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It was a swelteringly hot day. I had been searching for relief in every way possible, from cranking up the A/C at my apartment to drinking ice cold water, but nothing helped. I was lying in just my boxers in bed when I got a brilliant idea.

It was just too damn hot outside. Despite my reservations, I knew the only thing left was to head over to the nearby swimming pool. One thing I liked about this swimming pool, is that it was an adults only environment, so I felt comfortable there.

As soon as I got there and changed into my swim trunks in the men’s locker room, I walked over the blisteringly hot concrete and knew I had made the right decision.

Not because of the pool - I hadn’t even touched the water with my big toe yet.

No, I knew that I had made the right decision as soon as I saw the young woman standing over at the shallow end of the pool, where the steps are.

She had one of the cutest faces I’d ever seen and more importantly, a pair of massive, overflowing tits.

They could barely be contained by that tiny, black and white bikini that she was wearing.

It had pink bows on the straps. Her arms were crossed over her chest, but I knew that those big jugs couldn’t be contained for long.

We made eye contact just for a second. Her eyes widened, baby-blue and innocent looking.

And then I smiled at her, showing off my confidence as I dove into the pool.

I grinned to myself when I surfaced for air and knew that I was going to have a lot of fun today.

*

I meandered over to her slowly, savoring the anticipation.

I could feel my blood heating up in my body at the thought of what I could do to her later, how I knew the exact ways to make her shake and cum and jiggle those big tits.

She looked like she was waiting for me, still looking nervously around herself at the shallow end of the pool.

I approached her with confidence, showing off my body when I swam up to her.

“Boo!” I said with a laugh.

Her body jerked suddenly, and I got to see those amazing tits bounce up and down in her teeny bikini.

“Oh, hi there,” She said in the cutest high-pitched voice.

“What’s your name?” I said to her. “Haven’t seen you at this pool before, beautiful.”

I saw her mouth fall open, in a pretty pink O.

Then she gathered herself, it seemed, and she said slowly, “I’m Ashley. I’m nineteen years old and I go to college.”

I nodded my head seriously, as if I were very interested in what she was saying.

“I see. And what are you studying at college, Ashley?”

She swallowed, her baby-blue eyes looking up at me innocently. “Fashion design.”

I nodded gravely. “Wonderful. I’m Richard, but you can call me Rick. I work in finance. I’m not nineteen, but a few decades older.”

Ashley’s turn to nod now. She nodded so vigorously her tits started jiggling again, and I followed them with my eyes obviously.

She seemed pleased by my reaction and uncrossed her arms from her chest.

I put out my hand for her to shake and she shook it - and her tits at the same time.

What a little fucking slut.

“Well Ashley, I have something to say about the ergonomics of your swimsuit.”

Ashley blinked at me, her mouth opening slightly. “Erg- Ergo- what?”

I chuckled and reached out to rub her shoulder, which she liked. I leaned in close for my next line, so that only she could hear.

I whispered in her ear:

“It means that your sexy, big tits are too big for that tiny bikini top you’ve got there.”

Ashley’s face turned red, and I saw her breaths started to come a little faster.

“O-oh. Richard, I mean Mr. Rick, is that right? Is it okay?”

I backed away from her again, letting her notice when I backed away that I was grabbing my dick through my shorts.

Just firming it up a little so she could notice it.

Since everyone else at the pool was an adult, they didn’t seem to be paying us much attention while I flirted with this hot, young slut.

“Of course it’s okay, Ashley,” I said in a stern, but kind voice. “It’s more than okay. I think it’s very, very special. And you need a knowledgeable man to show you what to do about it. Not like those college guys at your university.”

Ashley blinked, her incredible, top-heavy body teasing me to no end.

“Will you show me what to do, mister?”

*

Only ten minutes later I had swum with Ashley out to the deep end of the pool. There weren’t too many people over near our end, but I didn’t care at all what they thought.

I had to have Ashley. Now.

She moaned hotly when I swam up behind her, pressing my big, hard cock against her scantily-clad ass.

But the true relief for me came when I first laid my hands on those massive, sexy tits that she had.

Her blonde hair fanned out in the pool, she made the perfect picture of a bimbo hucow.

I stroked my hands up her nubile body, finally reaching those hot breasts. Then in a decisive motion, I grabbed one tit in each hand and squeezed.

They were full and brimming.

“Ashley,” I whispered in her ear in a low voice. “Did you know the whole time that your tits were dripping and heavy with milk? Were you going to hide your big, milky tits from me the whole time we’ve been talking?”

Ashley moaned sexily when I rubbed my fingers over her fat nipples. “N-no sir. I didn’t know they were full of milk - is that why they’re so big?”

I chuckled and felt my cock like a hard rod against Ashley’s nice, supple ass.

“Yes, it is. You’re learning fast.”

Fuck.

Those tits were some of the hugest, milkiest pair that I had ever seen or felt.

Every motion of my hands on her tits made the milk slosh around, just like the water in the pool.

I hoped that everyone in the pool was now watching this hucow learning exactly what her big, bimbo tits were good for.

“You're a lucky person,” I told Ashley quietly. “Most women would kill to have your tits, they’re so fucking full of milk - Fuck!
”

I squeezed around her right tit harder than before and saw one line of milk shoot out from that big, swollen nipple.

Right into the pool.

*

I couldn’t be contained any longer. I needed to make both of those tits into the supple, milking machines that they were meant for.

Ashley’s bikini I pushed to the sides with my hands, exposing those big, fat tits to the entire pool crowd of adults.

I saw several men peeking at us out of the corners of their eyes, probably wondering exactly what this milky hucow slut was going to get next.

I squeezed the soft flesh of Ashley’s college tits, knowing that the milk was just waiting to escape.

If I did this the right way, she could fill the entire pool with milk.

I whispered to Ashley, “Do you want to swim around in your own milk? Know that your milk is touching every man here, turning him on just as much as me?”

Ashley’s body was wracked in pleasure, squirming against me with her long legs and tight ass and big, jiggling tits.

She nodded as much as she could.

It was almost time now. I knew what I had to do.

With my large, strong hands I squeezed each of her overflowing breasts in my hands, applying just the right amount of pressure to each firm, yet supple mass.

The effect was immediate. Milk began to shoot out in long, white arcs, spraying into the air and some of it hitting the pool water, where it was quickly enveloped by the chlorinated water.

My cock was rigid and hard, and I needed more.

More.

As I continued to ardently squeeze her big, milky white breasts, I nudged my hard cock forward.

I could feel her tight, small pussy being wet in her thong bikini bottoms. My cock ached to be inside her.

I said in Ashley’s ear, roughly, “Put it in your tight little cunt.”

She trembled, the milk still spewing from her overripe young tits.

With her small hand, I felt her reach down and touch my hot cock, moving her swimsuit out of the way.

I felt the lips of her pussy grip onto my cock and I pressed inside her.

It felt like heaven.

It only spurred me on to squeeze those tits even harder, making the milk continue to drip out from her nipples.

There were less arcs of shooting milk now, but more cream still dripped out in a steady flow.

I saw another older man starting to make his way over to us.

With my cock fully enveloped in Ashley’s hot pussy, I beckoned him over to us with enthusiasm.

He was an older man with salt-and-pepper hair, in good shape.

“You got yourself a good hucow there,” He drawled. “Can I get a taste?”

I knew Ashley’s response and answered for her, naturally. “You bet. This hucow’s ripe for breeding and drinking.”

He smiled. “Don’t want all that milk to go to waste.”

Treading water, he moved his face into those massive, milky tits and put his mouth around just one nipple.

Ashley’s pretty face was in ecstasy as I knew the man was starting to suck.

I kept fucking her, making her tits jolt up and down and jiggle in the strange man’s mouth.

It was so fucking sexy to have found this perfect, busty hucow at the pool.

It was cooling me down like nothing else.

“You want a squirt?” The man said, his mouth full of cream.

I said, “Of course,” and waited with an open mouth.

The other older man got his rough, large hand around Ashley’s big tits and aimed them up in the air, right into my mouth.

I saw the line of creamy milk shooting towards my mouth for just a split second until I finally, finally tasted it.

Creamy.

Milky.

Sweet goodness.

It was like tasting a sweet cloud, directly from the source.

My tongue licked all around my mouth as the milk filtered in, flooding all of my taste buds with its white cream.

Ashley’s voluptuous, hucow body had been begging for it all along.

With the taste of her slutty milk in my mouth, I felt my body react almost violently, and I started to give Ashley a load of my own personal cream.

My cock twitched and I buried myself balls deep in that white, fertile cunt.

My cum shot out of my cock and into my new hucow’s breeding body, making her truly pumped full of my seed.

Ashley moaned as she felt my seed deep inside her, and the man squeezing her tits was doing so with great enthusiasm.

Her big, sexy breasts looked like they were getting bigger, while at the same time the amount of milk leaving through her nipples was increasing.

Her tits had grown since I first laid eyes on her at the shallow end of the pool, even more ripe and ready for the milking.

Exactly how a good breeding hucow should look.

“You like feeling my cum inside you, you little slutty hucow?” I said, almost panting with the strength of my orgasm.

“Yeeeees,” Ashley moaned. Her big, milky tits agreed, still dripping with cum that I could see spreading through the pool.

It was the hottest moment of my life, and I knew that this hucow was going to be mine for as long as I wanted.

Her milky, overfull white tits looked amazing floating in the water, spewing her milk out for the entire public group of male adults at the pool to enjoy.

Despite the hot weather, I’d never been happier! I knew that my day was only just beginning, here at the public pool with my new freeuse hucow.




Milked: Public Hucow Waitress


Story 2 in the
 FreeUse Hucow
 Series


Leith Freeman


Copyright 2019 Leith Freeman

All Rights Reserved


This is a work of fiction.
 All persons, places, events, and locations are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


All characters that appear are 20 years or older. All acts of a sexual nature are completely consensual. For adult readers only.


From the moment that I walked into the diner, I knew it was going to be a special day.

That was because I had spotted a hot, busty waitress before I even stepped in the door. Her tits were pushed up high in her uniform of a tight, white buttoned shirt and her black skirt was just risque enough to show off a sexy pair of legs and a nice, tight ass.

As a man who was starting to feel myself older, no longer in my twenties, I was starting to become very attached to spotting eye candy in casual situations.

And I had a feeling that this could be something much more.

When I was seated, my luck continued; the big-titted waitress was waiting on my table, personally.

I could barely hear a word that she said as she described the daily specials, too focused on her massive, overflowing bust.

Her tight, buttoned white shirt was slutty enough to display a long, busty line of cleavage, and her tits were just so fucking milky, I knew that she was perfectly ripe.

I interrupted her.

“Tell me, you seem like an attractive woman. What are you doing working in this diner?” I questioned her brightly, making sure to demonstrate interest.

That was how I could get her hooked, on my gentle, or at least gentle-seeming personality.

Her eyes, bright green and striking at this short distance, perked up considerably.

“I’m working to pay myself through college,” She said. “I mean, I’d like, work at a bar, but I don’t turn twenty-one until next week soo…. Like…”

Ignoring the fact that she hadn’t ended her sentence at all, I was happy to hear that she had a certain ambition in life and that she was clearly old enough to know what she was doing when she pushed those milky tits out as if they were a menu.

“That is wonderful,” I said confidently.

I leaned forward to check out her name tag.

A classic move, since it allowed me to continue to scope out her big, fat breasts at a closer angle.

“--Simone,” I finished, after giving each of her large, milky tits a nice, long glance.

She knew exactly what she was doing. I even saw a small smile appear on her face as I looked her up and down.

“What would you like to order, sir?”

Her tits were so massive I couldn’t believe my luck. On my close inspection, they were one of the fullest, milkiest pair of jugs that I’d ever seen.

“Well, Simone.” I said, clearing my throat. “I would like your grilled cheese sandwich, side of fries.”

Simone wrote ostentatiously on her pad of paper - a little slowly, to be honest, but she clearly had other things going for her in life like her looks.

“Anything else I can get for you, sir?” She asked, batting her eyelashes like a little slut.

I knew that I had her attention. I needed to take advantage of the moment.

“Yes,” I said in a low, rough voice. “I’d like a large glass of your creamiest milk.”

Simone’s face immediately changed. Her cheeks flushed, and her chest seemed to become even more engorged, those twin peaks pushing out further into the air.

In a coy, innocent voice, she said, “Coming right up, sir.”

*

Her skirt stretched tight across her ass as she walked away, her boobs bouncing almost noticeably even when watching her from the back.

I stared out the window for a second before looking around the diner.

Not to my surprise at all, there were a number of other men who were choosing to dine here today.

I wondered why, laughing to myself.

The reason was obvious when Simone came out not too long after with my meal. She attracted the full attention of every single man in the room.

Her big, white tits bouncing up and down, her platinum hair catching the light.

It was obvious that she was meant to be our little breeding slut.

When she brought my food to me on a tray, I immediately dug in.

What can I say - I was legitimately hungry. And the grilled cheese was great, which was what I told Simone when she came back to check on me.

Her face looked so eager to please me, that she was crestfallen when I said that my meal was still missing something.

“Oh, but sir… What would you like me to get you?”

I looked at her patronizingly. “I said that I needed your creamiest milk, didn’t I? Emphasis on the ‘cream’ part, of course.”

Simone looked down at my table, her expression confused as hell. It was extremely cute to see her pretty face scrunched up like that.

“How can I help you with that? I think you, like, have milk on your table or something… sir…?”

I stared at her meaningfully.

“I need your
 milk, Simone.”

*

It didn’t take that long for the bimbo to catch on, considering the mental level that she was operating at, and I was happy to help her out.

I leaned in to talk to her.

“That’s right, what I need is your milk. You know that you’re overflowing with it, right? Those big tits need a strong man to take care of, don’t they?”

Simone gasped, and I saw her face turn red again and her tits shake up and down.

“Y-you’re right, sir…”

*

Not five minutes later, I had Simone’s white buttoned blouse unbuttoned down to her high-waisted skirt.

Her bra was red and slutty, almost fully exposing her nipples. Her nipples, meanwhile, were so fat and perky that they almost poked visibly through the bra.

She looked so ripe and ready for the milking, I had to have her.

“Good hucow,” I told her, as I roughly dipped my hands inside her red bra, right in the middle of the diner.

The other restaurant patrons barely looked up as I did it, except for the minority, mostly men like me, who intently focused in on the tit action, loving the show.

I forced myself to pay attention to the fat-titted sexy hucow standing right in front of me.

I was sitting halfway out of the diner booth now, while the waitress’s hot tits were at eye level as I groped her under her bra.

Her tits felt incredibly swollen and milky, so fucking hot.

I immediately felt my cock react, starting to harden in my work pants.

This was supposed to be a quick lunch, but I guessed I could make an exception…

After all, it wasn’t every day that I came across a willing, bimbo hucow at the local restaurant!

*

Simone moaned so hotly when I unclasped her bra, though I left her shirt on, just unbuttoned.

Her face was so pretty, a rare kind of prettiness that belonged to only the best, top-shelf women.

Her long hair streamed down her shoulders as I dropped her bra on the table next to my untouched glass of boring, corporate milk.

I needed to get it straight from the source.

“You’ve been waiting to be milked for a while, haven’t you?” I asked her in a low, deep voice.

Simone just nodded, her tits shaking up and down in my hands.

It felt like an earthquake of bouncing titflesh.

“And how long has it been since your last milking?” I said, almost scolding her now.

I added, “It’s not right that someone like you, so brimming with creamy milk, should be neglected like this for so long.”

Simone bit her lip, emphasizing its dick-sucking qualities.

“Well…” She said slowly, and I encouraged her by squeezing her tits a little harder.

I felt the milk jostling around inside her humongous milk bags, which made my cock almost painfully hard.

“The truth is that I’ve never been milked, sir,” She said. “They’ve just been getting bigger and bigger, and I didn’t know what to do. They barely fit in my bras anymore.”

I let out a huge breath, barely able to keep control of myself.

First time. Must milk. Overflowing bust.

My thoughts were all jumbled together, and I knew it was finally time for me to take what I wanted from her.

She needed it, so badly, too. Her tits looked almost painfully swollen now.

My massage of her big, juicy tits was only helping more of her cream to pad out her already massive bust.

It was about to burst, and I knew exactly where I should catch it!

*

After a moment, we situated ourselves at another table of the diner, a round one with full access from all sides.

I had designed the situation that way on purpose, of course.

Her tits were still swollen, almost going to burst with milk.

Her nipples were like round, pink pencil erasers, and her body was almost having an orgasm with how turned on she was, just like a perfect little hucow.

Putting her tits right in front of my face, I slowly, slowly started to milk my new bimbo hucow.

I squeezed on those massive jugs and hard nipples, coaxing all of the milk out to the surface.

And fuck, did it come or what!

A nice, long arc of milk began to spray out of her big jug, the one on the right.

With my mouth open, I caught almost the entire stream in my mouth.

Only a little of it missed my mouth and caught my stubble, but I didn’t give a fuck.

Sweet, creamy, juicy milk.

It flooded my mouth and my brain with how sexy this waitress’s fucking big tits were.

Quite a few people in the diner were watching us now, looking a little hot and bothered as they watched the cute, bimbo waitress getting her fat tits milked by an older man.

For the very first time.

An older gentleman approached us slowly, as I was taking my second drink of milk.

He pulled up a chair at the table, knowing exactly what he wanted.

I gave him major props for his confident attitude, although I was a little preoccupied.

With drinking as much sweet, delicious cream from my hucow’s tits as possible.

*

The older gentleman had a new idea, of course, we discovered a few moments later.

“Would you be willing to share her?” He asked politely. Objectively, he wasn’t a bad looking guy by any stretch.

Simone seemed into the idea, but just like a good hucow should do for its owner, she asked me first.

“What do you think, sir?” Her innocent voice was almost sleepy now, like she had been opened up to a whole new world of orgasmic possibilities.

I laughed at her tone of voice. “Would you like to be a freeuse hucow?”

Simone’s face blushed, a pink color tinting her innocent-looking cheeks.

Although she could hardly be called innocent anymore, not with her big, fat tits leaking milk through the nipples, her facial features were still pure.

She smiled, her pretty pink lips curving upwards.

“Yes, sir. I’d love to be a freeuse hucow. My tits have so much milk, it would be a waste if anyone at the diner went hungry at all!”

A number of diners, mostly men, seemed to overhear her passionate speech, and started to congregate and line up to take turns on her.

I grinned, squeezing her tits again.

This time the stream of milk went straight into the older gentleman’s mouth as he sat at the table, shooting right over the ketchup and mustard bottles.

That was exactly right - The best food in the world was milk from a freeuse hucow.

*

After about half an hour of nonstop milking, Simone had fed at least half a dozen men at the diner.

They treated her anywhere from roughly to gently.

All of it turned me on, making my big, thick cock so fucking hard in my pants that I almost had to stop and stroke myself for relief at several points.

To watch this unending stream of white, milky cream shooting from my freeuse hucow’s big, slutty tits, was almost unbearable.

But I knew if I waited I’d get a bigger reward at the end.

Simone was about to have her first milking orgasm, I could just tell by looking at her.

Her face was red, and her chest was also flushed, while her tits had swelled up bigger than ever before.

The lucky guy drinking from her almost didn’t seem to notice, too focused on tasting her lovely cream straight from the source.

But I noticed. My hucow was starting to cum with all of the breast and nipple stimulation that I was giving her.

“Oh… yes! Yes!” She moaned loudly, milk shooting out from her tits with even greater velocity than before.

I knew that her tight cunt was clenching around nothing, and I had to relieve it and the pressure in my pants. Right. Now.

I pulled her off her chair roughly and slid her panties down her legs, not bothering to let her step out of them.

Pulling her arms back, I sat on a chair nearby and guided her tight cunt down onto my cock.

I was going to breed this hucow until her tits got even fatter and juicier than ever.

*

As I fucked into Simone, the slutty waitress I’d just met an hour earlier, other men came around to her mouth and started to put their cock between her lips as well.

“Good hucow,” I told her. “You get to drink some cream now, too. There’s a lot of men here who I bet you've been teasing for way too long, and now they’re going to take their turn.”

“Mmmmph!” Simone said, in agreement, clearly.

Her mouth was occupied with pleasuring another cock, almost as big as mine.

It made me so hot to be fucking this hot little hucow slut in the restaurant.

Several people were still sitting in their booths having their lunch, although they seemed to be a little irritated that they were waiting so long for the check to come.

That wasn’t an issue for me, though. All that mattered was making sure this freeuse hucow kept pleasuring me and every other man who wanted it, right here and right now!

It wasn’t going to be too long before the guy in front of Simone came - his breaths were ragged, as he succumbed to the sweet sucking hucow mouth.

“Fuck yeah,” He growled as he came, “Take it all inside that slutty mouth!”

Simone moaned like a good slut and turned her head to show me her mouth full of cream.

That pink tongue she had licked up all the stray drops, making my big, fat cock inside her swell and need to take her even rougher.

As soon as the guy left, I pulled her up into a standing position so I could grope those tits as I fucked her even harder.

“Anyone want some more milk?” I asked the growing crowd.

*

It turned out that everyone wanted some milk, because they weren’t fucking idiots to turn down some fresh cream from a new hucow.

As I fucked the sweet little cunt of my new hucow, taking her first time, her tits continued to swell.

I knew that there was still a lot of pressure that she needed to release.

That was only going to happen if I kept milking her, naturally.

It was difficult to concentrate on both fucking her tight little cunt and on milking her at the same time, but I’ve always been an impressive multitasker.

Men lined up in front of her as I milked her tits in white, hot arcs of cream, making them swallow close to her nipples as her body was jerked around from the rough fucking.

Her tits started to drip and I felt the pressure start to relax, and I knew that she was going to cum again on my cock like a little slut!

I pounded her as hard as I could, forcing my cock inside that tight passage like a thick rod.

I fucking rammed my hucow until she could barely vocalize anymore, she loved it so much.

Her tits dripped milk down my hands and veiny forearms as I fucked into her, and with just a dozen more thrusts I felt her pussy contract as she came on my fat cock.

She moaned and squirmed on my cock, her fat tits swelling up suddenly and then relaxing in my strong hands.

Her pussy contracted so fucking tight that it forced me to cum too!

I felt my cock seize up inside her tight little cunt.

“You fucking slut,” I breathed in her ear roughly. “I’m cumming inside you now, you little freeuse hucow! Take my seed. I’m fucking breeding your little fertile cunt.”

She kept cumming on my cock, moaning and squealing. Milk spurted out from her tits and cum spurted out from my cock, deep inside her.

My cum was shooting so powerfully I almost felt like i could see it traveling inside her body, breeding and fertilizing her.

She was my freeuse hucow in this restaurant, and I knew that no waitress at any restaurant could ever replace her.

She relaxed on my cock, and I felt the pressure in her tits finally releasing.

They remained big and huge as ever, but I knew that the milk was simply waiting, storing up before they became overflowing again.

“You’re going to need regular milkings,” I said, rubbing her sides with my hands.

She was still speared on my cock, and I felt my cum coating her insides, tightening her passage as it bred her so, so fucking deeply.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. Her innocent, big green eyes looked up at me seductively.

“You pleased a lot of men today, just like a good hucow.” I praised her, and she seemed to react viscerally, shifting her tight little pussy on my cock.

I had to have her again, and again, and again.

It had been a good use of my lunch break, but I had to get back to work.

I stretched my arms out, only shifting her weight a little on top of me. It was so hard to pull out from a fertile, hucow cunt.

“You know, I bet the guys at my work are pretty thirsty right now, too. Want to come along and be our new freeuse hucow? Your cream’s the sweetest that I or anyone will ever taste.” I winked at her.

If I had to leave the restaurant, I was going to do it in style, with my hucow waitress by my side.

She smiled and said, “Yes, sir!”
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I woke up on Sunday morning with a horrible hangover. Got a little too wild on Saturday night, trying to relive my old college days with a couple of buddies.

I had a few hangover cures up my sleeve; foolproof, never failed to work.

I got up, had an energy drink, showered - in cold water, nonetheless - and balefully put some clothes on.

Nothing special, just a T-shirt and jeans.

I needed to recover, maybe get a head start on my work for Monday.

Right after I got a cup of premium coffee.

At least, that was my plan.

Everything changed when I got to the coffee shop, though, and I saw the cute, top-heavy barista tending the cash register.

*

Her big tits were bulging out of her slutty uniform. I could plainly see her black bra beneath the blue shirt that she was wearing.

More than that, what I admired most of all - and desired - was her pretty, slutty face.

She had pouty lips that looked perfect for dick sucking, and her hair was blonde and flowing down her shoulders and back.

Her tits looked milky and large, overflowing out of her shirt.

Her expression looked a little dumb, which made it all the more inviting for me.

The slutty expression, combined with the large display of milky tits, made me convinced that I was in the right place.

I almost forgot that I was painfully, plainly hungover, in the presence of the barista at the counter.

Naturally, I absolutely had to get in line.

I tapped my watch, willing the pain in my head to diminish as I waited my turn.

There was a pair of girls at the counter who were taking forever to order, probably getting their requisite pumpkin latte with extra-foam and other types of “alternative” milk.

I scoffed.

Finally, at last, I made it to the counter.

*

Seeing the barista up close was even better.

Her tits were bulging over the counter practically, like a soft, gelatinous quality to them that made them irresistible.

Her skin was milky and smooth, perfectly available to anyone who was watching.

I knew that she was probably doing it just for the tips - Or at least that was what she told herself.

However, there were other reasons and forces at work, like the milk that was almost bursting out of her tits.

I knew that I’d be happy to show it to her.

“Hi,” I said, smiling.

Doing my best to hide the throbbing pain in my head.

“Hi,” The barista said, as if she wasn’t a ripe hucow, ready for the taking.

“So, like, what can I get you?” She said, giggling a little and sticking her tits out further.

Her chest tapered down to a slim, tight waist.

“Well,” I said, and I let my eyes purposefully drift down to her overflowing white cleavage.

Pretending that all I was after was her name tag, I smiled again. “Well, Cassandra, what I’d like is a cappuccino.”

Cassandra, the barista, gave me an innocent smile.

“It’s Cassie! Me, I mean. So you can call me Cassie, if you want…”

I gave her my best, not-hungover grin. “Cassie,” I said. “That’s a great name.”

And then I leaned in closer, across the counter of the shop.

“A great name for a hucow.”

*

I waited at the side of the counter for my drink to come out, replaying Cassie’s unusual expression in my mind.

Her face, so pretty with its pouty lips, big, blue eyes and long eyelashes, and pink cheeks, had looked almost shocked and aroused at the same time.

“I’m only nineteen…” She had said. “And I’m saving up to go to college. What’s a hucow?”

I had just smiled back at her understandingly, clasping her soft hands in mine, so much larger and rougher than hers.

“I’ll let you know after I get my coffee,” I told her.

And I meant it.

It was my duty to take care of my future hucows, of course.

Cassie’s demeanor was still flirty and fun with the customers who came up next.

It was a busy day, so men and women continued to approach her at the counter.

Women glared at her for the way that Cassie made all of their husbands stare at her huge, bulging tits and exposed, slutty bra.

Men, meanwhile, enjoyed the display, being dragged out on Sunday by their girlfriends and wives to pay for their fancy coffee drinks.

It was all worth a little eye candy.

The effect was such that Cassie was incredibly busy though, for the next fifteen minutes.

She was messing with the coffee machines, flicking switches here and there, and delivering drinks to all of the rich and privileged.

I waited patiently.

At last, with my hand pressed to my forehead, I heard Cassie call my name in her sweet voice.

“Cappuccino for Matthew.”

I strode over to the counter decisively and picked up the paper cup.

Giving it a long swig, I felt my headache start to react from the caffeine.

However, I wasn’t pleased.

*

I got in line again, this time it was thankfully shorter.

Cassie’s tits were tempting me until I felt crazy with lust by the time I got to the front of the line this time.

I leaned over the counter, purposefully invading her space.

Luckily, Cassie seemed to like it. It almost seemed like her tits were even more engorged the more that I talked to her.

“Cassie,” I acknowledged her, watching her light up just a little bit as I said her name.

I cleared my throat, my hangover only beginning to clear up.

“Cassie, my cappuccino is not satisfactory.”

Her eyebrows knitted themselves together, her lips pouting up in a sexy shape.

“What can I help you with, sir?”

I placed my elbows on the counter and entwined my fingers together, as if I had a very, very important proposition for her.

“My coffee is missing a key ingredient. You seem like a bright girl. Can you guess what that is?”

Cassie’s eyes blinked together rapidly. She looked very dumb and vapid - just the way that I liked it.

“Sir… I’m thinking about it, but I’m not sure that I know, like, what you’re talking about?”

Perfect.

She was just perfect, with her tits jutting out, and her slutty expression.

“Cassie,” I said in a low, deep voice. “You forgot to add in your cream.”

*

I was enthralled by Cassie’s response.

Her face flushed and her tits seemed to pop even further out of her slutty shirt.

Her arms seemed to come up to flail in the air for a second, like she had no idea what to do with her body anymore.

Luckily, I knew exactly what to do - with her and with her nubile, fertile body.

Cassie’s long blonde hair was shiny and lying across her shoulders, perfectly framing her face.

“How --H-how can I make it up to you, sir?” Her voice quavered a little, but I could tell exactly what she was feeling.

Pure arousal.

It was what I was feeling, too.

“Well, Cassie.” I began, “Cassie, you need to let me behind the counter, where I can help you perfectly serve all of the other customers. In doing so, you will be able to find a way to make it up to me personally.”

Cassie’s big, pretty blue eyes widened, and she acted swiftly.

*

Behind the counter, I basked in my newfound power.

Cassie had easily, quickly gone over to the side of the counter, letting me into the baristas’ area.

Then she moved into position at the counter when another customer came up, an older, mom-type.

That was not going to happen.

I walked up behind Cassie, my cock making my jeans feel tighter already, and pressed my body against her back.

More importantly, my hands reached around and squeezed her big, massive, milky tits.

Cassie let out a loud squeal, almost impossibly erotic coming from that slutty, erotic face.

Her little waist felt so small and frail under my large, rough hands, it was amazing.

The customer she was talking to didn't really react at all to watching that big, milky pair of tits on the barista she was talking to getting milked heavily.

I reveled in the feeling of her soft, supple tits in my rough hands.

Cassie, calmly, finished taking the customer's order despite the rough, hot treatment that I was giving her.

Her tits were begging to be milked, I could tell from just looking at them; now that I was touching them, the sensation was even more palpable.

She was a slutty little hucow, and I was going to show her exactly what she deserved for that.

Right here and now, in her workplace.

*

Cassie prepared the coffee with some aptitude, considering that her tits were being fucking mauled like I was a hungry wolf.

She gave the customer their coffee - or really, she was about to until I stopped her.

"Cassie," I reprimanded her, "What are you doing?"

"Um," she said, her big tits straining against her large black bra that was barely concealing her nipples now.

"Giving the customer their coffee?" She posted timidly.

Being on this side of the counter was magnificent. I could clearly see her black, stretchy yoga pants clinging to her ass and thighs, and her face was both innocent and dirty at the same time.

"Cassie," I said. "You forgot to ask if they wanted any cream."

Cassie's pretty cheeks blushed again.

"Ma'am," she said, almost too quietly. "Would you like cream in your coffee?"

The woman looked impatient to finally get her to-go cup.

"Yes, that would be fine." The customer responded.

Cassie looked up at me expectantly, and I beamed at her like she'd been a good girl. 

"Lean over the counter again," I instructed Cassie, excited for what was coming next.

In one smooth motion, I pulled Cassie's slutty black bra down, exposing her big, milky tits.

With my fingers, I squeezed her now exposed, hard nipples, aiming right into the customer's cup.

*

"Thanks," the female customer said as she picked up her cup of coffee and headed out of the coffee shop.

I watched her take a sip of her coffee with satisfaction, knowing that she was drinking up my hucow's fresh, ripe milk.

Cassie looked shocked and aroused when she turned her head to face me.

"I-I didn't know I could do that!" She exclaimed, her hands flying up in the air with shock.

I grinned at her, feeling the droplets of milk dripping over my fingers.

"Get a fresh cup," was all I told her.

She positioned the fresh cup right in front of her fertile, hucow tits.

Her body was just made for this. Her tits were ripe and ready and massive, prepared for the taking.

Her tits in my large, rough hands felt like huge, supple balloons of milky flesh.

I squeezed her tits into the cups she had positioned on the counter.

Her boobs were totally exposed to the restaurant as I ground my hard cock against her legging-clad ass, and I squeezed milk from her tits into the cups.

I was breathing heavily, my cock straining against my jeans.

My hangover was totally forgotten.

“Who wants milk?”

*

It turned out that everyone in the coffee shop got a sudden hankering for some new cream.

Fresh from the new resident hucow barista, Cassie.

It was the perfect setup.

Cassie squeezed milk from her big, exposed, naked tits into the cups on the counter as people ordered.

Her face was aroused, her mouth panting and open as men and women came to the counter to order.

She started to get a number of cash tips into the tip jar; I wasn’t the only one who appreciated her slutty display of titflesh.

Meanwhile, I was behind Cassie now, ripping a hole in her tight, black leggings that clung to the shape of her tight ass.

Fuck.

Cassie kept serving customers, but all of my attention was now completely fixated on what I could see through the hole I’d torn in her slutty leggings.

Her tight, inviting pussy.

Her little cunt was almost dripping onto the floor, she was so aroused by being a freeuse public hucow for the whole coffee shop.

I slipped my fingers through the hole and started to softly rub her little, tight pussy.

She felt totally open for business, as I fingered her while she took yet another order for some double caramel macchiato with whipped cream…. Whatever.

The only important thing to me now was getting inside that tight cunt as fast as possible.

I pulled my cock out of my jeans, not bothering to take anything else off.

My dick was jutting through the hole of my boxers, hard and thick and throbbing.

Throbbing for the tight, cute little barista chick that I needed to fuck.

Now.

*

My cock prodded at Cassie’s tight little hole.

Just the head of my cock slipped in, she was so fucking tight.

I pushed in further, feeling her inner, tight little walls coiling around my cock, starting to milk me just like my hands were continuing to milk her tits.

I thrust my pelvis further, feeling her ass give just a little, but it was enough.

Her pussy was mine now. I was claiming her.

Cassie let out a little squeal.

“OHmigod, that feels so amazing.”

“Good,” I said. “That pussy is so fucking tight, it feels like you’re trying to strangle my big cock.”

Cassie moaned, and then reacted in a funny way.

“I--I have to go and make a mocha for the customer!” She said.

I said, “Not a problem,” and kept fucking my cock into her tight wetness.

Slowly, we ambled over to the coffee machine so that she could try to make it while being careful not to burn herself- or me.

I was so overwhelmed by the feeling of fucking this hucow barista while her tits were exposed to the entire coffee shop.

Her big tits were so milky and overflowing, there were no signs that she’d stop producing that creamy fluid any time soon.

She finished up the customer’s mocha and served it up to them, barely noticing when they thanked her.

And dropped a large bill into the tip jar, appreciating her big, slutty tits.

I felt my cock swelling inside my new hucow, loving the fact that I now pretty much owned her big, milk-producing boobs and cunt.

Her cunt was so fucking tight.

*

After a prolonged series of customer interactions that got me more and more horny for this little slutty blonde bimbo stuck on the tip of my cock, I knew that I had to ramp things up.

Cassie looked so wanton, I needed to expose her entire body to the cafe.

I pulled her shirt off of her shoulders, completely showing off her nude, milky tits that were still spewing white froth into the cups on the counter.

And then I redoubled my efforts, fucking hard into her until she could barely stand anymore.

“Take your break,” I hissed into the cute slut’s ear. “Now.”

Cassie’s face lit up with ecstasy, and she placed with shaking fingers a sign that said, “BACK IN 15” on the counter in front of us.

All of the customers could now see exactly how this hot hucow was going to take her break.

I kept spraying milk from her tits as I grabbed onto them for balance, shooting it onto the floor as well as the big collection jugs of the coffee shop.

She was so perfect, so sexy that I knew that my cock couldn’t hold on for too much longer.

“Let me taste your cream,” I said to her.

Cassie just moaned and said, “Yes, sir!”

I grabbed a cup from the counter and began to drink, reveling in the flavor.

It was so creamy, so milky, so sexy.

I could barely stand up enough to keep fucking her as I savored the taste of this hucow’s hot milk.

It felt so incredibly naughty to be fucking this slutty barista behind the counter.

A few customers looked up from their laptops and books from time to time, watching us fucking like crazy.

It turned me on to know that the customers were totally unfazed by watching me take this bimbo hucow right in their purview.

I was just using this bitch’s tight cunt, and they lent their tacit approval.

My cock was plugged so deep in this hucow’s holes, and meanwhile…

I was still drinking her milk and pumping it out of her big, juicy tits.

Her tits were still overburdened with milk, but I knew that if I filled her up inside with my own personal cream, she’d be able to release some of the almost unbearably erotic pressure inside her.

Cassie’s blonde hair was bouncing on her shoulders with the vigorousness that I was fucking her with.

My cock was like a huge, hard rod, fucking into her fertile, wanting cunt.

There was nothing else in the coffee shop that deserved any attention besides this hot, hucow barista.

My hangover was long forgotten.

The only reason I’d ever come back to this cafe every day was to keep fucking and breeding Cassie.

Fuck.

Fuck yeah, I was going to breed her.

“You want that?” I said, roughly.

My hands gripped her big tits and squeezed relentlessly while Cassie moaned in appreciation.

“You want that hot cum inside you? Breeding your insides, you little hucow? Fuck, that cunt is so fucking tight!”

Cassie moaned again, “Yes, sir! Please fuck my slutty hucow cunt, that pussy needs your big, fat cock inside it!”

I growled.

She was awaking my most animalistic side, forcing me to take and breed her like no other woman.

Her little innocent face was truly just a trap for the naughty, sexy interior that she possessed.

I felt her inner walls gripping my cock, trying to force all of my cum out of me.

She was going to milk all of the cum out of me, and I growled as much in her ear, right before I started to release.

All of it.

Deep inside her.

I started to spew hot cum inside this hucow barista as I squeezed and rubbed her tits, milk shooting out of her nipples just as my cum started to coat and fill up her little, slutty cunt.

I needed to fuck and breed this little slut from the first moment that I saw her, and it was finally happening at last.

The slutty cunt clenched down on my cock as I bred her deep inside that fertile cunt.

“You like it, slut? You taking all of that big cock’s hot cum inside your little cunt?”

“Yes, sir…” Cassie breathed out, her pleasure almost totally spent as the pressure in her big, massive tits started to finally release.

My cock loved the feeling of being inside that tight, fertile cunt.

I just knew that the breeding was going to take.

Cassie sighed and moaned again, “Your cum feels soooo good inside me, sir. Thank you.”

I grinned to myself, leaving my cock plugged inside her to keep all of the cum inside as well.

“You’re a perfect hucow,” I said. “But don’t forget you have customers waiting. It looks like they need some of your milk, too.”

Cassie blushed, her big, milky white tits totally exposed to all of the waiting customers sitting in line.

Her break was now over, but her breeding certainly wasn’t.

As she removed the “break” sign and walked back up to the register, I could see my cum dripping onto the floor from her cunt, and her nipples were still dripping creamy white milk.

I came up behind Cassie and pressed her against the counter again.

“Ready for some more milk?”
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I had just moved into the city, ditching the suburbs for a better shot at a job. It was time that I got out of the rut that I’d been sitting in since graduating college five years ago.

Interview season sucked, though, so I was taking the night off for once and rolling into a new bar not too far from my new place.

This bar had been recommended to me by a friend, and to be completely honest, he’d also told me that there was a fine piece of eye candy usually bartending.

It was clear to me as soon as I stepped into the bar that my friend had been utterly right, because the woman at the bar was hotter than I’d ever imagined.

The bartender had many fine qualities, but the first thing that I noticed - or two things, really - was the huge pair of tits that she was sporting.

She had on a sexy black tank top, well suited for the summer heat. Unlike me in my interview clothes, but there was no way that I was going to go back home and change now.

Not when there was a special hucow standing only twenty feet in front of me, polishing glasses.

And probably flirting with customers for tips, of course.

Her hair flowed down her back, long and brown and shimmering in top condition.

I could only imagine what it would look like when I pulled it back into a ponytail.

I walked up to the bar and sat right in front of the counter.

“Hi,” I said, giving her my best winning smile. “I’m Mark. What’s your name, gorgeous?”

*

To her credit, the bartender didn’t blush - at least, not that much.

I saw her cheeks redden slightly, her lip pursing like she wasn’t pleased, but the heaving of her chest showing her interest.

“Clarissa,” she said brusquely, her tits leaning over the counter as she stood in front of me.

Damn. They looked so fucking milky and juicy.

“What can I get you?” She said.

Well, that was a good place to start… Although I could think of a lot of things that I wanted from her.

I wanted to get a look at her ass, for one thing.

Her face looked so calm, and the bar wasn’t too crowded tonight that I didn’t feel too bad taking my time deciding what to have.

Or pretending to decide, because despite whatever specials they had going on tonight, I already knew what I needed from this bimbo bartender.

“I’ll have a White Russian, please,” I said.

It was a drink whose name basically told the story of what it was - a nice, creamy drink with just enough alcohol to make the sweetness interesting.

I knew that this bartender was going to make me the best one that I’d ever had.

“Sure,” Clarissa said, her boobs jiggling as she started to turn away to make it.

I stopped her with a few words.

“Wait,” I said, and I was pleased at how obediently she stopped in her tracks and waiting for instructions.

“I’d like you to make it with your special milk, too,” I said.

I winked at her, knowing that if she didn’t understand yet -

She would soon come around.

*

I watched her while she turned around, messing with a few bottles that were sitting on the shelves.

She clearly wasn’t the brightest bulb, as she had no idea what I’d meant by “special milk,” yet.

I didn't mind. I was used to having to instruct hucows in their duties.

Her low-cut top was just brimming with her cleavage.

It looked so full and delicious, I just couldn’t wait any longer.

“Clarissa,” I said, granting her a reprieve. “Are you in college?”

She looked at me and sighed.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s taking me a while to graduate, and I took some time off after high school, so I’m already twenty-two.”

Perfect.

She came to the counter again, wiping down a spill from a customer further down the bar.

Her big tits loomed large over the countertop as she wiped it down.

Such a fucking tease.

She had to know what that massive juicy rack was doing to all the men here.

Seeming to have a change of heart, she came over to talk to me again.

“What about you?” She said, blinking her eyelashes.

What a slut.

She was now starting to realize that she had to flirt with me to get the tips she wanted.

I certainly wasn’t complaining.

I said, “I graduated a few years ago, just working around here ever since.”

Nice and succinct.

“So where’s my drink?” I said.

I raised my eyebrows at her, putting the ball in her court.

She stammered, her composure breaking just for the first time that night.

“Um, I, uh, don’t know what you need or mean by like, special milk… sir?”

Fuck, I loved hearing that title coming out of her sweet, young mouth.

“Well, Clarissa,” I beamed at her. “Let me tell you what you need to do.”

*

I shivered in my chair, even though the bar itself wasn’t cold.

No, things were about to heat up to an incredible temperature in here.

Clarissa pressed her lips together, but leaned over even further to show off her slutty display of cleavage.

She looked like the perfect freeuse bimbo, the bartender that everyone wanted to use and fuck.

It wasn’t the time for teasing anymore.

It was time to get down to business.

“I need you to put down an empty glass right in front of us, on the bar counter.” I told her, speaking slowly.

She said, “Okay,” and quickly returned with an empty glass.

It was a clear glass, which I appreciated.

She was doing the right thing even without being told, which was wonderful for both of us.

“Now,” I said. “Tell me how your tits feel right now.”

Her eyes went wide.

“Mark!” She said, looking around to see if anyone else had heard us.

I just smiled at her.

It didn’t seem like anyone else was listening. But in our hearts, we both knew that it didn’t matter either way.

She was here in public to be used for those massive, gorgeous tits.

“Um,” She said, recovering well. Obviously she remembered the tips she was still working for.

She continued, “Sorry, you just like… surprised me. I guess my breasts feel… okay? They feel good?”

She looked up at me expectantly, her pretty face looking so effortlessly hot and sexy.

I rolled my shoulders back.

She needed training.

*

“So,” I started, making no secret of the fact that I was staring at her big, fat udders.

“You’re telling me that your tits just feel ‘okay?’”

I stared at her closely, and she seemed up to the challenge.

“I think, Clarissa,” I said. “That your tits look so massive and juicy that it might be a little uncomfortable for you right now.”

I felt my pants start to feel tight the more that I kept staring at her tits and talking about them like the big jugs they were.

“In fact,” I continued. “I bet that you really need something to help you release all of that hot pressure that’s been building up for weeks.”

“Tell me, when was your last milking?”

Clarissa stammered again, after staring at me with her mouth open like a goldfish for a few long seconds.

“I’ve, uh… I’ve never been milked!”

That was it.

My cock was hard for her now.

*

I let out a long breath.

Never been milked?

It was my lucky day. I immediately forgot all about my interviews of the week, all of my attention focused in like a laser on this needy little hucow slut.

I stared at her, willing her to understand fully what she was doing to me right now.

“I need you,” I said in a firm yet soft voice. “To take those tits out of your bra and show them off.”

“Right. Now.”

Clarissa seemed to love getting this kind of instruction, even if she rolled her eyes when I first told her what to do.

“Okay,” She said.

Her tits were already standing up and partially visible due to the small, strappy black tank top that she was wearing.

I couldn’t even tell if she was wearing a bra or not, her shirt was so skimpy and slutty.

She moved her pale hands to her shirt, pushing the straps slowly down her shoulders.

Little teasing slut.

Then finally, she had her straps pushed down and reached into her thin shirt.

With both hands, she first pulled out one massive, juicy tit, and then the other one followed suit.

I was awestruck.

*

I could tell that other customers - mostly men - were looking towards her now casually, taking note of the slutty hucow bartender.

Her tits was so fucking big, standing out from her chest yet remaining perky and round.

It was pretty much a miracle how big and fat those tits were.

“Wow,” I said. “Those are fucking sexy. I can’t believe a little slutty hucow like you has never been milked before.”

“Nope,” Clarissa said, suddenly looking a lot more exposed and uncertain than before.

“What will you do, sir?” She asked me.

Her shirt was stripped down to her waist and her big tits were pretty much on the bar counter that she’d just cleaned.

Fucking amazing.

“Remember that glass you put down?” I said.

It was pretty much a rhetorical question, but I just wanted to remind her of the glass that was sitting right in front of us.

“Yes,” Clarissa said. “Of course I do.”

I smirked.

If she was going to act like a petulant tease, I knew exactly how to deal with that.

*

“Your tits feel so big and overflowing with milk,” I told her. “That pressure that you feel, that’s a special pressure only for good hucows.”

Clarissa nodded, seeming to understand as she stood there exposed to the bar.

“What you need to do to relieve that - and to make me a good, stiff drink - is to put one of those big juicy tits over the glass, and squeeze me some fresh milk out.”

Clarissa gulped.

“I’ll try my best, sir,” She said, suddenly obedient again.

I watched her as she lifted one of those weighty, milky tits and positioned her nipple over the top of the clear glass.

I could barely wait another second.

Slowly, way too slowly it seemed like, she started to squeeze her hand around her fat udder.

I felt my cock straining against my pants.

When the first drop of milk came out of her big tit and into the glass, I knew that was it for me.

I couldn’t take it any longer.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock.

It was fucking throbbing, hard as a rod and long and thick. Fully extended for this slutty bimbo hucow.

I started to stroke my cock just watching this hucow bartender milking her own tit into the glass.

It quickly filled up, and I knew it wasn’t going to be enough.

“Another glass!” I said to her, pulling on my dick.

She said, “I can’t! It keeps coming out,” wailing as her big udder didn’t decrease in size at all as she kept milking it.

I knew what I had to do.

*

I picked up the glass and started to drain it, swallowing it down.

It didn’t have any alcohol in it yet, and it didn’t need any at all, to be totally frank.

It was already the sweetest, creamiest, juiciest cream that I’d ever tasted.

My cock was so hard as I tasted the busty bartender’s personal, fresh milk with my tongue.

I quickly drained the glass and put it back in front of her.

Luckily the pressure had held and she was able to switch tits when I put the glass back in front of her.

She moaned, apparently experiencing a lot of pleasure of her own.

“You like that?” I said.

“Yes,” She said. “I can’t believe it feels so good to be pushing all of this milk out of my breasts… it feels amazing, sir!”

I grinned back at her, still stroking my raging hard-on.

“Don’t say breasts,” I corrected her. “Say tits. Because that’s what you have - big, juicy tits!”

“My tits,” She said, trying it out.

“My tits feel so heavy and full of milk!” She cried out, making all of the patrons of the bar turn their heads.

They watched our bimbo, young bartender milking out her own tits into a glass on the bar for all of us to drink.

I knew that I wasn’t the only one with a massive boner. I couldn’t be.

It was the fucking sexiest thing I’d ever seen, this little hucow bartender working so hard to get tips.

But really, I knew that now she was working just for my own pleasure and hers.

That heavy pressure on her tits could only be released by someone else.

*

“Get a clean beer pitcher,” I said to her when she paused for a minute on milking her tits.

She obeyed, showing off her tits at all angles as she reached below the bar to get a clean pitcher.

“Now we can milk both your tits at once,” I told her.

I had to work rapidly, because I could see milk droplets already starting to drip down from her big, hard nipples.

Clarissa just nodded, fully in hucow mode now.

I reached over the bar counter, her tits so close to me I couldn’t stand it anymore.

And I grabbed one of her tits, while she took care of the other.

Together we started to aim both of those nipples into the pitcher.

I was in heaven.

Feeling that soft, milk-filled flesh in my hands as I squeezed was the most amazing thing I’d ever experienced.

I kept pushing on her tits, feeling that milky pressure on her starting to finally lessen just a little bit as we continued to milk her.

She managed to fill the whole pitcher, her tits slowing to a less fast pace as they continued to spurt milk.

My cock was too fucking hard now.

It was almost unbearable.

“Clarissa,” I said. “Why don't you go around to each table with your pitcher and some glasses and see who wants some of your milk?”

Clarissa looked dazed and totally aroused.

“Great idea, sir,” She said.

*

I saw Clarissa swallow visible as she came out from behind the bar.

“Does anyone want milk?” She asked each table, obediently carrying the full pitcher and some glasses.

Obviously, everyone wanted some milk.

“Here’s a nice tip for you,” a much older man told her as he slipped her a large bill.

Clarissa smiled through her dazedly horny state.

“Thank you, sir!”

In fact, by the time that she got back to me at the bar she had received substantial tips.

I was just glad to be able to help her out.

She’d learn that her tits were going to be her best moneymakers in life - as a young, slutty hucow.

Meanwhile my cock was so fucking hard, watching her parading around the bar with her fat, milky tits out, serving everyone the milk that we’d both squeezed out of those fat jugs.

Now I had to have her for myself.

*

“Clarissa,” I said. “I need your help out here.”

Again, doing exactly what I wanted her to do, of her own slutty accord, Clarissa ventured out.

Her tits were so fucking massive.

“I need your tits around my cock,” I said. “You’ve turned me on too much, and I need you to take care of my problem before I can help you out by milking you again.”

Clarissa nodded.

Her bitchy attitude from when I first walked in was totally gone now as she realized the value of an older man who could take care of her like the hot, bimbo hucow that she was.

Bending over, she put her body at a pretty much ninety degree angle in order to put her tits at the same level as my cock.

Her tits were now dangling down, brushing right over my cock.

It looked amazing.

I realized that the hucow bartender needed further instruction.

Most hucows did.

“Clarissa, now put those tits around my cock and start to move your jugs up and down.”

I gave her the instructions, and she acted immediately.

“And don’t worry,” I smiled. “You’ll be getting a nice tip after this is all over.”

*

I was almost falling off my bar stool after ten minutes of her titfuck.

It was the finest titfuck that I’d ever received.

Clarissa’s face, the way that her long, dark hair moved back and forth in the low bar lighting as she jiggled those big jugs up and down on my cock.

My cock was like a rocket ready to just spurt and explode all over her.

Her tits were soft, milky, juicy, big and fertile, just like I had always needed from her.

“Fuck,” I said. “That feels so fucking good, keep moving those big fat tits on my cock, slut!”

Clarissa just said, “Of course, sir,” Her face looking aroused but still focused on business as she moved.

Fuck, she was so good at this.

“You were made for this,” I told her. “Fuck yeah, you were made to be a bimbo hucow - just a bartender who loves taking cock in your massive tits!”

“That’s right,” Clarissa hummed, moving her big tits even faster on my cock.

There were still drops of milk coming out of her nipples.

When I saw that I knew that I couldn’t last too much longer.

*

The milk coming out of her nipples was creamy and wet.

The perfect lubrication for this hucow titfuck that I was indulging in from this slutty bartender.

I fucked up into her tits with force now.

I laid my arm on the bar for stability, feeling the countertop shake with the force of the thrusts that I was leveling right into her creamy, milky cleavage. Fuck.

I needed her to give me more.

She needed to drink some of my own personal cream, too.

So I hissed at the bartender, “Suck it, put it in that slutty mouth. Let me feel that tongue all over that big cock.”

Clarissa moaned, clearly turned on despite herself by all of the dirty talk that I was throwing at her.

She immediately put her mouth on my cock, giving me a great view of those tits hanging down.

They were so perky they barely dangled, but instead gave me a look at their big, round shape and heavy cleavage again.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck yeah, suck it like you mean it.”

I felt her warm, wet mouth and tongue swirling all of my big cock.

From shaft to tip and back again, she was clearly a great cocksucker.

Fitting for a bimbo hucow like her.

I felt her give a particularly enthusiastic suck and knew that I was going to give this fertile hucow all of my cum.

“You want it, don’t you?” I said to her.

She nodded as much as she could with my cock in her mouth, looking up at me with big, large eyes.

I thrust my cock into her throat now, feeling the way that she gagged around the tip of my cock.

I fucking loved it.

There was only one moment before I knew that I was going to explode, and I used it.

I grabbed onto those big, teasing tits and squeezed that massive titflesh between my hands, feeling the milky pressure building up in those big jugs, and shoved my cock down her throat one last time before I started to finally cum.

Her mouth sucked me down, as I shot my cream straight down her throat.

Her milk dripped out over my hands and wrists, coating me with the sweet cream from her jugs.

I felt my cock throbbing and spurting down this hucow bartender’s throat, and I was finally able to claim this bimbo slut.

It was the triumph that I’d been searching for all week.

I had this hucow’s milky taste on my tongue from drinking it, it was spread over my hands and forearms, and she was suckling on my cock even as I finally started to relax.

Her tongue was licking up all of the white cum that I’d shot into her mouth and throat.

“Good girl,” I said, finally releasing the weight from my shoulders.

Clarissa finally was able to stop sucking on my cock, having swallowed every droplet of my white cum.

“Thank you,” she said. “I hope that you liked your drink.”

I grinned at her slowly.

Her big tits might have been done with the milking, but the week wasn’t over yet.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” I told her, and I saw her face brighten up.

Her pretty face had a little bit of cum on it where she’d missed a spot in her cleanup.

As I looked at that hot face and big jugs, I knew that she was going to need even more training as my own personal freeuse hucow.

With a smile, I told her, “I’m going to need a lot more cream to get through this week.”
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Try this next: A Taboo Oral Rainbow Party
 Check out the urban legend here
.




After that, ready for some freeuse office action?


My blonde bimbo coworker becomes my freeuse office toy in
 Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo Coworker
! I’m taking full use of her willing, sexy throat and tight holes.



My coworkers and I roughly take my office assistant’s fertile curves in the boardroom! Don’t miss this naughty office
 gangbang
 in
 Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo Assistant
.



The
 busty manager
 takes undue credit for all of her subordinates’ work. Now it’s time for us to give her a rough
 gangbang in
 Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo Manager
.



A
 dirty interracial freeuse
 encounter at the office between Dwayne and his willing blonde bimbo secretary in
 Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo Secretary
!



In
 Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo College Interns
 Dwayne “
interviews
” two
 innocent white interns
 who need to discover exactly what their
 teasing bimbo bodies
 can do.


Or in Free To Use Office Harem: Taking the Bimbo Boss
, Dwayne puts his
 bitchy Latina boss
 in her rightful place as a
 willing, freeuse bimbo
! Features
 raceplay
,
 MFF
,
 interracial
 (black man/Latina bimbo/white bimbo),
 taboo hole action
 and more.


What about the Harem at Home
?


Darnell’s
 wife
 goes from
 blonde prude to willing, freeuse bimbo
 who can’t get enough of her
 powerful, black husband
 in
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Wife
!


Darnell’s
 neighbor’s
 bimbo
 wife
 begs for his BBC in the bathroom of his own house, showing her
 white cuck husband how a real, black man should treat his wife
! Don’t miss
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Neighbor
!


Darnell’s teasing
 Latina maid
 finally gets on her knees for her
 black employer
 while his
 white cuckquean wife
 watches in
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Maid
!


Darnell’s
 wife’s best friend
 offers her slutty holes to him
 - right in front of his wife
! Check out
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Wife’s Best Friend
!


The
 MILF realtor’
s going to do all she can to
 get the sale
, giving her
 freeuse
 holes to Darnell’s primal,
 black
 heat in
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Realtor
!



The most naughty story of all - watch Darnell and his new wife take revenge on his
 bitchy, blonde ex-wife
 in
 Free To Use Harem at Home: Taking the Bimbo Ex-Wife
!



Next, it’s time to get them together for some group fun! MFFF, MFF, MF, menage, lesbian, and more in
 Free to Use Home Orgy: Taking the Bimbo Harem
.


Want Freeuse College Girls?

A stupid blonde bimbo
’s holes get taken hard by a nerd
 AND a black jock
 in Free to Use: Blonde College Bimbo
! Interracial
, DP
, oral
, and more
--it’s all here.

A curvy black girl’s
 naughty backdoor
 hole
 is taken in her college classroom in Free To Use: Black Backdoor Bimbo
! She’s ready for some sexy
 interracial
 action, not to mention the top-heavy professor
 and horny frat guys.

A curvy, gorgeous Asian
 girl and a voluptuous, sassy brunette with glasses
. FREE AND WILLING
 for men to use their tight holes, anywhere, anytime, it’s Free To Use: Bimbo College Roommates
!


Follow
 Leith Freeman’s Amazon Author page
 for updates, and leave a review if you liked it or want more!


Multiple new freeuse universe stories each week.
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