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“Thank you, Mr. Jones... And after you come to dinner,
you can cum on my big milky tits again too!”






index-18_1.jpg
He told me that all of his friends could fuck me too, a
gangbang full of older men.

“Yes,” | said. “Please, | need it so badly! Please fuck me
harder, cum inside me and make me pregnant like you
said!”

“Gonna breed you,” He grunted out. “Gonna cum inside
you right now, oh god you little whore, I'm cumming in
you!”

With my lacy red panties still rubbing against his cock,
| felt the older, masculine neighbor unload a full load of
white creamy cum inside my little pussy.

“Oh my god,” | said. “There’s so much, | can feel all
your cum inside me!”

| could see the Christmas tree lights winking and blink-
ing while | processed the creamy white cum filling me
up inside and my big tits still leaking cream and milk all
over our bodies.

He thrust his cock in and out slowly, making sure that
all of the cum was plugged up inside me as far as
possible.

“It feels so good...” | said.

He seemed to be in a daze as well, the aggressive de-
meanor he’d had like night and day with his mild man-
nered exterior.

“Alissa,” He said. “You’ve convinced me. I'll come to
dinner.”

| smiled at him, pushing my big tits together.
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Hucow Holiday Milking

A First Time Rough Older
Neighbor Story
Leith Freeman

The hucow is home for the holidays and ready to
be milked roughly by the hot older neighbor.
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| saw the husband - or, | guess, ex-husband - watching
me from his yard as | stood on my front step. | guess he
got to keep the house, from what | heard he totally de-
served it.

He was older than | was by a lot... and oh my god, he
was totally staring at my chest!

| looked down at myself, feeling his older eyes burning
into me... and | realized that | was so stupid, | had for-
gotten to wear a bra.

My breasts were big and bouncy, which wasn’t my
fault, but it was definitely my fault that the entire shape
was outlined in my thin tank top, and my blonde hair
was falling down my back to accentuate my bustiness.

He was actually kind of handsome... In an older guy
kind of way.

He had scruffy facial hair and a handsome face, and his
body looked pretty well built.

Nothing like the boys that I'd dated before in college.

| waved at him, yelping when | felt my boobs lifting
again, my nipple almost slipping out of my top.

| saw his face start to turn red beneath his facial hair.
But still he waved back to me.

“Hello!” | called to him in my young, female voice.
“Hello there,” He said.

His voice was gruff, with an edge to it that made me
shiver.
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Chapter 1

When | got home for the holidays from college, | was
wearing my most comfy clothes, which happened to be
a tank top and a pair of soft short athletic shorts.

| was like, so overjoyed to finally be free of my difficult
university classes and my final exams.

It was my first year in college, and | was just nineteen
years old.

It had been a really tough semester. My boyfriend and |
had broken up four months ago, and | was over him, but
the lack of sex was a really huge bummer for me!

Maybe that was why | was just constantly horny. | had
even subtly masturbated a little on the bus ride home,
slipping my soft hand down my panties...

Anyways...

| wouldn’t find out if | passed my classes or not until
later, but | was just so glad to be home, and so over-
whelmed from studying, that | paused for a minute on
my front step.

It was in that moment that | saw the next door neighbor.

| had heard from my local friends that the neighbor and
his wife had recently gotten divorced. They were quite
a bit older than me, but it had been kind of a rough
situation.
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| knew that | had him now.
He sighed.
“Sure, come on in...” He said to me.

| flounced inside my skirt almost exposing my panties
as | walked past him to sit in the front hall.

“We wanted to invite you to dinner tomorrow,” | said.
“Bring a dessert if you can!”

The older man sighed.

It looked like he hadn’t shaved yet today, and | wanted
to do whatever | could to ease his weariness.

| sat down on a chair that was just inside the door, but
he remained standing.

It took all of my little self control to not just start sucking
his cock while | was at eye level with him.

| bet that his older cock would be thick and sexy, filling
up my little younger mouth like a big, hot sausage.

It was so close to me, and all | had to do was part his
bathrobe...

He cleared his throat, and it startled me out of my
daydreaming.

“Now, what’s all of this about?” He asked me sternly,
crossing his arms.

His bathrobe was a dark color, almost totally black and
it looked so soft and expensive to the touch.

“I just wanted to personally invite you over, sir...” | said.
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| needed to seduce the older neighbor with my young
body for the holidays.

It would be my gift to him and to myself. Two birds with
one stone, right?

Chapter 2

The first step in my plan was persuading everyone to let
me invite Harry Jones, the older neighbor, over to the
house.

| finally got them agreeing to have him over for the holi-
day dinner.

“If you’re going to invite old Edna, you can at least invite
the neighbor too! He’s probably lonely at home, without
any womanly presence to cook for him or touch him...”

| thought to myself that if | were with Harry, | would give
him whatever he wanted.

My young, nubile body ached for sex, and while | could
have gone out to any of the local bars to get it from
stupid young dudes, | needed the touch of an older
man.
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My nipples started to get hard, but it was probably just
the cold air outside for the winter holidays, right...?

“How are you?” | asked him.
| didn’t know what had come over me.

But when | saw him standing there, trying to respect-
fully ignore my big, juicy, young tits--

It just did something to me, making my core light on
fire.

“I'm home for the holidays,” | said, feeling my tits al-
most swelling up as | looked at the hot older neighbor.

He was wearing a plain polo shirt and blue jeans, and
he was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen.

“You’ve really grown up,” He said to me, looking at my
pretty face.

| was glad that at least | had worn makeup, putting on
my slutty pink lipstick like | did every day!

“I need to get going,” | said. “Hope you have a great
day, Mister...”

“Jones,” He said to me. “But you can call me Harry.”

| winked at him, feeling my nipples sticking out sala-
ciously from my tank top like | was a little, horny slut.

“Harry,” | said. “I'm Alissa. You can call me whatever
you want.”

As | stepped inside with my suitcases carted all the way
from my university, | had a plan.
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| walked over to his house and rang the doorbell.
It was my moment now.

It felt like an eternity and | was so nervous waiting for
Mister Jones to open the door.

At last it opened and my jaw dropped, my pretty pink
lips parting like | was about to suck his cock.

“Mister Jones, I’'m sorry, is this like, a bad time?”

His eyes went wide open and he looked totally sur-
prised to see me.

He was wearing only a bathrobe, and | could see a little
bit of manly chest hair where it opened up.

“Alissa?” He said, looking confused. “Are you in the
right place?”

“Can | please come inside?” | asked him.
| looked at him pleadingly, with my big, innocent eyes.

To make it easier for him to decide, | pushed my arms
together and clasped my hands together, making my
cleavage bob up even further.

My tits felt so big and heavy recently, it almost felt like
there was milk inside them waiting to come out...

In my slutty Mrs. Clause outfit, my big boobs felt
even bigger, lifted up like a holiday present: a younger
woman dressed up and wrapped up for an older man to
devour.

| saw his eyes flash down, his hair wet and sexy pushed
back.
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It was something that | didn’t know that I'd been
craving.

Finally, my request was granted, and | got the go-ahead
to go over and invite Harry to our house for Christmas
dinner.

It was a big day for me, because the dinner was the
next day, so | had to make sure that Mister Jones said
yes to me right away.

| spent a lot of time in the mirror, applying mascara to
my eyelashes and blush to my cheeks to make sure that
| looked fresh and young to his older eyes.

| put on one of my biggest push-up bras this time, be-
cause | was not about to forget to wear a bra again!

And over that, | wore one of my old Halloween cos-
tumes, like a slutty Santa outfit that I'd worn back in the
day.

It was like a bright red dress, short and sexy with white
furry trim, and a black belt around the waist. The skirt
length was pretty much too small for me for me now.

It didn’t matter.

| had a holiday theme to my outfit now and it was going
to make me impossible to resist.

| wore a smart pair of black high heels to lift me up
and make sure that my ass and legs looked as sexy as
possible.

Now, | was ready!

Ready to seduce the older man.
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| licked my lips.

“You know, that is very kind of you, but | don’t really
know you all very well, so | appreciate it but there is re-
ally no need to go to such lengths.”

He looked like he didn’t want to be saying it though, so
| didn’t take him seriously.

Not when he was looking away from my big, juicy
breasts so determinedly.

“l would love to have you at dinner, maybe we could
get to know each other better? Then we wouldn’t be
strangers,” | said.

My body was heating up so much, it was so hot...

| almost felt like | was going to pass out from how horny
looking at him was making me.

“Okay, what do you mean?” He said.

| put my hands on my knees and faced him, basically at
his crotch level.

“Please Mr. Jones... Don’t you want to come over to
my house and do things with me?”

| started to play with my boobs like the naughty nine-
teen year old that | was.

They bounced up and down in the red and white dress,
reminding me of baubles on a Christmas tree.

He got very red in the face.

“Alissa, that’s not appropriate... I'm so much older than
you, old enough to be your...”
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Chapter 3

His cock was at eye level with me now, and he smelled
of a man, but very clean, since he had just stepped out
of the shower.

| couldn’t help it.

| was being teased past the point of no return, and it
had been way too long since my college ex-boyfriend
had fucked me!

It wasn’t my fault that | had to extend my small, wet
pink tongue and lick the slit of his cockhead.

The older man gasped and against his will his cock
jerked forward.

His cock was so lovely, it was continuing to fill out at my
tongue kept giving it these little slutty feminine kittenish
licks.

“Alissa, we can’t do this. I'm so much older than you, it
isn’t right.”

| leaned my head forward and answered him by taking
his cock into my small, hot, tight mouth.
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| cut him off eagerly, my big boobs feeling so full.

“It feels like I'm going to burst,” | told him honestly.
“Ever since | met you, my chest feels like it’s filling up,
and it's so hot and I’'m so horny right now... What-
When - Can you help me, please Mr. Jones?”

| was starting to lose my mind from how horny his big,
older, masculine presence made me.

He looked away from me and passed a hand over his
brow.

“Alissa...”
| was about to give up to his superior willpower...

It would be a disappointment, to not be able to con-
vince the sexy older man to suck my big, fat titties, but
| could deal with it if he truly was rejecting me.

But before anything else could transpire, something
else changed everything:

From his bathrobe, right at eye level with me, | saw a
big, fat, thick cock flop out, hard and getting bigger as
| watched.

| had made him get an erection with my tight, teenaged
body.

That was all | needed to know.

“Please sir...” | said, licking my lips. “Let me be your
little Christmas present.”
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His bathrobe was wide open now and | could see his
muscled body, the older man clearly spending some
time at the gym after his divorce.

It seemed like my words made something inside him
break, and he suddenly reached over to lift me up and
carry me in his arms into another room.

| was so shocked, | felt my big tits and nipples throb-
bing with anticipation.

“You’re saying you're a little slut?” He growled.

| could sense something rough and dominant inside
him.

| almost felt frightened as he carried me, my young
nineteen year old body feeling so small inside his arms,
but my pussy was so wet and horny for the hot older
man that nothing else mattered besides making him
feel good.

“Yes, | am... I'm a little slut for you,” | said, then | was
calling him that taboo name that I'd never called any-
one before.

He growled and flung me down on a soft, plush couch
in another room.

| could see Christmas lights on a nice, green fir tree,
and realized | was in the living room.

“You’re such a tease,” He said in a rough low voice, and
he started to maul me and tear my clothes off.

He undid the black belt around my waist, and then he
ripped down my dress, unzipping it and forcing it off my
body as fast as possible.
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Oh my god!
It was so big.

| couldn’t fit it all in but gagged and my throat seized up
while | put it further inside me.

My long blonde hair was streaming down my shoulders,
like the perfect handlebars to grab onto.

| sucked him full into my mouth, moaning and stuttering
around his cock, wanting to make him feel as good as
possible.

It wasn’t right for him to be alone for the holidays, so |
was going to make sure that this break, he got whatever
he wanted from me!

| pulled him out of my mouth and started jerking him off
with my hand.

My nails were painted red, white and green and they
looked so tiny and small on his thick, hard log of a
penis.

| was so turned on, | could feel myself getting wet all
over my panties like a naughty Christmas slut.

| started to jerk him off quickly with my hand, all of my
hocked up saliva the perfect lube to make his big thick
cock slide back and forth pleasurably in my hands.

“Mr. Jones... Please, | need you to fuck me like a dirty
slut... I'm your little Christmas whore this season,” |
said to him, winking.
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“You are such a whore,” He said to me. “This is how
all girls like you are nowadays... Slutting it up for every
older man you lay eyes on, begging to be defiled and
milked for those big, juicy udders that you’re calling
breasts... You dirty little slut!”

He started to squeeze and grope my breasts even
harder.

Oh my god... something was starting to happen to my
big boobs, as | looked up at the ceiling and saw the star
on top of the Christmas tree.

“What is it?” | said.

“Don’t play innocent,” he said. “You know that that’s
your hot, slutty milk because you are such a fertile little
hucow, needing to get bred like the little bitch that you
are... Such a hot slut!”

He squeezed them harder and my pussy felt like it was
drowning in wetness | needed to get fucked so bad.

| saw, for the first time ever, a droplet of white milk
emerge from both of my big, eraser like nipples.

My nipples then dripped faster and faster, a steady
stream of creamy white milk coming from me as the
older man licked and licked and drank from my big,
juicy, heavy titties.

“Oh my god,” | said. “This feels so good, oh my god!”

| had on a gold and red necklace and it was getting
covered in milk while he drank from my big tits.

“I'm a hucow...” | said to myself. “I'm a hucow!”





index-15_1.jpg
My bright red panties and bra though, he left those on
for a minute before he pulled my bra down to my waist.

His face was so close to mine, | thought that he might
kiss me, but in reality all he wanted to do was tell me
exactly how he was going to treat me, how roughly and
dominantly.

Aggressive.

I'd never had a man treat me aggressively before, and |
needed it now before than ever.

| couldn’t breathe with all of my horny anticipation,
my hand fingering my clit and pussy frantically as he
started to kiss my boobs.

“Ready for your milking, you little hucow slut?” He al-
most shouted at me, more out of arousal than anger.

Hucow? | thought to myself. What was that?

Chapter 4

“Hucow?” | said to him, shocked.

“As if you don’t know,” he said to me scornfully, his
older body pressing mine down into the sofa.
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“Yes you certainly are,” He said, barely pausing around
his words as he licked all of the cream right up, before
squeezing and making more. “And now I'm going to
fuck you hard and rough, just like a breeding hucow
bitch needs. You can’t tease me like that for so long
and expect me to take it easy on you.”

His words made an electric feeling, thrilling and taboo
and naughty, go through me like a spark.

“Please sir... Do whatever you want to me.”

| said in my most innocent voice, and his eyes darkened
even more as the much older man let out his inner
animal.

| spread my legs for him and he flung his bathrobe
to the floor entirely, next to a small stack of holiday
presents all wrapped up neat and tidy.

“Shove those panties to the side, don’t get to take them
off,” He said. “Gonna send you back home with your
cunt all plugged up with my cum, you love that older
man cum inside you, don’t you, slut?”

His big, thick cock plunged inside me like a hot knife
into butter.

“Yes, | need it,” | said, in my sluttiest voice, my body
going into overdrive with how good it felt. “Please, cum
inside me, cum in my slutty little pussy!”

He kept fondling my tits while he fucked me, talking
dirty about how much of a slutty hucow | was, how
badly | needed older cock inside me.





