
        
            
                
            
        

    
HUCOW: MILKED AT WORK


CHAPTER 1


As I bend over to wipe down a table, I can feel my boss's eyes on me. I've been waitressing for two weeks now, and I know that he's into me.


Mr. Green is tall and handsome. He runs a whole bunch of restaurants in our chain, and any time he comes by after the dinner rush, I try not to flirt.


I know better than to get involved with anyone here. It's not just separating work and play, either.


No, I have a secret. A big one.


Moving to the next table, I stack the dishes in a gray tub and spray down the tabletop. It's getting late, and the kitchen is about to close.


That's why I'm surprised when Mr. Green calls out to me. "Amber," he says, "please make sure these gentlemen are well taken care of." My boss gestures to a group of men standing by our biggest table.


Right away, I can tell that they're not like our usual customers. Every man in the group is wearing a designer suit. Their dress shoes shine, and so do the expensive watches on their wrists.


"Of course, Mr. Green," I say, smoothing down my apron and walking quickly to the table of men.


Mr. Green gives me a tight smile and watches as I approach.


I stand by the head of the table with my notepad out. But right away, it feels like a big mistake to position myself here. Even in the dim light of the restaurant, I am basically paralyzed by the handsome man I'm standing closest to.


The tealight candles on the table flicker, and I pause, taking him in. He has a stubbled jaw, but somehow, on him it looks distinguished. His dark hair is parted on the side, and he has bright blue eyes.


But it's his hands that I can't look away from. They're splayed across the tabletop, and they're huge and strong.


My mouth goes dry standing so close to him. I sway a little on my buckled knees before clearing my throat. Under my short black skirt, my needy pussy is starting to quiver. And my breasts are aching and straining.


They're so full it's painful. I need some relief — and soon.


"What can I get for you tonight?" I ask in a quiet voice. I'm surprised I can speak at all right now. And I'm proud that I manage to sound normal when my arousal is building so fast.


I take their drink orders, starting with the most intimidating guy. I don't meet his eyes when he's speaking, and I scurry away just as soon as I've written down the last appetizer they want.


In the kitchen, I rest my head against one of the industrial refrigerators. My heart is hammering. This is bad timing for me to be around such a handsome guy. Really bad timing.


All of a sudden, footsteps behind me make me jump. "Mr. Green!" I shriek. "You startled me."


Mr. Green's lips pull up into a smile, and he leans against a counter-top. "Amber, there's something you need to know about this group," he says, cocking his head. "The man at the head of the table owns this place."


My mouth falls open, and Mr. Green keeps talking. "Yes, it's Mr. Inver himself. I don't have to remind you that he owns more restaurants in this country than anyone else. Our little chain is just a drop in the bucket for him."


"I've never served a millionaire before," I say, trying to steady my hands.


Mr. Green chuckles, and it's a mean sound. "Millionaire? Try billionaire." He stops talking and watches me bustle around the kitchen. Everyone except the chef has gone home for the night, and I try to focus on what I need to do instead of how important my customers are.


"You seem... different today," Mr. Green tells me.


"Nn-no," I stutter, hurrying past him with a tray of drinks. "Nothing's different." He can't know my secret. Can he?


Until the food is ready, I check on our VIPs attentively. I go back and forth between their table and the kitchen like a hundred times.


Every time I can retreat into the privacy of the kitchen, I take deep breaths. I tell myself it'll all be over soon. Once I bring them their entrees, I can hide in the walk-in freezer and take care of my needs.


The problem is that those needs are starting to overwhelm me.


Mr. Green stands by the swinging door to the kitchen, watching. The ding of a bell in the area with the stoves down the hall lets me know that the entrees are ready, and I heave a sigh of relief.


Setting the food down in front of the men, I practically run away after they assure me that they don't need anything else. I pass Mr. Green and once I'm out of sight, I hide in the walk-in freezer.


The cold air feels great because I'm so worked up that I'm overheated. I can feel my wetness pooling in my lacy panties and starting to run down my thigh.


My breasts knock together with every shallow, ragged breath I take. I unbutton my shirt and unfasten my bra because I know they're going to leak milk any second now.


With total privacy, I bite my lip and slip two fingers into my greedy cunt. Riding my fingers, I take my other hand and begin to run it over my full, soft breasts.


My nipples are puckered and hard. I pinch them, and squirts of milk land on my flat belly.


A moan escapes my lips as I work myself over. I've been so good at hiding my secret milk, and I'm grateful to get some time alone to take care of my overwhelming needs.


It's really hard to be the only woman alone in a restaurant full of powerful men when I need a milking so bad. I won't have time to fully drain my big, milky tits, but any little bit will help to relieve the pressure.


The door to the walk-in opens with a slam, and I stop moving. My fingers are still inside me, and my palm is flat against one of my tits, but it doesn't cover anything. Small puddles of milk are all around me, and my belly is covered in the white liquid too.


"What do you think you're doing?" Mr. Green says in his gravelly voice.


CHAPTER 2


I'm caught.


It's like all the air goes out of the room. I scrunch my eyes shut, hoping this is all a bad dream, but Mr. Green is still there when I open my eyes again.


And the expression on his face is one I haven't seen before. He's tilting his head at me again, studying me.


His eyes trail up my body — from the milk on the floor all the way up to my fingers in my cunt and then up to my straining breasts.


My boss's gaze stays fixed on my tits as he speaks again. "I could tell you had a dirty secret," he says, finally breaking the tense silence.


Pulling out of my pussy, I let my hiked-up skirt fall down to cover me. There's no time to button up my shirt, so I cross my arms over my chest.


My entire face is flushed bright red. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green," I say, my voice desperate. "I'm sorry you found me like this. I'm so ashamed."


"I'm not sorry I found you like this," Mr. Green retorts. "And I know that a little slut like you can't help it. I'm not mad."


"You're not?"


"No, but I'll be upset if you keep covering up those full titties," he replies, licking his lips.


His words make my pussy pulse again. I was already so turned on, but him talking dirty to me makes it so much worse.


My body responds to him, and I cross my arms behind my back and stick out my chest. I've never been topless in front of a man when I need a milking. I'm always so careful to stay away because I know I won't be able to control myself. And I won't want to.


"Is this better?" I say in a sexy voice that I've never used before.


Mr. Green arches an eyebrow and closes the gap between us. "Much better. Now let me help you with your...dirty, humiliating problem."


He reaches out a hand and grabs my nipple, pinching it hard enough to make me squeak. Milk splashes onto the floor, and my boss gives me a seedy smile before dipping his head and latching onto my breast.


His tongue swirls around my nipple, and I go rigid as the pleasure of his warm tongue hits me like a bolt of electricity.


But what happens next makes me slide down along the wall and crumple to the floor. Mr. Green sucks on my nipple once and then backs away from me.


He steps back until he's at the freezer door. Looking up at him, I know my desperation and confusion are written all over my face.


"Oh, did you think it would be that easy?" my boss says, mocking me. "No, you're going to have to work harder if you want to be milked. I think I'm going to stretch you," he muses.


I have no idea what he's saying until he gestures me forward. I stand up and pull my shoulders back so that my bouncing tits are on display.


"Very good," Mr. Green tells me. "Now go back out to the table of VIPs."


Walking swiftly, I button my shirt, but Mr. Green tears it off me as I walk by. "The bra comes off too," he instructs.


What?


I can't believe he expects me to walk out there topless, especially when I'm leaking like this. But he gives me a stern look, one that makes me want to be obedient, and I think about what he said.


If I want to be milked, I'm going to have to earn it...


That's how I find myself walking out of the kitchen timidly. As soon as one of the men at the table sees me, he laughs loudly, making everyone else turn their heads to look at me.


My face is beet red as I slowly walk toward them with Mr. Green at my back.


"Gentlemen," Mr. Green says, crowing, "there's something special on the menu tonight."


Pandemonium erupts at the table. Some of the men bang their fists on the table while others laugh and cheer. Meanwhile, Mr. Inver sits stock still, watching me with his eyes narrowed.


There's something about the way that he's totally in control of himself that makes me even hotter. I pick up my pace, walking faster now toward him as my tits knock together and leave a trail of milk on the floor.


I stop next to Mr. Inver at the head of the table, and Mr. Green nods approvingly. It's like he's giving me to the CEO, but I don't care at all.


I need to be taken care of.


Mr. Inver stands and dabs the corners of his mouth with his cloth napkin before he throws it to the floor. Then, with one swift motion, he sweeps all the dishes and glasses and utensils off the table.


CHAPTER 3


Everything clatters to the floor, which makes the men go more wild.


Despite the fact that it's noisy at the table, I hear nothing. I am making eye contact with the CEO like I'm under his spell.


His rough hands circle my waist, and in no time at all, he's torn my skirt off and pushed my panties to the side, exposing my bare mound and glistening slit. Next, he lifts me onto the table and lays me on my back.


"Johnathan," he commands. "You're up first."


A man in a blue suit climbs up on the table and pulls his cock out of his pants. He straddles my face and grabs the back of my head.


Parting my lips, I open wide, preparing to swallow him down. Everyone stands around us, watching.


It's the most humiliating moment of my life, and yet, I've never been so turned on. Deep down, I want to give them a show.


Johnathan plunges to the back of my throat, making me gag around him. His rock-hard cock is big, and tears form in my eyes. His musky, manly scent is all I can smell.


Johnathan never gives me a chance to get used to him. Instead, he fucks my face, using my mouth like I'm a toy.


Vaguely, I hear Mr. Inver saying something else. But it isn't until another man climbs up onto the dining table that I realize what's about to happen.


While I work on Johnathan with my mouth, someone whose name I don't even know lines himself up with my dripping slit. He dips his cock into my wetness and then runs his dick up and down the length of my pussy over and over until I'm begging for it.


Arching off the table, I try to urge him forward. But he waits until my whole body is quivering to finally plunge in. My body stretches to the brink trying to take him, and I cry out from the pleasure of it.


I've never been this full before. But I've never been this full of milk before, either.


Still, no one touches my breasts. The man in my pussy gives me firm, rough strokes, and I meet them all, trying to please my boss and Mr. Inver.


The table thumps from how rough the men are with me, and I love it. I needed this. I needed to feel my pussy squeezing around a big cock.


Soon, the man in my mouth starts to move in a jerky way. He pumps cum into my mouth, and I drink it all down. Before he tucks himself away, I lick him clean, and he pats me on the head as I do.


Another guy takes Johnathan's place and straddles my face. As I start to suck him off, the guy in my pussy slows down only to speed up.


He's giving it to me so hard.


I scream silently around the cock in my mouth and try not to slide across the table. My whole body feels incredible. I'm tingling all over, and I squeeze harder around the cock in my cunt, trying to urge all the cum out.


He explodes deep inside me, leaving me a dribbling mess when he pulls out.


I have no idea how long it goes on. Mr. Green and Mr. Inver supervise the entire time. I think I suck and fuck every man there except for my boss and the CEO. Some of the men come for seconds too, and they have me as I lie in a pool of my own milk.


By the time I'm left alone with Mr. Green and Mr. Inver, I'm exhausted. I lie on the table, limp and covered in the wetness from my arousal, my milk, and from the men's loads.


"She worked hard," Mr. Green says to the dark-haired CEO. "Should we finally give her what she needs?"


Propping myself up on my elbows, I look at them. I know there's so much desperation in my eyes, but I can't help it. I need to be milked. My breasts are bursting and leaking.


Mr. Inver doesn't say anything at first. Then he nods.


Mr. Green hops up on the table and latches onto my breast, and I gasp. This time, he's not teasing. He starts to draw the milk out of me, and I feel euphoric.


It's such a huge relief to get what I need.


At the same time, Mr. Inver is staring at me and stroking his cock. I look up at it, and my eyes go huge.


Mr. Inver has the biggest cock I've ever seen. I have no idea if it will fit inside me, not when it's as big around as a soda can.


That doesn't stop him from trying, though. He presses forward, and I try to relax and take him. He's having trouble even getting the head in.


Mr. Inver keeps thrusting, and after a while, he manages to spread me wide enough. Then he feeds himself in an inch at a time. I writhe under him, totally filled and eager for more.


The sensations overwhelm my body. Mr. Green is milking me, and now, Mr. Inver is all the way in my pussy. The CEO grunts, pulls out, and slams back in.


Mewling, I throw my head from side to side. Mr. Inver's hands dig into my hips as he holds me in place, skewering me on his cock.


"What a nice, tight pussy," he says. "But it won't be so tight for long," he adds, chuckling. Slamming back into me, he groans.


I wrap my legs around him, needing him all the way in. I'm about to come — I can feel all the pleasure erupting deep in me.


Mr. Inver slaps my clit, and it's an incredible combination of pleasure and pain. That's all it takes to send me over the edge.


I bolt semi-upright, and Mr. Green adjusts so that he can stay latched to my milky tits. I go wild, thrashing and bucking.


Both of the men laugh at my frenzy. But it feels too good to stay still.


Scrunching my eyes, I feel my pussy start to clamp down harder, and I scream in pleasure. My toes curl and my body goes rigid before relaxing and then going rigid again.


The orgasm lasts and lasts, wrecking me.


When I'm done, I lie back down and let the men keep having their way with me. My body is tired but still tingly from all the pleasure of being had over and over again.


I forget the shame of everything I've done because I feel so good. That is, until Mr. Inver finishes inside me and snaps his fingers, making Mr. Green unlatch.


"Look at her," Mr. Inver says. "Look how much she loved being passed around. I guess we have no choice but to leave her there and make her earn her next milking from new customers in the morning."
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