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Description

Don’s friend’s younger sister has a problem. And he is the only one around with the right attitude and equipment to help her with the creamy problem.


********

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

********


I figured today would be like any other Sunday on the ranch. The start of the week was always slow, and everyone had the day off.

I’d given up dairy farming and gotten into the sunflower business last year. It was more lucrative in today’s health-conscious society. Everyone was cutting out milk and cheese, and many farms were going under. Me? I decided to keep up with the latest trends and demands, find a way to make a profit.

I still had my milking equipment, though, and I was in the process of shifting things around and preparing it for storage. That’s when Carrie showed up, wearing tight white jean shorts and a tank top, uncertainty in her eyes that made me stop what I was doing on a dime.

“Don? I … I need your help.”

“What’s wrong, Carrie? Did something happen to Darren?”

Darren was her older brother, my best friend.

She shook her head. “No. He’s fine. It’s … me.”

I pushed the machinery aside and walked her way, feeling my cock grow stiff from just being in her presence. With long hair, curvy hips, and a nice set of tits that, oddly, looked suddenly huge, she’d been making me hard for some time now.

Carrie had just turned nineteen a few months ago. But I was ten years older than her, so I never bothered to ask her out. Plus, as my best friend’s kid sister, she was off limits to me.

But now, here she was, all alone at my ranch and asking for my help. And damn, had she had a boob job since I last saw her?

“What’s going on?”

She pursed her lips and clasped her hands in front of her. “It’s so embarrassing, I don’t know…”

Damn, she was really struggling with this. I could see that she was struggling. The front of her shirt was wet, like she had been crying the whole way here.

“You can trust me, sweetheart. I’m like family.”

Carrie licked her lips and looked down. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“Pinky promise.” I lifted my pinky and waved it in the air, desperate to know what was going on.

She sniffed and grabbed the bottom of her shirt. My heart raced as I watched her lift it up, exposing her fucking magnificent jugs. They were indeed huge. As in, engorged like water balloons. Her nipples appeared dwarfed, but they were still hard and pink.

Blood rushed through my ten-inch cock—yes, I was quite big—and I held back a groan, mentally scratching my head to figure out what the problem was.

“What, uhh,” I said, clearing my throat and trying not to sound like an idiot. “What am I looking at here?”

Her mouth fell open. “You can’t tell? I’m leaking.”

I wrinkled my brow and looked closer. Sure enough, there on the tip of her delicious hard little nipple was a drop of white fluid.

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

Carrie looked at me with pleading eyes and pouty lips. I tried to maintain eye contact with her but fuck. Droplets of milk began to trickle out of both nipples and stream down the underswell of her tits, and it was driving me nuts. My balls grew heavier by the second.

“I’d love to help, sweetheart. But it would take me hours to get one of these things put back together.”

“I don’t have that long,” she begged, jutting her milky tits forward so hard that a stream of white quickly spurted out and sprayed my shirt.

God. I was doomed.

“I need an immediate solution,” she continued. “Can’t you do it by hand or something?”

Well, fuck. Miracles did exist.

Precum leaked from my dick but I tried not to get too hopeful. Then again…

If Carrie was as desperate as she claimed, I could probably tell her my hands were out of commission, and that I would have to use my…

“To be honest, I’ve never been very good at hand pumping the cows. I’m all thumbs, really. If you need immediate relief, I can offer an alternate, non-traditional solution. If you’re open-minded, that is.”

“My mind is wide open, Don. Just … please help me. They hurt so much.”

Damn, my mouth was already watering. “Yeah, sure, sweetie. Come on, follow me.”

I led Carrie into the barn’s office where my desk was. I also had a rather comfortable couch where the ranch hands used to hang out and rest on their lunch hour.

And now, it would be used for me to nurse my best friend’s kid sister.

I sat on the sofa and tapped the top of my legs. Carrie bit her lip, then tugged her shirt completely over her head before tossing it aside.

“What exactly are you going to do?” she asked, straddling my lap a little more eagerly than I expected.”

Oh, I think she knew what I was going to do. I swallowed hard as her tits were thrust in my face.

“You’ll see. The important part is that you’ll be feeling much better.”

I wrapped my large hands around her pillowy mounds, feeling how warm they were to the touch. Beads of white liquid trickled out as I pulled her nipple to my mouth and started sucking.

Carrie sucked in a rush of breath and arched her back. “Ooooh, Don. You’ve got the right idea,” she purred.

I wanted to tell her that her idea of coming here for my help was the right idea, but my mouth was full and my lips were busy.

Fuck, her milk was so sweet, so delicious. Her cream filled my mouth with each hard suck, spraying from her tits in a hard stream that tickled the roof of my mouth.

I found myself so aroused, kneading her other breast and forcing the milk to spill around my fingers. My cock grew stiffer, straining at the zipper to be released from my jeans.

“Mmm, yessss, I’m feeling better already,” Carrie sighed.

Shit, I was too. Except for my dick that was throbbing angrily.

I tugged on her nipple, using every part of my mouth to empty her teat as her other one was no doubt eagerly waiting for the same treatment.

I flicked her hard little nipple with my tongue, feeling the tissue grow hard as she hissed.

I suckled it again, pulling out more sweet liquid.

Then I massaged her bud by pressing it to the roof of my mouth with my tongue until her breast had significantly shrunk in size.

I popped my lips off her nipple and looked up at her before fisting her long hair and pulling her to me for a kiss. I forced my tongue past her lips and kissed her hungrily, listening to her soft moans of pleasure for several long moments.

Fuck, my dream had come true.

“Do you like the way I taste?” she asked, sensually turning her other breast in my direction.

“Oh fuck yes. Baby, I could drink your milk all day.”

She giggled, but it came to an abrupt halt as I latched onto her other full breast and nursed, this time a little more slowly, taking my time and enjoying the way her tits felt in my hands as I groped them like a perverted older man.

I noticed then that Carrie started inching forward on my lap, forcing my cock to seep out even more precum than before. As her tasty milk flowed down my throat, her pussy slid closer to my erection, forcing a groan from my throat.

I couldn’t resist. I wanted—no, needed—to feel her sweet pussy. With my hands and my cock.

I inched my fingers to her crotch and rubbed them teasingly over the seam, noticing right away the heat and the dampness there. Carrie purred and thrust her hips forward, making my cock bounce.

As I sucked her tit dry, I allowed my fingers to slide inside of her shorts and was met with her slick fluids right away.

My dick twitched angrily, and I immediately started unbuttoning her shorts. But before I could get very far, Carrie stood up and finished for me, tugging down the zipper, then turning around and sliding them down her hips, giving me a view of her sexy round ass.

“Damn, sweetheart. You are so, so sexy.” I grabbed my crotch, feeling my erection become hard as steel.

“You like my ass, do you?” she asked, spreading her cheeks wide and giving me a sinful view of her tight but puckered rose.

“Holy fuck,” I answered, unzipping my own pants to release my monster. “Are you asking me to stick something in that tight hole? Because I have just the thing.”

She straightened up and turned around, tossed her hands on her hips. Her nipples were a dark red from having been sucked, and her sweet little pussy was one puffy bald gash, as if she had just shaved right before coming here.

Good lord. How did I get so lucky?

“Is the thing you want to stick in my hole long and hard and filled with its own cream?”

“Oh, I have that, too. But I think you need to get warmed up first so I don’t split you in two.”

I stood and walked to my desk, opening a drawer and removing one of the butt plugs. I had put them in here just a few months ago for a project that had nothing to do with asses but they were much cheaper than what the original project called for.

And now, well, one of them was about to be used for something much more fun.

I tore open the plastic and walked to Carrie who was already on my couch on her hands and knees, ass up and back arched. I, of course, was looking at her from the side, her large breasts hanging low and swaying slightly.

“Jesus…” I muttered.

She giggled and wiggled her hips back and forth to tease me. I stepped out of my clothes and watched as Carrie’s eyes grew wide and her mouth dropped open. She was visibly shocked at my size.

“Don’t look so scared. You know you’re aching to be filled.”

“Yeah, but … I’m a virgin. And that thing is…”

I growled at her admission, gripping the side of her hips as I got on the couch behind her, one foot on the cushion and one foot on the floor. “You’re a virgin, and you want me to fuck your ass? You know I’m taking your pussy, too, right?”

“Oh, I was hoping you would,” she said, lowering her head to the cushion and forcing her ass up higher.

I felt a rumbling in my chest as I spread her cheeks, baring her quivering asshole to me. The horny beast in me wanted to plow right into it. My balls were aching to feel her tight little sphincter gripping my huge girth.

But I was a patient man.

I spat on the butt plug and slid it slowly into her forbidden hole as she moaned and egged me on by whispering “yes” repeatedly.

Once the plug was in, I slid my finger in the loop and gave it a gentle tug, which made Carrie arch her back even further.

I cupped her pussy and felt her slicky wetness. She purred and undulated her hips in slow circles that made my cock bounce.

I probed her cunt with my finger, feeling her warm, wet walls squeeze me tightly.

“Jesus,” I whispered, pumping that finger in and out very slowly, listening to her soft moans.

Her juices flowed out around my index finger, making me leak an inordinate amount of precum from the tip of my slit, so I twisted my hand and pushed a second finger in, allowing my ring finger to softly brush her clitoris on the way.

At that point, her ass swayed in my direction, and her pussy began to contract around my fingers.

“Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” she squealed.

More of her slick juices coated my fingers, sliding down the palm of my hand as she had an orgasm. I used my other hand to flick her clit as she writhed on the sofa, hips bucking and thighs trembling.

Christ, my cock was so hard and my balls so heavy, it was like cock-and-ball torture watching her cum like this, so fucking sexy and free.

I couldn’t wait another second.

While she was mid-contraction around my fingers, I slid my cock inside of her pussy, letting it fully engulf my length.

“Oh gaaaaahhhd,” she moaned, backing her ass up and forcing her tight cunt all the way down to the root of my dick.

“Carrie, you’re so tight … fuuuuuck,” I groaned, gripping her hips tightly as her pussy clenched my cock.

“Fuck me hard, Don. Make me cum again…”

I held her tightly and rammed her good, watching her hair fly this way and that as I pumped her hard and fast with all ten inches of my shaft. Carrie’s fingers gripped a pillow close to her head, and I felt her cum again.

My balls shot a hard jet of cum up and out of my cock, making my blood run icy hot for several seconds as I forced my seed in her sweet pussy. And yet it still wasn’t enough to make me quit.

With her pussy still contracting, I slipped a finger in the loop of the plug and gently tugged it several times, hoping to intensify her orgasm. It seemed to work, at least based on the way her rose quivered uncontrollably.

“Yesssss,” she purred, confirming my suspicions.

I withdrew my cock from the confines of her warm, tight tunnel and pulled the plug out completely. As her asshole winked at me, I slid my cock inside, forcing a deep, throaty groan to escape both of our mouths.

“Oh Don… fuck my ass like you own me…”

With a growl and tight grip on her waist, I began fucking her, moving slow at first then picking up my pace after several minutes.

I had never known heaven until I fucked my best friend’s sister in the asshole.

I used her good, plowing her tender rose like I owned every inch of her. It wasn’t long before I came again, spraying her bowels with my hot seed.

And I was still hard.

“My … my tits are leaking again, Don. You need to—"

“I know what I need to do,” I said, walking toward the milking machine.

I got it set up in record time while Carrie waited on the couch, holding her breasts with her hands. I glanced at her a few times, noticing light rivers of milk seeping through her fingers.

Once the machine was ready to go, I wheeled it to the couch and switched it on before placing the suctioning teat cups on her breasts. As I centered them over her nipples, they were instantly pulled into the grip of the machine, her buds elongating into long, red tube-like structures.

I watched her as I cleaned my cock with a spare washcloth and warm water, getting hard as a rock again at her beautiful sight.

“Oh god,” she purred, writhing on the couch and moving her hands between her legs.

“That’s my job,” I told her, settling between her legs and lifting them high in the air.

Carrie’s eyes rolled back in her head as I pushed my cock inside her pussy. It was such a turn on watching her tits get tortured by the machine. I’d placed my hand over it a time or two to test the strength of the suctioning power, and it was fierce.

Milk sprayed the tubing and shot down into the glass holding tank as Carrie visibly went to a blissful place. Her breasts bounced softly with the hum of the motor, and I fucked her as hard as I could without knocking her off the couch.

When she came, milk spurted from her nipples in harder pulses that intensified my orgasm, just from the sight of it alone.

I held her hips steady as my cock twitched, shooting a hard jet of seed inside her belly.

“Fuck, Carrie, I hope you’re on birth control,” I said, more as a silent wish but honestly not really caring all that much.

“I’m not!” she squealed, running her hands up and down her belly.

Shit. Whatever. It was worth the risk.

Carrie and I spent the rest of the day together, and I ended up moving her in with me so we could be together whenever we wanted. She regularly asked to be plugged while I nursed her, and she would straddle my lap and ride my cock while I emptied her gorgeous jugs.

I guess you could say … we had the perfect life on the ranch.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Daddy’s Big Black Boss:

“Why don’t we just cut to the chase here. Admit that you dressed that way … to catch someone’s attention.”

“Perhaps I did.”

He raised an eyebrow and looked at my chest again, sending hot pulses of energy to my pussy.

“Well, let me say, whether you wanted it or not, you definitely got my attention.”

A wave of heat swept over me, and I squirmed slightly in my chair.

“Have you ever been with a black man, Tabitha?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling dizzy with lust. Was this actually happening? “No. I’ve … never been with anyone, Rig.”

He ran his fingers over his mouth and trailed his eyes over my legs again before standing up. When he did, I couldn’t help but notice the monstrous bulge in his pants. I clenched the arms of the chair, wondering if I was seeing things.

“If you really want your first day as an intern to be successful, you need to learn the first rule around here. Rig Scott gets what he wants.”

********
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