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    I watch the voluptuous stripper in black lace bra and thong spin on the pole. When she stops spinning, she hugs the pole and grinds her crotch on it as she slowly unclasps her bra and tosses it onto the floor. I gasp the moment she turns around and bares her magnificent twin peaks for everyone to see. And my boner aches as it strains my pants.  
 
    I look around at the lustful guys in the nightclub. Everyone is carrying a huge pant tent and some are unzipping. I'm horny and, worst of all, angry. Fuck. She's mine. No one else should be allowed to view her body. The girl doesn't seem to mind, though, and she smiles coquettishly as she slides around and shakes her bubble butt at her audience. I growl when I see my initials on those round cheeks: P. W.  
 
    In the midst of whistles and raucous laughter, the girl does her next move. Placing a palm on the floor and grabbing the pole with her other hand, she lifts and spreads her legs, turning her body into a cartwheel and displaying her glistening center through her crotchless thong.   
 
    Men groan loudly, and some reach for their junk. I can no longer stand it. Disregarding the rule, I push through the crowds and race onto the stage. I grab the girl's arm while draping my jacket over her naked body. "Come home with me, baby!"  
 
    She squeals. "I can't. Let go of me, Paul." 
 
    The audience roars with anger, and the bouncer of the club blocks my way to the exit. 
 
    I swing a fist at the beefy guy but he dodges. While I'm taking a blow from him, another guy comes to us, gets hold of the girl and drags her away.  
 
    "No! Laila. Come back to me!" 
 
    I shout, but the bouncer pins me to the floor. I watch my girl return to the stage like a helpless lamb, offering her body to the hungry wolves. "Laila! Laila!" I shout with anguish as I'm thrown onto the street and the sound of traffic drowns out my cries. 
 
    "Paul, Paul! What's the matter?" I wake to the sound of a sweet voice.  
 
    My eyes flutter open and I see Laila's worried face, and then the interior of my house. Thank God. It was a dream. 
 
    Relief washes over me and I pull her to me. Holding her tight, I kiss her head.  
 
    "Nothing, sweetheart. I had a nightmare." 
 
    "What was it? You were calling out my name. Was I in danger or something?" 
 
    "Yes, baby. I thought I lost you." I've had the dream before after my first girlfriend left me. I guess the blessed feeling of having Laila leads to the fear of losing her and thus the dream. 
 
    "You'll never lose me, silly," Laila wraps her arms around my waist and reaches up to kiss me.  
 
    Like me, the girl doesn't wear anything when she sleeps. I stroke her bare back as I grind my hard cock on her soft belly. 
 
    She moans and grips my morning wood with her small hand. And then she slides down and takes me in her mouth. 
 
    The heavenly sensation makes me forget the unpleasant dream and I close my eyes to enjoy the blow job.  
 
    I've been with Laila for nearly a week and she's practically moved into my house. I haven't spoken of the matter with Molly yet, but the girl must've told her mother. I take Molly's lack of objection as her approval of our relationship.  
 
    It's been the best week in my life for the past fifteen years. My little girl has a huge appetite for sex. She hasn't worn me out but drains my energy every night. As a result, I am eating and sleeping extra to meet her demands. 
 
    My cock glides through Laila's slippery mouth and reaches her throat. She's been trying unsuccessfully to deep-throat me but hasn't given up. My tip passes her soft tonsils and she's still not gagging. She sinks deeper and I touch her esophagus.  
 
    "Oh baby. You feel good. Are you okay?" I ask with a groan. 
 
    She gives me a nod for an answer and sinks even deeper. 
 
    "You’ve improved, sweetheart. Have you been practicing with someone else?” The joke just slips out of my mouth. 
 
    Laila gets mad and stops her movement. “Paul. That’s not funny. I’ll never take another cock,” she says with a pout. 
 
    “I’m sorry, baby.” I apologize. “Just wonder why the improvement.” 
 
    She smirks. “I got some helpful tips from my friend,” she says and returns to sucking.  
 
    “I can’t wait to meet her,” I say, imagining the friend that my little girl keeps mentioning. According to Laila, she’s gorgeous and sexy. I’m even a bit jealous of the mysterious friend because Laila seems to idolize the woman. 
 
    I palm Laila’s ass as she bobs her head up and down, and I tease her butt crack before slipping down lower to feel her drenched pussy. When she moans, I slip a finger into her tight walls. I’ve been having her so often lately that I know her anatomy like the back of my hand. I swirl my finger along the way, taking note of every bump and every dip. I locate her sweet spot easily and curl my finger around it. Laila rocks on my finger with her mouth full of me.  
 
    She gives my head one last sucking and lets go of it. “I need you inside me, Daddy,” she says as she slides along my thighs and lines up her pussy entrance with my cock tip. 
 
    “Yes baby girl. Let Daddy fuck you with his big fat cock,” I mumble as I grip her hips to steady her.    
 
    She sinks her pussy down on me and engulfs me with one smooth motion. Before I know it, I’m in paradise. 
 
    I let out a loud and satisfying sigh before thrusting slowly. Laila’s eyes become dreamy as she arches her back and rolls her pelvis. 
 
    “Oh Daddy! I’m so stuffed. You feel so good. Fuck me harder, Daddy!” 
 
    “Okay, little one. Just a minute. Daddy wants to enjoy your tight pussy first.” 
 
    I go slow to feel every inch of her supple, warm, wet womanhood. I still marvel at the fact that I’ve claimed this incredible treasure before anyone else. How did I get so lucky?  And how am I going to keep her? I can’t go through another heartbreak. Not at my age. 
 
    I fuck her deeper each time I thrust, watching her melt in my touch. I haven’t had any long-term relationship since high school, but I’ve been with plenty of women. I know how to make them happy, but I haven’t felt the urge to please anyone until now.  
 
    “Laila, my princess,” I murmur as I cup her bouncing breasts with both hands while fucking her pussy. “Tell me you're mine.” 
 
    Laila cools. “I’m yours, Paul. Always.” 
 
    She emphasizes her declaration by clenching her pussy walls. “Give me your seed, Paul. I want your babies.” 
 
    Fuck. My cock jolts at the request. “You’re still a baby, sweetheart.” 
 
    “No I’m not. My mom had me when she was my age.” 
 
    True. Molly said Laila was the best thing that ever happened to her, although she had made many sacrifices for the girl. For example, her settling down on a farm and her unhappy marriage with my brother. 
 
    “Don’t you want to see my belly swell with your seed, Daddy?” Laila asks again as she rocks on my cock. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” I say as I ram into her faster and faster, driven by the urge to claim her completely. 
 
    Laila groans as I hit her cervix. “Oh Daddy. I love it when you fuck me like a wild bull,” she says huskily. Her blue eyes are dreamy and hooded, and her head throws back as if she’s drunk with the pleasure I bring her. 
 
    “Tell me if it hurts, baby,” I say hoarsely as I fuck her harder, wondering how come I haven’t broken her delicate feminine organ with my crude male stick’s relentless pounding. 
 
    “I’m good, Daddy. No pain, no gain,” she rasps between gasps. 
 
    Fuck. Her humor turns me on more. “You like it rough? Daddy will give you rough.” 
 
    I fuck her like a wild animal driven by lust. All my blood is focused on one organ. My hips thrust of their own volition. The moment I pull out of her, her walls suck me right back in. I’m close, but I don’t want to come. I want the sensation to last. I’m addicted to her tight, gripping pussy.  
 
    But my horny girl has her own ideas. Her pussy pulses as she stiffens, and she grinds her clit on my man stick hard and fast. “I want to come. Come with me, Daddy!”  
 
    Her body stiffens as her mouth opens. Frowning, she waits for the violent storm to sweep her, and when it does, she jolts on my lap, taking my shaft with her as she rolls her hips quickly, her squeals piercing the quiet morning and silencing the birds outside. 
 
     I can’t help but share her ecstasy and erupt inside of her. 
 
    The frenzy moment lasts for a minute before we both calm down. Laila lies on top of me, her supple body pressing into my rigid muscles. I stroke her slender back.  
 
    “I love you, Daddy,” she kisses my chest. 
 
    “I love you too, baby,” I kiss her head. “Now let me make us some breakfast.” 
 
    “Okay. Don’t forget my friend will be here today and we’ll be having dinner at Mom’s house.” 
 
    Right. Her friend. I’m excited and annoyed at the same time.  
 
    “Where will she stay and how long?” I ask. 
 
    “Hard to say,” Laila says. “But she’ll stay at my mom’s house. Mom knows her too.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. She was Mom’s friend first.” 
 
    I shouldn’t be surprised. Molly lived in Houston before moving to Wild West Ranch.  
 
    “Good to know,” I say. “But you’ll come back here tonight, right?” 
 
    I know I sound like a possessive fool, but I can’t help it. 
 
    Laila giggles. “I can’t promise, Daddy. I might need a girls’ night. But you can join us.” 
 
    “No thanks,” I grumble as I go to the kitchen.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wild West Ranch has a long history. It was mostly a cattle and horse ranch for the past hundred years, but lately, we have also become a partial dude ranch. Half of the ranch’s two thousand acres of land is used for equestrian activities. We offer our guests horseback riding and lessons, rodeos, and cattle drives. 
 
    I’ll be the riding trail guide for the day because we’re short-staffed. Leo, the wrangler and riding guide, has a family emergency and can’t make it to work. I arrive at the stable in mid-morning and assign horses to the guests. It isn’t a weekend, so I’m surprised by the number of guests for the day. We have enough horses for three groups of size six. Even though most guests have riding experience, I can’t go above the limit for safety reasons.  
 
    “Folks,” I say to them. “Unfortunately, we’re short-staffed. I can only take six of you at a time. The rest will need to wait for the other trail guide. She should be here shortly.” 
 
    Hearing the grumbles around me, I text Molly. “Isn’t the new riding guide supposed to be here already? Where is she? I need someone now.”  
 
    “She’s on her way, Paul.” 
 
    She hasn’t hung up when I hear horse hooves clapping. When I look up, I see a breath-taking sight through a cloud of dust. Molly wasn’t joking when she said the woman was a good rider. Her excellent horsemanship is unquestionable, from her riding posture to her gait. Instead of going straight toward the crowd, she makes a detour and canters into the riding arena. The audience cheers when the horse races around the three barrels smoothly without tipping a single one.  
 
    All eyes are on the rider when the horse slows in front of the group. I can’t see her face clearly under the straw hat, but her long black hair cascading on her shoulders is strangely arousing as it reminds me of someone. I was too absorbed in admiring her riding skills and haven’t noticed her attire. My cock twitches when I see what she’s wearing.  A short snap-front sleeveless shirt opens practically to her bra, and shorts barely cover her hips. The rhythmic bouncing movement of her ample breasts under the tight shirt mesmerizes me, and I drool over her spectacular legs: long, smooth, and tan.  
 
    When she swings her leg over the back of the horse and dismounts confidently like a pro, she gets another round of applause.  She takes off her hat with a confident smile, bows to the crowd, and shakes her mane of black hair. We could definitely make use of her showmanship as well. My lips curve up in approval and I clap my hands. Welcome to my ranch, cowgirl. 
 
    But my smile freezes when I make out her facial features. I know her. The defiant chin, the high cheekbones, and the hazel eyes. She’s Jackie, my first girlfriend. 
 
    My stomach is in knots and all I want is to run away from here and hide in the stable, but I don’t have the time. Jackie’s eyes soon focus on me. “Hey Paul.  Long time no see. I’m sorry I was here earlier but I took a ride just to get myself familiar with the trail.” 
 
    Those dreamy eyes and pouty lips that haunted me for all those years! I’m itchy to hold her and to kiss her, but all I do is growl. The bitch left me. I remind myself and all of a sudden, I’m angry. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here?” I hiss. 
 
    She looks taken aback. Her smile freezes and eyes turn hard. “Well. Nice to see you too. I’m here to work for Molly.” 
 
    “Not without my permission,” I say. “I own the ranch too and I have a say.” 
 
    Hurt flickers in her eyes, and for a moment, she looks as if she would cry. But she holds back her tears and raises her chin. “I’m not leaving unless Molly tells me to do so. Call her.” 
 
    ‘Fine,” I pull out my phone and dial Molly’s number. Molly doesn’t answer, and I get the voicemail.  
 
    In the meantime, the guests start to complain. “Can we go now? What’s the problem, Cowboy?” 
 
    Fuck. I wait for two more rings and hang up. 
 
    “Fine, you’ll stay for now. But I don’t want to see you here tomorrow,” I say to Jackie sternly. 
 
    She doesn’t speak but turns her attention to the guests. “Ready, folks?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    I watch her lead her group away, disappearing into the trail before I start my tour. I do not want to run into Jackie again. 
 
      
 
    During the ride, my mind is a tangle of mess. I try to stay composed by being extra chatty to the guests. But whenever I’m not speaking, I think about Jackie, my high school sweetheart and the first woman I fell in love with.  
 
    Jackie’s dad owned a ranch near Wild West back then. Our parents were friends and we have known each other since we were kids. We started dating in our high school sophomore year. We used to spend time together after school and over the weekends, doing homework or farm work together, practically joined at the hip. We had our first sex right here at the stable.  
 
    And then Jackie’s dad rode the horse while drunk, got thrown off the horseback, and died. The man had fallen under heavy debt before the accident and thus the heavy consumption of alcohol. Jackie’s brothers were all still young, so her mom sold the ranch to clear the debt. Even so, they couldn’t pay off everything. Jackie was the eldest child and she found a job at a strip club in Houston to support her family.  
 
    I didn’t dream up the nightclub scene. It actually happened. I was devastated after I found out about the news. I was in my college freshman year in Houston and I went to the nightclub shortly after she got the job there. Needless to say, I lost control when I saw my girlfriend showing her tits to strangers. Shortly after that, Jackie and I broke up. I’ve never forgiven her for what she did for all these years, nor have I forgotten her. 
 
    When I return to the stable, Jackie isn’t there. I’m both disappointed and relieved. 
 
      
 
    Instead of calling Molly again, I drove to the ranch’s office. 
 
    As soon as I see Molly, I bark. “I can’t have the woman you hired.”  
 
    Molly’s eyes widen. “Why not?” 
 
    I pause. Damn. I haven’t come up with a good excuse, and I can’t tell her the real reason. 
 
    While I rack my brain, Molly smiles and puts a hand on my arm. “Is it because she was your girlfriend?” 
 
    My jaw falls. “You knew who she was? Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Would you have agreed to hire her if I’d told you?” 
 
    Damn. I’m wordless. “What are you up to, Molly?” 
 
    “Jackie is my friend and I’ve known her for a long time. She’s a good person and a great rider. She's been a riding instructor for many years. Recently, she decided she had had enough of metropolitan life, so she sold her business in Houston. I agreed to help her by offering her a job on our ranch.” 
 
    Business? What kind? Hasn’t she always been a stripper? I’m curious but I don’t ask questions.  
 
    When I’m silent, Molly speaks again, “Please, Paul. I know she’s hurt you in the past, and she regrets doing so, too. But it wasn’t her fault. It was the fastest way she could help her family. It’s been such a long time. And you’re a generous man and seldom hold grudges against anyone.  Just forgive her once, for me and for the sake of the ranch.” 
 
    I take a deep breath to calm down. Maybe Molly is right. Jackie is a great rider and a showgirl. Maybe she can attract more guests to the ranch. The thought sickens me a bit, and I groan. “Fine. But on one condition.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “She’ll need to dress decently. No shorts or revealing tops.” 
 
    Molly chuckles. “You got it, Cowboy. I’ll let her know. By the way, you’re welcome to come over to my house for dinner tonight.” 
 
    I take a second to realize Laila’s friend is also Jackie. The fact that both women I love, Molly and Laila, are Jackie’s friends vexes me. 
 
    “Thanks but I’m good. I need some alone time.” That’s a lie. I need Laila. I want to fuck her until I’m senseless.  
 
    Back in my truck, I curse loudly. It took me a long time, but I’ve gotten over Jackie just lately. Why does she come back to mess up my life again? 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After dinner, I sit in front of the TV and keep flipping channels. I miss Laila. I’ve gotten used to having her by my side in the evenings for the past week, and now, the house feels empty without her.  
 
    I hold my urge to text her, knowing she’s busy entertaining her guests. Although I’m displeased with Jackie, I respect Molly and Laila’s friend. 
 
    I try not to think of Jackie, but my thoughts keep wandering to her. As much as I hate to admit it, she’s still as gorgeous as I remember. Sixteen years have left no trace on her beautiful face. Maybe her cheekbones are sharper than before, but her body is still in good shape, at least from what I could see. 
 
    Those legs. I remember how they used to wrap around my waist as I fucked her standing and how they draped over my shoulders when I ate her pussy. I’ve fucked her in all positions I could think of, including the pretzel dip and spider. I’ve taken her ass, too, and she loved it.  
 
    Fuck. Recalling those times makes me horny. I reach to grab my junk, but then a thought comes to mind and I stop. 
 
    Instead, I quickly go to my closet and pull out an old suitcase. 
 
    Inside, I see the old DVDs I've been saving since college. I rummage through them and find the one titled Ranch Girls and insert it into the DVD player. 
 
    I select Horny Cowgirl on the menu and hit play. 
 
    Jackie’s face pops onto the screen right away. She’s sitting confidently on horseback, holding the reins in both hands. She’s wearing a professional riding outfit: Derby hat, white show shirt, black jodhpurs, and brown half chaps. She’s the sexiest equestrian I’ve ever seen in my life. The outfit hugs her curves tightly, her opulent front and luxurious backside competing for my attention.  
 
    The horse trots and Jackie rocks on its back. The camera zooms in on her splendid bosom. She isn’t wearing a bra and through the flimsy fabric, her perfect round globes with pink crests bounce to the horse’s rhythm.  
 
    My cock stiffens quickly although I’ve watched the film thousands of times. I know what comes next and I watch the screen unblinking.  Jackie slowly undoes her shirt buttons, one by one. With each button loosening, I get a better view of her luscious breasts. Staring at me with her dreamy eyes, Jackie slowly strokes her round tits as she rocks.  
 
    I pull down the waistband of my pajama pants and take out my engorged cock, my eyes not leaving the screen. In the next scene, Jackie is completely naked on horseback. She fondles her breasts and moans, her face a look of ecstasy.  
 
    Fuck. I stroke my shaft fast and raw, wishing I were the fucking horse at the moment. 
 
    An erotic film company discovered Jackie just weeks after she became a stripper, and they offered her big money for the project. It happened right after I visited the night club where she worked, and I told her if she accepted the offer, I would break up with her, but she went for it anyway. Jackie sent me the DVD right after we broke up. When I got it in the mail, I wanted to throw it away, but didn’t. Instead, I jerked off to it throughout my college years. 
 
    After returning home from college, I would watch the film once in a while but eventually forget about it.  
 
    She is so fucking gorgeous. I freeze the screen to admire her perfect hourglass figure. Despite my resentment, I’m proud to have owned that body once.  Her small waist, ample breasts and buttocks. She was nineteen at the time, a year older than Laila, but her tits are way larger than average among girls her age. They’re so full and plump they cover her entire chest, and at the same time, they don’t sag a bit despite the weight. Her nipples are pink and fat too and mouthwatering. I recall how they would harden as soon as I rolled them between my fingers. Fuck. I stroke my manhood faster and faster, and when Jackie lies down on top of the horse and opens her legs, I groan and spurt my cum all over the floor. 
 
    I don’t stop stroking until I shoot out another load. And then I stop the DVD and curse. Fuck. 
 
    Why do I still want the whore? She left me and hurt me, and destroyed my faith. I couldn’t even have another stable relationship with another woman since her. It was her fault.  
 
    I can’t let her stay on the ranch. I’ve got to find a reason to fire her. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, I go to the stable as soon as I’m done with other duties on the ranch. It’s afternoon, and Jackie is getting ready to lead her next tour. She’s wearing jeans and long sleeves. But it doesn’t really matter. Her jeans and shirt are so tight they don’t really hide her curves.  
 
    She doesn’t speak to me after a formal greeting, and then she is out of my sight.  
 
    Since Leo is back at work, I’m not really needed at the stable, but I linger to oversee the stable hand’s work, making sure they clean up the stalls completely and change the straw beddings.  
 
    The truth is, I want to monitor Jackie when she’s back. As soon as she flirts with guests, I will fire her. 
 
    When I hear the voices of the guests and the sound of horses' hooves, I go out of the stable. 
 
    Jackie is riding next to a middle-aged man and they’re talking and laughing. The man pats her arm as he speaks, and she doesn’t seem to mind. 
 
    Whore. Anger flares up inside me and I watch them closely without blinking, arms folding across my chest.  
 
    They both dismount, and then the man puts his hand on Jackie’s shoulder. “Are you sure you’re not an actress? Because I swear I’ve seen you somewhere.” 
 
    “No I’m not,” Jackie says, smiling. 
 
    The man lets go of her and says, “Well, Jackie. It’s awesome knowing you. If you ever come to Houston, you know where you can find me. Here’s my number just in case you want to get together for a drink. He hands her a business card. 
 
    “Sure, Bob,” Jackie says, taking the card. 
 
    Bob walks a few steps and then whirls around, pointing a finger at Jackie. “I know where I’ve seen you! You’re the cowgirl stripper!” 
 
    The crowd has more or less dispersed, but a few guests are still around. 
 
    “What’re you talking about?” Jackie’s face turns red. 
 
    “Yes, that was you. Wow baby, you’re stunning. I have the entire collection of Ranch Girls. I love every single one, but you’re my favorite. Boy I must’ve watched the film a million times…” 
 
    He doesn’t get to finish the sentence because I serve him a punch before that. 
 
    His neck snaps to the side as I take him by surprise, and blood gushes out of his nostrils. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he growls and lunges at me, but I dodge that and he falls onto the ground. He springs up right away and grabs my arm, and soon we grapple on the ground, straddling each other and punching at each other’s faces. I hear Jackie scream, telling us to stop but I don’t pay her any attention. I have blood all over my face, too, but I don’t stop fighting until Leo and another guest step in and pull us apart. 
 
    “You insulted my employee, you mother fucker,” I growl at Bob while Leo grabs my arms. “You’re lucky I didn't call the sheriff. Get lost and never show up on my ranch again!” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” the man curses. “I’ll never come back, you bet. And I’ll tell everyone I know to do the same.” 
 
    He says, stepping toward his car while wiping blood off his face. 
 
    With the help of the stable hand, we unsaddle the horses and put them back to their stalls. After we groom the animals, Leo and the stable boy say goodbye and soon I’m left alone with Jackie. 
 
    She hasn’t spoken to me after the incident, but I felt her eyes on me often. 
 
    I refill the water buckets in the stalls once again before I leave. When I’m at the door, Jackie is leaning against the wall next to it and watches me intently.  
 
    It’s getting awkward having her nearby without speaking. So I say to her, “Why are you still here? You need anything?” 
 
    She bites her lip. “Just want to say thank you.” 
 
    Her voice is low and husky and it makes my stomach flutter. I clear my throat. “For what? For not firing you or for beating up that asshole?” 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “You haven’t changed a bit, Paul, still so grumpy and impulsive.” 
 
    I recall that was what she said after I made the scene at the nightclub. “Are you saying I’m immature?” 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, Paul, to have hurt you back then. I appreciate your protectiveness, but not the fighting. You could’ve just told him to shut up.” 
 
    I grunt. “I’m not good with words,” I say, glancing at her. We’re standing very closely, and I clench my hands into fists so they don’t do what I want to do. Namely, touch her. 
 
    The air is charged with electricity and I can barely stand it longer. I turn to walk away but Jackie raises a hand and strokes my cheek. “You’ve got mud on your face and your neck.” 
 
    Her hand roams over me as she brushes the dirt off my face first, and then my neck and my chest. Her soft touch sends shivers down my spine and I grip her wrist. “Stop it, Jackie,” I say in a gruff voice. 
 
    She gazes at me with those dreamy hazel eyes, melting me. “I’ve missed you, Paul. Can you forgive me, please?” 
 
    I grunt and pull her to me, crashing my lips on hers and suck them voraciously. Jackie moans in my embrace and hugs me tighter as she kisses me with equal passion. Her large breasts mash against my chest, and my manhood jolts in response. I don’t wait to rip open her snap buttons and feel her lush breasts clad in laces. I pause from the kiss to look at her. Fuck me. I’ve never forgotten how good they look. And of course, watching her porn videos thousands of times helped.  
 
    “You’re so fucking beautiful, baby,” I murmur as I pull down her lace.  
 
    My cock is bursting with lust as her twin mounds spring free and jiggle in front of me. Before we broke up, she was already above average size, and now they’ve grown at least one more size up. And they haven’t changed in their shapes, still so round and firm, dropping just a bit at the bottom because of the weight. 
 
    My mouth watering and my dick pulsing, I lean over to taste the lush melons. I stroke the cherry tip and the dusty areola with the tip of my tongue, watching Jackie’s eyes turn stormy as her whimpers become needy. 
 
    She cradles my face in her hands. “Oh Paul, baby. I’ve missed you so much.” 
 
    While sucking her breasts, my hands palm her round ass greedily through the cumbersome denim of her jeans, wishing she were wearing shorts instead. I slip my hands under her waistband instead and feel her smooth skin. 
 
    Jackie reaches a hand to unbutton her jeans, and in no time, the garment is off her and she stands in front of me in her lacy thong. Fuck. I tug on the strings playfully as I knead her bubble butt cheeks. I swipe a finger along her drenched fabric and hear her urgent gasps. 
 
    “Fuck me, Paul, please. Here. Now,” she begs in a husky voice. 
 
    I don’t hesitate to carry her into an empty stall and lay her down on the new bedding.  
 
    I’m on my knees, help her shimmy out of her thong right away and spread her legs open. 
 
    I stare at her wet, glistening center in awe for a moment, lost in memory.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asks. 
 
    “Nothing,” I say. “I remember our first time.” 
 
    I was working at the stable in my high school sophomore year, and Jackie hung out with me a lot. She helped me with chores, but mostly we made out. 
 
    “You still remember it?” she grins. 
 
    “Of course, baby,” I say. “Every fucking detail, including me coming in my pants because I couldn’t get your clothes off you soon enough.” 
 
    She giggles. She was wearing jeans with multiple buttons and the buttons were tight. 
 
    “Now I’m all ready and ripe, Cowboy,” she says, spreading her legs wider. “What’re you waiting for?” 
 
    I growl. I can’t wait to take my cock out but I also want to lick her juices first. 
 
    “I’m not as impulsive as before, baby. I’m a patient man now.” I say as I take both of her legs and drape them over my shoulders, making her gasp with delight. I then bury my nose in her enticing sex and sniff deeply. “You smell just the same as I remember, baby.” I then stick out my tongue and lick her thoroughly, from the bottom of her crotch to the top, sucking all the honey off her petals.  
 
    Jackie writhes on the straw-matted floor. “Oh Paul. Yes. I want more. More please!” She raises her pelvis up as if to give me easy consumption, her clit hitting my nose tip and intoxicating me with her tangy female scent. 
 
    I groan and swirl my tongue around her sensitive button to make her moan even louder. She jolts at my touch and cups her breast with one hand while grasping a handful of straws with the other. 
 
    I cup her other breast and squeeze it and pinch her hard nipple, knowing she needs it. 
 
    Jackie’s female canal turns into a rich fountain, releasing juices in a constant flow and I drink them greedily. When I tease the entrance of her pussy with my tongue, she tenses and squirts a large splash onto my face. 
 
    I wait until she relaxes before putting her legs down. Her breathing is still quick when she strokes my face. “It was fantastic, Paul. Now let me see you.” She reaches up to undo my jeans and pulls down my boxer briefs. 
 
    My cock is so large I know I wouldn’t last long. I might come under her gaze. 
 
    Her eyes shine with excitement. “Ohmygod, Paul. You’ve grown, too. It’s at least two inches longer than I remember!” 
 
    I laugh. “You’re responsible for the growth, baby. Now suck me.” 
 
    Her eyes darken. “I like the way you speak, too, Paul. You have turned into a real man.” 
 
    She kneels in front of me and wraps her pouty lips around the tip. 
 
    I groan as I grip her shoulders. “Fuck. I miss your mouth too, baby.” 
 
    Jackie used to joke that my cock was her favorite lollipop and that she preferred it to any other candy. 
 
    She would have me in her mouth every chance she got and everywhere, including my dad’s pick-up truck and town center bathrooms.  
 
    Because of her plenty of practice, Jackie deep-throats me with ease without any gags or rejection. Her narrow esophagus welcomes me warmly as I slide down. I feel like coming home. “Fuck, Jackie. My girl. You feel so fucking good.” 
 
    Jackie mumbles something in her throat and lets me slide out until her tongue reaches my tip. She swirls her tongue around my mushroom head over and over, reminding me how I used to love the playful gesture. And I know what she’ll do next. She grazes it lightly with her teeth while watching me with her dreamy eyes. My cock starts to throb, and her hands are now cupping my balls. She scrapes my balls with her nails, again lightly but teasingly.  
 
    “Ahh. Fuck me. Little vixen. Stop teasing me. I don’t want to come in your mouth. I want your pussy.” 
 
    She stops what she’s doing and smirks. Letting go of my cock, she turns around and gets on all fours. 
 
    “Is doggie still your favorite position?” she asks, glancing at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Fuck yes, baby,” I say as I spank her ass playfully, my cock expanding an inch longer at the sight of her pink pucker hole. I remember how tight it felt. Damn. I’ve owned every inch of this gorgeous body. It was why losing her was such a blow to me and why I couldn’t find a replacement for Jackie for years. 
 
    My precum drips down on her lovely butt crack and she coos. I rub it over her hole. “Want me to take your ass, baby?” 
 
    She pauses for a second. “Not today, Paul. I haven’t done it since you and it would require some prep before I could take your fat cock there. Besides, my pussy is aching for you.” 
 
    I grunt, pleased by the information. But I tease her pink hole for a moment longer before moving my finger to her front. She isn’t lying. Her pussy is eager to have me and is practically raining for me. Her juices are dripping down onto my hand the moment I cup her sex. 
 
    I groan so loud that a horse in the next stall snorts a complaint. Poor fellow, he must be wondering what’s going on.  
 
    I thrust a finger into Jackie’s pussy first, to feel the place I’ve dreamed of for so many years. When I was still a teen, I took it for granted and I thought it was mine and would always be mine. Not until I lost it, did I realize I was an arrogant fool. It wasn’t my fault that Jackie had to become a stripper, but it was when I didn’t support her decision. I could’ve at least stopped myself from going to that strip club to see her and to get angry. 
 
    I was such a fool. All she did was to show her stunning assets and make good use of it. She was a showgirl, not a whore. So what was the problem? I should’ve been proud of my privilege of being the only man she allowed to have her. 
 
    Instead, I left her to fend herself in the sinful Houston nightclub.  
 
    Now, the amazing woman comes back to me. She’s faithful to me. She might’ve been with other guys but she’s mine again. 
 
    Bringing my cock to her sodden pussy, I thrust into her slowly and deeply, remembering the geography of her womanhood. She’s as tight as I remember. Her pussy muscles are strong and gripping. It feels as if she’s milking me with a slippery but strong hand. 
 
    My cock pulses right away. Oh no. I can’t come so fast. I take a deep breath to calm down. And then I pull out and thrust again. Jackie wriggles her ass as I push and she grinds her plump cheeks on my thighs and my balls. Fuck baby, I groan as I slap her ass cheeks each time when she does that, branding her with my fingerprints. “Still so naughty.” 
 
    She giggles while moaning. “And you’re still so virile. Fill me, Cowboy.” 
 
    I lean forward to press my chest on her back and grab her tits that are swaying like two large milk bags. I love to feel the weight of them in my hands. I squeeze the firm mass and roll the nipples between my fingers.  
 
    “Oh Paul. Stop playing with my tits and fuck me harder, please. I need to come.” 
 
    I chuckle. Impatient girl. I let go of her tits and straighten up, gripping her hips, I pull out first and then plunge into her to the hilt, my balls slapping against her butt cheeks. Jackie lets out a low and satisfying moan. But the way she grinds on my shaft tells me she wants more. I rock back and forth, ramming her hard and deep while her ass slaps my thighs each time I plunge into her. Jackie clenches her pussy and squeezes my shaft with her velvety grip. She moans while fisting the bedding. I still can’t believe I’m having my lost girlfriend back. Her lush wavy black hair ripples over her shoulders with bits of straw on it, just like in the old days. My first love and my goddess who owned my cock as much as I owned her pussy, even during our years apart.  
 
    I pound her harder and deeper. Jackie has always been a wild girl, and she can take me as long as I can take her. Even so, I ask, “Are you tired, baby? Want to lie down?” 
 
    “No, Paul. I’m good. Keep fucking me, baby.” 
 
    I pump faster, my loud grunts echoing in the stable. The horses are all quiet as if in awe of our vigorous copulation.   
 
    Jackie’s moans echo mine. “Yes, yes, Paul. Fuck me, fill me!”  
 
    A wild thought possesses me at the moment. I want to fill her with my seed. That will ensure she’s mine. Although we were horny teenagers, I was always careful not to get Jackie pregnant. I pulled out most of the time and came inside her only when she was in a safe phase.  
 
    Over the years after we broke up, I often wished I had been less careful. If she had my baby, I could’ve kept her. I might have even married her. 
 
    But I don’t own her anymore, do I? “Want me to pull out, Baby?” 
 
    “No!” she cries. “Come inside me. Fill me with your seed, Paul.” 
 
    And her pussy clamps down on me as if trying to keep me from leaving. “Fuck,” I grunt as my cum rushes out of me without control, filling her fertile womb.  
 
    Jackie’s pussy pulses in an even more powerful wave, making me come over and over. I slowly pull out of her and she falls on her elbows, her face buries into the straws, her ass high, cum dripping down her thighs.  
 
     I stamp a kiss on each cheek before lying down next to her. “You’re fantastic, baby.” I pull her to me. 
 
    I lie down next to her to rest. I cuddle her and kiss her. “Baby. I’m glad you came back.” 
 
    “You are?” she smiles. “I thought you were still mad at me.” 
 
    “I was. Still am, a little. You can’t blame me, baby. You have no idea how terrible it feels to see those men eyeing you….” 
 
    She puts a finger on my lips. “I know, Paul. And I’m sorry! But I had no choice. It was the fastest way to make money. I didn’t do it for long. Only two years. And I didn’t let any customer touch me. I didn’t go beyond stripping.” 
 
    Knowing this certainly makes me feel better. “What did you do after that?” 
 
    “I opened a tattoo parlor.” 
 
    “Right. Laila told me that. How did you get acquainted with Molly?” 
 
    “Through a customer.” She goes on to tell me how she met Molly and some other anecdotes about her life in Houston. I listen intently, wishing I was with her all these times.  
 
    “Why did you have to sell the shop? Not doing well?” I ask after she stops talking. 
 
    She shakes her head. “It was doing really well.  The reason is that I missed ranch life, and I missed you. Molly kept telling me you were still single.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you come back sooner, then?”  
 
    “I didn’t think you would still want me. Besides, Molly didn’t know about us until recently. I didn’t tell her. And I was with a guy for a while.” 
 
    My stomach clenches even though I shouldn’t be surprised. Jackie is a gorgeous, sexy, desirable woman. I wouldn’t be surprised if she were seeing many guys at the same time.  
 
    My silence shows my annoyance. Jackie turns to face me and kisses me on the lips. “Paul. I’ve been with other guys, but I’ve never loved them. You are my first, and my heart belongs to you.” 
 
    I kiss her again as regret fills my heart. If only I had been more understanding and patient. I could’ve spared us lots of heartbreaks and longings. “I’m so sorry, Jackie. I wish I hadn’t left you.” 
 
    “Stop it, Paul. It’s pointless to regret. We were both young back then. What’s important is that I'm back. Do you want me back?” 
 
    I gaze into her mesmerizing hazel eyes and nod. “Hell yes, baby. And I’m not going to let you leave me again.” 
 
    I haven’t finished speaking when my cowgirl flips me to my back and straddles me. “I’m going to ride you, Paul. I’ve missed it too.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I drive toward Molly’s house at sundown. She told me to go over for another welcome dinner for Jackie because I skipped the first one. 
 
    It’s been days since Jackie was back in my life and I feel as if I‘ve dreamed the whole thing up. Although we haven’t had sex again, I can hardly get my hands off her whenever we’re alone at the stable. There’s little doubt I’m going to keep the gorgeous woman on the ranch, but I have no idea how to tell Laila about Jackie. Although Molly gives me knowing looks whenever I’m with Jackie, I’m not sure how Laila would take it. Jackie doesn’t mind what’s between me and the girl, but would Laila be willing to share me with her friend as well? 
 
    Thus, it’s with trepidation when I ring Molly’s doorbell. 
 
    Laila shows up at the door within seconds. 
 
    “Paul!” she says and throws herself into my arms, kissing me. “You’re late.” 
 
    I chuckle. “You sound like you haven’t seen me for years.”  
 
    She giggles. “Not since this morning.” 
 
    “Come,” she says. “They’re in the yard.” 
 
    “Where’s dinner?” 
 
    “It’s in the oven,” she says. “Mom’s still roasting the chicken.” 
 
    I follow her to the yard but don’t see the other two girls until a moment later. 
 
    They’re lying on the grass not far from the patio, under an oak tree. 
 
    “Looks relaxing,” I say. I’m about to yell, but Laila shushes me.  
 
    “They’re busy, can’t you see?” 
 
    I squint my eyes to see better, and then I gasp. The two women are in each other’s arms, kissing and moaning. 
 
    Molly’s hand is in Jackie’s shirt, feeling her breast. And Jackie’s is under Molly’s skirt. 
 
    My jaw falls to the floor and I have a hard time dragging my eyes away. I look at Laila, expecting an explanation. 
 
    “I told you,” she says with a naughty smile. “Mom and Jackie are good friends.” 
 
    “That’s not what friends do,” I say. Fuck me. They’re more than that. 
 
    “I know,” Laila nods. “But they do.” 
 
    “How long have they been doing that?” 
 
    She shrugs. “I don’t know. I’ve discovered it just lately. They've known each other for at least five years.”  
 
    Fuck me. I plod down onto a lawn chair and Laila doesn’t wait to straddle my lap. 
 
    While Laila kisses me, my eyes are on the pair of lovers on the lawn. The funny thing is I can’t be jealous because I love both of them.  
 
    Jackie’s shirt is off her now, and Molly is spooning her while palming her breasts. Jackie’s ass pushes into Molly’s crotch, and Molly rubs her creamy leg on top of her friend's tan one. 
 
    Fuck me, my cock throbs. And Laila doesn’t wait to unzip my jeans.  
 
    When Molly straddles Jackie, I get to see her gorgeous breasts for the first time in my life. 
 
    They’re teardrop-shaped, no less magnificent than Jackie’s, and they jiggle as she rocks her hips. I can’t see the details, but I know they are grinding each other’s genitals. Imagining two hot pussies on top of one another, their juices mingling and their clits matching, ignites a wildfire in my groin, and it consumes me rapidly. 
 
    When Laila’s mouth wraps around my engorged cock, it jolts instantly and shoots a load of cream into her mouth. 
 
    Laila’s eyes widen as she swallows.  
 
    “I’m sorry, baby,” I say.  
 
    She shakes her head. “You’re turned on, daddy.” 
 
    “I am,” I say sheepishly. 
 
    She kisses me. “No need to be embarrassed, Daddy. I know about your affection for my mom and your past with Jackie.” 
 
    I groan. I underestimated my little girl’s loving capacity. 
 
    “You don’t mind it?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “Not at all. I’m glad you love all of us, because we all love you.” 
 
    “Really? Including your mom?” 
 
    She nods. “She doesn't say, but I know she does. The way she gazes at you is different from how she looks at Bill.” 
 
    I’m pleased and again resentful that Bill has what I want. 
 
    “I can’t have her,” I say. 
 
    “Mom is planning to leave Bill,” she says with a wriggle of eyebrows. 
 
    “She is?” I’m overjoyed. 
 
    I hear low moans over the oak tree and see Jackie jolting on the ground while Molly’s back arches and her mouth forms an O. 
 
    After that, Molly lies back down, and the two women kiss each other. 
 
    Hell. I could get used to watching this.  
 
    “Mom says you’re going to stay the night here with us, too,” Laila says with a mischievous smile. 
 
    Fuck me. How did I get so lucky? 
 
    She stands up. “Let’s go. The chicken should be ready. We’re going to have a long night, Daddy.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Thanks for reading Cowgirl Stripper. 
 
    Please leave a rating on Amazon and let me know how satisfied you are. 
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