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Chapter 1


"I Know it sounds crazy at first, honey but I think it's actually a legit opportunity, and frankly you know that we could use the extra money right about now. Well, it's never a bad time for extra money, is it?"


My boyfriend Hank was only half listening but on his way to agreeing to my latest idea, a definite perk for bringing up my wants during the middle of a blow job. Hank smirked, pushed my face back down, and shoved his cock deep into my mouth.


Other women might get upset about being interrupted only to have a dick thrown in their mouth but I didn't mind it one bit, I loved giving head. It was practically a hobby of mine. It was just too bad that Hanks cock wasn't big enough to fuck my throat the rough way that I loved. I had never told him that of course, but you know what they say, it's not going to suck itself.


"It just sounds a weird, I mean do you know anything about cows?" Hank groaned as I expertly bobbed my head up and down his shaft.


I took my mouth off him to reply and teasingly stroked the tip of his cock, "No, but how hard can it be? If I can milk you, I can milk a cow, right?" I giggled as I tantalized him with long, languid strokes, "besides I've already googled it, it looks like a real cattle ranch and there's a website and everything. Most of all, the ad says it pays well."


Hank had stopped listening to me already and was playing with my tits again. While I knew that my large bust was one of his favorite features on me, I also knew that he used it as the quickest way to shut me up. The way my nerves tingled with pure pleasure from having my sensitive nipples toyed with was enough to render me practically speechless. He tugged on my hard pink tips and pulled me closer to him, letting his cock rest between them as he brought me closer and closer to him. Almost immediately, my pussy grew hot and I could feel my thong dampening as the water works turned on. It was inevitable; play with my tits, I drip like a fucking coffee carafe.


Hank grabbed my tits now and pushed them together, enveloping his cock between them. I wanted to suck him off while he fucked my chest but he was not long enough to reach my lips no matter how far I craned my neck. I spat on my cleavage and watched it slide down and lubricate his rigid cock.


"Oh fuck yes, honey," he moaned as I smiled eagerly, "Don't you think it's just a little odd that they requested a specific body type to work there? What is "cattle ranch girl sturdy" anyway?"


How the fuck should I know? Yes, it was more than a little fucking weird, but if the pay was good like the ad had mentioned, then I didn't really give two shits about how I was supposed to look when draining a cattle ranch animal of its milk.


"No, not at all," I fibbed while Hank bounced my tits up and down his cock, "they're probably looking for hard working women who won't quit after a day or complain about the hard work, that's all."


I Knew that Hank didn't really give two shits about what I was telling him, he knew I would go ahead and apply for the cattle ranch job anyway and as long as my mouth was wrapped around his dick he didn't really care what I did most other hours of the day.


"Just lay back and let me ride you, baby. I want to shove these big tits in your mouth," I said as I rose up from my knees. The one thing that could always turn me on was having my tits played with, I swore it sent electric pulses straight to my straining, pulsing clit.


"Besides, I was talking with Monica," I went on as I started to slide my dripping slit down his shaft, "and she said that this Cattleman Bob guy is having trouble finding girls to work the cattle ranch. She said when she called about the ad, they told her they were offering a thousand dollars a week for qualified candidates." I knew that would catch his attention and sway him to agree with me.


"A week?"


"Yeah, didn't I tell you that before?" I bounced extra hard on him, he was just too short for me and I needed a cock to hit my fucking cervix tonight.


I knew for a fact I had not. In addition, I also knew that it was really two grand a week.


"What do you need to do at this place exactly?" he asked between grunts as I rode him.


"It's a dairy ranch, duh. It has something to do with milk. Monica said that apparently they give you some kind of medicine to make sure you're all clean and ready to work, and then you got back a week later for milking."


I knew that I was being vague but what did it matter when we needed the money? I just needed to soften Hank's worries so that I could get the job done. Rent would be due and I'd prefer to be able to pay that and a few other bills without worry. Hank's hands reached upwards as I rocked my hips against him and massaged my naked breasts. Hanging heavy and swinging in front of his face as I rode him closely I knew that I would be taking care of business very soon.


"Do it baby. I trust you."


Chapter 2


"We're very happy to have you here with us Jessica, I already know you'll be a great addition to the team here. Besides, Monica has been saying nothing but great things about you."


It was hard to concentrate on the man who referred to himself as a cattle rancher. It wasn't every day you sat in front of a handsome "cattle rancher" decked out in a white lab coat and seated behind a large, utilitarian looking desk. It felt more like I was a test subject seated in front of a too sexy to be legitimate scientist.


"I'm so happy you decided to come and work with me, Jessica!" Monica squealed happily, "we're going to have so much fun."


Cattleman Bob looked more like a Professor Robert in my opinion but what did it matter when all that money was on the line?


"You got it Monica!" Cattleman Bob smiled enthusiastically, "we are laid back here, you're going to find the work really enjoyable, and not too taxing, "I noticed that he added a wink there," and we pay very, very well for your time."


Monica nodded so hard and fast I thought her head might shake itself free of her neck any moment.


"All we ask in return is that once your John H. is on that contract you abide by the terms and conditions therein. You show up when you're expected to and you participate in your work the ways in which you are instructed to, and we're all going to get along just fine." Cattle ranchers Bob's ear to ear grin was becoming contagious, not to mention it made me want to hop onto the other side of that big metal desk and see what he was hiding behind it.


"And what does my work entail, exactly?" I asked cautiously. We all knew I was here for the money but it never hurt to play coy.


Cattleman Bob stood up and answered my burning question about what he was hiding behind that steel frame. He walked around his desk and sat on the edge facing me, giving me a good hard look at the coke can sized package outlined in his Levi's. The man wore jeans, a flannel and a lab coat but he wasn't fooling me, something was up, and he was smart enough to distract me by flaunting that giant cock.


"I'm so glad you asked that, Jessica. It's an honest day's work and one that you look perfectly suited for," he said as his eyes trailed up my body and landed on my not so modest tits. "We're on the third phase of trials for our new, patent pending lactation drug here at the cattle ranch. All we want you to do is take this happy little pill of ours and then come back once a week to be milked. We run a few tests and you go home feeling extra happy with your pockets padded."


"So... I won't be milking cows?"


"More like we're the cows!" giggled Monica. I shot her a concerned look and she straightened up immediately, "it's for science, Jessica. And it's totally safe, right Cattleman Bob?"


"You betcha, Monica! You've tried it yourself, haven't you?"


"Well, of course I have," Monica's shoulders scrunched together and puffed up her already blooming cleavage. Of course she had, I thought. I could see as plain as day the effects the pill she had taken on a week earlier had on her body. Her breasts were engorged to twice their usual size and she looked all the happier for it. I had simply thought that she ran out and got herself a boob job with the fat cheques she had been bragging about; I mean, huge tits and two grand a week? Who could blame her. But apparently those puppies were home grown, if not grown with a little help from said "happy pill".


"We know that our drug is clinically safe, what we're working on here is how much output can our drug help to produce. It's all a numbers game here and we're out to get every last drop."


"You're sure there's little risk?" I asked hesitantly. It was hard to buy in with both Cattleman Bob and Monica grinning at me like I was a piece of prey.


"We're absolutely beyond sure there is no risk to you. And if you sign on the dotted line, I'll even add an extra $500 per week"


Holy shit, I paled. How could I ever even think about turning down that amount of money?


Before I could reply, Cattleman Bob was placing a pen in one hand and a clipboard in the other. I gazed down at the documents in front of me, each page with numerous X's marked to show where I needed to initial. My hand started moving automatically and I could feel the heat of Cattleman Bob and Monica's smiles on me as I signed and signed away.


"What am I signing again exactly?"


"Just your standard non-disclosure agreement that you won't disclose anything about the work that we do here," said the cattle rancher casually.


"Yeah, just like when celebrities fuck people and make them sign papers so that they can't brag about it to the gossip rags," chirped Monica as she examined her manicure. I finished signing the last piece of paper, having not really read any of it at all. All it really boiled down to was do what they ask when they ask, do not talk about it and I would be paid handsomely in return. It sounded easy and lucrative, any girls dream.


"Now, before you leave the cattle ranch today you'll be taking your first dose," said Cattleman Bob. He shook a small orange bottle in his hand that seemed to have appeared out of nowhere but was probably pulled from that crisp lab jacket of his. He opened the canister and shook a small, round and white pill onto my hand. I picked it up and looked at the tab and noticed the inscription read "MOO". Funny.


"Down the hatch!" I said finally cracking a grin and popped it into my mouth.


Chapter 3


Normally I would never give up the chance to let my big tits swing in Hank's face while I rode him but these past few days had been a building anguish. My breasts had begun to feel tight and sore and I could see that they were swelling and getting bigger. It was incredible to see them growing on my curvy frame, just looking at them made me wet! But to touch them? To squeeze them? It was near agony. My breasts were so sensitive that it was hard to wear a shirt most of the time. I had stopped bothering to wear a bra two days ago, not that any of the ones I owned would fit me at this point anyway but they were so tender I couldn't contain them inside a restrictive bra any longer without dying to rip it off within minutes.


"Baby turn around and let me see those big udders," Hank drooled between thrusts as he pounded my pussy from behind. I had to practically beg him to fuck me doggy while I rested my chest on the bed. They would so tender I couldn't even let them hang and swing for very long but when Hank demanded I always gave in.


Turning around to face him, Hank laid back on the bed and motioned for me to hop on top, which admittedly I was happy to do, but knew the my breasts were going to regret the aching.


"Baby just be gentle with me, I hurt so much right now," I whined as I cupped my tits, "I cannot wait to get milked and get some relief!" I said as I rubbed my pussy along his shaft.


Hank propped himself up and started massaging my engorged chest. I gave him my patented 'please be gentle with me' look but it was useless. As long as my tits were as huge and heavy as they were, he would keep missing my cues entirely as he focused on the matters in hand.


"Let me take care of you, baby," he said as his hands traveled across my tits, "I'll make sure you feel good."


I could feel his hard cock throbbing between my pussy lips as I sat atop him. I moved my hips back and forth slightly, letting my wet snatch coat him and make him be the one who would ache. That single pill made my tits huge but had also made me so fucking horny getting Hank to fuck me had become a twice-daily need. The only complaint I had about the twice daily shag sessions was that Hanks cock was still Hanks cock. As sturdy and reliable as it was, I still imagined Cattleman Bob's massive rod splitting me in half every time I closed my eyes.


I moaned as Hank massaged me, he began lightly pulling on my nipples instantly bringing near agony to my swollen breasts until I felt a sudden and glorious relief.


"Holy shit, babe!" Hank said pulling his hands away in surprise.


"What?" I half shouted as I opened my eyes to see a curious look on his face.


"You're like, leaking!" he giggled as he said it. My fuck! I was leaking and did it ever feel good! I grabbed Hanks hands and quickly brought them up to my dribbling tits.


"Honey, do it again, give me relief!" I begged him as I felt the warm fluid dripping down my stomach, it was beginning to puddle on Hanks stomach too. He hesitated momentarily before beginning to lightly pull at them again. Where it felt like I could have cried a few moments ago when he was massaging my tits but now it felt so good to get relief from the built up pressure no matter how it was happening. Clearly, I needed more than just a gentle touch. I needed to be milked like a cow!


"Tug harder, baby," I moaned as I writhed on top of him, "I need you to tug harder!" I could feel his cock straining beneath me as his fingers teased me.


"It's getting everywhere, Jess," Hank said as my milk started spraying with his massing and pulling, "What should I do?"


"Drink me," I said as I slid my pussy across his shaft. Instinctively I knew that the only way I would get the true relied I needed was for Hank to suck and slurp it out of me.


"Oh fuck, yes." Hank grunted as his mouth latched onto my tits. Instantly I felt milk spurting from my breast and filling Hank's mouth quickly. Hank's eyes widened like saucers as he struggled to keep up with my fast let down flow.


"Mmmm fuck yes, Hank," I moaned as I writhed on his cock. I leaned forward over Hank and pushed him back down onto the bed letting my tits sway over him. I lifted myself up and sat down on him, impaling myself with his sturdy rod. My hips writhed as I began to rise and fall on top of him as he continued to drain me.


"There's just so fucking much," he murmured in between gulps. Hank was worked up beyond anything I had ever seen him like before; I had no idea that guzzling milk from my swollen udders would turn him on so much. Udders.... That sounded right. I was a fucking milkmaid cow after all. Hanks cock twitched inside my pussy as I bounced up and down on his shaft. The way he was feeling, I knew that it wouldn't be long before his pipe would burst and flood my cave, and I knew that I was likely to join him. The way he licked and suckled my breasts was driving me insane with lust. I could not bounce on him hard enough, but I needed to be completed emptied before he emptied himself into me.


I pulled my right udder from his hungry mouth and immediately replaced it with my left nipple. Hank looked like he couldn't swallow his last mouthful fast enough and some of my precious milk dribbled down his chin but he latched on so quickly, he was such a good boy for keeping up with my fast flow.


"I wonder how much milk they'll get out of me when I go back to the cattle ranch?" I mused as I remembered Cattleman Bob and his huge rod. My hips were moving faster now without me even realizing it. I could hear Hank's gurgling moans as his cock stiffened even more inside of me. Hank's cock wasn't the filling I was fantasizing about but it would have to do for now, and as long as he kept that strong latch going and sucking me like the good boy he was being, I could finish.


"I wonder if I'll get to watch any of the other girls get their tits milked while mine are being emptied," I wondered aloud, closing my eyes as I pictured rows of buxom women pulling on their nipples and shooting the liquid cream into glass jars.


That was all it took for Hank. His muffled groan broke through my thoughts loudly and he began to twitch beneath me, and a moment later he was shooting his load as far deep as his cock could reach into my throbbing cunt. His lips let go of my now emptied breast and he opened his mouth to moan again. I watched as his eyes fluttered open and a stripe of red flew across his cheeks. He was embarrassed. Again.


"Babe, I'm so sorry, I couldn't help myself.... Your tits were so tasty and you were talking, and oh my god... your tits," his cock twitched inside of me as he circled the point.


I didn't even bother replying. I hopped off, grabbed my vibrator from the nightstand and went to the shower alone where I could think about Cattleman Bob while I coaxed my interrupted impending orgasm from my drenched pussy.


Chapter 4


"Ugh I am SO happy to be here right now, my tits are aching and this maid need a milkin'!" said Monica as she bounced her way across the threshold of the state of the art "barn" at Cattleman Bob's cattle ranch.


I was just as anxious to get to the milking room as Monica was, it seemed that as quickly as Hank had emptied my tits, they had filled up all over again but this time they felt even larger and sorer.


"Monica, do you tits feel like they're going to explode?" I asked her as I carefully walked behind her holding my tits in place. I couldn't even stand them jiggling around with one foot step, the drive to the cattle ranch today was torturous. Monica's face looked practically gleeful as she beamed at my chest.


"Girl, I am so proud of you right now. I know it's hard to be really full but from the way you're complaining, it sounds like you've got it way worse than me. I mean, they look comically large at this point." She opened a large metal door and led me into a brightly lit sterile looking room. It was warm and white, and I could see rows of empty bottles lined up on shelves accompanied by a few large sub-zero fridges that lined the back walls. Monica must've sensed my apprehension, I had never seen a room like this before in a barn.


"Oh this? This is just so our milk stays fresh and unadulterated, just the way it should be. Everything clean and tidy for us!" she giggled.


"It's just..." I began as I looked at the large padded table with two outstretched padded plants for arms that centered in the middle of the room, where would I be going to get drained? Why were there straps?


"Hmm?" Monica said as she wriggled out of her shoes.


"It's just, um, Hank drank from me two days ago and I'm still hurting so bad, honestly it's worse than before, and, if I'm being honest, I'm super horny... I haven't been able to stop thinking about-"


Just then, a metal door clunked open and in walked Cattleman Bob dressed in his finest white lab coat. "There he is!" squealed Monica as she jumped up and down with excitement. My cheeks flushed from embarrassment, had Cattleman Bob heard what I was about to say? If he had, I was sure he knew I was about to admit to Monica that I was wet day and night thinking about his gorgeous body and hefty cock.


"Who are they?" I asked Monica quietly as a trio of men followed Cattleman Bob into the milking room.


"Duh, ranch hands of course, how else would you run a dairy?" Monica giggled. She looked like she was ready to milk the cattle ranch hands herself instead of the other way around.


"Jessica, your progress looks incredible," Cattleman Bob said as he approached me with his eyes locked on my engorged breasts.


"Are you sure this is normal? They're so full, they ache every second of the day, even the whisper of a breeze makes me feel so funny," I bemoaned the fate I consented to with a wry grin.


"No, your progress is not normal, Jessica... it's extraordinary" the cattle rancher complimented me. Monica huffed behind me, and squeezed her arms together to make her already huge cleavage look even puffier.


"Daniel, please take Monica to milking room #2," Cattleman Bob said measuredly, "Monica, I promise you're in great hands today."


The grin on her face told me that she wasn't disappointed one iota. Why was she so happy? What did she know about this process that I didn't? While I longed to have Cattleman Bob between my thighs, what did that have to do with getting paid to be milked? Wasn't I here just to be hooked up to a milking machine and then get another pill before being sent home for a week?


One of the two remaining ranch hands was gently guiding me over to the table, he picked me up by my waist as if I was light as a feather, and let me lie down. That boy must've been throwing a lot of hay bales because I was almost weightless to him, and that's saying something considering my tits felt 20lbs heavier.


Before I could protest, not that I really wanted to, the other ranch hand began to remove my clothing, Piece by piece my garments dropped to the floor and I felt the pleasure of the warm air hitting my bare skin. I had closed my eyes at this point, whether it from shyness or pure enjoyment, I'm not sure, but it wasn't until I felt the leather straps tightening down on my outstretched arms that I realized I was being restrained.


"Why — " I stammered, confused as to why I, a willing participant was being tied down, "is this going to hurt?" I asked fearfully.


"Not one bit, in fact it's going to feel so incredible that we need to restrain you to make sure that we can collect all the milk we can," Cattleman Bob said as he approached the table with the milking apparatus in hand. He passed each of his cattle ranch hands a suction cup attached to a long hose that they promptly affixed to my breasts.


My nipples were tingling so badly I swore I was going to spring a leak. Judging by the open air hitting my exposed pussy, I already had. The cattle ranch hands began gently massaging my breasts, I instinctively knew that they were preparing me to be milked. Cattleman Bob wasn't wasting any time either. I lifted my head to see him casually unzipping those ironed dress pants of his and I felt myself growing more excited immediately.


"Did you know, Jessica, that when a subject is sexually around, she is likely to produce more milk than she would that if she were just simply going through the motions herself?"


"No, I didn't, Cattleman Bob."


"It's quite interesting actually, and here at my cattle ranch, I like to get the best results possible from my Hucows."


The words surprised me somewhat, how could I not understand what was about to happen? I had been fantasizing for an entire week non-stop about the very thing. The ranch hands continued to massage my bloated teats and Cattleman Bob reached between my legs and started stroking my clit.


"My, my, you are one eager Hucow, aren't you Jessica? You're so fucking wet for me already," he murmured as his fingers explored my slick slit, "let's get her going boys, it looks like she's a damn ready to burst!" he chuckled as his deft fingers drove into me.


"Oh my God!" I moaned out loudly. The sensation of Cattleman Bob's thick fingers penetrating my aching cunt combined with the instant dual suction on my breasts was overwhelming. I felt the room spinning in front of my eyes and I struggled to get myself straight.


"Oh, fuck... yes" I groaned as heavy spurts of milk began to slowly dibble from my aching breasts.


"Mmmm, it looks like we're going to be here a while Cattleman Bob," said the ranch hand to my left, "I've never seen udders this full before!"


"Yeah, this little cow is draining a bit slow though, don't you think?" said the other cattle ranch hand with a teasing chuckle in his voice.


"You're right about that, young man. I'm going to have to help our Hucow out."


The words drifted into my ears like sweet music, and I opened my eyes to the sound of a zipper being pulled down. I lifted my head and strained to see past my engorged tits and saw Cattleman Bob taking off his clothes. His rippled muscles were thick and tensed, like the lined that his mouth formed as he stared at my breasts.


Chapter 5


Everyone in the room knew that this was bound to happen eventually, all except me of course, but it was turning out to be quite the pleasant surprise. Who knew that I would enjoy being used by Cattleman Bob 10x more when two more sexy men were watching while playing with my tits?


"Is... is this allowed?" I asked, unsure if it would ruin all my progress, or my paycheck.


"Oh it's very much allowed," said the cattle rancher, "in fact, Hucow sluts, such as yourself, tend to produce more milk when they are sexually stimulated, and Jessica? You're going to set a production record today," he finished with a smug grin. He walked around to the side so I could see him properly in all his muscled glory.


"Holy shit," I gasped, "you're a fucking bull!" I couldn't contain my shock as the sight of the cattle ranchers enormous cock came into view. The man was stacked with two full coke cans of cock and balls the size of naval oranges. Is this real? Is this even possible?


"Don't be afraid Jessica, it's everything you need. That magical little pill I gave you last week? It's made you perfect for this bull's dick."


My every inch of me felt like it was burning up, Cattleman Bob trailed his fingers over my body as he walked back around the table to position himself between my legs. I was so sensitive I could feel the pulsing heat from Cattleman Bob's cock as it approached my slick hole. My hips were wiggling with anticipating now, goading him to enter me.


"That's it, Jessica," said the ranch hand on my left breast, "you just be a good Hucow slut for Cattleman Bob and everything will be amazing. You just get ready for that sweet, sweet relief you need so badly."


My hips were practically wiggling now, every waft of air that passed across my swollen, moist slit made me long for the cattle ranchers deep touch; I wasn't protesting anymore, I was a pent up ball of need that and had never felt this horny before in my entire life. It really didn't matter if I was willing or not anymore, I was simply a Hucow who was restrained to a table, about to be fucked by a massive cock while two cattle ranch hands made sure I took every inch of the lusty cattle ranchers looming cock.


"You're doing so well for your first time my little milk maid," crooned Cattleman Bob. The look in his eye did not match the tone in his voice one bit. His searing gaze betrayed his true intentions; I knew instantly that I was going to be properly used. No gentle care, no thoughtful permissions, the cattle rancher was going to milk and breed his personal Hucow.


"Think it'll fit?" one of the ranch hands chuckled, but I had no time to respond. I felt Cattleman Bob's tip swipe against my wet pussy to slicken his tip and he pushed himself roughly inside of me. I gasped loudly before letting out a deep, lusty moan. How the fuck did that thing even fit inside me? I'd never made a sound like that before in my life; it felt like my pussy was being split in two by his huge cock and the fullness from his girth and the delicious pain I felt as his tip rammed against my cervix was instantly addictive.


"Woah-ho there!" Cattleman Bob grunted as my pussy gripped his cock, "you're fucking tight. Much tighter than your little friend. Phew, I was not expecting this little treat!"


"You'll work her in, boss."


"You always do!"


"Just you boys wait, this one's special. I might even let you have a go for your own ride."


"Oh my god," I moaned as my eyes fluttered.


"Time to make some milk money, Hucow," said Cattleman Bob as he grabbed me by the waist and began pumping his massive love rod in and out of my tightly stretched cunt.


Every plunge of his cock sent huge spurts of thick, creamy white milk gushing into the suction cups attached to my nipples. I Knew immediately that the cattle ranch hands were there if for no other reason than to hold onto my tits so the milking machine didn't fall off with the raw animalistic power he was fucking me with even though I was restrained.


"That's it little milk maid, just let the cattle rancher fuck your sweet Hucow pussy and you just enjoy your slutty self," the ranch hand on the right said as he pressed his erect cock against my face through his pants while holding my breast steady.


Cattleman Bob took immediate notice of the ranch hands obvious desire.


"David, why don't you feed our Hucow?" he panted as he thrust deeply into me.


"Really? Yes boss!"


Hmm, so it would be David's cock that was being shoved into my mouth. I turned my head to see David unwrap his own thick member before he plunged it into my mouth.


"Oh that's so fucking hot," said the other ranch hand, "can I join too?"


"Why not, John?" said Cattleman Bob, "it looks like it's making her produce more, let's get all we can for this big heifers teats."


The taste of David and John's cocks as they switched back and forth was delicious, I moaned loudly as the cattle rancher continued to fuck me. Every pump of his cock sent more thick streams of milk squirting into his milking machine. I felt like a prized cow and loved every second of being used for their personal pleasure.


"Oh fuck, Cattleman Bob, this little heifer is too fucking good, I'm gonna blow this load," grunted David as he fucked my hungry mouth.


"Well then, don't hold back you know how these Hucows need our bull seed don't you?" Cattleman Bob panted as he kept his pace.


"Come on buddy, let's paint her face together," said John with a grin.


David eased himself out of my mouth and he and John both grabbed a handful of my hair to keep me still. Before I could protest, beg for it, or just say anything I felt huge spurts of cum splatter across each of my cheeks. The force behind them almost felt like a smack as ropes of cum were thrown across my face and in my hair. David and John groaned devilishly as they unloaded their seed on my face, I felt like a freshly dipped cinnamon roll and for a moment didn't think I could ever look at a glazed donut the same way ever again.


I licked my lips and tasted their combined gift and carefully opened my eyes to see the two of them panting hard as they refocused their attentions to the milking machines.


"Hey boss, it looks like she's finally almost emptied. I swear this one had twice the amount of milk in her as every other Hucow." David said with an impressed head nod.


"Give her that seed of yours now, will you boss? I want to see her face when you fire it on it," chuckled John.


Cattleman Bob's balls were slapping at my spread ass with every powerful thrust and the rhythmic pace droning on me was driving me to my own orgasm, I knew that the rancher could feel my pussy clenching and gripping his giant cock as he urged on my own orgasm. His hand deftly crept between my legs again and he began rubbing my enormously swollen clit.


"Fuck yes!" I mewed, "please, please make your little Hucow cum Cattleman Bob!" I begged loudly. My milk was pulsing heavily now, one last ramp up to get every last drop available out of me before every other last drop of moisture shot out of me. Before I could catch my breath, my pussy started clenching and orgasming uncontrollably. I felt the hands of David and John holding me down hard and my body strained heavily against the restraints holding me down. I felt my body squirting as I came all over Cattleman Bob's cock as my hips bucked wildly up and down. He must have taken that as his que and with one swift thrust, the rancher drove his cock as far as he could fit it in my pussy and flooded me with his thick cum.


"God fucking damn it, whoo!" he hollered as he buried his orgasm deep inside me, "for fuck sakes this cow's cunt squeezed me so tight my pipe burst!" he laughed happily as he withdraw his cock from my sore cunt. It felt like pudding was dripping out of my pussy as he cum leaked out.


I panted heavily as my own orgasm began to subside and I came down from the dopamine overload that had been coursing through my body.
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