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CHAPTER 1


T
he sunlight blinded me as the barn door swung open. Blinking away tears, I strained to see what was in front of me. Open scrubland. There was nothing else in sight.


Whoops and laughter floated across the dusty land from far away. Shit. It was time to run.


The only problem was my hands were tied behind my back. Thick, rough ropes bound my wrists together — making it impossible to run normally.


I'd been an athlete in college before I dropped out last year. But no one can run fast tied like this.


I stumbled out of the dark barn into the beating sunlight. Without my arms to balance me, my upper body swung wildly back and forth. My huge tits were completely bare.


Since the man had given me the injection last night, they'd swelled to twice their usual size. I'd known what to expect, of course, but that didn't make it any easier to get used to.


I sprinted as fast as I could across the sandy gravel. It cut painfully into the soles of my bare feet. It didn't matter. I just tried to go faster.


We all knew how this was going to end. But I wasn't going to make it easy on these rich assholes. Even if I had signed up for this.


My heavy tits swung wildly in front of my tiny frame, and I stumbled and almost fell flat on my face before I caught myself.


Behind me, a horse neighed loudly in the distance.


It was difficult to look over my shoulder with my arms twisted behind my back. Still, I managed to catch a glimpse of a cloud of dirt rapidly approaching.


Ahead of the dusty cloud, there were at least six men on horseback. Fuck.


They yipped and yelled at one another as they closed in on me.


I ran for all I was worth, my long, tanned legs flashing under me.


"Fucking Emily," I swore under my breath. This had all been her idea. She was my best friend, but sometimes she was dumb as hell.


She'd been the one to tell me about the ranch. How it was the wildest, most intense experience imaginable. Better than any sex you could have without the weird hormones they gave you. The only catch was you had to be exactly eighteen years old. And willing to submit body and soul.


I'd practically begged the guy in charge of the ranch to let me in. Emily was to blame for it all.


The first lasso they threw hit me on the back and nearly knocked me over. I yelped in surprise but managed not to say anything.


That was one of the rules: no talking. I wasn't about to screw this up, even if I was more than a little terrified. I ducked low and sprinted off to the side, trying to throw them off.


"She's got some fight in her," one of the men hollered. Hooves thundered beside me, and a horse appeared out of nowhere right ahead. It whinnied and screamed, rearing up on its hind legs.


I caught a glimpse of the man on its back as he leered down at me. Ducking underneath the hooves, I charged past.


"Get her!" a man shouted behind me.


This time, the lasso sailed over my head and around my waist. I felt the scratchy rope pull tight around me.


"Shit," I muttered.


Twisting and wriggling, I tried to get free. If I could just get the rope to fall a little, maybe I could jump out of it.


The rope jerked back, and I staggered to my knees. All around me, horses surged, and men hooted and shouted in victory. I was trapped.


A pair of rough hands grabbed me by the waist and hoisted me up on top of one of the horses. My stomach was pressed against the leather saddle and my bare ass was pointing straight up, completely exposed.


I kicked my legs, trying to get down. But my struggles only made the men laugh.


"She gettin' the better of you, Allen?" someone joked.


"Hell, no. I'm about to teach a lesson," a deep voice growled from above me.


Before I could process the words of the man on the horse with me, an open palm smacked onto my bare bottom.


The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoed across the open landscape. I squealed in shock as the sting of the spank spread over my ass. Howls of Laughter rose from the men.


Allen didn't let me off that easy, though. As the horse cantered back toward the barn, he kept spanking me. Hard.


SMACK!


SMACK!


"Stop kicking," he yelled. The burning sensation flaring across my entire backside convinced me to listen.


I went completely limp. Bouncing on the saddle, I watched the barren soil disappear into a blur beneath me.


"You're always so uptight, Madison. I bet it will help you get over all your hang ups." That's what Emily had told me. What a bitch., I thought. Sure, I'd always been a little standoffish with guys, but I wasn't sure this was going to help.


Suddenly, the horse came to a stop.



CHAPTER 2


"C
ome on," Allen said, swinging gracefully off the horse as he hoisted me over his shoulder. I didn't dare resist. Besides, this is what I had signed up for.


Excitement was building in the pit of my stomach. Don't get me wrong — I was terrified. But there was something exhilarating about my situation.


I was completely naked in the middle of about a dozen men. Most of them were old enough to be my father, and their hungry eyes scanned every inch of flesh.


I was used to attention from men. With my long, blonde hair and natural tan, everyone had always said I was gorgeous.


But there was a big difference between sideways glances and this. Animal lust shone on the grinning faces of the men around me. And I was completely at their mercy.


My cheeks flushed crimson. I wondered what they were thinking about doing to me. I still didn't Know exactly how this was going to end. All I knew was that my tits were swollen and massive compared to how they'd been before the injection.


And they were going to fuck me. That much I gathered.


A shiver ran down my spine at the thought. I'd been with a few guys before. But they had all been kind of quick fumbles with boys my age. Something told me this was going to be nothing like those awkward nights.


"Get the ropes ready," Allen said, taking charge.


My eyes widened, and I looked around. Ropes? What the hell was he talking about?


Just in front of me there was some sort of wooden platform. Before I had time to think, Allen slung me from his shoulder and placed me facedown onto it.


From all sides, the men descended. Their hands grabbed and tugged at my soft skin, pushing my limbs where they wanted them. Soon, I was arranged like I was on my hands and knees.


Doggy style. The thought entered my head through a fog of panic.


I fought and twisted for a second as fear surged through me, but the men held me down.


Unless I said the safe word, they wouldn't stop. Ropes pulled tight around me as they bound my arms and legs to the wooden stand. In just a couple seconds, my struggles were completely useless.


All of my limbs were immobilized. I could move my neck, fingers, and toes — and that was it. I looked up, wide-eyed, while the men formed a circle around me admiring their handiwork.


My body was positioned so that I was a couple feet off the ground. High enough that they could fuck me standing up, I realized. My mouth went dry at the thought.


The polished wood platform I was tied to had two holes cut out that my swollen breasts hung down through. I could feel the hot breeze caressing them, and I shuddered at the sensation. My naked ass was high in the air behind me too.


I was utterly exposed. The men could access any part of my body they wanted to, and all I could do was lie there with the ropes tight around me.


"Check her tits," Allen ordered one of the men.


It seemed like a strange thing to say, but, hey, so was everything else going on. I had no idea what to expect as a guy took a firm hold on one of my breasts.


Without warning, he started pulling roughly on one of my nipples. Since the injection, they'd been incredibly — almost painfully — sensitive. They'd tingled all night as I tried to sleep.


The rough touch sent a jolt of sweet agony shooting through my tits, and I let out a pitiful moan. The man just tugged harder, massaging my massive breast and tweaking the nipple every once in a while.


He set to work on my other tit as I strained against the rope. My body instinctively tried to escape his probing grasp. This went on for what seemed like an eternity. The men chuckled at my squirming, and soon I was panting weakly.


The pain in my tits was mixed with a strange feeling of pleasure. The tingling in my nipples grew until I felt something happen.


I shrieked in surprise as a drop of milk appeared at the end of my swollen nipple. The man didn't hesitate. Bending down, he fasted his greedy lips around my tit and sucked for all he was worth.


Ecstasy flooded through my heaving breast, and my shriek turned into a throaty moan. I could feel my milk flowing out of me.


It was indescribable. Satisfaction and relief flooded through me. Until that moment, I didn't even know that this was what I needed. But the tension disappeared from my body as my warm cream spurted into the man's mouth.


"She's ready," Allen declared. The satisfaction in his voice was obvious.


Another man ran over and started suckling my other nipple. I yelped as his teeth made contact with my aching flesh, but he didn't slow down. Kneading my silky tits with his hands, he worked my milk into his mouth.


I was so distracted by the two men draining the milk from my breasts that I didn't notice Allen behind me until he spread my ass cheeks.


"Look how wet her pussy is," he hooted with laughter.


I flushed with shame and tried to close my legs, but the ropes held me fast.


I could feel the slickness between my thighs as the two men worked on my tits. As humiliating as my arousal was, there was no way for me to stop it.


"This bitch is desperate for our cocks, boys. Let's not keep her waiting."


I still couldn't believe I was lactating. It must have been the injection, I realized. I had assumed it was just to make my tits bigger, but it had filled them with milk. Delicious milk, judging by the greedy suckling of the men fastened onto my pink nipples.


But I didn't have much time to think about the cream leaking out of my chest. Allen was spreading me wide open from behind. My heart pounded as I waited for what I knew was to follow.


I couldn't turn around to look with all the ropes holding me, but I could feel the tip of Allen's cock brush against the lips of my pussy. It felt hot and rock-hard as he slipped it inside of me.


It was massive. I could feel it stretching me out as he grunted with the effort of forcing it into my tight pussy. None of my boyfriends had even been close to this big.


I could feel every inch of his cock sinking into me. I didn't think I could handle any more, but it just kept going. Biting my lip, I tried not to give Allen the satisfaction of crying out as he stretched me open. But I couldn't help myself.


A moan slipped out of my mouth, and I threw my head back, sending my blonde hair flying wildly. I'd never imagined I could feel so full. Just then, I felt Allen's strong hips slap into my ass. He was completely inside of me.


"We're just getting started," Allen growled behind me.


Tangling one of his hands in my long hair, he pulled my head back firmly so that my open mouth was level with another man's dick bobbing in the air in front of me.


Then it hit me. They were going to use me from every side at the same time. The two men below me were still going wild with my tits, drawing the sweet milk out of them with wild abandon.


Allen slipped almost all the way out of me before slamming his huge cock back inside. It felt like I was going to be split in two, and my thin legs quivered uncontrollably. I would have collapsed to the ground if the ropes weren't holding me.


An animal moan rasped deep in my throat. it was all too much. The feeling of milk pouring out of my puffy tits. Allen's cock ravaging me from behind. The circle of men watching me like wolves while they waited their turn.


As my mouth opened wider, the man in front of me slipped his cock between my lips.



CHAPTER 3


S
hock raced through me as the spongy head made contact with my tongue. I expected it to taste bad since he'd been riding his horse around in the midday sun. But it didn't.



The taste was overpowering: musky and a little bitter. It permeated my mouth. I could even smell it. But it wasn't disgusting, just arousing.


He tasted like a real man. Masculine and powerful. Not like the guys I'd blown before.


The few times I'd tried blowing guys, I'd been the one in control. They'd always begged me, and I'd lick them a little halfheartedly before giving up.


This time it was different. I was totally subservient to these men. The guy in front started thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth, rubbing it against my tongue.


It was all I could do to breathe while he took me for his pleasure. After the surprise wore off, I did my best to please him.


Circling my tongue around the sensitive head, I sucked and moaned. He seemed to like this because he picked up the pace, fucking my face while Allen held my head still for him.


"God, this one's a real slut," he crowed, humping my lips frantically.


Shame washed over me. But I knew he was right. I was having the time of my life. There was something so terribly humiliating about being strapped here and used like a piece of meat. It was completely degrading — and a huge turn on.


Without warning, the cock in my mouth started to swell. I gagged for a second as it plunged into my throat before it withdrew. Hot, salty spurts splashed across my tongue. The man was coming in my mouth!


All I could do was swallow as fast as I could while he unloaded. There was no time to think about the fact this was the first time a guy had come in my mouth, although I knew I'd never forget it.


The sight of the guy blowing his load between my lips spurred Allen on. He sped up, slamming into my pussy hard and fast. His fingers dug into my heart-shaped hips so hard it hurt. He was riding me for all he was worth.


Pleasure pulsed and bloomed deep inside of me, far deeper than I'd ever felt. It fluttered through my aching body, driven to new heights. The men sucking on my tits were insatiable. They kept licking and drinking the warm milk shooting out of me.


The new sensations mingled and built until they reached a crescendo. I opened my mouth to scream — and another guy promptly shoved his cock inside.


It didn't matter. I was past the point of no return. Moaning around the dick in my mouth, I came. My orgasm swept through me like a freight train, tearing all coherent thoughts from my mind.


I bucked and twisted against the ropes holding me. My pussy spasmed and contracted over and over, milking Allen's cock.


"Fuck, I'm coming," he roared behind me.


I could feel his seed shooting deep inside. My whole body was tingling with pure ecstasy.


When Allen finished filling my pussy, he staggered back. I collapsed completely limp against my restraints. Stars danced in front of my eyes, and I was so weak the guy in front of me had to hold my head up while he kept fucking my mouth.


"She's an eager little whore," Allen said, shaking his head appreciatively.


"Have at her, boys."


The other men hadn't even waited. As soon as Allen gave the order, I felt a new cock slip inside my pussy, pushing past my aching, throbbing lips.


The guys suckling my tits finally stopped. Two different men took their place immediately.


Now that I'd come, I could better appreciate the changes my body had gone through.


Milk was spraying out of my breasts whenever the men kneaded and sucked on them. I could feel every drop as it made its way out of my aching nipples.


The sensation was almost as amazing as my orgasm. Closing my eyes, I luxuriated in just how satisfying it was to be milked.


Each thick squirt of cream was accompanied by a sweet wave of relief. Like there was nothing more natural than giving these men the rich milk straight from my tits.


No wonder Emily said this was the most wonderful experience in the world, I thought hazily. I'd never felt so content before.


For the rest of the afternoon, the men switched off. They each took a turn at my milky breasts and my mouth or pussy. Some took more than one turn.


I lost count of the number of times I came. By the end, I was so completely spent that I could barely keep my eyes open.


The last guy unloaded loudly into my pussy before giving me a smack on the ass.


"That's it for today," Allen announced. The other men were already standing a few dozen feet away. Barbecuing something that smelled absolutely delicious, they were completely ignoring me now that they'd had their fun.


Allen motioned for two guys, and they came over to untie me. They led me back into the barn stall that I'd spent the night in after they'd given me the injection. Tying me to a post in the middle of it, Allen looked me up and down with satisfaction.


"You did well, Madison. Rest up for tomorrow," he said.


As he walked out of the stall, he looked over his shoulder at me. His ruggedly handsome face twisted into a smirk.


I could only imagine what a sight I must be with my tangled hair, flushed skin, and the cum running down my thighs.


"We're not going to take it so easy on you then," he chuckled.


My jaw dropped. Take it easy? Was that what they'd done?


To my surprise, though, I wasn't afraid.


No, I was excited. I couldn't wait to see what was coming next.
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