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    Milking the Milkmaid

  


  
    A Hucow Tale

  


  Sarah sighed as she walked slowly out to the barn. This was her least favorite part of the day. Each morning, she had to milk the family’s cow. She knew they were lucky to even have one. Most of the neighbors would have loved to have a dairy cow. But she couldn’t stand milking it.


  When she entered the barn, Betsy mooed excitedly. “Oh, be quiet. I’m coming!” Sarah said, grabbing the low wooden stool.


  She tucked her long, glossy black hair behind her ears. To milk Betsy, she had to sit down on the stool and lean forward. It was never a comfortable position, but recently it had become unbearable for Sarah.


  Soon after her nineteenth birthday, her breasts had begun swelling with milk. No one knew exactly why, but it happened to most women in her small village. There were rumors it was something in the water.


  When Sarah leaned forward to milk Betsy, her breasts—heavy with milk—hung down. They felt heavy and full, even more than usual. The pressure of their weight made Sarah wriggle uncomfortably on the rough stool.


  Sarah set about her task, milking Betsy as quickly as she could. The longer she stayed like this, the more aware she was of just how full her breasts were. She longed to get the relief she was giving Betsy.


  Sometimes, she dreamed about what it would feel like if her own milk was allowed to flow out of her pert nipples. But she knew that was impossible. Women in her village weren’t allowed to waste their milk. There wasn’t enough food for that. Unless they had a child, they just had to deal with the pressure.


  Sarah placed the second bucket under Betsy and kept milking her hurriedly. Almost done, she thought. Just a little longer.


  Then, she noticed a wet feeling spreading across the front of her chest. She yelled in shock. Milk was dripping slowly through the fabric of her blouse! Sarah couldn’t believe it. This had never happened to her before. Leaning over must have made it come out.


  What am I going to do? She felt her face turn red. There’s no way I can walk back to the house like this. The long dirt road home was in full view of the neighbors' fields. There was no telling who would be out to see her soaking wet top. The sheer fabric was now clinging to her huge bosom. The creamy milk made it hug her curves, and her dark nipples were visible.


  Suddenly, she heard a man’s deep voice call out, “Sarah?” Oh no, someone must have heard me yell. Sarah couldn’t believe her bad luck. Now she was covered in her own milk, and someone was looking for her. She quickly ran into a corner of the barn, ducking behind a large bale of hay. Maybe he’ll go away.


  Sarah tried to breathe as quietly as she could. Her heart was pounding in her chest, and her breasts were still sore and tender from leaning over to milk Betsy. She waited a few minutes. The barn was silent. Betsy’s tail swishing through the air was the only sound she could hear.


  Slowly, she peeked out from around the hay. She locked eyes with Michael, the son of the neighbors. He was looking in the barn door trying to see what was going on.


  “Umm, Sarah?” he called again. “Are you okay?” He still couldn’t see her shirt. “Oh, hi, Michael,” she stammered. “Yeah, I was just surprised by, um, a snake.”


  “A snake! We better deal with it before it bites Betsy!” He strode into the barn, determined to help his cute neighbor. “No!” Sarah shrieked, trying to cover her wet blouse with her hands. Michael stopped, shocked by her reaction.


  “It’s just… There’s no snake,” Sarah whispered. She felt her face blush an even deeper shade of red. “Oh, I see,” said Michael, hesitantly. He was staring at large breasts that were hardly hidden by the wet shirt at all now.


  “Why don’t you take my shirt?” Michael said after a moment’s thought. Pulling the shirt off over his head, he tossed it to Sarah. “You know, it’s not a big deal,” he said, as Sarah tried to avoid meeting his gaze. “I hear it happens to most of the women here. Sometimes, they just need to relieve the pressure a little bit.”


  “But, that’s against the rules,” Sarah said. “Only if no one drinks the milk,” Michael’s voice quavered slightly. Sarah looked up at him. His face was red, and for the first time she noticed that he didn’t have a shirt on. His body was tanned and hard from working on the farm his entire life. Like Sarah, he was nineteen years old. They had gone to the same school when they were children.


  “What are you saying?” Sarah said. Who would drink the milk?


  “Well, um, if you need me to, I’m kind of thirsty.” His voice grew more confident. “That is, I’m happy to help you, Sarah.”


  Sarah could hardly believe what he was saying. She stood there silently, thinking about his offer. Thirsty?! Would he really do that? She had never thought about someone drinking her milk before, but she could hardly stand the pressure and weight of her breasts anymore. It was obvious from her predicament that they were full to the point of bursting.


  Finally, Sarah responded. “Okay, Michael, if you don’t mind,” she said shyly.


  He slowly walked over to Sarah and lifted her wet blouse over her head. What’s he going to do? Is he going to catch the milk in a bottle?


  Michael cupped her breasts gently, softly kneading her smooth mounds of flesh. Sarah moaned a second before she caught herself. No one had ever touched her breasts before. Full of milk, they were unbelievably sensitive.


  Michael’s rough fingers brushed lightly against her now hard nipples. Her stomach fluttered and desire filled her. Sarah’s breasts felt fuller than ever, and with a gasp she realized milk was starting to slowly seep out of her nipples.


  Michael leaned down and carefully licked the milk away. His touch was electric. Sarah didn’t bother hiding how she was feeling now. She moaned loudly, as he kept slowing licking her nipples. Her creamy milk started to flow freely. Warm droplets of it ran down her tight abs.


  The relief was better than Sarah had ever imagined. The built-up pressure in her breasts was gone. In its place was a feeling of pure bliss. The feeling of milk flowing through her was more pleasurable than any orgasm. Maybe that’s because I’ve never slept with a man before, she thought hazily, the thrill of the moment clouding her thinking.


  Sarah fell heavily to the floor of the barn, her legs too weak to hold her. Michael went with her, still rubbing at her heavy tits and teasingly licking at her nipples.


  “Please, suck it out,” Sarah whispered desperately. The pleasure was intense, but she needed more. Michael didn’t need to be asked twice. He took one of her nipples in his mouth and started sucking, softly at first and then more insistently.


  Sarah gasped. She felt her creamy milk flow faster. The pleasure was almost too much for her. Her legs twisted on the rough floor of the barn underneath her, as she started squirming from the intensity of the feeling. She realized her juices were also flowing between her legs.


  “Sarah? Where’s the milk?” her father’s voice called from a distance. Michael froze. “Oh, no!” Sarah gasped. She desperately put Michael’s shirt on as fast as she could. It was more than a little damp from the milk coating her body. But it was a hot day. Maybe her father would think it was sweat from working.


  Sarah ran out of the barn, grabbing the pail of milk on the way. She didn’t even look at Michael as she left—she was too ashamed of how excited she had become. There was little doubt he noticed her arousal as she lay under him on the floor moaning.


  “There you are!” her father shouted from the porch of their house. “We’ve been waiting for that for breakfast.”


  “Sorry, Dad,” Sarah said as she hurried up the stairs. “Betsy wasn’t making it easy today.”


  “That’s okay,” her father chuckled. “She can be stubborn when she wants to be.” He didn’t pay any mind to her flushed face.


  “Say, I’ve never seen that shirt before. Is it new?” he asked. The long-sleeved work shirt was clearly too big on her.


  “Um, yeah, my friend Allyssa gave it to me. It was her brother Michael’s, but it was too small for him.”


  “Is that so,” her father said thoughtfully.


  “Well, let’s not keep Mom waiting,” Sarah said quickly, walking inside. She knew her father didn’t believe her story, but she also knew he wasn’t going to press the issue. Whatever he thought she was hiding, she was sure it wasn’t close to the truth.


  The rest of the day Sarah couldn’t stop thinking about that morning in the barn. For the first time in months, her breasts didn’t feel full and tight. She did miss the familiar feeling of fullness, but at least the discomfort was gone.


  Her nipples were more sensitive than ever. That morning had been the first time her milk had flowed through them. That must be the reason they are tingling¸ she thought. I’m glad I have Michael’s loose shirt on. I don’t think I could stand wearing a tight one. I wonder if they will always be this sensitive now or if it’s just because they were milked so recently.


  Most of all, Sarah couldn’t stop thinking about Michael. Even though they had gone to school together, Sarah had never really been friends with him. She and his sister Allyssa had hung out sometimes. And they still saw each other occasionally since graduating from high school. Michael had always been someone she would wave to or say “hi” to without thinking, nothing more.


  Now, Sarah couldn’t stop picturing his shirtless body as he sucked on her breasts in the barn. He wasn’t overly muscular, but his body was lean and strong from working outside. The thought of him filled Sarah with lust. She could hardly concentrate on her chores.


  As she was putting hay in Betsy’s stall, Sarah looked down at the corner of the barn where she and Michael had been earlier. It looked like the rough boards of the barn floor were still damp where drops of creamy milk had dripped down after rolling over her tight stomach.


  Sarah felt her heart begin to beat faster. Her knees wobbled. This barn is suffocating, she thought, wiping the sweat from her forehead. Was he as excited as I was? He’s a twenty-something-year-old man. There’s no way he didn’t feel something sucking on my tits.


  Sarah looked down at herself, smoothing her skirt over her legs. I’m sexy enough for Michael to want. Other than her larger-than-average breasts, she was a quite small. Her waist was narrow, and her legs were pale and toned. Her skirt was modest, falling past her knees. But it couldn’t hide just how attractive her body was. It hugged her small but shapely butt.


  Sarah went over to the corner of the barn. Her heart was still pounding in her chest. For a second, she thought she smelled Michael, the musky scent of a man who had worked hard outside for hours.


  Without thinking, Sarah reached one hand over her shirt and began slowly massaging her breast. She sat down on the floor, leaning up against the wall of the barn. All the animals were out, and the only sound was her ragged breathing as she kept rubbing the fullness of her breasts.


  Sarah gave a low moan, reaching her other hand up her skirt. She could feel her wetness through her panties. As her fingers brushed against her slit, pleasure coursed through her body.


  Oh God, what am I doing? For a second, Sarah stopped, thinking about what she must look like lying on the floor with one hand cupping her breast and the other up her skirt. Her hair was sweaty and tousled, her face red and flushed from the stifling heat. I’m not a slut. I never do anything like this, she reassured herself.


  There’s no harm in having some fun for once. She slipped her hand under panties. The feeling overwhelmed her. She bit her lip—hard—trying not to moan so loudly that someone outside the barn could hear her.


  Her breasts were still tender from earlier. Now massaging them was causing her causing pleasure to radiate across her chest. It didn’t feel nearly as good as when Michael licked and sucked on them, but it was still clouding her judgment. Thank goodness they’re not full of milk or I’d be leaking everywhere.


  Sarah started bucking slowly against her hand, pushing her hips off the ground and tensing her lithe legs. Waves of pleasure cascaded through her as she writhed on the floor. The feeling of the rough floor underneath her only turned her on more. There was no denying the wrongness of what she was doing.


  Without warning, her orgasm swept through her. The sensation was unlike any she had experienced before. Her body stiffened as the pleasure reached a crescendo, and the only reason she could keep quiet was the fear that her father or Michael was just outside.


  As she lay panting on the floor, her kept absent-mindedly stoking her breasts. Reaching a hand down her shirt to straighten herself, she felt a few drops of creamy milk that had coated the inside of her blouse. I guess it’s too late to worry about breaking the town’s rules now, she thought ruefully. You’re definitely not supposed to masturbate in the barn.


  The next morning, Sarah woke up slowly from a deep sleep. She stretched out lazily under her soft sheets. I wonder if I’ll see Michael working this morning, she thought excitedly. He was usually out in the fields when she went to milk Betsy.


  I’ll wear something hot just in case. She dug through her drawers, looking for something to catch Michael’s eye. In the end, she settled on a tight white shirt that didn’t quite reach her waist. It was less sexy and more outgrown, but she didn’t want to draw attention from her parents. She also pulled on her shortest black skirt. Not quite reaching her knees, it showed off her slim thighs.


  Sarah admired herself in the mirror. He won’t be able to ignore me when he sees me wearing this! She bounced happily downstairs and went out to the barn. But she didn’t see Michael in the neighboring field.


  Sighing, she put the stool next to Betsy and set to work. As soon as she leaned over to milk the cow, she realized her breasts were once again full of milk. They pulled painfully towards the ground as she sat bent double on the stool. Groaning with annoyance, she tried to milk Betsy quickly.


  Moving her arms as she pulled on Betsy’s udders made her bosom jiggle and bounce in the skintight T-shirt. Can this be anymore uncomfortable? After the short relief granted by Michael yesterday morning, her breasts felt fuller than they ever had before. It feels like I’m producing even more milk, she thought in frustration.


  Sarah was still milking Betsy when she heard the backdoor to the barn creak open. “Hello?” she said, startled by the noise.


  Michael peeked around a wooden support beam at the far side of the barn. “Hi, Sarah,” he half whispered. “Is it okay if I come in?”


  Sarah’s heart jumped in her throat. “Of course,” she said quietly, hoping her parents hadn’t heard anything back at the house.


  “Did you feel any better after relieving some of the pressure yesterday?” Michael asked, his eyes full of concern.


  “Um, yeah, thank you for that,” Sarah said, blushing as she looked away. What a stupid thing to say.


  The silence grew longer as they both stood in the barn.


  Finally, Sarah spoke, “Actually, they kind of hurt today.” She gestured helplessly to the front of her shirt, where her T-shit was stretched tight around her nipples.


  Michael walked over slowly, staring at her breasts. Without a word, he grabbed the bottom of her shirt and slowly peeled it over her head. He cupped her breasts in his large hands and ran his fingers around her swollen nipples. It felt like fireworks were going off inside of Sarah’s body.


  She almost collapsed before she grabbed hold of Michael’s shoulders to steady herself. “Why don’t you sit down?” Michael asked, his voice heavy with lust.


  Nodding silently, Sarah wobbled over to a clear spot in the barn and laid down. Panting for air, she closed her eyes. Suddenly, she felt a warm mouth engulf her nipple, and she cried out.


  “Shh,” Michael said, putting a finger to her mouth. He kept focusing on her heavy breasts, and before long, she felt her thick, creamy milk flowing freely. Michael sucked most of it up, but some ran down her stomach before falling to the ground.


  Sarah throbbed with desire. She clenched her thighs together desperately, trying to make the feeling going away. Waves of euphoria were building in her breasts and between her legs, as Michael kept sucking on her tender nipples.


  Opening her eyes, Sarah saw that she wasn’t the only one excited by the situation. Michael’s pants bulged as he sucked greedily at her milk-covered tits. She could see his member pulse rhythmically against the confines of his pants. Entranced by the sight, she reached out and touched it curiously.


  “Is that what you want, Sarah?”


  There was no use denying it. Her smooth thighs were already wet and slippery with her desire.


  “Yes,” she whispered shyly.


  “I want to hear you beg for it,” he said, looking down at her down triumphantly. Sarah looked a complete mess, lying on the hay-covered floor of the barn. Her chest and stomach, coated with sticky milk, heaved up and down as she struggled to catch her breath. Her long hair was stuck to her body, and her pretty face was flushed and sweaty.


  “I—I want you to make love to me, Michael,” she said quietly, looking away from him.


  He reached down and reached up her skirt, caressing her wet panties. Sarah moaned. No one had ever touched her there, and in her state of heightened arousal, it felt better than she had ever imagined.


  “I want you to ask for it like you mean it,” Michael said. “What do you want me to do to that tight pussy?”


  Sarah could hardly believe her ears. No one had ever talked to her like that before. She’d only read words like that on the internet. But her desire grew when she heard him say it.


  “Please, fuck my tight pussy,” she whispered, jumping as he slowly worked his hand down her panties and against her slit.


  Michael laughed quietly. “I knew you were a dirty little slut.” He pulled her panties off and hiked up her skirt before pulling out his cock.


  Sarah gasped. It was much bigger than the ones she had seen in videos before. It’s as big as my wrist! There’s no way it will fit inside of me.


  He dragged the tip of it up and down her folds, covering it in her juices. It seemed like an eternity to Sarah. Milk was still dribbling out of her tits, and the sensation was driving her wild.


  “Do it, Michael,” she said, bucking her hips up to try to meet his cock.


  “Fuck my pussy, please!” she finally begged.


  Michael smiled at her as he began pushing inside. Sarah grabbed his waist, pulling him deeper and deeper. His huge cock slid in effortlessly since she was so wet. The feeling of fullness was unlike anything she had experienced, and Sarah basked in the sensation.


  Taking his time, Michael slowly began thrusting into her. Her tits bounced with each push, and milk dripped out slowly as he fucked her. Leaning down, Michael licked the drops of milk off.


  Sarah grabbed her breasts and started massaging them. More and more milk began leaking out, running over her body and onto the wooden floor. The feeling of milk flowing out of her and Michael’s cock pounding into her was almost too much for Sarah to bear.


  Pleasure crackled like electricity through every inch of her body. She wrapped her thin legs around Michael and moved her hips wildly against him.


  It didn’t take long for her to explode in orgasm. She screamed his name as Michael kept thrusting into her. She moaned, and the sensation of getting fucked and getting milked blended together, creating a wave of bliss that overwhelmed her senses.


  Seeing her moan helplessly below him pushed Michael over the edge. She felt his thick cock pulse and her pussy flood with his cum. The excitement of it made even more milk squirt out of her breasts as Michael sucked on them.


  The two of them lay on the floor exhausted. The floor was wet and stained with Sarah’s milk. God, I never knew so much could come out of me. Her tits felt empty at last. The constant tension of being full was gone. But it was replaced with an aching desire to be full.


  “You better hurry up and bring the milk home,” Michael whispered as he started getting dressed. Sarah nodded groggily, still reeling from the new sensations of the morning.


  “You should come to the back room of The Lazy Farmer tonight,” he said looking down at her. “Just ask for me.”


  Sarah looked at him, her eyes wide with surprise. “I don’t know. I’m not really supposed to go out alone at night.”


  Michael just laughed. “Think about it,” he said. “You’re a grown woman now. And besides, you can always sneak out when your parents are asleep.” With a wink, Michael left through the back of the barn, making sure he couldn’t be seen from her house.


  Does he really expect me to go there alone? Everyone always says the parties there can get a little too rowdy late at night.


  The rest of the day Sarah couldn’t make up her mind. She did want to see Michael again, but she didn’t want to sneak out at night like she was doing something wrong. In the end, she decided against it. I’m not the sort of woman to go The Lazy Farmer alone, she thought as she crawled into bed to go to sleep.


  The next morning, she could barely wait to go milk Betsy. This time, she decided to really put on a show for Michael. She woke up early to apply the kind of makeup that she rarely wore around the farm: bright red lipstick and dark smoky circles around her eyes. Sarah decided to wear her lowest-cut blouse, one that showed off her ample cleavage. Under her skirt, she decided not to wear any panties at all. No one would tell from looking at her, but Michael would certainly notice.


  The feel of the cool morning air caressing the flesh under her skirt drove her wild as she walked out to the barn. It made her feel sexy and dirty to be outside in public without anything covering her pussy.


  Like the day before, Sarah thought her breasts were fuller than usual. Milking Betsy was terribly uncomfortable. But the thought of Michael visiting kept her from being too annoyed. Just a little longer and I’ll get some relief.


  After she finished milking Betsy, she sat in the barn waiting. She was sure Michael would come eventually, but after almost half an hour, she had to give up. She knew her father would come out looking for the milk soon.


  Why wouldn’t he come? Did he get hurt? Did he not like what we did yesterday? Did something come up?


  Sarah’s mind raced the rest of the day. She found excuse after excuse to walk next to Michael’s farm, but she never saw him.


  Her breasts felt fuller and heavier as the day dragged on. There’s no doubt I’m producing more milk, she thought despondently. If I don’t do something, I’m going to start leaking through my shirt again.


  Still, she couldn’t bring herself to take care of the situation. Something felt horribly wrong about milking her own tits. It was against the town rules, and the thought of it just made her feel bad.


  She also understood why it was forbidden now. If I just produce more and more milk after I’m milked, there’s nothing I can do, she thought hopelessly. I’ll have to be milked more and more often too, just so it’s not unbearable. That thought made her pulse quicken, and shame swept over her as she realized how much it turned her on.


  Sarah sighed heavily, deciding that she needed to stop being milked once and for all. All the other women in town put up with being full of milk. I’ll just have to learn how to deal with it, too.


  That night, she spent what felt like hours tossing and turning. Her breasts ached more than they ever had before. To make matters worse, her pussy throbbed with desire. The thought of fucking Michael in the barn ran through her head over and over again.


  I just can’t do it, she thought helplessly. Maybe Michael is at The Lazy Farmer tonight. There’s nothing wrong with having a little fun.


  She got out of bed and got ready to go out. She’d never been to a bar before. Although she was old enough now, she’d always had a sheltered life with her parents. They had never really forbidden her to go out, but she didn’t want to disappoint them. She knew they’d never approve of her going out alone at night.


  Tiptoeing down the steps, she paused to listen. They must be asleep, she thought. The house was silent. There was no light from the television, and the door to her parents’ bedroom was shut. She crept quietly by and went outside.


  The Lazy Farmer was just a short walk away. Sarah could see the lights of the town from her house’s front steps. It was perfectly safe to walk around at night. The only danger was being accosted by a talkative neighbor. Still, she didn’t want to become the talk of the town. She walked on the side of the road—ready to duck out of sight if she saw anyone coming. Luckily, there was no one else out and about in the middle of the night, and she soon made it to the bar.


  From outside, she could hear laughter and blaring music. Sarah took a deep breath, steeling herself. People go to bars all the time. It’s no big deal. I’m just going to go in and look for Michael.


  She hesitantly pushed through the front doors into the bar. A cloud of smoke billowed out, and she coughed from the smell of cigarettes. Inside, men were packed into the small space, drinking and talking loudly to one another. Most of them turned to the door as she walked in. They looked at Sarah with surprise. It only took her a moment to realize she was the only woman there. She thought about leaving, but soon the men went back to what they were doing before, ignoring Sarah completely.


  With a relieved sigh, she started picking her way through the crowd towards the bar. Glancing around, she didn’t see Michael anywhere. He told me to ask for him, didn’t he? She walked up to the bartender, “Um, excuse me, sir, is Michael here?”


  The bartender looked up from the drink he was mixing. “Michael?” he asked, meeting her eyes with an intense gaze. “You’re sure you want to see Michael?” He didn’t sound so sure of it.


  But Sarah didn’t pay any attention to his tone. She was just happy he seemed to know who Michael was and that he was there. “Yes, I’m friends with his sister,” she said with growing confidence.


  The bartender looked her over again and with a shrug gestured towards a door in the back. “He’s in there.”


  Sarah’s stomach fluttered. Finally, she might get some relief from the painful fullness of her breasts. Is there somewhere private here? The image of him sucking tenderly on her tits in the dark bushes outside the bar ran through her head.


  She opened the door and stepped inside. Then she stopped dead in her tracks. There were about ten men sitting with their backs to her in the dark room. In front of them was a flat-screen TV. A woman on the screen was getting fucked by two huge men. One was pounding her from behind while she bobbed on the cock of the second one.


  Sarah could hardly believe her eyes. As she stood there with her mouth hanging open, one of the men turned around to see who had opened the door. It was Michael. His eyes met hers, and he grinned wickedly at her.


  Walking over to her, he whispered, “I knew you would come.” Sarah just stared at him wide-eyed.


  Glancing around to make sure no one was looking, Michael cupped her breast and gave a squeeze. Despite how exposed she felt, Sarah whimpered softly. Milk dribbled out of her, making a wet spot on the front of her shirt.


  “I knew you were a slut since I first saw you,” Michael whispered in her ear. He kissed the side of her neck, making her legs wobble.


  “Do you want some relief for those tits?” he asked. Sarah nodded mutely.


  “Then you have to do whatever we say,” he growled in her ear. “Is that what you want?” he gestured at the crowd of men in the room.


  Is he serious? She hadn’t thought about letting anyone but Michael drink her milk, but the thought of it made desire rise in her belly.


  “Okay,” she said, nodding slowly. Michael’s smile grew.


  “This is the woman I was telling you about,” he said loudly to the room. All the men turned around to leer at Sarah. She felt her pulse quicken.


  “Go up on stage, Sarah,” he said. She hadn’t noticed when she came in, but there was a small raised platform under the TV at the front of the room. Trying to avoid looking at the men in the room, she walked slowly up to it.


  “Get on your knees.”


  Sarah hesitated for a second. Is this what I want? The thought of being put on display for the whole room terrified her. She wasn’t afraid of the men. She just didn’t want to be the town slut. Still, there was no use denying the situation aroused her. She could feel the wetness under her skirt, and Michael ordering her around was making her want him even more.


  She sank to her knees on the stage, staring at the ground in front of her.


  “Now take your shirt off. Show them what they want to see.”


  Sarah’s face flushed red. A low murmur passed through the seated men, and their chairs creaked as they leaned forward in anticipation.


  Her fingers trembling, Sarah pulled her shirt off over her head. Her breasts bounced out. They were swollen with milk and even larger than usual. Her nipples were hard, begging for release.


  Michael reached down to grab one roughly, and she moaned loudly despite herself.


  “Suck my cock, Sarah.”


  She looked up. Michael’s cock hovered in the air just in front of her face.


  Until yesterday, Sarah had never even seen a cock in person, and she’d certainly never put one in her mouth. But she had said she’d do whatever Michael told her to.


  Leaning forward, she took the rigid head in her mouth. It was oddly satisfying as it pulsed against her lips. Sarah started bobbing up and down like she had seen women do in movies.


  Michael started massaging Sarah’s breasts, and before long milk squirted out across the floor of the stage. Stars exploded in Sarah’s vision, and she let out a muffled cry around Michael’s cock. For a moment, she thought she might pass out from relief. The feeling of tension that had throbbed in her breasts all day was replaced by pure bliss. As the milk squirted across the floor, the men sitting in the room began standing up and closing in on the stage.


  Two of them came over, and each took one of her swollen nipples in their mouths. Sarah lost control. The feeling of having both of her tits sucked on at once was too much. She moaned around Michael’s cock and reached one her hands down to touch her pussy. It was wet and puffy with desire.


  Another man came up and slapped her hand away. He grabbed her hips from behind and began rubbing his cock on her shapely ass. Sarah shifted her hips backward, careful to keep Michael’s cock in her mouth, desperate to be fucked. The man didn’t need to be told twice. With one thrust, he buried his cock inside of her.


  Impaled from both ends with both her tits being sucked, Sarah was in heaven. This was even better than when Michael had fucked her in the barn. She basked in the feeling of fullness as both cocks pumped into her again. The heady feeling of milk shooting out of both her nipples added to her pleasure.


  Suddenly, Michael’s cock began twitching in her mouth. Sarah wasn’t sure what was happening until a splash of salty cum hit her tongue. She swallowed as quickly as she could, but some ran down her chin and dripped onto her stomach. It mixed with the milk that had run down from her breasts and now covered her.


  She was left feeling empty after Michael’s cock was gone, but the feeling didn’t last. After a few seconds, another man took his place. Sarah eagerly took him in her mouth, trying to see just how far she could take his cock. It was even bigger than Michael’s. She took it as deep into her throat as she could, but she couldn’t take it all. The man seemed happy enough when she worked on his head, swirling her tongue around it and jacking him off with her hands.


  Before long, she felt the cock inside of pussy pulse. Cum flooded inside of her. Desperate to orgasm, she kept thrusting her hips back towards the man, but he soon went soft. She stopped sucking on the dick in front of her long enough to plead with one of the men standing around her jacking off.


  “Please, fuck my pussy. I need someone to fuck me.”


  He knelt behind her and started slamming in and out of her. Sarah whimpered happily. The pleasure inside of her kept building as one man fucked her mouth and the other her pussy. The other men in the room were taking turns kneading at her tits and sucking her creamy milk into their mouths.


  Sarah knew her orgasm was fast approaching. She started bucking wildly against the cock behind her, as she tried to take the one in her mouth even deeper. Pleasure exploded throughout her body. The feeling of two cocks sliding into her and the men fondling and sucking at her tender breasts was too much. She cried out wordlessly as she shuddered and orgasmed.


  The men kept fucking her as she rode wave after wave of bliss. Finally, she collapsed to the ground. The men rolled her over onto her back, and she looked up at them. Sweat and milk ran in rivulets down between her tits, across her belly, to her swollen and puffy pussy. Sarah was panting, desperately trying to catch her breath, her eyes unfocused.


  “Keep fucking me,” she moaned, looking up at the circle of men above her. She knew only two of them had cum so far, and she had more work to do that night. They smiled down at her.


  The rest of the night they took turns fucking her pussy and mouth. Sarah lay on the floor, overwhelmed by the sensation of so many cocks using her and so many mouths sucking the milk out of her tender breasts.


  The men from the front room of The Lazy Farmer came back, taking their turn with Sarah. By morning, she had lost count of the number of times she had orgasmed—and the number of men that had cum inside of her.


  With daybreak approaching, Sarah put on her clothes. They stuck to her milk and cum covered body. Hurrying home, she hoped her parents weren’t awake yet. There would be no pretending it was sweat from working outside at this time of day.


  Her tits hung down, empty and totally drained of their creamy milk. The discomfort of her breasts and the overwhelming sexual tension was completely gone for once. But she knew it wouldn’t last.


  Before long, her tits would be brimming with milk and she’d be desperate to fuck. Sarah decided that was okay. Last night was clearly just the beginning of her new life. She didn’t need to suffer while pent-up milk and desire filled her lithe body. She would just go back to The Lazy Farmer.


  
    The End
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