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Abilene applies for a job at Turner Farms as a ranch hand, but she doesn’t want the job. She wants Huckley Turner’s much older ranch hands all over her body.

The books in the GILFs series are standalone and can be read in any order.


~Abilene~

Abilene stopped at the end of the dirt road and parked in front of the rustic-looking red barn. She was supposed to be meeting Huckley Turner here for an interview in ten minutes but was early in the hopes of making a good impression.

After glancing in the rearview mirror to ensure her hair and makeup looked spiffy—and that her bosom was pushed up just enough to give Mr. Turner a glimpse of what he might enjoy should he decide to break all the rules of not getting involved with an employee—she rubbed her lips together, smiled, and told herself to break a leg.

Then, of course, as she was getting out of her car, she nearly stumbled in her 3-inch stilettoes, the heels digging deep into the rich, Carolina clay, and mumbled, “Not literally, you idiot,” under her breath.

After all, if she broke her leg before the interview, she definitely would not get the job she so desperately wanted.

Abilene caught a glimpse of her body in the reflection of the driver’s side window and thought she looked pretty hot. Wearing a cutoff, red-checkered shirt and booty shorts that showed enough booty to damn near get her arrested, she figured she had this job nailed.

A little nervous and a lot excited, Abilene dabbed away the sweat from her upper lip, flipped her long, red strands over her shoulder, and made her way to the entrance of the barn, keeping her heels elevated enough that she didn’t worry about sinking into the ground.

Once she tugged on the door, she caught a whiff of hay, dirt, horse feed, and just a hint of animal funk that one might expect from a barn that housed cattle.

It didn’t bother her, though. She was used to these smells. Had grown to love them over the years and would be honored to smell all of it on the regular.

Especially if it meant being around Huckley.

He had told her in the messages they’d exchanged about the job opening, that he’d be in the office, all the way at the end of the barn, and to just make her way on back when she got there.

Even though it was the dead of summer, and the heat outside was sweltering, the temperature inside the barn was much lower, cool air churning around her legs as she walked. She could hear her heels digging into the dirt floor.

When she spotted a baby horse and his mama in a room blocked off by some long, nylon rope, she paused to admire them for just a brief moment.

Abilene loved animals—especially horses—and despite her true motivations for wanting this job, she knew what an asset she would be to Turner Farms if Huckley decided to “hire” her.

Nervous butterflies swarmed her belly as she got close to the office door. The sounds of papers being shuffled around, and then Huckley clearing his throat, made her even more nervous and excited. She couldn’t wait to be in his presence.

As soon as she appeared in the doorway, she saw him sitting at his desk, wearing a dark green flannel shirt. His eyes darted straight to her, his gaze running up and down the length of her body.

His lips parted, and his eyes, dark and rich, sparkled.

Huckley Turner was acquaintances with Abilene’s granddaddy. And they were the same age or thereabouts. He had thick, wavy, silver hair and plenty of hard lines around his sexy, brooding eyes.

Shudders rippled down her spine, then shot between her legs like a white-hot bolt of lightning.

Lust, she thought. Pure, straight lust for this man is all I have.

“May I help you, miss?” he asked, his voice just as deep and sexy as she remembered. The only other time she’d heard him speak was when she’d been behind him in the checkout line at the feed supply store in town.

“Yes, hello. I’m here for the interview, Mr. Turner.”

His eyes once again dragged over her body, and he stood from the desk as Abilene took a few steps inside the office, closing the gap between them. She reached out to shake his hand, and he cleared his throat again.

Huckley took her hand in his, and Abilene nearly trembled at how warm he was, and the feel of his rough skin against her soft flesh that indicated years and years of hard work.

“You’re Abe?” he asked, shaking her hand slow and firm.

“Abe? Uhh, no. I’m Ab. Short for Abilene. Did I misspell my own name in the email?” she asked, shooting a hand to her chest to feign shock.

“Yes, ma’am. You signed it Abe, with an ‘e.’”

“Oh gosh, how embarrassing,” she laughed softly. “I got a virus in my computer, I think. And I’m not too good with technology. But it doesn’t affect how hard I work, I promise.”

Huckley’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, and his eyes dropped to her chest, where Abilene noted they lingered for a hot minute. She had a fleeting thought that maybe, just maybe, his hands and mouth would linger there when they eventually cupped her—

“Why don’t you have a seat over here and we can chat for a moment.”

Huckley pulled a wooden chair out and angled it in her direction.

“Why thank you,” she purred, plopping her bottom down.

He clasped his hands behind his head and leaned back, making the office chair squeak. Abilene couldn’t help but notice how tight his jeans were, and how they hugged that manliness between his legs which was just beginning to bulge, ever so slightly.

“Well, I reckon you know my name is Huckley Turner, and I own this farm. I’m looking for a ranch hand because I want to retire. So, I need someone who can take over the day-to-day operations.”

“Yes, sir. That’s what the ad said. I can certainly help with a lot of that stuff.”

“Tell me about yourself,” he muttered, eyeing her softly.

“Well, I’m twenty years old, and I’m in college, but I’m only taking one class right now. I grew up on a farm, and I know what needs to be done.” Abilene crossed her legs and bounced one up and down, letting the heel dangle from her toes.

She knew it was ridiculous, trying to sell herself as a ranch hand. But dang it all to hell, she just wanted this rancher’s hands all over her innocent body.

“I don’t doubt you know what needs to be done, but Abilene?”

“Mm-hmm?” she murmured, keeping a smile upon her face. Surely he wouldn’t reject a sweet and smiling candidate.

“Forgive my frankness, and please don’t accuse me of being sexist, but you’re a bit more … feminine than what I was expecting.”

Her brow shot up, and she uncrossed her legs, straightening her back and jutting out her ample chest to show just how feminine she really was.

“Feminine? Yes, that’s me. One hundred and fifty percent woman here. Do you have anything against having a female around your ranch to help out? Because, like I said, I’m a real hard worker, and I know a thing or two about horses.”

Huckley dropped his arms and sat up, crossing his own legs, as if to maybe … hide something.

“Yes, of course, a hard worker. I’m just … well, I’m not so sure you’re cut out for the job. I mean, cut out for the amount of hard labor there is to do around here. It’s not at all uncommon to have to lift fifty to eighty pounds multiple times throughout the day, tossing bales of hay, roping horses that aren’t broken just yet, and carrying huge bags of feed. It requires a lot of muscle.”

Was she cut out for the job? Well, no, but she didn’t really want the job.

She wanted Huckley Turner.

“Fifty to eighty pounds? That might be a bit outside of my capacities. But!” she exclaimed, shooting a finger up and darting from the chair. “I see you have a beautiful collection of saddles here,” she said, walking along the wall and dragging her finger over the horn of one in particular that rested on a wooden post.

“Yes, ma’am. I do have a few of those. Do you know how to ride?” he asked, his voice becoming rich with testosterone. Abilene couldn’t help but notice that.

She tossed a look over her shoulder, and Huckley’s eyes shot straight to her plump ass.

She jutted her hip to the side and smiled his way, still keeping her back to him so he could continue to see her backside. “Oh yes, Mr. Turner. I know how to ride. I looooove to ride.”

Something flickered in his eyes, and Abilene knew it was just a matter of time before he caved.

“I, um, I do need someone who can keep the horses in shape. Keep them broken and whatnot.”

“Perfect. And I’m very good with my hands, know how to treat things with care. I could polish the leather up every one of these beauties, make them look brand new.”

Pumping her fingers sensually over the horn of the saddle, Abilene was doing her very best to mimic giving a hand job as Huckley watched with awe, his eyes growing bigger by the second.

“And,” she added, “I’m not at all above giving something a good ol’ fashioned spit-shine, if that’s what it takes.”

A soft groan rose from his throat, and lust rippled through her veins.

“A spit-shine, huh? Can’t say I’ve ever done that with my saddles.”

“Oh, I can spit-shine about anything you need, Mr. Turner.” Abilene turned to face him, noting that the bulge between his legs was quite prominent. “Anything.”

His eyes seemed to dilate as she made her way to him, and his chest expanded as he took in a deep breath.

“Call me Huck. And, uh, how exactly would you go about doing that, Abilene?”

“Well, that’s easy. I can show you, maybe test out my skills on something other than leather?”

She dropped to her knees, right there on the floor at his feet.

Huck blew out a hard breath, and his erection bumped against his zipper.

Abilene flicked her tongue to the corner of her mouth and dragged her fingers over the tops of his legs. “This is the part of the interview I was looking forward to the most. So don’t feel like you’re taking advantage of me in any way.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, moving a hand to the button of his jeans. “I could catch a world of shit for this. But those lips of yours are irresistible, baby.”

Abilene smiled. She had no intention of using her lips.

Not yet, anyway.

Not until she was promised a permanent position here at Turner Farms.

And a permanent position here in Huck’s life.

As his wife.


~Huckley~

“Here, allow me,” Abilene purred, reaching for his zipper and making Huck’s scrotum fill up with so much hot seed he could barely stand it.

She tugged it down as he stared intently at her full, red lips. She maintained eye contact with him the whole time, taking her time to loosen his jeans and free his throbbing cock.

From the moment Abilene walked into his office only five minutes ago, he knew he wanted to claim this beautiful girl. Yes, she was twenty years old, which made her 40 years younger than him. He ought to be ashamed at the way his body was reacting.

But she clearly wanted him as much as he wanted her.

Fuck hiring a ranch hand; he wanted Abilene to hang around and do whatever the hell she wanted, all day and every day. If he could stare at her luscious ass and titties pushing through a nice tight shirt, he’d never ever want to retire.

He fondled her long, red strands, realizing in all his many years of being single, he’d never once been with a redhead.

Once his zipper was down, he shifted in the seat and pulled his cock out, noting that he was harder than he’d been in years.

It had been a long time since he’d been with a woman. There just wasn’t time to date, or anyone in this godforsaken town he wanted to date.

Until Abilene walked into this very room.

“Baby,” he gritted out, holding the base of his nine-inch length as Abilene stared at it, biting her lip. “Show me all those spit-shine skills a’yours.”

After rolling her tongue over her teeth, she folded her body over and allowed a long line of saliva to fall from her lips. It landed on the head of his steely rod and slid down the crown, making a growl rumble through his chest.

“Ah baby,” he whispered.

Abilene wrapped her feminine fingers around his girth and caught her saliva before pumping her fist up and down.

Huck watched her, how she would twist her wrist and really get into it while biting her lip sensually.

“How’s this?” she asked, her voice soft and low.

“Good, baby. Sooooo good.” Huck rutted his hips a few times, feeling his seed build in volume and making his balls feel tight.

Abilene squeezed her fingers as she worked his length, then spat on the head, making Huck groan.

“Oh yeah,” he growled, “that’s what I like to see.”

“Well, I do like to deliver on my promises,” she purred.

He fisted her beautiful red hair and held it up and out of the way, hoping she would wrap those sexy fucking lips around his crown and take him in her pretty mouth.

But he knew that encouraging or even asking her to do that might make her feel pressured.

So he just allowed her to do what came naturally. He wanted her to do what she wanted, what turned her on.

His gaze dragged over her backside as he enjoyed the feeling of her fist pumping his erection. His cock twitched at the sight of her ass hanging out of her tight shorts. Fuck, he’d nearly blown his wad when he saw her ass the first time as she touched his saddles.

How did he get so lucky? To have a girl this hot want him?

And twenty years old, no less. She should want a younger guy.

But clearly, she wanted him. A man old enough to be her grandfather.

And speaking of which, he did sort of recognize her, recalling her grandfather as being a buddy of his.

Fuck, if his buddy found out that his granddaughter was stroking his meaty cock, he’d likely kick his ass.

Huck didn’t care. He’d sit here and let Abilene jerk him until he came.

And speaking of which…

Hot sparks danced along his arms as he gave a few thrusts. The wet sounds of Abilene’s spit-coated hand sliding up and down his shaft was getting more intense.

Huck really wanted to pull his balls out, to give them some air and maybe let Abilene play with them while jerking him off.

But he was getting too close to stop right now.

“Baby doll, you’re about to draw the seed right out of me,” he gritted out.

“That so?” she asked, squeezing her fingers around the base of his crown.

“Yes, oh fuck yes,” he groaned, rutting faster.

“Would you like to put it in my fertile belly?”

“What? You serious?”

With a sly grin, Abilene nodded at Huck.

He let out a huff. “God, yes. Damn the consequences. I’d love to come in your fertile belly, baby.”

“Does that mean I have the job?” she asked.

“Job?” Oh, that’s right. She had come to apply for a job. Huck nearly forgot that little detail. “Of course you got the job, baby. Full-time, with benefits, whatever your little heart desires. Just … oh god, just climb up here and let me spill my seed in that womb of yours.”

He knew it was crazy to want to fuck Abilene unprotected. But he was dizzy with need, crazy with lust, out of his mind to sink balls-deep inside of her fertile womanhood.

He’d cut off his arm right now to be inside of her. He was at her mercy.

“Oh good. That makes me so happy!” she exclaimed.

And then, before he could mutter a word, Abilene lazily dragged her tongue swiftly over his frenulum.

And that was all it took.

His seed spurted out, landing on her tongue as she pumped the base of his shaft with her tight fingers.

“Ahhhhhh,” he growled, regret tickling his flesh at not being able to hold back.

Damn it, he’d wanted to come inside of her.

“I’m sorry, baby. Fuck, I’m so sorry I blew my wad on your mouth.”

Abilene let out a soft burst of laughter and lapped up the few drops that continued to dribble out. “It’s okay, Huck. I’m sure you’ve got some more saved up, don’tcha?”

Panting, he realized she was right. His balls were still oh-so-heavy, and his length was still as hard as ever.

“Damn, you’re right. Stand up here and let me get a glimpse of your sweet body, honey.”

Abilene pushed herself up from the floor, Huck extending a hand to help her.

She stood in front of him, all nine inches of his shaft pointed up toward the ceiling.

She wore a cutoff buttoned shirt that exposed her lower belly, soft curves that deserved exploring taunting his every thought.

He wanted to touch her all over, to taste her, to make her moan and cry in pleasure.

After popping loose the button of her shorts, he pressed his hands up her tummy, moving under her shirt. “Sorry if my hands are scratchy.”

“They’re perfect,” Abilene said, placing her soft hands over his.

“You’re the one who’s perfect around here; let’s get that straight. I’m just an old bastard looking to have my way with a much younger girl who deserves all the best things in life. I mean, damn, honey. You sure you want to work here with me?”

“God yes, Huck. I’ve wanted you since I turned eighteen and saw you and my granddaddy hanging out at the feed store. All I’ve thought about is you for two whole years.”

Abilene undid the buttons of her shirt, exposing her chest. She was wearing a lacy, dark red bra that matched her shirt, and this barn for that matter.

Huck saw the clasp in front, and he popped it loose, forcing her large breasts to spill out.

A pulse of seed spurted from the slit in his cock, and he groaned before cupping her in his hands.

Huck watched Abilene’s face, her eyes rolling into her head as he explored her nipples by rolling them gently between his fingers.

Was he really doing this? Fondling the tits of a hot, young co-ed less than half an hour after meeting her?

Yes, he was. And he was about to put his mouth on various parts of her body.

“I want to lick that pussy, baby doll. Make it nice and wet before sliding inside of it.”

Abilene’s nipples peaked into hard little points at his words. And she seemed to be on board with that because she nodded with fervor.

Huck groaned and slid forward in the seat, tugging her shorts down over her curvy hips where they landed on the floor. She kicked them aside with her sexy high heels.

The lacy panties she wore drove him wild, made him harder than ever.

But the wet spot that bloomed between her pussy lips, making the silken fabric dark in the middle, forced his dick to bounce several times.

“I’ve never been licked before, Huck. Never done anything like this. So you’ll have to forgive me if I don’t know what to do.”

Oh god, she was a virgin? That made this all the hotter. “Honey, you don’t have to do a thing but rest your foot up here and hold on. This dirty old man is gonna do dirty things to your pristine body.”

Huck cupped her thigh and pulled her foot up to the left armrest of his chair, forcing the heel to thump against the wood softly.

He then moved his hands to her ass cheeks, gripping them tight and pulling her sweet and musky scent his way.

He planted a few kisses along her lower belly, making his way down to the waistline of her lacy panties.

“Oh Huck,” Abilene purred, sliding her fingers through his thick, gray hair.

He loved the way her hands felt in his hair, and as he dragged his tongue over her lower tummy, all he could think about was licking her sweet juices.

Using a hand to pull aside the crotch of her panties, Huck felt his balls swell when he saw that Abilene had shaved her pussy into a triangular patch.

“Fuck, baby. You look amazing, feel amazing,” he said, pushing a finger partway into her folds. “And you’re so tight.”

“Oh god,” Abilene said, tossing her head back.

Huck pumped his finger a few times, noticing how slick and tight she was. And his mouth began to water.

He leaned forward and snaked his tongue between her swollen lips, groaning when he tasted her nectar.

Squeezing her soft and supple bottom, he flicked the tip of his tongue along her clit, making her hiss and roll her hips.

He found himself moaning as he pumped his middle finger in and out of her innocent entrance, feeling as though he were sinking into a pit of lust.

“Oh! I’m going to come!” Abilene shrilled, tightening her grip in his hair.

Huck’s cock bobbed several times, his scrotal sack filling up with so much seed he thought his jeans might burst. He wanted to make her come over and over, but he knew that if he spent the rest of the morning licking her pussy like he wanted, he’d spill his seed to the floor.

And he did not want that.

He wanted to fill this girl up, knock her up with his baby, and make her his wife.

Was it crazy? Yes, it was.

But he didn’t care.

Huck was about to lock this girl down for life.

He rapidly flicked his tongue over her pearl and felt the seismic grip of her walls as she had an orgasm.

“Oh yes, Huck. That’s so good. Oh god!” she cried out, rocking her hips and rubbing herself all over his face.

Huck let out a growl, feeling like he might spurt at any moment.

So he had to stop what he was doing, stand up, and pull this girl into his arms.

“Baby, I’m gonna need to bury myself inside of you right now.”

Abilene wrapped her arms around his waist and nodded as she looked deep into his eyes. “Yes, Huck. Please, take me now, before I burst.”

He gripped her ass once more and pulled her close, feeling his cock slide between her thighs. He began thrusting, feeling her juices coat his length. And then he pressed his lips to hers, sealing their deeply sexual act with a deep tongue kiss.

She kissed him back with hunger, moving her hands up and down his chest. Then stopped kissing him long enough to say, “Let me sit in your lap and ride it, Huck.”

“Fuck yeah,” he gritted out, shoving his jeans down as fast as he could.

His cock sprang forward, and he sat back down in the chair, jeans wrapped around the base of his cowboy boots before peeling Abilene’s panties completely off.

When she straddled his lap and slid her femininity so close to him that he could feel her heat, he gripped her breasts and began to suckle them. He tongued her hard little buds, feeling them crinkle against the roof of his mouth.

Abilene needed no instruction or commands. She wiggled along the tops of his thighs, her wetness moving over and engulfing his swollen crown.

He moaned and lifted his hips, noticing how tight she was. He planted kisses all along her breasts as she shifted her body, pushing her tightness over his length.

“Baby,” he groaned, cupping her ass and pulling her closer.

“Yes, Huck. Grab my ass and hold on,” Abilene moaned.

And with that, she hugged his head to her chest and pushed her womb completely over his cock, popping her cherry on her own terms.

“Oh gohhhhhhd,” he groaned, digging his fingers into the soft flesh of her bottom.

Abilene mewed and huffed and started grinding her hips front to back. Huck felt her glutes tighten then relax with every grind, and his length twitched hard inside of her.

He wouldn’t last long, but he vowed to stay hard if he came so that he could make her climax again too.

It didn’t matter in the end because he felt her walls clamp down around his girth, signaling that she would finish before him, and then the warmth of her juices flowed down to his balls.

“I’m coming, Huck. So you can go ahead and fill me up with your seed.”

With a deep growl in his chest, Huck did just that. His dick spurted out so much sputum at her words and the sound of her voice, that he knew he must’ve been knocking her up.

God, he was enthralled and entranced with this girl. He couldn’t let her walk out of here today knowing that she was nothing more than an employee.

“Marry me,” he grunted as a thick burst of seed filled her belly once more. “Please marry me and be my wife, Abilene.”

“Yes, Huck. I’ll marry you and bear your children,” Abilene whimpered. “Just promise to love me like this every day.”

“Oh, honey. How could I not love you like this every day?” he asked, cupping her face.

She leaned down and smiled before pressing her mouth to his.

And Huck felt her walls contract several times once more, tugging another burst of seed from his cock.

They both groaned into a deep tongue kiss, and Huck knew he’d hit the jackpot.

They spent the rest of the morning in his office, exploring one another’s bodies with soft and hungry kisses.

Abilene shifted on her hands and knees to let him take her from behind.

Huck marveled at the sight of her awesome ass, then after filling her up for the third time, knew that he had practically won the lottery with this amazing girl.

Lying on a blanket on the floor, Huck kissed the top of Abilene’s head and stroked her backside as she lay curled up in his arms. “You know I vow to protect and love you for life.”

“You know I do too, Huck,” she said, angling her sweet eyes up at him. “Forever and ever.”

Huck was good with that. He and Abilene could run the ranch themselves. And they would spend their days running their hands over one another’s bodies.


~The End
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