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❧

Working as an undercover journalist at a secretive dairy farm, Brenda Johnson expects to find evidence of GMOs in the town’s dairy supply. Instead, she learns that Farmer Brown is producing SPECIAL MILK that TRANSFORMS women into busty bimbos! Now Brandi can’t get enough of the stuff, and loves the way it makes her body CHANGE, becoming curvier, bustier, and all around SEXIER! Comfortably ditzy in her new rural lifestyle, the men on the farm are more than happy to show this COUNTRY BIMBO how things work down South!


❧

Brenda arrived at the dairy farm with a defiant smile and her hands on her thin hips. She adjusted her shapeless hoodie, checking the pocket to make sure her phone was still recording discreetly. In her large duffel bag, beneath a pile of secondhand clothing and granny panties, the journalist carried notebooks and a laptop meant for late-night writing.

Finally, she thought to herself. Soon I’ll discover the secret of Bimbeau Farms.

A late-model Chevy pickup kicked up dust along the dirt road as it idled toward her. It stopped at the gate. the driver, a bearded man in his mid-40s wearing pale Wranglers and a flannel shirt, sauntered toward her in his brown cowboy boots.

“So,” he said, in a thick southern drawl, “You wanna be the new Bimbeau Farmhand.”

He stood at the gate, appraising her. The girl didn’t look like much. He doubted that baggy sweater hid the muscles she’d need to lift hay bales. The look in her eyes told him she was more acquainted with a library than a barn. Still, he shrugged, and opened the gate for her.

“Well, welcome to my ranch. I’m Farmer Thrust, but ya’ll can call me Fred. Let’s get you set up.”

They walked back to the barn, leaving the truck at the gate. A few chickens sped in front of Brenda and Farmer Fred, causing Brenda to realize she’d never actually seen a living chicken before. Who could blame her? She’d grown up in the suburbs, miles away from here, and never even imagined she’d be doing a 3-month long internship on a farm. Not even for an undercover investigative report, like the one she planned on carrying out.

Fred led her up to the ranch, throwing open the single door with the rusted hinges. They moved down a narrow entry way and turned right into the dining room, which mostly filled by a massive oak dining table surrounded by a dozen 1950s-style chairs. Taking her seat, Brenda could see a cozy kitchen down the hall to the right.

Fred sat down across from her, blocking her view. He laid his calloused palms on the table and gave her another appraising look, like he hadn’t quite decided to hire her yet.

“I have to say,” he began, “you’re not the typical kinda farmhand we usually get around here.”

Brenda’s heartbeat began to quicken. She took a deep breath, reminding herself to stay calm. There was no way he could know she was working for the paper.

“I’ve just always been interested in agriculture and agribusiness,” she responded. “A family farm such as your own seems like the kind of place I’d like to support with my labor.”

Farmer Fred considered this for a moment. “Well, that’s a might more well-spoken than other girls we’ve hired. Most of ‘em just wanted money to spend at the community college, before they dropped out and got married.”

Brenda frowned at this backhanded, sexist compliment. Did he really expect so little from the female farmhands? They could do just as well as the men! Well, not her, but the other girls, the ones who’d grown up around here.

The farmer rubbed a hand underneath his chin. “Ya’ll know what we do around here?”

She did, having spent several hours on Google researching dairy farms.

“Milking, feeding, corralling, some farming. With a little guidance I can help in any farm operations, including bookkeeping.”

The last one was a bit of a hint. If she could see the farm’s finances, she’d have some excellent leads on any unsundry details of this farm’s operations. The farmer didn’t seem to take to her insinuation, unfortunately.

“We get up around 5 a.m. to start the first milking. After that, it’s mostly about pickin’ alfalfa and taking care of some other chores. Hosing down the cattle, for example.”

Brenda couldn’t help but frown slightly. It didn’t really sound appealing, but this is what she’d signed up for. Anything for a story.

“I’m happy to go wherever you need me.”

The farmer stared at her for a few seconds. Then the door swung open.

A tall, burly man in his mid-20s strode in, his boots clacking on the hardwood floor. He carried a satchel at his side, a few inches off the ground, and showed a wide white smile as he came into the room.

“Howdy,” he said, looking down at Brenda. She blushed slightly in his seat.

“This here’s Grant,” said Fred, twitching his mustache at the younger man. “He’s been helping out around the farm. Takes care of roundin’ up the cattle, mostly.”

“Eatin’ em, too!” said Grant, tipping his cowboy hat at Brenda with a wink. “You the new Bimbo farmhand, eh? Ever worked with Herefords before?”

She shook her head. She’d read about them, along with several other cow breeds, but had of course never even seen a cow up close.

“Huh,” said Grant, scratching his neck.

“What’d you drag into my house there, Grant,” asked Fred.

Grant’s eyes widened suddenly. “Ah, feed!”

Grant lifted the bag up onto the table with one arm. It was only when it landed with a loud thud that Brenda realized how heavy it was, and how effortlessly Grant had carried it.

“Ol’ Man McClintock’s niece was mindin’ the store today. Talked her into giving us a deal if I bought a half ton. The other bag’s out in the truck.”

That bag weighs 250 pounds?! Thought Brenda. She leaned in slightly and watched Fred open the mouth of the bag, pulling out a few pellets of purple-tinted feed and rubbing them between his fingers.

“Quality stuff,” he said. “Why don’t you go out and put it in the silo. I’ll show our new farm girl here around the ranch.”

Grant tipped his cap, nodded to Brenda, and left with the bag. Fred stood, motioning for Brenda to follow him.

There really wasn’t much to see of the house. Fred slept in the master bedroom on the first floor; Brenda’s guest room was upstairs. She didn’t know where Grant slept, and didn’t have a chance to ask. Fred was too busy going on about the upkeep and duties of the farm for her to get a word in. She had a chance to ask a few minor questions about the farm’s history, but all she’d learned was that it was founded by his ancestors in the 19th century. Her follow-up questions that might’ve given her leads on illegal behavior went unasked.

Up in her room at 9 o’clock - she’d have to rest up for her first day tomorrow - Brenda changed into a loose t-shirt and baggy sweatpants, then laid down on the bed and began to type in her diary app.

Thusfar, I haven’t been able to discover any details regarding the rumors about modified milk. Granted, my vantage of the farm has been limited. I did see what they’re feeding the cattle, at least when they’re not using homegrown corn and alfalfa. It looked to me like the standard stuff I saw online, but who knows…

There’s another rancher here, a fellow named Grant. He’s kind, and handsome. Or at least he seems so. He may also be a bit more forthcoming with information about the farm, if I can convince him to talk to me.

She thought about Grant for a moment. Those light green eyes, that stubble around his lantern jaw, his flannel t-shirt over that broad chest… She felt very little. Over the years, she’d conditioned herself to forget about boys and focus on studying. Doing so had gotten her into the best journalism school in the region, and landed her a prestigious internship at a major state paper. That paper went bust, and after some time working for an entertainment blog, she now had an opportunity to do the sort of hard-hitting investigative journalism she’d always dreamed about. Unfortunately, the city paper couldn’t pay her for her assignment, at least not until it was published. Good thing Farmer Fred was giving her room, board, and a stipend that’d cover other costs. She’d just have to find some dirt on him to make it really worth the effort.

Grant, though, was just another guy. Yep. Another handsome guy who would never go for a skinny, homely girl like her. So why bother fantasizing?

I don’t think my presence here will be much of a cause for suspicion. Farmer Fred alluded to having hired female farmhands before. In fact, I’ve found several outfits of the former staff in the closet.

She glanced at the closet door and shuddered slightly. She could see why the other girls had chosen to leave that stuff behind. It was ridiculous-looking cowgirl clothing that’d get mouth-watering stares from catcalling men on the street. And given the size of it, Brenda certainly wouldn’t have fit. SHe’d be wearing her own outfits for this summer job, thank you very much.

Brenda closed her laptop and placed it onto the nightstand, falling asleep without a single notion of how arduous the next day would be.

“So I just - AAH!”

Brenda watched in horror as the milk shot out from the udder and into the bucket. Grant, standing behind her with his arms crossed, just laughed. She glared up at him and opened her mouth as if to say something, then shut it and turned back to the cow’s udder, hiding her blush and pulling out another spray of milk.

“I thought you had machines to do this?”

“We got machines that help wash ‘em too, but you’re gonna be doing that by hand as well. Farmer Fred’s orders!”

Farmer Fred. He certainly hadn’t been happy with her this morning, when she’d awoken 30 minutes after 5. He glared at her all morning as she sleep-walked through breakfast. She barely ate any of the copious food, which was usual for her, and probably why she ended up so skinny as an adult. She could barely remember a single detail he’d reminded her of, and ended up an hour late for her chores. Fuming, he locked himself in his office and had easy-going Grant explain the daily routine on a dairy farm.

There was a lot to get done. After milking - by hand, for some reason - she had to scrub down about a dozen cows, wash the interior of the milking shed, then help with herding them back into their pen. Grant mostly handled that last one on horseback. Brenda’d never ridden a horse.

After that was more cleaning, pulling weeds, maintaining fences, washing sheds, and all sorts of other grunt work fit only for a newbie.

As Brenda worked through her day’s assignments, Grant was off at another part of the farm, taking care of the serious labor. Fred spent the entire day in his office. In the morning, she tried to come up with a way of getting in there, and perhaps seeing what he had on his computer. By mid-afternoon, as she milked the cows for the second time in a day, all she could think about was giving up on this investigation and going back to Buzzfeed.

Exhausted and spent, Brenda nearly fell asleep at the dinner table, much to Fred’s annoyance and Grant’s amusement. She made her way to her bed around 7 and woke up with the sun, groaning at another day of milking, washing, pulling, and generally being miserable.

Fred was mostly unseen during the workdays that followed, until Friday afternoon. He called Brenda in early from the barn, where she was scrubbing a messy wall with a large brush. He sat her down at the dining table, stared at her for a few moments, then cleared his throat. She sagged in her chair, dirty and sore everywhere, exhausted. Grant could be faintly heard outside, hollering as he herded the cattle back to the milking shed.

“I suppose I should get out there,” she mumbled, knowing it was once again time for her to milk the cows by hand.

“You’re serious about this, ain’t ya?”

Brenda blinked. “What?”

Fred leaned back in his seat. “I figured you’d quit on Monday. Tuesday at the latest. Yet here you are.”

Indeed, she had planned on quitting. But a few unanswered emails from her previous employers made her realize how much she had riding on this investigative report. More than that, she just needed a place to sleep and eat for the summer. Somehow, this farm job had become her actual job, and a needed one at that.

“Yes,” she replied, cradling her aching abs.

Fred spat on the ground. “Shoot girl, I’d thought you’d come in here raising hell after I made you milk all them cows by hand. Ain’t you know we got machines for that?”

Brenda glowered at him. “I had a suspicion,” she said, gritting her teeth.

“Well, you can use them next time. It ain’t a whole lot easier, but even an empty-headed bimbo could do it. I mean a bimbo-bimbo, not a Bimbeau Farms intern like yourself. And shit, we don’t need to scrub down the barn every day. Once a week or so is fine. Really, we probably don’t have that much work for you to do.”

She’d heard those words before, at various news outlets too broke to hire her. “So… what are you saying?” she asked, thinking she’d be let go.

“I’m saying it’s just gonna get easier.” He paused. “Much, much easier. You’re almost a real Bimbeau Farmhand.”

Almost?

Farmer Fred stood, going out to the kitchen and returning with a glass bottle of milk and two tumblers. He placed them on the table.

“Y’know, you ain’t asked once to try the famous Bimbeau Farms Milk.”

Brenda watched the cold, white liquid pour into the cup. In her thirst it looked like manna from heaven, but Fred was right. Back in the city, she pretty much never drank milk.

“Oh, I just… didn’t want to intrude. You’re always so busy.”

He filled the glass and pushed it toward her. “A lot of what I do is checkin’ the composition of the milk. The farm almost runs itself, what with them computers and all. We’re well established. Keeping up our quality is my main concern.”

HE tapped the rim of her glass. “This here’s a new batch I’ve been working on. Got a bit extra in it, if you know what I mean.”

She didn’t, but this was exactly what she needed.

“What do you mean?” she asked, taking a sip of the milk. It was a bit sweeter than she remembered milk being.

“I mean, these cows here? The ones you been milking by hand? Well, Grant’s been putting a bit of special feed in there. Normally we just feed em grass, but that stuff ol’ man McClintock’s been getting is different.”

She said nothing and took another pull from her glass. The silence, she thought, would prompt Fred to continue. She was right.

“See, McClintock’s got a cousin, up at the university. Pretty famous fellow - guy by the name of Axel Fierce. That man’s a doctor, and he’s got this stuff…” Fred shook his head, laughing. Brenda smiled, having never seen him laugh before. What was so funny?

“Hoo-eee! Stuff he’s been gettin’ up to at that university, My Lord… Anyway, turns out he discovered this special additive. It ups the milk production and makes it a bit sweeter.”

“I had noticed that,” said Brenda, enjoying the taste. She sipped down the last glass, then felt a drop in the pit of her stomach. This was what she had come here to investigate.

Oh no, she thought, staring at the empty glass. She’d just drank the evidence.

“Yep,” said Fred, leaning in and looking at Brenda like the conspirator he thought she was. “But what’s real interestin’ is what it does to the gals who drink it. Remember Grant braggin’ about chattin’ up McClintock’s niece? Shoot, that girl’s head as empty as a silo in summertime. She’d’ve given him the stuff for free if he asked nice enough. And it’s all because of that there milk.”

Brenda was having trouble following Fred now. The words he was saying weren’t hard, and she’d gotten used to his Southern accent, but the room just seemed so colorful, and bright, and warm. It was hard to want to care about anything but how good she felt.

“Uh-huh,” she said anyway, glancing at the bottle. “Sounds cool.”

Fred poured her another glass. She accepted it, looking down at her hand around the tumbler. Her nails seemed a bit longer than she remembered, and there was no longer dirt caked underneath them.

“That McClintock girl used to be skinny as a twig before I started feeding’ my cows the special stuff. Gave her a whole gallon of the milk as a graduation present. Next thing I know, well, let’s just say Grant’s got a thing for double D’s.”

Oooh, Grant. Brenda leaned back in her chair and imagined the man on horseback, confidently corralling the cows as she’d seen him do day after day. Why was it so much more appealing to think about now? And where had the soreness in her muscles gone? The only thing that felt a bit odd was her chest. She rubbed her breasts, massaging them, parting her lips to moan slightly at the sensation.

Fred noticed her gratuitously handling her expanding bust. He didn’t care. It was nothing he hadn’t seen before, and he was on a tangent.

“Now, don’t you go thinkin’ ol’ Farmer Fred’s puttin’ drugs in his Milk! This here’s all-natural and organic, just as it’s been since 1856. All I’m sayin’ is, when lady-folk of a certain kind get to drinkin’ it, it does something to them. Unlocks what’s been hidin’ there in the back of their minds. Them feelings they’ve bene tryin’ to ignore.”

“Sounds cool,” said Brenda, leaning toward the older man with a wan smile on her face. She stretched her lithe arms in the air and pushed out her chest. The fabric of her loose hoodie strained against her firm, massive mammaries, then tore slightly from the neckline. She yelped at the sudden sound, then began to giggle.

“Oh wow!” She pulled the hoodie off over her head and stared at it. The white t-shirt she wore underneath was so tight it was nearly transparent, pressing her way-too-tight bra forward. She groaned, feeling her breasts still straining to grow further, and pouted her plump red lips.

Farmer Fred stood, crossing the tables to stand behind her. He snapped her bra off with one hand, ran his hand underneath her shirt to remove it with her help, and then pulled the bra off. His experience with the process was obvious, and appreciated by the newest girl on Bimbo farms.

“Shoot girl, you’ve taken to it quite easily, haven’t ya?”

Brenda nodded her head. “Mhmmmmm,” she said, wrapping her arms around Fred’s neck as he leaned over her and took both her breasts in his hands.

He let out a long, low whistle. “ Must be kinda nice having’ these babies, huh?”

Brenda just continued to moan, lips parted, eyes shut, finger digging into the back of Fred’s neck.

“I’m mighty impressed. You’ve just about earned your place on my farm.”

“Just about?” whispered Brenda, puffing her big red lips out to a pout.

Farmer Fred placed his hands underneath her armpits, then lifted the dreamy bimbo onto her feet. She stumbled against him, laughing, then looked up into his face. Their eyes locked. Suddenly she felt overwhelmed with a compulsion she’d never felt before in her life. His pec muscles flexed against her clavicle. She slid down, feeling the firmness of his stomach. Though in his 40s, Farmer Fred was built with the ropey toughness of a man accustomed to physical labor - a man who’d never had a day off in his life.

She wanted to help him relax.

She needed it.

And more than that, she wanted to be the best cowgirl on Bimbo Farms.

Parting her lips, she slid down to her knees on the dusty wooden floor, then looked up at him. He gave her a single nod with a grin. The bimbo reached her long nails up to his huge silver buckle and popped it off, then pulled either end of the leather belt, bringing his pants down with it. For a moment she admired the chiseled look of his hairy quadriceps. That was before she noticed the thick outline in his boxer shorts.

“Oooooh!”

Farmer Fred laughed, slipping a hand into his waistband and pulling out his garden hose of a cock. “This ain’t no udder,” he chortled. The bimbo laughed with him, though she didn’t quite get it.

She took his cock out of his hand and began to milk it like she would a cow, holding it tight at the base, then moving her slender fingers along the shaft. It was an easy motion, and though his cock was much thicker than a cow’s udder, the noises he made were just as animalistic. She gave him a few long, slow tugs before realizing things would be easier if he was lubed up.

Licking his cock along the side, from the base to the very tip, seemed like the easiest way to do just that. Farmer Fred leaned against the kitchen table, pushing his hips out, extending the length of the Bimbo’s new toy. She took him in her mouth and swirled her tongue around his cockhead, licking the tip slowly up and down his slit. Milking cows took practice, but her talent for cock milking was all talent. She could tell the man-milk was close just by the way his dick twitched in her mouth, eager to fill her mouth like milk in a bucket.

She focused on the tip of his cock, eager to show him how quickly and easily she could handle this new farm chore. Surely that would be her entree into the Bimbo Farms stables. After that, there’d be no telling how great of a Bimbo Cowgirl she could be!

Mind brimming with thoughts of her new life as an empty-headed farm slut, Brenda rapidly jerked her head backwards and forwards on his cock’s engorged head until the farmer began to sputter, shooting thick ropes of her cum into her mouth. She hadn’t anticipated what to do with the milk, and decided to just let it gather on her tongue, letting it dribble down her lips to show him how well she’d done.

When she had finished swallowing she laid her head against the Farmer’s thigh and looked up at him with big, heavily-lidded eyes.

“A good day’s work,” he said with a smile. “You’ve earned your rest.”

Brenda remembered climbing the stairs with a salty taste in her mouth and a growing weight on her chest. Not a metaphorical one; her mind was freer and more unencumbered than it had been at any point in her arduous life. She fell into bed after stripping completely naked, rubbing her heavy breasts and running her hands down her thighs, eager to take care of the wetness between her legs. She awoke several hours later in that position, too dog-tired to do anything about her horniness.

Nighttime on the farm was like a thick black blanket. The city lights were so far away that only the stars and the moon shone through the heavy clouds. She flipped on the light switch and let the old incandescent lights bathe the room, rising to rub her eyes and glance around. For a brief moment, the old Brenda began nagging in the back of her head. Something about an article that needed to be written, student loans that needed repaying, a job at some failing big-city newspaper somewhere far from this bucolic paradise.

She shut all those thoughts away and replaced them with empty-headed glee. Leaping out of bed, she scampered quickly over to the closet, the scratchy feel of the carpet tickling her bare soles.

She threw it open. The clothes which she had mentally disparaged earlier now looked like the height of fashion. She pulled a thin flannel shirt off the hanger, then matched it with a pair of jean shorts. She dressed quickly, without a thought of wearing a bra or panties. There simply wasn’t enough room in the tight clothing for any underwear. She tied the flannel shirt up above her navel, showing off her flat, tanned stomach.

The girl placed a nearby cowboy hat atop her head before looking at herself in the mirror hanging on the back of the closet door. She looked, in her assessment, fantastically sexy, and not at all like a Brenda.

“Brandi,” she whispered to herself. The name just came to her. She pulled her finger up to her lips and giggled, bouncing up and down in place, her cowboy hat jiggling atop her head almost as much as her massive tits. “Brandi!”

With a brand-new name and a brand-new body, she was ready to show both off to the rest of the world. Brandi was halfway down the stairs before she realized: this was a farm. Fred was surely asleep by now, and Grant was probably God knows where. Brenda might have loved being alone, but Brandi hated the idea of lacking attention from others.

Then she heard a familiar whistling, and her emotions soared once more. Rushing into the kitchen, she stood in the doorway and peaked in. Grant was seated there, leaning back in his chair, feet kicked up on the table, looking like the very picture of cowboy leisure. His hat was tipped down over his eyes as he whittled a piece of wood.

“Howdy, pard’ner,” said Brandi, putting on a southern accent that would have sounded cheesy in an 80s porno. Grant flailed his arms, accidentally flinging the knife far behind him. His chair began to tilt and his legs kicked wildly in the air, though he eventually managed to right himself. The chair’s legs landed with a thump, and he looked around the room in dazed confusion.

“What the…”

His wide eyes landed on the bimbo standing in the doorway. She waved at him.

“It’s me! Brandi!”

Grant blinked. Then a slow smile crept across his face.

“You drank the milk, didn’t you?” he asked.

She bit her lower lip and nodded conspiratorially. Grant stood and approached her slowly, letting out a low, long whistle.

“Damn girl, look’t you!” He put his hands on her hips and stared down at her massive breasts. The bimbo lowered her chin, blinking her eyelashes and smoothing her luxurious blonde locks along her shoulders.

“You’re prettier than a preacher’s daughter in summertime!”

“huh?”

“You’re real fuckin’ hot.”

She blushed.

“So, what’re you all dressed up for, then?”

“Um…”

Brandi’s dull mind worked pathetically to think of a response. Propelling her mind forward or backward in time, or even using it for anything not related to the present moment, was like pulling a stubborn mule.

“If ya’ll don’t have any plans, why don’t you come with me down to The Doghouse? There’s a hoedown tonight, and I reckon you’ll be drinkin’ for free.”

Brandi had no idea that The Doghouse was the town’s only bar, and a rough one at that. Her inclination, as always, was simply to say “yes” to any man with his hands on her.

“Okay!” She chirped.

Before taking her to The Doghouse, Grant stopped by a dusty strip mall near the highway. The shops were closed, but the proprietors, having nothing better to do, were sitting in the tailgates of their trucks in the parking lot, drinking beer. Grant pulled right up to them and rolled down his window.

“Hey there Stu,” he said to a balding man. “Think ya’ll could open up? Won’t be but 15 minutes.”

Stu spat on the ground and stood, ambling over to the truck. Brandi noticed how shiny the spurs on his brand new boots were.

“I close my store at 9, Grant. Ya’ll know that.”

The man waved his beer can toward Stu’s Shoes.

Grant leaned back in his seat. Brandi leaned forward, smiling at the older man.

“They ain’t for me, Stu. Brandi here needs boots.”

All the men in the parking lot were transfixed by Brandi’s perfect oval face and wide, white smile. She giggled, enjoying the attention from seven sets of eyeballs. Stu’s face turned red from his cheeks all the way to the top of his head. He began to fumble for his keys.

——

Brandi had her feet up on the dashboard as Grant drove down a single-lane dirt road. The Doghouse’s sign was hard to miss, given the acres of corn field that surrounded it.

“They look mighty nice,” said Grant, taking his eyes off the empty road to glance at Brandi’s hot-pink cowboy boots.

“Like, totally! He was so super-nice to give them to me for free!”

Grant nodded, grinning at her.

“I think you’ll find people’ll be a bit kinder to you nowadays. Just stick close to me, and I’ll keep the bad ones away.”

Brandi placed her hand on top of Grant’s, caressing it softly as he downshifted the gears. He pulled into The Doghouse’s dirt parking lot and found a spot next to several Harleys.

They walked in to the sound of thrumming southern-rock guitar and the scent of wood chips. Grant, having tied one on at The Doghouse dozens of times, felt completely at home. Brandi had never even been inside a bar before. She stood stock still, entranced by the sights and sounds. The bar spanned the shack’s entire right wall, and on the left, a few tables were scattered about. Each was half-full of burly country boys, some of whom had a cowgirl on their arm. The men slowly noticed Brandi standing in the entrance and stared at her with dog-like expressions. The women noticed her immediately.

“I’ll get us a drink. You just make yourself comfortable.”

Brandi only realized Grant had his hand on her lower back when he removed it to go over to the bar. For a moment, that familiar social anxiety took hold of her. Brenda would have felt tears prick her eyes at the very thought of standing here, alone, being stared at by everyone. Brandi, however, was far more extroverted. She scanned the room and spotted something interesting the the corner.

“Ohmigod!” She ran over to the object, her boots clomping on the floorboards. When she reached it she stared up as if having a religious experience.

It was a mechanical bull. The operator behind the booth, a wiry kid no older than 19, leaned against the console, texting on his phone.

“Does it work?” She shouted up at him. The boy glanced left and right, then looked down at Brandi. He felt an immediate tightness in the crotch of his pants.

“Uh, yeah,” he squeaked, turning a knob. The bull began to rock back and forth.

Brandi began to hop up and down, clapping in delight. The attendant smiled at her. No one had much cared about the mechanical bull; most people had real ones to ride back at their ranches. Her bubbly enthusiasm in a room full of weary drinkers was a welcome change.

“Can I try?” Brandi pushed the door of the bull’s pen open and walked over to it. She climbed onto the saddle inexpertly, crawling up the side of the robotic beast and scooching into the seat, placing both hands on the saddle’s horn. The effort had scrunched her cutoffs into something resembling a denim g-string. The booth operator noticed and began to sweat.

“Um, like, how do you make it go?” Brand put her hands on the horn of the saddle and rocked her hips back and forth.

“Like this,” said the teenager. He flipped a switch and the bull jolted. Then it began to buck forward in slow motion. It tilted down slightly in a half-hearted attempt to knock the bimbo off its saddle, then moved backward in an undulating motion. The speed was fit for a child, but Brandi acted like this was a real Rodeo. She lifted her hat off her head and held it in her palm, stretching her lithe body upward, pushing her chest out, and pressing her hips down against the saddle, long legs hanging over its side.

“YEEE-HAWWW!”

The operator kicked the bull’s machinery into the next gear. It began to rock back and forth at a gradually increasing speed. As the gears crunched, the vibrations moved up Brandi’s body. She let out a gasp and then began to moan slightly, hands quivering on the horn. The bimbo threw her head back and leaned forward, tits dangling. She laughed as the saddle’s vibrations began to tease her pussy lips, building an orgasm inside her.

Everyone in the bar watched her with unflinching eyes. Only Grant held a look of bemusement as he leaned against the bar. The women in the bar, jealous beyond belief, dragged their boyfriends outside and nagged them all the way home. The remaining men crowded around tables nearest to the pen, each vying for a seat closer to the riding bimbo.

Brandi’s leg’s jolted at the teasing sensations. The operator thought she was kicking her spurs into the side of the bull, signaling for more speed. He complied. A robotic roar filled the bar, and was then drowned out by the sound of Brandi’s moans. It rocked left and right, forward and backward, and even jolted up and down in place. None of the attempts to oust its rider managed to keep Brandi from holding herself in place, grinding her crotch on the vibrating saddle, fingers dug into the horn, leg’s tight around the bull’s body.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned, biting her lower lip. She let out a yelping sound when the bull began to suddenly jerk back and forth. Then she came hard on the ride, screaming with release as she slid off the bull and landed onto the padded ground.

Some of the men stood, alarmed but paralyzed. They knew they should help the girl, but the show they’d just gotten felt too much like a dream. Grant rushed past the onlookers and leaped over the pen, stepping over to the bimbo, who was lying on her back.

“Brandi, are you -“ He stopped mid sentence and blanched as he looked down at her. The fall had untied the knot of her shirt. It laid open, exposing her earth-colored nipples, which were hard and poking up at the ceiling.

Brandi rubbed her head as she sat up. “Um, I’m fine!” she said, smiling at him. She stood, looking around in a bit of a daze. The entire room had gone quiet. They were too distracted to have put money in the jukebox.

She waved at some of the men who were drooling at her. None were looking into her eyes. She gazed down at her chest, wondering what the big deal was. Surely they’d seen breasts before?

“Brandi, your top,” whispered Grant.

She hadn’t even realized anything was amiss. Laughing, she grabbed the scrunched ends of the front of her shirt and pulled them back into a knot.

“Oopsies!”

When she came out of the pen, the men treated Brandi like she was a Greek goddess come down from Mt. Bimbo. Grant kept his muscled arm around her waist and led her out toward an empty table. The other men crowded around, cheering her for her display of innate bull-riding talent, asking her where she was from and if she’d like to take a different sort of ride. Brandi, oblivious to any sort of innuendo, smiled and blew kisses at them.

Grant led her to the table furthest from the pen, pushing away some of the drunker country guys with his free hand. He sat her down in a seat facing his.

“You’re really something,” he said, laying his hand on her knee.

“Something? I’m Brandi!” she pushed her chair closer to him, loving the feel of his touch.

Grant let out a little laugh. “Brandi,” he replied softly.

They locked eyes. Grant’s green eyes were lusty, Brandi’s blues wide and vacant. A light sheen of sweat still coated her tanned body, and her plump ass rustled against the hard seat as she felt that now-familiar sensation between her legs. Grant’s flannel shirt had lost two of its buttons. His brown chest hair grew out of the opening, just above his firm chest muscles.

“Evenin’,” boomed a voice.

Brandi looked up to see an obelisk of a man standing behind Grant. He had to be at least 6’6. His hard brown eyes stared down at Brandi. She felt ice course through her veins. Then the man’s big black beard parted to display a lecherous smile.

“That was fancy riding’ back there,” he added, and Grant turned his body to look up at the man.

“She learned from the best,” he replied, taking Brandi’s hand and holding it tight. The bigger man walked around Grant and stood right next to Brandi.

“How’d you like to come sit with me? Pretty little thing like yourself could make me mighty happy.”

The fear excited Brandi. Face to face with the thick fabric of his jeans, she could see the outline of his massive cock beneath them. She bit her lower lip again, then turned to Grant, feeling a squeeze from his hand.

“She’s happy where she is, Earl,” Grant said in a warning tone. The bearded man turned toward Grant with a scowl.

“Fuck off,” he growled.

Grant stood, releasing Brandi’s hand. He walked up to Earl and shoved him in his chest. Though Grant was strong, the bigger man only flinched slightly. The bearded man reached his hand back for a punch. Though it looked powerful, it was slow enough for Grant to duck, allowing him a chance to leap at the bigger man’s torso. Soon both of them were on the ground, wrestling and fighting each other while a crowd gathered to cheer them on.

“Knock him out, Grant!”

“Kick his teeth in, Earl!”

"Stop!"

The last voice came from the bimbo, and cut through the hollering of the men in an instant. They all looked at the girl with her hands raised above her head, tight stomach stretched and bare beneath her loosely-tied shirt. Earl and Grant stood up, brushing dirt off themselves.

Brandi approached the duo. “Like, don’t fight!” she placed a hand on either of their chests. Both men looked down at her lithe fingers spreading across their bare pecs. “It’s totally bad!”

Grant and Earl exchanged a look. “When a man challenges you, you don’t back down,” said Earl lowly.

“Right,” said Grant. “I’ve known Earl for years, but I ain’t running from nobody.”

Brandi huffed. Boys. Why are they so complicated?!

An idea struck her empty mind - the only idea she’d ever have. Stepping between them, she reached up to Grant’s face and gingerly ran a finger along a bruise on his cheek. At the same time, she pushed her hips back and nestled Earl’s cock between her ass.

“Now will you stop?” she asked, in a coquettish voice.

Grant leaned toward the Bimbo and pressed his mouth against hers. Someone in the watching crowd whistled as he slipped his tongue into hers, his wind-chapped lips sucking against her perfect, plump red cock holsters.

The bimbo let out a little yelp into Grant’s mouth. Earl had pulled her shorts down in one easy motion. From behind, men gasped and gaped at the perfect round ass that jiggled against Earl’s cock. Most of them would’ve given their left nut to be in the bearded man’s position, but they’d lose more than that by challenging him.

“Fucking hell,” moaned Earl, pushing two men away from his side. They went clattering to the floor as Brandi began to twerk on him, feeling his cock grow larger with every gyration of her hips. Grant untied the tails on the front of her shirt and tore it away. The men in the crowd took a step back, eagerly drooling over the look of her body, pressed between these two brave and adrenaline-fueled men currently stripping and rubbing against her.

“Much better!” shouted Brandi, tilting her head to the side to let Grant kiss the nape of her neck while he twerked her nipples.

“Fucking right,” growled Earl, undoing his massive belt buckle and letting his dusty jeans fall to the floor. Someone snickered at the sight of his bare ass, displayed to everyone in the bar. One hard glare from the man himself had the other man cowering in the corner.

Earl wanted to fuck Brandi, but he was too late. In the time it took him to turn his head, Grant already had his cock out and ready, teasing along the lips of Brandi’s pussy and spreading her cream. His kisses muffled the sound of her labored moans, but when he thrust himself inside her, Brandi let out a wail of pleasure that had the entire bar cheering in delight.

Grant stood on his tip toes and held one of Brandi’s legs up, ramming her hard and without abandon. She was so slick with wetness that there was no denying his lust, and yet she was so tight that he had to strain to keep from coming in an instant. Brandi threw her head back and screamed up at the ceiling. Earl blew blonde locks of of his face, exposing an unhappy countenance.

“You motherfucker!” he shouted at Grant. “I’ll -“

He tensed, feeling a hand on his cock. Brandi had reached behind her to grip it. She turned her head languidly, that cock-hungry look in her eyes, and moaned:

“Fuck my ass.”

Earl blushed slightly. Though the man had been in dozens of fights and fucked countless farm sluts, he’d never once done it up there. Someone pressed a tube of lube - where it came from, nobody knew - into the big man’s hand. Earl looked down at it, then at his neighbors, who watched him with a curiosity. Would he actually do it?

He sprayed a liberal coating of the cold, sticky lube directly onto his 9-inch cock. Then, with a deep inhale, he held the base and positioned it right against Brandi’s muscled hole.

Then he thrust, and Brandi’s world went white.

Grant held up both of her legs now. Earl sandwiched her between the two men, his cock up inside her almost halfway, then even further. He’d never felt anything so warm and tight, and he matched his thrusts to Grant so they were both pistoning her like the V8 on Earl’s truck. The toes of her hot-pink boots stuck directly up in the air. Her nails dug into the back of Grant’s neck - he’d feel it the next day, but right now, all he could feel was the slick and perfect tightness of Brandi’s perfect Bimbo pussy.

“Jesus,” Earl groaned, so deep inside her ass he might come in her stomach. He pulled out all the way to the purple tip of his cock, then thrust back in to the hilt. Brandi took two cocks like she was used to it - like she’d never been a sex-shy nerd named Brenda. Her lusty moans and jiggling breasts had everyone in the bar at full-mast, beyond jealous of Grant and Earl for their unbelievable luck.

Brandi’s hands slipped off Grant’s nape, and for a moment she feared falling, but the two men had her sandwiched between them so tightly that there was no escape. Not that she’d even think of leaving her double-stuff paradise. Still, as her arms flailed by her side, two other men got an idea. They stood on tables on either side of Brandi and loosened their pants, leaning forward just slightly.

Brandi’s right arm was gyrating in the air - the pleasure had turned her into a flailing sex toy. Her hand landed on something hard and warm. She turned her head and saw, through bleary eyes, that she was holding a cock. She smiled. More cocks! She began to stroke and tug on one, then reached out with her left hand. Sure enough, another cock was waiting for her.

She hung in the ear between Grant and Earl, getting fucked like a living sex doll, while she pumped and caressed the cum out of two bold, lucky men. Hats flew in the air and men cheered as she took on all four of them, teasing these hard-working rural folk while she came again and again on the two thickest cocks in the bar.

Soon the jerked men were gasping for breath as their cum shot into the air, landing in Brandi’s hair and on her face. The scent and feel of the cum made Brandi orgasm even harder, her ass and pussy tightening around the two cocks inside of her. With one final thrust, Grant exploded inside of her, his jizz leaking out of her pussy and down his cock. Earl came soon after, holding his thick staff inside her and letting every last drop pump in her backdoor.

The heaving, sweating men stood on all sides of Brandi. Grant’s arms gave way. She slipped to her feet and off their cocks, standing in a puddle of cum in her hot-pink boots.

Brandi teased her hair back and watched Grant collapse backward into a nearby chair, wiping sweat from his brow. A large boom from behind her signaled that Earl had done the same.

Brand pressed the pad of her forefinger to her bottom lip. “Um, like, can I get that drink now?”

David Russet sat back in his office chair, frowning. As Editor-in-Chief of the City Herald, his job was to make sure the stories his reporters worked on were of the highest quality. As Editor-in-Chief of the struggling City Herald, his job was more about finding money than it was about making sure good things got published.

In an effort to excise monetary waste, he spent his morning reviewing the company roster. He didn’t want to have to fire any of the full-timers, though it would solve a lot of their money woes. Then again, the staff was its smallest in the paper’s 150 year history.

He checked the list of freelancers. They got paid on spec, but knowing whose stories he could cancel would help the bottom line. He went down the list. Again, it was small. Most of the freelancers had done work for the paper before, except the last: Brenda Johnson.

He stopped at the name and the summary of her in-the-works article. He certainly felt she was motivated to find the truth behind Bimbeau Farms, and yet he hadn’t received any of the promised updates in over a month. What had happened to her? he wondered.

David assumed she’d given up on the story. Perhaps it was for the best. While the idea seemed interesting, he doubted if he could even afford to pay her for the work.

An email alert popped up on screen. Expecting another complaint about non-payment, he opened it with a sigh, then raised his eyebrows.

“Subject: Advertising

From: FarmerFred@BimboFarms.com

Hello,

I’m interesting in taking out ad space on your newspaper and website. Let me know if you have any available for next month. We’re looking at doing a big ad blitz for an upcoming product.

Thank ya kindly,

Fred Thrust

www.BimboFarms.com”

David’s heart leaped. They hadn’t had a new advertiser in months. Hell, the ad department - which was David himself and an unpaid intern - had focused mostly on retaining advertisers rather than finding new ones. And for this one to come out of the blue?

David leaned back in his chair. It was certainly interesting that, mere months after Brenda had begun investigating, the farm had decided to premier a new product.

He clicked the URL. After a moment, the page loaded. A large image of a farm appeared, but as it loaded, a new image came into the foreground. A busty blonde wearing black short shorts a tight white tanktop, the name “BIMBO” written across the front, stood smiling with a milk mustache. She held a glass bottle of milk at her side, and a cup of thick white liquid in her other hand. Above her, a caption read:

“MEGA MILK! FROM BIMBO FARMS!

Change your Milk, CHANGE your life!”

Below it, in smaller letters, it warned; “for women only!”

David peered at the text. How odd that they’d segment their market like that.

His eyes drifted back up to the model. Something was familiar about her.

“Hey Danielle?” he called out. His intern, a petite, thin girl of about 20, shuffled into his office, adjusting her glasses.

“Yes, boss?”

He turned to her. “Can you drive out to Bimbo Farms and ask for a Farmer Fred? Tell him we need more information about what he wants in his newads.”

The girl’s lip quivered. David knew she was painfully shy, but he couldn’t go all the way out to the farm himself, nor did he want to email back and forth about the ad. Sending someone out would show they were very interested in maintaining a good relationship.

“Okay,” said Danielle in a tiny voice. She turned to exit his office.

“Oh, and Danielle?”


She turned back toward him.

“See if you can try some of their new Mega Milk.”

She nodded once.

It was the last time David saw Danielle.

At least, it was the last time he saw her without massive tits, bleach-blonde hair, and an empty head.

Just like every other girl would be, in the milk-addicted city.

THE END

Want more? Check out the next page for other releases. Plus, get a FREE STORY!
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Subscribe to my email list and get a FREE story - HYPNO BIMBO! You’ll receive updates on the latest releases, discounts on new stories, and a free copy of my sultriest work to date, HYPNO BIMBO!

Book store employee Jennifer Danvers doesn’t believe in magic. When a magic club called Presto Changeo opens next door to her workplace, Jenny figures she’ll give the local scene a chance. But when HYPNOSIS turns out to be the theme of the night, this librarian finds herself a willing target - and a cock-loving one too!

To sign up, just click the link below:

http://eepurl.com/cm5qhb

Thanks for reading! Check out my other Bimbo stories on the next page! And visit me at www.sallylaces.com!
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