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The smile spread across Karen’s face as the minibus passed through the large gates of the ranch. She looked at the open pasture on either side of the dirt road and knew a dream was coming true. For as long as she could remember she wanted to experience the cowgirl lifestyle and had constantly asked her parents to take her. It never happened though and the years of college put the idea on hold.

With college recently completed and a gap of a couple of weeks before she started her first job, she decided it was the perfect time to live out her dream. She’d searched for a ranch that actually got people involved in the work rather than just providing them with a vacation and felt her excitement rise as she stared at the open countryside around her.

“There it is,” a man said.

Karen craned her neck to look and saw the wooden ranch house coming into view.

“It looks huge,” she said.

“Yeah,” the man agreed. “This is going to be fun.”

Karen smiled at his enthusiastic words. It seemed she wasn’t the only one looking forward to what was in store for them. They were staying for three days as it was only a starter vacation, but it would be enough to give them an idea of working life on the ranch. The minibus finally came to a stop in front of the large home. Karen saw the older man waiting for them at the door and he walked towards them as they got off the bus.

“Welcome,” he said with a smile. “I’m so glad the four of you could make it. My name is Harlan Connor. I’m the owner and I’ll be looking after you for the next three days. If you follow me, I’ll get you settled in your bunks and we can take it from there.”

He turned to walk inside. Karen and the others grabbed their bags to follow. She was the only girl there, so she waited as the three men were shown where they were sleeping first and followed on as Harlan walked to the ladies bedroom.

“You got the whole place to yourself,” he said as they walked in. “So just take your pick of the bunks.”

“Thanks,” Karen said as she put her bag down on the nearest bed. “It’s a beautiful place you have. It looks so big.”

“Yeah, I always did like big,” Harlan commented cheekily.

Karen saw his eyes flick down to her chest for an instant before his gaze came back up. It was something she was used to. Her breasts began to grow as soon as she hit puberty and kept increasing in size until they looked huge on her otherwise relatively petite frame. The stares of men were embarrassing at first, but she’d grown used to them as she got older. If it was the right man looking these days, she wasn’t above using her curvy assets to get what she wanted.

Having a handsome older cowboy take a quick look and make a cheeky comment brought out a slight shiver of delight and Karen let the smile that flashed across her face be seen.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “Big is good..., in a lot of things.”

Her eyes flicked down to his crotch for an instant before coming back up. Harlan laughed as he turned to walk back to the hallway.

“There is some food in the dining room,” he said. “Just come along when you are ready.”

Karen nodded her head and watched as the door was closed. She decided to have a quick shower and went through the bathroom. The warm water felt nice and washed away the tiredness and grime of the long trip to the ranch. She dressed in jeans and a shirt after drying herself and set off in search of the dining room. The others were already there when she arrived and she went to a long table with trays of food covering it. She loaded up a plate, then moved to where everyone was sitting and grabbed a chair. She was digging into the food when Harlan started to talk.

“OK,” he started. “Now that you’re all here I can let you know a bit about what you will be doing over the next three days. We have around five hundred head of cattle on the ranch and there are plenty of jobs that need carried out on a daily basis. Basically, each of you will be partnered with one of the cowhands to help with these jobs. You’ll get to do something different each day, so you can get a feel for life on the ranch.”

“What kind of jobs?” someone asked.

“Oh..., you’ll help out with feeding the cattle, rounding up the strays, checking and fixing fence lines, cleaning out the barns,” Harlan replied. “Whatever is needed.”

“Is a lot of the work done on horseback?” someone else cut in.

“It depends on the job,” Harlan answered. “We have 4x4 vehicles too, so you will spend some time in these and some time riding.”

Karen listened as the questions kept being asked, but largely remained quiet as she enjoyed the food. They were taken out to the porch after and sat in the darkness of evening to chat. It was Harlan that finally brought things to an end.

“You better get some sleep,” he said as he stood. “We start work at the crack of dawn so you will be up bright and early.”

Karen followed the others inside and said goodnight as she made her way back to the bedroom. Sleep came easily, but seemed to be over in a flash as the breakfast bell sounded. She groaned and the urge to roll over and get some more sleep was strong, but she threw the covers back to get up. A cool shower got her fully awake and in minutes she was sitting eating breakfast with the others. They moved to the front of the ranch house after and their names were called out to pair them with one of the cowhands. The smile flashed across her face when her name was called out with Harlan’s.

“That’s a coincidence,” she said with a grin as she moved across to stand beside him.

“Isn’t it just,” he shot back. “Guess I struck lucky getting paired with such a pretty girl.”

Karen enjoyed the compliment and sensed the slight flush of exhilaration that an older man was taking an interest in her. 

“So what do you want me to do?” she asked.

The smile grew on Harlan’s face and she wondered just what he was thinking. It was more likely about her breasts than work, but as his smile faded away he was all business.

“Fence duty for us today,” he said.

They moved to one of the 4x4s then drove the short distance to a storage building to pick up supplies.  The rest of the day was spent touring the limits of the ranch to check on the fence lines. It gave her an appreciation of just how big the place was and she did as she was instructed each time they stopped to carry out repair work.

She found that she enjoyed Harlan’s company. He liked to flirt, which she wasn’t exactly complaining about, but he was also knowledgeable about ranching and was more than happy to answer her questions. By the time they got back in the late afternoon, she was tired and ready for something to eat.

“So..., will I be with you again tomorrow?” she asked as she got out the vehicle when it was parked in front of the ranch house.

Harlan smiled and shook his head as he spoke.

“One of the other cowhands will have the pleasure of your company as you get involved in the other jobs on the ranch. We’ll still see each other though.”

Karen nodded her head. “I hope so,” she commented.

The tiredness of the day’s work caught up with her after the evening meal and she decided to go straight to bed. The next morning she was teamed up with Cole on horseback as they rode out to see to the feeding of the cattle. The following day was spent with Sam as they first tidied out one of the small barns, then got on horseback to tour the ranch and round up any strays to get them back to the herd.

In what seemed like no time at all it was her last night and as the rest of the group drifted off to bed, she made sure she stuck around to be the last one sitting on the porch with Harlan.

“How about some whisky?” he asked.

“Sure,” Karen agreed.

She watched as he walked inside the ranch house and a minute or so later he was back with the whisky. Karen laughed as she saw how much was in her glass.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?” she joked.

“As if I would do that?” he said and smiled. “Drink up. It will put hairs on your chest.”

Karen laughed. “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea for a girl.” She grimaced as she took a sip. “Is it just me or does your whisky taste like medicine?”

“My moonshine is the best medicine you can get,” Harlan shot back at her and let out a contented sigh after taking a drink.

Karen wasn’t a whisky drinker, so wasn’t sure exactly how it should taste. She was sure there was a distinctly medicine taste to the moonshine she was sipping though, but shrugged the idea aside as they sat chatting.

“It’s been a fun three days,” she said. “Pity it’s over.”

“Yeah, we could do with a few more hard workers like you,” Harlan commented.

“Make me an offer,” she joked.

“What would you think about staying for a few more days?” Harlan asked.

Karen couldn’t stop the surprise from showing on her face, but there was also a tingle of anticipation. She knew she couldn’t afford to stay though.

“It would be nice,” she said, “if I had the money to pay for it.”

“Free of charge,” Harlan said.

Karen’s anticipation turned to a ripple of excitement. It seemed that Harlan was trying to get her on her own and she was all for that. There was definitely a spark of something between them that she suspected might become more if she stayed.

“Really?” she asked.

“Sure,” Harlan answered. “It’s nice having some female company on the ranch, especially when they are so pretty.”

“OK,” Karen agreed. “I’d love to spend some more time here.”

She upended her glass to drink the last of her whisky and saw that Harlan was doing the same. They stood and there was a moment of tension as they looked at each other. The kiss happened naturally as they both moved forward and a warmth spread though Karen’s body.

“You should get some sleep,” Harlan said. “You’ll still be working tomorrow.”

“Goodnight,” she said and walked inside.

A shower got her ready for bed and she fell asleep easily. She woke up again in the middle of the night as she rolled on her front and felt the discomfort in her breasts. Rolling on her back again, she brought her hands up and gasped as she touched her chest. Her skin seemed much more sensitive than usual.

Karen tried to get back to sleep, but the discomfort in her breasts grew until she knew that something wasn’t right. As the morning light began to filter into the room, she got up and was shocked to see that her breasts seemed bigger as she looked in the mirror. She shuddered at just how sensitive they were as she grabbed hold and her eyes opened wide at the sight of the droplets of white that formed on her nipples.

“Did you get fucking pregnant,” she asked her reflection, but knew it was impossible.

She’d split up with her boyfriend months before and hadn’t had sex since. She turned to the side and pushed out her chest and there was no doubt that her breasts were bigger. She tried to put on her bra and found that she couldn’t get the hooks fastened.

“What the fuck is this?” she asked herself.

Putting on a T-shirt, blouse, and jeans, she walked out and went to the dining room to find Harlan sitting alone.

“Good morning,” he said.

Karen saw his gaze drop to her chest and his tongue flicked out quickly to lick his lips.

“Something’s wrong with me. I need...” she started.

“Oh, there’s nothing wrong with you,” he said. “You look...perfect.”

Karen’s eyes narrowed as she stared at him. The sudden suspicion that he had something to do with what was happening flashed in her mind.

“What do you mean?” she asked slowly.

“We like our little cowgirl’s to look just like you,” he went on.

Karen’s mind went to the night before and the taste of the whisky.

“What the hell did you give me?” she asked as her nerves kicked in.

“When I said you could stay for free,” Harlan said. “I meant you didn’t need to give me any money. I want something else though.”

“What did you give me?” Karen repeated.

“It’s a serum,” Harlan answered. “It’s designed to induce a woman to lactate, so her breasts engorge with milk.”

“You’re fucking kidding me,” she exclaimed.

Harlan held up his hands so the palms of his hands were showing.

“The effects are temporary,” he said. “In a couple of days you will be back to normal.”

Karen saw his eyes drop to her chest again. She knew she should be mad at him, should be screaming the ranch house down, but there was no stopping the slight flush of desire at the way he was looking at her. The pure lust for her breasts showed in his eyes.

“So beautiful,” he commented.

Karen let out a slow breath.

“You like lactating tits?’ she asked.

“I would do anything for them,” Harlan said. “Can..., can I touch them?”

“I should be fucking mad at you,” Karen told him.

Her pulse rate increased as he got up from where he was sitting and approached.

“I know,” he said. “But I promise your breasts will return to normal in a couple of days and I hoped there was something between us.”

Karen shuddered as he reached out and she let out a soft groan as he cupped fingers around her engorged breast. Her shudders grew stronger as he tightened his grip. The sensitivity was incredible and it sent a flush of heat through her body.

“Come to the barn,” Harlan said as he pulled his hand away.

“Why?” she asked immediately.

A smile played on the older man’s lips as he looked at her.

“It’s the best place for a little cowgirl to be played with,” he said quietly.

Karen gasped as her wrist was grabbed to pull her to the door of the dining room. She knew she should resist, but the chance of being with Harlan was something she’d fantasized about the previous three days and it seemed the moment was on her. She wanted it and let herself be led out of the ranch house. Her breathing became labored as they approached the small barn she’d help clean out. She was pulled in and her eyes opened wide as she saw Cole and Sam.

“Oh wait...,” she complained as she tried to pull her wrist free.

Harlan grabbed her other wrist and dragged her arms behind her back. He was too strong for her and she couldn’t get away

“Relax,” he said. “I told the boys they could get some breakfast.”

“They could do wha...” started Karen.

Her words stopped as Harlan let go of her wrists and pressed his body on hers. The hardness of his erection touched on her ass and she shuddered. She started to protest again, but her efforts were weak as hands came around her body and popped the buttons of her blouse open. Her T-shirt was dragged up to expose her engorged breasts and she let out a gasp as fingers tightened around her curves.

She looked down to see the small drops of white leaking from her nipples and running down her breasts. The two cowhands approached and she could see the bulge of stiffening cocks in their pants.

“This is fucking crazy,’ she said quietly, but there was no stopping what was started.

As Harlan milked her tits like she really was a cow, Cole and Sam pressed kisses on her soft skin. They started to lick at the droplets of white and followed them up her breasts until their mouths found her nipples. The rush of pleasure was unstoppable as she was suckled.

The two cowhands sucked eagerly on her nipples and she heard their grunts of enjoyment as they took their fill of milk from her. She tensed as Harlan’s fingers found the button and zipper of her jeans to loosen them. The tight denim brought her panties down when it was dragged lower and she groaned as the touch of thick cock pressed on her naked ass. 

She was completely being taken advantage of and used by the three men, but there was a thrill to what was happening that was bringing out a kinky desire that surprised her. Her breathing became even more ragged as the eager sucking on her nipples continued. Harlan grabbed her hips to pull her back so that his cock pushed in her butt crease and she rocked her head back as he rubbed himself against her.

“Show me those pretty udders,” he said.

The two cowhands immediately backed off and dragged the clothes from Karen to leave her completely naked. They grabbed her wrists, manhandled her to sit on a chair and held her arms behind her as Harlan approached. He moved right up to her and slapped his stiff shaft on her breasts.

“Milk our cute cow,” he ordered.

Sam grabbed both of Karen’s wrists to hold her in place as Cole got a small pail. He held it under her nipple and milked her into it. All she could do was watch as it filled.

When Cole moved out of the way, Harlan got back in front of her. He slid his erection in her cleavage and groaned as he took hold of her breasts and squeezed them together. His head rocked back as he started to stroke his cock into the softness. As the tit fuck became rougher Karen let out a gasp.

The warmth of the milk spilled on her upper chest as it was tipped from the pail and Harlan fucked her tits all the more eagerly as his cock was drenched. His grunts got louder as he enjoyed the softness of big, lactating tits until it seemed he wasn’t going to stop. He shuddered as he pulled back though.

“So fucking good...,” he said as he caught her gaze. “But it’s not your tits I want to finish on. Get our pretty cow on all fours.”

Karen squealed as she was dragged from the chair and pushed down to all fours. Her body was responding to the onslaught of the three men and there was no stopping the flood of arousal that took hold. She groaned as Harlan dropped to his knees behind her and slapped his cock on her ass.

“Fill the pail again,” he said.

Cole was quick to do it and handed it over. Karen could feel the weight of her milk-filled breasts as they hung towards the ground. The two cowhands were quick to lie down and worked their heads under her body until they could suckle on breasts again. It was the dirtiest of sensations and the shivers rippled through her body. Harlan spilled some milk on her lower back as he pressed his cock in her butt crease.

“So good...,” he groaned again as the warmth of Karen’s milk wet his cock.

He rubbed himself against slick skin before finally working the head of his cock to her pussy. The wetness of the milk and Karen’s excitement made it easy for him to slip inside and he thrust his hips forward. He poured more milk on Karen’s lower back as he started to fuck her and it soaked his cock as he stroked in and out of her soft, wet cunt.

Karen felt the buildup of heat immediately and the breath rasped from her as Harlan started to throw his hips forward. His body slapped on her naked butt as he fucked every last inch inside her again and again. His grunts of enjoyment started to get louder. He dropped the empty pail to grab her hips, pulled himself forward and started to lose control as his excitement climbed to a high.

Karen could sense herself rushing up towards a climax as her lactating tits and slick pussy were used by the men. She didn’t quite get there though before Harlan was overwhelmed by the kinky sex. His muscles went taut as his balls tightened up to his body and suddenly he was wracked with convulsions as the release burst to life.

The sound of his loud groans filled the small barn as he let loose to fill the pussy of his pretty human cow with cum. His grip tightened on Karen’s hips as he pulled himself as deep as he could and each jerk of his cock sent more streams of thick white splashing in her cunt. The breath gasped from him as he finally pulled back.

“OK,” he said straight away. “Our cute cow is all yours now.”

The two burly cowhands were quick to pull their mouths from nipples and get up. They dragged their clothes off and Sam dropped to his back on the floor. Harlan manhandled Karen on top of him and she gasped as the tip of a stiff shaft pressed on her pussy lips. Hands on her shoulders pushed her down and her gasp got louder as she was impaled on cock.

“I think this pretty girl is big enough for two,” Harlan said.

“No, please...” Karen groaned as she realized what was about to happen, but her weak protests were ignored.

She was held in place as Cole got on his knees behind her. He pressed his erection on her pussy lips and her mouth opened wide as he increased the pressure until he slid inside.

Karen’s head rocked back as her hair was grabbed. Her pussy was spread so wide by two erect lengths and she shuddered as the men worked together to fuck her. The pure enjoyment of it took her breath and she writhed around as the cowhands bucked their hips at her. Their excitement at the double penetration was all too obvious as they threw themselves at her to drive their cocks in her wet pussy. Harlan grabbed a stool and the pail, then moved to sit beside her.

“I think the boys will want some more milk when they finish,” he said as he reached for her breasts.

Karen’s shudders became stronger as her lactating breasts were again milked into the pail. Her body was rocked by the sexual onslaught of the two men fucking her and she could make out the climb to an orgasm taking hold in her body. This time the heat raged through her until she was taken to the very brink.

Harlan fondled and groped her breasts when the small pail was full and it was the touch that pushed her over the edge. The tension broke to a flurry of almost violent convulsions as the orgasm ripped through her body. Her pussy rippled around two thick cocks as they continued to fuck deep and it carried her up to a moment of sheer bliss. There was nothing else but the peak of the climax as it wrapped around her and she was held in the moment for a few seconds before the passion began to ebb away.

“You know how to finish boys,” Harlan said.

Karen gasped as the double penetration pulled free of her pussy. Harlan grabbed her wrists and held them behind her back as he pulled her up to hold her in front of the two cowhands on her knees. Sam and Cole groped and fondled her breasts as they stroked their cocks until there was no holding back.

Harlan let her wrists go and grabbed the pail. He spilled the contents on her upper chest and the milk cascaded down her tits. The sight of it was enough to set the men in front of her off. Karen squealed as the sticky streams of white splashed her big tits. The men groaned as they stroked every last drop out, so they could watch as it streaked across her naked skin. 

The milk and cum mixed and slid down Karen’s naked breasts to drip to the floor. She was gasping for breath as the afterglow of the kinky experience flooded her veins.

“Fucking perverts,” she gasped as Sam and Cole stepped back.

“So we won’t get you back to the barn then?” Harlan asked.

Karen said nothing as she got to her feet and went in search of her clothes to get dressed. The breath was still rasping from her as she got the door and turned back to look at the men.

“You might,” she said and knew she was setting herself up for more.

The dirty delight rippled through her as she walked out and headed back to the ranch house for a shower.

“You should get the fuck out of here,” she told herself quietly, but a slight smile spread across her face.

She already knew she wasn’t going to leave, knew that if she was taken back to the barn she wouldn’t resist.

“You wanted to be a fucking cowgirl, now you’re a little cow,” she let out under her breath and her smile grew wider at the thought of being naked again with three eager studs.

**********
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function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













