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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, | was going to breed her.
“You want that?” | 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!”

| 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.

| 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
| growled as much in her ear, right before | started to
release.

All of it.
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It was so creamy, so milky, so sexy.

| could barely stand up enough to keep fucking her as |
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.

| 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...

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

Her tits were still overburdened with milk, but | knew
that if | 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 | was fucking her with.

My cock was like a huge, hard rod, fucking into her fer-
tile, wanting cunt.

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

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

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

The slutty cunt clenched down on my cock as | 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, fer-
tile cunt.

| just knew that the breeding was going to take.

Cassie sighed and moaned again, “Your cum feels
s0000 good inside me, sir. Thank you.”

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

“You’'re a perfect hucow,” | 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.
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Her break was now over, but her breeding certainly
wasn't.

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

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

“Ready for some more milk?”





cover.jpeg
LEITH ;

// ,{,'v

ﬁ‘,‘ # '\39?

\~'\ N






index-7_1.jpg
| 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?”

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

“Ill let you know after | get my coffee,” | told her.
And | 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 cus-
tomers 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 ex-
posed, 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.
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| 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 | help you with, sir?”

| placed my elbows on the counter and entwined my
fingers together, as if | 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 | liked it.

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

Perfect.

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

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

| was enthralled by Cassie’s response.

Her face flushed and her tits seemed to pop even fur-
ther out of her slutty shirt.
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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.

| waited patiently.

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

“Cappuccino for Matthew.”

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

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

However, | wasn't pleased.

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

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

| 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 | talked
to her.

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

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

| 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.

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

Right after | got a cup of premium coffee.
At least, that was my plan.

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

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

More than that, what | 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 shoul-
ders and back.
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| 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.

| knew that I'd be happy to show it to her.
“Hi,” | 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 | get you?” She said, giggling a little
and sticking her tits out further.

Her chest tapered down to a slim, tight waist.

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

Pretending that all | was after was her name tag, |
smiled again. “Well, Cassandra, what I'd like is a cap-
puccino.”

Cassandra, the barista, gave me an innocent smile.

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

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

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

“A great name for a hucow.”
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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 | was in the right
place.

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

Naturally, | absolutely had to get in line.

| tapped my watch, willing the pain in my head to dimin-
ish as | waited my turn.

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

| scoffed.

Finally, at last, | 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 irre-
sistible.

Her skin was milky and smooth, perfectly available to
anyone who was watching.
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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, | 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 | make it up to you, sir?” Her voice
quavered a little, but | could tell exactly what she was
feeling.

Pure arousal.
It was what | was feeling, too.

“Well, Cassie.” | began, “Cassie, you need to let me be-
hind the counter, where | 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, | 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 an-
other customer came up, an older, mom-type.

That was not going to happen.
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She gave the customer their coffee - or really, she was
about to until | stopped her.

"Cassie," | 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. |
could clearly see her black, stretchy yoga pants cling-
ing to her ass and thighs, and her face was both inno-
cent and dirty at the same time.

"Cassie," | 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 | beamed at
her like she'd been a good girl.

"Lean over the counter again," | instructed Cassie, ex-
cited for what was coming next.

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

With my fingers, | squeezed her now exposed, hard nip-
ples, aiming right into the customer's cup.
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| 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.

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

Cassie, calmly, finished taking the customer's order de-
spite the rough, hot treatment that | was giving her.

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

She was a slutty little hucow, and | 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, consid-
ering that her tits were being fucking mauled like | was
a hungry wolf.
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My hangover was totally forgotten.

“Who wants milk?”

*

It turned out that everyone in the coffee shop got a sud-
den 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;
| wasn’t the only one who appreciated her slutty display
of titflesh.

Meanwhile, | 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 atten-
tion was now completely fixated on what | 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.
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"Thanks," the female customer said as she picked up
her cup of coffee and headed out of the coffee shop.

| 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-1 didn't know | could do that!" She exclaimed, her
hands flying up in the air with shock.

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

"Get a fresh cup," was all | 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.

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

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

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





index-16_1.jpg
“OHmigod, that feels so amazing.”

“Good,” | 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--1 have to go and make a mocha for the customer!”
She said.

| 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.

| 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.

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

Her cunt was so fucking tight.
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| slipped my fingers through the hole and started to
softly rub her little, tight pussy.

She felt totally open for business, as | 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.

| 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 |
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.

| 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.

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

H.er pussy was mine now. | was claiming her.

Cassie let out a little squeal.
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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, | knew that | had to
ramp things up.

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

| pulled her shirt off of her shoulders, completely show-
ing off her nude, milky tits that were still spewing white
froth into the cups on the counter.

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

“Take your break,” | 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.

| kept spraying milk from her tits as | 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 | knew that my cock
couldn’t hold on for too much longer.

“Let me taste your cream,” | said to her.
Cassie just moaned and said, “Yes, sir!”

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





