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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Besides the roast chicken, we also have beef lasagna and cream of broccoli soup for dinner. Molly has always been an excellent cook. Today, however, I hardly know what I’m tasting because my attention isn’t on the food.  
 
    I sit next to Laila, across the table to Molly and Jackie, and I keep recalling what I witnessed earlier in the yard. 
 
    The two women are not trying to hide anything from me. They behave like two lovebirds. They sit very closely and frequently lean over to kiss each other’s cheeks. Even when they eat, Molly slips a hand around Jackie’s waist and I can see her fingers stroking the side of her friend’s massive boob over her shirt. Jackie’s hand is under the table a lot, presumably on Molly’s thigh.  
 
    Their revealing clothes also attract my attention. Molly wears a low cut summer dress with a plunging neckline reaching just above her dusty points. And Jackie’s shirt is as tight as usual and with a wide gap in the middle showing her mouth-watering cleavage. 
 
    My boner is hungrier than my stomach, and it’s all I can do not to run to the bathroom to jack off. Laila’s earlier suggestive comment keeps my hope up. We have a long night ahead of us. What did she mean?  
 
    “So, I’m thinking,” Molly suddenly speaks, pulling my mind out of the gutter. “Maybe we can also open an equine therapy business on the ranch. Jackie has done that in Houston.” 
 
    “You have?” I ask my reunited girlfriend. 
 
    “Yes,” she says with a nod. “I’m a certified therapeutic riding instructor.” 
 
    “That’ll be fantastic,” I say. My love for my first girlfriend has doubled since her return a week ago. She did so many amazing things when she was away from me over the years. “What else can you do, Jackie?” 
 
    She smirks. “I can also pose for a billboard that advertises our ranch.” 
 
    I don’t know if she's serious or not but I object to the idea right away because for some reason I have a picture of her stripping in mind. “Out of the question.” 
 
    Her mouth falls at my reaction, and then she rolls her eyes. “I know what you have in mind, Paul. I’m not going to show my tits. I’ll look like a cool cowgirl.” 
 
    Now I feel foolish about my rash reaction. “Sure, I’ll give it some thought. What do you think, Molly?” 
 
    “I like it,” Molly says with an eager nod. “We can all be in the picture, including you, Paul.” 
 
    “Nah,” I shake my head. “No one wants to come to see a grumpy cowboy.” 
 
    Laila gasps. “What’re you talking about, Daddy? You’re the hottest cowboy on earth. And you should show your abs, too.” 
 
    I chuckle at the absurd idea, but I lean in to kiss her. “Thank you, sweetheart.” 
 
      
 
    After we clear the table, I help Molly with the dishes in the kitchen while Jackie and Laila stay in the living room watching TV. 
 
    “You don’t seem to have a good appetite today, Paul,” Molly asks while she transfers the remaining lasagna into a glass container. “What’s wrong with the pasta? Did I over-seasoned the meat?”  
 
    I’m rinsing the dishes before putting them into the dishwasher and I don’t speak.  
 
    How am I supposed to tell her I was a horny fool? 
 
    “Oh no. The food is perfect. I loved the lasagna. I was just not that hungry. Can I take some leftover home please?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Let me get you a to-go box,” she says and hurries toward a cabinet above the island. She reaches up to open the door, and immediately, a stack of Ziploc boxes and bags fall onto the floor. “Shit,” she mutters and kneels on the floor to pick them up. 
 
    I go over to help, and when I lower myself right in front of her, my eyes fall onto her milky cleavage. 
 
    Fuck me. She isn’t wearing a bra, and I see her entire teardrop tits close-up, dangling above the thin fabric. 
 
    My cock jolts right away and I inhale sharply. 
 
    Molly’s eyes widen when she gazes at me and then they darken as she understands what I’m gazing at. She freezes on the ground, in the same forward bending position, her hands clutching the sandwich bags and her eyes not leaving mine.  
 
    “You’re beautiful, Molly,” I say gruffly. 
 
    She whimpers as if my comment turns her on. “Touch me, Paul,” she urges me quietly. 
 
    I don’t hesitate. Putting what I’m holding on the ground, I slip both hands under her dress to cradle her magnificent milk jugs. 
 
    The moment I feel the smooth and heavy masses, I groan. “Fuck me, Molly. I’m gonna come just by touching your tits. You have no idea how often I’ve dreamed about doing it.” 
 
    She giggles and strokes my face. “Me, too, Paul. I’ve dreamed about having your rough hands on me every day for the past fifteen years.” 
 
    “What?” I must be still dreaming. I blink rapidly to wake up. But she feels too real to be my imagination. I can clearly feel every tiny bump on her areola and I can’t possibly dream up the velvety texture of her hard nipple. 
 
    “You’re teasing me,” I growl. 
 
    “No, Paul. I’m not. I’ve wanted you since I first met you. And you’re the reason I’ve stayed on the ranch for all those years. You make those lonely nights bearable.” 
 
    Molly and Bill’s marriage didn’t start with much passion, and it became more or less a sham after Molly found out about Bill’s affairs with some ranch hands’ wives. It happened years before my mom’s passing, and the poor woman was worried that Molly would leave my brother and the ranch. And to her relief, Molly didn’t. I’ve puzzled over the fact for years, and can’t believe what I’m hearing. I am the reason Molly stays in her miserable marriage? 
 
    I growl as I help her up. I then pin her against the island and kiss her, sucking her sweet lips first and then plundering her delicious mouth. Molly moans and wraps her arms around my neck while wiggling her soft body right against my hard boner. 
 
    I don’t wait to pull down her dress. As soon as her succulent breasts bounce free, I bend down to take them into my mouth one by one, feeling hungrier than ever. 
 
    I hear Laila and Jackie’s laughter and the sound of the TV, but I don’t care. 
 
    I kneel in front of Molly, the woman I’ve wanted for years, push her skirt up and gulp when I see the strip of yellow lacy panties that’s just wide enough to cover her gash. 
 
    I cup her sex over the thin lace and feel her wetness. Her female scent intensifies my lust for her. I lean forward and take her panties between my teeth, and drag them down slowly. 
 
    Molly gasps and I gaze up into her dreamy eyes. 
 
    “You’re so hot, cowboy,” she murmurs. “Jackie wasn’t kidding when she said you were the best lover on earth.” 
 
    I blush at the compliment. “What else did she tell you?” I ask after I let go of her panties and pull them off her using my hand. 
 
    “That you’re a sex god, Paul. You know hundreds of positions, and you’re a skillful pussy-eater…” 
 
    I chuckle. Good to know my porn-star girlfriend has such high regards for me. 
 
    “I’m not sure whether I deserve all the accolades, Molly,” I groan. “But I’ll do my best.” 
 
    I then bury my face between her creamy thighs and lick her dripping honey, growling and purring like a hungry bear. Her labia quiver as she writhes and moans, and she grasps my head, not as much for support as to pull my face closer to her. “Fuck, Paul. You feel good. Don’t stop, baby.”   
 
    I chuckle at her hunger for me and drive my tongue into her squelching hole. She shrieks with pleasure as she jolts, plucking strands of hair from my head. 
 
    I groan and thrust harder into her channel before pulling out. I swipe my tongue along her folds, sipping her honey off them, before flicking it against her swollen clit.  
 
    Molly’s body tenses and her grasps on me tighten. “I’m cumming,” she moans out before she pushes her hips forward and fucks my tongue fiercely, until her pussy squirts out a hot splash of juices onto my face. 
 
    I stand up and cuddle her until she stops trembling.  
 
    “Thank you, Paul. I needed that,” Molly coos and kisses me. 
 
     As she runs her hand on my hard-on and grins, I groan. 
 
    “It’s my dream to have you in my mouth, Paul.” 
 
    “Be my guest,” I say, my cock nearly bursting in anticipation. 
 
    She slides down along my body and kneels in front of me. Deftly undoing my zipper, she pulls out my long and thick shaft and then she gasp. “Dear Lord,” she mumbles as she licks her lips. “It’s the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    I know Molly has been a faithful wife, thus haven’t seen that many cocks, but I don’t comment. “I’m all yours, baby.” 
 
    She wraps it in her moist lips and gently sucks it. My head swoons and my cock jolts in her mouth. 
 
    Molly moans and chuckles at the same time, as if amused by my eager response. 
 
    I gaze at her as I push deeper into her mouth, feeling her tongue under me and her hard palate above. 
 
     As expected, Molly isn’t that experienced with blow jobs, and she starts to gag as soon as my tip touches her throat.  
 
    “Okay, baby. You don’t have to go that deep.” 
 
    She nods and focuses on pampering the tip of my cock instead, swirling her tongue around my mushroom head over and over.  
 
    Fuck. I cup her face in my hands and stroke her cheek, feeling like the luckiest man alive. I never thought my fantasies for the MILF would ever come true. 
 
    The sight of her plump lips around my cock is most erotic porn I’ve ever seen.  
 
    Molly smiles with her mouth filled with my cock, and she makes sloshing sounds as she sucks me like a Popsicle. Her hands gently cup my balls, stroking and rolling them in her palms. As she bobs her head up and down, her twin milk jugs bounce. The sight pumps more blood to my balls. 
 
    “Let me out, Molly,” I croak. “I need to fuck your titties before I come.” 
 
    Her eyes widen for a second before she smirks and does what I say. She sits up straighter and pulls down her dress to her waist. And then she moves closer to me and holds my saliva-coated shaft in both hands. She looks up at me with a wicked smile first, and then she taps my man stick on her nipples, making them harder and brighter. 
 
    Fuck. I curse at that naughty gesture. She chuckles at my impatience before nestling my thick shaft in her deep snowy valley. My dick throbs at the soft touch of her swells, and I groan when she pushes her tits closer together, completely burying me in her massive mounds. 
 
    I thrust frantically as a euphoric sensation compels me, my cock gliding through her pillowy cradle like a reckless animal, poking its head out as my balls slap against her nipples. I groan at the incredible sight of my purple tip glowing on top of the white loud of her breasts. As Molly bows her head and sticks out her tongue to lick me, my cock vibrates and spurts a rope of cum onto her face and her neck before dripping down to her snowy twin peaks. 
 
    I hold Molly in my arms and kiss her again. “Let’s go to your bedroom,” I say.  
 
    She moans, knowing what I have in mind. “Not now, Paul. I have to go check on a few sick calves. It’ll just take an hour or so. Wait for me. Stay the night.” 
 
    I nod. “I will, baby.” 
 
    We finish the work in the kitchen quickly. When we step into the living room, the two girls look up at us and then exchange a knowing look. Shit. I have no doubt they either heard or saw what happened. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Mom and Paul, come here please,” Laila says, pointing to her computer.  
 
    “What is it?” I ask and go to her side with Molly. On her screen, I see pictures of activities on a well-known dude ranch in the state.  
 
    “Jackie and I were just searching online for business ideas. We could add shooting, rafting, and fly fishing to our list of entertainments.” 
 
    “Oh that. I’ve had similar ideas but Bill wasn’t enthusiastic about them,” I say. 
 
    “What’s his problem?” Molly asks.  
 
    “Mainly because it takes time and resources to build the facilities and purchase the equipment, not to mention hiring staff to run them.” 
 
    “Let me speak to him once he’s back,” Molly says. “We’ve put aside funds every year for improvement, and we could use those. I think it’s a pity to let our river lie waste. I mean, I love the sight of it, but think about how much income we could earn if we allow some tourist folks to enjoy the natural setting as well.” 
 
    “Not to brag, but I’m a certified NRA instructor, too,” Jackie chimes in. 
 
    My jaw drops and my cock twitches. Fuck. Why does picturing my hot girlfriend in a shooting vest and a cowboy hat, holding a rifle in her hands as she aims a target turns me on? I guess the fact I’ve made this wild cat writhe under me feeds my male ego.    
 
    After Molly is gone, Laila decides to shower, leaving me and Jackie on the couch. 
 
    The TV program is hardly interesting to me. I watch the news for a second without much interest. When Jackie kisses my cheek, I don’t wait to pull her to my lap. 
 
    “So, I see you’ve made a move on Molly,” she whispers. 
 
    “Peeping Tom,” I say with reddening cheeks. 
 
    She giggles. “I am not. I heard your passionate moans is all. Laila and I both did.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say, feeling the need to explain. “You see, I fell in love with Molly when I was still in college. But I’ve never had the chance to…” 
 
    She puts a finger on my lips. “I know, Paul. Molly told me everything. She knew about your crush for her, and it drove her insane because you wouldn’t touch her even though you wanted her.” 
 
    Shit. Was I so obvious? “I couldn’t,” I mumble. “She’s Bill’s wife and I didn’t think she was interested in me.” 
 
    Jackie rolls her eyes. “That piece of shit. He cheated on her over and over. Why did you give a shit about what he feels?” 
 
    I fall silent. I’ve been angry with the fact for years and I’ve spoken to my brother about it. Before my mom passed away, she had also argued with Bill often because of that, but our intervention was of no avail. I secretly hoped Molly would just divorce Bill, even though it would mean her leaving the farm, but she never did. I didn’t understand the reason until now. If only I had known about her affection for me, I would have done something different. 
 
    Jackie kisses me and grinds on my wilted cock. Most of her shirt buttons are undone, giving me an enticing view of her golden cleavage. My mouth waters again and my cock quickly makes a comeback. I slip a hand under her shirt to grope her perfect round tits. My large hand can barely cover each one. I roll her fat nipples and make them harden into pebbles. 
 
    Jackie rocks on my lap, grinding on my hard-on and making it even harder. When she slips a hand under my waistband to grab my cock, I groan and unzip my jeans for her.  
 
    She grips my shaft tight and strokes it before she kneels in front of me. Dreamy eyes locked onto mine, she takes my cock in her mouth. I jolt on the couch, watching my cock springing to its full mast. Being with two sexy MILFs undoubtedly injects new energy into my inert body. I feel like a horny fifteen year old with an insatiable desire. 
 
    Besides, my old girlfriend knows how to turn me on and my cock can’t resist her touch. She knows just where I’m most sensitive and how to tease me. 
 
    She grazes her teeth on my skin slightly when she sucks me and she massages the underside of my male member, giving me a blow job and a hand job at the same time. When she starts to deep throat me, I’m all ready to explode. 
 
    “Baby, your mouth feels fantastic. I’m gonna come.” 
 
    She smirks as she sinks her mouth all the way down, her lips touching my balls. But just as the storm in me is rising to the brim, she lets me go with a pop and stands up.  
 
    “Fuck me, Paul,” she says as she takes off her shorts and panties and straddles my lap, her wet pussy leaving a trail of sticky juices on my thighs.  
 
    As Jackie grinds her clit on my cock, I slap her plump ass with one hand and slip another hand under it. I palm her soft cheeks and make her coo. She wraps both hands around my neck and raises her ass to give me easy access. I find her butt crack right away and swipe a finger along it. I rub my thumb around her anus, knowing it’s a sensitive region for her.  I linger at her puckered hole for a moment before reaching down to her drenched front. I dip my finger in the puddle of her feminine juices and then return to her back hole to tease it with my slippery finger. 
 
    My finger easily thrust into her tight hole. Knowing that no one else but I have ever claimed it fills me with pride. I swirl my finger along her tight walls while Jackie grinds her pussy along my rock-hard boner. 
 
     “Paul, I want you to fuck my ass please,” she says in a breathy voice. 
 
    “Are you sure?” My heart races. I missed that. “You said you weren’t ready.” 
 
    “I am now,” she says. “I’ve been stretching myself with a dildo lately.” 
 
    Fuck. I curse and thrust my finger in deeper. 
 
    I lube my fingers with her dripping juices once again and thrust them all into her back hole, feeling them stretching more. And then I carry her on the rug next to the couch. 
 
    “On all fours, baby. I’m gonna fuck your ass now.” 
 
    Jackie doesn’t waste a minute and soon she’s on her elbows and knees. Her legs spread wide open and her beautiful pink ass hole waiting to be taken. 
 
    I groan as I take my engorged dick in one hand, and grip her hip with another. I slide my shaft along her wet gash a few times to lube it thoroughly before pushing it into her rear passage. 
 
    Her tight muscles grip me immediately, and I could barely push through. “Relax, baby,” I say and I reach a hand to tease her clit. “Let me in.” 
 
    Jackie moans and takes a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Paul. Haven’t done it for a while. Just need a minute to get used to your fat cock again.” 
 
    “I know. Take your time, baby.” 
 
    I slap her ass cheek playfully, and then I reach down to play with her jiggling tits. I squeeze the heavy swells and pinch the fat nipples. Soon her muscles relax and my cock glides in an inch, and another. When my balls crush against her round butt cheeks, I let out a shaky breath. “Fuck me, baby. Your ass is so delicious. I’ve missed it so much,” I rasp. 
 
    “Welcome home, Paul,” Jackie moans. 
 
    I thrust slowly although I can hardly hold back my desire to plunge faster. 
 
    I remember the first time when we did it nearly twenty years ago, Jackie’s backside hurt for many days afterward and she declared she would never do it again. Thankfully, she changed her mind later and we did it again and again. 
 
    “Tell me if it hurts, baby,” I say to her. “I’ll stop.” 
 
    “No,” she whines. “I love it. Paul. I’ve missed it. Fuck me harder.” 
 
    I growl and go faster and harder, making her yelp. But my tough, horny girlfriend doesn’t complain. “Yes, yes, cowboy,” she says instead. “Give it to me. Fuck me good.” 
 
    I grunt and spank her ass, making her squeal with delight. I close my eyes to feel her incredibly supple walls, gliding through the subtle rings and bumps.  I’m filled with an intense pride of a man repossessing a lost property.  
 
    “Tell me you are mine again, baby. Tell me I own this gorgeous ass,” I snarl like a foolish, insecure, old man. 
 
    “I’m yours, Paul. You own every inch of me,” she moans out these words as she wriggles her ass to take more of me. 
 
    A tiny gasp coming behind startles me, I stiffen and I look over my shoulder.  Laila stands by the door, biting her lip. She wears a thin nightgown, showing her braless and pantie-less young curves. 
 
    I observe Laila’s reaction quietly for a second. She looks turned on rather than mad. “Hi, baby,” I say to her. 
 
    “You guys look so fucking hot,” she says. 
 
    “Want to join us?” Jackie says. 
 
    “Yes.” Laila nods, her eyes shining with excitement as she goes around us. She drops on her knees in front of Jackie. “I love your tits,” she murmurs. “They’re so beautiful. Can I touch them?” 
 
    “Of course, Laila. Go ahead.” 
 
    Laila takes both of Jackie’s tits and kneads them in her small hands. She then leans forward and suckles them greedily.  
 
    Jackie moans loudly, her muscles clench around my cock. “Sit on the couch,” she orders Laila, “and spread your legs.” 
 
    Laila sits on the couch, and Jackie moves us so she faces Laila. I know what she’s up to, and my cock jolts the moment her face inches toward the girl’s glistening center. 
 
    Laila lets out a whimper and gazes at Jackie with dreamy eyes. She then cups her own breast and plays with her nipple. Fuck me. Not slowing down my pace, I press a finger on Jackie’s clit while reaching across her body to cup Laila’s other breast, and Laila bends forward to kiss me. 
 
    This is the first threesome I’ve ever had, and I’m surprised by my ability to get used to it so fast. My cock is throbbing in Jackie’s ass and my tongue swirling in Laila’s mouth. One hand gripping Jackie’s hip and the other cupping Laila’s tit, boy, I’m in heaven.  
 
    When Laila and Jackie both convulse and scream their orgasms at the same time, my cock pulses and explodes. 
 
    The three of us lie on the rug to rest, double-spooning with Jackie in the middle. And then Jackie stirs and suggests a shower.  
 
    “I don’t think I need one again so soon,” Laila says. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Jackie says wiggling her eyebrows. “Paul gives the best shower sex.” 
 
    Laila bites her lip. “In that case,” she takes off her gown and stands up. 
 
    Jackie stands up and holds Laila’s hand. The two gorgeous women flaunt their naked bodies in front of me for a second before walking toward the bathroom hand-in-hand. 
 
    Fuck me. My cock is already hard again. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The cerulean sky above me is cloudless and I haven’t felt so carefree for years. I’m riding on top of Wild West’s lush, rolling hills with Laila in my arms. Her blonde hair flutters in the wind and caresses my neck and her soft ass pressing into my boner as we ride.  Fuck me. The contact feels fantastic. I cup her jiggling tits as I grind on her. Two gorgeous women ride side-by-side with us, their large breasts bounce as they rock on horseback, and their long legs wrapping around the animals make me drool.  
 
    What else can a man hope for? Three gorgeous women, a beautiful, vast, rich land, and abundant cattle. I can’t ask for more from life. I’m the wealthiest and luckiest man on earth. 
 
    As I proudly take in what’s mine around me, I hear ladies’ screams. 
 
    Molly and Jackie have fallen behind us, and they’re taken by a group of men.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I curse and turn around to save them. “Hey! Stop it right there! Who the hell are you and what the hell are you doing on my property?” 
 
    Before I get closer, a man points a rifle at me. “You stop, Cowboy. You no longer own this place.  We do. And we’re taking everything, your cattle, your horses, and your women.” 
 
    “What? Says whom?” I grip Laila tightly, afraid they’ll take her, too. 
 
    The man waves a piece of paper in front of me. “Your brother Bill West signed the ranch over to us at a poker game.” 
 
     “What the fuck? I own this place too. He can’t do this!” 
 
    He shrugs. “You’ll need to ask him yourself.” 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “He’s in jail.” 
 
    What? He gambled away the ranch, and is in jail? No way. This doesn’t make sense. “Let go of my women, and you can have everything else,” I say, my heart clenches with agony seeing the men touching what’s mine.  
 
    “Out of the question,” the man says, eyeing my Laila with lustful eyes as he rubs his bearded chin. “You’d better hand over this little pussy to me, too.” 
 
    When he reaches to grab Laila, I smash a fist into his face. 
 
    “Fuck!” he curses loudly and wipes the blood off his face. And then he aims his rifle at me and pulls the trigger.  
 
    “No!” Laila screams. 
 
      
 
      
 
    My eyes flutter open and my heart is pounding. Thank God. It’s a dream. How absurd! Damn. My insecurity about my luck again. I inhale deeply, letting the relief wash over me. 
 
    And then I blink. Where am I? Not in my bedroom. I am holding a naked woman in both arms. Laila and Jackie. Right. We’re in Laila’s bedroom. We had an orgy before we went to bed. I fucked both ladies standing in the shower, and then took them again missionary in bed. I didn’t know it was even possible to recover in such a short duration.  
 
    The dream must’ve been triggered by all that talk about starting a shooting range on the ranch after dinner. That reminds me of Molly. Where is she? I check the clock. It’s eleven. It’s been three hours since she left the house. Feeling thirsty, I get up to drink water and to check on Molly. 
 
    The light in Molly’s bedroom is on and the door is open. I glance at the interior but don’t see her in it 
 
    I go downstairs, thinking she might be in the living room. The lights aren’t on. I go in the kitchen and drink a large glass of water before coming back up. And then I step into Molly’s bedroom just to see whether she’s all right. 
 
    Her bathroom door is open and I smell a coconut milk fragrance. I knock on it, “Molly, are you there?” 
 
    “I am, Paul. Come on in.” 
 
    I hesitate for just a minute before stepping in and then my boner jolts at the stunning sight in front of me. Molly is sitting in her half-filled bathtub, her hair wrapped in a towel. Her gorgeous teardrop tits shimmer with water beads, like exotic fruits begging to be tasted. I freeze at the door, mouth agape and dick pulsing.  “You’re so fucking gorgeous, babe,” I whisper. 
 
    “Thank you. Want to join me, stud?” she coos as her eyes rake over my naked body and then travel back up to meet mine. 
 
    “Hell yes,” I mumble and step into the spacious tub.  
 
    Molly’s tub is spacious. The woman isn’t into luxury, but the tub is the only thing she asked for when she married Bill. I remember helping Bill to install it. Besides the  high-end material, the roomy tub is designed for comfort. And Molly has added luxurious bath pillows for back and neck support, making it the most inviting bath bed. 
 
    Fuck. I want to fuck her right there. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Molly asks me, her eyes darkening. 
 
    My breathing is ragged and my lust must be written all over my face.  
 
    “Nothing,” I say as I sit down gingerly next to her. “The tub is comfortable.” 
 
    She strokes my cheek. “I know. Right? I enjoy my alone moments here. And I often imagined soaking with you, just like this.” 
 
    I growl. “I wish you’d told me about your feelings sooner, Molly.” 
 
    She sighs. “I couldn’t have. Bill is a terrible husband, but no one forced me to marry him. I promised your mom I would stay with him, and I had to worry about Laila.” 
 
    “I would’ve taken care of the two of you.” 
 
    She kisses me on the lips. “But it isn’t too late, is it? Would you still want me if I were free?” 
 
     “Of course, Molly,” I croak. “I love you.” 
 
    Tears fill her eyes right away and she smiles. She doesn’t speak again, but leans in and kisses me. 
 
    I shiver as soon as our lips touch. We soon devour each other’s mouths hungrily, our tongues entwining like horny snakes. I don’t wait to put my hands on her heavy breasts, molding them and stroking the sensitive tips until they harden. Molly moans at my touch. “Oh Paul. You’re making me so horny. I need you to suck my tits please.” 
 
    I don’t wait to slide my body down and suck her erect nipple into my mouth. I cup her other breast, which seems to be fuller than just a minute ago. A slight pinch makes her writhe and groan as if her tits are filled with hot, molten liquid and will spill if I apply more pressure. My cock is so swollen I can feel just how aching she is for me. Molly’s hand finds my raging beast and grips it tightly. I groan as I thrust slowly into her hand.  
 
    I pull her closer until her fluffy breasts press into my hard muscles. Molly’s leg slips between my thighs and she playfully rubs it on my balls. I growl and slip a hand to cup her sex. Finding her drenched center, I don’t wait to fondle her silky folds first, and then thrust two fingers into her pussy. 
 
    “Ahh,” Molly lets out a satisfying moan. “Your fingers feel so good, Paul. Don’t stop.” 
 
    I curl my fingers as I move along her slippery channel. Her walls are tight and gripping, and it’s a wonder she’s given birth to a child already.  
 
    I’ve also wondered why Bill hasn’t given Molly a child. He isn’t infertile because he knocked up a girl back in high school. I suspect that Molly and Bill haven’t had much sex at all. And that is again incomprehensible because Molly is so gorgeous. Bill must be nuts. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” Molly chuckles. “You’re spacing.” 
 
    I smile and shake my head. “I just can’t believe I’m in a bathtub with a beautiful goddess.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “I didn’t know you could sweet talk, Paul.” 
 
    “Me neither.” I’m not myself in front of Molly. 
 
    “Enough foreplay, cowboy,” she takes my wrist and pulls my hand out of her. “It’s time to fuck me with your long, fat cock.” 
 
    My cock jolts and I growl. Molly has flirted with me from time to time, but never used such direct and coarse language before. This new Molly is irresistible.  “I didn’t know you could talk dirty, Molly.” 
 
    “There’s so much you don’t know about me, Paul. But you’ll discover it soon.” She throws me a coquettish smile which makes my head swoon. “Now take me to bed.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I say, my cock twitching and my heart beating a hundred miles. My hands tremble as I help her out of the tub and dry us both, and then carry her to her bedroom. 
 
    It isn’t a secret that Molly and Bill sleep in separate bedrooms because my brother snores like a boar.  
 
    I put Molly on top of her queen-sized bed, and then I gaze at her curvy, snowy body. Years of working outdoors have not damaged her skin at all because she takes good care of herself. Her face and hands are slightly tan, but the rest of her body is snowy white. I want to lick every inch of her voluptuous curves.  
 
    “You’re a goddess,” I murmur. 
 
    “And you’re my gorgeous cowboy, Paul,” she says in a throaty voice. Her cheeks are pink from the bath and eyes are bright from excitement. “You’ve ruined so many pairs of panties for me over the years.” 
 
    “You’re kidding,” I growl.  
 
    “I’m not,” she says, cupping her breast with one hand and teasing her pussy lips with another. “I’ve imagined having that gorgeous cock inside me so often that I feel like you’ve already owned me.”   
 
    “Oh Molly, you own me too,” I stroke her cheek with the back of my fingers and then trail them down her cleavage and belly. “We’ve got a lot of making up to do. I’m not going to stop fucking you until all our dreams become reality.” 
 
    She gasps at my promise and then she spreads her legs wider and displays her hidden treasure coated with honey. “Let’s get started, Stud.” 
 
    As much as I can’t wait to put my needy cock inside her warm pussy, I rub my callous thumb against her swollen clit and watch her smile change into an agonizing frown. “Ooh,” she cries. 
 
    “You like it?” I smirk, enjoying my ability to melt her. I stroke the fluttering seam of her pussy with my fingertips next. 
 
    “Yes, oh, yes, ahh,” she cries louder as I push two fingers into her dripping hole. 
 
    She feels incredible. Tight, hot, and wet. When I curl my fingers around her sweet spot, and she purrs with delight. “Oh God, Paul, please, I need you inside me.” 
 
    I growl. My cock is twitching impatiently and can’t wait a minute longer. I spread her legs wider and glide my fingers along her drenched sex once again, before I push my cock at her entrance. 
 
    Her walls grip me like a warm glove and I groan. “Fuck, Molly, you feel like heaven,” I say as I push into her silky depth.  
 
    “Mmmm,” Molly moans loudly, thrusting her hips to engulf me as she rolls her nipple. “This feels amazing. Deeper, please.” 
 
    Fuck. I curse. The truth is I’m already balls deep. I pull out, grab hold of her knees and push them wide apart. I kneel between them and raise her legs in the air. With her ankles resting against my shoulders, I glide the fat tip of my manhood along the length of her trembling labia, before plunging deep into her again, all the way to her cervix.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” Molly cries with a fierce jolt, but the blissful look on her face tells me she enjoys the thrill as much as I do.  
 
    I wait until she calms before pulling out slowly, feeling her pussy walls humming around my shaft, trying to suck me back into her. 
 
    I thrust in again, slower but deeper. Molly’s sky blue eyes are shiny with tears. “Oh God, Paul. This is so incredible. More, please, and fast!”  
 
    Her walls clench as she speaks, gripping me tight. I can’t help but pump my unbearably hard cock harder and faster into her. Molly moans out urgent gasps to spur me on even more, and she pushes her hips up to take more of me. Her pussy grows hotter and wetter as I thrust my shaft in and out of her, and soon her hot juices soak my hard length and trickle down to my thighs and the sheets. Her gasps and pants turn me on even more. Waves of pleasure race through me, and I plough in and out of her fertile land relentlessly like a mad man. 
 
    “Yes, oh, yes, don’t stop!” Molly moans deeply, bucking and rolling her hips in sync with my thrusts, her pussy lips humming and her large tits trembling with pleasure. 
 
    I glance down to see my glistening cock driving in and out of her wet hole, and I can’t help but pump faster and harder into her needy pussy, which to my understanding, has more or less been mine for the past decade. With every pounding, Molly moans and stares at me with her sparkling blue eyes, as if begging for more. I feel that I’ve stretched her tight walls to their limits, but they’re more resilient than I think. Each time when I plunge in, her pussy feels like a new pair of gloves that requires effort to get through.  
 
    “You are giving me the best fuck ever, Paul,” Molly murmurs as she cups both of her breasts and plucks the erect tips as if she can’t deal with the tension that’s building inside her. She splays both hands on my chest, stroking me at first, and then sinking her nails into my skin as if her need has become unbearable. “I’m gonna come,” she croaks as she grips my back and bucks her hips, grinding her gushing pussy against me. 
 
    As if on cue, a grunt escapes my throat and an explosive force churns in my groin before it detonates and sweeps through my core. My balls tighten and my cock throbs in Molly’s pussy. I tense for just a second before the sparks of intense pleasure blind me as a hot rope of cum shoots out of me. At the same time, Molly’s pussy walls spasm and her face contorts as her hot cum washes down my length. 
 
    “Fuck!” I grunt and ram into her again rapidly to empty the last drop of my seed. 
 
    “Thank you, baby,” Molly kisses me as she snuggles against me. “That was the best sex I’ve had in my entire life.” 
 
    “Any time, Molly. Just give me a few minutes of recovery time and I’ll take you again,” I say as I palm her ass. “I’ve wanted you forever and there’s so much I want to do to you.” 
 
    She whimpers and eyes darken again. “I wish we hadn’t waited for so long.” 
 
    “Me too,” I say. “But I didn’t think Bill would be so dumb as to ignore you all those years.” 
 
    “Well, he’s got women all over town. I bet he’s with someone now in Vegas, too.” 
 
    “How did you put up with him for so long? Weren’t you lonely, baby?” 
 
     “Yes,” she says. “But I have my toys, and also girlfriends.” 
 
    I nod. Of course. Not surprised. 
 
    Molly takes time off once in a while and stays in Houston for days at a time. Bill often jokes saying she’s got a man there, but obviously he’s wrong. 
 
    A moment later, I spoon Molly and make love to her from behind, gently and unhurried. When we’re both sated, I kiss her neck and flip her around to cuddle her.  
 
    I indulge myself in the blissful coziness, still marveling at the fact that I’ve finally got what I pined for over the years. Taking my brother’s wife. Jesus. It sounds so wrong, and yet it feels right. I only regret not having done it sooner and sparing both of us the lonely nights.  
 
    Molly’s soft, warm body wraps me like a comfortable blanket, and I have to fight the drowsiness that threatens to end the heavenly moment. I haven’t had enough of my gorgeous MILF yet. I tell myself and stay awake. The night with her is precious because I don’t know when Bill will return home. The thought of my brother bothers me.  
 
    “What are we going to do about Bill?” I ask Molly. She’s curling my chest hair around her fingers.  
 
    “I’ll divorce him as soon as he comes back,” she says to me quietly but firmly. 
 
    I’ve expected the answer but it still thrills me. “That’ll be wonderful, Molly.” I kiss her again. 
 
    “But I don’t think I can live on the ranch after that,” she adds, looking sad. “Because it’d be awkward.” 
 
    Shit. I haven’t thought about that. Of course it would be. The possibility that Molly would leave the ranch and thus, me, unsettles me.  
 
    “But I can’t let you go, Molly,” I say, gazing into her eyes. “I love you.” 
 
    “How about we leave here together, Paul? We could purchase a different ranch. I spoke to Jackie about it and she supported the idea. Laila would go anywhere you go.” 
 
    “That sounds good,” I say with hesitation although it seems to be the only solution for us. “But I’ll have to think about it, to see whether we’ve got other choices. Because if I let Paul take over the ranch, he would for sure let it go to ruins. I promised my mom I wouldn’t let it happen as long as I lived, and all the employees and their families also depend on the ranch.” 
 
    Molly nods with understanding. “I understand, Paul. We’ll only do it as a last resort.” 
 
    “Thank you, Molly,” I pull her to me and bury my cock in her warm pussy again, fucking her until we’re both senseless. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I fall asleep with my cock inside Molly and my dreams are filled with taking her over and over. I seem to have an inexhaustible supply of cum because there’s no end to my ejaculation. 
 
    I wake to the sound of moans and the urge to come. When I open my eyes, Molly isn’t in my arms. I feel something weighing on my lower body first, and then something gripping my cock. I look down and see a fantastic sight: Molly and Jackie straddling me side-by-side, each on top of one of my thighs, two pairs of mouth-watering tits swinging in front of me like the most delicious pastry on earth. 
 
    They hold my manhood in their entwined fingers, and are licking my shaft together like girls sharing a Popsicle, stopping once in a while to lick each other’s tongues. 
 
    I prop my body up higher to watch them, my jaw hanging slack. Am I still dreaming? I slap my face and the sound startles them. They both stop what they’re doing and look up at me. “Hi honey, Good morning!” Jackie speaks first. 
 
    “Good morning, girls,” I say, still unsure if I'm dreaming or not. “Are you enjoying your breakfast?” 
 
    They giggle. “Yes baby. You’re so yummy!” 
 
    “Where’s Laila?” I ask groggily. 
 
    “Still asleep,” Jackie says and goes back to lick my cock. 
 
    I should lie down to enjoy the blissful treatment, but I can’t stop watching them. 
 
    Their lush, pillowy breasts caress my thighs as they move their heads to worship my cock. In the meantime, their bare round asses rise and fall, playing hide and seek with me in the back. I wish I had longer arms to grope them. I prop a pillow under my back and reach my hands to palm their breasts from the sides.  
 
    They coo in unison and wriggle their bodies on my thighs, their wet junctures making squishy sounds as they grind on my legs. 
 
    Fuck me. I’m so horny it’s all I can do not to thrust my cock into one of their mouths. Their playful licking is a tease.  
 
    “Please, ladies,” I say to them, squeezing their hard nipples. “I need to come.” 
 
    Molly offers me a dreamy smile. “Give me just a second, cowboy. I’m almost there,” she says while continuing to grind on my leg. 
 
    Jackie strokes my balls as an answer. “Ladies first, Paul,” she reminds me with a wink. 
 
    I sigh. Patience. I remind myself. Maybe I could come just by watching them. I take a deep breath and relax as I wait. Just then, I hear footsteps at the door.  
 
    Laila stands there naked, her blonde hair tousled, her mouth open and her eyes wide. “Mom and Jackie, that’s unfair. Why didn’t you wake me?” she mumbles with a pout. 
 
    Jackie chuckles. “You were sleeping like a baby, sweetie. You aren’t too late. Come join us!” 
 
    Laila climbs onto the bed. “But there’s no room,” she complains. 
 
    I pull her to me. “There’s plenty of room, baby,” I say as I help her to straddle my chest in reverse cowgirl position, her pretty ass facing me.  
 
    Soon I feel Laila’s tongue on my cock as well, joining Jackie and Molly in their feast. 
 
    As the ladies lavish their attention on my manhood, I have mine on Laila’s gorgeous backside. I slap and palm her firm cheeks playfully first, and then I run the back of my knuckles along her butt crack. I see her juicy peach tremble and I move my hand lower to feel her wetness. Laila moans. “Ooh Daddy. I love your finger. Don’t stop.” 
 
    I tease her young petals and thrust my fingers into her post-virgin pussy, remembering the fact that I claimed it first and still owns it sends shivers down my spine.  
 
    Her ass skin is so smooth and her pussy lips so silky, I could fondle her all day without tiring. 
 
    “Fuck me with your tongue please, Daddy,” my needy girl demands as she thrusts her ass up for me. 
 
    I groan. I’ve never eaten a pussy this way, but I’m eager for the challenge. Holding her hips in both hands, I lick her pink petals dripping with honey from below like a horny bee, and I thrust the tip of my tongue into her hole, sucking her juices like a hummingbird. The little girl releases more juices the harder I suck, and they roll down to my chin. I wipe them off me with my thumb and then I rub my thumb around her pucker hole. Leila soon begins to convulse. “Oh God, Daddy. What’re you doing to me? This is too much. I’m cumming. Ahhh!” 
 
    Her pussy spasms and more juices splash onto my face.  
 
    I realize that my cock has been neglected all this time. Jackie and Molly are off me, and Jackie is on top of Molly, sucking my MILF’s gorgeous breast, and her crotch is wriggling above Molly’s. 
 
    Fuck me. I’m going to self-combust soon. 
 
    Laila watches the women’s love making and her hand flies to her breast, her other hand cups her pussy as if I haven’t just made her come. Damn. Horny girl. 
 
    As much as I enjoy the sight of her touching herself, I can’t take the sensory overload any longer. “Baby,” I grip her wrist and pull her back to my lap. “Suck Daddy’s cock.” 
 
    Laila gazes away and blinks out of her stupor and then she nods. “Okay. I’ll take care of you Daddy,” she says and wraps her full lips around my painfully stiff cock. 
 
    “Ohhh,” I let out a satisfying low moan as soon as her warm mouth envelopes me. 
 
    In just a few seconds, my cock throbs.  
 
    “I’m gonna come, baby,” I say to her as I grip her shoulders. 
 
    Next to us, Jackie arches her back and squeezes her eyes shut while gripping both of Molly’s tits. Her own tits jut out like two enormous golden cream puffs ready to burst.  
 
    Molly jolts on the bed as she grips Jackie’s arms. “Oh baby, I love you!” she screams. 
 
    The sight flips a switch in me and pushes a flood gate open. My cum erupts like a powerful tsunami, filling and overflowing Laila’s mouth and rushing down her chin and her neck. 
 
    Laila giggles as she swallows. She manages to take about half of my male essence. “Wow Daddy,” she says as she wipes her mouth. “That was a huge load. I don’t even have room for breakfast now.” 
 
    “Naughty girl, come here.” I chuckle as I pull her down to lie on top of me. I then kiss her and stroke her back. “I love you, treasure.” 
 
    “Aww, what about me?” Jackie asks. 
 
    “And me?” Molly echoes.  
 
    “I love you too, ladies,” I say, making room for them to lie down next to me. 
 
    They each take a side, and kiss my cheeks. “I love you too, Paul,” they say simultaneously. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    At breakfast, I wolf down the fluffy pancakes and scrambled eggs Molly made. I’ve never been so hungry in my entire life. 
 
    The ladies have as good appetites as I do, and soon we clean all the food on our plates. 
 
    “We’re eating like cows,” Laila says with a giggle. 
 
    I chuckle. “Well, we’ve burned a lot of calories since dinner yesterday.” 
 
    Molly pours more coffee for everyone. “I could heat up last night’s lasagna if anyone is still hungry.” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I say.  
 
    Jackie and Molly follow suit. And soon we’re working on last night’s dinner. 
 
    I’m burping with satisfaction when my phone rings in my pocket. Who the hell calls so early? I try to ignore it but it keeps ringing.  
 
    I grumble and pull out the phone. When I see my brother’s number, I frown. He hasn’t called me even once after I last spoke to him. It’s been nearly two weeks. Part of me wants to ignore the call, but part of me feels guilty. After all, I’ve screwed his wife. 
 
    “It’s Bill,” I say to the ladies. “I should answer it.” 
 
    They stare at me with wide eyes and nod. 
 
    I step out of the dining area before I press the green button. “Good morning, Bill. What’s up? Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m still in Vegas, Paul,” he says.  
 
    I roll my eyes. “I’m not surprised. But if you want me to wire you money to bail you out, the answer is no.” 
 
    Bill has done it more than once in the past. 
 
    “No, I’m not asking for that,” Bill says. “I’m actually on my way home.” 
 
    I’m not thrilled by the answer but I relax a bit. “Does it mean you actually won this time?” I ask hopefully although I know the odds are low and it has never happened to Bill before. 
 
    He clears his throat and pauses for a long moment before speaking again. “The truth is, I’m afraid we’ll have to sell the ranch.” 
 
    My stomach drops. “What the fuck do you mean?” 
 
    “I lost everything, Paul. I’m sorry. I overdid it this time.”  
 
    “What do you mean by everything?” Bill gambling away the ranch has been my worst nightmare for years, so I’m not surprised. But I’m still gripped by fear. “How much did you lose exactly?” 
 
    He pauses for a second. “A million.” 
 
    I gasp. “A million? How on earth could you lose so much so soon?” 
 
    “I know. Again, I’m sorry. I was on a winning streak and thought my luck had finally changed…” 
 
    “Shut up, Bill. I’ve heard the story before,” I say. A million is a lot of money and it takes me twenty years to make that amount. I’m angry at my brother’s irresponsible behavior and I’m reluctant to consider selling the ranch. “Don’t you have some savings?” 
 
    “Not anymore. Listen, brother. We don’t really need the ranch. I’ve already spoken to Derek Williams and he tells me the ranch is worth at least twenty-million. We’ll probably get less because I need the money fast, but he promised he could get us at least half of that. After we sell it, we’ll split the proceeds. I’ll pay off my debt and we can live comfortably without working another day in our lives.” 
 
    I suck in a breath. Derek Williams is a lawyer we’ve known for years. Sounds like Bill has this all planned out. “You can’t do this to me, Bill. And what about Molly, Laila, and J… everyone else who depends on the ranch?” 
 
    Bill grumbles on the other end, probably cursing. “You think too much, Paul. Those folks will just work for the new owner. Why worry about them?” 
 
    “Those folks aren’t just animals on the ranch, Bill,” I shout at the phone. “Some of them have been working for us for generations. I know their parents and grandparents and I’ve seen some of them grow up. They’re like family to me. There’s no guarantee from the new owners. Besides, maybe you don’t feel the same, but this ranch is my home!” 
 
    Bill goes silent for a second. “Okay. If you don’t like the idea, there’s another way.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “You pay me five million dollars and the ranch is yours.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” my heart races again. “Where the hell am I supposed to get that money?” 
 
    Although I own the ranch, all my possession is in the form of land and livestock. To come up with cash, I would have to sell what I own. In the end, this option is not so different from the first one. 
 
    “Well then I’m afraid we’ll have to sell the ranch and split,” Bill growls. 
 
    I’m going to shout again when I feel a hand on my arm. I look up and see Molly gazing at me, mouthing the word wait. 
 
    “Wait a second, Bill,” I say and cover the speaker of my phone. 
 
    “Ask him how much time we have,” Molly whispers. “And then we’ll think about what to do.” 
 
    I pause for a second and nod. 
 
    “How much time do we have?” I ask Bill.  
 
    “The casino gave me a month,” Bill says. “But I suppose I could ask for a bit more.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll think about what to do. When will you be home?” 
 
    “I’m at the airport now. I should be home this afternoon.”  
 
      
 
    After I end the call, I return to the breakfast table and plop down onto a chair. 
 
    “I can’t believe it. He did it finally,” Laila says, her pretty face screwed into a worried frown. “What’re we going to do?” 
 
    I pat her arm. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Your mom and I will think of something.” 
 
    I say as I gulp down some cold coffee. Truth is I have no idea what to do. I’ve got some savings but they’re in bonds and other securities, and not even close to the amount Bill demanded. 
 
    We fall silent for a moment as I rack my brain for a solution. I recall my last night’s dream and shiver. Bill is taking away what I have. My home and my ladies. Maybe selling the ranch isn’t such a terrible idea. But without the ranch, I’m afraid the millions will disappear soon even if I don’t gamble like Bill. I have a college degree in business management, but I’m not about to find another job at my age. I don’t know anything other than managing ranches. I would have to get another ranch if I sold this one. A sensible solution would be to keep my own ranch. But how am I going to come up with five million dollars? 
 
     “I might have to sell part of the ranch,” I say finally.  
 
    Molly and Jackie exchange a look before Molly speaks. “Okay. Maybe you could sell it to me.” 
 
    My jaw falls as I gaze fall between them. “Are you sure?” 
 
    Molly nods. “I have some savings,” she says. “I opened an investment account in my own name so Bill wouldn’t be able to touch it. My dad helped me to choose some stocks and I earned a couple of million.” 
 
    “Oh no, Molly. It’s your nest egg. I can’t ask for that.” 
 
    She holds my arm. “Think of it as my investment, Paul. I’m taking over Bill’s ownership of the ranch.” 
 
    I think for a moment and nod. “Okay. I’ll sell some bonds and could come up with a million or so. But we’re still two millions short.” 
 
    Jackie reaches to hold my hand across the table. “I can take care of the rest,” she says. “I’ve made some money in real estate and from the tattoo parlor.” 
 
    “Oh no,” I say quickly. I know how hard she had to work to earn the money.  
 
    She rolls her eyes. “Like Molly says, I’m joining the ownership of the ranch, too.” 
 
    I’m not a sentimental person, but my eyes are wet. 
 
    “Thank you, ladies,” I say, kissing them on the cheeks. 
 
    “In that case, I want in too,” Laila says. “Mom. I want to contribute my college funds. I don’t want to go to college.” 
 
    Molly and I exchange a look. 
 
    “Are you sure, honey?” she asks her daughter. “You said you wanted to get a degree in computer science and become a web designer.” 
 
    Laila grins. “I was just kidding myself. I want to stay on the ranch and I don’t need a college degree to work here. I can learn how to design websites by myself too. I love the ranch and I love you guys. I don’t plan to ever leave here. Let me help, please, Daddy?” 
 
    I gaze at her for a second and nod. “Okay, baby.”  
 
    “Yay!” She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me deeply. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A year later 
 
      
 
    “We look good, don’t we?” Laila squeals as she gazes at the newly erected billboard at the entrance of the ranch. 
 
    Three gorgeous female equestrians on horseback are smiling and waving at viewers in the picture, and they are none other than my girls: Molly, Jackie, and Laila. 
 
    I’m in the background driving cattle on the pasture. No one would pay any attention to the uninteresting guy in a cowboy hat, but I wear the happiest grin. Hell. I own them: the women, the cattle, and the land. 
 
    I paid my brother the money he demanded and transferred his ownership of the ranch to Molly, Jackie and Laila. And we’ve changed the name of the ranch from Wild West to Three Gorgeous Cowgirls. 
 
    Laila built a website for the ranch too, and it has attracted quite a lot of business in a short amount of time.  
 
    We’ve started the construction of a shooting range a month ago, and now we’re on our way to the ranch’s river to plan for the rafting and fishing sites. Since it’s a Saturday and we aren’t so busy, we are making the task into a picnic and riding excursion.  
 
    The river is at the outskirts of the ranch, and I haven’t been here for years. But I used to love coming here as a child and a teen.  
 
    “Wow,” Jackie murmurs as the river comes to our sight. “It looks just the same as I remember, Paul. Still so beautiful.” 
 
    “I know,” I say with a nod. The scenery is breathtaking. The meadow and the trees around here are greener than elsewhere on the ranch. What I recall right away, though, is the countless times Jackie and I made out here. Those are the most romantic memories I’ve cherished over the years. 
 
    Seeing Jackie and Molly’s horses gallop past me, I squeeze my legs tighter on the horse to speed up. 
 
    “Hey guys,” Laila giggles as he follows me tightly. “Wait for me!” 
 
    The ladies dismount as soon as they get to the meadow next to the river, laughing and shouting.  
 
    “I can’t believe I’ve waited so long to come back here,” Jackie says.  
 
    “I know. I have been here only twice since I moved to the farm.” Molly chuckles. 
 
    “I come a lot,” Laila says. “I swim here sometimes.” 
 
    “You do?” I ask. “By yourself?” 
 
    “No. With my friend Emma.” 
 
    “Swim, huh? That’s a great idea,” Jackie says as she looks around. “We used to swim here too, right, Paul? At night.” 
 
    Molly and Laila gasp. “No way! That’s so romantic.” 
 
    I grin at the remembrance. “Right. It was fantastic. Especially in the moonlight.” I withhold the fact that we skinny-dipped. 
 
    “I miss that,” Jackie says, and begins to unbutton her shirt. 
 
    My cock twitches at the sight. “No Jackie. Not now. It’s day and people might show up,” I say although there is no one around but us. 
 
    Jackie shrugs. “Let them get a free show then.” 
 
    Fuck me. Jealousy flares in me as I imagine the possibility and for a moment I want to stop her, but then Molly and Laila follow suit. 
 
    My mouth opens and I watch the carefree women strip themselves naked and run into the river laughing and squealing. 
 
    “Oh Fuck. It’s cold!” Jackie screams as she holds Molly for warmth. 
 
    Laila ducks under the water and emerges a minute later, shaking her blonde hair and shouts with excitement. “Feels good! Come join us, Paul!” 
 
    “On my way,” I say as I tug off my cumbersome boots and undo my belt. It’s a hot day and I’m all sweaty. Besides, my horny dick is eyeing the three beautiful ladies. 
 
    Jackie and Molly are already making out in the water. They kiss while fondling each other’s breasts. Soon, they’re moaning and grinding against each other as well.  
 
    Fuck. They aren’t swimming, but teasing my cock. 
 
    The water is cool but not cold and soon I’m used to it. I swim for a few minutes, side by side with Laila.  
 
    She looks like a little mermaid with her blonde hair all wet and her lithe body wiggling in the clear water among algae. I watch her butt rise and fall for a moment and then I stroke her in water. 
 
    She giggles. “Naughty daddy!”  
 
    And then she ducks under me and grabs my dick. 
 
    Fuck. I curse and hold her as I feel her lips wrap around my manhood. She sucks me for nearly a minute before coming up, choking and gasping for air. 
 
    “Who’s naughtier?” I scold her gently as I pat her back. “Don’t do it again. It isn’t safe.” 
 
    But Laila’s eyes brighten. “Hey, I got an idea. Mom! Jackie! We’re going to have a competition. We’ll see who can suck Daddy’s cock for the longest time without breathing, and the winner gets to fuck Daddy first for the rest of the day.” 
 
    “What? That’s insane,” I protest although I’m excited by the idea. 
 
    Jackie agrees right away, and to my surprise, so does Molly.  
 
    “Okay,” I say. It’s not like I have the say. The ladies own my cock. “But I don’t have my watch with me.” 
 
    “I have mine,” Jackie says, taking off her sports watch and handing it to me. “You’re the judge.” 
 
    For the next ten minutes or so, the three women take turns sucking my cock underwater. Because of ties, we end up doing it in three rounds. In the end, Laila wins the contest, holding up her breath for three minutes, outcompeting Molly by twenty seconds. I'm not surprised by the result because the little girl was determined to win and tried hard. 
 
    “Yay!” she pumps her fist. “Does it mean I get to fuck Daddy first?” 
 
    I chuckle. “Of course, baby. You earned it.” My dick is super hard after the gang-blow, and I’m dying for a release. “But not here.”  
 
    We get out of the water and find a shaded and secluded area in the meadow and I spread my shirt on the grass to let Laila lie on. 
 
    I lick her pussy first despite my throbbing cock, making her writhe and beg before I thrust into her. 
 
    “Oh, Daddy,” she coos, gazing at me with those baby blue eyes. “I love you. It’s so romantic. I’ve imagined you fucking me outdoors for so many times.” 
 
    My cock jolts in her pussy. “You have?” 
 
    “Yeah. I want you to fuck me on horseback one day.” 
 
    “Whatever you say, baby,” I say as I rock on her. “What else do you want Daddy to do to you?” 
 
    “Mmmm, I want you to take my ass like you take Jackie’s.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I’m surprised because she didn’t seem to be interested. 
 
    “Yeah. Jackie is getting me some butt plugs.” 
 
    Fuck. The prospect of taking her other virgin hole thrills me. I lube a finger in her rich juices and then tease her anus. “I can’t wait, baby.” 
 
    Laila cries out. “Oh I love it. Deeper, please.” 
 
    I register the meaning of her request and thrust my finger deeper into her back hole. I groan when I feel the movement of my cock on my finger through her walls. 
 
    “I’m stuffed, Daddy,” Laila croaks as she grips both of my arms. “And I’m coming!” 
 
    “Yes, horny girl, come for me,” I growl. “Come all over Daddy’s fat cock!” 
 
    Her walls spasm and clamp down on my cock, forcing a rope of cum out of me.  
 
    “Fuck, feisty girl. That was incredible,” I murmur as I lie down next to her and hold her. 
 
    Although it’s a shaded spot, the summer breeze is still warm, and soon I doze off with Laila in my arms. 
 
    When I wake a moment later, I hear moans not far from me. I look around and see Molly on top of Jackie, sucking her tits. Jackie’s eyes meet mine and she smiles. “Don’t just watch, Paul. Come fuck us.” 
 
    I growl. Carefully letting go of Laila, I go to the two sexy women. “How would you like it done?” I ask, swallowing saliva. 
 
    They hesitate for just a moment and say simultaneously. “From behind!” 
 
    The next minute, I’m kneeling behind two magnificent asses. Molly’s is creamy, heart-shaped, while Jackie’s is tan and round. Both peaches are juicy and mouth-watering. My cock is rock-hard already as I palm and kiss both of them. I slide my hands between their thighs to feel their sticky honey juices and stroke their folds at the same time. Both are already dripping from their foreplay earlier, and are eager to take me. 
 
    “Who wants me first?” I ask, my voice quivering with excitement. No matter how often I take both of them, the thrill doesn’t diminish. 
 
    “You decide, honey,” Molly says. 
 
    “Okay. In that case, I’ll go from left to right.” 
 
    I spread Molly’s thighs wider and thrust into her ripe pussy. She moans and her juices drip down to the grass. I don’t stop touching Jackie as I fuck Molly. When Molly’s walls pulse, I pull out and enter Jackie’s fertile canal.  
 
    “Fuck, Paul. You feel good,” Jackie moans as she thrusts her ass into my balls. 
 
    I groan, resisting the urge to come already. I slow down to prolong the euphoric moment. 
 
    But Jackie is impatient and demanding. “Faster, baby, harder!” She cries as she moves in sync with me, her large breasts slapping against each other as she thrusts her hips. 
 
     Fuck. I give her what she asks for and plunge into her deep and fast, but I don’t give her the chance to come yet. I pull out and go back into Molly, who has been moaning and writhing on my fingers. 
 
    “I wish I had brought my dildo,” Jackie complains between moans. 
 
    “No you don’t,” I growl and thrust three fingers into her impatient pussy. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she purrs with satisfaction as she fucks my fingers. 
 
    I pleasure the two goddesses diligently, without neglecting anyone for a single second. I’m lucky to be desired and wanted by three women and I don’t take my luck for granted. Although the three of them are friends, it’s human nature to be jealous. I love them equally and I make sure I treat all of them equally at all times, even though my impulsive cock may not cooperate with me sometimes. The intrepid beast has a single need: to unload quickly inside the first pussy it gets. It cares little about what the ladies want.  
 
    It takes skills and training and willpower to get my lust under control and to be fair during these highly arousing threesomes.  At the moment, I’m loving Molly’s cozy nest and have little desire to leave any time soon. But Jackie calls me back. “It’s my turn, now, please!” 
 
    I chuckle and dive into her needy hole instead, and immediately her walls suck me to the hilt. I curse at the intense force and linger for a moment before pulling out slowly, not because I want to tease her but because her walls clench on me so tight I’m afraid they would scrape my skin off otherwise. “Fuck Jackie, you vixen,” I say as I swat her butt cheek.  
 
    She giggles. “You love my super-pussy, don’t you?” 
 
    Her muscles relax and contract again in a more intense wave, faster and faster as if milking me. At the same time, she slides back and forth along my thick length rapidly, determined to make me come inside her.  
 
    I can’t hold it any longer. Groaning, I spew out an enormous load into her pussy.  
 
    As soon as I stop throbbing, I flip Molly on her back and come down on her. I lick her fluttering labia while watching Jackie massage her friends’ breasts from the side. Fuck, the sight makes me horny again.  
 
    “Oh Lord,” Molly whimpers. “This is too much. Oh!” 
 
    I suck her clit into my mouth and instantly, she squirts a geyser of cum onto my face.  
 
      
 
    A moment later, the three of us have sandwiches and wine while watching the horses graze. 
 
    Molly says after she swallows her bite, “Don’t you girls have something to tell Paul?” 
 
    Laila and Jackie look at each other and smile. 
 
    “What is it?” I ask, washing down the food in my mouth with some wine. 
 
    “We’re pregnant,” Jackie says, her grin widening. 
 
    My mouth falls. I’m not surprised by the news because we’ve been having sex like bunnies, but hearing it still excites me like nothing else does.  
 
    I’m thirty five years old, about to become a father for the first time in my life, and to the children of two women I love! 
 
    “This is fantastic news!” I say, gathering both women into my arms and stamping a kiss on each one’s cheek. “I love you, girls!” 
 
    Molly holds me from behind and rests her face on my back, sharing the joy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Thanks for reading Cowboy’s MILF. 
 
    Please leave a rating on Amazon and let me know how satisfied you are. 
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