
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming The Curvy Country MILF

Fertile Ranch Widow Claimed By Her Hired Hand

By

Max Thruster


Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I was nineteen that summer, all lean muscle and restless hunger, when my truck rattled up the long gravel drive to the Harlan Ranch. The place sprawled across red Oklahoma hills—mesquite thickets, longhorn cattle grazing under a merciless blue sky, fence lines stretching forever. Word at the feed store said Widow Harlan needed a man who could work without whining. Her husband had been gone five years, thrown from a horse that spooked at a snake. Since then the ranch had been bleeding out slow, and she was too damn proud to sell.

She stepped onto the porch as I killed the engine. Maggie Harlan was forty-three and built like the earth itself—thick, fertile, unapologetic. Heavy breasts strained the pearl snaps of a faded blue plaid shirt, the top two buttons already undone from the heat. Wide hips flared into an ass so round and full the back pockets of her Wranglers looked painted on. Thick thighs rubbed together when she walked, sun-kissed skin glowing with honest sweat. Straw-blonde hair twisted up under a battered Stetson, loose strands clinging to the damp curve of her neck. Green eyes sharp enough to cut barbed wire, mouth that hadn’t smiled in too long.

“You the boy looking for work?” Her voice was low, smoky, like whiskey poured slow.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She raked her gaze over me—chest, arms, the sweat already darkening my t-shirt—lingering just long enough to make my blood run hot. “You look like you can lift. That’s what counts. Room, board, three hundred a week. Work hard, eat good. Slack, and you’re gone before supper.”

“I don’t slack.”

“Call me Maggie. Save the ‘ma’am’ for Sunday service.”

That first week was brutal and beautiful. I mended fence in the south pasture until my palms bled through my gloves, doctored calves in the branding pen beside her, stacked hay bales until my shoulders screamed. Maggie worked right there with me, never asking for a hand she wouldn’t give herself. I’d catch her watching when I peeled off my soaked shirt in the noon heat—sweat carving trails down my abs, dripping into the waistband of my jeans. She’d lick her lips once, quick, then turn away like she hadn’t.

Evenings we sat on the wide front porch with cold longnecks, boots on the rail, cicadas screaming in the dark. She told me about raising Tom’s prize quarter horses, about the two-year drought that almost broke them, about how the big house echoed after the funeral. I told her about losing my dad young, drifting ranch to ranch, never staying long enough to call anywhere home.

“You got a girl waiting somewhere?” she asked one night, eyes on the orange-purple sunset bleeding across the sky.

“Nobody worth the mentioning.”

She gave a soft, throaty laugh. “Handsome young thing like you? Hard to swallow.”

I grinned, feeling the heat crawl up my neck. “Maybe I’m holding out for the right kind of trouble.”

Her gaze dropped to my mouth, then lower, tracing the bulge already thickening behind my zipper before flicking back to the horizon. “Trouble finds you easy on a spread like this.”

The flirting crept in slow, then burned hotter every day. I’d watch her bend over a water trough to check the float, that thick ass stretching denim so tight I could see the seam disappear between her cheeks. She’d straighten, catch me staring, and smirk—just a twitch of those full lips.

“Something on your mind, cowboy?”

“Just admiring the scenery, Maggie. Ranch looks damn fine from back here.”

She’d laugh low, cheeks flushing, but she never told me to stop looking.

At supper she started wearing her shirts a button lower, the deep valley of her cleavage drawing my eyes like a magnet every time she leaned to pass the cornbread. I’d brush her fingers when handing off the salt, let my palm linger a heartbeat too long on the small of her back when I held the barn door. She never pulled away. Instead her breath would hitch, soft and secret.

One scorching afternoon we were pushing cattle through the chute. Maggie stood in front, directing the flow, sweat soaking her shirt until the white lace of her bra showed through the thin cotton. A stubborn heifer bolted; I lunged to block her and ended up pressed tight against Maggie’s back—my chest to her shoulders, hips grinding against that full, plush ass for one electric second.

She froze. Heat poured off her body in waves.

“Easy now,” she murmured, voice husky enough to make my cock twitch. “You keep rubbing up on me like that and we’re gonna have real problems.”

I didn’t step back right away. “What kind of problems we talking, Maggie?”

She turned her head just enough for me to see the dark hunger in her green eyes. “The kind a widow ain’t felt in five damn years.”

The air between us crackled like dry lightning. I let my hand settle on her hip a second longer before pulling away. That night on the porch she sat closer than usual, her bare knee brushing mine every time one of us shifted. We talked until the stars came out—about loneliness, about how the body remembers touches the heart tries to bury. She admitted the ranch kept her moving, but the nights stretched long and empty.

“I ain’t been with a man since Tom passed,” she said quietly, staring into her beer bottle. “Five years. Sometimes I wonder if I even remember how it feels.”

My cock throbbed hard at the confession. “You’re the most alive woman I’ve ever laid eyes on, Maggie. Any man would kill to remind you.”

She looked at me then—really looked—and the tension pulled tight as fresh fence wire. Her thick thighs pressed together under the table. I saw her nipples pebble against the cotton of her shirt.

“Careful what you offer, boy,” she whispered. “A woman my age gets hungry. And when she finally feeds… she might not let go.”

I went to bed that night with her words ringing in my ears, hand wrapped tight around my aching cock, picturing those heavy breasts bouncing, those thick thighs clamped around my head while I drowned in her.

The need built like thunder rolling in from the west—slow, heavy, inevitable. Every shared chore, every loaded glance, every brush of skin cranked the heat higher. By the end of the third week I was walking around half-hard all day, and I could tell she was hurting too. The way she watched me rinse off under the outdoor spigot after dark, water streaming down my chest while she stood in the barn doorway, one hand absently tracing the curve of her own hip. The way she’d “need help” reaching something high in the pantry, pressing those soft, heavy tits against my arm until I could feel her heartbeat.

She was a starving widow finally waking up after years in the drought.

And I was the storm coming to break her open.


Chapter Two

The heat wave had been merciless for days, pressing down on the ranch like a heavy hand. By late afternoon the sky turned bruise-purple, clouds boiling up from the southwest, promising relief that never quite came. Then the transformer down the county road blew with a crack like a rifle shot. Lights flickered once, twice, and died. The big house plunged into soft, golden dusk.

Maggie didn’t flinch. She lit kerosene lamps one by one, their warm glow licking across the oak floors and the rough-hewn beams overhead. She moved around the kitchen in that simple white sundress I’d never seen her wear before—thin cotton that clung to every sweat-damp curve, the hem flirting with mid-thigh, no bra beneath so her heavy breasts swayed free with each step. Dark nipples pressed against the fabric like they were begging to be noticed. Her hair was loose for once, falling in thick, sun-bleached waves past her shoulders, catching the lamplight like spun gold.

She’d cooked anyway. Thick rib-eye steaks from their own beef, seared rare and bloody in the cast-iron skillet. Fresh corn grilled over mesquite coals until the kernels popped sweet. Buttermilk biscuits still steaming in the towel-lined basket. A bottle of her late husband’s good bourbon-red wine she’d been saving “for a special night.” She set the big dining table with real plates, cloth napkins, candles flickering in old mason jars.

“Figured we might as well eat like folks who got somewhere to be,” she said, voice low and a little rough from the day’s dust. She poured two generous glasses, the deep garnet liquid catching fire in the candlelight. “Sit down before it gets cold.”

I sat across from her, suddenly aware of how small the table felt. How close her bare knee was to mine under the wood. How the scent of her—sweat, hay, wild honeysuckle soap—mixed with the smoky char of the steak and made my mouth water for something besides food.

We ate slow. No rush. The storm grumbled outside, distant thunder rolling like a freight train that never quite arrived. Inside, the candles danced shadows across her face, highlighting the faint lines at the corners of her eyes, the soft fullness of her lips when she took a sip of wine.

Conversation started safe—cattle prices, the new bull we’d need to buy come fall, how the river was finally starting to run again after the drought. But the wine loosened things. Her cheeks flushed pink. Her foot—bare now, boots kicked off under the table—brushed my calf once, then lingered.

“You ever get lonely out here, Maggie?” I asked, voice quieter than I meant.

She looked at me over the rim of her glass. Green eyes dark in the low light. “Every damn night. The house is too big. Too quiet. Bed’s too cold.” She set the glass down, fingers tracing the stem slow, deliberate. “Five years since a man touched me. Five years since I felt anything but my own hand between my legs when the ache got too bad to ignore.”

My cock jerked hard against my zipper. I shifted in the chair, trying to ease the pressure. “Does it still ache?”

She didn’t blink. “Right now? Like fire. Been burning worse every day since you showed up.” Her foot slid higher, the arch pressing against my inner thigh. “Watching you work shirtless in the heat. Seeing those muscles flex when you throw a bale. Feeling you press up behind me in the chute that day… I went to bed soaked that night. Had to rub myself raw thinking about your mouth.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My heart hammered loud enough I swore she could hear it. “What were you thinking about exactly?”

Her lips curved, slow and wicked. “Your tongue. Your fingers. Your cock—bare, thick, stretching me open after all this time. Filling me up until I couldn’t think straight.” She leaned forward, elbows on the table, breasts pressing against the edge so the neckline of the sundress dipped low. “I want to feel a man come inside me again. Hot. Deep. No rubber. No pulling out. Just raw breeding until I’m dripping with it.”

I swallowed hard. My cock was leaking now, a wet spot spreading in my jeans. “Maggie…”

“Don’t ‘Maggie’ me like I’m fragile.” Her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “I’m starving. Been starving. And you’re the only thing on the menu tonight.”

She stood. The chair scraped back. She walked around the table slow, hips swaying, dress clinging to the soft swell of her belly, the flare of her wide hips. She stopped beside me, one hand resting on my shoulder, fingers sliding into my hair.

“Living room,” she said. Not a question.

I followed her like a man in a dream.

The living room was darker, only two lamps burning low. The big leather couch took up most of the space. She pushed me down onto it—firm, no hesitation—then stood over me, straddling my thighs without sitting yet. The hem of her dress rode up, showing the creamy insides of her thick thighs.

She lifted the dress slow, inch by torturous inch. White cotton panties came into view—plain, practical, but soaked through at the crotch, the fabric dark and clinging to her plump outer lips. A dark shadow of curls showed beneath. The scent hit me—musky, sweet, aroused woman—and my mouth flooded with saliva.

“Look at what you do to me,” she murmured, hooking her thumbs in the waistband. She peeled the panties down her thighs, stepping out of them one foot at a time. They dropped to the floor with a soft, wet sound. Then she spread her stance wider, showing me everything.

Her pussy was gorgeous—plump, swollen outer lips already glistening, inner folds dark pink and slick, clit peeking out fat and needy from its hood. A neat triangle of dark curls above, trimmed but natural. She was dripping—clear strands of arousal stretching from her slit to her inner thighs.

“Get on the floor,” she ordered, voice thick with want.

I slid down fast, back against the couch, head tipped back. She stepped over me, thick thighs bracketing my shoulders, then lowered herself slow—agonizingly slow—until that hot, drenched cunt settled right over my mouth.

The first taste exploded across my tongue. Salty-sweet, rich, pure woman. I groaned deep in my throat and opened wide, tongue flattening to lap her from ass to clit in one long, greedy stroke.

Maggie moaned loud, hips jerking. “Oh fuck… yes. Just like that. Eat Mama’s pussy, baby. Been so fucking long.”

She started to ride—slow rolls at first, grinding her slick folds all over my lips, my nose, my chin. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking the swollen nub fast with the tip of my tongue. She shuddered hard, thighs trembling around my ears.

“Goddamn… your mouth is perfect. Suck it harder. Make me feel it.”

I obeyed. Sucked harder. Tongue-lashed her clit while my hands gripped her thick ass cheeks, spreading her wider so I could bury deeper. She tasted like sin—like years of pent-up need finally breaking free. I shoved my tongue inside her tight hole, fucking her with it, feeling her walls flutter and clench.

Her breathing turned ragged. “That’s it… tongue-fuck me. Get in there deep. I want to come all over your pretty young face.”

I hummed against her, vibrations making her gasp. One hand slid up to palm a heavy breast through the dress, pinching her nipple hard. She cried out, grinding faster now—desperate, filthy circles that smeared her cream across my cheeks, my nose, my forehead.

“Fuck… I’m close already. Been dreaming about this. A man eating me like he’s starving. Like my pussy’s the only thing that matters.”

I doubled down—sucking her clit like a ripe berry, two fingers sliding into her soaked cunt, curling to hit that spongy spot inside. She bucked hard, thighs clamping my head like a vise.

“Yes—right there—don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—”

Her whole body locked up. A hot gush flooded my mouth—sharp, sweet, forceful. She squirted hard, jets pulsing against my tongue, soaking my face, running down my neck, dripping onto my chest and the leather couch beneath us. She screamed my name—no, not my name, just a raw, broken sound of release—hips jerking uncontrollably as wave after wave ripped through her.

I drank it all. Kept licking through the spasms, gentler now, lapping up every drop while she trembled and gasped above me.

When the last shudder left her, she braced her hands on the back of the couch, panting. Her thighs still shook. Cum—her cum—glistened on my chin, my lips, my cheeks like war paint.

She looked down at me, eyes wild, pupils blown. “Bedroom. Now. I need that cock inside me. Raw. Deep. I want you to breed me until I can’t walk straight.”

I stood on shaky legs, cock so hard it hurt, the front of my jeans dark with pre-cum and her slick. She grabbed my hand and pulled me down the hall, hips swaying, dress still hiked around her waist, thick ass jiggling with every step.

The storm finally broke outside—heavy rain hammering the tin roof like applause.

Inside, the real storm was just beginning.


Chapter Three

We barely made it through the bedroom door before the last of our clothes hit the floor. The kerosene lamp on the nightstand cast a warm, flickering glow over Maggie’s curvy body as she backed toward the big four-poster bed that had been empty for five long years. Rain hammered the tin roof like a thousand tiny fists, thunder rumbling in the distance, but the only storm that mattered was the one in her green eyes.

She lay back on the quilt, thick thighs spreading wide, knees bent, offering herself completely. Her heavy breasts settled to the sides, nipples dark and stiff. That soft belly curved gently above her wide, fertile hips. And between her legs, her pussy was a soaked, swollen mess—plump lips glistening, inner folds puffy and open from the face-sitting orgasm, a thick strand of her cream already dripping down toward her ass.

“Look at me,” she whispered, voice raw. “I want you to watch every inch disappear inside me. No rubber. Nothing between us. Breed this lonely widow’s cunt like it belongs to you now.”

My cock throbbed painfully, the fat head already slick with pre-cum. I climbed onto the bed between her thighs, gripping the base and rubbing the swollen crown up and down her drenched slit. The heat radiating from her was unreal—scorching, silky, begging.

I pushed in slow.

The first inch stretched her tight entrance. Maggie’s eyes fluttered, a deep moan tearing from her throat. “Oh God… so thick. It’s been so fucking long.”

I watched her plump lips part around my shaft, her cream coating me as I fed her another inch, then another. Her walls gripped me like a hot, velvet fist—fluttering, clenching, pulling me deeper. By the time I bottomed out, balls pressed tight to her ass, she was panting, nails digging into my shoulders.

“Full… I’m so full,” she gasped. “Fuck me, baby. Breed me deep.”

I started thrusting—long, powerful strokes that dragged my cock almost all the way out before slamming home again. The wet, obscene sound of her soaked pussy swallowing me filled the room, louder than the rain. Her heavy tits bounced with every impact, nipples tracing circles in the air. I leaned down and sucked one into my mouth, biting gently while I pounded her.

Maggie’s dirty talk poured out in a broken flood. “Yes—harder—give it to Mama. Stretch this neglected pussy. I want to feel you against my cervix. Knock me up. Put a baby in this empty belly.”

My inner thoughts were pure fire: She’s so fucking tight. Like she’s never been properly fucked. I’m going to ruin her for anyone else. Fill her until she’s leaking for days.

I hooked her thick thighs over my elbows, folding her wider, and drove deeper. The head of my cock kissed her cervix on every thrust. Her pussy fluttered wildly around me, milking, sucking.

“I’m gonna come again,” she cried, voice climbing. “Don’t stop—fill me when I do!”

Her walls clamped down like a vice. She squirted hard around my cock—hot, forceful jets that soaked my balls and the quilt beneath us. The spasms were so strong they almost pushed me out, but I powered through, fucking her through the orgasm until her eyes rolled back and her whole body shook.

That was it. I buried myself to the hilt and exploded.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted straight into her womb. Pulse after pulse—more than I thought I had—painting her insides white. I growled against her neck, hips jerking as I pumped every drop deep, plugging her so nothing could escape.

We stayed locked like that, panting, my cock still twitching inside her overflowing cunt. When I finally pulled out, a thick glob of my seed oozed from her stretched hole and ran down to her ass.

Maggie looked down between us, eyes glassy with lust. “That’s just the first load, cowboy. I’m not done with you.”

She rolled over, ass up, face down on the pillows—thick cheeks spread, pussy gaping slightly, already leaking my cum. The sight was obscene and perfect: her wide hips flaring, that juicy bubble butt presented like an offering, strands of white cream clinging to her dark curls.

I gripped her hips and slammed back in. The wet squelch was filthy. She cried out, pushing back to meet me.

“Fuck yes—pound me. Use this pussy. Breed me like a broodmare.”

I railed her hard. My hips slapped loudly against her ass, watching it ripple and jiggle with every brutal thrust. The scent of sex—her musk, my cum, fresh sweat—hung thick in the air. I reached under her and rubbed her swollen clit in tight circles while I drove deep, feeling her walls flutter again.

“Goddamn, Maggie… your ass looks so good bouncing on my cock. This pussy was made for breeding. I’m gonna flood you again.”

She pushed back harder, meeting every stroke. “Do it. Fill me. I want to feel it leaking out for days. Want my belly to swell with your baby. Make me yours.”

Her second orgasm hit like a freight train. She screamed into the pillow, pussy spasming violently, squirting around my pistoning shaft. The extra wetness made every thrust louder, messier. I couldn’t hold back. I roared and unloaded again—long, powerful jets of cum blasting directly against her cervix, adding to the first load until her womb was swimming in it.

When I pulled out this time, cum poured from her in a thick white river, soaking the sheets. Her pussy stayed open, pulsing, visibly full.

Maggie turned her head, hair wild, cheeks flushed. “On your back. I want to ride you. I want to take every last drop myself.”

I lay down. She straddled me, thick thighs on either side of my hips, heavy tits swaying as she reached between us and guided my cum-slick cock back to her entrance. She sank down slowly, inch by inch, until her ass rested on my thighs and I was buried to the balls again.

The sight was breathtaking—her curvy body on full display, belly soft, hips wide, tits bouncing as she started to move. She rolled her hips in slow, deep circles at first, grinding her clit against my pubic bone while my cock stirred the mess inside her.

“Look at me,” she ordered, green eyes locked on mine. “Watch me breed myself on your cock. This is my second chance. You’re giving it to me.”

She picked up speed, riding harder—lifting almost all the way off before slamming back down, her thick ass slapping my thighs. Her tits bounced wildly. I filled my hands with them, pinching and tugging her nipples while she fucked herself senseless.

“Fuck… you’re so deep,” she panted. “I can feel you right up against my womb. Give it to me. One more load. Breed your curvy country widow. Make me pregnant.”

My hands gripped her wide hips, helping her bounce. The wet sounds were constant—her soaked, cum-filled pussy squelching obscenely around me. I could feel my previous loads being churned inside her, making everything slicker, hotter.

Inner thoughts raced: She’s riding me like she’s been waiting five years for this exact moment. I’m going to pump her so full she’ll be dripping for a week. This is mine now.

Maggie leaned forward, hands on my chest, riding me with everything she had. Her thighs trembled. Sweat glistened on her skin. “I’m gonna come again—come with me—fill me up!”

Her pussy clamped down hard. She screamed, squirting in powerful gushes that soaked my groin and stomach. The rhythmic milking of her orgasm pushed me over the edge for the third time. I thrust up hard, holding her down as I erupted—long, thick ropes of cum flooding her already overflowing womb. It was the biggest load yet, pulsing deep while she ground down, taking every drop.

We collapsed together, her curvy body draped over mine, my cock still buried inside her. Cum leaked steadily around the seal of our joined bodies, warm and sticky on my thighs.

Maggie kissed me slow and deep, her hand sliding down to rest on her lower belly.

“I can feel it,” she whispered against my lips. “All that hot seed deep inside. That summer you showed up… you didn’t just fix the fences. You fixed me. Woke me up. And I think you just planted something that’s gonna grow.”

Outside, the rain eased to a steady patter. Inside the Harlan Ranch house, the lonely widow was no longer lonely. She was claimed, bred, and—by the soft smile on her face—already dreaming of the future we’d made together.

Some summers don’t just pass through the land.

They change it forever.
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