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Synopsis

Running from a bad relationship, Leah’s
momma escapes with her to Boris Spunk Ranch. When Leah comes of
age, her momma takes off again, this time leaving Leah behind. Leah
doesn’t mind. The ranch has become her home now, if she can
convince the man who gave them refuge to try finding home within
her, to build a life with her. Sparks ignite from the very first
touch, spreading like wildfire. Scorching passion, a forbidden hot
lust, consumes them. Nothing is sacred, and nowhere is safe on
Boris Spunk Ranch.

Content
Warning: This taboo erotic story contains
adult material, graphic language with explicit sexual situations,
taboo relationships, and descriptive hot vigorous sex. This work is
for mature audiences ages 18+ only.


Ranch Tail

Josie Myer


Copyrights

RANCH TAIL Copyright © 2017 by Joie Myer.
All Rights Reserved.



All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any
form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including
information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in
writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who
may quote short excerpts in a review. 



Cover designed by JM Company

 


Cover Photo by Pawel Sierakowski 
      



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and
incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are
used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 



JOSIE MYER



Visit my page to find what’s new on

 


Instagram | Twitter | Facebook

 


 https://www.josiemyer.com







Leah Clare and her momma Lynn came to live
at Boris Spunk Ranch when Leah was ten years old. A single mother,
running from a troubled relationship with a scrawny quiet kid who
was nothing but hair and eyes, should have sent off all kinds of
warning signs.

Those long spiraling chocolate curls and big
amber eyes set Leah apart from her mother, who was a pale, pretty
blonde with desperate, troubled green eyes. Lynn was gentle but
shifty and anxious. Leah, on the other hand, was a beautiful,
fearless, and inquisitive slip of a girl whose momma didn’t know
what to do with her, let alone how to take care of her. You had
only to look at them to see that they had been roaming.

My foreman, Red, warned me it could be
trouble taking in strays, but I didn’t see it that way. There was
no trouble taking them, seeing as I had more than enough room
living alone in a big ranch house I’d inherited with a decent
spread and more money I could spend in two lifetimes.

Leah’s momma agreed to marry on the grounds
Leah would always have a home on Boris Spunk Ranch. It was a
marriage of convenience with a prenup so tight and detailed it read
like a goddamn contract. I was tired of every filly in town trying
to hook up with me for my family name, home, and money. I explained
these things to Lynn. The other part of it was attached to my
inheritance. I was supposed to marry and produce an heir by the age
of thirty-five. Marrying Lynn would get me both. Leah needed
stability. Lynn needed to stop running, or more truly a place to
hide out until Leah came of age. Because sure enough, a month after
Leah’s eighteen birthday, Lynn was making plans to run off with
some man she’d met on one of those social dating sights.

“So, you’re just going to up and leave
Leah?”

We’d argued when I caught Lynn making flight
plans on a one-way ticket someplace across the damn country.

“We talked about this, Bo. Ranch life is not
for me. We agreed. Leah stays here. You promised. I never asked to
be a parent, but I did it. Now it’s my turn. I want a life, and I’m
in love with this man.”

“You barely know him.”

Lynn scowled up at me. Lynn had Leah young,
at the age of sixteen. At thirty-four, she was young enough and
pretty enough to start over. There was no real love lost between
Lynn and me. After eight long years, we were friends at best. Yeah,
we tried fucking around at the beginning, a show, really, for
Leah’s sake, but we always allowed each other freedom. I never stop
Lynn from being with whomever she wanted, just as long as they
didn’t work for me, nor was she allowed to bring them on my
property near Leah. Hell, I worked so much and went out on rodeo
circuits so often I was never home. I took Leah with me on most of
the trips, of course, but Lynn would never go. We stopped
pretending for the last five years, and now we were more like
roommates than a married couple.

“Look, if you don’t want Leah around
anymore, just ship her off to some out-of-state school or
something. She’s smart enough to get into a university.”

That got my hackles rising, and my anger
flashed just as she knew it would. “I ain’t shipping my baby girl
off nowhere! And I never said I didn’t want her around.”

Lynn shot me that annoying little smirk over
her shoulder. Damn, did she know? Had she seen how much I watch
Leah, how hard my body reacts when I’m around her daughter?

For the last eight years, Leah and I had
grown super close, and with how inattentive Lynn was, I’d had to
play the single parent. That was alright at the beginning, but
since Leah had grown into a full-fledged woman with a tight curvy
body to rival her mother’s, being around Leah or alone with Leah
had become a torment.

There was nothing for it with my ranch
hands; the young studs in town all too eager to dip their hats with
hot eyes and wolfish smiles at my baby girl as though she were a
thick juicy piece of prime steak with all the fixings on the
side.

Leah was no longer the awkward little bean
pole with ripped jeans and dirt on her nose, getting in the way as
she was eager to learn the ropes. Now, Leah had a beauty that
surpassed her mother with a soft creamy honey skin tone that tanned
just right. To her firm thighs and round plump ass that filled out
every pair of tight jeans and short shorts as though they were
painted on her body, Leah left me sprouting wood every time I set
eyes on her. Hell, I didn’t even know I was an ass man until Leah
had come of age.

The simple white tees she wore hugged her
flat belly and tucked-in waist, dangerously put her generous
breasts on display. Despite how much they grew, Leah refused to
wear a bra. God, the way they swayed and bounced when Leah rushed
toward me, I had to pull her against my chest and hold her there
until I could get my wayward body under control.

Turning away from Lynn’s cynical leer and
determined plans, I went out to find some work. There was always
work to be done on the ranch.
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The day Lynn walked out, Leah and I stood on
the porch watching her load her things in a taxi. I’d never seen
Lynn so excited. She’d spent some time talking things over with
Leah the day before, leaving my once energetic, talkative little
girl, solemn and quiet. There were no tears in Leah’s eyes, but
she’d gone to bed early. Eight short years and I found myself
single with an eighteen-year-old temptation I was neither ready for
nor knew what to do with.

When I rolled over one night to find Leah a
sleep in my bed beside me, I thought little of it. Leah climbed
into my bed many nights when she had bad dreams or simply couldn’t
sleep. When she pulled me over to spoon her, I shifted my hips back
so she wouldn’t feel my growing erection pressed against her round
ass. She glanced over her shoulder at me and whispered,

“Don’t worry about it, daddy. I know guys
can’t help it. Mom said not to make a big deal about it. I just
didn’t want to sleep alone.”

I held her then and tried to follow her
advice, not making a big deal about something my body couldn’t
control. Only I was so fucking hard, and my body was rung so tight
my hands trembled. Leah’s firm curvy frame felt so damn right in my
arms. I wore nothing but a thin pair of boxer briefs. Leah was in
her usual spaghetti strap tank top, and panties get up. Her body
heat pressed tight against my front. I could feel Leah’s nipples
pebble against my arm. Her smooth, warm skin and naked thighs
against my thighs urged me to caressed a hand down to feel it, to
touch her. Burying my face into her soft, fragrant hair, I stifle
the groan when she pushed her round ass into my hips and rubbed it
a little against my needy dick. Damn, she had to feel it, but if
she was willing to ignore it, so was I.

When I caressed Leah’s belly over her hip to
her thigh, she stiffened. I’d never touched her like this before,
but I wasn’t about to acknowledge it here and now. Instead, I
pressed the length of my long hard shaft between the cheeks of her
panty-clad ass, wishing we were both naked so I could slide my dick
between her legs. One hand slipped down between her legs to squeeze
the inner flesh of her meaty thigh. The other went up under her
tee. I took one melon size tit in my big hand, letting my fingers
brush her hard nipple. Leah’s breath went out in a full-body
shudder. She whimpered, holding my hand against her breast while
rocking her ass back against my hips.

Leah was restless as I caressed and squeezed
her young body, allowing my greedy hands to have their way. Yet,
neither of us acknowledged the fact that her daddy was groping her,
that this midnight touching wasn’t exactly appropriate for a daddy
and daughter. Now that I was practically rocking my hips to rub my
dick against her ass, Leah couldn’t settle. Not until my hands and
body cease from the erotic torment.

What was I thinking?

Groping and rubbing in the dark was one
thing, but was I willing to push for more? Would she let me? Fuck
yes, I was dying to ram Leah’s eighteen-year-old pussy, but would
Leah willingly remain quiet and allow it? My stepdaughter and I
were alone in this ranch house. She’d crawled into my bed, seeking
comfort. Could I violate her trust by taking advantage of her?

Hell, things were moving too fast, and I
needed to settle down. I needed to get some sleep and think things
through. I fought to relax my body, lay still, and simply allowed
the erotic weight of Leah’s body to settle in my hands. She felt so
fucking good in my arms as we lay in bed like that in the dead of
night.

“This is comfortable, right, baby?” I asked,
hoping I hadn’t freaked her out with having her daddy’s hands all
over her young body.

Leah’s only response was to snuggle closer.
I could feel the heavy tension in her body, but I said and
acknowledged nothing. With my hard dick pressed against her ass,
eventually, I fell asleep.

When I woke, Leah lie on her back, her small
hands lay over her chest, and the covers were pushed down as though
she grew hot and uncomfortable in her sleep. She’d shoved them down
past her hips so that her legs were bare flopped open wide; knees
turned out. Leah slept as she’d always slept, wild and spread out
across the bed. I smiled at the memory of that. How Lynn and I
never got any sleep when Leah crawled into bed with us after a
nightmare. Nothing had changed.

Only, gazing down at Leah’s firm womanish
form, I couldn’t help but notice that everything had changed. The
warm contented smile fell as my eyes dropped down to admire Leah’s
curves. The warmth in my chest crept down to my cock at the sight
of her perky full tits barely contained in a small cotton tee. At
the moment, those nipples were flat and relaxed in her sleep.
Tossing the covers back revealed a flat belly, a slim tucked-in
waist, and round firm thighs she developed by running around the
ranch after her daddy.

I always kept Leah close for protection
because, like her momma, she was so damn pretty. Now at eighteen
with a body to make a man drool, she had every ranch hand on
property eyeing her round bouncing ass as though they’d like
nothing better than to bend her over and pound her like one of my
prize bulls. Fuck, her daddy included.
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