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I had just moved into the city, ditching the suburbs for a better shot at a job. It was time that I got out of the rut that I’d been sitting in since graduating college five years ago.

Interview season sucked, though, so I was taking the night off for once and rolling into a new bar not too far from my new place.

This bar had been recommended to me by a friend, and to be completely honest, he’d also told me that there was a fine piece of eye candy usually bartending.

It was clear to me as soon as I stepped into the bar that my friend had been utterly right, because the woman at the bar was hotter than I’d ever imagined.

The bartender had many fine qualities, but the first thing that I noticed - or two things, really - was the huge pair of tits that she was sporting.

She had on a sexy black tank top, well suited for the summer heat. Unlike me in my interview clothes, but there was no way that I was going to go back home and change now.

Not when there was a special hucow standing only twenty feet in front of me, polishing glasses.

And probably flirting with customers for tips, of course.

Her hair flowed down her back, long and brown and shimmering in top condition.

I could only imagine what it would look like when I pulled it back into a ponytail.

I walked up to the bar and sat right in front of the counter.

“Hi,” I said, giving her my best winning smile. “I’m Mark. What’s your name, gorgeous?”

*

To her credit, the bartender didn’t blush - at least, not that much.

I saw her cheeks redden slightly, her lip pursing like she wasn’t pleased, but the heaving of her chest showing her interest.

“Clarissa,” she said brusquely, her tits leaning over the counter as she stood in front of me.

Damn. They looked so fucking milky and juicy.

“What can I get you?” She said.

Well, that was a good place to start… Although I could think of a lot of things that I wanted from her.

I wanted to get a look at her ass, for one thing.

Her face looked so calm, and the bar wasn’t too crowded tonight that I didn’t feel too bad taking my time deciding what to have.

Or pretending to decide, because despite whatever specials they had going on tonight, I already knew what I needed from this bimbo bartender.

“I’ll have a White Russian, please,” I said.

It was a drink whose name basically told the story of what it was - a nice, creamy drink with just enough alcohol to make the sweetness interesting.

I knew that this bartender was going to make me the best one that I’d ever had.

“Sure,” Clarissa said, her boobs jiggling as she started to turn away to make it.

I stopped her with a few words.

“Wait,” I said, and I was pleased at how obediently she stopped in her tracks and waiting for instructions.

“I’d like you to make it with your special milk, too,” I said.

I winked at her, knowing that if she didn’t understand yet -

She would soon come around.

*

I watched her while she turned around, messing with a few bottles that were sitting on the shelves.

She clearly wasn’t the brightest bulb, as she had no idea what I’d meant by “special milk,” yet.

I didn't mind. I was used to having to instruct hucows in their duties.

Her low-cut top was just brimming with her cleavage.

It looked so full and delicious, I just couldn’t wait any longer.

“Clarissa,” I said, granting her a reprieve. “Are you in college?”

She looked at me and sighed.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s taking me a while to graduate, and I took some time off after high school, so I’m already twenty-two.”

Perfect.

She came to the counter again, wiping down a spill from a customer further down the bar.

Her big tits loomed large over the countertop as she wiped it down.

Such a fucking tease.

She had to know what that massive juicy rack was doing to all the men here.

Seeming to have a change of heart, she came over to talk to me again.

“What about you?” She said, blinking her eyelashes.

What a slut.

She was now starting to realize that she had to flirt with me to get the tips she wanted.

I certainly wasn’t complaining.

I said, “I graduated a few years ago, just working around here ever since.”

Nice and succinct.

“So where’s my drink?” I said.

I raised my eyebrows at her, putting the ball in her court.

She stammered, her composure breaking just for the first time that night.

“Um, I, uh, don’t know what you need or mean by like, special milk… sir?”

Fuck, I loved hearing that title coming out of her sweet, young mouth.

“Well, Clarissa,” I beamed at her. “Let me tell you what you need to do.”

*

I shivered in my chair, even though the bar itself wasn’t cold.

No, things were about to heat up to an incredible temperature in here.

Clarissa pressed her lips together, but leaned over even further to show off her slutty display of cleavage.

She looked like the perfect freeuse bimbo, the bartender that everyone wanted to use and fuck.

It wasn’t the time for teasing anymore.

It was time to get down to business.

“I need you to put down an empty glass right in front of us, on the bar counter.” I told her, speaking slowly.

She said, “Okay,” and quickly returned with an empty glass.

It was a clear glass, which I appreciated.

She was doing the right thing even without being told, which was wonderful for both of us.

“Now,” I said. “Tell me how your tits feel right now.”

Her eyes went wide.

“Mark!” She said, looking around to see if anyone else had heard us.

I just smiled at her.

It didn’t seem like anyone else was listening. But in our hearts, we both knew that it didn’t matter either way.

She was here in public to be used for those massive, gorgeous tits.

“Um,” She said, recovering well. Obviously she remembered the tips she was still working for.

She continued, “Sorry, you just like… surprised me. I guess my breasts feel… okay? They feel good?”

She looked up at me expectantly, her pretty face looking so effortlessly hot and sexy.

I rolled my shoulders back.

She needed training.

*

“So,” I started, making no secret of the fact that I was staring at her big, fat udders.

“You’re telling me that your tits just feel ‘okay?’”

I stared at her closely, and she seemed up to the challenge.

“I think, Clarissa,” I said. “That your tits look so massive and juicy that it might be a little uncomfortable for you right now.”

I felt my pants start to feel tight the more that I kept staring at her tits and talking about them like the big jugs they were.

“In fact,” I continued. “I bet that you really need something to help you release all of that hot pressure that’s been building up for weeks.”

“Tell me, when was your last milking?”

Clarissa stammered again, after staring at me with her mouth open like a goldfish for a few long seconds.

“I’ve, uh… I’ve never been milked!”

That was it.

My cock was hard for her now.

*

I let out a long breath.

Never been milked?

It was my lucky day. I immediately forgot all about my interviews of the week, all of my attention focused in like a laser on this needy little hucow slut.

I stared at her, willing her to understand fully what she was doing to me right now.

“I need you,” I said in a firm yet soft voice. “To take those tits out of your bra and show them off.”

“Right. Now.”

Clarissa seemed to love getting this kind of instruction, even if she rolled her eyes when I first told her what to do.

“Okay,” She said.

Her tits were already standing up and partially visible due to the small, strappy black tank top that she was wearing.

I couldn’t even tell if she was wearing a bra or not, her shirt was so skimpy and slutty.

She moved her pale hands to her shirt, pushing the straps slowly down her shoulders.

Little teasing slut.

Then finally, she had her straps pushed down and reached into her thin shirt.

With both hands, she first pulled out one massive, juicy tit, and then the other one followed suit.

I was awestruck.

*

I could tell that other customers - mostly men - were looking towards her now casually, taking note of the slutty hucow bartender.

Her tits was so fucking big, standing out from her chest yet remaining perky and round.

It was pretty much a miracle how big and fat those tits were.

“Wow,” I said. “Those are fucking sexy. I can’t believe a little slutty hucow like you has never been milked before.”

“Nope,” Clarissa said, suddenly looking a lot more exposed and uncertain than before.

“What will you do, sir?” She asked me.

Her shirt was stripped down to her waist and her big tits were pretty much on the bar counter that she’d just cleaned.

Fucking amazing.

“Remember that glass you put down?” I said.

It was pretty much a rhetorical question, but I just wanted to remind her of the glass that was sitting right in front of us.

“Yes,” Clarissa said. “Of course I do.”

I smirked.

If she was going to act like a petulant tease, I knew exactly how to deal with that.

*

“Your tits feel so big and overflowing with milk,” I told her. “That pressure that you feel, that’s a special pressure only for good hucows.”

Clarissa nodded, seeming to understand as she stood there exposed to the bar.

“What you need to do to relieve that - and to make me a good, stiff drink - is to put one of those big juicy tits over the glass, and squeeze me some fresh milk out.”

Clarissa gulped.

“I’ll try my best, sir,” She said, suddenly obedient again.

I watched her as she lifted one of those weighty, milky tits and positioned her nipple over the top of the clear glass.

I could barely wait another second.

Slowly, way too slowly it seemed like, she started to squeeze her hand around her fat udder.

I felt my cock straining against my pants.

When the first drop of milk came out of her big tit and into the glass, I knew that was it for me.

I couldn’t take it any longer.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock.

It was fucking throbbing, hard as a rod and long and thick. Fully extended for this slutty bimbo hucow.

I started to stroke my cock just watching this hucow bartender milking her own tit into the glass.

It quickly filled up, and I knew it wasn’t going to be enough.

“Another glass!” I said to her, pulling on my dick.

She said, “I can’t! It keeps coming out,” wailing as her big udder didn’t decrease in size at all as she kept milking it.

I knew what I had to do.

*

I picked up the glass and started to drain it, swallowing it down.

It didn’t have any alcohol in it yet, and it didn’t need any at all, to be totally frank.

It was already the sweetest, creamiest, juiciest cream that I’d ever tasted.

My cock was so hard as I tasted the busty bartender’s personal, fresh milk with my tongue.

I quickly drained the glass and put it back in front of her.

Luckily the pressure had held and she was able to switch tits when I put the glass back in front of her.

She moaned, apparently experiencing a lot of pleasure of her own.

“You like that?” I said.

“Yes,” She said. “I can’t believe it feels so good to be pushing all of this milk out of my breasts… it feels amazing, sir!”

I grinned back at her, still stroking my raging hard-on.

“Don’t say breasts,” I corrected her. “Say tits. Because that’s what you have - big, juicy tits!”

“My tits,” She said, trying it out.

“My tits feel so heavy and full of milk!” She cried out, making all of the patrons of the bar turn their heads.

They watched our bimbo, young bartender milking out her own tits into a glass on the bar for all of us to drink.

I knew that I wasn’t the only one with a massive boner. I couldn’t be.

It was the fucking sexiest thing I’d ever seen, this little hucow bartender working so hard to get tips.

But really, I knew that now she was working just for my own pleasure and hers.

That heavy pressure on her tits could only be released by someone else.

*

“Get a clean beer pitcher,” I said to her when she paused for a minute on milking her tits.

She obeyed, showing off her tits at all angles as she reached below the bar to get a clean pitcher.

“Now we can milk both your tits at once,” I told her.

I had to work rapidly, because I could see milk droplets already starting to drip down from her big, hard nipples.

Clarissa just nodded, fully in hucow mode now.

I reached over the bar counter, her tits so close to me I couldn’t stand it anymore.

And I grabbed one of her tits, while she took care of the other.

Together we started to aim both of those nipples into the pitcher.

I was in heaven.

Feeling that soft, milk-filled flesh in my hands as I squeezed was the most amazing thing I’d ever experienced.

I kept pushing on her tits, feeling that milky pressure on her starting to finally lessen just a little bit as we continued to milk her.

She managed to fill the whole pitcher, her tits slowing to a less fast pace as they continued to spurt milk.

My cock was too fucking hard now.

It was almost unbearable.

“Clarissa,” I said. “Why don't you go around to each table with your pitcher and some glasses and see who wants some of your milk?”

Clarissa tooked dazed and totally aroused.

“Great idea, sir,” She said.

*

I saw Clarissa swallow visible as she came out from behind the bar.

“Does anyone want milk?” She asked each table, obediently carrying the full pitcher and some glasses.

Obviously, everyone wanted some milk.

“Here’s a nice tip for you,” a much older man told her as he slipped her a large bill.

Clarissa smiled through her dazedly horny state.

“Thank you, sir!”

In fact, by the time that she got back to me at the bar she had received substantial tips.

I was just glad to be able to help her out.

She’d learn that her tits were going to be her best moneymakers in life - as a young, slutty hucow.

Meanwhile my cock was so fucking hard, watching her parading around the bar with her fat, milky tits out, serving everyone the milk that we’d both squeezed out of those fat jugs.

Now I had to have her for myself.

*

“Clarissa,” I said. “I need your help out here.”

Again, doing exactly what I wanted her to do, of her own slutty accord, Clarissa ventured out.

Her tits were so fucking massive.

“I need your tits around my cock,” I said. “You’ve turned me on too much, and I need you to take care of my problem before I can help you out by milking you again.”

Clarissa nodded.

Her bitchy attitude from when I first walked in was totally gone now as she realized the value of an older man who could take care of her like the hot, bimbo hucow that she was.

Bending over, she put her body at a pretty much ninety degree angle in order to put her tits at the same level as my cock.

Her tits were now dangling down, brushing right over my cock.

It looked amazing.

I realized that the hucow bartender needed further instruction.

Most hucows did.

“Clarissa, now put those tits around my cock and start to move your jugs up and down.”

I gave her the instructions, and she acted immediately.

“And don’t worry,” I smiled. “You’ll be getting a nice tip after this is all over.”

*

I was almost falling off my bar stool after ten minutes of her titfuck.

It was the finest titfuck that I’d ever received.

Clarissa’s face, the way that her long, dark hair moved back and forth in the low bar lighting as she jiggled those big jugs up and down on my cock.

My cock was like a rocket ready to just spurt and explode all over her.

Her tits were soft, milky, juicy, big and fertile, just like I had always needed from her.

“Fuck,” I said. “That feels so fucking good, keep moving those big fat tits on my cock, slut!”

Clarissa just said, “Of course, sir,” Her face looking aroused but still focused on business as she moved.

Fuck, she was so good at this.

“You were made for this,” I told her. “Fuck yeah, you were made to be a bimbo hucow - just a bartender who loves taking cock in your massive tits!”

“That’s right,” Clarissa hummed, moving her big tits even faster on my cock.

There were still drops of milk coming out of her nipples.

When I saw that I knew that I couldn’t last too much longer.

*

The milk coming out of her nipples was creamy and wet.

The perfect lubrication for this hucow titfuck that I was indulging in from this slutty bartender.

I fucked up into her tits with force now.

I laid my arm on the bar for stability, feeling the countertop shake with the force of the thrusts that I was leveling right into her creamy, milky cleavage. Fuck.

I needed her to give me more.

She needed to drink some of my own personal cream, too.

So I hissed at the bartender, “Suck it, put it in that slutty mouth. Let me feel that tongue all over that big cock.”

Clarissa moaned, clearly turned on despite herself by all of the dirty talk that I was throwing at her.

She immediately put her mouth on my cock, giving me a great view of those tits hanging down.

They were so perky they barely dangled, but instead gave me a look at their big, round shape and heavy cleavage again.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck yeah, suck it like you mean it.”

I felt her warm, wet mouth and tongue swirling all of my big cock.

From shaft to tip and back again, she was clearly a great cocksucker.

Fitting for a bimbo hucow like her.

I felt her give a particularly enthusiastic suck and knew that I was going to give this fertile hucow all of my cum.

“You want it, don’t you?” I said to her.

She nodded as much as she could with my cock in her mouth, looking up at me with big, large eyes.

I thrust my cock into her throat now, feeling the way that she gagged around the tip of my cock.

I fucking loved it.

There was only one moment before I knew that I was going to explode, and I used it.

I grabbed onto those big, teasing tits and squeezed that massive titflesh between my hands, feeling the milky pressure building up in those big jugs, and shoved my cock down her throat one last time before I started to finally cum.

Her mouth sucked me down, as I shot my cream straight down her throat.

Her milk dripped out over my hands and wrists, coating me with the sweet cream from her jugs.

I felt my cock throbbing and spurting down this hucow bartender’s throat, and I was finally able to claim this bimbo slut.

It was the triumph that I’d been searching for all week.

I had this hucow’s milky taste on my tongue from drinking it, it was spread over my hands and forearms, and she was suckling on my cock even as I finally started to relax.

Her tongue was licking up all of the white cum that I’d shot into her mouth and throat.

“Good girl,” I said, finally releasing the weight from my shoulders.

Clarissa finally was able to stop sucking on my cock, having swallowed every droplet of my white cum.

“Thank you,” she said. “I hope that you liked your drink.”

I grinned at her slowly.

Her big tits might have been done with the milking, but the week wasn’t over yet.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” I told her, and I saw her face brighten up.

Her pretty face had a little bit of cum on it where she’d missed a spot in her cleanup.

As I looked at that hot face and big jugs, I knew that she was going to need even more training as my own personal freeuse hucow.

With a smile, I told her, “I’m going to need a lot more cream to get through this week.”

TO BE CONTINUED

Ready for more sexy hucows and older men?




Try these innocent hucows:
 The Big, Milky Hucow Bundle: 4 Juicy Milking Stories in Public!


Hucows are taken at the public pool, at the bar, at the restaurant, and at the coffee shop


Like naughty medical milking stories? Try the
 Hucow Doctor-Patient series
:



Milking the Secretary: Fertile Hucow


The blonde secretary’s hidden jugs are overflowing with creamy milk. I have an important job interview with a prestigious office, but the hucow secretary begs for my attention at the front desk.


Milked by the Doctor: Instant Lactation


The patient’s juicy jugs need to be filled with milk! The doctor has the medical solution. She’ll instantly lactate and he'll get his creamy reward.


Milked at the Doctor: First Time Hucow Patient
.


Shannon’s big rack won’t stop growing. She needs some sweet relief from the older doctor’s rough hands, and he’s got the hard, rough medical treatment this new first time hucow deserves.


Fertile Milking, Instant Hyper Pregnancy: The Nurse


The busty nurse needs rapid insemination treatment… now! Melissa has always dreamed of becoming a pregnant hucow, and her male doctor's an expert in this medical sub-field.


Fertile at the Doctor, Hyper-Pregnant: The Patient



Shannon needs her early pregnancy to develop faster, so she can compete with the doctor’s hot, hyperpregnant nurse’s round stomach! The doctor has a rock hard injection for this hot, fertile hucow to make her
 pregnant belly instantly teeming and full.



Fertile and Pregnant, Caring for Two Hucows: Nurse and the Patient


His capable gloved hands massaging all the anxieties out of their big, juicy jugs. Melissa and Shannon compete for the prize: the doctor's expert fingering and thick cock injections. Perfect for hyperpregnant bodies.

Ready for some freeuse action?


Try the
 12-STORY Ultimate FreeUse Bimbos Bundle
!


Busty women are open and willing to serve horny men everywhere: at home, in the office
, and in college.

Don't miss this ultimate collection of naughty tales featuring MFM, MFF, interracial, gangbang, anal, cuckqueaning, Latina, Asian, and more. 


And in
 FreeUse Office Harem - The Hot Bundle
,
 bimbo women in the office are free and willing for men to use. The office assistant, the slutty coworker, and the bitchy manager get ganged and used in this hot bargain trilogy.



Or read about a Taboo Oral Rainbow Party:
 Check out the urban legend here
.



After that, it’s time to get the home harem together for some
 group fun
! MFFF, MFF, MF, menage, lesbian, and more in
 Free to Use Home Orgy: Taking the Bimbo Harem
.



Follow
 Leith Freeman’s Amazon Author page
 for updates, and leave a review if you liked it or want more!


Multiple new themed, kinky stories each week.
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