirked and said, “Well, we’ve gotta eat first. How are those veggies coming along?”

“Almost done,” Viktoria said, holding up a bowl of neatly chopped carrots and herbs.

We tossed them into the pot as the fire crackled, the steam rising steadily and filling the air with the mouthwatering scent of our dinner.

As the stew simmered, releasing its delicious aroma, we gathered around the fire. The girls had slipped into loose t-shirts, their long legs bare and stretched toward the warmth. I couldn’t help but admire the way the firelight flickered across their skin.

“It smells amazing,” Nathalie said, leaning in to take a deep breath. “I’m starving after all that swimming.”

Viktoria nodded in agreement, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames. “It’s so peaceful out here,” she murmured. “I never want to leave.”

I reached over and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “We don’t have to,” I said softly. “We can stay as long as we want.”

Nathalie inched closer, resting her head on my shoulder. “Good,” she whispered. “Because I think we’ve found our little piece of paradise.”

The place itself was simple, not the prettiest I’d ever seen, but it didn’t matter. With them, anywhere could feel like paradise.

As the sky darkened and the first stars appeared, we filled our bowls with the steaming stew. The rich flavor of the wild turkey paired perfectly with the earthy taste of the foraged vegetables.

After dinner, we spread out on a blanket, gazing up at the star-filled sky. It had become a tradition for us, something we did almost every night. Viktoria and Nathalie cuddled close on either side of me, their warmth keeping the evening chill at bay.

“Look at all the stars,” Viktoria said. “They’re so pretty but kind of mysterious, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, there’s something magical about them,” I replied. “They remind me of all the beauties in this world.”

Viktoria glanced up at me, smiling. “Which am I?”

I pointed at one star that blinked the brightest. “That one.” Then I moved my finger a bit to the left, indicating another bright star. “That one is you, Nathalie.”

They both smiled wider, cuddling up to me.

As we lay there gazing at the stars, I felt a deep sense of peace. The gentle sounds of the forest at night surrounded us—crickets chirping, an owl hooting in the distance, and the soft lapping of water at the lake’s edge.

Viktoria’s hand found mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. On my other side, Nathalie nuzzled closer, her breath warm against my neck. The weight of their bodies pressing against me was comforting, but it also stirred something within me. As it grew colder, they snuggled even closer, sharing our body heat.

“I never thought I could be this happy,” Viktoria whispered, her voice barely audible.

I turned my head to look at her; her body was illuminated by the soft glow of the dying campfire. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.

“What’s wrong?” I asked softly, squeezing her hand.

She shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “Nothing’s wrong. That’s just it. For the first time in my life, everything feels… right. Nothing would have been right without you.”

Viktoria looked a bit shy as I searched her gaze. She often talked about how grateful she was to have me, but if she only understood what kind of love she provided me after all my failed relationships. I tucked some of her hair behind her ears so I could see her pretty face better. She had a small nose, pink lips, and naturally rosy cheeks.

“You know I feel the same,” I said. “It never felt right to stress and obsess over a business or juggle so many relationships that mostly turned sour. My life wouldn’t have been the same without you, either.”

“I’m glad,” she said, smiling sincerely. “I felt so lost and helpless until you came along and rescued me from my misery.”

It wasn’t just Viktoria—Nathalie clung to me, too.

“I feel the same,” she said softly. “Because of you, I’m on better terms with my mom.”

“How’s she doing?” I asked.

Nathalie broke into a wide smile, telling me everything I needed to know.

“She’s doing so much better now,” she said. “She doesn’t have to pay rent anymore or take care of me. It’s made such a difference. I can hear it when we talk.”

“That’s great,” I said, smiling at them both.

We shared a moment of silence, just enjoying the peace. My eyelids grew heavier, but my desire stirred to life. I never liked going to bed too tired—I preferred to have my way with them before we slept.

“Should we head to bed?” I suggested softly, glancing at both of them.

Viktoria nodded, grabbing my arm. “Yeah, I’m getting sleepy.”

Nathalie stretched beside me. “Me too, but I’m not quite ready for this night to end.” She winked, and I knew exactly what that meant.

I stood up first and helped them to their feet. They gathered the blanket, and by the moonlight, I could see their nipples pressing against their clothes.

“You’re not too tired, right?” Nathalie asked Viktoria.

“No,” Viktoria giggled.

We headed inside the tent. Inside, we arranged our sleeping bags close together, creating one large bed. The girls slipped out of their t-shirts, their nude forms barely visible in the dim light filtering through the tent fabric and the fire being reduced to embers.

As I settled between them, I felt their soft skin pressed against mine. Viktoria cuddled up to my left side, her head resting on my chest. Nathalie pressed herself against my right, her leg draping over mine.

“This is perfect,” Viktoria murmured, her breath warm against my skin.

Nathalie’s hand began to wander, tracing lazy patterns across my chest before taking a step below my rod. Viktoria’s hand joined Nathalie’s, both girls exploring my body with gentle touches. I ran my hands along theirs as well, noticing how smooth they were. We then descended into gentle kisses. I took my time with each of them. It didn’t take them long to get into the mood when they were so young and fertile. As usual, I had my way with both of them in the tent. I mounted Viktoria first, spreading her legs and lined up my erection with her hole. With a gentle push, I slid inside her. She kept moistening for every thrust, squeezing me harder as well.

The tent got quickly filled with our lovemaking and after a couple of more thrusts, I finished deep inside her, filling her pink interior with my seed. We looked into each other’s eyes throughout the climax, reminding me of that first night I took her virginity. She was a bit more used to it now, enjoying every inch of my size.

As I pulled out from her stretched hole. I turned my attention to Nathalie. She wrapped her leg around mine again, lightly rubbing it up and down. There wasn’t much foreplay needed with her as well. This was a standard night for all three of us. I’d take them one after another, sometimes during the day and sometimes during the night. It wasn’t difficult when they were so pretty, and I quickly grew hard again after a couple of kisses. She rolled on top of me and started kissing my neck. It was a wonderful position to be in and I kept hardening inside her till it was my turn to roll her over and plunge my erection inside her.

I started slowly and then quickened my pace, her big, springy boobs jiggling. Loud moans escaped from her lips. She didn’t hold anything in, letting out every sound of pleasure as our flesh kept smacking.

For the second time, I didn’t need much time to finish it off. Eventually, I flooded her hole with my cum as well, leaving us both breathless and slightly sweaty.

Pulling out, I lay in the middle, but they still clung to me, draping their arms over my chest, and their breaths were warm against my neck.

We wished each other goodnight and quickly fell asleep.





Chapter 2





I
 t was the middle of the day, and we’d just gotten home from our camping trip. The girls didn’t seem tired though. As soon as we got home, they cooked a late breakfast of scrambled eggs and bacon. That’s when I realized we needed to fetch some wheat from the neighboring farm.

After we ate, I answered a few emails, and when I came downstairs, the girls were outside, dressed in skirts and tops, busy in the garden.

“I’m going to take a quick trip to Jody’s,” I told them.

They both wore matching sun hats, glancing up at me from under the brims. “Bring us back some cookies,” Viktoria said with a sweet smile.

“I’m sure she’ll send me home with a basket or two,” I replied. “What are you planting?”

“Tomatoes,” Nathalie said, frowning a little. “But they’re stubborn. They take forever to grow.”

“They’ll be worth it,” I said, smiling. “Homegrown tomatoes are the best.”

Viktoria wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. “I hope so. It feels like we’ve been working on this for weeks.”

“Don’t work too hard,” I said, stepping closer to the door. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

Nathalie glanced up, a playful grin on her face. “If Jody doesn’t trap you with her tea and long stories.”

I laughed. “I’ll make a quick escape.”

“Good,” Viktoria added. “We’ll be waiting for those cookies.”

I waved and headed out the door, smiling as I heard their laughter behind me. On my way, I texted Jody to let her know I’d be there soon. To my surprise, she responded almost instantly. I had expected people out here to take their time, not constantly check their phones—but I guess I was wrong. She replied, saying it was the perfect time to come over. She still had plenty of wheat and vegetables for sale.

With my hands stuffed in my pockets, I headed out. It was a twenty-minute walk, just as peaceful as being in the forest. The gravel crunched under my feet, and fields of grass stretched out ahead of me. The sky was partly cloudy, the sun appearing and disappearing behind patches of clouds. One moment, it would blaze down on me, and the next, it would slip away, leaving the air cooler.

I thought about Jody and how friendly she could be. She was the one who had helped us buy the horse and the rest of our animals, acting as a broker since she knew this place as well as the back of her hand.

She was intrigued by our unconventional relationship, and thankfully, she wasn’t judgmental. She once told me she had a daughter working in Sacramento, but it sounded like her girl was struggling, and Jody wasn’t doing much better herself. She’d inherited the land and the farm from her late husband. Though she didn’t stress too much about the future, she wasn’t exactly well-off either.

I drew in a deep breath of the clean air. Everything felt good at the moment, and I wished I’d moved here much earlier in my life. It almost felt too perfect. It was hard to explain the joy and peace I felt here, but it was something that had been missing in my life, just like Nathalie and Viktoria had been.

I reached Jody’s little farm. She had chickens, ducks, a vegetable plot, and a small wheat field. It wasn’t big, but the house looked beautiful. It was freshly painted white, its exterior glowing in the sunlight. The hedges were neatly trimmed, and flowers bloomed along the pathway. Jody stood on the porch, waiting for me.

Wearing tight jeans and a top that lifted her full, motherly chest, she had long auburn hair and stunning legs. The years had been kind to her face. It wasn’t just the freckles I found pretty but her high cheekbones and her piercing blue eyes. She was forty, and had a nineteen-year-old daughter named Olivia. I couldn’t lie, but I did find Jody attractive. She had a nice golden tan, and unlike many other women, she’d aged well, her skin still smooth and golden from staying in the sun and taking care of herself.

“How’s it going?” she asked, tossing a lock of her hair over her shoulder.

“Everything’s good,” I said.

“Cookies and tea?” she offered with a smile.

“As always,” I replied.

She led me to the back of the porch, and we both settled down. She filled my cup and brought over a plate of cookies studded with caramel and topped with flakes of salt. My mouth watered a bit. I wasn’t the biggest fan of sweets, but she made those cookies look tempting.

“Lovely, thank you. Always such a warm welcome,” I said.

“I’m a bit lonely here, as you can probably tell,” she said with a wink. “I talk to my daughter every other day, and my neighbors stop by now and then, but other than that, I’m glad you guys moved in.”

I admired how quickly Jody had managed to cope with her husband’s death. She had told me about the car accident that happened a few years back. Sometimes, wounds are still visible even a decade later, but she looked as healthy as ever. “I have nothing else but love for this place,” I said.

“I’m glad… So, why didn’t you bring your pretty birds over?” she asked, winking again.

“They were busy gardening,” I replied.

“And how’s Pearl?” she asked.

Pearl was the horse I’d gotten for Nathalie. “She’s in great shape, according to Nathalie. I don’t know much about horses, but she rides her every day.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Jody said with a smile. “She’s a gentle horse. Viktoria doesn’t need to worry about falling off.”

“I’ll remind her of that.”

“You certainly have an interesting relationship going on,” Jody said, taking a sip of her tea and lowering the cup to the saucer.

She mentioned it every time. Like most people, she was curious, so I didn’t hold it against her. “Yeah … I know it raises an eyebrow or two.”

“Don’t forget the envy—especially from men. It’s a man’s dream. You won’t find many girls like that.”

“I’d actually disagree,” I said, leaning back. “It’s not difficult to find girls open to our relationship, but finding quality girls is hard, that’s something I can definitely say.”

Jody tilted her head slightly, intrigued. “What’s a quality girl to you?”

“Someone grateful and feminine.”

“I see,” she said thoughtfully, nibbling on her cookie.

I grabbed one too, taking a bite and washing it down with the tea. “How’s your daughter doing?”

Jody’s smile faded a little, and her expression changed. “She got laid off a week ago and is struggling to find another job.”

“I know the job market is rough farther south, but I didn’t realize it’s bad in Sacramento too.”

“It is,” she said with a sigh. “I’ve told her she can come help me out here, but she doesn’t want to move back home with ‘mommy.’” She chuckled at the end, but there was a hint of sadness in it.

“There aren’t many kids eager to move back in with their parents,” I said, smiling a little.

“But I don’t bite,” Jody said, smiling again. “Unless you count hugs and kisses.”

I chuckled. “What about college?”

She waved her hand dismissively. “That’s the last thing on her mind. I’ve offered to help her financially if she wants to, but she doesn’t seem interested. She’s kinda in that ‘I don’t know what to do with my life’ phase.”

“Nathalie was there once too,” I said.

“What about Viktoria?” Jody asked, taking another bite of her cookie and spilling a few crumbs.

“When I met her, she was just trying to survive. She’s had it rough.”

“Oh,” Jody said, her expression softening with sympathy. “She’s so sweet.”

“I know,” I said. Viktoria’s kindness always stood out, and it made her hardships feel even more unfair. You couldn’t help but feel for someone like her.

“You have to bring them a basket of cookies,” Jody insisted.

I chuckled. “They asked me for some before I left.”

“I’m honored,” she said, placing her hand over her heart.

I finished my tea and cookie, and we both stood up. I was about to mention the wheat, but I didn’t want to interrupt her excitement as she busily prepared the basket. She filled it with homemade goodies, the sweet scent drifting toward me. She then carefully placed a red and white napkin over the top and handed it to me with a smile. “The basket is handmade too.”

“The girls will love these,” I said, appreciating not just the cookies but the thought and care that went into the basket itself. The gesture often meant more than the gift. I lowered the basket slightly, taking a moment to look at her face. I couldn’t help but wonder if her daughter, Olivia, was as pretty as she was. Our eyes met, and she blushed slightly. I guessed she’d accepted the idea that she was out of my league, but now, maybe she felt flattered by my attention.

“You’re welcome to stay longer, if you want,” she offered.

“I’d love to, but I really need to get back.”

Her smile lingered, but there was a slight flicker of disappointment. “I understand … your two little birds need some attention.”

“Yeah … Oh, and about that wheat,” I added, shifting the conversation.

She threw her head back and giggled. Then she lowered her head in her hands. “Sorry … Of course. I got a bit carried away.”

I patted her shoulder. “I’m not in a hurry.”

Jody led me around to the side of the house where she had a small storage shed. As we walked, I couldn’t help but notice the sway of her hips in those tight jeans. She opened the shed door, revealing stacked burlap sacks of wheat and crates of fresh vegetables.

“Here we are,” she said, gesturing inside. “I’ve got plenty of wheat like usual—it’s been a good season. And the vegetables are all picked fresh this morning.”

I stepped inside, inhaling the earthy scent of grains and veggies. Jody pointed out different varieties of wheat, giving me a recap. I’d told her before I had spent most of my time in a city, so I wasn’t used to the vocabulary here.

“Which type were you looking for?” she asked.

“Whatever you gave me last time,” I replied. “I’ll take a 50-pound sack of that.”

“Soft white wheat,” she said with a flirtatious smile.

“If you’re down to give me some lectures, I wouldn’t mind.”

She chuckled. “I have a feeling that I have a lot to teach, so my rates will be higher than normal.”

“Damn, you know how to negotiate,” I said and always admired a woman with those skills.

“My father was a real estate agent, so he taught me a thing or two,” she said proudly.

“He did a good job,” I said and checked out the veggies. “A bag of parsnips, potatoes, carrots and three cabbages.”

“Spices?”

“We got plenty from our camping trip.”

“Wild is the best, then organic and at the bottom is supermarket slob.”

“I couldn’t put it any better,” I said and agreed with her words. She hooked me up and handed me the bags.

I had to take the bags of veggies in my right hand while balancing the bag of wheat in my left hand. But then there was the basket of cookies. “I guess I have to take the basket of cookies with my teeth.

“Too masculine to ask a woman for help?” she flirted with me.

I laughed, shaking my head. “Not too masculine—just trying to maintain my dignity here.”

Jody grinned and stepped closer, gently taking the basket from my hand. “Let me help. I wouldn’t want to see you bite into the basket.”

“Sure. If you could take the parsnips and cabbage, then I promise I won’t damage the basket.”

She gladly took them. We set off down the gravel path, the late afternoon sun warming our backs. Jody walked beside me, carrying the bag of parsnips and cabbages and also the basket while I balanced the wheat and other vegetables.

“How was the camping?” she asked. “What do you think of this place?”

“I’m in love,” I said.

“I’m glad to hear it,” Jody said with a warm smile. “I fell in love with this place and this way of life, too.”

“You haven’t been able to convert your daughter?”

“Not yet,” she said, her expression a mix of concern and motherly pride. “I’m trying. She’s such a bright girl, always has been. But right now, she’s just… lost. Nineteen years old and unsure about everything.”

We walked past a field of tall grass swaying in the breeze. A hawk circled lazily in the sky overhead. “That’s pretty common at her age,” I offered.

“I know,” Jody nodded. “But it’s hard to watch. She was so excited to move to the city, to start her own life. But now she’s unemployed, barely making rent and living off her savings. I keep telling her she can come home, but…”

“She wants to prove herself,” I finished for her.

“Exactly,” Jody sighed. “But honestly, I don’t think degrees and careers are for everyone. Deep down, some of us just want to nurture children, have a stable family. I know it’s not a popular opinion these days.”

I nodded, understanding. “It’s true for a lot of people.”

“How much does she know about animals and farm life?” I asked.

“Quite a bit,” Jody said, a glimmer of hope in her eyes. “I’ve taught her a lot over the years.”

“Well, if she ever wants to visit, I could use the help,” I suggested.

Her curiosity rose. “What kind of help?”

“Trimming the hedges, milking, taking care of the animals… you name it. And don’t worry, I’ll pay her fairly.”

Jody chuckled. “I know you’re not that kind of guy. I’ll talk to her and see if she’s interested.”

As we approached my property, her eyes widened, just like they always did. “This place is so beautiful,” she said, looking around.

“I like the space,” I said. “It might seem like overkill with just the three of us, but I like the openness.”

When we reached the house, Nathalie and Viktoria stood up from the garden, brushing the dirt off their hands and knees. They waved as we approached.

“Did you bring a guest?” Viktoria asked with a smile.

“Sure did,” I said. “Jody was sweet enough to give me a helping hand.”

Jody looked at Viktoria with admiration, and I couldn’t blame her. It was hard to believe how kind and beautiful she’d become despite her tough upbringing. “These are for you,” Jody said, handing Viktoria the basket of cookies.

“Oh, thank you,” Viktoria said, taking a deep breath. “They smell amazing.”

“I had some earlier, and trust me, they’re even better than they smell,” I added, flattering Jody a little more.

Jody spent a few minutes chatting with Nathalie and Viktoria. I could tell she was curious about our relationship but chose not to pry. She didn’t judge me, which was rare for someone her age. Women in their forties were usually the loudest critics of age-gap relationships, but not Jody.

Before she left, Viktoria handed her a jar of lemonade. “It’s freshly made,” she said with a smile.

“That’s so thoughtful of you,” Jody said, accepting the jar and holding it to her chest.

“What did you use for sweetener?” Jody asked, curious.

“Sugar and love,” Nathalie replied with a wink.

Jody chuckled. “That’s all you need. Well, I’ll leave you three to it.”

“You’re welcome anytime,” I told her.

“You too, Ryan,” she said with a warm smile before turning to head back down the gravel path, jar of lemonade in hand.

“She’s so nice,” Viktoria said, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Yeah, she really is,” I agreed. “We got lucky having her as our neighbor.”

Nathalie, with her usual mischievous grin, chimed in, “I think she has nice hips. And boobs too.”

I smirked. “There’s more to her than just hips and boobs.”

Nathalie raised an eyebrow, not missing a beat. “Cookies?”

“She bakes lovely cookies, but there’s still more to her,” I said with a laugh. They both looked adorable with dirt smudges on their knees and cheeks from gardening. “Before you enjoy them, how about we head inside and get cleaned up?”

Nathalie grinned mischievously. “Race you to the shower!” She took off running towards the house.

Viktoria laughed and chased after her. “No fair, you got a head start!”

I chuckled, following them at a more leisurely pace. By the time I made it inside, I could hear the shower running upstairs and their giggles echoing down the hallway. I put away the vegetables and wheat.

“Ryan?” Nathalie cried from upstairs. “Are you coming?”

“A second!”

I headed up to join them. The bathroom was steamy when I entered, the large glass shower stall fogged up. I could make out their silhouettes through the glass—Nathalie’s tall, curvy form and Viktoria’s slightly smaller figure. They were playfully washing each other, hands roaming over soapy skin.

“Room for one more?” I asked as I started stripping off my clothes.

“We’re waiting for you,” Nathalie said.

I stepped into the shower, the warm water cascading over my body. Nathalie and Viktoria made room for me, their wet skin glistening. I helped them wash off the dirt on their fingers and knees from gardening. The hot water and steam relaxed my muscles after our camping trip.

Viktoria grabbed the soap and began lathering up my chest and arms. Her small hands felt wonderful as they massaged my skin. Nathalie moved behind me, running her soapy hands over my back and shoulders. I closed my eyes, enjoying their touch.

“You’re so tense,” Nathalie murmured, working out a knot in my shoulder. “Camping must have been hard on you.”

“The ground isn’t as comfortable as our bed,” I admitted.

Viktoria’s hands moved lower, washing my stomach and hips. I felt myself responding to her touch. She gave me a flirtatious look, her eyes flickering down. “We should help you relax,” she said softly.

“Alright, do your thing,” I told her.

She sank to her knees in front of me. Nathalie’s hands kept massaging my back as Viktoria took me in her mouth. I groaned, bracing one hand against the shower wall.

“Oh, that’s a good girl,” I said, glancing down. She looked up at me with her lips stretched around my girth and the tip slightly bulging at her throat. She had certainly gotten a hang of it since the first time she went down on me, perfectly gliding my manhood over her tongue. There were no teeth, just her soft, honeyed mouth.

My hips bucked, and I made sure to push her wet, brown hair behind her ears as she continued to bob her head. Nathalie pressed her body against my back, her breasts soft against my skin. She kissed my neck and shoulder, one hand snaking to my erection, stroking me while Viktoria took a breath. Then she went back, swallowing half of my manhood.

“That feels amazing,” I murmured, running my fingers through Viktoria’s wet hair. She’d done it so many times, that she knew exactly how I liked it, squeezing my sensitive head with her throat while looking me in the eyes.

“I’m not going to last much longer,” I warned.

Viktoria pulled back slightly, her hand replacing her mouth as she stroked me. “It’s okay,” she said softly.

With those words, she took me back into her mouth, sucking harder. Nathalie’s hands roamed lower, cupping and massaging my balls. The dual stimulation pushed me over the edge.

“Oh God,” I groaned as I climaxed, spilling into Viktoria’s eager mouth. She swallowed everything, licking me clean as I came down from my high. Or that’s what I thought. I was always high with these two, and the way they treated me. I hadn’t even asked for a head, but Viktoria went down and gave me one. I was so grateful to have them. She rose to her feet after having swallowed every drop. I pulled her into my arms, her wet, soapy breasts pressing against my chest.

I kissed her forehead, seeing her submissive smile spreading on her face. “Good girl,” I told her.

“I’m glad that I can do something for you,” Viktoria said demurely.

I took Nathalie’s hand and pulled her in as well, a three-way hug while we stood under the warm water.

* * *

As I pushed the mower across the lawn, the late afternoon sun cast long shadows over the grass. The steady hum of the engine and the fresh scent of freshly cut grass filled the air. It was peaceful work, giving me time to reflect on the day. Inside, the girls were making dinner, freshly showered and full of energy, chatting and teasing each other like they always did.

Nathalie was a talented cook, and I could already feel my anticipation growing, wondering what she was whipping up this time.

Just as I finished the last strip of lawn, my phone rang. It was Jody. My heart responded immediately, as it always did when she called.

“What’s up?” I answered, heading to the terrace to take a seat.

“Not much,” she replied, her tone warm. “I’ve got a steak pie in the oven that I’ll be digging into later. Have the girls tried the cookies yet?”

“They were supposed to save them for dessert,” I said with a chuckle, “but half the basket’s already gone.”

She laughed. “They’re not much different from Olivia, then… Which brings me to the reason I called. Do you have a minute?”

“Sure, I’m all ears,” I said, leaning back into the sofa.

“Well,” she began, “I was just talking to her—telling her for the thousandth time that she could come to stay with me. This time, though, I mentioned there was a wealthy man in town who could use some help around the place. That seemed to pique her interest.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I said. “It doesn’t hurt to try.”

“Exactly. That’s what I told her too. But honestly, she probably would’ve come anyway. With the way things are going, she’s barely able to make rent even with a job. Now that she’s out of work, it’s nearly impossible.”

“I see… So, I’m guessing you want to talk about job opportunities?”

“Right,” Jody said, her voice hopeful. “Is that offer still on the table?”

“Of course,” I told her. “I have to check in on my girls first, but I know they won’t be against it.”

“I’m glad,” Jody said, and I imagined her smile. “That’s all, I won’t disturb your lovely evening then.”

“Enjoy your pie,” I told her.

“Thank you, and I will,” she said.

As I ended the call with Jody, I couldn’t help but smile. The thought of having Olivia around to help out sparked my imagination. I wondered what she was like—if she shared her mother’s warmth and work ethic. I also thought about her looks, wondering whether she’d inherited some of her mother’s beauty. As soon as I thought of her, I noticed how I thought of her as an additional girl in my household. It wasn’t my intention. I wasn’t sure either what Jody would think of it.

I headed inside, the aroma of dinner filling the air. In the kitchen, Nathalie was stirring a pot on the stove while Viktoria set the table outside. Nathalie both looked up as I entered, her apron covered with spills.

“Perfect timing,” Nathalie said. “Dinner’s almost ready.”

I walked over and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Smells amazing. What are we having?”

“Chicken stew with those vegetables we got from Jody,” she replied. “And there’s fresh bread too.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said, moving to help Viktoria with the table. As we worked, I broached the subject of Olivia. “So, I just got off the phone with Jody. Her daughter Olivia might be coming to stay with her for a while.”

Viktoria’s eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s nice. It’ll be good for Jody to have her daughter around.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “And actually, I was thinking of offering Olivia some work here. Maybe helping out with the animals, the garden, that sort of thing. What do you two think about that?”

Nathalie and Viktoria exchanged glances. “I think it would be nice to have some help around here,” Nathalie said thoughtfully. “Especially with the animals and garden. It’s a lot of work for just the three of us.”

Viktoria nodded in agreement. “And it might be good to have someone closer to our age around. We could make a new friend.”

I smiled, relieved at their positive reactions. “I’m glad you both feel that way. Nothing’s set in stone yet, but I wanted to run it by you first.”

“When might she start?” Viktoria asked, her eyes curious.

“I’m not sure yet,” I replied. “Jody just mentioned it today. We’ll have to see if Olivia’s interested and then work out the details.”

Nathalie brought the pot of stew to the table, setting it down on a trivet. “Well, I hope she is. It’ll be nice to have a fresh face around here.”

“Doesn’t she have a job in Sacramento?” Viktoria asked as we gathered around the table.

“She had but not any longer apparently,” I told her.

“Oh,” Viktoria said and made a sad face. “I hope she isn’t hurt or anything … I was devastated after my last day with you.”

“Last day?” I asked. “You’re still with me.”

“I meant your business,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I didn’t think I would ever see you again.”

“I remember,” I said softly, reaching out to gently squeeze Viktoria’s hand. “You looked so lost, but I’m glad things worked out the way they did.”

Viktoria’s eyes shimmered with emotion as she gazed at me. “Me too. I can’t imagine my life without you now.”

Before eating, I leaned forward to kiss her on the lips.

We sat down to eat, the conversation shifting to other topics as we enjoyed the delicious meal. But I could tell the girls were excited to have Olivia joining us, even if just for work.

I couldn’t help but wonder what changes Olivia’s presence might bring to our little paradise. Only time would tell.





Chapter 3





I
 slowly opened my eyes as sunlight filtered through the window. I lay in bed between Viktoria and Nathalie, their breaths warm against my neck. My thoughts drifted back to the conversation with Jody last night. Olivia had arrived at her mother’s farm, eager to start working. As I spoke with Jody on the phone, I heard Olivia’s sweet voice in the background, making sure her mother didn’t say anything embarrassing.

We’d agreed she’d come over around noon, and I’d explain what I needed help with. I was looking forward to seeing her—there was plenty to get done around here, but it wasn’t just the help. I also kept thinking of how she looked and what her personality was like.

One by one, Viktoria and Nathalie woke up, yawning and wrapping themselves around me, still nude. Viktoria was the first to speak, her excitement cutting straight through the morning calm. “When’s she coming?” she asked, skipping over her usual Good morning or How was your sleep?

“Around noon,” I told her, gently caressing the curve of her back.

“I wonder what she’s like,” Viktoria said, her voice light with curiosity.

“I was just thinking of the same,” I replied.

“In terms of looks?” Nathalie added, sounding just as excited as Viktoria.

“In terms of everything,” I said. “Her work ethics come first though.”

“I hope she’ll like it here,” Viktoria said. “Another friend wouldn’t hurt.”

“What if she becomes another love interest?” Nathalie said.

I gave her a look, but I would be lying if that hadn’t popped up in the back of my mind. “I don’t want Jody to think I’m grooming her. She’s here for work for now,” I told her.

“For now
 ,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

It seemed like Nathalie was thinking the same as I did. “How was your sleep?” I asked them as we’d skipped over the traditional morning question.

“Fine as always,” they both replied.

“Always since moving in with you,” Viktoria corrected herself.

I kissed them both.

“And you?” Nathalie asked.

“Deeply as usual,” I said.

As the sun kept glowing brighter, we slowly got up. Viktoria and Nathalie helped each other get dressed, as they often did, while I threw on my clothes and headed downstairs. Yesterday, I’d written out a list of what I needed help with—feeding the animals, mowing the lawn, milking the cow, churning butter and some cleaning. Nothing too complicated for now.

Viktoria and Nathalie were in the kitchen, cooking scrambled eggs and toast. The smell of butter and eggs filled the air as I sat down at the table, reviewing my notes for the day. But I found it difficult to concentrate since I just ended up thinking of Olivia.

As we sat down to eat breakfast, I could sense the excitement in the air. Viktoria and Nathalie kept exchanging glances and talking about what they could do together outside of work hours.

“Do you think she’ll like it here?” Viktoria asked, taking a bite of her toast.

“I hope so,” I said. “It’ll be good for her to get out of the city for a bit, make some money—and maybe figure out her next steps.”

“And who knows, maybe she’ll fall in love with country life like we did,” Nathalie said.

“She already knows the ropes from helping out at her mom’s place,” I pointed out. “Feels like she’ll fit right in.”

“I think we all do,” Viktoria added. “It feels way more natural here than in a noisy city.”

“You’re right,” I agreed, continuing to eat, stuffing myself with creamy eggs and buttered toast until my plate was clean. Viktoria and Nathalie took the dishes to the sink, chatting about what to do later. They mentioned wanting to spend some time with Olivia if they had the chance.

While they went off to tend to Pearl, I sat on the terrace, waiting. Soon enough, I heard the familiar crunch of gravel and Jody’s voice.

I stood up and walked out to greet them. Wearing a flowery summer dress, Olivia caught my eye first—a younger version of her mother, with freckles and auburn hair that looked all-natural. It was the rarest shade, and it suited her perfectly. She was as pretty as I’d expected, but there was a hint of shyness as she hung back, trailing behind Jody. When she looked up at me, her lips tugged into a small, hesitant smile. Jody, on the other hand, beamed with the unmistakable pride of a mother. She introduced her daughter with a gentle pat on her shoulder.

“Here she is, my daughter, Olivia.”

Jody gave her a little nudge forward to help break the ice. “He doesn’t bite, sweetheart.”

The comment made Olivia blush, her cheeks turning the color of ripe fruit. I noticed the apple-like roundness of her cheeks, just as sweet-looking as her mother’s.

I extended my hand in greeting. Olivia trembled slightly, so I gave her hand a soft squeeze, trying to reassure her. “Welcome,” I said. “My name’s Ryan.”

“Olivia,” she said in a quiet, sweet voice, offering a small smile. Her eyes flitted over me, lingering briefly on my arms and shoulders before settling on my face. I wasn’t sure what was going through her mind, but I was curious to find out.

“So, you’ll be working here for the next few weeks?” I asked gently.

“If you want me to,” she replied, her tone demure but sincere.

“After your mother’s glowing recommendation, I’m sure of it.”

Olivia glanced at Jody as if wondering what exactly had been said. “I only praised you,” Jody assured her with a smile.

“You didn’t exaggerate, right?” Olivia asked, raising an eyebrow.

“No, I gave him an honest review of you,” her mother said with a wink.

I smiled warmly at Olivia. “Your mother had nothing but great things to say about your work ethic and skills. I’m really looking forward to having your help around here.”

Olivia relaxed a bit, returning my smile shyly. “Thank you. I’m excited to get started.”

“Why don’t I show you around?” I suggested. “We can go over the tasks I need help with.”

Olivia nodded eagerly. “That sounds great.”

“But first, I have to introduce you to my two girls living with me,” I said. I took them with me to the terrace, and I heard Olivia tell her mother. “Wow … this place is beautiful.”

“I know,” Jody said. “It’s the prettiest estate in our town.”

“It needs work though,” I told Olivia. “Not just with the animals but on the inside as well, cleaning and stuff.”

“I can do all that,” Olivia said, sounding eager to start.

“That’s a great start,” I said. “I used to run an online fitness store, selling merch and stuff. I know a good employee when I see one.”

“You don’t run it any longer?” Olivia asked.

“Nope, sold it and bought this place,” I said. “The economy isn’t the best nowadays either.”

“Yeah … you probably don’t feel it over here though,” Olivia said.

“Thankfully no,” I said.

I whistled to Viktoria and Nathalie who stood by Pearl and motioned them to come here. As soon as they spotted Olivia, they ran over. They greeted her with handshakes and welcomed her with open arms. Olivia’s eyes flitted from both of them to me. I knew she probably wondered about our open relationship.

“We’re so excited to have you here!” Nathalie said. “It’ll be nice to have another girl around our age.”

Viktoria nodded in agreement. “Definitely. Maybe we can all hang out sometime when you’re not working?”

Olivia seemed to relax a bit at their friendliness. “Sure, I’m up for it,” she said with a brief smile. “Uhm, have you known each other for long?”

Viktoria and Nathalie exchanged glances. “We certainly have,” Nathalie said.

“I’ve known Ryan for a year,” Viktoria said. “I used to work for his fitness channel, promoting clothes.”

“You certainly have the height and looks for that,” Olivia said. “Do you help him with the estate too?”

I was certain her mother had explained to her that I lived with Viktoria and Nathalie, but she probably found it hard to believe that it was all smooth sailing and no jealousy.

“We do,” Nathalie said. “I used to work as a cook, so I usually prepare the meals here.”

“I’m the cleaning lady,” Viktoria said adorably.

“You are more than a cook and a cleaning lady,” I told both of them with pats on their backs.

“Oh, you have an interesting relationship going on,” Olivia said, smiling lightly.

I believed I saw hints of envy in her eyes, but I nodded, deciding to be upfront. “We do have an unconventional arrangement here. But I assure you, it’s all consensual and above board.”

Olivia’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she maintained her composure. “I see. Well, as long as everyone’s happy.”

“We are,” Viktoria said, linking her arm through mine. “Ryan takes good care of us.”

I cleared my throat, wanting to change the subject before things got too personal. “Why don’t I show you around the property? We can discuss your duties as we go.”

“That sounds great,” Olivia replied, seeming relieved by the shift in conversation.

As we walked, I pointed out the various areas she’d be responsible for—the chicken coop, the dairy cow, the vegetable garden, and some cleaning. Olivia listened attentively, asking thoughtful questions about each task.

“I’m impressed,” I told her. “You seem to have a good grasp of farm work already.”

“Mom taught me a lot,” she said. “I spent most of my time at her farm, not in the city.”

Jody, walking right behind her, gave me a wink.

“The vegetable garden isn’t a priority since the girls handle most of it, but I’ll have some tasks for you there, too,” I said.

“That’s fine,” Olivia replied.

“Your mother mentioned you worked at a florist shop, right?”

“Yeah,” Olivia said. “It was my last job, but they had to let me go because we were getting fewer and fewer customers.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “But I’m glad to have you here.”

She smiled, looking grateful for the opportunity. As she shared more about her experience, it became clear that I’d made the right choice. “So, how does forty dollars an hour sound?”

Her mouth fell open, clearly not expecting that. “Forty? The florist shop only paid me like twenty-five bucks an hour.”

“Alright, forty dollars plus bonuses,” I said with a grin. “That’s my final offer.”

She laughed, along with Jody. “I’ll take it,” Olivia said. “I’m just glad to be doing something.”

“And I’m glad to have another capable team member,” I told her.

“When do I start?”

“You can start today if you want.”

“I do,” she said without hesitation.

“I’ll go over the list with you,” I offered.

“Okay,” she replied, nodding.

We headed back to the house, and Olivia chatted with her mother. They couldn’t stop talking about how beautiful the estate was. Olivia sounded genuinely grateful for the opportunity, and I knew this was the start of something good.

I walked them to the gate since Jody had to head back home.

“Remember, be home by seven for dinner,” Jody reminded her, pride evident in her voice.

“I will,” Olivia promised, giving her a hug.

“And even if he’s a generous man, make sure you take your job seriously,” Jody added with a playful warning.

“Of course, Mom,” Olivia said, a hint of an internal eye roll in her tone.

“Goodbye,” Jody said, smiling as she left.

Olivia turned to me with a submissive look on her face, twirling her hair around her finger as if waiting for my approval.

“Right, the list,” I said, clapping my hands. Her beauty had distracted me for a moment. I led her out to the terrace and grabbed the notebook from the table, quickly scanning its contents. “First things first—the chickens need to be fed,” I said, looking at her. “Come with me, and I’ll show you where the feed is.”

“Okay,” she replied, her voice carrying a hint of excitement.

We walked together to the shed behind the house. I opened the door and flicked the switch, and the light illuminated the interior.

“This is the nicest shed I’ve ever seen,” she remarked, her eyes widening as she took in the space.

“Everything here is brand new,” I said. “I bought the land and built the estate from scratch.”

“That explains it. You must be loaded.”

I chuckled. “I’m doing well,” I replied, keeping it light. I gestured toward the shelf, tapping one of the bags of organic chicken feed. “Here it is—fresh from a farmer’s market.”

“Organic too,” she murmured, inspecting the bag with interest.

“Only the best for my chickens.”

She giggled lightly. “Well, I hope they appreciate it.”

“They better,” I said with a grin. “Well, after the chickens are fed, the cow needs to be milked. Do you know how to churn butter?”

“Oh, yeah,” she replied. “I’ve done that plenty of times.”

“Perfect. After you milk the cow, we’ll have some lunch together,” I said. “I’ll tell my girls not to bother you too much. They help out sometimes, but I let them play when they want to.”

“That’s nice of you,” she said, glancing over at them as they rode along the well-maintained trails.

“I’ll be inside since I’ve got a few phone calls to make,” I told her. “But don’t hesitate to come in if you have any questions.”

“Got it,” she said, looking eager to get started. “Everything’s clear.”

“Good luck,” I said, giving her an encouraging nod.

“Thanks,” she replied, dipping her head slightly.

I headed inside, though I didn’t really want to. I wanted to stay and talk to her longer, get to know her better. Ever since Jody left, I’d felt this growing pull toward Olivia. It wasn’t just her looks; it was her innocence, her energy. As I entered my office, I glanced out the window. She was already by the chickens, hard at work. Her work ethic was impressive—she didn’t waste a second.

I sat down in my chair, knowing I’d be completely distracted if I kept watching her.

* * *

A couple of hours passed, and I started feeling hungry. The calls with my bank took longer than expected, and Nathalie’s mom called about the AC being broken. When I peeked out the window, I saw Olivia kneeling beside the cow, the milking pail in front of her. The chickens were fed, and she’d filled the water trough too. She hadn’t taken a break—just kept going. She was a hard worker.

I headed outside and met Viktoria and Nathalie halfway. “Lunch is coming up,” Nathalie said with a smile.

“What’s for lunch?” I asked.

“Steak pie,” Nathalie said proudly.

It’s one of my favorites. I smiled, then turned back to Olivia. The sun was at its peak, making her auburn hair glow. “You know, it’s okay to take a break every once in a while.”

She glanced over her shoulder. “Hi,” she said, her hair now tied back in a ponytail. “I just don’t want to let you down. I’ve disappointed other employers before.”

I narrowed my eyes, not convinced. “Are you serious? Are you sure it wasn’t the employer being difficult?”

She hesitated. “He wasn’t the nicest guy, but things only got worse when the business deteriorated.”

“That’s not on you,” I reassured her. “If the business was struggling, that’s on management, not the employees.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” she said softly.

“We have aprons, by the way, if you’re worried about getting milk on your dress.”

She blushed slightly. “I realized that a little too late, but luckily I didn’t spill much.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to borrow something to change into?” I offered.

“That’s really kind of you, but I’m fine,” she said with a smile.

“Come on, let’s go sit on the terrace.”

She stood up, brushed off her hands, and grabbed the pail of milk.

“Okay,” she said, following me to the terrace. “Where should I put the milk?”

“Just over there in the corner, by the stand mixer.”

“Oh, I thought I’d be churning it by hand,” she said, surprised.

I chuckled. “No way, you’re not here to be tortured.”

We settled into chairs on the terrace, enjoying the warm sunlight. She glanced inside, watching Nathalie and Viktoria working together like clockwork.

“Do they ever fight?” she asked, curious.

“No,” I said. “They’re best friends—and both my partners.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “That’s… interesting. Prior to hearing about you, I’ve never heard of a relationship like that before.”

“Feel free to ask anything,” I said, sensing her intrigue.

“I don’t even know where to start. I’m just fascinated,” she admitted. “How did you meet them?”

I told her how I met Viktoria first, who then introduced me to Nathalie. I glossed over some of the more complicated parts, keeping it light.

“That sounds rough,” Olivia said, reflecting on Viktoria’s backstory. “I wouldn’t have guessed.”

“She’s stronger than she looks,” I agreed. On the surface, Viktoria appeared so put together; no one could imagine what she’d been through.

“Have you been with anyone else before them?” she asked hesitantly.

I scratched the back of my neck. “I’d rather not go through the whole list. Otherwise, we would be here for a while.”

She laughed. “So, there’s been so many?”

“Something like that,” I said with a shrug.

“It’s fine… I’m the opposite,” she admitted, her tone softening. “I’ve never really been with anyone. I had a little ‘boyfriend’ thing in middle school, but it was just holding hands and the occasional peck on the lips.”

I nodded, understanding her vulnerability in sharing that. “There’s nothing wrong with that. Everyone moves at their own pace.”

Olivia’s cheeks pinkened slightly. “I guess I just never found the right person. Or maybe I was too focused on school and work.”

“That’s perfectly normal. There’s no rush to jump into relationships. It’s good you’ve focused on your own goals.”

Olivia smiled. “Thanks. I guess I just worry sometimes that I’m behind or missing out.”

“Trust me, you’re not missing much,” I chuckled. “Relationships in your teens and early twenties are usually pretty messy. You’ve probably saved yourself a lot of drama.”

She laughed at that. “Maybe you’re right. Still, I can’t help but be curious about what it’s like.”

Our eyes met for a moment, and I felt a spark of something—attraction, curiosity or possibility. But I quickly pushed those thoughts aside. Olivia was young and inexperienced. The last thing I wanted was to take advantage of her, especially when her mother didn’t live far from my place.

“Well, when the time is right, you’ll know,” I said lightly, breaking eye contact. “For now, just focus on figuring out what you want in life. The rest will follow.”

Olivia nodded, looking thoughtful. “That’s good advice. I’m still trying to figure a lot of things out.”

“We all are,” I assured her. “Even at my age, I’m still learning and growing every day.”

Viktoria came outside and began setting the table. “We’ll be done in a minute,” she said, and as soon as she opened the terrace door, the delicious smell of the pie drifted out.

“Take your time,” I said, leaning back in my chair.

A moment later, Viktoria returned with Nathalie, both carrying our lunch. “Do you like steak pie?” Nathalie asked Olivia.

“It’s one of my favorites. My mom loves making pies,” Olivia replied.

“You don’t have to say whose is better,” Nathalie teased with a grin. “I know no one can beat Mom.”

Olivia laughed lightly. “You’re right.” She ate heartily, clearly hungry after working for so long. Nathalie and Viktoria kept the conversation going, though I noticed Olivia seemed a little reserved, still getting used to the group. Slowly, she began to open up.

“I also love riding horses,” Olivia shared. “It’s one of the things I always look forward to when I visit my mother’s farm.”

“Maybe we can ride together someday,” Nathalie suggested with a smile.

“I’m still learning,” Viktoria chimed in. “So I’ll have to sit behind one of you.”

“That’s fine with me,” Olivia said, her smile warming up.

Olivia finished her piece of pie quicker than the rest of us, and Nathalie, beaming, refilled her plate. The flaky, buttery crust crumbled easily under the fork, revealing the juicy filling inside. It had a rich, nutty, and buttery flavor with just the right hint of herbs. I wasn’t the only one enjoying it—we all fell into a contented silence as we continued to eat.

“Anything else you’re into besides horses?” Viktoria asked, wiping her lips with a napkin.

“Well, I used to play piano when I was younger,” Olivia said. “But I haven’t played in a while… Life kind of got in the way, I guess.”

“I love piano,” Viktoria said. “I can’t play, but I love listening.”

“I procrastinated adulthood as long as I could,” Nathalie chimed in. “I want nothing to do with it.”

“I feel you,” Olivia said, looking more relaxed and less self-conscious than earlier.

“If I got you a piano, would you play for us?” I asked, curious about her musical skills.

“As long as you’re not expecting a concert,” she teased.

“Just do your best. That’s all that matters,” I said, glad to see her opening up a little more.

“Even if I’ll be a bit rusty?”

I nodded. “Yes, it doesn’t have to be anything fancy.”

“Okay, I guess I could try.”

We were all glad for her answer, and I couldn’t wait to listen to her play.

“So, what made you want to come back here?” Nathalie asked.

“It just wasn’t working out,” Olivia admitted. “The cost of living was ridiculous, and even with a job, I was barely scraping by. When I lost my job at the florist shop, it kind of felt like a sign that maybe city life wasn’t for me. Around the same time, my mom mentioned Ryan might have worked for me here, so I thought, why not?”

Viktoria nodded sympathetically. “I totally get that. The city can be overwhelming.”

“Exactly,” Olivia said, her eyes brightening. “Being back here, even for just a day, has reminded me how much I love the countryside. It’s so peaceful.”

“We feel the same,” Nathalie added. “That’s why we love it here so much.”

I watched as Olivia’s face lit up while talking about nature and animals. It was clear that the countryside suited her far better than the rush of city life.

Viktoria took out her phone and handed it to Olivia. “Before I forget, let me get your number.”

Olivia pushed her plate aside, tucked her hair behind her ears, and smiled as she typed in her number. Viktoria gave her a quick call, and Olivia’s phone rang.

“Don’t forget me!” Nathalie grinned, sliding her phone over to Olivia as well.

I couldn’t help but smile as they did everything to make her feel welcome. They really were doing a great job.

* * *

It was evening, and I had just finished butchering a lamb. Now, I was browsing an online marketplace, thinking about selling some of the hunted meat and eggs. I had considered this earlier, not as a full-time business, but more of a hobby.

I glanced over at Olivia, watching how hard she worked. She had skimmed most of the cream from the milk, and while waiting for it to come to room temperature, she asked if there was anything else she could do. I told her she could mow the grass along the driveway.

Now, she was shaping the butter into blocks. She was a natural. She reminded me of Viktoria when I used to run that online fitness store—just the same innocence and eagerness to do a good job. I was grateful to have her.

I heard footsteps on the stairs, followed by a knock. “Can I come in?” Viktoria asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

She slowly opened the door and stepped inside. She smelled like a mix of horse and flowers, with a blue flower tucked behind her ear. “Are you watching Olivia?”

“Partly,” I said.

She gave me a look.

“Okay, yes. I was watching her.”

Viktoria climbed onto my lap, sitting sideways and draping her arm over my shoulder. She shifted, positioning herself so I couldn’t help but look at her breasts.

“I want to do something with her, but I’m not sure what. I don’t want her to feel like an outsider.”

The word “outsider” had a deeper weight when Viktoria said it. I knew why. She had her own experiences with that feeling. “You had a nice conversation at lunch.”

“Yeah… but that’s about it.”

“Maybe you can play hide and seek,” I suggested.

“I think she’s tired now… She’s got a strong work ethic.”

“Kind of like you,” I said, smiling. “She’s a well-raised girl. Try again tomorrow.”

“I’ll ask her. I tried talking to her after lunch, but she seemed really focused on the butter.”

“It’s her first day,” I reminded Viktoria. “She doesn’t want to disappoint.”

“I see… I hope I didn’t annoy her.”

“You didn’t. She knows you’re just trying to be kind.”

“I hope so,” Viktoria said softly.

“Her shift’s done now. I should get her back to Jody before she thinks we’ve kidnapped her.”

“I wonder what it’s like to have such a caring mom,” Viktoria said, her tone tinged with wistfulness.

“Are you okay?” I asked, resting my hand on her hip and looking into her eyes.

“I’m fine,” she said with a weak smile. “I have you and Nathalie, after all… It’s just, every time I see a mother like Jody, I wonder how it would be. I have to remind myself that not all mothers are heartless.”

“That’s true,” I said. “There aren’t any guarantees in life.”

“Also true… which is why I’m so glad I have you—my protector.”

She looked completely adorable when she said that. Her eyes flicked to my lips, so I leaned in and gave her a soft, reassuring kiss. She melted into it, her body relaxing against mine. I teased her lips with my tongue, and she welcomed me like she had so many times before. Our lips locked, and I kissed her deeper, silently promising her that nothing would ever hurt her again.

When we pulled apart, I saw gratitude shining in her eyes. “You’re amazing,” she whispered. “I don’t know where I’d be without you.”

“Probably still modeling fitness gear,” I teased. “Your body is an eleven out of ten.”

She giggled. “Maybe, but I wouldn’t be nearly as happy.”

“Neither would I,” I admitted.

She rested her forehead against mine, and I inhaled her sweet, feminine scent, which drew me even closer. “You know how swans form a heart when they touch heads?”

“I’ve seen it plenty of times,” I said, stroking her back.

“Do you think we look like that right now?”

“I think we do,” I replied, making her grin widen. We kissed for a little longer. It always felt good when she or Nathalie interrupted me like this, wanting to cuddle and hold me. But I reminded myself that I had to get Olivia back home.

I gave Viktoria’s bottom a playful pat as I pulled away slightly. “I could sit here with you all night, but I really need to get Olivia home.”

“I understand,” she said. “We’ve got all night, as usual.”

“You two can start on dinner while I’m gone,” I told her.

She climbed off my lap, and I stood, stretching. As we headed downstairs, I saw Olivia putting the finishing touches on the butter blocks. She looked up as we stepped onto the terrace, wiping her brow.

“All done?” I asked.

She nodded, a proud smile on her face. “Yep. They’re shaped and ready to be chilled.”

“Great work,” I said, genuinely impressed. “You’re a natural at this.”

Olivia blushed slightly at the compliment. “Thanks. It feels good to be doing something productive again.”

“Well, your shift’s over for today. Let me drive you back to your mom’s place.”

“Oh, you don’t have to,” she said. “I could walk home, I suppose. It’s not that far.”

“Walk home?” I gave her a look. “You look a bit tired.”

“Only a little,” she said. “I thought maybe you’d like to spend more time with Viktoria and Nathalie.”

“Of course, I do,” I said. “But it’s only a ten-minute drive.”

“Well, if you insist.”

“We’ll take the four-wheeler,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said. “Should I put the butter in the fridge?”

“I can do that,” Nathalie chimed in.

“Thank you,” Olivia said. She turned to Nathalie and Viktoria, who were both ready to say goodbye with hugs and kisses. Olivia smiled brightly as she hugged them one by one. “You two are so warm.”

“Warm with love,” Nathalie said with a wink.

“Don’t forget to answer our DMs,” Viktoria added with a grin.

“I won’t,” Olivia promised, laughing.

I led Olivia to the garage where we kept the four-wheeler. As I opened the large garage door with the click of a button, she looked around, wide-eyed at the spacious interior.

“Wow, this garage is bigger than my apartment in Sacramento,” she remarked.

“Yeah, we’ve got plenty of space out here. Hop on.”

I climbed onto the four-wheeler and patted the seat behind me. Olivia hesitated for a moment before climbing on, wrapping her arms around my waist. I hadn’t had her this close before, but now I could catch her sweet scent—an earthy mix of the outdoors and her shampoo from this morning’s shower. She smelled naturally good.

“Hold on tight,” I said as I started the engine.

She tightened her grip around me, her warm breath brushing against my neck. We took off down the driveway, the cool evening air whipping past us. I could feel the warmth of Olivia’s body pressed against my back, her grip tightening slightly as we hit a bump.

As we rode, I became hyper-aware of every point of contact between us: her thighs against mine, her boobs pressed to my back, and her hands clasped around my midsection. I pushed those thoughts aside, reminding myself that she was just an employee—and Jody’s daughter.

“This is fun!” Olivia called over the engine noise. I could hear the excitement in her voice.

“Glad you’re enjoying it,” I replied. “Maybe we can take you out for a longer ride sometime, show you more of the property.”

“I’d love that,” she said. It wasn’t the easiest to talk while riding down the gravel road, but we tried our best. There was something undeniably thrilling about having this young woman riding with me, getting to know her a bit more.

After about ten minutes, we arrived at her mother’s house. I killed the engine, and we both hopped off. Olivia’s hair was wild and tangled like she’d been caught in a gust of wind. She absentmindedly brushed her fingers through it, probably looking for a mirror.

“You look great,” I said, fishing out my wallet.

“Thank you,” she replied, her cheeks blushing at the compliment.

I pulled out the money I owed her, along with a little extra, and handed it to her. She accepted it slowly, her eyes widening. “Will you pay me daily?” she asked, almost in disbelief.

“Why not?” I said with a smile. “With inflation, your money will be worth less in a month.”

“That’s… unusual,” she said, glancing at the bills. “But this is more than what you owe me. I worked six hours, minus an hour for lunch. It should be two hundred, not two-fifty.”

“You forgot the bonus,” I said with a wink.

“Oh, thank you!” she exclaimed, her eyes lighting up. “I don’t feel like I earned it though.”

“Work extra hard tomorrow,” I told her with a pat on the back. “Your mom’s waiting for you.”

Jody approached with a wave. “How was she?” she asked, smiling. She was wearing a floral dress with slits, flashing her long, tanned legs, and a modest V-neck that hinted at the upper parts of her milf breasts. Each time I saw her, it struck me just how attractive she was. I’d mostly dated younger women, but lately, I found myself appreciating the allure of a little more maturity.

“She did great,” I said.

“I’m proud of you,” Jody said, turning to Olivia.

Olivia’s cheeks flushed pink.

“And how are Nathalie and Viktoria?” Jody asked.

“They’re doing well,” I replied. “They swapped phone numbers, so you’ll probably see them texting each other.”

“But not at the dining table,” Jody said, gently running her fingers through Olivia’s hair.

Olivia rolled her eyes. “I won’t.”

“I should get back to my girls. Dinner’s ready,” I said.

“I won’t keep you,” Jody said, giving Olivia a little pat on the back. “Aren’t you going to say goodbye?”

“I was about to,” Olivia said, waving at me. “Goodbye.”

“See you tomorrow,” I said, hopping onto the four-wheeler.

As I rode back home, my mind kept drifting to Olivia. The warmth of her body pressed against my back, the fresh scent of her shampoo, the way she giggled when we hit a bump—it all lingered in my thoughts. I tried to shake off those feelings, reminding myself that she was just an employee—and Jody’s daughter. But no matter how hard I tried, there was no denying the spark of attraction that flickered in the back of my mind.

I could already sense where this might lead, even if that wasn’t my intention.





Chapter 4









O
 livia had been working for us for a week, and everything had gone smoothly. With each passing day, she became more talkative, opening up and socializing more. She’d even played hide-and-seek a few times with the girls during her lunch breaks. I’d told her to enjoy the break and not stress too much about work.

I found myself thinking about her more and more, though I was cautious. I remembered how I had to prove myself to Nathalie’s mother before she approved of our relationship, but something told me Jody was encouraging her daughter to get closer to me.

Today, Olivia had the day off. She’d postponed a night out with a friend in Sacramento to ride horses with Nathalie and Viktoria. Wearing her usual flowery dress, she arrived in the morning, her auburn hair flowing behind her. It was snug in places but still modest, covering her blooming curves. The more time I spent around her, the more attractive she seemed, and it was getting harder to hide my attraction to her.

I watched from the trail as they rode together. Viktoria was behind Olivia, and they looked so natural in the saddle, their glossy hair trailing in the wind. Their laughter floated through the air, carefree and youthful, as their bodies moved with the rhythm of the horses. There was something pure and joyful about the scene—three young women enjoying a beautiful day without a worry in the world.

I had a surprise for Olivia. I’d ordered a piano, knowing she owed us some music. I planned to set it up while they were outside, and the delivery was due soon.

When the truck arrived, I met the delivery guys at the gate. They carefully unloaded the piano, and we wheeled it into the living room, positioning it to catch the afternoon light from the large windows. After thanking and tipping the delivery men, I stood back to admire the sleek black upright. It wasn’t a grand piano, but it was more than enough for Olivia. I draped a sheet over it to keep it hidden for now—wanting the reveal to be a surprise.

Just then, my phone rang. It was Jody. I answered as I settled on the couch.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Not much,” she replied. “How’s my daughter doing?”

“She’s doing fine. She’s out riding with Nathalie and Viktoria.”

There was a brief pause on the other end before Jody spoke again. “I just wanted to let you know that she’s been asking a lot of questions about you and the girls.”

That caught my attention. I had noticed my own growing thoughts about Olivia in the past few days. “What kind of questions?”

“Well, she’s been asking if what you have going on is normal, if it could work… things like that. She’s also curious about how we met, though that’s obvious since we’re neighbors. But, honestly, I think she’s falling for you.”

I raised an eyebrow, surprised by her bluntness. “Are you sure?”

“Hey, I’m her mom. I know when my daughter has heart-eyes.”

“I see,” I said, trying to process it. Olivia had kept things professional—or so it seemed. There had been some subtle hints. I had caught her glancing at me more than once, and she had asked for more help than she did during the first day. Although, I just thought she was just settling in.

“She’s a bit shy,” Jody continued. “She’s never really been with anyone. I just wanted you to know that she’s grown now, and if she wants to be with you, I’m okay with it.”

I blinked, glancing at the caller ID to make sure I was really talking to Jody. “I have to admit, I’m a little surprised to hear you say that,” I said. “Most mothers wouldn’t be so … open to the idea.”

Jody chuckled softly. “I know it’s unconventional. But Olivia’s an adult, and I trust her judgment. Honestly, I’d rather see her with someone like you—stable, kind, successful—than some immature boy her age who might hurt her.”

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me was flattered by Jody’s trust, but another part of me felt conflicted. “I appreciate that,” I said carefully. “But I don’t want to take advantage of her or make her feel pressured in any way.”

“Of course not,” Jody agreed. “I’m not suggesting you pursue her. I just wanted you to know that if something does develop naturally between you two, you have my blessing. Olivia’s happiness is what matters most to me. She’s pretty much all I got.”

“I understand,” I said, my mind reeling a bit. “Thank you for letting me know.”

“You’re welcome,” Jody said. “Ryan, you’re a good person. I trust you.”

“I trust you too, Jody,” I said.

After we said our goodbyes and hung up, I sat there for a moment, processing the conversation. Things had suddenly gotten a lot more complicated. I couldn’t deny my growing attraction to Olivia, but I had been trying to keep those feelings in check—out of respect for both her and Jody. Life’s full of surprises,
 I thought to myself.

I stepped outside onto the terrace and saw the girls returning to the stables. They dismounted, looking flushed from the riding. They approached me, and I knew it was almost time for dinner.

“Have fun?” I asked.

They smelled faintly of hay and horses, mixed with their natural feminine scents. I found it oddly attractive, and part of me couldn’t wait for the evening to come.

“We had so much fun!” Nathalie said. “Olivia’s a way better rider than me.”

Olivia smiled modestly. “It’s not that hard.”

“I’m still scared of riding,” Viktoria admitted. “I had to hold onto Olivia the whole time.”

“You do what works for you,” I said. “So, when’s dinner ready?”

“Give me about an hour,” Nathalie replied before heading into the kitchen.

Viktoria tugged at my arm. “When are we going to ride together?”

“Whenever you want,” I said. “But I’d like to sit behind one of you.”

“Maybe you could sit behind Olivia,” Viktoria teased, flashing me a sly smile.

I glanced at Olivia, catching a brief, shy look in her eyes. “Think I’d be able to hold on?” I asked her.

“I guess we could give it a try,” Olivia said, her cheeks flushing slightly. I caught that look in her eyes again. The heart-eyes that her mother had told me about.

“Then I’m up for it,” I said, chuckling. I hadn’t ridden horses much in my life, but there’s always a first time.

While the three of us settled down and chatted casually, Nathalie got to work on making lamb stew for dinner. Olivia took a seat next to me, and I couldn’t help but notice how her flowery dress went so well on her. Olivia shared some riding stories, and we listened intently. Viktoria also chimed in and told how she used to sneak to a neighbor’s farm to snatch some strawberries.

Time flew as we chatted, and right before we knew it, the lamb stew was already on the table. The meat was tender and easily fell off the bone, and it was surrounded by mushrooms and root vegetables all floating around in a thick gravy.

The conversation continued to flow as we ate, with Olivia seeming more relaxed and talkative than she had been all week.

“This stew is delicious,” Olivia said between bites. “You’ll have to teach me how to make it sometime … so I can surprise my mom.”

Nathalie smiled brightly. “I’d love to. We can have a cooking lesson one day after work.”

Once dinner was finished, I figured it was time for the surprise. “Olivia, there’s something I want to show you,” I said, getting up from the table.

She looked at me, curious. “Oh? What is it?”

I led her into the living room, with Nathalie and Viktoria trailing behind, not sure about the secret. When we reached the piano, still covered with a sheet, I turned to Olivia.

“You mentioned you used to play piano,” I said. “I thought you might like to play for us sometime.”

“That’s right,” she said, her blush returning to full force. “As long as you don’t expect a concert.”

“Do your best,” I told her with a wink. “I hope I’m not catching you by surprise.”

“No, not at all,” she said. She approached it and tried out the keys, delicately pressing them down one after another. She got a feel for the instrument, lightly playing and warming up. She turned around to me, chewing her lips.

“No pressure,” I assured her. “Just play whatever you feel comfortable with.”

Olivia nodded. The girls and I settled down on the couch, letting our guest take her time. Olivia took a deep breath and settled onto the piano bench. Her posture changed almost instantly—her back straightening, shoulders relaxing. It was clear this was something she’d done many times before. Her nervousness just faded, and she stopped chewing her lips.

Her fingers hovered over the keys for a moment before she began to play. The melody started softly, hesitantly, but grew more confident with each note. It was pleasant, not like modern music that bombarded you with so many melodies it made your head spin.

As she played, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. It was like the outside world faded, and my vision narrowed on her, and the way her fingers danced across the keys, the slight furrow of concentration between her brows, the way she swayed gently with the music—She was mesmerizing and feminine. The afternoon light streaming through the windows caught the auburn highlights in her hair, making her glow like a candle.

Nathalie and Viktoria sat next to me, equally captivated. As the final notes faded away, there was a moment of silence before we stood up and gave her an ovation.

Olivia turned to me, her cheeks flushed pink. “Thank you,” she said softly. “I’m a bit out of practice, but it felt good to play again.”

“That was beautiful,” I said, genuinely impressed. “You’re very talented.”

“Really?” she asked, her eyes shining. “I was a bit nervous at first.”

“I couldn’t tell at all,” Viktoria assured her. “It was amazing.”

Nathalie nodded in agreement. “You have to play for us more often.”

Olivia smiled, looking both pleased and a little overwhelmed by the praise. “I’d like that,” she said. “Maybe I could come over sometime after work to practice?”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re welcome here anytime.”

Our eyes met, and for a moment, sparks flew between us, just like earlier. It happened more often now, and I knew I was falling for her. The signs were obvious.

She glanced at the clock and sighed. “Oh, it’s getting late. I should head back.”

“Why don’t you stay over?” Viktoria suggested.

I silently thanked her for that. I wanted to ask the same thing, but I wasn’t sure how. “Uhm, can I?” she asked, looking at me.

“Of course,” I said, my voice a little too eager. “We have two guest rooms collecting dust.”

“I don’t really have a nightgown.”

“You can borrow one from me,” Viktoria said happily.

“Oh, okay,” she said, clearly pleased. “I’ll just need to call my mom first.”

“That’s fine,” I replied.

I exchanged a quick look with Viktoria, wanting to kiss her right then and there.

Olivia stepped out onto the terrace to make the call.

“Maybe we can watch a movie before bed?” Viktoria suggested.

“I’m up for it,” Nathalie said. “I’m still enchanted by the music. She played so well.”

“It was like magic,” I agreed. The melodies were still swirling in my head. The way the outside world had faded when she played—it was unique, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I wanted her to play for us again, and I wanted her to stay longer too.

Olivia returned, smiling. Even before she spoke, I could guess what her answer would be. “My mom said it’s okay,” she said.

I could tell they were close—Olivia was an adult, yet she still asked her mom for permission. It was sweet, and it showed how good their relationship was.

“Do you want to watch a movie before bed?” Nathalie asked her.

“I’d love to,” Olivia said, her eyes lighting up.

“While you pick a movie, I’ll get the guest room ready,” Viktoria offered, heading upstairs.

As Nathalie and Olivia scrolled through movie options, I couldn’t help but notice how natural they looked together—like old friends from kindergarten rather than recent acquaintances. Olivia’s auburn hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her flowery dress rode up slightly as she tucked her legs under her on the couch. I found my eyes drawn to the glimpse of smooth thighs revealed by the movement. Her skin looked as soft as her mother’s.

“What kind of movies do you like?” Nathalie asked.

“Oh, I’m pretty open to anything,” Olivia replied with a smile. “But I do have a soft spot for romantic comedies.”

Nathalie’s eyes lit up. “Me too!”

Viktoria came back downstairs, having finished preparing the guest room. “All set,” she announced. “I put some fresh towels and toiletries in there for you, and also my purple nightgown.”

“Thank you so much,” Olivia said, her smile genuine. “You’re all being so kind.”

“It’s our pleasure,” I assured her. “We’re happy to have you here.”

They finally settled on a movie. The thumbnail showed a man and woman riding a horse. While Nathalie and Viktoria prepared drinks, popcorn, and found some cookies we had stored from earlier, I kept Olivia company.

“When you played the piano, it was magical in every way,” I told her.

Her cheeks flushed, as if it were a dream come true. “Thank you,” she said shyly. “I was a bit worried I’d be out of practice, but I guess not.”

“No, not at all. There wasn’t a hint of that.”

“I didn’t think a guy like you would be into piano, though.”

“What did you think?”

“I dunno… maybe techno or something like that.”

I chuckled. “I like that too, but there’s something so pure and beautiful about the piano. It’s just one instrument, instead of being bombarded by noise.”

“That’s exactly why I love playing,” she said with a smile. “Not just for myself, but for an audience—someone who really appreciates it.”

We exchanged a smile just as the girls came back over. I sat in the middle between Nathalie and Olivia. As the movie started, I wasn’t paying much attention to it. It just felt great to be sitting next to these three beautiful girls, all drawn to me. During the more intimate scenes, Nathalie cuddled closer, while Olivia kept a slight distance, but our eyes met a few times, and I noticed a blush creeping onto her cheeks.

“You can come closer,” I mouthed.

“Okay,” she whispered and scooted her hips until they touched mine. Her smile widened as she slowly rested her head on my shoulder, glancing up to make sure it was alright. I just nodded. She reached for a cookie and nibbled on it. They all looked so cute.

When the movie ended, they started chatting about their favorite scenes and what could’ve been different. All three of them really enjoyed it, and I was happy the night had been a success. We were all starting to yawn, so I gave them a gentle pat on the back. “Should we head to bed?”

They nodded. “Olivia, you can go up first if you want. We usually shower together, so we might stay a bit longer.”

“Okay,” she said.

Nathalie and Viktoria stood up and gave her a goodnight hug. “We had so much fun,” Nathalie said, squeezing Olivia warmly.

“I know,” Olivia replied. “Hopefully, next time will be just as great.”

“I hope so too,” Nathalie said before letting go of her. She gave Olivia a quick peck on the lips, making her smile. After Viktoria hugged her too, I made sure to give her a goodnight hug as well. It felt so natural holding her close, her body pressing against mine, her warm breath on my neck. I sighed in relief.

“Let us know if you need anything,” I told her.

“I will … Goodnight you three.”

“Good night,” I told her.

As Olivia headed upstairs, I couldn’t help but watch her go, admiring the gentle sway of her hips in that flowery dress. Once she was out of sight, I turned back to Nathalie and Viktoria, who were both giving me knowing looks.

“What?” I asked, feigning innocence.

Nathalie grinned. “Oh, nothing. We just noticed how cozy you two were during the movie.”

I felt my cheeks warm slightly. “She seemed a little nervous at first. I just wanted her to feel comfortable.”

“Mhm,” Viktoria hummed teasingly. “And I’m sure you didn’t mind her snuggling up to you either.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Alright, alright. She’s a beautiful young woman. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to her. But nothing’s going to happen.”

“Why not?” Nathalie asked, tilting her head. “We wouldn’t mind, you know. She’s really sweet.”

“It’s complicated,” I sighed. “For one, she’s Jody’s daughter. And she’s never really been with anyone before. I don’t want to take advantage.”

Viktoria’s expression softened. “Ryan, you’re not the type of guy to take advantage of someone. If something happens between you two, it’ll be because you both want it. I know you. You waited, like, a year before asking me out. And it wasn’t because I wasn’t interested.”

Viktoria was right. I had taken my time, and it had made her feel a little insecure back then. “I know,” I said, thinking back to when she had been my employee. “But let’s take things one step at a time.”

“That’s fine… but if you wait too long, she might start feeling insecure,” Viktoria reminded me.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I replied, eager to change the subject. “Either way, she sure knows how to play the piano.”

Nathalie nodded enthusiastically. “Oh. She’s incredibly talented. I was mesmerized watching her fingers dance across the keys.”

“I think we all were,” I agreed.

While waiting for Olivia, we chatted about various things. I mentioned my plans to start selling eggs or maybe meat at a farmer’s market.

“That sounds fun,” Nathalie said.

“As long as you don’t end up spending all your time on it like you did with your fitness business,” Viktoria added, knowing how busy I had been before.

“No, I promise,” I said, patting her back. “I want to spend more time with you three… I mean, you two.”

They giggled.

I rolled my eyes. “It’s just going to be a side project for now. We’ve got an employee, so I figure we’ll have time for it.”

They didn’t seem opposed to the idea, and I was relieved.

Soon after, Olivia let us know she was done with her shower, and we went to the bathroom to get ready for bed. Before long, we were all in bed, fully nude with the sheets pulled to our neck.

“No sex for tonight,” I whispered. “I don’t want to wake her up.”

“Blowjob?” Nathalie asked.

“If you insist,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair.

“I do,” Nathalie said. She slithered down the bed. Viktoria followed suit till they were both by my legs taking turns, stroking and sucking my shaft with a soft giggle.

“Not too loud,” I told them firmly.

“Don’t be naughty now,” Viktoria told Nathalie and wagged a finger at her.

“You’re slurping and slobbering as loud as I am,” Nathalie said, sharing a giggle.

As Nathalie and Viktoria took turns pleasuring me, I tried to stay quiet, not wanting to wake Olivia in the next room. But it was difficult with two beautiful young women sharing my manhood back and forth. Nathalie’s lips wrapped around the head while Viktoria licked and stroked the base. Their lips met on occasions, and Nathalie encouraged Viktoria to kiss her. It just made my cock harder, especially as they managed a three-way kiss with the tip as well.

I ran my fingers through their silky hair, enjoying the contrasting sensations. Nathalie sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she took me deeper. Viktoria’s tongue glided up and down, and then they swapped. Viktoria gobbled up my manhood till she gagged and Nathalie kissed the shaft. The dual stimulation was intense.

“Girls,” I whispered breathlessly. “I’m close.”

Nathalie bobbed her head faster, her stretched lips moving lower and lower to my base while Viktoria gently massaged my sack. With a stifled groan, I climaxed, spilling into Nathalie’s eager mouth while I squirmed with pleasure. She swallowed every drop before pulling off with a soft pop.

“Mmm,” she hummed, licking her lips. “Delicious as always.”

Viktoria pouted playfully. “No fair, you got it all.”

“There’s more left,” Nathalie said, eyeing the seeping tip.

Viktoria went down on me, sucking out the last drops of seed while looking me in the eyes. She came off and licked her lips, satisfied.

We wished each other goodnight and fell asleep.





Chapter 5









A
 s I lay in bed between my girls, I dreamed of not only Nathalie and Viktoria but Olivia as well. We were living together, and the four of us lounged by the pool at my estate, basking in the warm Sacramento sun. Nathalie and Viktoria were playfully splashing each other in the shallow end, their bodies glistening with water droplets. Olivia sat on the edge, her feet dangling in the cool water, looking more relaxed than I’d ever seen her.

She came swimming to me and threw her arms around my neck, droplets adorning the outer parts of her beautiful breasts. She wore a pink bikini, leaving little to the imagination as my hands roamed her lovely flesh.

I took her with me out of the pool. She surrendered to my arms as I laid her down. I peeled off the little strip of clothing that hid her privates and revealed her youthful beauty. Her nipples were perk and pink, unsucked and untouched. Her pussy was crisp and clean. The thing I loved about young women was how easily they became wet. I ran my hand back and forth and felt her arousal spreading over the tips of my fingers.

I mounted her with my erection poised at her virgin entrance. When I was about to push it inside her, we looked each other in the eyes.

Slowly, I began to push inside her, feeling her tight warmth envelop me inch by inch. Olivia gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Relax,” I murmured, kissing her neck. “I’ll be gentle.”

I took my time, letting her adjust to the new sensations. Her breathing quickened as I started to move, setting a rhythm. Soon, soft moans escaped her lips, spurring me on.

“Ryan,” she whimpered. “It feels so good.”

I noticed quickly she was a loud moaner, but it was authentic, not over-the-top porn moans. It turned me on, making me fuck her even harder.

“Oh, you’re taking my virginity,” she said innocently, smiling in disbelief.

I sought her neck and kissed her passionately. The added stimulation pushed Olivia over the edge. She cried out, her body arching beneath me as waves of pleasure washed over her. She continued to cry, and when I noticed something was wrong, I woke up with a snap.

I was rock-hard, and I was still in bed. I wasn’t boning Olivia, but I heard a loud ouch coming from her bedroom.

My eyes widened, and I tried to detangle myself from Viktoria and Nathalie. Hurriedly putting on my boxers, I made my way to Olivia’s bedroom and knocked. “Olivia, are you okay?”

She didn’t answer, and I slowly opened the door. She was lying on the floor, her nightgown that she’d borrowed from Viktoria had ridden up to her midsection, revealing her crisp pink pussy, which was glistening wet. Her right hand was also soaked, and on the floor was her phone with a picture of me shirtless during my fitness days. A deep red blush spread from neck to cheek, and at the same time, she had a bump on her forehead.

“Are you alright?” I said, trying to ignore the fact she was semi-nude.

She noticed the phone hadn’t gone to sleep, and she quickly took it and pressed the power button. “I f-fell out of bed,” she stammered, sounding embarrassed.

Viktoria showed up, poking her head inside the room. “What’s going on?” she asked, sounding surprisingly awake despite having woken up.

“Can you please go and get some ice and painkillers?” I asked her. “She fell out of bed.”

“I’ll be right back,” Viktoria said and hurried downstairs.

I extended my hand to Olivia, helping her up so she could sit on the edge of the bed. She winced slightly as she moved, her nightgown falling back into place. I tried not to stare at her exposed skin, focusing instead on the bump on her forehead.

“That looks painful,” I said, gently brushing her hair aside to get a better look. “Does it hurt anywhere else?”

Olivia shook her head, not meeting my eyes. “No, just my head and my pride,” she mumbled.

I chuckled lightly. “No need to be embarrassed. Accidents happen.”

She glanced up at me then, her cheeks still flushed. “I… I’m sorry if I woke you,” she said quietly.

“Don’t worry about it,” I assured her. “The important thing is that you’re alright.”

Viktoria returned with an ice pack wrapped in a towel. “Here you go,” she said, handing it to Olivia. “Are you alright?”

Olivia nodded, pressing the ice to her forehead. “Yes, thank you. I feel so silly.”

“I don’t judge you,” Viktoria said with a kind smile. “We’ve all had our clumsy moments.”

I noticed Olivia’s eyes flick down to my bare chest before she quickly looked away.

“Do you need some painkillers?” I asked, checking the bump on her head.

“I think it’ll be fine,” she said. “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I assured her, understanding her embarrassment over getting caught masturbating. “As long as you’re not hurt. That’s what matters.”

She nodded. “I’ll try not to fall again.”

“Alright, ready to go back to bed?” I asked, giving her a gentle pat on the back.

“Yes,” she said softly, lying back down.

I stood up and patted Olivia’s thigh. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” Olivia murmured.

I switched off the light, and we quietly returned to our bedroom. Viktoria and I tried to sneak into bed without waking Nathalie. “I’ve never seen anyone blush so hard,” Viktoria whispered as we were under the sheets. “I’ve fallen out of bed before too.”

“I think it was more than that. She was masturbating,” I said quietly.

Viktoria’s eyes widened. “How do you know?”

“Her phone had a picture of me on it, and her hand was… well, wet. Didn’t you smell her arousal?”

Viktoria looked thoughtful. “Now that you mention it, I was more focused on her bump.”

“I see,” I said. “Either way, let’s try to forget it. She was really embarrassed.”

“Okay,” Viktoria agreed, cuddling up to me.

* * *

The next morning, I tried to put the whole thing out of my mind. We skipped our usual morning sex, worried we might wake Olivia. When I knocked on her door to check on her, there was no answer. I opened it carefully, not wanting to walk in on another awkward moment, but she was gone. The bed was neatly made, and the room looked tidier than when she’d arrived.

“Viktoria, Nathalie, have you seen Olivia?”

They came out of our bedroom, both topless but wearing skirts. They shook their heads. “She’s not in her room?” Nathalie asked, confused, since she hadn’t heard what had happened the night before.

I shook my head, glancing at my phone. There was a text from Olivia: I felt a bit sick and left early.


I quickly replied: Okay, let me know when you’re feeling better.


She saw the message but didn’t respond. “She says she’s feeling sick and left earlier,” I told my girls.

“Sick?” Nathalie asked, looking concerned. “Did something happen last night?”

I exchanged glances with Viktoria before explaining what had happened. “Oh,” Nathalie said. “Sick … it sounds like she was too embarrassed and just bailed.”

That didn’t sit well with me. “I guess so,” I said, feeling uneasy.

“Should we call her?” Viktoria suggested.

“Let’s give her some time,” I replied. I doubted she would answer anyway.

Nathalie and Viktoria nodded and went back to the bedroom to finish getting dressed. I ran a hand through my hair, still thinking about Olivia. I understood why she’d been embarrassed, but I hoped she wouldn’t let it drive a wedge between us.

* * *

After we finished breakfast, I went over the notes and checklist Olivia was supposed to complete. I realized I’d have to do most of the work myself now since she was either sick or too embarrassed to come back. I hoped it was just temporary. I knew girls her age could be more emotional than older women, especially when hormones were running amok. I wanted to let her know I didn’t care if she had masturbated to photos of me, but I understood how she felt. No one likes being caught in the act.

I ran my finger down the checklist: feed and water the livestock, muck out the stables, check the fences, move the grazing animals, and collect the eggs. The girls offered to handle the eggs and clean the stables, so I decided to check the fences and make sure the animals were fed and had fresh water. Still, I found it hard to focus. I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. At breakfast, the girls had asked me plenty of questions, especially Nathalie, who’d been asleep when it happened. Both of them looked worried and hoped the new friendship hadn’t come to an abrupt end.

I also thought about Jody. I started to get paranoid—what if she accused me of doing something to Olivia? That bump on her head could have come from anything, and falling out of bed might seem unlikely.

Without hesitation, I called Jody, drumming my fingers on the table as I waited. I needed to deal with this before heading outside.

She picked up. “Hi,” she said, sounding more relieved to talk to me than suspicious.

“Hey, Jody, is everything okay?”

“Yeah, everything’s fine, except Olivia’s not feeling well.”

“About that… Could you come over soon? Something happened last night, and I’d rather explain it in person.”

“Oh, sure… an hour from now?”

“Yeah, that works,” I said.

“Alright, I’ll see you then,” she replied.

I said goodbye and hung up. She didn’t sound upset, which made me feel hopeful.

* * *

After I talked to Jody, I went outside to check on the lambs, making sure they were fed and had enough water. I also inspected the fence. Time seemed to crawl, and I kept finding myself glancing at my phone.

When the hour finally passed, I headed to the gate to wait for her. I saw her coming up the gravel road, the sunlight spilling over her auburn hair. Dressed in a skirt and a blouse, she held a basket. Her thick, lustrous hair cascaded down her back, and she’d done her makeup—red lips and mascara-coated lashes. She looked beautiful, more so than I remembered, almost distractingly so.

I greeted her. “Hey,” I said, catching a hint of her floral perfume. “How’s Olivia?”

Her smile faltered. “Not great… I could barely talk to her earlier. She’s locked herself in her room and says she doesn’t want to come back.”

“I’ll explain,” I said. “Want some tea?”

She nodded. “Yeah, that sounds good. I brought some cookies too. Enough for your girls.”

“They’ll love those,” I said, leading her back to the house. I waved for the girls to come over. They were by the stables, cleaning. “Girls, can you make us some tea?”

“Sure!” they called, running over.

“How’s Olivia?” Viktoria asked, sounding as worried as I was.

“Not well,” Jody replied with a weak smile. “But, you know, she’s at that age where hormones are everywhere. I’ve seen it before—there’s usually something embarrassing involved.”

“Oh no,” Viktoria said, her face softening with sympathy. “I really hope she comes back… We got along so well. I don’t have many friends besides Nathalie and her.”

Jody smiled warmly, probably thinking Viktoria was adorable. “I’m sure she’ll be back,” Jody said, handing her the cookie basket. “I brought these for you two.”

Viktoria’s eyes lit up. “Thank you!” She peered into the basket, inhaling deeply. “They smell amazing.”

“You can put some in the other basket and eat outside while I talk with Jody,” I told them as Nathalie served the tea. “I also want to taste those.”

“Do you think we’ll devour them all?” Viktoria teased, giving me a playful look.

I grinned. “With you two, who knows?” I winked at her, and she giggled.

“You cookie monster,” Nathalie teased.

“You love them just as much as I do,” Viktoria shot back.

“True,” Nathalie said, eyeing the basket. “Who can resist these goodies?”

“Should we grab a picnic blanket?” Viktoria suggested.

Nathalie’s face lit up. “That sounds perfect.”

Viktoria hurried to get the blanket, and I added, “Give us a minute before you come back inside.”

“We’ll try,” Nathalie said with a grin. “But no promises on the cookies lasting that long!”

Jody chuckled, watching them set up in the garden. “Your girls are so sweet.”

I sipped my tea. “Yeah… I love them both.”

“Hard to resist gossip too,” Jody said, smirking. “I’m guilty of eavesdropping more than I should admit.”

“You’re not the only one,” I said, taking a bite of a cookie. “You just baked these, right?”

“Yep, that’s why I needed the extra hour,” she said, smiling over her cup of tea.

“You have a heart of gold,” I told her, making her blush.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

“I was worried you’d judge me for what happened,” I confessed. “That’s why I reached out so fast—I couldn’t focus on anything until we talked.”

She reached out and patted my hand, her skin warm and soft. I took a deep breath and caught that sweet, feminine scent again. There weren’t many women her age I felt drawn to, let alone mothers.

“I know you’re a good man,” she said. “I’d never jump to conclusions. And honestly, this isn’t the first time Olivia’s locked herself away over some love drama.”

“I thought she was inexperienced,” I said, feeling a little confused.

“She is,” Jody said, her smile fading. “But there was a time when a girl from her class hooked up with her crush. It broke her heart, and she stayed home for a month, mostly crying.”

Hearing that felt like a punch to the gut. I realized at that moment that my feelings for Olivia were deeper than I’d let myself admit. “I’m really sorry to hear that… Love can be amazing, but it can also be hell.”

“Tell me about it,” she sighed, leaning back. “Olivia’s my world. So, what happened?”

“Well, to make a long story short… I heard a loud noise coming from her room in the middle of the night. I got worried, rushed in, and found her on the floor. She’d fallen out of bed and hit her head. Her phone was on the floor too, with a shirtless picture of me on the screen, and, well… her fingers were wet, and her nightgown had ridden up. I guess you can figure out the rest.”

“Oh,” Jody said, her hand moving to her mouth. “How hard did she hit her head?”

“There was a bump,” I explained. “We gave her some painkillers and ice, but she was so embarrassed that it was hard to talk to her.”

“Poor thing,” she sighed. “I’ll get her some more ice when I get back. So, basically, you caught her, uh, masturbating to you?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “I told her I didn’t care. I mean, any guy would take it as a compliment, but I don’t think she saw it that way.”

“I get it,” she said, drawing in a long breath. “She’s been talking about you nonstop this past week. Did anything else happen earlier?”

“Not that I can think of,” I said, trying to recall. “We watched a movie together, and she cuddled up to me. My girls noticed how close we were, but that’s really it.”

“I don’t think it’s just about you catching her petting her kitty,” Jody said thoughtfully. “She might have felt a little left out, sleeping in the guest room while you were with Nathalie and Viktoria. Maybe it brought back feelings of rejection she’s had in the past.”

Her words hit home. “That makes sense,” I said. “But I didn’t want you to think I was grooming her or anything.”

“I understand,” Jody reassured me. “But that’s her perspective… And, yes, I’m her mom—I know Olivia. It’s not just about masturbation… I’ve actually caught her twice before.”

Her candidness caught me off guard, and I felt a surge of arousal at her openness. “Your words carry a lot of weight,” I said honestly. “But I’m still not sure how to talk to her about all this.”

It was strange for me. I had plenty of relationship experience, but I’d never dealt with such a supportive mother like Jody. I had gone through something similar with Viktoria in the beginning, but she didn’t have a mom. Nathalie’s mother, on the other hand, was the complete opposite of Jody, even though we were on better terms now.

“You should come over and talk to her and explain your polyamorous relationship. I also think you should sleep with her. She’s been asking a lot of questions about sex the past week. I mean she’s asked before about kisses and boyfriends and all that, but I can tell she wants you more than anyone else.”

I blinked at her. It came as a surprise that there existed a mother like Jody, basically encouraging an older man to have sex with her daughter. “You’re a good mother… I haven’t met many like you in the past,” I said.

She chuckled. “I know the context,” she replied, “but you have to understand, I don’t want to deprive my daughter of anything in life. I want what’s best for her, and I know a good man when I see one. That’s all.”

“But only if she wants to,” I added.

“I know she wants to. I’ve been a little, innocent girl too,” she said, glancing down for a moment as if she missed those days. “We all want a stable man, regardless of age, to make us feel safe and secure. Older men tend to look better than younger ones, by the way.” She ended her sentence with a playful wink.

“I hear you,” I said with a smile.

“I’m going to talk to her, though—I’m worried about that bump. We’re very open with each other, so I know where to start,” she said, finishing her tea and grabbing another cookie.

“That’s fine,” I replied. “Keep me updated.”

We stood up, and I guided her outside. Before she walked away, she turned to me. “A hug for being such a wonderful man to my daughter?”

Without hesitation, I opened my arms and pulled her close. She fit perfectly against my chest, and I could feel her heart beating in sync with mine. The embrace was warm and comforting, and I didn’t want to let go. She lingered in my arms, and the connection between us seemed to grow stronger with each passing second.

As we broke the hug, I said, “Let me know how it goes, as soon as possible.”

“I promise.”

“Thanks for the cookies. They were delicious,” I added.

She just smiled and waved as she sauntered down the gravel road, her hips swaying effortlessly. Where has that beautiful woman and her lovely daughter been all my life?

When I turned back, Nathalie and Viktoria were still sitting outside on the picnic blanket.

“Is she gone already?” Viktoria asked, cookie crumbs all over her cheeks and dress.

“Yeah, after hearing about the bump, she wanted to check on Olivia as soon as possible.”

“I see,” Viktoria said.

I brushed some crumbs off her lips, and they fell onto the blanket. She giggled. “Did you try the cookies? They’re soft on the inside but crunchy on the outside.”

“I had plenty,” I replied, giving her a quick recap of the conversation. They listened intently.

“Poor Olivia,” Nathalie said softly. “I hope she’s okay.”

“Me too,” Viktoria agreed. “Do you think she’ll come back to work?”

I ran a hand through her glossy brown hair. “I hope so. Jody’s going to talk to her and try to smooth things over. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

“I’m just glad Olivia has such a wonderful mother,” Viktoria said. “She deserves her.”

I thought we all deserved a mother like Jody, but I kept that thought to myself around Viktoria.

* * *

I had eaten lunch about an hour ago, and I was still waiting for Jody’s text. It felt like I hadn’t done much all day except stare at my phone. I’d tried helping the girls with the stables and cleaning the water trough, but even they noticed I was distracted. They were talking about Olivia a lot, hoping she was doing better.

To take my mind off things, I decided to hit the home gym. I changed into some shorts and a tank top, then headed over.

As I started my warmup on the treadmill, my thoughts drifted back to Olivia. I pictured her delicate fingers dancing across the piano keys and the way her eyes lit up when she played. I thought of how she’d cuddled up to me when we watched that romantic film. That had been a magical night. Then, I remembered how embarrassed she must have felt this morning.

I increased the treadmill speed, hoping to outrun my thoughts, but it wasn’t that easy. Love and feelings were sticky. They didn’t just go away.

After a good cardio session, I moved on to weights. As I started my bench presses, I daydreamed of Olivia’s slender form and how easily I could lift her. I thought of how I’d lifted Viktoria for photoshoots so many times. I could probably lift both of them at once, maybe even all three of them. The thought made me smile.

Just as I finished my last set, my phone buzzed. I practically lunged for it, seeing Jody’s name on the screen. It was a text, Hi, I managed to talk to her, so it’s safe for you to come over and explain things. It wasn’t only about getting caught. She felt like an outsider. I explained what you told me, but she’s saying the usual, ‘Oh, you’re just feeling sorry for me.’ It would be better if you explained things in person, but no rush. The bump’s under control, and she isn’t feeling that sick anymore.


I texted back, I’ll be there in a heartbeat.



Okay,
 she replied with a giggling emoji.

I quickly showered and changed into fresh clothes, opting for a casual button-down shirt and jeans. As I headed out, I called out to Nathalie and Viktoria.

“I’m going over to Olivia’s,” I explained. “Jody says it’s okay for me to talk to her now.”

They both nodded, looking relieved.

“Tell her we miss her,” Viktoria said.

“And that we hope she feels better,” Nathalie added.

“I will,” I promised, grabbing my keys.

I hopped onto the four-wheeler and drove to Jody’s place.

My stomach was in knots as I pulled up to the curb. Taking a deep breath, I walked up to the front door and knocked.

Jody answered, greeting me with a warm smile. “Come in,” she said, ushering me inside. “She’s in her room. I’ve told her you’re here.”

I nodded, suddenly feeling nervous. “How is she?”

“Better,” Jody assured me. “The bump has gone down, and she’s calmer now. Just… be gentle with her, okay?”

“Of course,” I said.

Jody took me to the second floor and pointed me towards Olivia’s room, then retreated to give us privacy. I approached the door and knocked softly.

“Come in,” Olivia’s voice called, sounding shy and uncertain.

I entered to find her sitting cross-legged on her bed. Her hair was pulled back in a bun, and her eyes were slightly red-rimmed. The bump on her forehead had gone down considerably, but there was still a faint bruise visible.

“Hey,” I said softly, closing the door behind me. “How are you feeling?”

Olivia shrugged, not quite meeting my eyes. “Better, I guess. My head doesn’t hurt as much anymore.”

I moved closer. “Can I sit next to you?”

She nodded, inching her hips aside.

I sat down next to her. “I’m glad you’re feeling better. We were all worried about you.”

She glanced up at me then, her blue eyes wide and vulnerable. “I didn’t hit my head that hard.”

“And?” I said. “We care about you.”

Her lips tugged into a smile, but it faltered just as quickly. “I’m sorry I left without saying goodbye. I just… I was so embarrassed.”

“You don’t need to apologize,” I assured her. “I understand. It was an awkward situation.”

Olivia nodded, fidgeting with the hem of her dress. “My mom said… she said you wanted to talk to me about something?”

I took a deep breath, choosing my words carefully. “Yes. I wanted to explain a few things, and also make sure you’re okay. Not just physically, but emotionally too.”

She looked at me curiously. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” I began, “your mom mentioned that you might have felt left out last night. I want you to know that wasn’t my intention at all. I just didn’t want to move quickly or anything. You’re important to me and to Nathalie and Viktoria too. We all care about you.”

Olivia’s eyes widened slightly. “Really?”

“Really,” I affirmed. “I know our relationship is… unusual. But that doesn’t mean there isn’t room for you.”

Olivia bit her lip, looking unsure. “But I’m just your employee. And Nathalie and Viktoria are so beautiful and experienced. I can’t compete with them.”

I shook my head, gently taking her hand in mine. “It’s not about competition, Olivia. Each relationship is unique. What I have with Nathalie and Viktoria doesn’t diminish what I could have with you.”

Her cheeks pinked. “What… what are you saying?”

I took a deep breath. “I’m saying that if you’re interested, I’d like to explore a relationship with you. But only if that’s what you want. There’s no pressure, and your job isn’t on the line if you don’t want to.”

Olivia’s eyes widened. “You mean… you actually want to be with me?”

I nodded, squeezing her hand gently. “I do. I’ve been attracted to you since we met, but I didn’t want to take advantage or make you uncomfortable. And after last night… well, I realized maybe you felt the same way.”

She looked down, her blush deepening. “I… I do. I have a crush on you. But I never thought you’d be interested in someone like me.”

“What do you mean by ‘someone like me’?” I asked her. “Your work ethic and beauty and innocence are all traits I find very attractive.”

“I’m just a bit insecure… I’ve never been with anyone, and the last time I had a crush, I got so depressed. I thought, since you wanted me in the guest room, I was overthinking everything. But at the same time, I’m supposed to be your employee, and I don’t want to come between Viktoria and Nathalie. They’re so kind. I just don’t understand how it works.”

“It works,” I reassured her. “You just have to try it and see for yourself.”

Olivia’s eyes met mine, filled with a mix of hope and uncertainty. “I… I want to try,” she said softly. “But I’m scared. What if I’m not good enough?”

I reached out, gently cupping her cheek. “Olivia, you don’t have to be perfect. None of us are. What matters is how we feel about each other. And I care about you—a lot.”

She leaned into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment. When she opened them again, there was a new light in them. “Okay,” she whispered. “You really like me?”

I nodded. “I do,” I said, running my fingers through her hair.

“Even if I, um… masturbated to you?” she asked, her lips tugging into a shy smile.

“I take that as more of a compliment than anything.”

“I see,” she said, looking a little more relaxed.

“How about next time… you sleep in my bed? Just me and you.”

“And what about Nathalie and Viktoria?” she asked.

“They understand, and they’re used to taking turns,” I told her. “You won’t push them away. You’ll only bring us all closer.”

“Uh, okay… Will I still work for you?”

“Just do what the girls do. They help out, but they also have fun.”

“I see… When can I come over?”

“When do you want to?”

“Maybe tomorrow.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

We heard the door creak outside. Olivia sighed but smiled. “Mom… seriously?”

“I don’t mean to eavesdrop. Just putting away the laundry,” her mom called out.

“She does that when I’m talking to my friends,” Olivia said, rolling her eyes.

“She loves you, though,” I reminded her, which I knew was true.

“I love her too,” Olivia said softly.

I patted her thigh, and I eyed her young, plump lips. She had a look in her eyes of disbelief. She’d been unkissed, and I took her mother’s words, making sure to kiss and love her, so she understood how much I was attracted to her.

I waited for her mother to descend the stairs before I pressed my lips to hers, her eyes widening and then softening. She was inexperienced, not sure where to put her hands, her heart racing, but I slowed down and guided her through it. If she only knew how good her lips tasted, and how cute her freckled cheeks were. I deepened the kiss and tongue kissed her, her tongue so smooth and sweet against mine. I held the kiss for as long as necessary and when I came off her lips, I looked into her eyes. She looked grateful and in love.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “I’ll leave you here and see you tomorrow, okay?”

She nodded, a dreamy smile on her face. “Okay,” she said softly. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I gave her one more quick peck before standing up. “Get some rest,” I told her. “And don’t worry about work—just focus on feeling better.”

“Thank you,” she said, her eyes shining.

I left her room, closing the door gently behind me. Jody was waiting in the hallway, trying to look casual.

“How did it go?” she asked, though her knowing smile suggested she had an idea.

“Well, I think you heard some parts of it,” I told her.

“When I flattered your girls about being immune to gossip, I’ll just let you know it isn’t easy,” she said.

“I know. I’m just joking with you,” I said. I thought I owed her a couple of words too, especially since she was such a good mother. “You’re a good mother, Jody. You’ve raised a wonderful girl.”

A smile broke out on her face. “Thank you … that means the world to me.”

I smiled back at Jody, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. Her approval and support meant more to me than I’d realized. “I really appreciate how understanding you’ve been about all of this,” I told her. “It’s not exactly a conventional situation.”

Jody chuckled softly. “Life rarely follows convention, does it? I’ve learned that happiness and love come in many forms. As long as everyone involved is consenting and cared for, that’s what matters most.”

I nodded, impressed by her wisdom and open-mindedness. “You’re absolutely right. I promise I’ll take good care of Olivia.”

Jody smiled warmly. “I know you will. I’ve seen how you are with Nathalie and Viktoria. You’re a good man.”

“Thank you. I appreciate it.”

There was a moment of silence before she said, “Another hug before you leave?”

I opened my arms, inviting her. As she pressed her body against mine, I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin and the softness of her curves. Each hug felt more intimate than the last, drawing us closer together.

“You kissed my daughter, didn’t you?” she whispered in my ear.

“I did.”

“Thank you … she’s been talking constantly about kisses and how it would feel … I’m glad that’s out of the way.”

“You’re welcome … Tomorrow, she’ll sleep over.”

“I’m so happy for her sake,” she said. “Let her sleep next to you … Let her know what it truly feels like, to be loved by another man.”

I started growing hard in an instant. The way she whispered those words and mashed her breasts against me while encouraging me to be intimate with her daughter. I was bombarded with sexual excitement—erotic tension that I hadn’t felt before. She certainly felt my bulge too when she broke the hug with a grin.

“I’ll talk to you soon,” I said.

“For sure,” she said and planted a kiss on my cheek but soft and inaudible so her daughter probably didn’t hear. The damp patch of her skin lingered on my cheek.

I drove home, my mind racing with thoughts of Olivia and our kiss. Her soft lips, her inexperienced yet eager response—it was intoxicating. And Jody’s encouragement only added fuel to the fire. I couldn’t wait for tomorrow night.

When I arrived back at the estate, Nathalie and Viktoria were waiting for me.

“How did it go?” Viktoria asked as soon as I walked in.

I smiled. “It went well. Olivia’s feeling better, and she’ll be coming over tomorrow to stay the night.”

Nathalie’s eyes widened. “Oh! That’s wonderful news.”

“But for tomorrow … I want her for myself.”

“Can you go into more detail?” Nathalie asked. “What made her feel unwell? Was it something I did?”

I sat down with them. “It wasn’t anyone’s fault. She’s just a bit shy, and last night she felt like an outsider when she took the guest room. She has a crush on me but was confused since she’s also my employee.”

“Oh, I see,” Nathalie said. “I guess she felt a little put on the spot.”

I nodded. “Yeah, that’s what it seems like. We’ll straighten it out tomorrow.”

Viktoria and Nathalie exchanged glances. “I guess we’ll be in the same bed tomorrow,” Viktoria said with a smile.

“Like the good old days when we used to have sleepovers,” Nathalie added, grinning.

That was what I loved about the two of them. They got along so well and were so easygoing. They could make room for another girl without causing any drama or jealousy. I loved them both, and I hoped Olivia would understand when I saw her tomorrow.





Chapter 6





A
 fter I’d eaten breakfast, I sat outside and patiently waited for Olivia. Yesterday, we’d talked and straightened things out after the embarrassing moment. I felt so much better after I got back, and I could tell she did too—especially after the kiss.

I heard the crunch of gravel and headed out to greet her. Olivia walked up the path, her auburn hair glowing in the sunlight, spilling over her outfit. She wasn’t wearing a dress this time, but she still looked incredibly attractive in her knee-length skirt and off-shoulder top that matched her hair.

“Hi,” she said, a smile slowly spreading across her lips. She looked relieved, unlike yesterday, radiating the same innocent beauty I’d noticed when I first saw her.

“Hi,” I said, opening my arms to pull her into a hug. I couldn’t stop thinking about last night’s kiss and how good it felt. I could only imagine what it would be like to take her innocence. “Did you sleep well?”

She nodded. “I felt a lot better after you left… not that you left, but after the kiss,” she quickly corrected herself, blushing at the end.

“I’m glad,” I said.

“Nathalie and Viktoria are okay with me?”

“Of course they are,” I reassured her, patting her back. “They’ve been looking forward to having you here.”

“Okay, I just wanted to help out around the estate… if there’s anything I can do.”

“You don’t want to relax or have some fun?”

“Maybe afterward,” she said. “I just want to do something for you.”

“I see,” I said with a smile. “There’s always work to be done around here.” I glanced around, remembering the girls hadn’t finished cleaning the stables. Since Olivia was eager, I thought of offering her the job. “Have you cleaned stables before?”

Olivia nodded eagerly. “Yeah, many times.”

“Duh,” I said playfully, making her laugh.

As we walked to the stables, I noticed she seemed nervous. She kept glancing at me and then quickly looking away, a faint blush coloring her cheeks.

“So how are you feeling today?” I asked gently. “Better than yesterday?”

“Much better,” she said with a brief smile. “I’m sorry again for running away like that. I just felt so embarrassed.”

“You don’t need to apologize,” I assured her. “I get it. It was an awkward situation for anyone.”

“Thank you for understanding,” she said, her voice brighter.

“You’re welcome,” I said, patting her back. “By the way, I like your outfit.”

“Me too,” she said, twirling around. “I probably spent an hour in front of the mirror picking it out.”

“Nothing unusual for a girl,” I teased. “But you know, you’re about to get pretty dirty over there.”

“That’s fine… as long as you have a washing machine.”

“Washing machine and all the clothes you could dream of.”

We reached the stables, and I showed her which stalls needed mucking out. “I’ll help you for a bit,” I said with a wink.

“Nice,” she replied, clearly appreciating the company. As we worked side by side, I could see her relaxing, getting into the rhythm of the physical labor.

“You know,” I said casually, “Nathalie and Viktoria were really worried about you yesterday. They’ll be happy to see you back.”

Olivia paused, leaning on her pitchfork. “They were?”

I nodded. “Of course. They care about you too.”

She bit her lip, looking thoughtful. “I was worried they might not like me being here… you know, with you.”

“It’s the complete opposite,” I told her. “They’ll be here soon though.”

“Oh, where are they?”

“Doing laundry,” I said.

Just then, the girls stepped out onto the balcony, hanging the laundry on the clothesline. When they spotted Olivia, they waved.

“Hi!” Viktoria called out from a distance.

“Hello!” Olivia waved back.

“We’ll be down to help you in a minute!” Nathalie added.

“They looked thrilled,” Olivia said, her expression full of relief.

“Told you.”

As we worked in the stables, I could sense Olivia becoming more relaxed. She shared some stories from her first time doing this kind of work and when she first started learning to ride.

“You’re a natural at this,” I commented, admiring her form as she worked.

She glanced up, smiling. “Thanks. I’ve always loved animals.”

“It shows,” I said. “The horses seem to like you too.”

As if on cue, one of the mares neighed and stretched her neck out toward Olivia. She laughed, reaching out to stroke the horse’s nose.

“Hey there, pretty girl,” she said softly.

Nathalie and Viktoria appeared in the stable doorway, both smiling brightly when they saw Olivia.

“Welcome!” Viktoria said, rushing over to give Olivia a hug.

Olivia looked surprised but pleased by the warm welcome. She hesitated at first but then relaxed into Viktoria’s embrace.

“We’re so glad you’re feeling better,” Nathalie added, joining the hug.

Olivia’s eyes met mine over their shoulders, a mix of surprise and happiness in her gaze. I gave her an encouraging nod.

“Thank you,” Olivia said softly as they pulled away. “I’m sorry for worrying you.”

“Don’t be silly,” Viktoria said, waving a hand dismissively. “We’re just happy you’re back.”

“Do you need help finishing up here?” Nathalie asked, glancing around the stable.

“That would be nice,” Olivia replied.

“While you three finish cleaning here,” I told them, “I’ll go clean the water trough. Sounds good?”

“Okay,” Olivia said. “After I’m done here, can I do something else?”

“Sure, just come find me when you’re finished,” I told her. She was a sweetheart, exactly the kind of person I liked and needed.

I walked away as their giggles faded behind me, sounding like birdsong to my ears.

* * *

It had been a long but fun day. Olivia had worked with Nathalie and Viktoria in the stables, and they’d also done the laundry together. We’d had stew for dinner, and now Olivia was on the phone with her mother.

I glanced at the hot tub and realized we hadn’t used it in a couple of weeks.

When Nathalie finished clearing the table, I asked her and Viktoria, “Should we hop into the hot tub if Olivia’s up for it?”

They both nodded.

“Will nudity be mandatory?” Viktoria asked with a grin.

“For you two,” I said with a wink. “I’ll check with Olivia, and see if she’s comfortable.”

After her phone call, Olivia appeared with a smile. “How’s your mom?” I asked her.

“She’s fine,” Olivia said, sitting down next to me.

“We were thinking of hopping into the hot tub. Do you want to join us?”

Olivia nodded, her eyes lighting up. “But I’ve never been in one before.”

“You’ll love it,” I assured her. “It’s very relaxing after a long day of work.”

She nodded, then looked uncertain. “Um, I didn’t bring a swimsuit though.”

“That’s okay,” I said gently. “Nathalie and Viktoria usually go in nude. But you can wear underwear if you’re more comfortable with that. Or I can lend you something.”

“Uhm … I guess I could be nude too,” she said, a smile tugging on her lips.

I smiled warmly at Olivia. “Alright, if you’re comfortable with that. There’s no pressure though—whatever makes you feel at ease.”

She nodded, looking a mix of nervous and excited. “I think I’d like to try.”

“Great,” I said, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze.

While Nathalie filled up the hot tub, I took off my shirt and shorts. Viktoria also started peeling off her clothes till she was fully nude, revealing her gorgeous tear-drops and smooth skin. She looked at me with a horny smile as if it was just my underwear left. Olivia undressed slowly. She had only pulled off her top.

“Do you need help?” Viktoria asked her, probably seeing the nervous energy.

Olivia nodded. “You have nice breasts.”

“Thank you … but Nathalie’s are definitely the biggest.”

“Size isn’t always what makes them pretty, though.”

“Well in this case Nathalie has it all,” Viktoria said and unhooked Olivia’s bra.

It was the first time I saw her bare breasts. When I’d caught her masturbating, it was only her nether region that I’d discovered, but now I saw her other treasures. Olivia glanced at me to make sure I was looking, and her boobs sat high on her chest, symmetrical and topped with little pink nipples. They looked wonderful to squeeze and suck on.

“Yours are also pretty,” Viktoria noted.

“What’s so pretty about them?” Olivia asked, her cheeks pinkening.

“The symmetry and roundness,” Viktoria pointed out.

“You don’t think they could be bigger?”

“There’s no such thing as perfect breasts,” Viktoria said. “Unless you want to stuff plastic in them.” Both of them shuddered.

“That’s the farthest thing from perfect,” I noted, and I wasn’t too much into that look either. I took off my underwear, and Olivia couldn’t help but glance at me. She bent over, flashing her ass, and she pulled down her skirt and panties at the same time. She looked a bit withdrawn, but I was pulled to her when I saw her innocent, fresh body, her skin smooth and unblemished.

I took her hand and let her step in first. “Ladies first.”

“Can you lift me in?” she asked.

I grabbed her, and she laughed. I gently lowered her down into the steaming water. Viktoria and Nathalie waited for their turn, and I helped them inside as well before I hopped in, sighing as the warm water enveloped us.

The water submerged up to their shoulders, their beautiful breasts playing peek-a-boo with the water. I sat between Olivia and Viktoria. Olivia inched closer to me. She let out a contented sigh as she sank deeper into the hot water.

“This feels amazing,” she murmured, her eyes closed in bliss. “So luxurious.”

I smiled, watching her relax. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. The jets should be coming on soon.”

The jets activated, sending bubbles swirling around us. Olivia giggled as the water tickled her skin.

“Better?” I asked her.

She nodded. “It feels like you’ve got everything here.”

“Now that you’re with us, yes, I agree,” I said, draping my arm over her shoulder, making her smile wider.

“It’s nice to be able to relax like this after a day of work.”

“I agree,” I said. “Did it feel better to work with the girls?”

Olivia looked at them and nodded. They were definitely getting along well. “It did. I loved it. It just felt a lot better.”

“Because you’re with us?” Viktoria asked gently.

Olivia blushed but nodded. “Yeah, I think so. It’s nice not to be alone.”

I reached out and squeezed her shoulder gently. “I think we all agree with that one.”

Olivia’s eyes met mine, and there was a warmth there that made my heart skip a beat.

We chatted easily for a while, the conversation flowing naturally. I noticed Olivia becoming more animated as she grew comfortable, her initial shyness melting away in the warm water and friendly atmosphere.

As we talked, I couldn’t help but admire the way the water lapped at Olivia’s collarbone, occasionally revealing glimpses of her breasts. Her skin glistened with droplets, and her cheeks were flushed from the heat.

Viktoria noticed me looking and gave me a knowing smile. She leaned in close to whisper in my ear, “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

I nodded, feeling a surge of arousal. “Very,” I murmured back.

Olivia caught our exchange and blushed deeper, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she inched closer to me, her thigh brushing against mine under the water. The contact sent a jolt through me. She started giving my manhood more attention, and as she came closer to it, her hand started slowly reaching for it. She glanced up at me as if asking for permission.

“Go on, it doesn’t bite.”

“Okay,” she said. By now, Viktoria should have probably straddled my legs while I tongue-kissed Nathalie, but they both were understanding and left me with Olivia, letting her explore me at her own pace. Her hand touched my manhood, and she wrapped her hand around it. I hardened in an instant at her innocent touch. She slowly stroked me and looked up to me with her piercing blue eyes, reminding me a little of her mother. “I’m not sure what I’m doing … Does it feel good to you?”

“It feels amazing,” I told her, and we shared a smile.

“Okay,” she said adorably and kept going. “You’re quite hard.”

“It does that,” I told her. With my right hand, I cupped her boobs and gently squeezed them. By touching her, I made her smile widen.

I continued to caress Olivia’s breast, feeling her nipple harden under my touch. She let out a soft gasp, her hand tightening around my shaft. I couldn’t get enough of her boobs, continuously exploring her mounds.

“That feels nice,” she murmured, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

I leaned in and kissed her softly, my tongue gently probing her lips. She opened for me eagerly, her inexperienced tongue meeting mine. As we kissed, I continued to stroke and knead her breast, relishing the soft weight of it in my palm. It was the second time I kissed her passionately, but this time felt a bit more intimate since we were nude.

Olivia’s hand moved slowly up and down my length, her grip soft but pleasurable. I groaned softly into her mouth, encouraging her.

“Am I doing it right?” she asked breathlessly when we broke the kiss.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” I assured her. “Just relax and do what feels natural.”

She nodded. Her strokes became more confident, and I felt myself hardening further in her grasp. I let go of her breast and parted her legs a little bit. I stroked the insides of her thigh till I reached closer and closer to her beautiful lips.

I gently rubbed Olivia’s outer lips, feeling her slickness even underwater. As I slipped a finger inside her, she gasped softly, her eyes widening.

“Is this okay?” I asked softly, wanting to make sure she was comfortable.

Olivia nodded, biting her lip. “Yes,” she whispered. “It feels good.”

I began to move my finger slowly in and out, marveling at how tight she was. Her inner walls clenched around me as I explored her depths. With my thumb, I found her clit and started to rub gentle circles around it.

Olivia’s breathing quickened, and her hand on my shaft tightened. “Oh,” she moaned softly. “That’s… wow.”

I smiled, continuing my exploration. “Just relax and enjoy it,” I murmured, leaning in to kiss her neck.

As I pleasured her, I could feel her getting wetter, her arousal mixing with the water of the hot tub. It was easy to feel the difference since her honey was stickier and hotter. Her hips began to move slightly, seeking more friction against my hand.

“Ryan,” she whimpered, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. “I think I’m close to… something.”

“Should we continue in our bedroom?”

She blinked at me. “Our
 ?”

“Yeah … you know what I mean. You aren’t an outsider any longer,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

Her gaze softened into a smile. “Okay … will you help me out?”

“Of course,” I said. I rose to my feet and stepped out of the tub, my erection bonking against it. “Will you two stay here?”

Viktoria and Nathalie nodded. “Probably for a little bit longer,” Viktoria said.

“Alright,” I said.

Olivia extended her arms to me, not wanting me to leave her there. I lifted her out, and she clung to me for a moment. I toweled her, not thoroughly, but I made sure to leave some droplets here and there. “Brrr,” she said.

“Come, let’s warm ourselves upstairs.” I draped my arm over her neck. “Good night you two.”

“Good night,” they both said.

I led Olivia upstairs to the bedroom, my arm still draped over her shoulders. “They are so kind,” she said.

“There’s a reason I live with them,” I told her.

“I see,” she said. “I see what kind of girls you’re attracted to.”

“Someone like you.”

As we reached the second floor, I could feel her shiver slightly, whether from nerves or the cooler air, I wasn’t sure.

“Are you cold?” I asked softly.

She nodded. “A little.”

I pulled her close, rubbing my hands up and down her arms to warm her. “Better?”

“Mhm,” she murmured, leaning into me.

I tilted her chin up and kissed her. She responded eagerly, her lips parting for me. I tasted her sweet tongue again. It was soft and wet against mine.

We broke the kiss, and I opened the bedroom door. “Ladies first,” I told her.

She happily stepped inside, and when I flicked on the light, her mouth opened. “Wow … What a bedroom.”

I had gotten used to the spacious bedroom, but I remembered Viktoria’s and Nathalie’s reactions when they first saw it as well.

“You like it?”

“No, I love it,” she said, looking around at how spacious it was. She approached the king-size canopy bed with silky, golden coverlets, running her hand along them. She turned her attention back to me. “I wonder what it’s like to sleep here every night.”

“You get used to it,” I told her, caressing her back. “Probably not the answer you were looking for.”

“I’d rather get used to this than alone in a single bed,” she pointed out.

“Me too,” I said and couldn’t imagine how it would be to sleep by myself, something I hadn’t done in years.

She looked up at me, probably wanting to finish what we started. Her arousal was already lining the insides of her legs, continuously flowing. She fell into my arms, and I palmed both her cheeks.

“Will we have sex?” she asked with hints of nervousness.

“What do you think?”

“I think so,” she said, a smile blossoming on her face. “I’ve always wanted to, but I’m not sure how it goes.”

“I’ll guide you through it,” I told her.

“You don’t think I’m too tight?” she asked, slightly chewing her lips.

“No such thing,” I told her, calming her down.

I gazed into Olivia’s eyes, seeing the mix of desire and nervousness there. Gently, I guided her to the bed, laying her down on the soft sheets. Her auburn hair fanned out on the pillow, framing her face.

“You’re so lovely,” I murmured, running my hand down her side.

She shivered under my touch, goosebumps rising on her skin. “Thank you,” she whispered.

I leaned down and kissed her again, her lips addictive. My tongue teased her lips open. As we kissed, my hand trailed lower, caressing her breasts and stomach before settling between her thighs. I could feel the heat radiating from her core as I gently parted her folds.

Olivia moaned into my mouth as I circled her clit with my thumb. “Oh,” she breathed. “That feels so good.”

Encouraged, I slipped a finger inside her, marveling at how tight and wet she was. I pumped slowly, curling my finger to rub her a bit better. Her hips bucked against my hand, and she giggled a little.

“What about your penis?” she asked.

“Are you getting impatient?” I teased her.

“A little,” she said innocently. “But I thought maybe you’d stick it in.”

“I do … But I don’t want to split you in two. The more aroused you are the better you’ll take it.”

“Okay … I have a lot to learn,” she said like an innocent student.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so horny. I truly wanted to ravage her, but I didn’t want to break her hymen for the first time.

I trailed kisses down Olivia’s body, savoring the softness of her skin. When I reached her mound, I gently parted her thighs and settled between them. Her scent was intoxicating, sweet and musky. I felt this strong yet invisible pull toward her virgin peach. I laid my tongue flat on it and gently stroked her. She tasted heavenly. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her arousal.

Olivia moaned for every tongue stroke, her hips jerking upward. “Oh, it tickles.”

I smiled against her flesh, pleased by her reaction. Slowly, I began to lick and suck at her folds, paying special attention to her clit. Her moans grew louder as I pleasured her with my mouth, warming her up for my painfully hard erection.

I came off her delicious pussy. I positioned myself between her legs, the tip of my erection brushing against her entrance. “This might hurt a little at first,” I warned. “But I’ll go slow. Tell me if you need me to stop.”

“Okay,” she whispered, looking up at me with trust in her eyes.

Slowly, I rubbed my erection against her lips, seeing her slick honey running down the sides. I found her hole and parted it with a gentle thrust. I began to push inside her. Her walls tightened around my shaft, and I had to resist the urge to thrust all the way in. Olivia winced slightly as I stretched her.

She closed her eyes, smiling as she felt more of my length. “Now I know why foreplay is necessary,” she said between moans.

I paused, letting her adjust to the feeling. “Are you okay?” I asked, stroking her cheek.

Olivia nodded, her eyes wide. “Yes… it’s just… overwhelmingly good.”

Encouraged, I pushed in a little deeper, feeling her inner walls stretch to accommodate me. I leaned down to kiss her tenderly as I slowly sheathed myself fully inside her. The feeling was incredible—she was so tight and warm around me. I had to take a deep breath to control myself. I really wanted to slide in and out as fast as possible.

“You feel amazing,” I murmured against her lips.

Olivia smiled up at me, her cheeks pink and pretty. “So do you,” she whispered.

I began to move slowly, pulling out almost all the way till only the crown remained before gently thrusting back in. Olivia moaned with each movement, her hands gripping my shoulders.

I continued to thrust slowly and gently, letting Olivia get used to the sensation. Her tight walls clenched around me with each movement, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I kissed her deeply, swallowing her soft moans.

She wrapped her arms around my back, and I gradually increased my pace. Her fingernails dug into my back as the pleasure built, and those were the gradual signs I was looking for. She let go, not looking nervous at all as she invited me deeper and deeper inside her.

“Oh, Ryan,” she moaned. “It’s so good…”

I could feel her getting wetter with each thrust, her arousal coating my shaft. The sound of our bodies slapping filled the room, along with our heavy breathing and Olivia’s increasingly loud moans.

Olivia whimpered in response, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. I groaned at the new angle, feeling myself hit spots inside her that made her moan out in pleasure. She climaxed, her walls tightening and fluttering around me, and as she tensed beneath me, it was my turn as my balls tightened.

With a few more deep thrusts, I buried myself inside her and let go, shooting out my seed so it splashed against her walls. I buried her innocence with my seed, and I looked into her eyes as I made sure to milk out every drop.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, I carefully lowered myself onto Olivia, mindful not to crush her with my weight. She clung to me, her breath coming in quick pants against my neck. I could feel her heart racing against my chest. We were as intimate as we could be.

“That was…” Olivia breathed, trailing off as if unable to find the right words.

“Amazing,” I finished for her, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead.

She nodded, a dreamy smile on her face. “I had no idea it could feel like that.”

I rolled to the side, bringing her with me so we were facing each other. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair tousled, and she looked beautiful in her post-orgasmic glow. I reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

“How do you feel?” I asked, searching her eyes.

“A little sore,” she admitted with a soft laugh. “But in a good way. I feel… complete. Like a woman.”

“I’m glad,” I said.

“Will we be doing this again?” she asked, slowly biting her lip.

“As many times as you’d like.”

My comment made her smile. “You know, my mom and I were always pretty open when I was growing up. I asked her so many times what it would feel like, what to do. I must’ve driven her crazy… Now I don’t have to bother her about it anymore.”

“You have a lovely mother,” I said, feeling a bit turned on by their openness. “Do you know what she told me?”

“No,” she said, leaning in to listen closely.

“She encouraged me to kiss you and sleep with you. She also said you were a little insecure because of your virginity.”

“Oh… but you see how sweet she is?” she said. “She’s almost the same age as you, and instead of flirting with you, she wanted me to have you.”

“I haven’t met a mother like her.”

“I love her,” she said, glancing up at me. “Do you think she’s pretty?”

I blinked, caught off guard. I searched her face, trying to figure out the best way to respond. I knew the answer but was a little hesitant about how she’d take it.

“Just tell me. I won’t judge you,” she prompted.

“She’s pretty,” I admitted, watching her smile widen.

“Just pretty?” she pressed, and I felt more comfortable seeing her reaction. She seemed proud that I found her mom attractive.

“She’s gorgeous,” I said, feeling more at ease. “I can’t remember the last time I found a woman her age this attractive. And it’s not just her looks, but her personality too. I love dedicated and understanding women.”

“She checks all those boxes,” she said. “I’m proud of her too.”

“And you have every right to be,” I told her sincerely.

“I’m just a bit worried she’s lonely,” Olivia said.

“She has you.”

“Yeah… but she still sleeps alone. She’s not interested in finding another man either.”

“Give her time,” I reassured her.

“Okay,” she said, snuggling up to me.

I kissed her forehead, holding her close as we slept, just the two of us for this one night.





Chapter 7





I
 placed my hands on the railing and gazed outside at my three girls riding. It had been a week since I took Olivia’s virginity, and since that night, she had opened up more. She wasn’t a shy girl any longer. It was the opposite. She had blossomed into a young woman, her petals unfurling and revealing her beauty.

I smiled, watching how well they got along. Sitting behind her, Viktoria had her arms wrapped around Olivia, just beneath her breasts. It was a bit hard to see Viktoria’s face since Olivia’s red hair fluttered behind her like an auburn flag, but I could see the joy in Olivia’s face from here, rippling to all of us.

Every evening, Olivia played the piano for us. She was truly talented, her fingers dancing over the keynotes and spreading heavenly melodies.

Every morning, she asked if there was something she could help me with around the estate. Although, she didn’t want to be paid any longer. Instead, I paid her with love, hugs and kisses, and those were the best transactions ever.

I sighed in relief, grateful that Jody had raised such a sweetheart. I’d noticed that Jody had been reaching out to me more often lately. At first, I thought it was because Olivia had moved in with me, but the truth was that Jody and I could talk for hours. We clicked well, and I started suspecting I was about to develop feelings for her. Olivia hadn’t asked what I felt about Jody since the first night when she asked if I thought her mom was pretty. The truth was, I found Jody beautiful—inside and out.

When I helped Olivia move her last few things into the truck, I’d given Jody a warm embrace. There was a sweetness and attraction in her that I wanted to explore. But just like I’d been cautious with Olivia, not wanting to rush things because she was supposed to be my employee, I didn’t want to make a bold move on Jody. I didn’t want to come between such a beautiful mother and daughter, and possibly ruin their relationship.

Suddenly, my phone rang. I picked it up and saw Jody’s face with a flower tucked behind her ear. She always made me smile.

“What’s going on?” I asked, slumping onto the sofa.

“Not much… I’m not catching you at a bad time, am I?” she asked, sounding excited as usual.

“Not at all,” I said. I could imagine how she twirled her auburn hair on her finger. “Just taking a break after moving a few things.”

“I see… I tried calling Olivia, but she didn’t answer. Is she there?”

“Yeah, she’s out riding with Viktoria and Nathalie,” I said, switching on the camera. “See them?”

“Ah, there they are… they look so pretty together.”

“They’re lovely,” I agreed.

“You can switch back now,” she said.

I did, and we Facetimed. She was wearing a red floral dress I hadn’t seen before, with the usual flower tucked behind her ear.

“Beautiful dress,” I remarked.

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks flushing slightly. “I’m trying to wear them during the day. It gets a bit chillier during the evening.”

“I’ve got plenty of girls to keep me warm,” I teased.

She chuckled. “My daughter’s going to need that warmth… I talked to her last night, but I didn’t mean to take her away from you.”

“No worries,” I said. “Viktoria and Nathalie keep me plenty busy.”

“She couldn’t stop talking about you, as always. She’s happier than ever, and I owe that to you.”

I smiled. “I owe you one for raising such a wonderful girl.”

“That means the world to me,” she said.

“I’m glad,” I said, always happy to see her smile.

“Do you remember when we talked about having dinner together?”

I nodded. We’d mentioned it when I helped move Olivia’s last few boxes—talking about inviting each other for dinner or just finding more ways to spend time with each other.

“I remember,” I said.

“How about tomorrow?” she suggested.

“That works for me. We can come over a bit earlier too, if you’d like.”

“That would be lovely,” she said. “And I might need to borrow you for a little help… I’ve got some furniture that needs moving.”

“I’ll give you all the help you need,” I said, happy to be of use.

“Perfect,” Jody said, her smile brightening. “I’ll make sure everything’s ready for you all.”

I couldn’t help but notice the way her eyes sparkled as she spoke. There was something captivating about her that I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Is there anything specific you’d like me to bring?” I asked, trying to keep my thoughts from drifting.

“Just yourself and the girls,” she replied with a smile.

“You got it.”

There was a brief pause, and I sensed Jody wanted to say something more. She bit her lower lip, a gesture I found surprisingly alluring.

“Ryan,” she began, her voice a bit softer. “I just wanted to say… I’m really glad you’re in Olivia’s life. In both our lives.”

Her words sent a warmth through me. “I’m glad to be here,” I said, meaning every word. “You’ve both become very important to me.”

Jody’s cheeks flushed slightly at that. “Well, I should let you go. I’m sure the girls will be back soon and need your attention.”

I heard the sound of hooves in the distance. “Looks like you’re right,” I chuckled.

“I can ride too, you know… I’m experienced,” she said with a wink, making me laugh.

“I don’t doubt you,” I replied, still smiling.

“I’ll give Olivia a call before dinner. Kisses and hugs.”

I puckered my lips playfully.

I found myself appreciating her beauty. I felt butterflies in my stomach, just like when you’re falling in love. I was still navigating my feelings for Olivia, our connection fresh and alive, and now, with Jody, it felt like the cherry on top.

After she hung up, I glanced at my phone’s call log. I wasn’t imagining things—there were more texts and calls from her than usual. Some of them read like conversations between teenagers, filled with emojis and smiley faces. It was clear she was feeling those same butterflies.

I thought about Jody more, realizing how much I missed the presence of a mature, experienced woman. Younger women had their beauty, but there’s something divine about a seasoned woman’s touch. The only catch was that she happened to be the mother of one of my lovers.

Just then, the girls returned, their hair windswept and wild. They wore matching outfits—miniskirts and tops. I greeted them all with hugs and kisses, though I held onto Olivia a bit longer.

“Your mom called,” I told her.

“She’s been calling you a lot more often,” Olivia said, her lips curling into a teasing smile.

I nodded. “But she only called because she couldn’t reach you.”

“I’ll call her back soon,” she said.

“She also asked if tomorrow would be good for dinner,” I added, glancing at the girls. They all seemed fine with it, so I decided to settle on tomorrow.

* * *

We settled down for dinner. Olivia had been on the phone with her mother for over an hour, and I’d cuddled up with Viktoria while Nathalie prepared dinner for us. When Olivia finished her conversation, she joined us.

“How did the conversation go?” I asked.

“It went well,” Olivia replied. “She asked more questions than usual.”

“And?” I prompted.

“I think she might be developing feelings for you… hard not to, I’d say,” Olivia added with a knowing smile.

I had a feeling she was right.

“How does that make you feel?” Viktoria asked, watching me closely.

“It’s always nice when someone develops feelings for you,” I said, though I was a little confused myself. I wasn’t sure what Olivia truly thought about the idea. After all, I had just started getting to know her, and there was still so much more to discover.

We shifted the conversation and moved on to other topics. The girls were excited about dinner tomorrow. They were always enthusiastic when we had plans, whether it was a camping trip or just a simple walk.

“I also want to visit Sacramento or some nearby towns soon,” Nathalie said. “We talked about going to that restaurant.”

“We will,” I promised her. “One step at a time.”

I didn’t feel the need to rush anything out here, and neither did they. Our topics quickly went to sexual. For the past week, I had mostly taken Olivia and focused on her since she was a novelty. Although last night she’d mentioned she wanted to try a threesome. Viktoria mentioned they could do it together.

“A threesome could be fun,” I said, my voice low and husky. I raked my fingers through Olivia’s auburn hair. “Have you explored another girl?”

“Nuh-uh,” Olivia said, shaking her head and her cheeks pinkening at the same time. “But I wouldn’t be against it.”

I felt a stirring of arousal at the thought of the two young women exploring each other. “Well, if you’re both interested, we could certainly give it a try tonight.”

“What about me?” Nathalie pouted playfully.

I chuckled. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. You’re welcome to join us too if you’d like. Or we can have our own private time later.”

Shortly after, Nathalie set the dinner on the table. She had made a pot roast surrounded by roasted vegetables and topped with gravy.

As we finished dinner, we spent some time on the terrace and watched the stars. They were gorgeous, and my eyes darted from star to star, and they were even more meaningful as my girls cuddled up to me. We wore a blanket over us as the night started growing cooler. Olivia was to my right, and she slipped her hand under my shorts. Her eyes widened as she struck fingers instead of girth, and she exchanged glances with Viktoria who’d already seized my sword a moment earlier.

“Hi there,” Viktoria said with a giggle, which she infected Olivia with.

“Hello,” Olivia said. They didn’t finger wrestle, but they found a spot each since there was space for both of them. “I guess this is the first step to a threesome.”

“It is,” Viktoria said and nodded.

“And how do we take it from here?” she asked.

“There are many ways,” Viktoria said. “But I prefer showing, not telling.”

Olivia chuckled. “Alright.”

Olivia and Viktoria kept stealing glances at each other, while I found my gaze wandering over all three girls’ curves. I wanted to whisk them inside before it got too late. “How about we head inside and warm ourselves there instead?”

They agreed. Olivia and Viktoria reluctantly pulled their hands out of my shorts. We headed upstairs. Olivia and Viktoria headed into the bathroom while I took Nathalie into the bedroom for some fun. She threw her arms around my neck, and I kissed her.

“Can you lick me?” she asked in her husky voice.

“With pleasure,” I said.

I gently laid Nathalie down on the bed, trailing kisses along her neck and collarbone as I moved lower. She sighed with pleasure, her fingers tangling in my hair. I took my time, enjoying her soft skin and the way she squirmed beneath me.

When I reached her thighs, I paused to look up at her face. Her eyes were half-lidded with desire, her chest rising and falling rapidly. I slowly spread her legs, placing gentle kisses on her inner thighs before finally tasting her flower.

Nathalie moaned softly as my tongue explored her folds. I licked and sucked, using my fingers to tease her entrance. Her hips began to move against my face as her pleasure built.

“Oh,” she moaned. “Hmmm.”

I focused on her most sensitive spots—the spots that made her moan louder. Her thighs trembled around my head as she got closer to her peak. With a few more skilled flicks of my tongue, Nathalie’s back arched off the bed.

As she came down from her high, I kissed my way back up her body. She pulled me in for a deep, passionate kiss that made my cock stir.

“Mmm, thank you,” she purred. “That was nice.”

“I’m glad,” I told her.

“I want to be fucked tomorrow,” she said.

“We’ll probably find time in the morning or night,” I told her.

Just then, we heard giggles coming from the bathroom. Olivia and Viktoria emerged, their hair damp and faces flushed. They climbed onto the bed, smelling fresh from a recent shower. “I’ll go to the bathroom now,” Nathalie said. “Have fun Olivia.”

“I will,” Olivia said, chewing her lip and looking a bit unsurely.

“You look a bit like Viktoria the first time she did this,” I noted.

“It will be fun,” Viktoria reassured her with a pat on the back.

Olivia smiled nervously as she settled next to me on the bed. I pulled her close and kissed her softly, trying to help her relax.

“We’ll take things slow,” I said against Olivia’s lips.

She nodded, her body gradually loosening as I continued to kiss and caress her. Viktoria joined in, her lips finding Olivia’s neck while her hand slid down to cup one of Olivia’s breasts. Olivia gasped at the new sensation of having another girl touch her.

I watched as the two young women began to explore each other. Their kisses started soft and hesitant but soon grew more passionate. My arousal built as I observed their growing desire.

“You’re both so beautiful,” I said huskily.

Viktoria smiled and moved to the other side, reaching for my hardening cock. “We want to make you feel good too,” she said. “Our man and savior.”

Her comment made me chuckle. Viktoria had to nudge Olivia. “Go on, there’s room for you too,” she said as Olivia watched Viktoria stroke me. After a moment, she reached out to join her, their hands working in tandem like they’d done under the blanket. I groaned with pleasure.

“That feels amazing,” I encouraged them. “Why don’t you show Olivia how to use your mouth, Viktoria?”

Viktoria nodded and lowered her head to take me between her lips. Olivia watched as Viktoria gave her some lectures. It felt like I was in heaven when I saw those two young women sharing my manhood back and forth. Viktoria had learned well from the first time she’d blown me, and it felt even more erotic as she passed on the skill to Olivia. Olivia’s lips kept stretching and sliding up and down, leaving trails of saliva behind till it pooled around the base.

As they continued, Olivia loosened up more and more. She licked the tip and tried sucking it in tandem with Viktoria so I was squeezed between their lips. They slobbered and moaned over my joystick till I had to stop them before I blew it all.

Eventually, I was between Olivia’s legs with my cock poised at her entrance, and at the same time, I had Viktoria sit right on her face. While I thrust into Olivia’s tight depths, I had a gorgeous view of Viktoria in front of me, her brown glossy hair framing her features, and her cute breasts bouncing with every smack.

Olivia’s soft moans were muffled by Viktoria’s thighs, the brunette beauty riding Olivia’s eager tongue. The sight before me was intoxicating. Olivia’s hands gripped her hips to pull her closer, probably enjoying the taste of her as well as I did.

“That’s it, girls,” I encouraged, my voice husky with desire. “You’re both doing so well.”

Viktoria’s eyes met mine, heavy-lidded with pleasure. She leaned forward, offering her breasts to my hungry mouth. I latched my mouth onto her right boob, alternating between gentle licks and firmer sucking. Her breathless whimpers spurred me on.

I could feel Olivia’s inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft, signaling her approaching climax. I increased my pace, driving into her with long, deep strokes. Viktoria’s fingers found their way to Olivia’s clit, rubbing tight circles that had her arching beneath us.

Eventually, I directed Viktoria to sit on all fours while I positioned myself behind her, my hands gripping her hips. She eagerly opened herself up to me, moaning as I entered her. While I thrust into her, Olivia sat in front of Viktoria, spreading her legs.

“I’ll try,” Viktoria said, lowering her head so her tongue touched Olivia’s fruit. “A bit hard when he fucks me.”

“I don’t judge you,” Olivia said, a smile breaking out on her face as Viktoria’s tongue danced on her pussy. “I tried my best earlier.”

I gripped Viktoria’s hips tightly as I thrust into her from behind. Her silky walls gripped me perfectly as I drove deep inside her. Viktoria moaned against Olivia’s pussy, the vibrations making her squirm with pleasure.

Olivia’s eyes were closed in bliss, her smile deepening as Viktoria’s talented tongue worked its magic between her thighs. I watched Olivia’s expression as she discovered another novel sensation. She enjoyed it without a doubt.

Olivia’s eyes fluttered open to meet mine. The raw desire I saw there sent a jolt of arousal through me. I increased my pace, pounding into Viktoria harder. She moaned and giggled, the sounds muffled against Olivia’s flesh.

I could tell both girls were getting close. Viktoria’s inner muscles were clenching around me as her orgasm approached. Olivia’s hips were rocking frantically against Viktoria’s face, chasing her release.

After a couple of more deep strokes, Viktoria’s body went rigid. Taking a break from the licking, she released a loud moan as her climax crashed over her. The pulsing of her walls triggered my orgasm and I groaned, shooting my cum into her depths.

It was intense, and it always felt good to do it with more than one. I pulled out my erection, spilling some pearly cum over her cheeks. Olivia sank her teeth into her lips. I wrapped my arms around Viktoria and pulled her to me. I planted a kiss on her neck as she looked at Olivia. “How was my licking?” Viktoria asked her.

“It felt exciting,” Olivia said.

We slumped down onto the bed. Viktoria touched herself, catching some cum on her finger and tasting it.

“I’m in awe of your stamina,” Olivia said. “You can pleasure all three of us.”

“I can do more,” I told her playfully.

“How was your first threesome?” Viktoria asked her.

“Fun … I want to do it again,” Olivia said. “Or how about all four of us?”

“That works too,” I said.

When Nathalie entered, she smelled like a rose. She let the towel slip from her, revealing her clean, nude body “Are you done?” she asked us.

We nodded. Viktoria was cute enough to make room for her, letting her take the spot beside me. We talked for a little bit longer till it was time to fall asleep.





Chapter 8









T
 he girls sat at the table which was covered in a pile of flowers, the scent sweet and intoxicating. They were making a flower wreath and a flower chain for Jody. We’d eaten lunch about an hour ago, and we would spend the evening at her place.

When they were finished, they showed me their creations, holding up the chain and wreath. The sun shone upon the flowers. There were yellow, blue and pink ones. Together, they blended into a mesmerizing color.

“Wow, that’s beautiful,” I said, my eyes widening at the pieces of art they’d created.

“She’ll love them,” Olivia replied. “She loves handmade gifts more than anything.”

“I can see why,” I said. Jody had already given me the impression that she valued relationships over materials. It was evident in how she’d raised Olivia.

“Do you want to touch?” Viktoria said, nudging them to me.

I admired the girls’ handiwork. The flower wreath was delicate and colorful, woven with care. The chain was equally beautiful, with tiny blossoms strung together.

“Your mom has great taste,” I told Olivia. “These are lovely gifts.”

Olivia beamed with pride. “She taught me how to make them when I was little.”

“My mother also taught me,” Nathalie chimed in.

“I taught it by myself,” Viktoria said.

The girls added the finishing touches to their gifts, and when they were finished, I glanced at the watch. “Are you ready to go?”

The girls nodded and hurried off to change. I went to my room to put on a fresh shirt, running a hand through my hair as I checked the mirror. I wanted to look nice for Jody, though I tried not to think too hard about why that mattered so much. I sprayed some perfume and brushed my hair, making sure I was as presentable as possible.

We headed out soon after. Olivia was in a great mood, chattering about her home and all the things they could do. Nathalie and Viktoria listened intently as she described the fun and games she had planned for them.

Both of them had been to Jody’s place countless times before, and they only had good things to say about her, especially Viktoria. She didn’t sound envious, but I knew we all wished we had a mother like Jody.

When we arrived, Jody was already waiting for us on the porch. Olivia rushed to her first, wrapping her arms around her in a tight hug. They held each other for what felt like forever, but Jody glanced at me briefly, and there was more in her look than just friendship.

“How are you, sweetheart?” Jody asked.

“I’m fine… we have a gift for you,” Olivia replied eagerly.

“What have you made for me this time?” Jody asked, breaking the hug and looking her daughter in the eyes.

“You’ll see in a minute,” Olivia said, biting her lip. “But my friends and, uh, lover want to say hi to you first.”

Jody didn’t waste any time, hugging each of us and patting our backs as we greeted her. When it was my turn, I couldn’t help but notice her outfit. She wore a stunning red, body-hugging dress with slits that revealed her long, tanned legs. As her auburn hair cascaded down her, it matched the color of her outfit. The V-neck revealed just a hint of her cleavage. My jaw almost dropped—she looked elegant and breathtaking. I stiffened a little as she hugged me. The fabric was so thin that I could feel her warmth and her soft breasts against my chest.

“Welcome,” she whispered in my ear.

“Thank you,” I replied, feeling a little awkward. I wasn’t sure where to put my hands. Olivia was right behind me, and it felt like every inch of Jody was a dangerous temptation. It didn’t end there, she wore a perfume that seemed to affect my blood, making it flow straight south.

Jody broke the hug and looked me in the eyes for a moment longer than usual before turning to her daughter.

“Mom, why are you so pretty?” Olivia teased.

Jody smiled. “For the same reason you are. My parents made me that way.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “No, I mean your dress, your perfume, your hair… you look extra pretty today.”

“I wanted to look nice for your friends and, well, your lover,” Jody said with a playful smile. “It’s a special dinner.”

“I don’t want to feel like a guest, though. I’m your daughter,” Olivia said, pouting slightly.

“I know that, sweetie,” Jody said, rubbing her back gently.

“Okay … Here’s our gift for you,” Olivia said, her excitement returning.

Jody’s eyes lit up as Olivia presented her with the handmade flower wreath and chain. “Oh my, these are beautiful,” she said, carefully examining the flowers with her fingers. She lifted them to her nose and drew in a deep breath. The flowers infected her cheeks with a rosy color.

“We all worked on them together,” Olivia said proudly.

Jody’s eyes glistened with emotion as she hugged her daughter tightly. “Thank you so much, sweetheart. And thank you, girls,” she added, smiling warmly at Viktoria and Nathalie. “I’ll treasure these.”

“You’re welcome,” Viktoria and Nathalie said in unison.

Jody placed the wreath on her head, the colorful blooms standing out beautifully against her auburn hair. The chain she draped around her neck, the tiny flowers resting just above the neckline of her dress. It happened to hide her cleavage, which I found disappointing, but she looked beautiful nevertheless.

“How do I look?” she asked, turning to me with a coy smile.

I swallowed hard, my eyes trailing over her form. The flowers only enhanced her natural beauty. “Stunning,” I managed to say, my voice a bit husky.

Olivia looked at me not with a frown but a wide smile, proud that I found her mother attractive. Jody had to give Nathalie and Viktoria bonus kisses.

“Come on, let’s not stand here all day,” Jody said, welcoming us inside. We headed to the terrace and settled in. “I’ve got something for you before I start dinner—tea and cookies. How does that sound?”

My girls, of course, couldn’t resist.

“I’m in love with your cookies,” Viktoria told her with a grin.

“Thank you,” Jody said, smiling widely.

She brewed the tea and returned with a basket of cookies. “Only three each, though. I don’t want you filling up before dinner. I’ve learned my lesson from Olivia,” she teased.

Olivia’s cheeks flushed slightly in response. “Mom
 .”

“I’m joking, sweetheart,” Jody said, being in a good mood.

As we sat down, enjoying the cookies, Jody asked about our relationship and how I’d met Viktoria and Nathalie. I’d told her the story before, but it was nice to have something familiar to talk about. Viktoria and Nathalie did a good job of sharing their past without making it sound too heavy, keeping the mood light for the occasion.

“Even though it was a lot to go through,” Viktoria said and looked up at me, “it was worth it in the end.”

“I see,” Jody replied, clearly touched by their story. She glanced at me with hints of admiration. “It was quite something when you helped her with rent and invited her to stay with you.”

“It was the least I could do,” I said. “I felt bad for her situation.”

“I can tell,” Jody said, nodding.

Olivia then shared some of her own stresses, talking about her hopes, dreams and the pressure of trying to make it at a young age. It all came crashing down, and she hadn’t felt well till recently.

“I don’t think young girls should have to deal with that kind of stress,” I added, glancing at Jody. I noticed that we were exchanging more frequent glances, and there was definitely a spark between us.

Jody was quite open about our relationship, curious about how we managed things. I was struck by how comfortable they were discussing intimate details—Olivia and Jody’s mother-daughter bond was unusually candid, especially when it came to intimate topics.

When Jody got up to make dinner, Olivia insisted on helping her. “Mom, I’m your daughter, not a guest. Let me help.”

“Alright, sweetheart,” Jody agreed with a smile.

“They’re so cute together,” Viktoria commented as we relaxed on the terrace.

“Yeah,” I said, watching them with a smile.

It didn’t take long for them to finish the dinner—tri-tip steaks with baked potatoes topped with sour cream, chives, and butter, along with a salad and coleslaw. As we ate this delicious meal, we continued sharing stories, and Jody made a point of thanking me several times for being good to Olivia. At one point, she placed her hand on mine, her touch lingering.

After we’d eaten, Olivia started talking to the girls about the apple trees they could pick from. Jody acted quickly.

“Sweetheart, do you think I can borrow Ryan for a bit?” Jody asked her daughter. “I need help moving some furniture.”

“That’s fine,” Olivia said, giving me a knowing look. “Don’t worry. We’ll find some apples for you.”

“I prefer quality over quantity,” I said with a grin.

“We’ll find a red and shiny one,” Olivia replied cheerfully.

Olivia helped Jody clear the dishes. They were chatting, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying from where I sat.

“How was dinner?” I asked my girls.

“She sure knows how to cook,” Nathalie said with a satisfied smile.

Viktoria leaned in and whispered, “I think you cook better.”

Nathalie chuckled. “I don’t think so.”

“No whispering at the table,” I reminded them playfully. “You never know if we’re really out of earshot.”

“Olivia didn’t seem to mind you spending time alone with her mom,” Nathalie noted, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m just helping her out with a small favor,” I said casually.

Viktoria smirked. “If you weren’t here, she probably wouldn’t be wearing those sexy clothes.”

I couldn’t help but agree.

Just then, Olivia came back outside, clapping her hands together. “Come on, let’s go!” she called eagerly, ushering the girls along and leaving me alone with her mother.

We exchanged glances as the girls ran off, their giggles trailing behind them.

“Hard to keep up with those youngsters, eh?” Jody said with a grin.

“Nah, they’re just perfect,” I replied, still hearing their laughter in the distance.

“So,” Jody began, placing her hand on mine again and tilting her head slightly to the right. “Think you could help me move some furniture?”

“Anything for you,” I said, meeting her gaze.

“You’d really risk throwing out your back for me?” she asked, biting her bottom lip playfully.

I chuckled, locking eyes with her. “For you? I’d risk far more than that.”

A mischievous smile curved her lips. “Careful, I just might take you up on that offer.”

“What do you need to move?” I asked.

Jody smiled warmly. “Just a little rearranging in the bedroom and the bathroom. The dresser’s too heavy for me to move by myself.”

I nodded, a flicker of excitement stirring at the thought of being alone with her upstairs. “Yeah, I think I can handle that. No back-breaking required.”

“Don’t get too cocky. It’s heavier than it looks,” Jody teased.

“Show me,” I said, rising to my feet.

I followed her up the stairs, unable to resist admiring the sway of her hips in that snug-fitting dress and the way her hair shimmered under the light.

When we reached her room, she closed the door behind us with a soft click.

“Here it is,” she said, gesturing toward the dresser.

It was a solid oak piece—beautiful, but it looked as heavy as it promised to be.

“Where do you want it?” I asked, rolling up my sleeves.

Jody’s eyes flicked to my forearms, lingering for a moment before she pointed to the far wall. “Over there, if you don’t mind.”

“No problem,” I said, stepping up to the dresser. I bent my knees, gripped the sides, and heaved it up with a grunt.

“My, you’re strong,” she said. “I thought we could do it together.”

“I don’t want to ruin that soft touch of yours,” I told her and found balance as I moved it to the other side, taking step for step. It was quite heavy, but I’d deadlifted heavier than this. The grip wasn’t the best, but I didn’t want to look weak in front of her. “Here?”

“Yeah, that will be fine,” she said, sounding in awe as I displayed my strength.

I slowly lowered it down with a sigh and dusted off my hands. It always felt nice to do something for another woman, and I could tell it felt the same for her as well. “What are you getting in that other corner?”

“It’s a divan couch I found at the market,” she said.

“Do you need help moving that too?”

“Yeah … if you would like to stop over again,” she said, her eyes lighting up.

“Any time,” I told her. “Just give me a call.”

“I appreciate it,” she said. “I’m not done with you though … There’s a bathtub that I need help with as well.”

“You’re getting a new one?”

She nodded. “I wanted one with a bit more space … Got a bit jealous listening to my daughter talking about yours.”

I thought she was tight on cash, but maybe things were going better now that I took care of Olivia. “That’s fine. Show me your bathroom.”

“Since I’ll throw it away, you have to carry it downstairs, and this time, I’d like to help.”

I followed Jody into the bathroom. She whisked me inside her bathroom. One part of my brain thought she would close the door, just leaving the two of us, and the other reminded me of the task at hand. The first thing that caught my eye was the floral tiles followed by the heavenly scents. She had several purple and pink towels rolled up and stacked on the shelf followed by perfumes, shampoos and also makeup. There were at least ten different lipsticks if I wasn’t mistaken, and a vibrator hidden in the corner. I quickly looked away from her toy, pretending I didn’t see it.

“Sparkling clean,” I said and drew in a deep breath. “And what a pleasant scent.”

Jody smiled coyly. “Thank you. I like to keep things nice here.”

I nodded, trying not to let my eyes linger on the hidden vibrator. “So, this tub needs to go?”

“Yes,” she said, nodding.

“This might be a two-person job,” I said. In reality, I could do it fine by myself, but I figured since she insisted on helping me out.

“That’s why I saved it for last. I wanted an excuse to get my hands dirty with you.”

I chuckled, but her words just mingled with the vibrator I’d recently seen. “Well then, let’s get to it.”

We positioned ourselves on either end of the tub. As we bent to lift it, I couldn’t help but notice Jody’s cleavage. The way she bent, I had visual access to parts of her breasts I hadn’t before, and the sight didn’t disappoint.

She caught me looking and smirked. “Eyes on the task, Ryan,” she teased.

“Right, sorry,” I said, feeling a light blush creep up on my cheeks.

We lifted the tub together, our muscles straining. As we maneuvered it out of the bathroom, Jody’s breath came in short pants, her chest heaving.

“You okay?” I asked as we reached the stairs.

“Never better,” she replied with a wink.

Slowly, we made our way down the stairs. It was awkward and heavy, but we managed. When we finally set it down in the hallway, Jody wiped her brow, her skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat. “You didn’t even break a sweat.”

“Nope… What’s next on the list?”

She chuckled. “Just take it out to the gate, if you’re up for it.”

“Of course,” I said. As we prepared to lift it again, I caught her glancing at my arms, the veins bulging as I stretched down to grip the tub. “Eyes on the task, Jody,” I teased.

She blushed slightly. “Right… Sorry,” she said with a playful smile.

We managed to get the old bathtub out to the gate, setting it down with a grunt. As we straightened up, Jody stretched her arms over her head, causing her dress to ride up slightly, revealing more of her toned legs.

“That was quite the workout,” she said with a grin. “I think I need a shower now.”

I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander over her body, noting how her dress clung to her curves. “You look great to me,” I said, my voice low.

“If you say so,” she replied. Her gaze drifted to the girls, but her eyes lingered on Olivia, who was jumping to catch an apple. “She’s pretty, don’t you think?”

I stood next to her and patted her back, boldly drawing her a bit closer to me. We looked more like a couple, and I could tell she felt a bit excited by that move. “She isn’t the only one who’s pretty here.”

She searched my gaze, probably wondering whether I was talking about Nathalie or Viktoria. “Who are you thinking of?” she asked.

“I don’t think you look that much different from Olivia.”

She raised an eyebrow, a flirty smile playing on her lips. “How would you know? You haven’t seen me when I was her age.”

“Wanna show me?”

“With pleasure… I’ve got an old photo album. No smartphones back in those days.”

“We’re about the same age,” I reminded her. “I used a dumb phone too.”

“Those were the days,” she said, smiling. “A lot simpler … No overstimulation … just stimulation from meaningful relationships.”

“You’re not the only one who feels nostalgic,” I said as she led me back inside.

“You can sit on the couch,” she offered.

I settled down, and she bent over again, flashing her full moon. I hadn’t seen a bottom like hers in ages. It was formed in the perfect heart, and because of the slits and the sight of her legs, I could imagine her cheeks were as smooth as porcelain.

She grabbed the photo album and stood up, showing me a knowing grin. She’d probably caught me looking, but something told me she didn’t mind. After all, she’d invited me to sit down in the first place. She glanced outside, likely checking to see if anyone was around, then sat right next to me, her hips inching closer to mine.

She placed the album between my thigh and hers, flipping it open till she reached the date she was nineteen. “Here we go … when I was young, carefree and hopefully as pretty as my daughter.”

The photo at the beach caught my eye. “Santa Cruz?”

“Yup.”

“Damn, you look good in a bikini.” She was rocking string bikinis with minimal fabric and ties at the sides of the bottom and behind the neck and back of the tops. Her breasts sat high on her chest, and her auburn hair fluttered behind her.

“Looked
 ,” she corrected me.

“Nah, you’ll look just as sexy if you were rocking one.”

Her cheeks pinked. “I haven’t worn one in years.”

“Maybe it’s time to change that,” I said with a playful wink. “I bet you’d still turn heads.”

Jody laughed softly, her eyes sparkling. “You’re quite the charmer, aren’t you?”

“Only stating facts,” I replied, my gaze drifting back to the photo. “I can easily envision you in the same bikini, looking just as pretty.”

She glanced at me for a moment, and I saw the same heart-eyes that I’d seen on her daughter.

We flipped through more pages, Jody pointing out various memories and milestones. Her fingers brushed against mine occasionally as we turned the pages together. Each touch sent a small thrill through me. I stopped her at the beach photos or the ones where she wore skirts and tops. She was a gem, and at that age, she didn’t look much different from Olivia.

“And here’s me at my first job,” she said, indicating a photo of her younger self in a waitress uniform.

“Cute,” I commented. “You haven’t changed much, you know. Still just as beautiful.”

Jody’s cheeks flushed deeper. “You’re too kind. But thank you.”

As we continued looking through the album, I couldn’t help but notice how close we’d gotten. Our thighs were pressed together, and I could feel the warmth of her body next to mine. The scent of her perfume was intoxicating.

“It wasn’t that long ago … but everything’s changed.”

“You haven’t changed much,” I said. “You were stunning then, and you’re stunning now. Time has been very kind to you.”

“That’s so nice of you … But I was referring to the standard of living. I think we had it a bit easier than them.”

“Oh,” I said and mulled it over. “You’re definitely right, though.”

“Yeah. I thought about my past when the girls talked about their struggling life. I felt a bit bad. I never really went through the same.”

“Me neither,” I said.

“I know,” she said and her eyes traced my biceps. “When I was younger, all I ever wanted was children. I didn’t think of work or careers.”

“Most men want a woman like that,” I told her.

“But I feel like we are brainwashing the girls that they have to go to college and all that, which then leads to all the stress which then Olivia went through,” she said and looked me in the eyes.

“I agree with you,” I said.

Jody sighed, her eyes drifting back to the album. “I just want Olivia to be happy and to not feel so much pressure.”

I nodded, understanding her concern. “You’re doing a great job with her. She’s lucky to have you as her mom.”

Jody’s eyes met mine, a mix of gratitude and something more intense. “And she’s lucky to have you in her life too. You’ve been so good for her… It makes me wish I had another daughter. Or son.”

“You’re not afraid I’m taking her away from you?”

“No, not at all,” she said. “Kids need freedom and experience.”

“They do…” I agreed. “By the way, do you mind if I ask why you never had more kids?”

“My late husband didn’t have the healthiest lifestyle, so I guess I was lucky to get Olivia when I was twenty. When we tried again, five years later… nothing happened.”

He must’ve been firing blanks. “It was him, wasn’t it?”

“I know it was,” she sighed.

“Well, it’s not too late for another,” I teased.

She shot me a playful look, probably thinking I was joking. “I’m forty.”

“So? Plenty of women your age get pregnant.”

“Unlikely,” she said, dismissing the thought. “But you’re more than welcome to get my daughter pregnant.”

“It’ll happen sooner than later if she quits taking those pills,” I said. “We talked about it a few days ago. Viktoria wants kids within the year, Nathalie wants to wait, and Olivia… well, she’s still unsure.”

“She’ll change her mind,” Jody said. “When I was younger, having kids was always in the back of my mind, but I wasn’t obsessed with it. And when I found out I was pregnant, I knew I wanted to keep her.”

I nodded, seeing things from Jody’s perspective. “Olivia’s lucky to have such a supportive mom. I can see where she gets her warmth and compassion from.”

Jody smiled, her eyes meeting mine. “Thank you. That means the world to me.”

I hadn’t realized how close we were sitting. As our conversation deepened, it felt like we were inching closer and closer. Our hands brushed as we flipped through a few pages, sending sparks between us.

We exchanged glances, and a silence settled over us. I found myself drawn to her lips, wondering what it would be like to kiss her. The attraction I felt was undeniable. I wanted to taste her smooth lips, painted with cherry-scented lipstick and a hint of strawberry. I imagined her mouth would be just as sweet and warm, and I pictured myself holding her neck, pulling her into a deep kiss.

When I looked into her eyes, I saw the same desire reflected at me—those same heart eyes I’d noticed just a moment ago.

I leaned in closer, pulled by Jody’s warmth and beauty. Her lips parted slightly, and I could feel her breath quicken.

Just as our lips were about to meet, we heard laughter and footsteps approaching. We quickly pulled apart, trying to compose ourselves as the girls came running up the terrace.

“Mom?” Olivia called.

“We’re inside,” Jody replied.

They walked in, and Olivia must have noticed how close Jody and I were sitting. She raised the basket she was carrying and pulled out two shiny red apples. “One for you, and one for you,” she said, handing one to each of us.

“Thank you,” Jody said, appreciating her daughter’s gesture.

The tasty apple helped make up for the fact that she had interrupted a wonderful kiss. It was red, sweet, and crisp, bursting with juice. Still, I couldn’t stop thinking about Jody’s mouth.

“So, why don’t you tell me what you and the girls have been up to?” Jody asked, wiping a trickle of juice from her chin and glancing at Olivia. “You’ve got juice all over you too.”

“We picked some apples, rolled around on the grass, and ate a bunch of them,” Olivia said, smiling.

“Sounds like you had fun,” Jody replied.

“How did the moving go?” Olivia asked. “I hope Ryan’s still in one piece.”

“Unfortunately, I went too easy on him,” Jody said with a chuckle. “I knew he’s strong, but not that
 strong.”

“Viktoria showed me some photos of him lifting her like she weighed nothing.”

“Doesn’t surprise me,” Jody said, her eyes subtly sweeping over my arms.

“So, why are you two sitting in here instead of outside?” Olivia asked, curious.

“It just kind of happened,” Jody replied. “I was showing him some old photos from when I was younger.”

“Can I see?”

Jody nodded and handed her the album. Olivia flipped through it, her eyes widening as she looked at pictures of her younger mother. “You don’t look much different.”

I leaned over and whispered to Jody, “Told you.”

Jody kissed Olivia on the cheek. “You’re the sweetest.”

“But I mean it,” Olivia insisted. “Especially in a bikini… I can’t remember the last time you wore one.”

Jody blushed slightly at Olivia’s comment. “Oh sweetheart, those days are long gone.”

“Nonsense,” I interjected. “Your mother would look just as stunning in a bikini now as she did then.”

Olivia’s eyes lit up. “You really think so? Mom, you should try one on!”

Jody laughed nervously. “Oh no, I couldn’t possibly…”

“Come on, Mom,” Olivia pleaded.

“Maybe if we go to the beach sometime, but not on a farm,” Jody said.

“Ryan got a pool where you can wear one,” Olivia said.

I exchanged glances with Jody, and she just grinned at her eager daughter. “We’ll see … one thing is for certain, the coming week, I’ll bake some apple pies with these apples, and I’ll happily give you guys one.”

“Why not now?” Olivia asked.

“Because it’s getting late,” Jody said, glancing at the darkening sky.

“I wish we had more time together,” Olivia said.

“There’s a day tomorrow too,” Jody said.

“Sure,” Olivia said, leaning closer to her mother. I wanted to stay, too, but Jody was right—it was getting late. I had a feeling that if it had just been the two of us, she might have let me stay a little longer. And we would have certainly finished that kiss.

She escorted us outside and hugged Viktoria and Nathalie first, thanking them for being so kind to her daughter.

“I’m looking forward to that pie,” Viktoria said with a smile.

“I won’t keep you long,” Jody replied. “But I’ll probably borrow Ryan again soon—I need help moving a divan and a bathtub.”

“That’s fine,” Viktoria said, glancing at me with a knowing smile.

Then Jody turned to me and opened her arms. The embrace wasn’t as warm or intimate as when we’d been alone, but I couldn’t complain—I had at least one private moment with her, though I wished for many more.

“Can you be here again on Thursday?” she asked as she pulled back from the hug.

“I’ll be here,” I assured her. “Just text me when the time is right.”

“Okay,” she said, and for a moment, I saw a flicker of love in her eyes.

Finally, Jody hugged Olivia, holding onto her tightly. As I stood with Nathalie, she leaned in and whispered, “Hope we didn’t cockblock you.”

I chuckled. “What are you talking about?”

“You looked quite comfy on the couch,” Nathalie said. “Just wanting to let you know that it wasn’t intentional.”

My girls had keen eyes. “It’s fine.”

Jody let go of Olivia, and we all headed back home, waving as we walked away. I hung back a little, trailing behind Nathalie and Viktoria. A hollow feeling settled in my chest. I didn’t like leaving Jody there by herself, even though I had three wonderful young women to spend time with.

I walked alongside Olivia, and we chatted a little. It didn’t take long to realize we shared the same feelings.

“I feel bad for leaving her,” Olivia admitted.

“So do I,” I said.

“You do?” she asked, surprised.

I nodded. “You have such a warm, welcoming mother. I don’t understand how she can live alone.”

“Me neither… You two looked cute together,” she said, giving me a pointed look.

I met her gaze, realizing she was serious. “It doesn’t bother you?”

She shook her head firmly. “I want her to be happy. I love her.”

I nodded in understanding. “You two have a wonderful mother-daughter relationship.”

“I know… Oh, by the way, what did you think of her old photos?”

“She looked like a flower when she was younger… now she looks like a rose.”

She giggled. “I didn’t know you were a poet, but I agree.”

“It’s just what came to mind.”

“I only wish I could get her to wear a bikini again… that would’ve been the cherry on top.”

“She had a point though—wearing a bikini out here might’ve been a little much.”

“We wear bikinis all the time at the pool or in the hot tub,” she pointed out. “I think she just didn’t want to excite you too much.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I said. “She looked incredible in that dress.”

“That’s the first thing I noticed… She doesn’t usually dress like that unless someone special is over. And I don’t count in this case.”

I patted her back. “You think she wore that dress just for me?”

“I don’t think—I’m pretty sure of it,” she said confidently.

I couldn’t stop replaying that almost kiss in my head. I wondered what it would feel like to kiss such an elegant woman—one who seemed starved for affection. The apple had tasted bittersweet: bitter because it interrupted the moment, but sweet because it left me with the promise of more to come.

I reminded myself that I’d be back to help her with the bathtub soon. And as long as Olivia didn’t mind, I wanted to finish what we had started. To kiss her—and deepen it.





Chapter 9









I
 t was morning, three days after we visited Jody’s place. Jody and I spoke on the phone last night, and I promised to come over. She’d also talked with Olivia, arranging for me to be there alone with her. Jody assured Olivia that I wouldn’t stay longer than a couple of hours, but Olivia had said I could stay as long as I wanted.

Now, Olivia was lying under me with her legs spread, a light sheen of sweat covering her forehead. I was stretching her while she kept her arms wrapped around my back, her auburn hair fanned out over the pillow.

Last night, I had made love to Viktoria and Nathalie, but when Olivia and I woke up before them this morning, she had started stroking and kissing me, and we quickly descended into intimacy.

She bit her lip, stifling a moan. The following seconds she tensed and threw her head back. A few more powerful thrusts and I spilled my seed inside her. Slowly, I descended next to her, unsheathing my sword. I held Olivia close as our breathing slowly returned to normal. She nuzzled against my chest, her skin flushed and warm.

“That was wonderful,” she murmured, tracing patterns on my arm.

I kissed her forehead. “It was.”

We lay there for a few peaceful moments, enjoying the afterglow. Eventually, Olivia propped herself up on her elbow and looked at me.

“You’re going to see my mom today, right?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, I promised I’d help her move some furniture.”

“That’s nice… maybe you should spend some time with her too,” she suggested.

“What do you mean?” I asked, searching her face as I gently wiped the sweat from her forehead.

“I don’t like that she’s living alone,” she said. “No one likes to live alone, even if she says she’s fine.”

“I agree,” I said.

“A kiss wouldn’t hurt,” she added adorably.

“Your mother?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly. “Do you find her attractive?”

“She’s gorgeous.”

She beamed. “I think she’s pretty too.”

I was relieved that she wasn’t bothered by it. If only she knew how close Jody and I had gotten that night at dinner—how close I’d been to kissing her, and who knows where that might have led.

I smiled at Olivia, touched by her concern for her mother. “You’re really sweet to think of her like that.”

Olivia snuggled closer. “I just want her to be happy. And I’ve seen the way she looks at you.”

“How does she look at me?” I asked, though I already knew. I just wanted to hear her say it.

“Like she’s interested,” Olivia replied with a little grin. “I think she likes you.”

“A mother has to like the guy who’s dating her daughter.”

“I mean more than that,” Olivia said, rolling her eyes playfully. “We’re all young women, and Mom’s a mature woman. I wasn’t sure if you’d be into her, and I think she feels the same.”

“I haven’t only dated younger women in my life,” I reminded her.

“I see.”

“Your mother is a gem,” I told her. “You know what Nathalie went through with her mom.”

“She’s told me,” Olivia said.

“Trust me, there aren’t many moms out there with her mindset.”

“So you wouldn’t mind if something happened between you two?” Olivia asked, her eyes searching mine.

I paused, considering my words carefully. “If it’s something you’re truly okay with, and something your mom wants… I wouldn’t be opposed.”

Olivia’s face lit up. I pulled her close and kissed her forehead. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I’m just going over to help move some furniture. But I appreciate you being so open-minded about it.”

“Just promise me you’ll be good to her if anything does happen,” Olivia said.

“I promise,” I said.

We lay there for a while longer, enjoying the closeness.

* * *

After we’d eaten breakfast, I spent some time outdoors, making sure my animals were fed. The girls were at the stables. At the moment, we had three horses. Pearl, Olivia’s and another named Heather which we’d gotten for Viktoria. Viktoria waved at me and motioned for me to come.

“What’s going on?”

“I want to try to ride by myself, but only if you walk next to me,” Viktoria demanded.

“Will this be the first time by yourself?”

She nodded. “Although, I think I’m ready after riding with Olivia and Nathalie so many times.”

“Alright,” I said and reached for the reins. “I’m ready when you are.” I wasn’t that experienced myself, but walking a horse wasn’t rocket science.

Viktoria placed her foot on the stirrup and hoisted herself up on the saddle. “Don’t be nervous!” Nathalie exclaimed.

“I’ll try,” Viktoria said.

Once Viktoria was on top, I guided Heather forward, walking alongside as promised. Her hands gripped the reins tightly.

“Relax your hands a bit,” I told her. “You’re doing great.”

Viktoria took a deep breath and loosened her grip slightly. “This is scarier than I thought,” she admitted.

“You’re safe,” I assured her.

“Will you catch me if I fall?”

“Of course, I will,” I said.

“And hold me like you did when we took those gym photos?”

“Are you planning to fall on purpose?”

She stifled a giggle. “I might just test your reflexes.”

We made our way slowly around the trails, and Viktoria gradually relaxed. Her posture became more natural, less rigid.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

A small smile played on her lips. “Actually… pretty amazing.”

Nathalie and Olivia rode alongside us, offering encouragement. “Should we try a trot?” Nathalie suggested.

Viktoria’s eyes widened. “I don’t know…”

“I’ll be right here,” I promised. “Just a short one.”

After a moment’s hesitation, she nodded. “Okay, let’s try.”

I clicked my tongue and urged Heather into a gentle trot. Viktoria bounced slightly in the saddle but quickly found her rhythm. Her face broke into a wide grin while her hair fluttered behind her. The way she bounced in the saddle reminded me of all the times that she’d ridden me, her breasts jiggling inside her top. She looked so carefree and pretty, and for some reason, it slightly turned me on. Suddenly, her boob popped out of her top, and she burst out giggling.

“Time out!” she exclaimed, quickly readjusting her bra.

“Maybe a sports bra would be better,” I suggested.

“No one’s around anyway,” she said with a playful shrug.

Just then, my phone pinged, and I checked the message. Seeing Jody’s name made butterflies stir in my chest. “The bathtub and divan have arrived,” I said.

“Oh,” Viktoria’s smile faltered. “And we were just starting to have fun.”

“You can ride by yourself now,” I told her.

“I’ll try to ride back to the house without you holding the reins, and when we get there, I want to fall into your arms.”

“Deal,” I said with a smile. I walked beside the horse as Viktoria managed on her own.

As we neared the house, Viktoria gave me a mischievous look. “Are you ready to catch me?”

“Go ahead,” I said.

She pretended to lose her balance, flinging her arms out dramatically. I stepped forward, ready to catch her as she slid from the saddle. She fell into my arms with a soft, “Oof.” Her body pressed against mine as my hands caught her hips.

“My savior,” she giggled, wrapping her arms around my neck.

I held her close, enjoying the warmth of her body. “How was that for a dramatic dismount?”

“Oscar-worthy,” I replied with a grin.

She smiled. “I think so too,” I said as I gently set her on the ground. “You three have fun. I’ve got to go now.”

“When will you be back?” Nathalie asked.

“In a couple of hours. Call me if you need anything.”

“Don’t eat the apple pie on the way,” Viktoria teased with a wink.

“Promise I won’t,” I said with a chuckle.

Olivia smiled. “And don’t forget what we talked about,” she reminded me.

“Of course not,” I said.

I hopped onto the four-wheeler, and I drove over to Jody’s place, my mind replaying the conversation with Olivia. Her openness about her mother surprised me, but I appreciated her care and concern. As I pulled up to the house, I saw Jody waiting on the porch. She wore a flowing sundress with slits and a deep V-neck. Her auburn hair cascaded down her shoulders in loose waves, catching the sunlight.

“Right on time,” she called out with a warm smile.

“Wouldn’t want to keep a beautiful woman waiting,” I replied, returning her smile. I hopped off the four-wheeler, and she opened her arms, inviting me into a hug. I couldn’t resist her as I was drawn to her immediately. I embraced her, wrapping my arms around her and gently pulling her toward me, feeling her boobs gently mash against my chest and her warm breath against my neck. It felt so much better now that it was just the two of us. It was more intimate and more private. No one to interrupt in case our lips would meet again.

Breaking the hug, I saw a light blush touch her cheeks. “Come on in, I’ve got some iced tea ready.”

I followed her inside, unable to keep my eyes off the sway of her hips. The house smelled of fresh baked goods—she must have been working on those apple pies.

“So, what about the furniture?” I asked as we entered the living room. The table was already set with two glasses and a jar.

We settled on the couch, closer than necessary. Jody poured two glasses of iced tea. “Oh, that can wait a bit. I thought we could chat first.” She handed me a glass, her fingers brushing mine. “I want you to feel welcome.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, taking a sip. The tea was cool and refreshing, with a hint of mint.

Jody turned to face me, tucking one leg under her. “You smell like a horse,” she said playfully.

“I was out riding with the girls earlier,” I told her.

“Oh, that sounds lovely,” she said, a smile crinkling her eyes. “Which horse did you ride?”

“None,” I chuckled. “I walked alongside Viktoria. It was her first time riding by herself.”

“You should try riding with them sometime,” she suggested.

“Maybe if you help me buy another horse,” I teased with a wink.

“With pleasure,” she laughed. “But Stella’s mine, so she’s not for sale.”

“Maybe we can ride together,” I said, and I could easily envision us two on top of a horse, my arms wrapped around her waist and her hair fluttering behind me.

“That would be lovely,” she said as I imagined the same dreams played in her head as well. “If we ever will, where do you want to go?”

“How about no destinations? We just ride wherever we feel like.”

“It reminds me of my youth,” she said.

“You don’t have to be a certain age to go out on an adventure,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said and her gaze met mine for a second. Olivia was right. She did look at me with interest. “How much time do you have … till they will call you and ask where you’re at?”

“I told them I’d be back in a couple of hours, but they can handle things on their own. If anything comes up, they can just give me a call.”

“I see,” she said, smiling. “I’m glad you came. I don’t like bringing male strangers into my home, especially when I need help moving furniture.”

“They hit on you, don’t they?”

“Yeah… always the same questions. ‘Do you have a husband? How old is your daughter?’ and so on.”

I nodded, understanding. “Sorry about that. That’s just how some guys are.”

“You’re not like that,” she pointed out.

“I can see myself asking similar questions… if the woman is as good-looking as you.”

She smiled, unsure of how to respond. “Is everything alright with my daughter?”

“She’s just fine,” I reassured her. “She always wants to cuddle after she talks to you.”

“She has a lot of questions about relationships and so on. She wants to make sure she’s doing the right thing and that she is a good girl.”

“Have you always been so open with each other?”

“Yeah… we talk about everything. Why wouldn’t we?” she asked.

“You’re right, but not every parent is like that.”

“That’s sad,” she said. “I want the best for Olivia, and I’m so glad she found you. I sleep so much better at night knowing she’s not dealing with all that stress.”

“I’m happy for both of you,” I said as we finished our iced tea.

We continued chatting for a little while longer, and as we did, her hips edged closer to mine. I thought we were about to kiss again, especially when her eyes lingered on my muscles, but then she asked, “Want another glass, or should we get straight to work?”

“We might as well get it done,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

“If the girls don’t mind, you could stay a little longer afterward. But if Olivia wants you back, I’d rather she have you.”

I nodded, amused. Olivia had said something similar about her mother, letting me know I could stay if I wanted to. “Alright, show me the divan.”

It was just outside the gate, looking almost brand new with a silky cover. “But we
 will carry it up to my bedroom,” she said.

“If you insist,” I replied.

“I do,” she said.

I grabbed one end of the divan while Jody took the other. As she knelt, I caught a magical glimpse of her cleavage. It didn’t last long as she slowly rose. “Come on, you gotta help me.”

“Sorry,” I said, trying to shake the image of the valley between her breasts out of my head.

As we maneuvered it through the doorway, I couldn’t help but notice the way the effort made her chest rise and fall. Her sundress clung to her curves as we navigated the hallway and up the stairs. I tried to handle most of the weight—I didn’t want to strain her.

“To the left,” Jody instructed as we reached her bedroom.

Once inside, I caught the soft, floral scent that filled the room. I noticed the flower wreath and a floral chain hanging on the wardrobe, which the girls had made her a couple of days ago.

We set the divan down against the wall, and Jody wiped her brow, her skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat. “There we go,” I said, feeling the same familiar intimacy from the last time I’d been here with her.

“That went smoothly,” she said. “It’s a comfy little spot, don’t you think?”

“Looks great,” I said, standing next to her and examining the spot.

“You didn’t hurt your arm or anything, did you?” she asked. As she gently placed her hand on my arm, her fingers lightly traced the veins on my forearms. I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me at her touch, warming me up in an instant.

“Not at all,” I said softly, letting her touch me.

“I’m pretty sure you lifted more than I did.”

Her touch was so sensual, and I felt a pull toward her. “I did,” I admitted, relaxing into her hand as she caressed my biceps. “What about your hands?” I asked, reaching for her hand and feeling the softness. “Still as smooth as a baby.”

She blushed slightly at the compliment. “I use a lot of creams though.”

“And what’s wrong with that?” I smiled. “That’s definitely a feminine thing to do.”

Jody smiled back, her blue eyes twinkling. “Well, I’m glad you approve,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “If you’re feeling sore later, and since you like my touch so much, maybe I could give you a massage? Olivia mentioned you work out a lot. It might help with recovery.”

“I’d love that,” I said, noticing the flicker of love on her face. Our eyes met, and the same sparks I’d felt earlier returned.

“Let’s get the bathtub first, though,” she said, lowering her voice.

“Alright,” I agreed, feeling a little reluctant to step away from her touch.

We headed back downstairs and reached the bathtub. As she bent down, I couldn’t help but glance at her V-neck again, seeing her cleavage at its full glory. When I saw the sight of her raw, creamy breasts, I felt an arousal unlike any other.

“Eyes on the task,” she had to remind me, but she did little to cover her valley, and she looked honored that I’d checked her out.

The bathtub was heavier than the divan, requiring more effort to maneuver. As we lifted it, Jody’s sundress rode up slightly, revealing more of her tanned legs. I tried not to stare as we carefully carried it up the stairs. She’d already caught me staring several times, and I didn’t think she minded at all, but to be fair, I caught her glancing at me several times.

Again, I made sure to lift as much as possible. She was merely balancing it in her hands. I thought she knew, and I didn’t want her to take most of the burden.

Entering her bathroom, I set down the bathtub again. I dusted off my hands.

“That was quite the workout,” she said and sighed in relief.

“Nothing I can’t handle,” I told her with a wink. I looked around her bathroom again, amazed at how well-arranged and clean everything was here.

“It’s a lot nicer than the other one, don’t you think?” she asked, patting it.

“Yeah… what about the installation?”

“My best friend’s a plumber. She’ll come over. Don’t worry—you’ve done enough for today.”

“I’m glad because I have no idea when it comes to plumbing.”

I wiped the sweat from my brow, my shirt clinging to me. It wasn’t just from the heavy lifting; having her close by made me feel hotter than I expected.

“You did an amazing job with the lifting,” Jody said, her eyes lingering on me. “Why don’t you grab a quick shower while I get things ready for your massage?”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I don’t want to be a bother.”

“I insist,” she said with a warm smile. “There are fresh towels in the cabinet. Take your time.”

“Alright, thanks,” I said.

She stepped out of the bathroom, closing the door with a grin. At that moment, she reminded me more of a flirty teenager than a mature mother.

I peeled off my clothes, already semi-hard. I knew the massage might become a problem if I didn’t get my mind under control.

Trying to shake the thought, I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water relax my muscles. As I washed, my thoughts drifted to Jody’s hands on me. I tried to push it away, knowing it would only make things worse. But the anticipation of her touch was impossible to ignore, and my growing attraction to her was undeniable.

At the same time, I felt something oddly erotic, showering in her shower. Although I felt lonely. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d showered by myself, wishing she was here with me, standing fully nude while helping me clean myself. I couldn’t get her nude, soapy tits out of my mind. I held the showerhead and rinsed the foam off them till they glistened like jewels. I leaned forward and took her nipple into my mouth, sucking her boobs till she arched her back.

I popped wood. I couldn’t help but suppress those scenes.

I stepped out of the shower and dried off, hearing her footsteps on the stairs.

“Knock, knock. Can I come in?” she asked.

“Just a minute,” I said, making sure to wrap the towel tightly around my waist. My bulge was still noticeable, but I did my best to hide it. “Okay, come in.”

She stepped inside with a grin. “I thought I’d wash your clothes. They’ll be ready in about an hour.”

Damn, she’s clever. Now I had no choice but to stay nude for the next hour. “Sure, thanks.”

As she walked past me, her arm brushed lightly against my towel-covered bulge, and her grin widened. Bending at the waist, she opened the washing machine.

“How was the shower?” she asked, tossing my clothes inside.

“Heavenly,” I replied. “Everything’s so clean here.”

“Don’t your girls handle the cleaning?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder.

“They do, but you’ve got a few extra touches they don’t,” I said, thinking of the floral tiles and the fresh scents around the room.

“I’ll give Olivia a hint,” she said with a wink. Then she approached me, wrapping her hand around my arm and feeling my muscles. “May I help loosen up that stiffness?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, not entirely sure what she meant but curious.

“The massage table is downstairs,” she said with a playful smile.

“After you,” I replied.

I followed Jody downstairs, the soft towel still secured around my waist. The living room had been transformed. The massage table was set up, soft music played in the background, and candles flickered on nearby surfaces, filling the air with a calming lavender scent.

“Wow, you’ve made this feel like a spa,” I said.

“Do you like it?” she asked, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger.

“I love it,” I told her.

“Lie face down,” Jody instructed, motioning toward the massage table. “I’ll warm up the oil.”

I positioned myself on the table, adjusting the face rest. The towel rode up a bit as I settled in, exposing more of my thighs. I heard the soft shuffle of her footsteps as she returned.

“Just relax,” she whispered. Her hands, now slick with warm oil, began to knead my shoulders. An involuntary groan escaped me as her fingers found the knots in my muscles, her touch firm yet soothing.

“Gosh, your hands are so soft,” I mumbled.

“And you’re very tense,” Jody noted as she worked her way down my back.

“It’s been a while since I’ve had a proper massage,” I admitted.

“Well, I’m happy to help anytime,” she replied, her voice laced with care.

Her hands drifted lower, down to my lower back, and I felt myself melting under her touch. “Mind if I lower the towel a little?” she asked.

“Sure,” I murmured, practically purring. The combination of the candles, the music, and her touch was taking me to heaven.

“That was a sure
 , right?” she teased.

“Yeah … hard to speak when you’re taking me to nirvana.”

She giggled softly, lowering the towel over my hips. Her warm hands began kneading my buttocks. “Wow,” she breathed. “Your glutes are so firm … Excuse my language, but what an ass.”

I chuckled. “Heard that a few times now.”

She lingered a bit longer than necessary, kneading with a little more care, before pulling the towel back up. Her hands slid down to my legs, starting with my calves and working their way upward.

“Have you ever been a massage therapist?” I asked.

“No … but I think all women know how to massage a man.”

“I think you might be right,” I replied, surrendering to the rhythm of her touch.

“Mind if I go back to your glutes for a bit?”

“Falling in love with them, huh?”

“I think I am,” she said with a playful grin.

“Go ahead,” I gave her the green light.

Jody gently folded the towel up again, exposing more of my ass. Her hands resumed their work, kneading and caressing with even more intent. My body reacted despite my best efforts to keep cool. If I wasn’t mistaken, I felt precum starting to leak.

“Turn over,” she murmured.

I hesitated for a moment before carefully rolling onto my back, adjusting the towel to hide my erection. Jody’s eyes roamed over my chest and abs, a small smile tugging at her lips. Even though it was daytime, the room felt intimate, with the curtains drawn and candles flickering. The soft glow lit up her figure, making her look almost ethereal.

She began massaging on my shoulders again. As she leaned over me closer, I caught the scent of her perfume—floral with a hint of vanilla. Her sundress hung lower, giving me a tantalizing view of her cleavage. My eyes landed on her chest, and it seemed like her breasts were seconds away from popping out of her dress. We didn’t make any comments. It was obvious we both had a thing for each other as our eyes met, the sexual tension slowly rising.

“How does that feel?” she asked, her voice low and charged with excitement.

“Amazing,” I murmured, meeting her gaze.

Her hands moved to my chest, her fingertips grazing my skin. “You have a touch to die for,” I told her. “As smooth as rose petals.”

“Thank you,” she said, and in the candlelight, I could see a faint blush creeping up her cheeks. “I’m glad I make you feel good. You deserve it.”

I exhaled in relief, wondering where she had been all my life. Her hands slid lower, brushing lightly over the bulge under the towel. She knew exactly what she was doing. “Oops, didn’t mean to,” she said playfully.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“Is it my pretty daughter you’re dreaming of?” she teased.

I chuckled softly. “No … it’s her sexy mother.”

She just smiled and massaged to the side of my erection, gently touching it at times. Then she trailed lower, reaching my thighs and legs. She took her time, even though I could tell her touching my manhood made her more excited.

“Jody … Why don’t you let me massage you too?” I asked. It didn’t seem fair that she was taking the time to touch me like this, and truthfully, I wanted to return the favor—to touch her the way she touched me.

Her eyes lit up. “You want to?”

“I do. You deserve some relaxation too.”

“That’s sweet of you,” she said, her gaze softening. “But I’m not sure what to wear.”

“A bikini,” I suggested, making her laugh.

“A bikini? I’m not sure how I’ll look in one.”

“I’m certain you’ll look just as amazing as you did when you were younger.”

She smiled, clearly pleased. “Alright,” she agreed. “Give me a moment.”

I knew “a moment” for women changing clothes usually took longer, so I settled in to wait. As I sat there, I couldn’t help but think about how quickly things had shifted into something more sensual. It almost felt like she’d planned this, but I didn’t mind. There was an unspoken tension between us ever since that almost-kiss, and now she seemed ready to take things one step at a time.

About thirty minutes later, I heard the door open. “Sorry!” Jody called out with a light-hearted chuckle as she descended the stairs. She was wearing the same pink bikini from when she was at that beach in Santa Cruz. “I didn’t mean to leave you hanging.”

As soon as I saw her, blood flowed immediately south as if the dam had broken loose. My eyes widened. As she walked towards me, her hips swayed with each step, drawing my attention to the perfect flare of her curves. Even if the bikini top covered her nipples, her breasts were beyond gorgeous, round and could easily catch a pen. The auburn hair was like the icing on the top. I mouthed a, “Wow,” as I drank in the beauty of that woman. I was enchanted by her, and it felt like time stood still as she turned around, flashing her bottom that looked as smooth as Olivia’s. “The wait sure was worth it.”

She just giggled.

“Why … didn’t you want to wear one when Olivia asked you to?”

She stifled a giggle, acting like a horny teen. “I don’t know … didn’t want to take attention away from her.”

“Huh … that’s so caring of you,” I said.

“My daughter comes first.” She just smiled. “So, what do you think?”

“You look just as attractive as when you were younger … is that the same bikini?”

“The same type but obviously not the same pair. My breasts and hips are a bit bigger.”

I was just dying to touch her as I saw her in a bikini. “Alright … do you mind if we start the massage?”

She shook her head. “Not at all.”

Jody lay face down on the massage table, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders. I warmed some oil between my palms before gently placing my hands on her back. Her skin was soft and smooth beneath my touch. I was afraid my erection would push the towel away, so I had to stop a couple of times to make sure it was neatly tied around my waist. She peeked and noticed what I was doing at times, but I tried to focus on the massage.

“Is the pressure okay?” I asked as I began kneading her shoulders.

“Mmm, perfect,” Jody murmured.

It felt as if I was touching a goddess. I worked my way down her back, feeling the tension melt away under my fingers. When I reached the small of her back, just above her bikini bottoms, I said, “Excuse my language, but what an ass.” It was heart-shaped and crack-free, with so much flesh to explore it made my mind dizzy and my libido rise.

She chuckled. “I want every inch massaged.”

“You’ll have it,” I said and groped her, sinking my fingers into her warm ass.

Jody let out a contented sigh. “That feels heavenly,” she said.

It felt just as good to me. I continued massaging Jody’s luscious curves, my hands gliding over her smooth skin. The room felt charged with lust as I kneaded her supple flesh. Her soft sighs of pleasure sent shivers down my spine.

After having lingered on her bottom for who knows how long, my hands moved to her legs, starting at her calves. As I massaged upwards, I couldn’t help but admire the toned curves of her thighs. My fingers brushed the edge of her bikini bottoms and Jody shifted slightly.

“Is this alright?” I asked.

“More than alright,” she replied, her voice low.

“I can go on and on about how smooth your skin is,” I told her.

“Actions speak louder than words … I can feel it in your touch.”

“You are right,” I said, her words just making this way more sensual. It felt as if I lost myself in her warm flesh. Suddenly, time didn’t exist. It was only her and I, and we had all the time in the world as we moved slowly, exploring each other.

Once I felt the urge to see her pretty face and eyes, I gently told her, “Turn over.”

Slowly, she rolled onto her back, her eyes meeting mine. Her hair was fanned out over her, catching the light of the candles. The thin fabric of her bikini top did little to conceal her hardened nipples, and I glanced down to her bottoms, seeing a fresh, wet patch. I began massaging her shoulders and arms, hyper-aware of every inch of skin contact between us. “Is that alright?” I checked in on her.

“It’s perfect,” she said, lightly closing her eyes and relaxing. I wondered what she was thinking. The hints of her lust were clear. She must be thinking of some sexual fantasy. She had lived by herself for so long, and I hadn’t had a mature woman in years. We were like the perfect match.

My hands moved to Jody’s collarbone and the top of her chest, just above her bikini top. Her skin was warm and silky under my touch. I could feel her pulse quickening as I worked. I was testing whether she let me touch her privates. My hands were at the borders of the upper parts of her breasts. I was just about to ask, but she flitted her eyes to me and said in a husky voice, “I prefer a full body massage.”

“And that includes your breasts, right?”

She just nodded. “I touched your chest, so that’s only fair, right?”

“I think so too,” I said, sighing in relief as she granted me access to her busty boobs. I started on the waist and trailed my hands up till I gently cupped Jody’s breasts through her bikini top, kneading them softly. She let out a quiet moan, arching slightly into my touch. Her nipples strained further against the thin fabric, and I was surprised they didn’t poke a hole through the clothing.

“Oh, I haven’t been touched like that in ages,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “You’re so strong,” she said again as if she were dreaming.

My thumbs grazed her hardened peaks and Jody sucked in another deep breath. Our eyes locked, the sexual tension between us rising. Even if she wasn’t wearing much, I couldn’t stand the clothing that was in my way. Slowly, I slid my hands beneath her bikini top, skin-to-skin contact sending shivers through us both. It felt a thousand times better, especially as I reached her areolas and puffy, stiff nipples. I wanted to suck on both of them, wondering how they’d taste.

“Hold on,” she said. Jody reached up and untied her top, letting it fall away. “Better?”

“Way better,” I said, her round, bell-shaped boobs catching all my attention. “Gosh, they’re works of art … symmetric and so soft and round at the bottom.”

“I can’t remember the last time I had a man drool over my breasts.”

“You’ve done a great job hiding your treasures,” I said. I then reminded myself there was another treasure, and I gently slid my hand lower till I reached her bikini bottom. She had after all “accidentally” touched my bulge. I hesitated for a moment, my fingers brushing the edge of her bikini bottoms. Jody’s eyes met mine, filled with desire. She gave a slight nod, granting permission.

Slowly, I slipped my hand beneath the fabric. Her skin was impossibly soft, and I couldn’t find any pubic hair either. It made me wonder if she’d shaved just for this occasion. The lower I went, the more she started to feel like a blast furnace. I brushed my fingers over her clit, and as my fingers explored further, I encountered her slick folds. Jody let out a quiet moan.

“Is this okay?” I murmured, wanting to be sure.

“More than okay,” she said. “I haven’t been massaged there in a while.”

I rubbed her some more, giving her the massage she longed for. I gently kneaded Jody’s most intimate area, her wetness coating my fingers. Her breathing quickened as I explored her folds, circling her clit with deliberate strokes. “That’s nice,” she said, gently closing her eyes. Encouraged by her response, I slipped a finger inside her. She was so warm and tight, reminding me a bit of her daughter. I curled my finger, searching for that special spot. When I found it, Jody moaned and arched her back. I couldn’t help but see the similarities between her and Olivia.

“Ryan,” Jody whispered, her voice husky with desire.

“Yeah?” I said with my hand in her honeypot.

“What did you think when my daughter stormed in … when we were about to kiss?”

“There’ll always be another opportunity.”

She chuckled softly. “You were about to kiss me, weren’t you?”

“I was.”

She eyed my lips again, eager to return to that moment. Pulling my hand out of her honeypot, I leaned down and captured her lips in a passionate kiss. She sat up on the massage table, so I could kiss her a bit better. She tasted as sweet as I imagined, and I got her cherry-flavored lipstick all over my tongue as I traced the seam of her lips.

She responded eagerly, her arms wrapping around my neck to pull me closer as if starved of masculine flesh. My towel had come loose, and I could feel my hardness pressing against her thigh.

Jody’s hands roamed my back as we kissed deeply, letting go of our lust and all that stored-up tension that should’ve been released days ago.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless, eyes sparkling. She fell into my arms like a horny teen, her nude boobs mashing against my chest. I captured her, and we moved to the couch. She straddled my legs, and we left off where we were from last time. I was about to kiss her again, but a flicker of doubt passed her eyes.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she said.

“Why?” I asked her.

“You’re my daughter’s,” she said, sounding more insecure than earlier.

I broke away from her, realizing we needed a little talk before we could continue. It hurt, my balls turning blue, and only her honey would be able to quench them at a moment like this. “You know what she said earlier? She felt bad that you’re living by yourself, and she wanted you to be with me if possible.”

“Did she?” she asked, sounding suddenly insecure.

“She almost said the same thing you told me. She didn’t like the fact that you are alone. She asked me if I found you pretty, and I said, ‘You’re gorgeous’. She just smiled. It didn’t bother her at all.”

“That does sound like my daughter,” she said and mulled it over. “I just … I’m sorry, do you mind if I call her?”

“Not at all,” I said. “Go ahead.”

“I won’t hurt this or anything,” she said as she gently stroked my excited hard-on.

“It’s been like that since I saw you … I can wait another minute.”

“Thank you for being so understanding … I just haven’t done this in a while, and I felt so horny I forgot about my Olivia.”

“Do what makes you feel comfortable,” I told her.

She gently stroked my thigh. “Do you want to sleep over, by the way?”

“Yeah,” I said, the thought just making me more excited. “I do.”

“I’ll ask her that too … Don’t worry, I’ll cook for you.”

While she was only wearing her bikini bottom, she reached for her phone and called Olivia who answered in an instant. “Hi sweetie, how are you?”

“I’m fine … What are you doing?” she asked immediately as if picking up her mother’s horny tone.

“I’m with Ryan at the moment … Uhm, I have a question for you … Are you okay if he sleeps over?”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Since he’s your man thought that I should ask you first.”

“I appreciate it, but you haven’t been with anyone in ages,” Olivia said. “I know you’ve been feeling lonely, and it hurts me to see that. I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, Olivia,” she said. “That’s why I wanted to reach out to you first.”

“It’s okay, Mom, you can sleep with him guilt-free,” Olivia said.

“You’re the best.”

“No, you are. By the way, have you already started, you sound quite husky.”

Jody chuckled. “We happened to kiss, but I had to check in on you if it was okay to continue.”

“It’s okay … You’re the best mom in the world.”

“And you’re the best daughter,” Jody said. “Kiss.”

“Kiss,” Olivia said.

Jody hung up the phone and sighed a breath of relief. “I’m not sure what I’d do without her.” She looked at me guilt-free and approached me again.

“Me neither,” I said. It turned me on even more hearing how open they were, her daughter gave me the green light to make love to her mom.

“Should we continue from where we left off?” she asked, sinking her teeth into her lip.

“For sure.”

Jody straddled my lap once more, her warm skin pressed against mine. Our eyes locked, and I saw the last traces of hesitation melt away, replaced by pure, feminine lust.

I cupped her face gently, drawing her in for another passionate kiss. This time, there was no holding back. Her lips parted eagerly, allowing my tongue to explore her mouth. She tasted sweet. It wasn’t just her lipstick but there was a hint of mint from the iced tea earlier.

My hands roamed her body, caressing every curve. I palmed her breasts, feeling their soft weight and the hardness of her nipples. Jody moaned into my mouth, grinding her bikini bottom against my erection.

Breaking the kiss, I trailed my lips down her neck, nipping and sucking lightly. Jody tilted her head back, giving me better access. “Oh, Ryan,” she breathed, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I kissed lower, taking one of her nipples into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the hardened peak before sucking like a babe. Jody’s back arched, pressing her breast further into my mouth. “Oh, I haven’t had anyone suck my breasts like that in ages.”

She laughed in joy and lust, and I lavished attention on both breasts, alternating between them as Jody’s breathing grew more ragged. My hands slid down to her hips, playing with the waistband.

“Wait with that,” she said. “I want to suck you first.”

I came off her tit, and she slithered down on my legs. I opened up for her, my cock towering over her like a sword. As she positioned herself, I pushed her hair behind her ears. She reached for my erection with both hands, staring at it as if it were a dream. She pointed the tip at her drooling mouth and opened wide. As soon as she closed her lips around the crown, she closed her eyes and moaned around me. She bobbed her head forward, her lips constantly wrapped around my shaft.

I sighed in relief. I hadn’t felt someone suck like that in years. For every bob of her head, she took me deeper, knowing how to pleasure a man. She flicked her eyes to mine, and except for her beautiful blue color, I saw joy and relief as she finally got a bone to suck on. It was clear to me that she had been starved of masculine flesh. She kept swallowing inch after inch till her lips reached the groin, her nose against me. She gagged a little, spit dribbling down the sides. She pulled her head back a couple of inches only to plunge back down and gag some more. She repeated this process till my hips started to buck.

“Geeze, you know what you’re doing,” I said, raking my fingers through her auburn hair.

She came off with a moan, my knob wet and slick with her spit. “How does my daughter suck you?”

“She’s fine,” I said. “But she lacks the experience.”

“She’ll get there,” she said and grinned. “But this must be a challenge. I’m thinking of the size.”

“I’ve been gentle on her, don’t worry.”

“I know you have.”

“Come on, sit on top of me,” I said in a husky voice.

As Jody slid her bikini bottoms off, I marveled at her smooth, shaven skin. I rubbed her some more, mesmerized by her beautiful mound followed by her crisp pink slit. I marveled at the fact that Olivia had once come from that hole, and when I studied it further, it didn’t look that much different from Olivia’s pussy for that matter. “Reminds me of your daughter.”

She chuckled. “Is it that similar?”

“Yeah, trust me, it is.”

She straddled me again, her wet heat pressing against my shaft. She readjusted so my erection pointed straight at her entrance like a rocket ready to launch. We locked eyes as she slowly lowered herself onto me, the head parting her lips. Both of us gasped at the sensation as I slid right inside her.

“Oh god, you feel amazing,” Jody moaned as she took me fully inside her. “Gosh, how you’re stretching me.”

She was incredibly tight, warm and wet. I gripped her hips, guiding her as she began to ride me. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement, hearing them slap and seeing them jiggle. “Wow,” I mouthed as she looked like a goddess when riding me.

Jody threw her head back in pleasure, her breath turning huskier. She placed her hands on my shoulders as she continued to bounce on top of me, but then they moved to my back, her nails raking down my skin as she increased her pace.

I thrust up to meet her, our bodies moving together in perfect sync. The room filled with the sounds of our lovemaking—skin slapping against skin, breathless moans and horny whispers.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Jody confessed, her voice husky with desire.

“Me too,” I groaned. “You feel incredible.”

I hadn’t done this position in a long time, but it felt amazing to have her in front of me, so I could alternate between sucking her milf breasts while at the same time kissing her. She leaned her forehead against mine, and we looked at each other as we continued to fuck. I used my strong hands to move her hips, palming and squeezing them.

“This is what you get for being such a good mother,” I said, gripping her hips tighter as we moved together.

“And this is for you taking care of my daughter,” Jody panted, grinding down harder on me.

Our pace increased, the couch creaking beneath us. “Ryan, I’m close,” she gasped.

“Me too,” I said. For every stroke of her sweet pussy, pushed me one step closer to the edge. Our eyes locked, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, her sweet breath constant against my face, and her breasts rubbing against my chest. She squeezed me tighter in the hug while her vagina tightened around my shaft. She let out a shivering moan and tensed. She was left speechless as she rode out her climax.

The sight and feel of her orgasm pushed me over the edge. With a groan, I thrust up one final time, triggering my climax and my load firing into her. I thrust some more and for every thrust, I felt another jet of cum shooting into her womb. She just giggled as she felt my warm, creamy seed filling her.

“Oh my, that’s a lot,” she said and collapsed against my chest, both of us breathing heavily.

I wrapped my arms around her, embracing her back while both of our bodies were covered in sweat. “Yeah,” was all I managed to say, as she micro-grinded me.

The outside world faded as we embraced each other. I just wanted this warmth to last for as long as possible.

After a moment, she lifted her head, gave me a kiss and shared her sweet taste again. “That felt like a dream,” she murmured.

I stroked her back gently. “It sure did. You’re amazing, Jody.”

She smiled, a hint of shyness returning. “So are you.”

“Are you growing hungry?”

I nodded.

“What do you want?”

“Why don’t you make me a sandwich.”

“I will,” she said, slowly rising and stroking my shaft a final time with her slick heat. As she came off me, my cock landed with a smack against my waist and cum trickled out from her lips. She quickly took her bikini bottom and used it to dry the cum. “I’ll hurry up and change.”

“It’s no rush,” I said.

“It’s for me.” She just giggled, sounding more like a horny teenager than a mother.

* * *

After she made me a sandwich, we sat outside and talked about life in general. Nathalie and Viktoria had called, asking how I was doing. Olivia explained that I’d be out for the day, but they both said they just wanted to hear the sound of my voice. After the calls, I went back to my conversation with Jody, and it flowed easily. I opened up more about my past, and it seemed to pull Jody even closer to me.

“So, you got your first job at thirteen and started paying your bills at eighteen… Where were you when I was eighteen and horny?”

“If you’d grown up farther south, we might have met,” I said.

“I don’t mind how things turned out. I have you and Olivia now, best of both worlds,” she replied. “I can’t remember any boys working when I was in eighth grade. All they cared about was PlayStation, Nintendo, or Jackass.”

“They can procrastinate all they want, but eventually, we all have to find a job.”

“That’s true for you guys… Us women will just wait for hardworking men like you to come along and knock us up,” she teased.

I wasn’t sure how long we lay on the couch, just talking about life. Time flew by, and when it was time to eat again, Jody made me a steak pie. The spices wafting out the window made my mouth water.

“Time to rise,” she said, dressed in an apron. She pulled me up from the couch, took my hand, and led me to the table.

Even though it was partly cloudy, we sat outside. I broke through the golden crust with my spoon and inhaled the swirl of savory aromas. One bite, and that meaty, buttery pie was exactly what I needed.

She tried to talk to me but quickly noticed I was too busy devouring her dish. She just smiled proudly and gladly refilled my plate.

When I couldn’t fit another bite, I sighed in satisfaction and leaned back. “That was incredible,” I said, setting down my fork. “You’ve put Nathalie’s cooking to shame.”

Jody laughed, a light blush touching her cheeks. “I’ve had a few more years of practice, but thank you. I’m honored.”

As the sun set behind her, it made her auburn hair glow, not a strand out of place. She was perfect.

“What are you thinking?” Jody asked, catching me staring.

“Just… how surreal this all feels,” I admitted. “A few weeks ago, I never would’ve imagined being here with you like this.”

She reached across the table, taking my hand. “Life has a funny way of surprising us, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, running my thumb over her knuckles. “It really does.”

I had a beautiful mother and daughter in my relationship. Not even in my horniest fantasies had I envisioned something like this. I had no complaints at all.

* * *

After dinner, we sat on the terrace, watching the stars together. She had draped a blanket over us, my left arm resting over her shoulders while her head leaned against me. My right hand stroked her thigh gently. There was a basket of cookies in front of us, but I was more interested in holding her close.

“You know, as a single mother, I never thought I’d find someone as attractive as you,” Jody said, nibbling on a cookie.

“Well, I never thought I’d be in a relationship with such an open-minded mother and her beautiful daughter at the same time. I think my situation is a bit rarer.”

“Maybe… but guys like you usually aren’t interested in someone my age.”

“It depends on whether she’s taken care of herself,” I said. “Which you definitely have.”

Jody turned her face toward me, her blue eyes sparkling in the moonlight. “You really think so?” she asked, her voice soft with curiosity.

I cupped her chin gently, admiring the smoothness of her skin. “Absolutely. You’re stunning, Jody. Age is just a number when you look like this.”

She blushed. “You’re sweet, Ryan. You know, I haven’t woken up with a man next to me in years.”

“We’ve got a lot to look forward to,” I said. I couldn’t wait to wake up with her nestled against me. I remembered the first time I met her—how I knew she was different, not just because of her looks but because of her character. I wanted her from the start, and I was glad it had all happened naturally.

We finished the cookies, and she snuggled closer, resting her head on my shoulder.

“Do you have any plans for your estate?” she asked. “You’ve got quite a bit of farmland.”

“I was thinking of starting a little farmer’s market. Nothing too big—just a hobby project. We’ve got more produce and livestock than we need.”

“Maybe I could help,” she suggested shyly. “I know where to find customers around here.”

I looked at her, realizing how valuable her experience would be. “Yeah… I’d love that.”

“Tell me more about your fitness store,” she said, “so I can get an idea of how you ran things.”

I told her everything, and she listened closely, her admiration growing. “That sounds like quite the workout,” she said, making us both laugh.

“It was time-consuming, but I don’t want this project to turn into that. Just something we can do when we have the time.”

“I get it,” she said, her gaze turning more suggestive. “Don’t worry. For tonight, though, should we shower together?”

Her desire sparked something in me. “Sure… now?”

She nodded.

I leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Let’s go.”

We headed upstairs to the bathroom, hand in hand. As we entered, Jody turned to me with a flirtatious smile. “Care to help me undress?”

I nodded, my hands already reaching for the hem of her dress. Slowly, I lifted it over her head, revealing her smooth skin and lacy bra underneath. My fingers trailed to her back, unhooking it. As it fell away, I couldn’t help but admire her breasts again. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down, leaving her completely nude before me.

“Your turn,” she said softly, tugging at my shirt.

Quickly, I took off my shirt, shorts and underwear, revealing my semi-hard cock. “I’m glad your friend is getting excited again.”

“So am I.”

Once we were both naked, we hopped into the shower. It wasn’t that spacious, so we had to stand as close to each other as possible. Jody turned on the shower and stepped under the warm spray. I followed, closing the glass door behind us.

The water cascaded over our bodies as we stood face to face. Jody reached for the soap, lathering it between her hands before running them over my chest. I closed my eyes, enjoying her touch as she washed me.

When she finished, I took the soap from her and returned the favor. My hands glided over her curves, massaging gently as I went. Jody leaned into my touch, sighing contentedly.

As I washed her back, Jody pressed herself against me. Her soft curves molded to my body, and I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. My erection found the crack of her ass, pointing at her pink lips. We stood like that for a long moment, just enjoying the intimacy of skin-on-skin.

Once we were clean, we stepped out of the shower and toweled each other. It was a treat to dry her, gently dabbing the towel all over her. I was on my knees for her, admiring her pussy that I wanted to taste. “You don’t have to towel every drop,” she said with hints of lust.

I looked directly at her glistening slit, watching as the slickness trailed down the inside of her legs. I stood, and she took my hand, quickly leading me into her bedroom. She flicked on the light and guided me to her queen-sized bed. “It’s not a king, but it’s plenty for the two of us if we stay close.”

“For sure,” I said and pulled her into my embrace, gently rubbing her pussy and making her more excited. We fell on top of each other, this time me on top of her. I trailed kisses down her body till I reached her womanhood, gently parting her pink lips to stroke it with my tongue. Her nectar was incredibly sweet, and she tasted better than the girls. I kept worshiping her with kisses till I was so painfully hard that I just wanted to enter her.

With my right hand, I slowly pushed the crown to her lips, entering Jody and savoring the feeling of her warmth enveloping me. She moaned softly, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper. We moved together in a slow, sensual rhythm, our bodies perfectly in sync.

I kissed along her neck and collarbone as I thrust into her, relishing every gasp and moan of pleasure. Jody ran her fingers through my hair, occasionally tugging gently when a particularly deep thrust hit just the right spot.

“Oh Ryan,” she breathed. “You feel so good inside me.”

I increased my pace till my balls tightened to knots. I groaned as I spilled my seed inside her. We clung to each other as the waves of pleasure washed over us.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, trading soft kisses and caresses. Jody nestled her head against my chest, and I wrapped my arms around her. My phone suddenly rang. “I think it’s the girls,” I said.

“It’s fine, you can take it,” Jody said.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand, seeing Viktoria’s face on the screen. “What’s going on?” I answered.

“We just wanted to say good night,” she replied. “That’s all.”

“How sweet. Good night,” I told her.

“Good night… Also, what are you doing?”

“Lying in bed with Jody,” I said.

“Oh, am I interrupting?”

“No, you’re fine.” She then started telling me about her day.

Jody just smiled and mouthed, “It’s okay.”

Viktoria asked what we’d been up to, and I kept the explicit details vague. She also went on and told me what they’d been up to, going into details of all the fun they had.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to ramble on for thirty minutes,” Viktoria said.

“It’s all good,” I replied. “Good night and sweet dreams.”

“Nighty night, sweet dreams to you both.”

Jody chuckled as I placed the phone back on the nightstand. Her smile was infectious. “Sorry about that,” I said.

She waved her hand dismissively. “Just having you warming my bed is more than enough. Besides, I knew you’d talk to her for more than just a few words.”

“How’d you know?”

“I’ve been a girl too,” she said with a smirk.

“You’re right,” I agreed.

“Can we spoon?”

I nodded, and she turned over, pressing her gorgeous backside against me. “Your full moon is a work of art,” I said, gently caressing it like it was something fragile and precious.

“It keeps you warm, doesn’t it?”

“Mhm,” I murmured, kissing her neck softly. “Good night.”

“Good night.”





Chapter 10









I
 woke up with my erection nestled deep inside the valley of her rear, my hand resting beneath her breasts. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept so soundly, dreaming of all four of my women. There was no fighting or jealousy—just a peaceful, shared warmth as they each took turns with me. It felt like paradise.

As Jody stirred awake, she took my hand, threading her fingers through mine. “Morning,” she murmured.

“Morning.”

“Do you mind pushing it in?”

“For sure,” I said and was glad she was as horny as I was. I gently lifted her leg and she helped guide my erection inside. It didn’t take long for the bed to squeak, and the sounds of our flesh slapping filled the room. It didn’t take me many thrusts either to finish deep inside her, spilling my cum in her unprotected womb.

Once I pulled out, she turned around to face me. She radiated health and beauty. She had been smiling since I first saw her, but now I noticed an extra glow on her face.

“Sleep well?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, caressing her. “Dreaming of all four of us together.”

“That’s wonderful… Will you go back to the girls now?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “But maybe you could come over later so we can discuss the market details?”

She nodded. “Sure, but tomorrow since my friend is coming over to fix the plumbing later today.”

“I can wait a day to see you again,” I said. “But no longer than that.”

“Will you alternate between us?” she asked.

“I will… but my office is soundproof, so when you come over to work, we can find time for ourselves too.”

She chuckled. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Suddenly, the doorbell rang, startling both of us.

“Is it your friend?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, I told her to come in the afternoon.” She reluctantly got up, tying a bathrobe around herself. “You can wait here if you want.”

“Alright,” I said, gently stroking Jody’s spot, still warm from where she had been lying.

She descended the stairs, and I listened as she opened the door.

“Olivia?”

“Hi,” Olivia said, sounding worried. “Why didn’t you answer my calls?”

“Oh, my phone’s on the terrace,” Jody said. “I’m so sorry, I got a bit carried away last night.”

“No, it’s okay,” Olivia replied. “I didn’t mean to interrupt, but I got worried.”

“No worries. You’ll always be my priority,” Jody said. “Come in, I’ll show you.”

I started getting dressed, knowing there wouldn’t be any more intimacy now that Olivia was here. I joined them on the terrace, and Olivia greeted me with a hug.

“Hi… I didn’t mean to interrupt or anything,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I told her, kissing her lips.

“You smell like Mom,” she giggled.

“I take that as a compliment,” I said with a smile.

Olivia looked up at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “It’s kind of hot, actually,” she whispered, her cheeks flushing pink.

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh, really?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “Yeah… knowing you were with my mom last night. It’s… exciting. Just knowing you find her attractive.”

“She’s beautiful,” I said. “I love her as much as I love you.”

“I can tell,” Olivia said and turned to her mother. “You look healthier.”

Jody embraced her daughter, and they held each other tightly. “I feel so much better,” Jody said. “I’m glad we’re open about this.”

“Being with Nathalie and Viktoria taught me that this can be a nice relationship,” Olivia said.

“It is.”

“Do you want me to make you something?” Jody asked her daughter.

“I’m fine. Thank you,” Olivia replied, and her eyes flitted from mine to Jody’s. “Do you want some more alone time?”

Jody and I exchanged glances. She truly had the sweetest daughter. “I hadn’t planned to stay that long,” I told Olivia. “And you aren’t interrupting us either.”

“My friend’s coming over soon to help install the bathtub,” Jody said. “If you want him, you can have him.”

“Okay,” Olivia said, her smile widening.

“But,” Jody added, “I promised your friends I’d bring an apple pie. I just have to pop them in the oven, and they’ll be ready in about an hour.”

“Do you want to go for a walk in the meantime?” Olivia asked me.

“Sure,” I said.

“Is it okay for you, Mom?”

“That’s fine,” Jody said, just happy to see her daughter doing fine.

Their interaction warmed my heart. Olivia took my hand. “Come on, let’s go.”

I rose to my feet, and we went outside while her mother prepared the pie. Once we were out of earshot, Olivia said, “You know… she looks so much healthier. Truly happy.”

“I noticed that too,” I said. “She’s always been happy since I met her, but there’s more to her smile now.”

“There is,” she agreed. “I can see it a mile away… and I know what it is.”

“What is it?” I asked, gently brushing her cheek with my knuckles.

“I think she’s been starved of a man… You gave her the missing piece.”

I nodded, remembering times I had felt starved of affection myself. “You’re right.”

“And that makes me really happy for her,” Olivia said.

“I’m glad, Olivia. You’re both amazing women.”

“Thank you… but I owe a lot to her. I’ve learned the hard way that not everyone is like her.”

“I know,” I said.

“So… did you like her breasts?” she asked with a giggle.

“I like everything about her,” I told her.

“Okay, just checking. Is she better than me when it comes to… you know, bedroom stuff?”

“You can’t compare a mature woman to a younger one like you,” I said. “You’re just fine.”

“I’m just checking,” she said, smiling. “I hope I’ll look as good as her when I’m older.”

“You’ve got her as a mentor, so most likely,” I said. “You listen to her, after all.”

“I do, and I always will,” she said, giving my hand a squeeze. As we walked around the yard and their small farm, she shared some childhood memories. She pointed toward the neighbor’s house. “They’ve got a girl my age, but she’s studying overseas now.”

“Cool, where?”

“Spain,” she said. “She sends me pictures of the food there now and then.”

“Paella?”

“Oh yeah that’s her favorite dish,” she said with a grin.

“Tell me about some of your best memories together.”

“We used to pitch a tent here and camp out. Sometimes we’d invite other girls. We fought sometimes, but it was never anything serious.”

“Have they all moved away?”

“Unfortunately,” she said. “We still DM now and then, but everyone’s eager to leave. Then they complain about wanting to come back.”

“I’ve heard of similar things,” I said. “If you grow up in a small town, a big city might look like Disneyland, but there are side effects that you don’t know about till you’ve lived there.”

“I agree,” she said. “Life is tougher out here, but in some ways, the quality of life is better. The stress that comes with moving away isn’t worth it sometimes.”

I nodded. “We always think the grass is greener on the other side,” I said, taking in the beauty of the green landscape and the mountainous terrain in the background. “It’s what we do with what we have that really matters.”

“I know, and the people we surround ourselves with,” she said, leaning into me.

I draped my arm over her, holding her close.

As we walked back, we spotted the steaming pies cooling on the terrace. “They’re done,” Jody said, smiling. “I’ll just whip up some cream for you.”

“That was a quick hour,” Olivia noted.

“Time flies when you’re having a good time,” Jody said. She put on an apron and started stirring with a hand mixer, accidentally spilling some cream on herself. Once she finished, she put the cream in containers and handed them to me. “Here you go,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. “Alright … I think it’s time to head back.”

We headed toward the four-wheeler, and before we hopped on, Jody hugged Olivia tightly.

“I’ll stop by tomorrow,” Jody said.

“Okay,” Olivia replied. “We’ll talk later, right?”

“Of course, darling, you can call me anytime. Nothing between us has changed.”

“And never will change,” Olivia said, which made Jody hug her tighter.

They broke the hug, and Jody turned to me. Memories of the past nights flashed through my mind, and I felt a rush of emotion. She stepped into my arms, hugging me tightly.

“Take care of her,” she whispered.

“I will,” I promised.

“Last night was unforgettable.”

“And we’ll create many more unforgettable nights.”

“We definitely will,” she purred. “As long as you still want me.”

“I’ll never let you go,” I said, sensing a hint of insecurity in her voice. I broke the hug and glanced at her lips, but she shyly looked at her daughter. Olivia gave her a sweet, encouraging smile, and Jody leaned in, pressing her lips to mine. I kissed her back, savoring the familiar sweetness of her lips, with a faint taste of apples lingering. I lost myself in the kiss, and she didn’t seem to mind that Olivia was watching.

When we finally pulled away, Jody smiled. “Thank you,” she said softly.

We mounted the four-wheeler, and Olivia wrapped her arms around me as we rode back to our estate.





Chapter 11









I
 leaned forward in the computer chair. It was a bit easier to concentrate now. We had kept an eye out of the window. When the girls took a riding break, Jody and I quickly pulled down our pants and skirts. I had pulled her panties aside, and I had pushed my hard-on inside her. It wasn’t the first time we fucked in our office, and it wouldn’t be the last.

I had taken her over the table and finished deep inside her. It was impossible to not be hard around her the way she radiated sexuality and femininity.

It had been a week since we started on our hobby project. It didn’t take us long to get our first customer—less than a day, actually. Jody knew how to advertise around here and had told her friends about what we were selling. She had experience selling vegetables and wheat on the side, but what really caught everyone’s attention was the wild game meat.

I’d brought down a boar, and the meat sold out in just a few days. We decided to save half for ourselves since Jody loved wild flesh.

I cracked my knuckles. “Should we call it a day?”

“Sure,” she said, smiling as brightly as she always did after I’d finished inside her. She wore a skirt with stockings and also a tight matching blouse. This office had never smelled so good as it did now. She’d come here with a flower behind her ear while wearing a floral perfume. It drew me to her the second she stepped her foot here, and the wait for the girls to go away had felt torturous.

“You sure you don’t want to come with us to the restaurant?” I asked. I had promised the girls we’d go into town for dinner, maybe pick up some clothes if they wanted.

“I’m sure,” she said, still smiling. “It’ll give Olivia some extra time with you … Plus, we spent a lot of time together yesterday.”

“Alright,” I said, appreciating her thoughtfulness. “That’s really considerate of you.”

“I’ve got things to do around here anyway. Plus, I need to change my panties.” She gave me a wink.

We stood up from our chairs, and I pulled her into a warm embrace, breathing in the familiar floral scent mixed with a hint of sweat from our earlier activities. “Thanks for all your help with the market project,” I murmured.

She squeezed me tighter. “It’s been my pleasure. I’m really enjoying it. It feels more comfortable doing this with a partner.”

“I agree,” I said. I kissed her gently before we reluctantly let go. As we stepped out of the office, I saw the girls returning from their ride, their hair windswept and cheeks glowing.

“Perfect timing,” I called out to them. “Ready to head into town?”

Nathalie grinned, her excitement obvious. “Yes!”

Viktoria nodded. “Me too.”

“Will you come with us?” Olivia asked her mother.

“I would love to,” Jody said. “But I have some things to take care of.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure, sweetie. You all go and have fun,” Jody replied, kissing Olivia on the forehead. “But he’ll give me a ride home first.”

“Okay,” Olivia said.

We piled into my Porsche and drove Jody home. Before she got out of the car, she leaned in for a kiss. She wasn’t shy about kissing me in front of Olivia anymore, but she still turned to her daughter and kissed her on the forehead before hopping out. “Have fun, you three,” she said.

“Enjoy your day,” Olivia said.

As she walked back toward her house, my eyes lingered on her. The way her hips swayed… I couldn’t help but admire her. She caught me staring and turned back, flashing me a flirtatious smile. She blew me a kiss, which made me grin.

I smiled and waved back at her. “Sorry for the delay,” I said, turning to the girls.

“It’s fine,” Viktoria said.

“Do any of you want to sit up front?” I asked.

They exchanged glances, and all of them said, “yes” at the same time.

“Let’s take turns,” I said with a chuckle. “Nathalie, you go first. Next ride, Viktoria, and then you, Olivia.” They all agreed. Nathalie jumped into the front seat and started fiddling with her phone, picking out the perfect music.

It was only a half-hour drive to Diamond Spring, a small town with about ten thousand people. When we arrived, it was refreshing to see life around us. It wasn’t as big and loud as LA, but it sure felt busier than our estate.

We strolled down the quaint main street, window shopping and people-watching. The girls’ eyes lit up as we passed boutiques and cafes.

“Ooh, can we go in there?” Nathalie asked, pointing to a local clothing store.

I nodded. “Of course. Let’s check it out.”

Inside, they buzzed around the racks of sundresses, shorts, and tops. I sat back and watched as they tried on outfits, chiming in with my opinion whenever they asked. Viktoria shyly modeled a flowy floral dress, while Nathalie tried out high-waisted shorts and a crop top. Olivia found a cute romper that hugged her curves.

As I relaxed, a sales assistant approached. She wore glasses, quite a bit of makeup and her blonde hair loose. “Need any help?” she asked.

“Nah, I’m good,” I replied. “It’s my girls who’re here for clothes.”

“What a blessing to have such a generous dad like you,” she said.

I chuckled. “Actually, they’re not my daughters,” I corrected her. “They’re my girlfriends.”

Her cheeks flushed. “Oh,” she giggled. “So, they all share you?”

“I guess you could say that,” I said, noticing her interest spike. It was typical. When you were single, no one paid attention. But once you had someone—or in my case, three—suddenly, everyone was interested.

“Actually,” she said, tilting her head. “You look familiar… Did you used to run a fitness store?”

“I did,” I said. “Didn’t expect anyone around here to know about it.”

“Hard to forget about you,” she said. “What happened? I don’t see you around any longer.”

“I sold it and moved up here. Life’s a lot safer and more peaceful.”

“I agree,” she nodded. “I definitely prefer towns over big cities.”

Viktoria came over and asked the sales assistant for a smaller size of the dress she was trying on. The assistant was happy to help. Olivia also asked if she could buy a dress for her mother. “Of course you can. Pick whichever you’d like.”

When the sales assistant returned to me, she smiled. “You’re really generous.”

I waved it off. “It’s nothing,” I said.

At checkout, I left the sales assistant a little extra and told her to keep the change.

“No contact info at all?” she asked, teasing. “No IG or Snapchat?”

“Nah,” I said. “But we’re running our own little farmer’s market now and then at our estate. Feel free to stop by and grab some eggs or wild meat.”

“Maybe I will,” she said.

“Can you recommend a good restaurant around here?” I asked.

“Oh, definitely,” she said. “My roommate works at a place just down the street.” She stepped out of the store, not even pausing for other customers. She pointed at a restaurant a stone’s throw away from us. “They’ve got amazing burgers and tiramisu.”

“Thanks for the recommendation,” I said. We headed back to the car first to drop off the clothes. It was nice to be in a town where you could leave things in your car without worrying about break-ins.

“The sales assistant was totally into you,” Nathalie said.

“You have sharp eyes,” I said with a chuckle. Nathalie always had a knack for noticing when someone was interested in me. I found it amusing.

We walked to the restaurant the sales assistant had recommended. As we entered, I noticed several heads turning our way—both men and women glancing at us curiously. I tried to ignore them. We took a seat at a cozy booth by the window.

“This place looks nice,” Olivia said, glancing around at the rustic decor.

“Yeah, it’s got a good vibe,” Nathalie agreed.

I wondered if I was the only one who noticed the attention we drew, but I tried not to think about it. Our waitress approached, a pretty brunette with a bright smile. I wondered if that was her roommate. She looked as lovely as the sales assistant. “Welcome, can I start you off with some drinks?”

We placed our drink orders and she returned a few minutes later with them. As she set down my glass of water, she lingered a bit longer than necessary.

“So, are you folks from out of town?” she asked casually.

“Just visiting for the day,” I replied. “We live about 30 minutes away.”

“Oh, nice. Well, I hope you enjoy your time here,” she said, her eyes lingering on me before she reluctantly turned to take the girls’ food orders. Olivia and Viktoria ordered burgers, and Nathalie went for the steak. Then she turned to me.

“I’ll try out the ribeye,” I said.

“How would you like the meat?”

“Rear,” I told her.

“Alright … Dessert?”

The girls picked up the menu and started chit-chatting again. “We were recommended the tiramisu,” I said.

“Oh, that’s our special,” the waitress said.

We all ordered the same. Viktoria leaned in after she left. “Did you see how she was looking at you?” she whispered with a giggle.

I chuckled and shrugged. “Just being friendly, I’m sure.”

“Mhm, sure,” Nathalie said with a smirk.

I noticed a chubby middle-aged man sitting not far from us, frowning in our direction. I’d seen that look plenty of times before and knew what it was—pure envy. It didn’t bother me. I had dealt with people like him before, though I hoped his insecurities wouldn’t cause trouble, which sometimes happened.

We smiled as the plates were brought to us; everything looked delicious. “Let me know if you need anything,” the waitress said.

“Thank you,” I said. She was lovely.

As we dug into our meals, the conversation flowed easily. The girls chatted about their new clothes and plans for the upcoming week. The ribeye had a nice crust and was perfectly seared. The french fries were fried in tallow and tasted so much better than regular ones.

“This steak is incredible,” I said, savoring the perfectly pink, juicy meat.

“My burger’s amazing too,” Olivia added, licking the sauce from her lips. “We should definitely come back here.”

I nodded in agreement, taking a sip of my water. When I set my glass down, I caught the judgmental glare of the chubby man. His frown deepened as he watched us. I knew where this was heading.

Viktoria picked up her iPhone, the one I’d bought her earlier. “Kiss! You two look so cute together,” she said playfully.

I exchanged glances with Nathalie before pressing my lips to hers. Viktoria snapped a photo and showed it to us.

“Nice,” Nathalie said with a grin.

“Want me to take one of all of you?” Viktoria asked.

“Sure,” Olivia said. Viktoria then took a picture of me kissing Nathalie and Olivia, both of them giggling softly. The restaurant was spacious, so we weren’t worried about disturbing anyone.

Suddenly, the man spoke up, scowling. “What’s this world coming to? A middle-aged creep with three young girls.”

I kept my composure. “Maybe you should mind your own business,” I said calmly.

He muttered something under his breath and returned to his meal, but the mood at our table had shifted. “Why would he say that?” Nathalie whispered, frowning.

“Because he’s jealous,” I told her, rubbing her back reassuringly. “I’ve dealt with guys like him before.”

Unfortunately, the man had a friend—another guy with a large belly. He didn’t have a woman with him either, which wasn’t surprising given his attitude. They started talking loudly.

“What’s this, your harem? Can’t handle just one girl?” the friend jeered, both of them snickering like idiots.

I kept my tone steady. “What we do with our lives is our business. I suggest you focus on your own table.”

The man wasn’t done. “You girls should be ashamed,” he muttered, glaring in their direction.

“You should be ashamed,” Nathalie said. “We’re not hurting anyone, why don’t you mind your own business?”

The man with the beer belly scoffed. “Young lady, you don’t know what you’re talking about. This man is taking advantage of you.”

I put my hand on Nathalie’s arm, giving her a reassuring squeeze. “It’s okay, don’t engage with them,” I said quietly.

The waitress approached our table, looking concerned. “Is everything alright over here?” she asked.

“These men are harassing us,” Viktoria said, her voice trembling slightly.

The waitress turned to the two men with a stern expression. “Gentlemen, I’m going to have to ask you to stop bothering our other customers. If you can’t do that, I’ll need to ask you to leave.”

The chunky man sputtered. “We’re not the problem here! This… this deviant with his harem of young girls is what’s wrong! If he wouldn’t have taken advantage of them, they would have known what’s written in the bible, ‘For this reason, a man shall leave his father and mother and be joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh. So then, they are no longer two but one flesh. Therefore, what God has joined together, let not man separate.’”

I arched an eyebrow at that lunatic. “This isn’t a church,” I told him.

“Sir, I won’t ask again,” the waitress said firmly. “Please mind your own business or I’ll have to escort you out.”

The two men grumbled but turned back to their own table, shooting occasional glares in our direction.

“I’m so sorry about that,” the waitress said to us. “Can I get you folks anything else? Dessert perhaps? On the house, of course.”

I smiled gratefully at her. “That’s very kind of you, thank you. What do you think, girls? Up for some dessert?”

They all nodded, clearly trying to ease the tension, but I could feel my blood starting to simmer. I knew I had to handle this calmly and without violence, but it was hard not to be angry that these men were ruining our evening.

“What about us? Do we get a free dessert too?” the chubby man asked, his tone mocking.

“No,” the waitress replied firmly, keeping her voice steady. “And if you keep heckling, I’ll have to politely ask you to leave.”

The man abruptly rose to his feet, moving toward me. I quickly stood up as well, squaring my shoulders. He realized pretty fast he wasn’t a match for me and, instead of backing down, started barking empty threats. “If I see you around here again, I’ll file a police report on you!” he spat.

“That’s fine by me,” I replied calmly, meeting his glare without flinching.

The man’s face turned red with anger. “You think you’re so tough, don’t you? Corrupting these young girls. You should be ashamed of yourself!”

I kept my voice level, not wanting to escalate the situation further. “I’ve asked you politely to mind your own business. These women are all adults capable of making their own choices. Now please, return to your table and let us enjoy our meal in peace.”

The waitress stepped between us. “That’s enough. I’m going to have to ask you to leave now.”

The man’s friend grabbed his arm. “Come on, man. It’s not worth it. Let’s just go.”

With a final glare in my direction, the two men stormed out of the restaurant. A tense silence fell over the dining room as other patrons stared at us.

I sat back down, taking a deep breath to calm myself. “I’m sorry about that, girls. Are you all okay?”

Nathalie wrinkled her nose. “I’m alright… except for that foul taste he left in my mouth.”

Viktoria looked appalled. “I guess I’m fine.” But I could tell her mood was ruined.

I glanced at Olivia, who just looked embarrassed. I felt bad for all of them, but especially her. “I’m fine,” she muttered, shrinking back a little.

I patted her back. “You sure?”

She nodded, briefly smiling up at me.

The waitress returned, trying to smile, though I could still see the anger in her eyes. “I’m so sorry. Here’s the dessert. It’s on the house.”

“You don’t have to,” I told her with a smile.

“But we insist,” she said. “That kind of behavior doesn’t belong here.”

“Tell me about it,” I replied.

“I hope you enjoy the tiramisu, and if you need anything else, just let me know.”

She walked off. It was clear to me she was content with her life, while those two guys clearly hated theirs. Envy was ugly, but it was something you couldn’t escape. It’s just part of the world we live in.

“What a bunch of losers,” Nathalie said, wrinkling her nose.

“That’s my girl,” I said, patting her back.

“I mean it,” she continued. “He’s just mad no one wants to date him.”

“You’re right,” I agreed.

“He kind of ruined it,” Viktoria said.

“Try the dessert. It’ll improve your mood.”

As we turned our attention to the dessert, I was right—they all loved it. I thought it was too sweet, but I finished it anyway since the waitress was so nice. I didn’t pay much attention to the other diners. Some couples glanced over for a second, but not for long. They probably didn’t want to get thrown out either. Although, I could tell the women were curious. They were obviously more interested in what kind of relationship we had going on. The men tried to hide their envy. As long as they didn’t comment, then I didn’t care.

When the waitress brought the bill, I tipped her generously, and she smiled brightly. “You don’t have to,” she said.

“For your excellent service,” I told her with a wink. “You handled that well.”

“Thank you,” she said, smiling. “I wish you and your girls all the best.”

Her comment made Olivia smile, and the rest of us, too. It was a nice reminder that there were good people out there. I patted their backs, and we walked outside into the fresh air.

“How about a little walk before we head home?” I asked.

“Sure,” Viktoria said. “I could use a bit of a refresh.”

“Certainly,” I replied.

As we walked and explored the town, I couldn’t help but notice how pretty it was. The air was crisp and fresh, and the sky was a deep, clear blue. We got a few stares here and there, but thankfully, no hecklers. We found a nice park with a lovely bench to sit on. I noticed Olivia had been a lot quieter than usual.

“How’s it going?” I asked her. “The dessert didn’t sweeten you up?”

She tried to smile. “A little,” she muttered.

“Come on, tell me what’s bothering you,” I encouraged her.

“I didn’t expect we’d face public scorn,” she said.

“Hey, don’t worry about them,” I told her. “It’s not everyone. You saw how the waitress reacted.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said.

“I’m here for all of you,” I told them. “There’ll be challenges, like in any relationship. It’s not always smooth sailing.”

“I don’t like challenges,” she said.

“I know… not many girls do. But as a guy, I’ve learned they’re a part of life. I’ll be here to navigate those challenges with all three of you.”

“Four, counting my mom,” Olivia added.

“Exactly. I haven’t forgotten her,” I reassured her. “I think about her constantly.”

“Great,” Olivia said, clearly relieved that I wasn’t leaving Jody out. It only made me love her more. I took a deep breath as Nathalie and Viktoria tried to cheer Olivia up. In that moment of reflection, I realized my responsibility to protect and nurture all four of them, as well as the challenges that came with it. They were young and, naturally, less prepared for this than I was. Though I’d been through similar situations before, this felt different. I didn’t want anything to break us.

“I was going to tell my friend about us,” Olivia told the girls. “But now I’m not so sure.”

I chimed in, “If she’s truly your friend, she’ll understand. Just like your mom did—remember how supportive she was when she first found out about us?”

“I do,” Olivia said, nodding.

“And remember how supportive you were when your mom started seeing me?”

“Of course I do.”

“That’s because you care about each other. If you’re worried someone will judge you, then maybe they aren’t your friend. It’s that simple.”

“I agree,” Olivia said, sounding more confident. “I feel so much better now… You’re protective, not just physically, but emotionally too.”

I smiled, proud that I was able to reassure her. “Anytime,” I told her. “And listen, let’s not isolate ourselves. If we want to go somewhere, we will. I’ll do whatever I can to shield you from any judgment.”

All three of them cuddled up to me, and though we got another glance from a passerby, we didn’t care. We had each other.

As we headed back to the car, Viktoria said, “I thought you were going to beat that guy up.”

I chuckled. “Violence is a last resort. Only if there’s no other way out.”

“That’s mature of you,” she said, leaning against me. “I’ve seen so many guys get provoked over the smallest things.”

“I know… there are better ways to handle situations, but if there’s no other option, then yeah, sometimes it comes down to fists.”

“I would’ve cried if something happened to you,” Viktoria said.

“It’s all bark and no bite,” I said. “How many times have you heard a guy say, ‘I’m gonna kill him’? Probably more than you can count.”

“Yeah,” she chuckled.

I was glad we were mellowing out, but as we reached the parking lot, I sighed. Right in front of us, cops had pulled up. I had a gut feeling they were here because of us, especially when I saw the hecklers standing on the other side of the lot.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, shaking my head. The girls huddled closer to me as they began to piece it together.

Out of the patrol car stepped two women. I couldn’t lie—they were fit and good-looking. One wore her hair in a brown ponytail, her uniform straining against her breasts. The other was a strawberry blonde. Both looked strong, healthy and tall, with minimal wrinkles. They spoke to the hecklers, who pointed in our direction, and then the brunette began walking over to us with a neutral expression.

“Good evening, folks. I’m Officer Martinez. We received a call about a potential disturbance at the restaurant. Mind if I ask you a few questions?”

I nodded calmly. “Of course, Officer. We’d be happy to clear things up.”

She glanced at the girls before focusing back on me. “Can I see some ID please?”

“Certainly,” I replied, retrieving my wallet and handing over my driver’s license. The girls followed suit, presenting their IDs as well.

Officer Martinez examined them carefully before handing them back. “Thank you. Now, can you tell me what happened at the restaurant?”

I explained the situation matter-of-factly and honestly, detailing how the two men had harassed us unprovoked and were asked to leave by the staff. The girls chimed in now and then too.

“I see,” Officer Martinez said, scribbling down some notes. “And you’re all consenting adults in this… relationship?”

“We are,” Nathalie affirmed confidently. “Those men were just being judgmental jerks.”

Officer Martinez asked some quick questions, and she quickly understood it was all consensual. Olivia looked around herself, looking a bit stressed probably because of the attention this brought us.

“Are you alright?” Martinez asked her.

“Yes, but I just don’t like how everyone is looking at us.”

Martinez looked to get our sympathy, and she waved Officer Rose over. “This is a false call,” she said quickly.

“I could have guessed,” she said, frowning. “So, let me get this straight, you’re calling us because this guy has too many girlfriends? That’s not illegal.”

The heckler frowned. “He’s abusing them.”

“He’s not!” Nathalie snapped back. “You’re just a sore loser.”

I patted her back. “Relax,” I whispered. “We’ll be out of here soon.”

The blonde cop glanced at me, a smirk on her face. “Honestly, if that’s a crime, you might as well lock me up too.”

The hecklers exchanged embarrassed looks. Martinez turned to us. “You’re free to go. If they give you any trouble again, give us a call,” she said with a wink, handing me her number.

“Thanks,” I replied.

Then the cops turned to the hecklers. “You’re not going anywhere. Filing a false report is a misdemeanor.”

As we got into the car, I could hear the hecklers shouting in frustration. We had the last laugh as we drove away.

“You know what this reminds me of?” Viktoria asked.

“What?” I glanced over at her.

“Remember when we played truth or dare, and you told us about that cop who followed you home?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, chuckling. I recounted the story to Olivia, and even though she wasn’t in the best mood, she smiled. Nathalie, sitting next to her, laughed.

“Maybe this won’t be the last time I see the cops,” I joked.

“Hopefully not,” Viktoria said with a grin.

As we drove, the tension from earlier started to fade. I glanced in the rearview mirror to check on Olivia. She seemed to be calming down, leaning against Nathalie, who had her arm around her.

“You girls okay back there?” I asked.

Nathalie nodded. “We’re good. Right, Olivia?”

Olivia gave a small smile. “Yeah, I’m feeling better now.”

“Good,” I said. “Sorry about that back there. Some people just can’t mind their own business.”

Viktoria turned in her seat to face them. “At least the cops were cool about it. That blonde one totally had the hots for Ryan,”

We all laughed, the mood-lifting even more.

“She wasn’t subtle, was she?” Nathalie grinned.

I shook my head, smiling. “Come on, she was just doing her job.”

“Mhmm, sure,” Viktoria teased. “That’s why she winked and gave you her number.”

As we continued driving, the conversation shifted to lighter topics. The girls chatted about their new clothes and plans for the week. I mostly listened, happy to hear their voices and laughter filling the car.





Chapter 12









“
 I
 ’ll go help Jody,” I said, standing up from the table. The girls were sitting around, chatting excitedly. We’d just finished breakfast, and after yesterday’s shopping trip, they were eager to try on their new clothes, posing in front of the mirror.

“Okay, but first tell me how I look in this skirt,” Viktoria said, twirling around in her sexy mini-skirt and flashing her smooth thighs.

“You look sexy,” I told her.

“Like a schoolgirl?”

“More like a model,” I said when taking her height into consideration. Nathalie and Olivia also wanted my opinion on their outfits. “All of you look great, but I have to bounce now.”

“Fine, we won’t hold you any longer,” Viktoria said.

They probably knew I’d be gone for a while. Whenever Jody and I had time alone, things got kind of intimate. Olivia had been quieter than usual, but she seemed to perk up now that they were all focused on their new outfits. I was glad to see her smiling again, and happy that the girls were doing their best to cheer her up.

Stepping outside into the crisp air, I climbed onto the four-wheeler. Jody had been talking about moving most of her produce to my place soon. It made sense—my estate was nicer and newer, a step up from her farmhouse. She’d mentioned how customers preferred buying from a nicer home, and I knew she was right. Plus, later today, we’d have customers coming by to purchase wheat and vegetables. Running the little farmer’s market with Jody was fun—she knew more about sales than anyone I’d ever met.

When I pulled up to her house, she was waiting for me on the porch, as always. She wore a simple skirt and top, but her curves and breasts were hotly strained against her clothes, her red hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders.

I hopped off the four-wheeler, eager to feel her hands on me. She came down the steps, her smile widening as I wrapped her in a warm hug. I felt myself melt with her body heat seeping into me. I let my hands roam over her back and bottom, squeezing her a little bit, making her breath slightly huskier.

“Hi,” she greeted me softly.

“Hi,” I replied, before pressing my lips to hers.

“Tea before we head back to your place?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

As we walked inside, Jody held my hand, leading me into the cozy kitchen where tea and cookies were already laid out.

“You’re amazing,” I said, settling down, grabbing a cookie and taking a bite.

“I try to be,” she teased. “Do they taste okay?”

“They’re perfect, like always,” I assured her.

She took a sip of her tea before looking at me, her expression turning serious. “I talked to Olivia last night. She seemed a little upset.”

“About the hecklers?”

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. “Do you mind explaining what happened?”

I explained what had happened at the restaurant. Jody frowned as she listened, her fingers tracing the rim of her teacup.

“You handled that really well,” she said, with admiration in her voice.

“I’ve been through a few situations like that before,” I said with a shrug. “No need to escalate it.”

“I’m glad you didn’t,” she replied. “Olivia doesn’t need more stress, especially in public.”

“I knew Olivia was already embarrassed, so I wasn’t going to make a scene.”

Jody smiled, her eyes soft. “I love how protective you are of her. They’re young and still figuring things out, and this world can be tough on girls like them.”

“I get it,” I said.

“I wish I’d had someone like you when I was her age,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “Someone strong and gentle.”

Her words hit deep, and I felt reassured that I was doing the right thing. “You’ve got me now,” I said, reaching for her hand.

“I know,” she replied, intertwining her fingers with mine.

“And we’ll stick together,” I said softly. “I made sure Olivia knows we’re not going to hide. If we want to go somewhere, we will. No one can make us feel ashamed.”

“You’ve got their backs,” she said, a note of pride in her voice. “You’ll keep them safe.”

“I will,” I promised.

Jody chuckled softly. “If those hecklers knew you’re dating her mother too, they’d probably have lost their minds.”

I grinned. “Wouldn’t have changed a thing. I’d handle it the same way.”

“I believe you,” she said, smiling warmly. “I just want us to stick together through everything.”

“We will,” I assured her. “I won’t let some jealous idiot—or anyone else—ruin what we’ve got.”

Jody took another sip of tea, her smile soft and sincere. “I trust you. I’ll talk to Olivia myself too, to make sure she’s really okay.”

“She’s been a little quieter,” I said.

“What were they up to before you left?”

“She was trying on the clothes I bought her,” I replied. “She even picked something out for you.”

“Oh, really? What is it?”

“You’ll have to come with me and see,” I teased.

Jody’s excitement grew, and we chatted a bit more about the farmer’s market and how things were going. But I could tell her mind was already on seeing Olivia.

“Ready to head out?” I asked after we finished our tea.

“Yeah, I’m excited to see the clothes,” Jody said, smiling. “And I’d love to see her in them too.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through me at her eagerness to see her daughter. “She’ll be happy to show you. The girls were all excited about their new outfits this morning.”

Jody stood up, gathering our empty teacups. “Well, let me just tidy up here and we can head over.”

I helped her clean up, enjoying the easy domesticity between us. As we finished, I pulled her close for another kiss. She melted against me, her curves fitting perfectly against my body.

“Mmm,” she hummed appreciatively as we parted from the kiss. “A little quicky for being so nice to my Olivia?”

“Hmm, go ahead.”

She dropped to her knees and unbuckled my belt, reaching for my semi-hard cock. Her eyes lit up and she pushed it into her mouth. I hardened inside her. I had to hold onto the wall as she bobbed her head. It didn’t take many pumps till I groaned and finished inside her mouth, hot cum spurting and splashing against her cheeks. She swallowed every drop, took a napkin and was about to dry my cock from her saliva.

“You can leave it,” I told her. “It’s fine.”

“As you wish,” she said. She pulled up my pants and put the belt back on. I pecked her lips again. She was a wonderful woman.

We reluctantly separated and headed outside. I took the produce, the bags of wheat and vegetables and dumped them into the cargo box. Then, I helped Jody onto the four-wheeler behind me, enjoying the feel of her arms wrapped tightly around my waist as we rode back to the main house.

When we arrived, the girls were still gathered in the living room, excitedly showing each other their new clothes. Olivia’s face lit up when she saw her mother. “Hi,” she said, falling into her arms.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Jody said, pulling Olivia into a warm embrace. “Are you doing okay?”

Olivia nodded but didn’t quite meet her gaze.

“You don’t seem like your usual self.”

“I’m fine. It’s just what happened yesterday, but I’m trying not to dwell on it.”

“I talked to Ryan about it earlier,” Jody said gently. “He protected you three quite well.”

“I know he did,” she said, smiling in my direction. “You have some dried cum on your lips.”

Jody’s cheeks pinked. “I had to reward him for being such a good man to you.”

“That’s cute … By the way, we bought you a dress. Will you try it on?” Olivia asked, a hopeful smile forming.

“Of course, honey,” Jody replied with a smile. “I’d love to see what you picked out for me.”

Olivia’s face lit up as she rushed to grab the gift bag. While Olivia went upstairs, Jody checked on Nathalie and Viktoria. “Are you also okay from yesterday?”

“Yeah,” Nathalie said. “They just made me angry.”

“They made me upset, but that’s all,” Viktoria said. “I guess they’re mad no woman wants them.”

“Jealous men can be the worst,” Jody agreed.

Olivia came scurrying down the stairs and handed the gift bag to Jody. “Here you go.”

“Thank you,” she said and didn’t waste any time. She pulled out a soft peach satin sundress, holding it up.

“Oh, it’s beautiful,” Jody said, running her hand along the fabric. “Thank you, sweetheart.”

“Go try it on, Mom,” Olivia urged.

Jody disappeared into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she returned, and we all stared in awe. The dress fit her perfectly, hugging her curves, breasts and complementing her tan and auburn hair. The dress had slits as well, showing off her long legs. Even if she’d sucked me off recently, my cock stirred upon seeing her.

“You look stunning,” I said, meaning every word.

“Absolutely gorgeous,” Viktoria chimed in, while Nathalie nodded in agreement.

“I knew it would look amazing on you, Mom,” Olivia said.

Jody twirled playfully, the skirt swirling around her. “I love it. Thank you all so much.”

To be fair, she looked incredible, no matter what she wore.

Jody, Olivia and I moved outside while Nathalie and Viktoria prepared the wheat and vegetables for the customers.

Jody folded her legs, revealing her thighs. I ran my hand along her skin, making her grin. “You sure picked the right dress for your mom, Olivia.”

“I’m glad both of you liked it,” she said.

Jody pecked her daughter’s cheek. “You’re the best,” she said and ran her fingers through Olivia’s hair. “Are you still thinking about what happened?”

“I try not to,” Olivia admitted. “I didn’t think people would react like that.”

“Jerks like that are everywhere,” Jody said. “If it wasn’t about an unconventional relationship, they’d find something else. Trust me.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Olivia sighed.

“You’re in good hands,” Jody reminded her. “What you have here—no financial worries, no stress, a loyal man and two lovely friends—you have everything a girl could dream of.”

I knew what Jody was up to. She tried to encourage her daughter to see the positivity of this, wanting our relationship to be unbreakable. When she said, ‘You have everything a girl could dream of.’ She spoke from her heart and own experiences. It was exactly what she’d told me earlier. How she wished she had me when she was younger.

“I know,” Olivia said softly. “I don’t want anything else either.”

Jody smiled at her daughter, continuing to stroke her hair. “I’m glad to hear that, sweetheart. And remember, you have nothing to be ashamed of. You’re all consenting adults making your own choices.”

I nodded in agreement. “Exactly. We’re not hurting anyone. Those people’s opinions don’t matter.”

Olivia seemed to relax a bit more, leaning into her mother’s touch. “Thanks, Mom. And Ryan. I guess I just need to develop a thicker skin.”

“It takes time,” Jody assured her. “But you’ll get there. And you’ve got all of us to support you.”

We sat in a comfortable silence for a few moments, letting the warm sun and gentle breeze wash over us. I couldn’t help but admire how striking both Jody and Olivia were—the resemblance between mother and daughter was undeniable.

“Mom, why don’t we all do something together?” Olivia asked, breaking the quiet.

Jody tilted her head. “What do you have in mind?”

“I don’t know… maybe a spa day or something?”

“I’m up for it,” I said, glancing at Jody.

Jody nodded slowly, a smile forming. “Sure… but where would everyone sleep?”

“We could have a room to ourselves one night, and the next night I’ll stay with the girls,” I suggested.

“That works,” Jody said, her smile widening.

“Do you have any places in mind?” I asked.

“There’s this spa up at Lake Tahoe I’ve always wanted to go to… but it’s a bit pricey,” Jody said.

“Say no more,” I replied. “We’re going.”

Jody laughed softly. “You haven’t even checked the price tag.”

I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “I don’t need to.”





Epilogue









W
 e had left our estate about forty minutes ago, and we were slowly approaching Lake Tahoe. The oak-covered hills replaced the farmland, and the scenery was stunning as we began to see the rolling hills of the Sierra Nevada foothills. The winding roads climbed steadily, and the air was noticeably cooler.

Next to me was Jody, and the girls sat in the back seat. We had recently stopped in a small town to pick up fresh peaches. The sweetness still lingered in my mouth. The girls kept chatting excitedly, just as amazed by the scenery as I was. When we crested the final ridge, the view opened up, revealing the clear, blue waters of the lake, surrounded by pine-covered mountains. Granite cliffs and boulders dotted the landscape, along with sandy beaches lining the shore. The water shimmered in shades of deep blue and turquoise, depending on where we looked. One glance, and I felt an overwhelming sense of peace.

“You picked the perfect place,” I told Jody, who looked just as mesmerized by the view.

“Yeah,” she replied softly. “We used to stay over there,” she pointed, “but the resort we’re heading to has the best view.”

“I’m glad. No way I’m cutting corners at a place like this.”

Olivia, who had been here before, talked to the girls about what we could do during the trip. Nathalie and Viktoria were in awe. It had been a while since they’d seen something this beautiful.

We drove to the resort and found parking. As we stepped outside, we stretched, enjoying the cool but comfortable air. It wasn’t too hot, but not too cold either—just perfect.

At the lobby, we were warmly greeted by a young woman named Kathy, who showed us to our rooms. There were two suites, and I’d be staying with Jody tonight. The girls giggled as they settled into their room, clearly impressed by the luxury.

Jody and I neatly unpacked, taking in the beauty of the suite. She walked to the window, pulling the curtains aside to reveal the gorgeous view of the lake. “This is incredible,” she said softly.

I moved behind her, gently massaging her shoulders. She looked amazing in her satin peach dress, so amazing that I couldn’t resist touching her. As my hands worked their way across her back, she let out a sigh. “It’s perfect,” I agreed.

She took my hand and kissed it gently, leaving a damp patch of her sweet skin behind. I imagined how the moonlight would reflect off the lake later, illuminating everything with a soft glow. I couldn’t think of a prettier place than this.

“My daughter’s sweet for letting me have you the first night,” she said, a playful smile on her lips.

“She really is something special,” I replied.

“She is,” Jody nodded.

The bed faced the window, offering the perfect view without anyone being able to see in. It felt like our own little slice of heaven. After Jody and I explored our luxurious suite equipped with a hot tub, spacious bathroom and a balcony, I couldn’t help but pull her close and kiss her deeply. The excitement of being away together, combined with the beautiful views, had me feeling particularly affectionate.

“Mmm,” Jody hummed against my lips. “As much as I’d love to christen this room right now, we should probably join the girls for that walk.”

“You’re right, of course. But later…”

“Oh, definitely later,” she replied with a wink.

We headed out to meet the others, finding them waiting in the lobby.

“What took you so long?” Olivia asked, glancing at her mother.

“We’re not in a rush, are we?” Jody replied, patting her daughter’s back.

“No, you’re right,” Olivia said as she stood up with the other girls.

“What are your first thoughts?” I asked them.

“This place is amazing,” Viktoria said. “I’ve never stayed anywhere this fancy… except for your place.”

“The view from our room is incredible,” Nathalie added. “You can see the whole lake.”

Olivia smiled, clearly pleased by their reactions. “Wait until you see the rest of it. There’s so much to explore.”

After dropping off our bags, we decided to take a walk around the area, as Jody and Olivia had suggested. We set out on a stroll around the resort grounds. The air was crisp and clean, filled with the scent of pine. The girls walked ahead of us, while I walked beside Jody. I took her hand for a moment, holding it firmly.

“I miss holding hands,” she admitted.

“It’s nice,” I said. “Such a simple yet sweet thing to do.”

“I agree,” she said, her eyes following her daughter. She let out a sigh, genuinely content with her life. “I’m so glad everything worked out. Seeing how happy everyone is… It’s difficult being a single mother.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m just happy I can be here for you both.”

“And I’m grateful for that. I can’t imagine it any other way. I honestly couldn’t care less about what people think.”

“Neither can I. I won’t let anyone get in our way.”

“I know you won’t,” she said, smiling at me.

I knew we had built something much deeper than just a relationship. We had created a family—a home where everyone felt safe and accepted. It felt like an achievement, especially knowing how hard it is to find quality women. These four had just come into my life like ripe fruit falling into my hands, and I was grateful, as were they.

We continued walking, and the girls came over to me now and then, giving me excited kisses. I was glad they didn’t pay attention to the passersby, not caring what anyone thought. Jody even encouraged Olivia to kiss me as well. I gently wrapped my arms around her and lifted her. She let out a small shriek and wrapped her legs around me, looking at me with an expression of pure love as I pressed my lips to hers.

“Do you guys know a good place to eat around here?” I asked.

“We’ve always stayed on the other side… with the poor people,” Olivia joked.

“We’ll see what we find,” I said.

“After we’ve eaten, we should go for a swim,” Olivia suggested.

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

We came upon a lakeside restaurant with an outdoor patio overlooking the water. The aroma of grilled fish and fresh herbs wafted towards us, making my stomach growl.

“This looks perfect,” I said as we approached the entrance. The waitress led us to a table on the patio, and soon we were seated. They quickly served our drinks while we browsed the menu. We decided on grilled fish and sweet potato fries, and the girls picked a carrot cake for dessert.

As we enjoyed our meal of fresh lake fish and locally sourced vegetables, the conversation flowed easily. Olivia talked about all the times they’d gone swimming, though she warned us that the water could be a little cold.

“Mom… I hope you brought a bikini,” Olivia said with a teasing wink.

“I did,” Jody replied with a smile.

“You did?” Olivia asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Uh-huh,” Jody nodded, glancing at me. “I wore one for Ryan once—let’s just say it got him excited.”

“Nice,” Olivia said with a sly grin.

“I also brought a camera if you want to take some photos,” I added. “Maybe you can make a new album.”

“That sounds lovely,” Jody said.

Before long, we finished eating and started heading back to the resort. Once in our suite, I quickly put on my swimming trunks. I became a bit excited as I helped undress Jody, which felt like unwrapping a Christmas present. When she was fully nude, I slid my hands along her flaring hips. Then I reached to her breasts and fondled them both. Her smile kept widening the more attention I gave her as if she were honored that I found her pretty.

“You are free to hop into your bikini,” I said.

“I don’t mind your hands on me.”

“Me neither, but I don’t want to leave the girls hanging.”

“Fine,” she said. “Help me with the bikini top.”

I did, going behind her so my bulge rubbed against her bottom. I placed her boobs into the cups and hooked the top. She slid the bikini bottom on and spun around, looking gorgeous as her hair fluttered. We stepped outside at the right moment when Olivia, Nathalie and Viktoria did. They all wore bikinis, showing off their young, gorgeous bodies. They all complimented Jody.

“You truly look like you’re nineteen again,” Olivia said.

“Oh, thank you,” Jody said and did a twirl, making her busty boobs jiggle. “Are you ready to make a new album?”

I gave the camera a lift. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

We headed outside and made our way to the nearest beach. The sun-warmed sand felt heavenly beneath our feet as we strolled down to the shoreline. I set up a large beach umbrella and spread out the towels.

“We should probably put on sunscreen before we dive in,” Jody suggested. “The sun’s pretty strong.”

“Ryan should do all of us—and we’ll do him,” Nathalie suggested with a playful grin.

The others immediately agreed.

“All of you?” I asked. A part of me thought this wasn’t a fair deal, but I also didn’t mind touching all of them. The thought of having all their hands on me was also tempting.

“Come on, you’re up for a challenge,” Nathalie said with a wink.

“Alright, toss me the bottle and lie down,” I said, smiling.

They giggled and stretched out on the towels, their butts glistening in the sunny weather. I shook the bottle and filled my hands. I started with Viktoria, gently rubbing the cool lotion into her legs, moving upward to her bubbly gym ass. “A bit harder,” she murmured.

I squeezed both her cheeks, so she giggled. “Better?”

“Way better.”

I moved up her body. She sighed in relief as my hands worked over her shoulders and back. I made her turn around and repeated the process, lingering extra on her hips and also the outer parts of her breasts.

Next was Nathalie, her sun-kissed skin warm under my touch. I took my time, making sure to cover every inch. She also kindly asked for a squeeze on her butt. “Gosh, you’re strong,” she said with a giggle. And when she turned around, I massaged her breasts a bit longer. They were a bit bigger, so they needed more attention.

Olivia was next, and I could feel Jody watching as I massaged the sunscreen into her daughter’s skin. While I massaged them, there were a couple here and there that passed us. None of us minded. It felt great for all of us. While I massaged Olivia’s breasts, she giggled. “Mom wants to be massaged too.”

“Sweetie, I’m not in a rush,” Jody told her.

When I got to Jody, I saved the best for last, taking extra care with her. My hands glided over her curves, lingering perhaps longer than strictly necessary. She let out a soft moan that only I could hear. I didn’t want to take my hands away from her. Her skin was so much warmer and delicate while the girls were smoother and softer, but I loved both sensations, and I could tell they did as well.

“Alright ladies, your turn,” I said, lying down on my stomach.

They descended on me, giggling and passing around the bottle of sunscreen. Nathalie and Viktoria each took a leg. Olivia took my back and Jody took my arms and shoulders. I purred as their hands roamed all over my back and shoulders. It was sensual torture, feeling their soft touches but unable to do anything about the growing arousal.

“Alright, ladies, that’s enough,” I said and had to stop them before I pitched a giant tent.

“I don’t think you were properly compensated,” Jody said.

“You can compensate later,” I told her. “Come on, let’s hop in.”

We made our way to the water’s edge. Viktoria dipped a toe in and looked at me. “It’s cold.”

“You get used to it,” Olivia assured her, wading in till her hips were under the water. Because it was so clear, I could still see her gorgeous bottom.

I scooped up Viktoria in my arms. “Ready?” I asked with a grin.

She wrapped her arms around my neck. “Don’t you dare—”

But it was too late. I tossed her inside, and she retaliated immediately by splashing water at me. I jumped in and splashed her back. We went back and forth, water flying everywhere. I loved their playful mood.

“How about we play tag?” Viktoria suggested. “It’s a tradition when we swim in a lake.”

Viktoria was right. It was our favorite game whenever we were out on the water, and we played it every time. She also explained the rules. It would be all of them against me.

“Good luck,” I told them with a grin.

“Don’t get cocky now,” Viktoria teased, her voice playful.

“Who’s starting?” I asked.

“You are!” Viktoria shouted as she swam off, the other women following close behind.

I chuckled, amused by her flirty energy, and swam after her, watching her sleek form glide through the water. I kicked harder, closing the distance until I reached her foot and grabbed it.

“Your turn,” I said, grinning as I let go—it was now their turn to chase me.

The thrill of having all of them after me sent a rush through my veins. I gave them a run for their money, swimming as fast as possible. At one point, Jody called the others over, huddling with them to plot something. When they spread out again, they were sneakier, more coordinated.

It wasn’t long before Nathalie caught up to me.

“Gotcha!” she exclaimed, breathless but triumphant.

And then it was my turn to swim after them. I could have played this game for hours. After several more rounds, I noticed they were starting to get tired.

“Alright, do you want to take a break?” I asked.

They nodded in agreement.

“We’ll chill here a bit longer, though,” Nathalie said.

“That’s fine,” I replied, then turned to Jody. “Want to relax for a little?”

Jody nodded, a wide smile spreading across her face—the happiest I’d seen her in a long time. “I can’t remember the last time I had so much fun.”

“It’s even more fun nude,” I told her with a grin.

She raised an eyebrow. “You’ve done that before?”

I nodded. “Yeah. We know a hidden lake not far from where we live. We usually camp there and swim nude.”

“Oh, nice,” she said. “A bit harder to pull that off here with everyone around.”

“Next time we go camping, maybe you can come with us.”

“I’m down,” she said, a soft smile playing on her lips.

We swam to shore, and Jody and I dried each other off.

“Do you want me to take a photo of you?” I asked.

“Before my daughter shows up and asks for one herself?” she joked.

“You got it,” I said, grabbing my camera.

I stepped back, framing Jody perfectly against the backdrop of the lake and mountains. She struck a confident pose, water droplets sparkling on her skin under the afternoon sun. I snapped a few shots, capturing her unique smile and the sexy curves of her body in that flattering bikini.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, lowering the camera.

Jody blushed slightly but looked pleased. “Let me see,” she said, stepping closer.

I showed her the photos on the camera’s display. Her eyes widened in surprise. “Wow, I look…”

“Like you did when you were nineteen,” I finished for her.

Her cheeks pinked, and she gave me a playful smile. “Maybe a little.”

“Want another?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do,” she said with a laugh.

I was glad I could make her feel young again—though, to be honest, she looked incredible. I gave her some pose suggestions, and she followed along, genuinely surprised by how well the photos were turning out.

“These are amazing,” she said, scrolling through the shots.

“I’ve had years of experience photographing women,” I told her with a wink.

“I can tell,” she said, leaning closer to me, her tone warm and appreciative.

Just then, Olivia came over, wringing water from her hair. “Oh, are you doing a photoshoot?”

“We are,” I said. “How do you think your mother looks?”

She curiously looked at the photos and then smiled up to her mother. “Wow, you look sexy and gorgeous at the same time.”

“Thank you,” Jody said and draped her arm over her daughter’s shoulder. “How about if Ryan shoots some photos of you three?”

Olivia exchanged a glance with Nathalie and Viktoria; they were all in. I snapped some solo shots of each of them, guiding them through different poses. I made sure they weren’t too provocative, though it reminded me of when I used to work with Viktoria.

“Feel a bit nostalgic?” I asked her.

Viktoria nodded, smiling as they gathered around to look at their photos.

“Which ones are your favorites?” I asked.

“The group shot,” Olivia replied, and everyone agreed.

“Why don’t we each take a photo with you?” Viktoria suggested, glancing up at me with a warm smile. “I don’t want you left out.”

“Sounds good,” I said, handing her the camera. “Jody, you’re up first.”

Viktoria was a great photographer, and everyone wanted her to take their photos. As I posed with each of them, Viktoria captured the moment. When it was Viktoria’s turn, I put my arm around her for the shot.

“Hold me like this,” she said, tugging on my arm.

I lifted her, cradling her in my arms. She wrapped one arm around my neck, smiling at the camera as my right hand supported her. Jody took a few shots, and when we reviewed them, we all agreed they were perfect—a beautiful way to capture our unforgettable afternoon.

* * *

After we got back from the beach, we decided to hit the spa before dinner. We were a bit tired from all the fun and games and couldn’t wait to relax.

Kathy introduced us to our massage therapists, each as lovely as handpicked roses in their crisp white uniforms. She reviewed our spa program with calm professionalism, never hinting at curiosity about one guy arriving with several women.

We changed into robes, and Kathy waited outside, leading us down a hall with walls where water cascaded gently. Channels of water flowed over rocks and plants below. She pulled aside a curtain and gestured for us to enter. “Welcome to the massage area,” Kathy said. Inside were five massage beds, each with a friendly massage therapist standing by. The room had large windows overlooking the lake and mountains, and they’d opened the doors to the terrace, letting in fresh air. Soft music played, and the scent of lavender filled the room, mingling pleasantly with the fresh breeze from the lake.

Kathy left us to our therapists. I was about to take off my robe, but the young woman beside me stepped in with a gentle smile. “I’ll take that for you,” she offered, hanging the robe on a nearby hook. My body was responding to the atmosphere, and she noticed, giving me an amused smile as she patted the massage table. “Quite well-endowed,” she whispered. “I see why you’re so popular with the ladies.”

I chuckled and lay back on the extra-padded massage table, wrapped in high-quality linens that felt incredible. The table was heated, helping me completely relax. We chatted with our therapists, who asked if we had any preferences or areas that needed special attention.

We didn’t utter a word as they started massaging us with long flowing strokes. She gently kneaded my muscles, and I watched her in the mirror. She was always smiling, spreading positive energy.

She adapted to my body’s responses and used high-quality oil which smelled like a mix of lavender and chamomile. Her lovely massage induced a state of deep relaxation as her smooth hands kept running over every part of my body.

When the massage was over, they gave us some time to relax. When we started swinging our legs off the tables, they came over with refreshing drinks. I took a couple of sips and gave the glass back. Kathy led us to another room with the most comfortable armchairs I’d ever seen. “Here we’ll begin the facial care. Please, have a seat.”

We slumped down and took a moment to relax in our armchairs. The same girl who’d massaged me applied steam to my face to open the pores, so she could clean my face a bit better. It was followed up with a facial massage. She then applied a purifying mask on my face and gave me a remote controller, so that I could control the chair. I leaned it back ninety degrees and sighed in relief, listening to the music.

After removing the mask, she applied a moisturizer and held up a mirror. I could hardly even recognize myself. My face was glowing. “You’re amazing,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said and bowed down to me.

I noticed that the girls had a similar reaction as I did, checking themselves out an extra time in the mirror. They also glowed as if kissed by youth and sunshine.

“So,” Kathy said. “In the next room, we have a warm pool. After that, I’ll meet you at the restaurant where dinner is awaiting you.”

She led us into a deep blue room with clear, turquoise water. It was completely private and soundproof. We stepped down the ladder and let the warm water envelop us in a soothing embrace.

“That was one heavenly massage,” I said, draping my arms over the edge of the pool.

“Yeah,” Viktoria murmured, eyes closed. “I feel so relaxed.”

“It reminds me of when you gave me a massage,” I told Jody.

“Same here,” she replied, cuddling up to me. “I do love massaging each other, but this is nice too.”

“Definitely,” I said, feeling so calm I didn’t have much else to add.

“You look a lot more carefree,” Nathalie commented to Olivia.

“Yeah… I don’t see why I should care about anyone else’s opinions,” Olivia said. “I love being with all of you, especially Ryan.”

“I’m glad you see that,” Jody added. “I’m proud of you. Don’t let jealous people bring you down.”

“I won’t,” Olivia said. “As long as I have Ryan to protect me.”

“I’ll always have your back,” I told her.

Starting to get hungry, we decided to get out of the pool. We helped dry each other off and got dressed. Kathy met us and led us up to a restaurant on the second floor. It was styled like a penthouse overlooking the lake.

The waitstaff brought over menus. There were so many dishes to choose from, but I decided on the Lobster Thermidor, and the others followed suit. We settled in, chatting and flirting while sipping refreshing drinks. When our meal arrived, it looked amazing: lobster meat in a creamy brandy sauce, tucked back into the shell, topped with cheese, and baked to golden perfection.

I took my spoon, and it melted into the lobster meat. My first bite was sweet, rich, and buttery. Everyone’s eyes widened after their first taste, and it didn’t take long for us to finish.

“So good,” Nathalie said, patting her belly. “We should eat fish more often.”

“For sure,” I agreed, lowering my voice. “Although it’s got nothing on your cooking.”

Nathalie’s cheeks flushed. “I’m glad to hear that.”

“Nothing on your either,” Olivia said, looking proudly at her mother.

“I’m glad,” Jody said and looked over at me. “Do you like to fish?”

“I prefer hunting, but it’s nice with some variety,” I said.

For dessert, we chose tiramisu, which was served soon after. The aroma of coffee and cocoa filled the air—warm, with just a hint of sweetness. The spoon slid effortlessly into the layers, each bite soft and creamy with the perfect balance of sweetness and coffee bitterness.

We enjoyed each spoonful. The girls took their time, eating slowly and thoroughly enjoying each bite, maybe a bit more relaxed than usual.

We lingered at the restaurant a bit longer after finishing our meal. The view was stunning, especially as the sun sank lower, casting magical purples across the lake. It was breathtaking—just as Olivia had described earlier.

When we started yawning, Jody gently patted Olivia’s back. “Ready to head to bed?”

“Yes,” Olivia replied, glancing over at Nathalie and Viktoria, who looked just as tired. Then she turned to me. “Tomorrow, you’ll be sleeping with us.”

“Definitely,” I said. “Any plans for tomorrow?”

Olivia nodded. “Maybe we can go to the other side of the lake and do a little hiking. There are even some prettier spots to check out.”

“I’m looking forward to that,” I admitted, and also to sleeping with them—but tonight, I had Jody all to myself, something I’d been waiting for since this morning.

We rose from our seats and headed back to our rooms. Before going in, I hugged each of them goodnight, taking my time and showering them with kisses. Jody smiled and said there was no rush—they could hold me as long as they wanted. They certainly made the most of it, prolonging the moment.

After a long, warm embrace, I finally retreated with Jody into our room. She grinned as she closed the door. “I feel a bit guilty saying this, but finally, I get you to myself,” I told her.

She chuckled. “I know the feeling,” she said. “The girls understand.”

“They do,” I agreed.

“Want to try the bathtub before bed?” she asked. “I love a warm bath to wind down.”

“Same here,” I replied.

“Perfect,” she said.

We stepped out onto the balcony briefly. “Brrr,” she said, shivering.

“Let me warm you,” I said. As Jody started the water running, I came up behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist and nuzzling her neck. She leaned back into me with a contented sigh.

“This has been such an amazing day,” she murmured.

“It really has,” I agreed, my hands roaming over her curves. “And it’s not over yet.”

Jody turned in my arms, a mischievous glint in her eye. “No, it’s certainly not,” she purred, reaching for the hem of my shirt.

We undressed each other slowly, enjoying each newly revealed inch of skin. By the time we were both naked, the tub was full of steaming water and sweet-scented bubbles. I helped Jody in first, then settled in behind her, pulling her back against my chest.

The warm water enveloped us, instantly soothing our muscles. Jody sighed contentedly, nestling further into my embrace. I ran my hands along her arms, enjoying the slick feel of her skin.

“This feels heavenly,” she said, her eyes closed in bliss.

“It does,” I agreed, dropping a kiss on her shoulder. “Almost as heavenly as you look right now.”

Jody chuckled softly. “Flatterer,” she teased, but I could hear the pleasure in her voice. “When we were together at that pool, I so badly wanted to straddle your legs.”

“What stopped you?”

“My daughter,” she said. Turning around, she straddled my legs and locked her arms around me. The water reached her shoulders, but I could still see her beautiful breasts under the water.

“Today just flew by,” she said and thought of all the fun we had.

I nodded, running my hands along Jody’s smooth back. “It really did. But I’m glad we have this time alone now.”

Jody leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “Me too.”

Her closeness sent a shiver through me despite the warm water. I tilted my head to capture her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Jody responded eagerly, her tongue meeting mine as her hands roamed over my chest and shoulders.

I cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. Jody moaned softly into my mouth, arching into my touch. The water lapped gently around us as we explored each other’s bodies.

She came off my lips, glancing down at the water and seeing my erection poking up. “Shall we hop into bed?”

“Yeah,” I said, kissing her again as we headed to bed to end the day.




Afterword


Thanks for reading Ryan and His Beauties 2
 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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