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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is an erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in.

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Gastone heaved the forty pounds of compost from the back of his truck to the little shelter where patrons could purchase the rich soil for their gardens. He was worn out after a full morning of unloading the bags from the big semi to his truck. This was one of the products they sold that they didn’t actually produce themselves on the farm. The compost soil, the eggs from the Amish farm, and the canned goodies like salsa and spaghetti sauce that the old woman Martha cooked down the street. She’d give them canned goods to sell, and she’d make a profit, which was much needed for her. The small organic farm had been in Gastone’s family for several generations, and he was the youngest one involved with it. The only reason they made money was because they sold to the public and their produce was a novelty, being a small farm in the world of big grocery stores and big mass production farms. It was a flash of the past that many glommed onto, and they profited as a result. Local people liked buying from them because they were family run, the food was organic and fresh, and they loved the atmosphere because they also had a petting zoo of sorts with goats, sheep, chickens, and a few cows.

There weren’t many farms like them around, so the local neighborhoods would flock to them and buy produce they grew that was way overpriced, but no one cared. Everyone loved coming to the farm for fun with their families, then taking home fresh, beautiful fruits and veggies. They kept expanding and hired a woman named Olga to help them cook food and freeze it. Olga worked in the farmhouse every day, cooking foods and freezing them to fill the deep freeze inside the small store at the center of the farm. No one lived in the farmhouse anymore; it served as headquarters for the farm, and housed the offices for his aunts, uncles, and parents. He was the workhorse of the farm, along with all of his cousins.

Olga was Gastone’s dream of a woman. Big juicy tits that bounced when she laughed, the laughter always reaching her eyes, and sparks of delight that would radiate out of her, making her even more appealing to Gastone than just her appearance alone. How a woman could be so jovial, kind, and sexy at once flabbergasted Gastone. Olga was one of those women that men instantly liked, and many women instantly disliked. Perhaps she was too pretty and kind, and they compared themselves to her, knowing they’d never come as close to amazing as Olga Sventgarten did. She was like a fantasy Gastone had dreamt up in bed late at night when his hormones told him the only existence that mattered other than breathing was to masturbate. Sleep was not a thing, but he always knew he’d conk out after he rubbed one out to thoughts of Olga.

Olga also had cock sucking lips, which drove Gastone wild every time he talked to her. She might as well of been sucking his cock while she was talking to him for how much joy he got out of watching the woman speak. She could say anything to him, and he was transfixed, as if caught in a magic spell. He’d surely happily endure listening to her tell stories for an entire morning, which was pretty long to Gastone, who didn’t like to sit still. He was a mover and doer, always working on something. 

Today on the farm he had to stock the compost bags, which no one else ever wanted to do, so he always volunteered because hefting forty-pound bags was as good as lifting at the gym any day, so it meant his evening would be free because he’d be getting his workout done in the workday. Once he was done with that, he would need to tend to the animals, and then he was to help his girl cousins pick the ripe strawberries. Picking the berries at peak ripeness was always a challenge because they all came ripe at the same time and needed to be picked quickly before they rotted on the vines. The strawberries were one of the biggest money makers of the farm, however, so no one ever complained much.

Gastone hoped he’d get to bring in the batches of berries that were to go to Olga, so he could ogle her body as she’d most likely try to talk his ear off in the five minutes he’d be in the kitchen with her. He needed to ask her out, and today seemed like the perfect day to do it.

As Gastone reached the section of the farm with the strawberry fields, he spied the local teen boys hiding in the woods. He totally understood why they did, because if his dad or uncles caught the young boys watching his cousins pick strawberries, they’d yell at them and shoo them away. Gastone knew his cousins were spank meat for many. They were all very sexy, buxom women, but it was also known across the younger generation that if any of these horny dudes pestered his cousins, Gastone would beat them to an unrecognizable pulp. No one messed with Gastone. He was the most built guy locally, and yet he still couldn’t hold on to a girlfriend. He had high hopes for Olga, though.

The main roadblock had been that Olga was twenty, and now that he was eighteen, he felt he could actually consider dating her. Before that, his years her junior had him holding back from coming on to her. But he’d turned eighteen a month ago, and since then he’d been building himself up, getting ready to ask her on a date. The big man wasn’t afraid of women, but Olga was so special that he’d get tongue-tied around her and turn into a stupid orc right under her gaze. One time, he even fell silent and simply stared at her. She was so kind and made up for his muteness in the conversation by talking about all the pies and sauces she was making for the day.

Gastone snagged a box and chose a row of strawberries far away from his cousins. He needed to be alone with his thoughts so he could think about how to ask Olga to go out to dinner with him. He figured he wouldn’t be able to even eat as he watched her beautiful face reacting to the good food, but that was reminiscent of perhaps what she’d look like when she orgasmed, so he was already obsessed with thoughts of watching her eat.

It wasn’t long before his box was full and when he reached the wagon, the women were filling up. He saw it was full already.

“I’ll take this load to the house,” he hollered towards them with a wave.

“Say ‘hi’ to Olga,” his cousin Macy snickered in a teasing voice.

They all knew Gastone was infatuated with Olga, and they’d tease him relentlessly. But little did they know he was going to win Olga and they’d be boyfriend and girlfriend before the month was out, if Gastone had anything to say about it.

“Have fun with Olga,” his cousin Sara shouted in a sassy tone. Then all his cousins giggled.

Gastone ignored them as he pulled the wagon full of strawberries, which was heavier than one would expect, so even if he hadn’t wanted to bring the berries to Olga, his cousins would have insisted he do it, anyway. So their teasing was unfounded, and just a way for them to goad him. He didn’t care what they said because seeing Olga, even if only for a short time, was exactly what he wanted. He knew even a minor glimpse of the goddess would be fabulous jerking material later tonight in his room.

He approached the house, rehearsing his lines to ask her out in his head. His heart was pounding like thunder, and he writhed in his wet shirt. The extra sweat from being nervous joined his work sweat and he was worried he might stink. That would not help his chances with Olga. But with her kind heart, he figured she’d be polite, and he’d never even know if his stench turned her off.

He rounded the corner of the house, and before he even took the first step up the porch stairs, Olga bounded out of the front door. Her tits looked extra full in her tank top, and her tummy looked perfect for grabbing onto and ramming her doggy from behind. He felt his cock fill and wanted to glance down to see if his erection was visible. He shifted uncomfortably as she strode closer. It was too late. She’d likely already seen the bulge form in his work shorts. All he could do was smile and suffer through the throbbing of his cock.

“Hi,” she squealed as she bounced down the steps. Her blue eyes were lit with passion and excitement. “Yay yay! You’ve brought me the berries! I can’t wait to get started. I have so many plans!”

He loved her enthusiasm to create something she herself wasn’t even going to eat. She was a culinary genius as far as he was concerned, which also made her the most appealing woman in the world to him. Sexy, kind, she could cook, and she was full of zest. But he couldn’t stop imagining her O face and all he wanted to do was make her feel the most pleasure possible on the planet. Did he want to fuck her? Oh, hell yes, he did, but more so, he wanted to make her come.

“Hi, Olga. I have a load of berries for you. It’s a bumper crop this year, and the girls haven’t even picked a quarter of the field yet.”

She didn’t stand back and let him do all the work. She snatched up a box of strawberries and her eyes went big. “These are beautiful! I’ve never seen such gorgeous berries in my life!”

Her excitement was contagious, and he felt his heart sliding into her exuberance. “Yeah, whatever you make will sell like fire in winter.”
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