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Chapter 1: New Beginnings
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Ruby Langford, twenty-nine and finished with shrinking, killed the engine of her dusty rental SUV and let the silence of Willow Ranch settle over her like a warm, heavy blanket. The late-afternoon sun blazed down from a cloudless Missouri sky, turning the white wooden fence that stretched along the driveway into a glowing line of pure possibility. She’d driven straight from the airport after the funeral, still wearing the exact outfit she’d thrown on for her last photoshoot three weeks ago, because why the hell not? Life had already stripped her bare. Might as well arrive at her new home the same way.

She stepped out of the truck, the hot gravel biting pleasantly into her bare feet. The tiny white lace bra cupped her massive, heavy breasts like a lover who knew exactly how much weight they could handle, the thin straps digging gently into her soft shoulders. The matching black lace thong rode high on her wide hips, the delicate fabric disappearing between the full, plush cheeks of her ass and framing the gentle swell of her lower belly. A faint, elegant script tattoo curved just above the waistband, tied, a private reminder that she was done being someone else’s pretty little secret.

The breeze kissed her skin immediately. It teased across the tops of her breasts, lifting the heavy flesh just enough to make them sway. Her nipples tightened into stiff peaks against the thin lace, visible and unapologetic. Ruby closed her eyes, tipped her head back, and let out the longest breath she’d held in months.

No more city lights. No more ex-boyfriend’s condescending little comments about “maybe you could lose a few for the next campaign.” No more hiding her body behind carefully angled photos and strategic lighting. Here, under the open sky, surrounded by nothing but green fields, old oak trees, and the distant lowing of cattle, she was finally, gloriously alone.

She walked slowly toward the white fence that bordered the front pasture, hips rolling with every step. Her long blonde hair spilled down her back in thick waves, catching the sunlight like spun gold. When she reached the fence she placed both hands on the top rail, arching her back just a little so her breasts rested heavily on her forearms. The pose felt natural, hell, it was the exact same one she’d struck a thousand times for the camera, but this time there was no photographer, no crew, no one telling her how to tilt her chin or suck in her stomach.

She didn’t need to suck anything in. Not anymore.

The sun warmed her soft belly, highlighting the gentle curve that had always been part of her. Ruby traced one manicured finger along the script tattoo, feeling the raised ink under her skin. A low, needy sound escaped her throat. God, she was already wet. The kind of wet that had nothing to do with foreplay and everything to do with freedom.

She glanced left, then right. Nothing but open land and the big white farmhouse waiting in the distance. No neighbors for miles. No one to judge.

Ruby’s hand slid down her body without hesitation. She hooked two fingers under the front of the black lace thong and pulled it aside, exposing her smooth, glistening pussy to the warm summer air. The first brush of her fingertips over her swollen clit made her knees buckle. She gripped the fence tighter with her free hand, breasts pressing harder against the wood as she widened her stance.

“Fuck,” she whispered, voice husky. “I’ve missed this.”

She circled her clit slowly at first, savoring the slick heat, the way her body responded instantly after months of neglect. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each deepening breath, nipples aching. She pinched one through the lace, rolling it between her fingers while her other hand worked faster between her thighs. The wet sounds of her own arousal were loud in the quiet afternoon, obscene, perfect.

Memories of her ex flickered through her mind and she shoved them away. This was hers. This pleasure belonged to her and no one else.

She dipped two fingers inside herself, curling them just right, and moaned loud enough that a couple of birds startled from a nearby tree. Her hips rocked forward, chasing the friction. The soft curve of her belly brushed against the back of her hand with every thrust. She loved the way it felt, warm, real, hers.

The pressure built fast. Too fast. She was so pent-up she could already feel the edge rushing toward her. Ruby planted her feet wider, ass pushing back, breasts bouncing heavily as she fucked herself harder with her fingers. The sun beat down on her skin, sweat glistening between her cleavage and trickling down the valley of her stomach.

“Come on, baby,” she gasped to herself, voice breaking. “Let go. Right here. Right now.”

Her thumb pressed firmly against her clit while her fingers drove deep, and the orgasm crashed over her like a summer storm. Ruby cried out, the sound raw and unrestrained. Her thighs shook, pussy clenching hard around her fingers as wave after wave rolled through her. Her breasts heaved, nipples diamond-hard against the soaked lace. She kept stroking herself through it, drawing out every last pulse until her legs threatened to give out.

When it finally ebbed, she slumped forward against the fence, cheek resting on the warm wood, chest heaving. A lazy, satisfied smile curved her full lips. For the first time in longer than she could remember, Ruby Langford felt completely, deliciously alive.

She straightened slowly, licking her fingers clean with a soft, filthy little moan. The taste of her own arousal lingered on her tongue as she adjusted the thong back into place. The fabric was ruined, dark and wet, but she didn’t care. She was home.

The big farmhouse sat waiting at the end of the long gravel drive, porch light already on even though the sun hadn’t set yet. Somewhere inside there were probably boxes of her lingerie waiting to be unpacked, but right now all Ruby wanted was a cold drink, a long shower, and maybe, maybe, to do that all over again once the stars came out.

She turned toward the house, hips swaying, blonde hair swinging, the faint scent of her release still clinging to her skin like a secret promise.

Willow Ranch was hers now.

And so was every single filthy, beautiful inch of the life she was finally ready to claim.
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Chapter 2: The Ranch Hand
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Ruby was still leaning against the white fence, thighs slick and trembling, when the low scrape of boots on gravel reached her ears. She straightened slowly, heart kicking up again for an entirely different reason. The black lace thong was soaked through, clinging obscenely to her swollen folds, but she didn’t rush to cover herself. This was her ranch now. Her rules. Her body on full display under the Missouri sun.

She turned toward the sound just as a man rounded the corner of the barn, toolbox in one big hand, hammer tucked into the back pocket of worn jeans that hugged powerful thighs. Colt Rivers, thirty-four. She recognized the name from the lawyer’s paperwork, her late aunt’s ranch manager, the one who’d kept the place running while the estate sorted itself out. But the papers hadn’t prepared her for this.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, and sun-bronzed, with a faded denim shirt rolled up over corded forearms dusted in dark hair. A black Stetson shaded eyes the color of strong coffee, and a day’s worth of stubble darkened his strong jaw. Sweat glistened on the hollow of his throat, and the way his shirt stretched across his chest told her he earned every inch of that muscle the hard way.

Colt stopped dead when he saw her.

His gaze dragged over her like a physical touch, lingering on the heavy swell of her breasts barely contained by the tiny white lace bra, the way her nipples were still tight and obvious against the fabric, then lower, over the soft curve of her belly and the delicate script tattoo that read tied right above the waistband of her thong. His dark eyes flared wide, then narrowed with raw, unmistakable hunger. The toolbox hit the ground with a heavy thud.

“Ma’am,” he said, voice low and rough as gravel under tires. “Didn’t realize you’d... arrived.”

Ruby’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile. Heat pooled low in her belly again, fresh and urgent. She didn’t bother crossing her arms or shifting her stance. Let him look. She wanted him to.

“Ruby Langford,” she said, extending her hand like she wasn’t standing there in next to nothing, pussy still throbbing from the orgasm she’d just given herself against this very fence. “New owner. You must be Colt.”

He crossed the distance in three long strides and took her hand. His palm was rough, calloused, warm from the sun and work. The moment their skin met, electricity crackled up her arm and straight between her legs. His fingers engulfed hers completely, and he held on half a second longer than polite.

“Colt Rivers,” he confirmed, eyes never leaving hers even though she could feel the heat of his stare dipping again to her cleavage. “Been expecting you. Just... not like this.”

Ruby laughed softly, the sound throaty. “Long day. Figured I’d get comfortable before unpacking.” She gestured with her free hand toward the open trunk of the SUV a few yards away, where several large plastic bins sat waiting, bins she’d impulsively dragged out here because the light was perfect and the idea of sorting through her lingerie collection right here, in the open air, had felt deliciously rebellious. “Help me carry a couple of these inside? I’d hate to make two trips in these heels.”

She wasn’t wearing heels. She was barefoot, toenails painted the same cherry red as her fingernails. But the lie rolled off her tongue like honey, and the way Colt’s jaw flexed told her he knew it.

“Happy to,” he rumbled.

They walked to the SUV together. Ruby made sure to stay half a step ahead so he had the full view, her ass swaying, the black lace disappearing between her cheeks, the soft jiggle of her thick thighs with every step. She could feel his eyes on her like hands. When she bent at the waist to grab the first bin, her heavy breasts swung forward, nearly spilling completely out of the bra. She heard his sharp inhale.

Colt reached past her for the second bin, their bodies brushing. His arm grazed the side of her breast, and she felt the hard ridge of his forearm against her sensitive skin. A fresh rush of wetness slicked her thighs.

“Careful,” he muttered, but his voice was darker now, thicker. “These look heavy.”

“They’re full of lace and silk,” she teased, straightening so her breasts brushed his chest. “Fragile. But I trust your hands.”

Their fingers brushed again as they lifted the bins together, once, twice. Each time the contact lingered. Colt’s grip tightened on the plastic, knuckles whitening, and Ruby watched the front of his jeans grow noticeably tighter. The thick outline of his cock pressed against the denim, long and heavy, and she bit her lip at the sight.

They carried the bins up the porch steps and into the cool, shadowed interior of the farmhouse. The living room smelled like lemon polish and old wood. Colt set his bin down gently, then turned to face her. The air between them felt charged, ready to ignite.

He cleared his throat. “If you need anything, repairs, a tour, help hauling the rest of your things, just holler. I’m in the bunkhouse past the barn. Day or night.”

Ruby set her bin beside his and stepped closer, close enough that her breasts nearly touched his chest again. She looked up at him through her lashes, lips parted.

“I might holler sooner than you think, Colt,” she said softly. “I’ve got a feeling I’m going to need a lot of... hands-on help around here.”

His eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower, to the damp spot darkening the front of her thong. When he dragged his gaze back up, the hunger in it was no longer hidden.

“Anything you need, Ruby,” he said, voice rough as rawhide. “I’m your man.”

He turned and left before either of them could do something reckless right there in the front hallway, but the way his broad shoulders filled the doorway as he walked out told her one thing for certain.

The ranch wasn’t the only thing about to get unleashed.
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Chapter 3: Fence-Line Tension
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Ruby watched Colt’s broad back disappear down the porch steps, the tight flex of his ass in those worn jeans doing nothing to cool the fresh ache between her thighs. She stood in the hallway for a long moment, nipples still tight against the damp lace of her bra, the black thong soaked and clinging to her pussy like a second skin. The man was trouble, raw, muscled, hungry trouble, and she wanted every filthy inch of it.

She gave herself five minutes to splash cold water on her face and tug on a thin white tank top that did exactly nothing to hide the heavy sway of her breasts or the soft curve of her belly. The black thong stayed exactly where it was. Barefoot again, she stepped back outside just as Colt reappeared carrying a coil of wire and a pair of pliers.

“Figured you might want the grand tour before the sun drops,” he said, voice still rough around the edges. His eyes flicked down her body, taking in the way the thin tank stretched tight across her chest, the faint outline of her nipples clearly visible. “Property’s bigger than it looks from the road.”

Ruby smiled, slow and sweet. “Lead the way, cowboy.”

They started along the white fence line that bordered the front pasture. Colt walked easy, pointing out the hay fields to the west, the small herd of cattle grazing in the distance, the old oak grove where her aunt used to sit and read. Ruby listened, but mostly she watched him, the way his forearms flexed when he gestured, the sweat darkening the back of his shirt between his shoulder blades. Every few steps she let her hip brush his, deliberate and teasing.

Halfway down the fence, one of the rails had come loose. Colt stopped, set his tools down, and crouched to inspect it. Ruby didn’t hesitate. She stepped right up beside him, close enough that her bare thigh nearly touched his shoulder, and bent forward at the waist to “examine” the same rail.

Her massive breasts swung heavy and free inside the thin tank, the fabric riding up to expose the full, creamy undersides and the soft roll of her belly. The black thong rode high between her cheeks, framing the plush curve of her ass. She made sure to arch her back just a little more, letting her tits sway pendulously with the movement.

“Looks pretty bad,” she murmured, voice low. “Think you can fix it?”

Colt’s hands froze on the wood. His knuckles went white as he gripped the top rail hard enough to make the whole section creak. She heard the sharp inhale, felt the heat rolling off him in waves. From this angle he had a perfect, unobstructed view straight down her tank, nipples hard and dark against the white fabric, the deep valley of cleavage glistening with a faint sheen of sweat.

“Ruby,” he growled, the warning clear in his tone.

She glanced back over her shoulder, blonde hair tumbling across one eye, lips parted. “What? I’m just trying to learn the ropes.” She shifted her weight, making her breasts sway again, fuller this time, the tank slipping dangerously low on one side. The script tattoo on her lower belly peeked out, the word tied dark against her flushed skin.

Colt rose slowly, towering over her. His chest brushed her shoulder as he stood, and she felt the rigid length of his cock press against the back of her thigh through his jeans, thick, hot, unmistakable. One big hand came down on the fence rail right beside hers, caging her in without quite touching. His other hand hovered an inch from the curve of her hip like he was fighting the urge to grab.

“You keep bending over like that,” he said, voice gravel-rough and dark with restraint, “and I’m not gonna be responsible for what happens next.”

Ruby straightened just enough to press her ass back against the hard ridge of his erection. She felt it twitch against her. “Maybe I don’t want you to be responsible,” she whispered. “Maybe I want you to lose control, Colt. Right here. Against this fence.”

His fingers flexed on the wood, the muscle in his jaw jumping. Dominant hunger flashed raw and hot in his dark eyes, something possessive, something that promised he’d bend her over and fuck her senseless the second he let himself go. For one electric second she thought he might do exactly that: yank the thong aside, spread her legs, and drive into her dripping pussy while the sun beat down on them both.

Instead he stepped back, breathing hard, fists clenched at his sides.

“Not yet,” he rasped. “Not until you’re sure you can handle everything I’m gonna do to that pretty body.”

Ruby turned to face him fully, chest heaving, nipples straining against the tank. Her pussy throbbed so hard she had to press her thighs together. She smiled, wicked and unafraid.

“Then show me the rest of the ranch, Colt,” she said, voice husky. “Because I’m nowhere near done teasing you.”

He stared at her for a long, scorching beat, eyes dragging over her heaving breasts, her soft belly, the damp patch darkening the front of her thong, then turned and started walking again, every line of his body screaming barely-leashed control.

Ruby followed, hips rolling, a secret smile playing on her lips.

The fence-line tension had only just begun.
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Chapter 4: Midnight Heat
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The old farmhouse wrapped itself around Ruby like a secret lover as she climbed the wide wooden staircase, each creak of the boards under her bare feet echoing the low, insistent pulse still thrumming between her thighs. The day had been a whirlwind of heat and temptation, and even after a long, cool shower that left droplets tracing lazy paths down her skin, the ache refused to fade. Colt’s face lingered behind her eyelids, those dark, hungry eyes, the way his calloused hands had gripped the fence rail like it was the only thing keeping him from grabbing her, the unmistakable thick ridge of his cock pressing against her ass through worn denim. She could still feel the ghost of that pressure, the way it had made her pussy clench with pure, filthy want.

She pushed open the door to the master bedroom, the room her aunt had left untouched for years. Moonlight poured through the tall, open windows, silvering the crisp white sheets on the big four-poster bed and casting long shadows across the polished hardwood floor. A ceiling fan spun lazily overhead, stirring the warm night air that carried the faint scent of hay and wildflowers from the pastures outside. Ruby paused in the doorway, her reflection catching in the antique mirror across the room. She looked exactly like the woman who had arrived hours earlier, voluptuous, unapologetic, every curve on full display, but now there was a flush high on her cheeks and a slick sheen of arousal still coating her inner thighs.

She hooked her thumbs under the hem of the thin white tank top she’d slipped on after the tour and peeled it slowly over her head. The fabric whispered against her skin, catching briefly on the heavy undersides of her massive breasts before freeing them completely. They spilled out with a soft, heavy bounce, full and pendulous, nipples already tight and dark from the constant teasing of the day. The cool air kissed them, making them pebble even harder. Ruby cupped one in each hand, lifting and squeezing gently, feeling the warm, yielding weight that had always been both her signature and her secret pride. Her thumbs brushed over the sensitive peaks, sending little sparks straight down to her core.

The black lace thong had been discarded hours ago in the bathroom, ruined beyond saving by her earlier orgasm against the fence and the endless teasing walk with Colt. She stood completely naked now, turning slightly to admire the way the moonlight highlighted the soft, generous curve of her belly. The elegant script tattoo just above her mound, tied, stood out in delicate black ink against her flushed skin, a reminder of the chains she’d finally broken. Her wide hips flared out invitingly, thick thighs rubbing together with every shift of her weight, the plush cheeks of her ass jiggling faintly as she moved toward the bed.

Ruby crawled onto the mattress on all fours, the sheets cool and smooth against her palms and knees. She felt exposed in the best possible way, every inch of her body on display for no one but herself and the open windows. She rolled onto her back in the center of the bed, blonde hair fanning out across the pillow like a golden halo. Her legs fell open naturally, knees bent, feet planted flat on the sheets. One hand trailed lazily down her body, starting at her throat, skimming over the deep valley between her breasts, and coming to rest on the soft swell of her stomach. She traced the tattoo with a single fingertip, circling the letters slowly, feeling the raised skin beneath.

“Colt,” she whispered into the quiet room, her voice already husky with need. The name alone made her pussy throb. She closed her eyes and let the memories flood her. The way he’d stared at her when he first rounded the barn, toolbox dropping from his hand like he’d forgotten how to hold it. The electric shock when their fingers brushed over the bins of lingerie. The way he’d towered over her at the fence, his breath hot against her ear as he growled that warning, You keep bending over like that and I’m not gonna be responsible for what happens next.

Her hand dipped lower, sliding over the smooth, bare skin of her mound until two fingers parted her slick folds. She was drenched, obscenely wet, her arousal coating her fingertips instantly. A soft moan
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