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    I park my truck in front of the ranch office and storm toward the building before the car door slams shut.  We need to plan for our annual cattle branding that will start in just a few days. I’ve been trying to get hold of my brother, Bill, but the asshole took off and went to Vegas over the weekend. Technically, ranch owners don’t have weekends because livestock don’t, but my irresponsible brother has never cared about the family business.  
 
    A lanky young man I don’t recognize is standing by the office door. 
 
    “Howdy. You must be Mr. Davison. I spoke to you over the phone. I’m Marco, here for a job interview,” the lad says. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Marco,” I say. Well, at least Bill hasn’t forgotten to hire more helping hands. I put out a hand for him to shake. “But my brother is the person you spoke to, not me. And he should be here soon. Come in and have a seat.” 
 
    Actually, I have no idea when Bill will be here. I wouldn’t be surprised if he didn’t show up all day at all. I only hope he’s back from Vegas and hasn’t gambled away the ranch. 
 
    Our dad passed away when I was still in college, and Bill, five years my senior, took over the business. After I got my degree, I was going to find employment elsewhere but ended up being Bill’s manager.  
 
    Marco thanks me and sits down. I step outside the office to call Bill. He picks up the phone after three rings.  
 
    “Hey Bill, a lad is here for a job interview. Are you back home?” 
 
    I hear beeps, chimes, and whirls of spinning wheels in the background and know the answer to my question. 
 
    “Not for another week, Paul, Bill says with a cheerful, loud voice. “I’ve just gotten here.” 
 
    “You must be kidding!” I shout. “What about the ranch and the branding?”  
 
    “Cut me some slack,” Bill chuckles. “I haven’t taken a break since dad’s passing. It’s time for you to be on your own.” 
 
    “That’s a lie. Bill,” I say. “You take vacations every chance you get. Your whole life is a vacation. You were in Vegas just two months ago.”   
 
    “Calm down, baby bro. You can manage without me. And you’ve got Molly.” 
 
    The mention of his wife touches my sore spot. She’s been doing all the work for him over the years. “You can’t do this to us again, Bill.” I hiss over the phone. “Come back to work.” 
 
    “No, Paul. I’m sorry, I’ve got to go.” Bill ignores my request and hangs up. 
 
    What the fuck. I curse as I end the call. Instead of going back to the office, I stand where I am and imagine how good it would feel if I could smash a fist into Bill’s face. 
 
    Why do I put up with the jerk over and over and for so fucking long? I don’t have to stay here to work for him. I can sell him my share of the ranch and take off. I can purchase a smaller ranch in Texas or in other states or work for others and get less stress. 
 
    I glance at the breath-taking landscape around me and take in the two thousand acres of rolling plains and lush pasture as much as possible. I was born here on the ranch my ancestors built a hundred years ago and spent most of my life here. I’ve been away from home for college, and I’ve traveled to other parts of the country, but I’ve never enjoyed being in places other than home.   
 
    “Is everything okay?” Marco’s voice interrupts my thoughts. I don’t even know when he came out of the office. “I’m sorry I couldn’t help but overhear your phone conversation. I could come back later if necessary.” 
 
    “Oh no,” I say. “Just stay here. I’m gonna call Bill’s wife. She’ll take care of you.” 
 
    I tap on my phone again to locate Molly’s number when her truck rolls into my vision.  
 
    “Actually, there she is,” I mumble. My throat feels dry and balls tight before I even see the woman who’s been giving me wet dreams since I first met her. 
 
    “Great.” Marco smiles. 
 
    I look away for a second until I hear Molly’s boots crushing the gravel path. And then I glance her way. Molly wears a pair of jeans that hug her shapely legs and broad hips tightly, and her lush tits strain her paisley pearl snap shirt. I’m mesmerized by the seductive rhythm of her gait as she makes her way toward us, and her long blonde hair flutters under her beige Resistols hat.  
 
    When I hear a soft whistle from Marco, I glare at him. The lad’s pupils dilate and lips part, practically drooling at the sight of the gorgeous MILF. “Go inside and have a seat. She’ll be with you soon.” 
 
    The guy gets the messages and returns to the office.  
 
    “Hi Paul,” Molly gives me an alluring smile when she gets close enough.  
 
    I try not to let her orange blossom fragrance wake any improper thoughts. “Hi, Molly. Someone is here for a job interview and Bill isn’t in.” 
 
    Molly sighs. “It’s my fault. I should’ve stopped him, but he told me he would be back in two days. I knew I shouldn’t trust him.” 
 
    Seeing how upset she is, I put a hand on her arm. “It’s not your fault. And we can do without him.” 
 
    “True,” she says with an eye roll. “He doesn’t do much even when he’s around anyway.” 
 
    Molly sits down at a table and asks Marco some questions about his previous experiences. The lad is eager to have the job, although he is not very experienced. He doesn’t seem to be a good rider, although he might be good at handling fancy equipment. My intuition is not to hire him, but then we need all the help we can get for the time being. 
 
    After hearing no objections from me, Molly decides to give Marco a chance and starts to discuss his work schedule and duties. I sit down on a sofa on the other side of the office and wait. 
 
    As always, I have a hard time keeping my eyes away from my brother’s wife. Fifteen years ago, Molly came to work for the ranch as a ranch manager assistant when she was a single mom with her three-year-old daughter. Two months after her arrival, Bill proposed to her. The lucky bastard. If only I had come home for the spring break. Instead, I followed a friend from college and went with him to Florida. By the time I was home for the summer, Bill had already put a ring on Molly’s finger. 
 
    Although I learned later that my mom had made the match between Molly and Bill to keep the competent woman in the family and to save the ranch, I have never stopped chastising myself for not coming home that spring break.  If I had, I would’ve done all I could to make Molly mine instead of letting my playboy brother ruin her life. 
 
    I’m still lamenting my lost chance when I hear Molly’s voice saying to Marco. “Paul is the ranch manager and he’ll go over the details with you.” 
 
    I tell Marco to wait for me outside.  
 
    “We need to hire one more riding guide,” I say to Molly once we’re alone.  
 
    Molly nods. “I know. I’ve already found one. She’s going to start next week.”  
 
    “She? A woman?” 
 
    “Yep. And you’re going to love her,” she says with a mysterious smirk that makes me curious.  
 
    “What’s so special about her?” I chuckle. 
 
    “Oh you’ll see, cowboy,” she says teasingly. “She’s beautiful and a great rider.” 
 
    Damn. The woman drives me crazy. I know what she’s up to. Molly tries to hook me up with girls all the time.  
 
    “If you’re planning what I think you are, you’d better stop, Molly. I’m not interested.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure about yourself, cowboy. We’ll seek,” she winks. “She’s got everything you need.” 
 
    My cheeks were warm. What the hell is she talking about? “Be serious, Molly. What I want isn’t important. It’s what the ranch needs.”    
 
    “I know. She’s great with horses and even better with men. She’ll give you what I can’t, Paul,” she says with a mischievous smile. 
 
    Fuck me. Does Molly know about my secret obsession with her? I stand up abruptly. “I’d better get going. Marco is waiting.” 
 
    “Okay,” Molly says with a chuckle. “And by the way, school is over, and Laila is back home for the summer. Tomorrow is her eighteenth birthday and we’re gonna celebrate it with her friends. Would you like to join us for dinner?” 
 
    I stop in my tracks. Say no. Say no! I recall the naughty girl and her beautiful body and my dick jolts. Laila tried to seduce me three years ago and I almost lost all self-control. Good thing that Molly’s parents in Houston insist Laila live with them and go to a high school in the city. Otherwise, I would have a much tougher time.  She comes home over the weekends, but I have avoided seeing her most of the time.  
 
    “Please say yes,” Molly says. “You’re more of a daddy to her than Bill is, and she misses you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I say, forcing a smile. “I need to get her a present first. What would she like?” 
 
    “You don’t need to bring anything, but she’d love anything you bring her.” 
 
    On my way to the stable with Marco, my mind is filled with Laila. I fell in love with the little girl the first time I met her. She was in Molly’s arms, pretty as a doll. 
 
    I saw her grow into a beautiful young woman. Bill wasn’t good with kids and seldom spent time with his stepdaughter, so I took over the role. Molly would call me daddy and Bill by his name. I recall the fact with a proud smile.  But then the girl kissed me on her fifteenth birthday and stripped for me. After that, my thoughts about her became dirty and I was too ashamed to see her.  
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    I finish work earlier than usual and drive to the town center near the ranch to get a gift for Laila. I then go home, shower, and make myself presentable before going to Laila’s birthday party. 
 
    By the time I get to Bill’s house, it’s seven. I smell the aroma of barbecue and hear girls’ laughter and giggles before even getting to the front door. 
 
    I’ve been to Bill’s house quite often but seldom when he’s away. I ring the doorbell and wait, my heart beating hard as inappropriate thoughts invade my head. I might be able to get some alone moments with Molly. Even though I know Molly is too good a woman to cross any line, the possibility excites me. 
 
    “Hi Paul,” Molly opens the door for me promptly. She’s wearing a sundress with a plunging neckline, showing her mouth-watering cleavage. Her long hair is put up into a bun, tempting me with her shapely neck that I’ve often dreamed of kissing. “I thought you would never show up.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say, dragging my eyes up to meet her sky blue eyes. “I went to the mall to get Laila a gift and it took longer than planned.” 
 
    “Oh you’re so sweet,” she says. “Come on in.” 
 
    I grunt when she pulls me to her for a hug, her lush breasts crushing into my hard chest. 
 
    I should pull away but I don’t. Damn. She smells of spices and baked goods, and I can’t get enough of it. I take a few deep sniffs instead. My raging hard-on pressing into her soft belly, I grasp the small of her back and resist the temptation to slide a hand down to feel her tempting buttocks. 
 
    I contemplate how good it would feel to pin her against the wall and fuck her right here. Molly wriggles and laughs softly. “You’re crushing me, Cowboy.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I say with a warm face.  
 
    “Is that Paul?” the chirping voice gets both of our attention. 
 
    We pull away the moment Laila rushes into the living room from the backyard. 
 
    As soon as I see the little girl with baby blue eyes in a white ruffle trim top over a daisy print mini skirt, her messy blonde hair caressing her bare shoulders, I know I’m in trouble. 
 
    I haven’t seen Laila for at least five months. She looks a lot curvier than I remember and no less adorable.  I try not to, but my memory replays itself without my permission: in slow motion, Laila unzips her dress, lets it fall, and stands in front of me with her small, firm breasts waiting eagerly to be caressed.  
 
    I take a deep breath to bring my thoughts out of the gutter. “Hi, Laila,” I say, faking a calm voice. “Happy birthday.” 
 
    I hand her the gift I brought, and she can’t wait to open it.  
 
    Molly and Laila both gasp when they see the necklace. “It’s beautiful! Thank you, Paul. Can you put it on for me, please?” Laila asks. 
 
    “Of course, sweetheart.” 
 
     I take the silver necklace with a flower charm in my thick fingers and carefully loop it around Laila’s smooth and delicate neck. Laila stands still like a submissive puppy. A strange excitement spreads through my gut and I feel as if I’m claiming the little girl by tagging her. 
 
    “I’d better go check on our guests. Come get some food, Paul,” Molly says as I’m clasping the necklace.  
 
    “Thanks, Molly, I will. I’m starving,” I say. 
 
    As soon as I’m done, Laila runs back to the bathroom to check herself in the mirror and then comes back. “I love it, Paul. Thanks!” She wraps her arms around my neck, climbs me, and stamps kisses all over my face, just like she’s been doing since she was little.  
 
    I chuckle. It feels just like the old times, except she isn’t the little girl anymore. “I’m glad you like it, Laila. Now let’s go to the yard. Your friends are waiting for you.” 
 
    “No. They don’t need me,” she says and wraps her legs around my waist as well. “I haven’t seen you for a long time, Paul. And I’ve missed you.” 
 
    I cup her ass with both hands by instinct to support her, and even with a layer of cotton between us, she feels good. It’s all I can do not to squeeze her butt cheeks.  
 
    She buries her face in my neck and sniffs deeply. “You smell so good. Paul. Is that the cologne Mom bought you for Christmas?” 
 
    “Yep,” I say and try to will my raging hard-on to shrink. Damn, she feels good in my arms. I don’t mind holding her like this forever.  
 
    But the little blood in my brain helps, and I quickly push away my dirty thoughts.  
 
     “You’ve gained weight, sweetheart. I’m having a hard time holding you,” I lie in order to get her off me. 
 
    “Liar,” she says and doesn’t get down. “You’re strong enough to lift a cow.” 
 
    She bounces a bit in my arms as if to test my strength, and as she does that, she grounds on my cock, too.  
 
    I groan the moment the naughty girl gasps. “Ohmygod. Is that your boner, Paul?” she whispers into my ear.  
 
    “Fuck. Are you teasing me, little girl?” 
 
    “What if I am? Daddy?” 
 
    I groan. Laila has called me daddy from time to time since she was little, but today, the endearment doesn’t sound innocent at all, and it turns me on. 
 
    Her short shirt has ridden up, and my hands are in direct contact with her skin. 
 
    I can’t help myself anymore. I palm her plump round cheeks. Laila coos. “Mmm, don’t stop, Daddy. I love your rough hands. You feel good.” 
 
    Fuck me. The little vixen will turn me into a criminal soon. 
 
    My cock throbs and threatens to explode in my pants. 
 
    “Paul, ready for some food?” Molly shouts from the backdoor.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I answer in a hurry, grateful for the distraction. “Give me just a minute!” 
 
    Laila loosens her grasp on me reluctantly. As soon as she’s off me, I excuse myself and run into the bathroom. 
 
    It doesn’t take me long to jack off. After I’m done, I run hot water and splash it over my face. Damn. A great start for the evening. “Pull yourself together,” I mumble to my reflection in the mirror. 
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    I take the plate of barbecued drumsticks and corn on the cob from Molly’s hands and sit down at a table on the porch next to her.  
 
    Molly opens a can of beer for me. “I can’t believe time passes just like that. Laila is eighteen. We’ve been here at Wild West for fifteen years already,” she says, shaking her head as she watches Laila and her childhood friends play their silly teenage games. 
 
    I swallow down my bite and nod. “Unbelievable,” I say as I recall Laila in pigtails and princess dresses just a few years ago. And then I remember how good her young body felt in my arms, and my cock grows again. I shift in my seat to hide it. 
 
    Luckily, Molly doesn’t notice my boner. Her attention is on her daughter. “It seems I got here just yesterday, begging for a job. Ricardo, the ranch manager at the time, told me they didn’t have any work for a woman, but your mom was kind enough to take me in, giving me a job and a home. Of course, I was so desperate I told her I would do anything. I could mend fences or clean the barn, move and herd cattle, and vaccinate and castrate them too, even though I had never done any of those. When your mom told me she could use some help to manage the office work, I was so happy I promised I would do anything for her to repay her kindness.” 
 
    I nod. Mom told me the whole thing, and she also told me how lucky she was to have Molly, who turned out to be hardworking and a quick learner. Within just a month, she was able to handle everything, not just the office work but ranch operation and cattle management as well.  
 
    Molly was so good she replaced Ricardo soon after she got the job. And of course, she kept her words and agreed to marry Bill when Mom asked her to. 
 
    “Mom always said you were a godsend to us,” I say to her. 
 
    “God bless her soul,” Molly murmurs. “Your mom was so good to me.” 
 
    “Would you rather be Justin Bieber or Justin Timberlake's girlfriend?” I hear Laila’s friend Emma’s voice. 
 
    “Justin Timberlake,” Laila says without hesitation. “He’s hotter.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Emma exclaims. “He’s so old.” 
 
    Laila shrugs and glances my way. “I like older guys.” 
 
    Fuck. My boner is back and I hold back a smirk.  
 
    Molly chuckles at her daughter’s comment. “Silly girl,” she says and stands up. “Okay, it’s time for some cakes, girls.” 
 
    After cutting the birthday cake, Laila’s friends take leaves. Emma stays behind to wait for her mom to pick her up, only to be told later that their car wouldn’t start. I volunteer to take her home. 
 
    “No, I’ll take care of it,” Molly says as she stands up. “You stay here and catch up with Laila.” 
 
    Damn. I sink back to the chair, feeling hot and bothered again. Alone with Laila? What happened three years ago flashes in my mind again.  
 
    I take the dishes back to the kitchen while Laila says goodbye to her friend outside. After I’m done, I go back to the porch.  
 
    I haven’t even gotten a chance to relax when the door creaks open and Laila steps out. 
 
    She sits on my lap uninvited, her soft ass right on top of my boner. Fuck.  
 
    “I’m eighteen now, Paul!” she whispers into my ear. 
 
    My cock jolts. I know what she’s getting at. I told her she was too young last time. 
 
    I should push her away but I don’t. “Congratulations, little girl,” I say instead. 
 
    “Thanks,” she says, her hot breath tickling my neck. “Now that I’m home. Am I going to see you more often?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Fuck. It’s all I can do not to let my hands travel down her enticing body. 
 
    “I love the necklace,” she says, fingering the gift I bought her. “It feels like I have your hand wrapping around my neck all the time. It feels like I belong to you.” 
 
    I inhale sharply. “Laila. Don’t talk silly.” 
 
    “I’m not silly,” she pouts and rocks on my lap, grinding my cock. “I want you, Paul. And I know you want me too.” 
 
    “Stop it, Laila.” I put a hand on her back and another on her hip, pressing her tightly into my body so she can’t move. “You’re like a daughter to me. We can’t do this.” 
 
    She gazes at me for a moment, and then, without warning, kisses my lips. 
 
    Holy shit. I make an attempt to pull back, but the brat wouldn’t let me. And frankly, I don’t have any room to avoid her. Her lips brush against mine and she moans. 
 
    Fuck me. I grunt as my lust overrules reason. I kiss her back, opening my mouth to suck her sweet lips.  
 
    My cock is so stiff it stretches the denim of my jeans. As my grasp on her loosens, Laila grinds on me again. Fuck me. My hands roam over her nubile body. Through her flimsy shirt, the porch light illuminates her high, round tits tipped with dusky nipples. As she rocks on my cock, the perfect globes jiggle as if tempting me. 
 
    I swallow. “Where is your bra? Naughty girl?”  
 
    “I took it off,” she says in a husky voice. “It’s too tight. My boobs grow so fast I need new bras every year.” 
 
    Fuck. I free a hand to cup one of them. It fits me perfectly. I squeeze it lightly, watching her lips part and as she moans. “I love it, Paul. I love your big, rough hand. She stops grinding and focuses on pushing her girly mound into my hand.  
 
    I groan at her eagerness. I grab her hips and spread them so she straddles my lap.  
 
    “So you like older men, huh?” I ask, my voice gruff. 
 
    She bites her lip as she gazes up at me with those sparkling blue eyes. “I do. But not all of them. Actually, only one.” 
 
    Growling, I pull down her shirt and dive down, catching her nipple in my mouth. Rolling my tongue, I watch my needy girl’s eyes turn dreamy. “Oh Daddy, it feels good. More please,” she moans out these words. 
 
    I suckle her young breast, pressing my lips on her swollen nipple to make her gasp while squeezing her other tit with my rough hand. 
 
    My cock is threatening to explode, and it feels warm and wet. Shit. It isn’t my precum. It’s got to be the naughty girl’s juices. I slip a hand to feel her girly bits and grunt when I find the puddle between her legs. She isn’t wearing panties either and is all dripping for me. 
 
    Fuck me.  
 
    “You’re so naughty, Laila,” I say. “So wet for daddy.” 
 
    “Always,” she says. “It’s time you know that, Paul. I’ve been wet for you since I was in junior high. You don’t know how often I’ve touched myself thinking about you.” 
 
    I suck in a breath. “No way. You were too young back then.” 
 
    “I wasn’t. Paul. I’ve loved you since I was eight and wanted you since twelve.” 
 
    Holy shit. My cock swells as I imagine the little girl writhing in bed and moaning out my name with her hand between her thighs. 
 
     I stand up, holding her, and place her on top of the railings. “Hold on to me tight, baby,” I say to the horny little girl. “Daddy’s got another birthday gift for you tonight.” 
 
    She gasps and grips my shoulders as I go down on her. My head between her legs, I lick the honey oozing out of her fertile young pussy. Laila squeals with pleasure. “My God, Daddy!” she sobs. “Do it again, please!” 
 
    I do it again and again, stroking her supple folds with my tongue greedily and teasing her little clit until it swells into a bean. Laila writhes on the railing, threatening to fall, and I press her hip tight. 
 
    Her heels dig into my back, and she trembles when she comes. Her adorable moans fill the quiet night.  
 
    I hold her standing until she calms down, and then I kiss her. “You taste so fucking good, little girl.” 
 
    “Thank you Daddy,” she says. “It’s the best birthday gift ever. Your tongue is so much better than my own fingers.” 
 
    I chuckle and say in a hoarse voice. “Good to know I’ve made you happy.” 
 
    She stamps another kiss on my cheek. “You’re the best, Paul. Can I ask you for one more gift?” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Fuck me, please?” she asks, putting her hand on my zipper. 
 
    “What?” A gallon of blood rushes down to my groin. I’m ready to spill as I imagine her warm, wet pussy wrapping my stiff cock. My breathing is loud and ragged and I can hardly think straight. I gaze at her innocent, trusting face for a second and finally hear a voice in my head. This is wrong, Paul. I take a deep breath. “No, sweetheart. I’ve already done more than I should.” 
 
    She’s going to argue with me, but we hear a car pulling into the driveway. “Your mom is back,” I say. 
 
    Laila quickly pulls her shirt back on and runs back into the house. 
 
      
 
    I meet Molly at the front door. “I’ve got to go,” I say to her without meeting her eyes. 
 
    “So soon?” she asks, looking a bit disappointed. 
 
    “It’s getting late and I’ve got to rise early tomorrow. Thanks for dinner and the cake.” 
 
    I hurry toward my truck. As soon as I’m inside, I smash a fist into the steering wheel. Fuck. I can’t believe what I’ve done. What the hell got into me? I don’t have any willpower in front of the naughty girl. I’ve resisted her for all those years and now let her get the better of me. 
 
    Her confession took me off-guard. My hidden lust for her just went out of control like wildfire. Fuck. I’m not going to forgive myself for that. 
 
    My house isn’t far from Bill’s and it takes me just a few minutes drive to get home. I head for the bathroom first thing and get in the shower as soon as I turn on the faucet. I let the cold water splash my face for a full minute, hoping to cool off the lust that’s still burning me.  
 
    But as soon as my eyes are closed, all I see in my mind’s eye is Laila’s perky breasts and glistening pussy. And I can still taste her in my mouth. 
 
    Fuck. My cock not only doesn’t shrink, but it swells. I curse and grip it.  
 
    I beat off like a maniac, imagining I’m pounding Laila’s sweet pussy. I come in a violet storm minutes later, grunting like an animal while shooting my cum all over the shower walls.  
 
    I’m good. I say to myself as I gaze in the mirror after toweling off.  I’m not gonna touch that little vixen again. I’m not even going to see her again. I’ll be away from the ranch for the branding in a few days, and that should help, too. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     On the annual branding day, I’m thirty miles away from Wild West Ranch, at a vast pasture I share with my neighbor rancher Nick. Together, we have two thousand heads of cattle, and the branding will take about two days.  
 
    “It doesn’t look like you’ve done this before,” I say to Marco after he fails to catch a calf the third time.  “You don’t even know how to throw the rope.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he says, looking sheepish. “I’ve done it but I still need practice.” 
 
    I expected this when he told us he worked on a ranch that relied on AVC instead of horses to herd the cattle, but I let him convince me of his skills when he demonstrated he could throw the lasso over a fencepost. He can’t do the same task on horseback because he isn’t a good rider. 
 
    Fuck. I have no choice but to keep the lad here. However incompetent he is, I need all the help I can get.  
 
    “You certainly do. Try it again,” I shout. “If you fail again, you’ll get off the horse and join the ground crew instead.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” he says and gets ready to rope another calf. 
 
    I follow Marco closely to offer him help. Spotting a dumb calf that’s basically standing around waiting to be caught, I urge him, “Get it!” 
 
    Marco pauses for a second, throws the loop over a calf’s head, and catches it easily.  
 
    “Good job,” I say. “Now pull it forward, and I’ll get its legs.” 
 
    I hold the coil of rope in one hand and swing the loop with the other, my eyes zeroing in on the animal’s hind legs, waiting for a chance to throw the loop under them as soon as they lift. But it never happens. Instead, the calf drops to the ground on its side, convulsing. I yell at Marco. “Stop it! You’re choking it. What’s the matter with you?” I ride past him to stop him and dismount from the horse. 
 
    Marco curses and gets off the horse to help me loosen the rope on the calf’s neck. 
 
    After we tie up the calf’s legs and get it under control, I ask, “What’s the matter with you?”  
 
    “Sorry. I was …um, distracted, boss.” 
 
    As he speaks, his eyes again wander away. I follow his gaze and instantly, my cock jolts. 
 
    A girl in a cropped shirt and tiny shorts is making her way through the crowd toward the pen. Above a pair of leather boots, her mile-long legs glow in the late spring sun and her blonde hair drapes over her shoulders under a straw cowboy hat.  
 
    Fuck me. Laila. My eyes go directly to her cute belly button before drifting up to her white bra with pink polka dots under her shirt. 
 
    My blood rushes south, and with the way I’m crouching, my hardened dick feels painful. How the hell did she get here? I find my answer when I see Old Sam and his wife Betty walking a few feet behind her. Sam is a retired ranch hand but still comes to help on branding days. Betty and Molly are good friends.  
 
    “Hi Paul” Laila waves at me as soon as she spots me.  
 
    It’s all I can do not to gawk at her like other men.  
 
    “Whatcha doin’ here?” I hiss as soon as she stands next to me, smiling innocently as if unaware of all the lustful eyes on her. 
 
    I don’t hesitate to stand up, grab her wrist and drag her out of the pen. I take her to a spot behind a truck, shielding her from others. 
 
    “I’m here to help. Mom says you need some. And she can’t come.” 
 
    “There’s nothing you can do here. Go home.” 
 
    Her face falls. “What do you mean? I can rope calves, and I know how to use the vaccine gun. I can even handle the iron. You taught me everything a long time ago.” 
 
    It’s true. She learned all the skills when she was still a child. But no way in hell I’ll let her stay here a moment longer. I would end up roping men, not calves. I pause for a moment to think of a good reason to get her out of here, but find none. “You can’t stay here,” I say curtly. “You aren’t dressed properly.” 
 
    She glares at me. “What do you mean? It’s how I dress for school. It’s how girls dress in Houston.” 
 
    I knew it.  I’ve always hated having the girl away from home in the city, even though she’s a pain in the ass.  
 
    “I don’t care how you dress elsewhere, but here you’ve got to cover yourself properly so you don’t get hurt.” 
 
    She bites her bottom lip, looking as if she would cry. And then she says, “Fine. I’ll get dressed!”  
 
    I watch her run away toward Sam’s truck and, a moment later, return in a pair of jeans and a long-sleeve shirt all buttoned to the neck. 
 
    “Are you happy now, Daddy?” She taunts me. “Am I allowed to work here?” 
 
    My cock throbs in my pants.  I stifle a grunt. “Very well, Cowgirl. Go rope some calves for daddy.”  
 
    She breaks into a grin and skips toward the pen.  
 
    For the rest of the day, the sassy girl seldom takes a break. She does everything from roping calves to shooting the vaccine gun. 
 
    I watch her work with pride. Laila will turn into a capable rancher and manager one day like her mom. When she’s handing me the branding iron, I can’t help telling her to be careful.  
 
    “If you get hurt, your mom would be mad at me.” 
 
    “No she won’t!” Laila argues. “She always tells me not to be afraid of getting hurt. She says no pain, no gain.” 
 
    Shit. I’m not surprised to hear that at all. It’s Molly’s style to teach her daughter to be strong. “Just be careful,” I grumble. “I wouldn’t want to leave a mark on your pretty face.” 
 
    Before I stand up to leave, Laila murmurs in a throaty voice, “I don’t mind getting branded, Paul.” 
 
    Fuck me. My mind plunges into the gutter as I imagine the places I would like to leave my marks on her. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, I drink with Nick at the campsite until the night draws its curtain and the stars shine above us.  We speak about our ranch operations and then our families. 
 
    “Bill surely knows how to enjoy himself,” Nick says. “What I don’t get is why you haven’t split with him already.” 
 
    I groan inwardly. It isn’t the first time we’re having this conversation. Nick and I are good friends but I can’t share my secret obsessions with him. “Where the hell am I supposed to go if I leave here?” 
 
    “Come on. You know you can find employment easily around here. Hell, you can find a job elsewhere, too. You’ve got a college degree, man. But if you want a ranch job, you can always work for me. I promise I’ll treat ya better than your brother does.”  
 
    “Thanks. But I prefer it here. It’s my home.” 
 
    “In case you change your mind. You’ll always be welcome at my ranch. I could let you own some of my stocks.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll keep that in mind, buddy.” 
 
    “I’d better turn in,” Nick says and stands up. 
 
    I follow suit and head for my wall tent. When I pass Sam and Betty’s tent, I see Laila speaking to Marco. She’s in her shorts again, and Marco’s ogling her as they talk. I feel protective instantly and step close to them. “Laila, it’s bedtime already.” 
 
    Laila rolls her eyes. “Okay, Daddy.” 
 
    I grunt and walk away before I grab her and spank her. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I get in the tent, I hit the pillow. I’m exhausted but I can’t fall asleep. All I see is Laila. Her long legs, tempting cleavage on top of her pink polka dot bra, and little ass hidden in her tiny shorts. I imagine having her next to me at the moment and feasting on her honey juices again while palming her ass.  
 
    Soon, I drift into a lustful dream. A beautiful girl is giving me head, right under the stars. I can’t see her face, but I know who she is. Laila, my darling little girl. Her lips are so soft and her mouth so warm. I groan and whisper her name. “Fuck me Laila, you feel so good. Don’t fucking stop.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” I hear her throaty voice. 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart…” And then my eyes fly open.  
 
    Fuck. I didn’t dream of the voice. I actually heard it.  
 
    And nobody is giving me head, but someone is gripping my junk from behind and giving me a hand job! I don’t have to turn to see who’s doing it. 
 
    I grasp her wrist. “Stop it, Laila!”  
 
    “Why?” she says. “Don’t you like it?” 
 
    I turn to face her and I growl when I see her dreamy eyes first, and then her polka-dot-bra clad body, in semidarkness. “Naughty girl. You’re supposed to share a tent with Sam and Betty.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” she says. “They’re a couple and I feel like a third wheel. Besides, you have more space here.” 
 
    Shit. What she says makes sense although I don’t think Sam and Betty mind her sharing their tent. 
 
    “Okay then,” I say. “Go to sleep.” 
 
    “I tried, but couldn’t,” she says with a pout. “You were calling my name, and I thought you wanted me.” 
 
    “I did?” Holy shit. I didn’t know I was sleep-talking.  
 
    “Were you dreaming about me?” she asks. 
 
    I grunt. There’s no denying it. “I guess so.” 
 
    Her eyes brighten and she scoots closer, her thighs touching mine and sending shivers down my spine. “What was I doing? What were we doing?” 
 
    “You were…I don’t remember,” I lie. 
 
    “Liar,” she chuckles. “You were groaning. And you said it felt good and told me not to stop.” 
 
    “Holy fuck.” I mutter and stand up. “I’ve got to take a leak.” 
 
    “No!” she sits up, grabs my hand, and pulls me back, her hand reaching for me again. “Please, Paul, let me finish what I was doing.” 
 
    She kneels in front of me and tugs down my waistband, letting my engorged male organ free. Her breath catches in her throat, and her eyes sparkle in starlight seeping through the tent window. “You’re so beautiful! Exactly what I imagined!” 
 
    Fuck me. I should stop her, but I don’t have the willpower to. The fascination on her face is flattering and intoxicating. I watch her leaning closer and closer until her lips touch my skin. I groan, already bursting with the need to release. 
 
    She parts her lips and lets my head slide into her mouth. While she sinks down on me, my hips thrust without my permission, and my eyes close of their own will. Damn. I have no control over my body at all. I’m a goner. Carnal desire takes over my reasoning. I can no longer tell right from wrong, and I forget about moral standards. I only know Laila’s mouth is my heaven, and her lips give the best massage. 
 
    I grip her shoulders tight, forgetting she’s a fragile little thing. No, she’s not fragile at all. She’s powerful. My happiness depends on her. If she stops what she’s doing now, I will go insane. Every time she bobs her head down, I’m in heaven. This little girl decides my future. “You’re good at it, Laila. Don’t tell me you’ve done it before.” 
 
    She shakes her head stiffly, and I know it’s a no. “Good girl,” I croak. “Because that little mouth is mine.” 
 
    She mumbles what sounds like a yes to me, and at the same time, she reaches to squeeze my balls. “Ouch,” I yelp. “Careful, little girl. It’s a sensitive spot.” 
 
    She giggles but strokes me again, this time softly as an apology. And then she plays with them over and over as if they were her new toy.  
 
    Fuck. I curse and resist my pounding urge to come. “No sweetheart, I don’t want to come in your mouth. Come on, let go.” 
 
    The sassy girl doesn’t do what I say, but continues what she’s doing. When she scrapes my balls with her nails and sucks my cock tip hard, I can no longer hold my urge. My cum surges through me like a storm and spills into Laila’s sweet mouth. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I hold Laila in my arms for a moment before she stirs. I open my eyes and see her peel down her bra first, and then shimmy out of her panties. “Fuck me, Daddy.” 
 
    I growl and latch my mouth on her tempting ripe fruit that I’ve missed so much since I last tasted her. My other hand drifts down and slips between her thighs. She’s dripping for me. I bathe her flower petals in her own juices and rub her little nub. While she moans like a horny little kitten, I thrust two fingers into her honeyed hole. Her walls grip me in an instant, and my cock stiffens. I should pull my fingers out and use my cock instead, but her slippery channel is addictive and I can’t stop exploring her.  
 
    I swirl my fingers up, enjoying the way she responds to my touch. She is so fucking tight that I worry my monstrous rod will hurt her.  
 
    “I want your cock please, Daddy!” Laila begs. 
 
    “Okay, just a minute,” I say. “I want to stretch your pussy more and get you ready for my fat cock.” 
 
    I haven’t finished my sentence when an obstacle blocks my fingers. Fuck me. Hymen? 
 
    “You’re a virgin, sweetheart?” 
 
    She looks worried at first, and then she nods. “Yes, Paul. Pop my cherry!” 
 
    My jaw falls. What the fuck? My horny girl is a virgin? No way. I stop and pull out my fingers. “No, baby. I can’t do that.” 
 
    She pouts. “But I’ve saved it for you.” 
 
    “You’ll save it for someone else now, silly girl,” I say against my body’s wishes. “You’ll find a nice young man in college and you’ll be glad you’ve saved it for him.” 
 
    Her face falls and I want to kick myself for hurting her. Damn. The girl is begging me. How could I even have said no to it? 
 
    “Do you not like popping cherries?” she asks after a moment’s silence. 
 
    “It’s not that,” I say. I’ve done it only once, many years ago with the first girl I fell in love with, and I still cherish the memory. “Your virginity is your treasure, little girl. You don’t give it away lightly just to anyone.” 
 
    “You are not just any one, Paul. You are the only man I love and will ever love!” 
 
    My mouth opens. “Wow,” I say. “Thank you, sweetheart. But I don’t deserve it.” 
 
    Tears gush down her cheeks as she sits up. She puts her clothes on and then runs out of the tent. 
 
    “Laila!” I sit up and debate whether I should go after her. If I do, I’m going to yield to her demand. But if I don’t, I won’t be able to go back to sleep. The camp’s location is safe, but there might still be mountain lions and other predators. I quickly put on my clothes and go out. 
 
    I don’t call out her name because I don’t want to wake other campers. Instead I search quietly, looking through every nook and corner between the tents. When I don’t see her in the open space, I head for Sam and Betty’s tent. There’s a chance she’s returned to stay with them. The tent is quiet, and I pause at the door, debating whether I should knock.  
 
    Just then, I hear murmurs coming from nearby. Tracing the sound, I see a shadow in front of a lone oak tree a few feet away from the tent. I squint my eyes and make out the shadow: Laila and Marco! 
 
    I move toward them quietly, my ears perking up for their whispers. I can’t hear much, but what they do next starts a fire in me. Marco leans into Laila and kisses her. Fuck. I clench my hands into fists as I quicken my pace. I’m going to kill the bastard. But when I’m almost in front of them, I pause.  
 
    Wait. I have no right to interfere. Laila isn’t struggling. She looks like she wants the guy to kiss her. Marco is a good-looking lad. He isn’t a skillful ranch hand, but not a jerk either, at least as far as I know. And he’s about her age. 
 
    So, I turn around and walk away. But I haven’t gone two steps when I hear Laila squeak, “Stop it!” 
 
    I pause to listen. “Let me see you first,” Marco coaxes her. 
 
    “No!” Laila makes an attempt to get away, but Marco grabs her and pins her onto the tree trunk. “Come on, baby. You woke me up just for a kiss? At least show me your tits!” His voice becomes threatening as Laila struggles. 
 
    I rush toward them, grab Marco’s collar, and yank him off Laila. 
 
    I smash a fist into his face. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing? She told you to stop! You half-wit.” 
 
    Blood streams down the young man’s nose, but rage compels me to swing at him again. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sir,” he crouches down and shields his head with his arm. “I didn’t mean to hurt her. I just got carried away.” 
 
    I hold back another punch and let go of him.  
 
    I turn to Laila. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nods. “I am. Just let him go, please. It’s my fault.” 
 
    “Get back to your tent,” I order Marco. “I’ll let it go. But tomorrow will be your last day working for me.” 
 
    “Understood, Sir.” He returns to his tent, his head hanging low. 
 
    I pull Laila to me and hold her trembling body. “Don’t cry, baby. Why did you call him?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Paul,” she says with a choking voice. “I just…I thought if I weren’t a virgin, I might have a chance with you.” 
 
    Holy shit. I pull away to brush tears from her cheeks. “You silly little girl. You want me that much?” 
 
    She nods. “Yes, Paul. I’m yours whether you want me or not.” 
 
    I growl and sweep her into my arms. We barely make it into my tent when I cover her mouth with mine and strip her. I lay her beautiful, naked young body on top of the sleeping bag, gazing at her as I take off my shirt.  
 
    As if my lustful stares arouse her, Laila wriggles on the floor. “I love the way you look at me, Daddy. So hungry and possessive.” 
 
    “You bet, baby,” I croak. “I’ve imagined for a whole day how good it would be to rope you, tie you up and brand you.” 
 
     She lets out an adorable coo. “Where would you like to brand me, Daddy?” 
 
    “Every inch I can lay my hands on,” I say and straddle her. 
 
    Laila licks her lips as she stares at my cock. “It looks yummy, Daddy.” 
 
    “And it’s all yours, little girl,” I rasp while holding my shaft. “Spread your legs for me.” 
 
    She does what I say, spreading herself wide and exposing her beautiful wet petals to me.  
 
    I don’t wait another second to push my hardness into the warm paradise. 
 
    “Ah,” Laila whimpers and closes her thighs. 
 
    “No, sweetie, too late to change your mind,” I say hoarsely.  
 
    She giggles. “I’m not changing my mind. It’s just that you’re so big and scary!”  
 
    “Are you complaining?” I say as I tease her little pearly button with my thumb to make her relax. 
 
    “I’m not, Paul,” she says, gasping. “I’m only teasing you!” 
 
    I chuckle. “You’ve teased me long enough, baby. It’s time to let Daddy give you what you want.” 
 
    As we banter, I find myself reaching her hymen. “Ready? Sweetheart?” 
 
    She nods. “Yes, Paul. Fuck me, please!” 
 
    I pull out an inch and then thrust with a grunt.  
 
    Laila gasps and writhes. “Oh God. I’m all prickling. This is so good.” 
 
    She thrusts her hips up to meet me, and I’m lost in the sensation of her walls gripping me tight, like a vice. “Christ! You’re a paradise, Laila. Tell me you’re mine!” 
 
    “Yes, I’m yours, Paul! Forever!” she murmurs as she rolls her hips to feel me. 
 
    I close my eyes, and then I let my lust loose. I ram into her like an animal out of its cage, uncontrollable and ravenous. All I want is to consume this virgin pussy in front of me, to make it mine so I can indulge in it over and over. Laila takes me with equal voracity, echoing my grunts with her moans and matching me thrust for thrust. Our passionate vocalization fills the silent night, and the steam of our body turns the tent into a sauna.  
 
    Sweat trickles down my forehead and drips down to Laila’s cleavage. The sight of her beautiful body covered in my sweat is so erotic it intensifies my urge to come. Laila seems to be equally turned on by it because she reaches a hand to rub my sweat onto her breasts and then licks her fingers. The gesture arouses me even more, and my cock throbs violently, synchronizing with her pulsing walls, before it erupts inside her.  
 
    I thrust rapidly while grunting until I’ve emptied the last drop I’ve got. And then I lie down next to Laila, cradle her and kiss her. “Thank you, my little girl, for giving me your treasure.” 
 
    “Anytime, Daddy,” Laila coos. “I have something else for you.”  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She rolls over to lie on her stomach, showing me her cute backside. 
 
    I palm her cheeks with greed. “I’m not surprised, baby. I know how beautiful your ass is.” 
 
    She giggles. “It’s not that. Look closer. If you can’t see, turn on your lantern.” 
 
    I turn on the light and examine her ass. The moment I see the tattoo on her butt cheek, my heart flutters. P.W. My initial. 
 
    “It’s beautiful, baby. Where did you get it?” 
 
    “Last year, on my seventeenth birthday,” she says with a smile. “A birthday gift for myself.” 
 
    “Oh baby,” I hold her tight and kiss her ravenously. “I love you!” 
 
    “I knew it!” she squeals. “I thought you would never admit it!”  
 
    Damn. Feisty girl. “I’ve always loved you, Laila. It’s just that I…I’m not supposed to. It’s wrong.” 
 
    She presses a finger on my lips. “Shhh. No love can ever be wrong, Paul. I shouldn’t love you, either. But I do and I’ll never stop loving you!” 
 
    She stamps kisses all over my face. 
 
    I stroke her tattoo over and over. “I guess I’ve already branded you.” 
 
    “Um-hum.” 
 
    As I imagine someone else touching her ass, I become jealous. “Who did your tattoo, a guy or a girl?” 
 
    She giggles again. “Ohmigod, Paul, you’re so hot when you’re jealous. It’s a woman. She owns a tattoo business in Houston, and she’s my friend. In fact, she’s coming over to the ranch next week, and I want you to meet her because she knows all about my obsession for you.” 
 
    “I’m not sure whether it’s a good idea,” I say. “You see, your mom wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    She blinks for a second to get the meaning of my words, and then she smiles. “Mom knows all about my feelings for you, Paul! She keeps telling me to be patient because she’s sure you’ll reciprocate my love.” 
 
    Damn. Molly knows me well. I guess nothing escapes a mother’s eyes. I’m grateful for her understanding, but at the same time, embarrassed. It’ll take me a while to gather my courage to tell Molly in person. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Paul,” Laila puts a hand on my arm. “We don’t have to go public if you don’t feel comfortable about our relationship. I’m happy to be your little secret.” 
 
    Fuck me. She sounds like a hundred percent mature adult to me. Her words put me in shame. “Thank you, baby. I’m not a namby-pamby and I’ll let everyone know you’re mine. Just give me some time. And you can change your mind about me as well.” 
 
    “I will never do that!” She frowns. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I smirk. “You might get tired of my big fat cock soon.” 
 
    “Is that a challenge?” She narrows her eyes. “Because I’m all in if it is.” 
 
    “Very well, little girl. On all fours! Daddy will take you from behind now.” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy,” she coos and does what I say, waving her branded pretty ass at me. 
 
    

  

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