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Elena McAllister stood on the weathered porch of the family ranch, fanning her heavy breasts with a folded newspaper. The Texas sun beat down mercilessly, making sweat trickle down the deep, warm valley between her enormous tits and pool in the sticky folds beneath her massive belly. At eighty years old she carried two hundred and sixty-eight pounds on her five-foot-four frame, every ounce soft, heavy, and overflowing with ripe, mature sensuality. Her belly was a thick, sagging apron of warm flesh that rested heavily on her thick upper thighs, marked with silvery stretch lines and deep creases where her skin stayed perpetually damp and musky. Her tits hung like two heavy, veined udders, resting atop that gut, the dark, thick nipples — each as wide as a thumb — clearly outlined through the thin red fabric of her sundress. Her ass was enormous — wide, dimpled, and constantly shifting and jiggling with every slow waddle she took. Between her meaty, cellulite-covered thighs, her pussy stayed warm, slightly sticky, with thick puffy lips and a dense patch of gray pubic hair that always seemed to hold the scent of her growing arousal.

Frank sat beside her in his wheelchair, a thin blanket draped over his useless, shriveled legs. His face was permanently twisted in frustration and bitterness. “You’re showing too much tit again, Elena. Have some damn dignity in front of strangers.”

She laughed softly, the sound rich and throaty, her multiple chins wobbling gently. “At my age, Frank, dignity don’t fill this hungry old cunt at night. You sure as hell stopped trying years ago.”

That was the day Jake Harlan arrived.

The young cowboy rode up the dirt path on an old chestnut horse, dust swirling around his boots. Twenty-six years old, shirtless under the blazing sun, his tanned, chiseled muscles glistening with sweat. Broad shoulders, tight abs carved like stone, and a thick, obvious bulge pressing against the front of his worn jeans. He tipped his hat, his eyes scanning the ranch before locking squarely onto Elena’s overflowing body.

“Heard y’all needed a strong pair of hands around here,” he said, his voice deep and smooth like aged whiskey.

Elena felt a sudden hot throb deep between her thick thighs, something she hadn’t felt in years. “We sure do, sugar. Come on down and let me take a real good, long look at you.”

Frank grunted angrily. “Just fix the fences and stay out of trouble, boy. And keep your eyes where they belong.”

Jake smiled slow and cocky, his gaze still drifting over Elena’s massive tits and hanging belly. “Yes sir.”
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The first two weeks were pure, agonizing slow burn.

Jake worked from sunrise to sunset — shirtless most days, sweat running in shiny rivulets down his chest and abs, disappearing into the low waistband of his jeans. Elena found every possible excuse to be near him. She brought him cold lemonade, bending so low and slow that her massive cleavage spilled forward, the sweaty, warm scent of her heavy tits rising up to meet him. She lingered for long minutes, chatting about the ranch’s history, her voice growing softer, huskier, and more intimate as she watched his muscles flex.

Frank watched it all from the porch like a chained, impotent dog. His eyes narrowed dangerously every time Elena laughed at one of Jake’s jokes, or when she “accidentally” brushed her huge, soft hip and ass against the young cowboy’s arm while passing by.

One particularly hot afternoon she brought him a thick slice of homemade apple pie. She sat right beside him on the wooden bench, her heavy thigh pressing firmly against his leg. The heat radiating from her fat body was unmistakable. She placed one chubby, sweaty hand on his knee.

“You’ve got real strong, rough hands, Jake,” she murmured, tracing a finger along his palm. “Been so many years since I felt a man’s hands like these on my skin.”

Jake looked straight into her bright blue eyes, then slowly down at the way her enormous belly spilled over her lap and her tits strained the dress. “A woman built like you, Mrs. McAllister... all this soft, heavy, beautiful flesh... must get real lonely at night. Bet that body needs a lot of attention.”

Frank’s voice cracked from the porch. “Elena! Get your fat ass back in the house right now!”

She simply smiled sweetly, gave Jake’s knee one last squeeze, and stood up. Her enormous ass swayed hypnotically as she waddled away, knowing both men were staring.
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Night after night the tension thickened like honey.

After wheeling Frank to bed and making sure he was settled, Elena would sit out on the porch in her thin, almost transparent nightgown. The fabric stretched obscenely over her massive tits and hanging belly. Jake would join her “for a smoke.” They talked for hours under the stars — about lost youth, regrets, secret desires, and the emptiness of long marriages. She confessed how Frank hadn’t touched her, kissed her, or fucked her in over six long years. How her body still burned and ached every single day.

Jake listened intently, his eyes roaming openly and hungrily over her overflowing curves. “If you were my woman, Elena, I’d keep my hands, mouth, and cock on every inch of that soft, fat body every damn day. Those huge tits, that warm heavy belly, that massive juicy ass... I’d worship it all until you couldn’t walk straight.”

Elena’s breath would hitch. She’d press her thick thighs together tightly, feeling her hairy cunt grow wetter and wetter, but she held back. She let the fire build slowly, deliciously.

Frank, growing more suspicious and jealous, started demanding to stay outside longer in the evenings. He could feel the shift in the air, and his useless little cock would twitch pathetically in his pants whenever he caught the heated looks between his wife and the young cowboy.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
-

20 T3
@

N

rc' OWBOY
CUCKS THE®

=4
VERA WILD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





