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ONE

I hadn't had a night to myself since my wife left us and that was six months ago. Since then it had just been me and my twin boys, who had just turned two years old.

Was I bitter? Maybe a little, but I saw the writing on the wall long before she packed her bags and left. Good riddance.

I didn't need her anyways - thankfully I had a lot of support while raising my sons, but I didn't want to be a burden on my family all the time. So, it was then that I decided to get a babysitter to work part time during the evenings.

And that was how I ended up across the table from this beautiful college student. Her name was Carrie - she had bubble-gum pink hair and beautiful blue eyes; and best of all she had the most amazing set of tits I'd ever seen.

I struggled not to watch them press against her arms as she took a sip of coffee.

We were in a cafe near my condo. So far she was the only woman I'd met that I thought might be a decent babysitter.

"So, uh," I said, adjusting myself in my seat so I could relieve some of the pressure on my hard cock, which also had noticed how beautiful she was. "What do you do in college?"

"I'm in my second year of early childhood education," Carrie responded. Her voice was sweet and buttery. "I really love kids."

"Well, that's great. My boys are a handful," I said. I glanced down at her resume to give my eyes a break from her radiant beauty.

God, I shouldn't feel like this. She's only twenty years old - twenty two years younger than me. I mean, I was still human after all, I saw how beautiful she was. I could easily imagine how soft and supple her breasts looked and how her full lips would feel wrapped around my cock ...

I set her resume down. "Well I think the boys would love to meet you. Are you free for a house visit? Let's say tomorrow? Then you can get an idea for the place and meet my sons?"

Carrie nodded eagerly. She stood up and reached out to shake hands with me, smiling brightly. It felt strange because we barely knew each other, yet there was something undeniably electric between us. Her gentle grip sent waves through my body, reminding me once again of those succulent breasts beneath her sweater.

"Great! Tomorrow sounds perfect!" she chirped.

I sat in the cafe for a while after she left, slowly sipping my coffee until my raging boner subsided and I could stand up without embarrassing myself.


TWO

The next day, I could barely keep my attention on my work. I rushed home to meet her at the right time, knowing that my son's grandmother would be dropping them off shortly.

I rarely finish work earlier than six or seven in the evening, but tonight I wasn't going to let any last-minute meeting stop me from meeting with Carrie. Just the thought of seeing her beautiful face made my pants feel tighter.

I sped home, arriving earlier than I expected.

Much to my surprise, a run-down old 2000s model Honda was parked in front of my home. Standing at the gate was Carrie, dressed in a short skirt and a white State U sweater.

I pulled to a stop, glancing at my watch. It was only three thirty - guessed she was not the kind of girl to be late. I liked that.

Carrie's eyes went wide as I stepped out of my car.

“Mr. Thompson! I thought someone could let me in... I didn't know there'd be a gate...” Her cheeks reddened slightly, giving away her discomfort.

But instead of letting things get awkward, I smiled reassuringly. “Don't worry about it, Carrie. I wanted to make sure I was here before you and it seems you beat me to it. Anyway, let's go inside and chat."

Carrie nodded enthusiastically.

Once our cars were parked, her rusty car looked even more dejected when it was beside my lambo, so I let her inside.

Carrie gasped, her eyes wide and reflecting the chandelier that hung above the foyer.

My house was huge and now most of it went unused, but I still made sure the housekeeper came in several times a week to clean. I worked damn hard for everything I had and I wanted it to be perfect.

"Wow, your house is amazing," she gasped.

"Thanks," I said as I checked my watch. "Well, my sons aren't expected home until four. Can I get you a drink?"

I asked, gesturing towards the kitchen area where my bar cart was stocked with whiskey, scotch, vodka – you name it. "Anything you prefer?"

Carrie hesitated for a minute, looking into my eyes. "Actually, Mr. Thompson..." She started carefully.

I raised an eyebrow, waiting for her to continue.

"I'm only twenty," She finished.

I felt my face go red. "Right, my apologies." My cock twitched as I watched her look around the main living room. She was so perfect and acted as if she didn't even realize it. Somehow, our age gap made her seem even more irresistible.

"It's fine, I understand", she replied with a hint of a smile. "I have to admit, your house is very interesting. I don't you find me interesting too?" She teased, batting her baby blues at me playfully.

Intrigued, I agreed wholeheartedly. "Of course I do," I said. Was I reading her right? Was she looking at me with the same lust that I was feeling?

"Here," I said. "Let me show you around."

I guided her through the ground floor, we toured through the living room, the study, the kitchen, formal dining room, and the home theater. Upstairs was my sons' room and several empty bedrooms. Finally, the master bedroom.

"And... I think that's it," I said, trying not to imagine her in my bed as she hovered around the doorframe.

"It's amazing," Carrie said. "I think the master bathroom is bigger than my whole apartment!" She giggled.

"Your house truly is impressive, Mr. Thompson."

I couldn't help but notice how she kept using 'Mr.' rather than 'Bryan'. This added another layer of excitement to my growing desire for her. I found myself wanting to hear her refer to me by my first name.

"Please, call me Bryan," I said.

"Bryan," Carrie repeated.

I watched her full pink lips wrap around my name as she pronounced it. I wanted to hear her screaming my name as I filled her up with my cock.

We moved back toward the living room, standing close enough that I could sense her arousal mixing with mine.

Carrie moved towards the couch. As she leaned against the armrest, the subtle motion pushed her generously sized breasts together, causing me to stare uncontrollably.

In response, Carrie noticed my gaze and flashed me a mischievous grin. "So, how long do we have until the boys come home?"

"About fifteen minutes," I said, checking my watch.

Carrie pressed her lips together and looked up at me through her lashes.

That was all the hints I needed. I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her close against me so she could feel my raging hard-on against her navel. "As you can imagine," I said, my voice low. "I bet you can think of another reason why a divorced guy like me could use a beautiful woman around the house."

Carrie laughed, biting her lower lip suggestively. "Oh, really? What might that be?"

Without saying anything else, I took hold of both sides of her face, pulling her closer to me. Our lips met, and instantly, the heat radiating from our bodies seemed to increase tenfold. With each touch, my hands roamed over her body, mapping out the terrain they desired to explore further.

I grabbed her breast, squeezing gently.

Carrie let out a moan and wetness seeped through her sweater. She gasped, blushing and stepping back. "I'm sorry," She said.

I looked down at my hand, glistening with sweet warm milk.

"I should have told you," She said, crossing her arms over her chest. "I'm a hucow... there's a reason that I wanted to work for you." She hesitated, pressing her tits together. "Ever since I moved here for college, I've needed a big strong man who's willing to milk me."

Heat exploded through my body. She needed me to milk her? I'd only heard of these care hucow women - I'd never seen one with my own eyes. I glanced down, mesmerized by her soft breasts.

I used my hand to lift her chin. "Don't be embarrassed," I said.

"You're unique and special. So tell me, do you need milking regularly?" I asked, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

Carrie shrugged bashfully. "Whenever I get excited or turned on, I leak milk. And ever since moving here, without anyone to relieve me, it's been building up constantly."

This was my chance to step in and offer assistance, support, and pleasure. I knew exactly what to do. I guided her to the sofa and knelt between her legs. With a swift movement, I pulled up her sweatshirt and revealed her breasts, threatening to burst out of the tiny pink camisole she wore underneath.

There was no way I could resist the temptation to milk her, especially considering she'd already expressed such desperation. Her neediness drove me wild, making my erection harder than steel. I growled low in my throat. "You have amazing tits, Carrie." I whispered huskily, "Why don't we see if I can help you relieve some pressure, kitten?"

She trembled under my grip, clearly taken aback yet undeniably aroused. "Please," She said.

I ran my fingers along her sensitive nipples through the fabric, watching as her breath quickened and little gasps escaped her mouth. She writhed beneath me, practically begging for release. "Are you ready, kitten?" I purred, sliding my index finger across her swollen, circling it slowly at first, then increasing the speed and intensity.

Carrie whimpered and squirmed, her head thrown back as she arched her back in pleasure. "Yes, yes please," She cried.

I roughly pulled down her soaking camisole and let her tits bounce free. I lunged forward like an animal, grabbing her tits in my hands and sucking greedily, switching from nipple to nipple. Hot fresh milk streamed forth, dribbling down my chin and her soft white globes.

"Fuck," Carrie groaned, thrusting herself backwards onto the edge of the sofa.

Her reply came out in heavy breaths. "More…please."

I flicked my tongue against her nipple, eagerly lapping up every drop of her sweet nectar.

The taste of her milk sent waves of pleasure surging through my veins, leaving me achingly hard. Unable to control my urges, I reached between us and cupped her softly rounded tits, applying gentle pressure to draw her tight nipples into pinpoint points.

Groaning deeply, Carrie bucked her hips, seeking relief from the torment.

Grasping her firmly, I held her steady while dipping my face deeper, taking her entire left breast into my mouth, fondling her deliciously swollen flesh while drawing on her other peak.

I sucked and slurped, drawing every last drop of milk out of her swollen breasts.

Suddenly, a chime rang through the house. The gates were opening.

We both bolted to our feet, Carrie pulled her sweatshirt down, her face burning pink and her breath coming out it shaking gasps.

I glanced at the clock. "Looks like it's time to meet the boys. Shall we finish this later?"


THREE

Unfortunately, the rest of the night did not go as I'd hoped. My mother, bless her, ended up being a royal cock-block and insisting on showing Carrie around, making dinner, and being a general busy-body until well past the boys' bedtime.

But, it was fine.

Fine...

I managed to deal with my terrible case of blue balls until the next evening.

I'd never been so eager to get back from work in my life.

When I walked through the door, I found Carrie in the kitchen with the twins, just finishing up dinner.

She smiled at me, tossing her long pink hair over her shoulder. "Bryan!" She hesitated. "I mean, Mr. Thompson," She returned to formalities as if my toddler sons would even notice.

They were covered in spaghetti sauce.

Their laughter echoed throughout the kitchen as Carrie tried in vain to clean off the mess made by the energetic pair.

My eyes were drawn to the curves of her ass as she bent over to wipe the table.

I imagined her naked, offering herself to me willingly – her perfect round bottom raised high for my enjoyment. How many times had I fantasized about getting inside that juicy ass of hers?

"How are the boys doing tonight?" I asked.

"They seem tired, but they enjoyed playing," She replied.

"That makes me happy. It's nice to know that they're having fun," I said, setting down my briefcase.

"I made you dinner, too," Carrie said.

I hadn't expected her to - after all her job was only taking care of the boys, not being a full-fledged housekeeper, but I wasn't about to say no to a hot meal. “Just make sure you don’t overdo it. I know you have college classes to manage as well.”

Carried nodded, bringing me a plate of spaghetti.

While I had dinner, Carrie took the boys upstairs for their bath and bedtime routine. It was only her first shift and she already had everything down to a science.

Finally, when the house was quiet, she returned to me.

I was relaxing with a whiskey in the formal living room. I looked up to see her, feeling my cock stiffen in response.

Carrie giggled softly. "Well, actually, they weren't that bad at all. Thank you again for giving me this opportunity."

I nodded appreciatively, looking at her earnest expression and genuine gratitude. I glanced down at her massive tits, nearly spilling out of her tank top. They were full of milk again.

Carrie stopped beside my chair, swaying back and forth nervously. She bit her lip, wanting to say something.

"Do you need a milking now?" I asked.

Carrie's eyes lit up with appreciation. "You read my mind!"

I grinned. "It's impossible to miss," I said, my voice low as I leaned towards her, pressing my face between her massive breasts.

I started kissing her neck, licking, nibbling. "Your scent gets stronger as the day goes on. Tempting me more and more."

"Is that a good thing?" She whispered.

"Definitely," I murmured, reaching behind her to cup those incredible mounds once more.

Carrie moaned loudly, throwing her head back as her breath became ragged.

Our lips met hungrily. As we kissed passionately, her tongue tangled with mine, sending shockwaves of arousal rippling through my body. She pressed her ample bosom against me, making it difficult to think straight.

All I could focus on was the sensual curve of her chest, the softness of her skin, and the tantalizing smell of milk mixed with the fragrance of lavender from her perfume. I couldn't believe how much she affected me physically, mentally, emotionally - all of it combined.

I pulled her shirt and bra off with a tug, immediately latching onto one of her swollen nipples and sucking greedily.

Carrie's breath caught in her throat, her fingers clutching at my shoulders as she moaned in ecstasy.

Closing my teeth over her tender nipple, I increased the intensity, drawing out the most exquisite cries from her petite frame.

Her head fell backward as she gasped. "Yes, yes, please. Take it all."

I drank from each of her breasts, helping relieve the fullness that threatened to leak out.

As I continued feeding from her generous supply, my cock stirred with renewed interest. I wanted nothing more than to feel her wrapped around me, her supple thighs locked tightly around my waist.

"Oh, fuck," I groaned as her warm milk coated my tongue. My raging hard-on was going to burst out of my suit pants.

Carrie saw the magnificent bulge and smiled, pulling away slowly and settling between my legs on her knees. "Looks like you need a milking, too," She giggled with a wink.


FOUR

I watched breathlessly as she unzipped my fly and let my throbbing cock free.

Without a word, she leaned forward, wrapping her small hand around my thick shaft. Her wide-eyed gaze seemed innocent enough, but there was no mistaking the hunger behind it.

Eagerly, she began stroking me up and down, her fingers barely covering half of my length. Despite her small stature, her grasp proved surprisingly strong.

Each stroke brought a new wave of pleasure through my groin, causing my muscles to tense in anticipation. I watched her face, observing the way her cheeks flushed and her eyes gleamed with excitement. Her movements grew faster, becoming rougher, matching the desperate beat of my heart. With every caress, her thumb rubbed circles around the tip, teasing me mercilessly.

Carrie took the initiative to move things further. She moved in, kissing the head of my cock and licking up the juices.

I couldn't believe my eyes taking in the erotic sight before me – Carrie kneeling on the floor, completely devoted to pleasing me. Her pink wavy curls framing her pale face as she worked diligently to bring me release.

The heat intensified, building a fire deep within my core, begging for relief. Carrie recognized my struggle and stepped up her efforts, pushing her fingers deeper inside, driving them with expert precision. She then rotated her hand rapidly, creating a mesmerizing dance upon my sensitive head.

The rhythmic movement built up an intense pressure, forcing me closer and closer to the edge of sanity. Each stroke of her deft hands sent tremors through my entire body, culminating in a sharp explosion of pure bliss.

"Oh fuck!" I groaned through my gritted teeth.

Hot cum shot out of my member, splattering across Carrie's eager palm and all over her exposed tits. She closed her eyes and smiled, reveling in the power she possessed over my manhood. Her lips brushed gently against the underside of my cock, eliciting delicious waves of pleasure that spread throughout my body, licking up every last drop of my cum.

"Feel better?" She asked with an innocent smile.

"Oh god, yes," I groaned.

"I'm glad that we can have a mutually beneficial agreement," She giggled.

I leaned towards her. I wasn't done yet. I wanted her. I wanted all of her. In my bed. Now.

"Fuck, Carrie," I said, pulling her close and planting kissed on her neck. "I want you."

Carrie giggled and swept her pink hair back. "I want you, too," she admitted. "There's more to being a hucow than just needing to be milked."

Carrie turned around, raising her ass in the air as she pulled up her skirt. Her plump pussy lips were outlined against her slick wet panties.

I reached underneath her skirt, rubbing my fingers up and down her slit. "Why don't you tell me what else a hucow needs?"

Together, we rose and made our way up the stairs to my bedroom. Carried let her clothes fall to her feet, desire burning in her eyes. "Hucows also need consistent fucking to maintain their milk supplies," She said.

I watched her sprawl onto my king-size bed, silently begging to be fucked. "Don't you have college guys for that?"

"Like I said, I need a real man to handle me," She purred.

I was only too happy to oblige. My cock was already hard and throbbing again.

I opened her legs forcefully, holding her by her thighs and taking in the sweet scent of her wet pussy. I parted her pussy lips with my fingers, watching her tight hole throbbing and leaking wetness.

The scent of her desire ignited a fierce longing to claim her. My fingers slipped effortlessly into her wet folds, exploring the smooth walls of her velvety passage. Gently massaging her entrance, testing her limits, knowing exactly where to touch to send jolts of pleasure through her petite form.

Carrie threw her head back, arching her lower back with every thrust of my searching fingers. She cried out loudly, grabbing hold of the sheets below her.

Feeling her inner walls contracting wildly, her pussy embracing my touch, it made me crazy with desire. It had been so long since I'd given in, completely surrendering to primal urges.

I gripped my thick cock, pushing the swollen head against her clit, making circles around her sensitive nub before pushing into her tight pussy.

My cock drove deeply into her, stretching her tight little canal. The sound of her whimpers fueled my desire even more. I groaned, my balls aching in anticipation.

Carrie bucked beneath me, meeting my thrusts with equal fervor.

"Fuck, yeah, baby," I said as I plowed into her. "Let a real man treat you right. I'll give you all the sex and milking you need."

Carrie's arms circled my neck, pulling me closer until our noses touched. Our breath intertwined as we both struggled for oxygen.

"Yes, Bryan, yes! I need you to be my farmhand," She gasped. "I'll be your good little cow!" Her words were like nectar to a starved soul. Desire coursed through my veins, setting my pulse racing.

I pulled my cock out, watching her wetness dripping from my head.

"No, don't stop!" She begged.

"On your knees. Ass up like a good little cow," I commanded.

Carrie got on her knees doggy style. She held herself open for me, offering her tight pussy willingly. As I forced my cock inside her, she pushed back against me, allowing my heavy weight to press firmly against her, loving the feeling of having a real man dominate her.

My pace quickened, my tempo growing erratic and raw. She responded in kind, her hips rocking into each powerful thrust.

Carrie threw her head back, crying out with a mixture of pain and pleasure. "Oh, god, yes!" she yelled, letting go entirely.

I pulled her hair roughly, angling her head back toward mine.

"You're such a dirty little cow," I growled, as my mouth crashed down on hers. My tongue sought entry, probing past her lips, demanding access to her mouth. Her breath came out in gasps, mirroring my own harsh panting.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" She gasped.

Hearing those words drove me over the edge. "Yes, my sweet little hucow, cum with me!" I shouted, rearing up high on top of her. My cock surged deep into her quivering walls, sending shockwaves of delight rippling through her body.

Carrie convulsed around me, reaching for something beyond mere physical pleasure. I could see it in her eyes, the sparkle of epiphany, understanding that true submission involved complete trust in my ability to provide ultimate satisfaction.

We rode the crest of orgasm together, my name reverberating in her mouth as she lost control.

My body seized, spilling hot semen into her awaiting depths. I filled her womb with my seed, not letting a single drop spill out as I pulled my cock out.

Carrie collapsed against the bed, her massive tits leaking milk from her swollen nipples.

She looked up at me, her cheeks still rosy from arousal. "That was amazing," She whispered, her voice hoarse from passion.

I nodded, smiling. "Now I understand why you needed a proper partner for milking."

Carrie smiled at me as we laid down together. She kissed me softly, nuzzling against my neck. "I needed a real man, like I said. Thank you, Bryan."


FIVE

I never thought I'd have my own personal hucow to milk and fuck as much as I wanted. Especially a beautiful sexy college girl.

It was the best set-up a single dad like me could ask for. Every night after her classes were done and the boys were asleep, I had all the milk I could drink and all the pussy I could handle.

In time, we knew each other's bodies better than anyone. All it took was a single touch from me to get her milk flowing. She needed an older man with a gentle yet firm touch.

I would place my thumb and index finger gently behind her breast, applying slight pressure to make her nipple erect. Then, using my free hand, I would pinch her nipple ever so slightly, causing it to protrude even more. This gentle torture would trigger an automatic response in her breasts - and the milk would flow instantly. We continued practicing regularly in our sessions, ensuring that Carrie maintained a sufficient supply of fresh milk.

One day when I was returning home from work, she greeted me at the door, dressed in nothing but lacy lingerie. Her soft skin gleamed in the afternoon sunlight pouring through the windows.

My jaw dropped. The lacy lingerie perfectly extenuated her amazing breasts, which were begging for a good milking.

I didn't wait a moment longer, taking her upstairs to my bedroom and throwing her down onto the bed.

Carrie loved it when I was rough with her. She wanted to be used and dominated by an older man. Nothing got her wetter than knowing I was twice her age and wanting to fuck her like the good cow she was.

She eagerly accepted anything I demanded of her, submitting fully to my dominant nature.

I pinched and teased her nipples, alternating between pain and pleasure and then lapping up the sweet warm milk that flowed from her.

Carrie's moans intensified, her head thrown back, and she writhed beneath me, pressing her chest deeper into my face. She was truly my good little cow now – a living incarnation of my fantasies. Fantasies that I hadn't even known about until she came around.

My hands roamed across her perfect flesh, tracing delicate patterns upon her curves. Each stroke elicited shivers of sensual delight from her trembling frame.

As my lips closed around her perky nipples, Carrie's body began to writhe uncontrollably. She bit her lip, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks, pleading for release from the intense pleasure building within her.

"Please, Bryan," she whispered, gritting her teeth, trying to stifle another cry of ecstasy.

Once I'd drank my fill, I spread her legs, rubbing my rigid cock up and down her slit. I watched her wetness glisten on my dick.

"Please, fuck me," she begged.

Hearing her beg made my cock twitch impatiently. God, she knew exactly how to get me going. I chuckled as I obliged, filling her tight pussy with one forceful stroke.

"Ahhhh, oh god yes," Carrie sighed, grasping onto the sides of the mattress. "So full... Take me! I'm your good little hucow, right?"

I bore down on her, fucking her with animalistic intensity. I held her petite body against mine as I ravaged her pussy mercilessly. Her wetness soaked my heavy balls as the sound of skin slapping skin echoed across the room.

Carrie’s soft moans and sighs near my ear sent me overboard. I grasped onto her body, using her for my pleasure, fucking her harder and harder until we both came.

My perfect college hucow let out a gasp and her pussy quivered around my thickness as she came.

With a heavy groan, I filled her pussy with my cum, more than I ever had before. It leaked out of her, dripping and pooling between her legs.

I leaned back, admiring the cream pie and teasing her swollen clit with my thumb.

Carrie cried out, squirming underneath me. "Oh god, please! It's so good, I can't take it." Her pussy pulsed, sending another glob of my cum dripping down to her asshole.

"You're my precious hucow," I said, kissing her forehead. "Which means you do what I ask, right?"

Carrie bit her lip, nodding. Her big eyes went even wider as I teased her asshole, lubing it up with my cum.

"Then your farmhand has one more request for tonight," I said with a grin, forcing two fingers into her tight hole.

Carrie's eyes rolled back in her head as I teased her ass with my fingers. "Oh, yes!" She groaned.

I rammed my cock, already hard and twitching, into her ass. I let out a breath, surprised at the tightness wrapped around my member. "Oh, baby," I groaned.

"Fuck me," she whispered seductively, her legs propped up on my shoulders.

So far in our relationship I'd never fucked her ass, even though I'd wanted to. Finally, I'd claimed every hole and truly made her mine. I held her legs as I rammed deep inside of her.

"Oh, Bryan!" she exclaimed. "Don't stop! More, please..."

I couldn't resist. With a loud groan, I slammed myself into her again and again, pulling out briefly only to push back inside her tight hole, harder and faster.

Carrie met every thrust with enthusiasm, bucking her hips to match my movements. "Oh, Bryan! Oh, god, yes! Yes!"

Her words were going to make me cum again. I couldn't control it. She was so hot and tight around my dick. I looked down at her, my eyes locking onto hers as I took her anal virginity.

I pushed my thumb into her mouth and she sucked it eagerly, moaning around my digit.

My abs clenched and I dumped another load into her, hot cum spurting in bursts from my cock.

Carrie felt my climax, meeting it with her own as her insides contracted around my throbbing member. We locked gazes, our hearts racing in tandem, pumping blood throughout our bodies in syncopated rhythm.

I let her relax against the sheets, kissing her forehead again. "My beautiful hucow," I said. "You're the best thing that's ever happened to me."

Although eventually she'd graduate and move on, I would be forever grateful to this horny college hucow who'd changed my life and helped me discover the desires I never knew I had.
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