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CHAPTER 1


Do you know how fun it is to get milked? To let men grab your tits and pull your nipples until your delicious, creamy delight flows? Some get greedy and attach pumps to pull out every last drop. Others want to suck it straight from the source.


Before I became a hucow, I would have been horrified at the thought of any of this. But then my breasts became huge with what would become my frothy treats. There came a point of no return where my tits became so full of milky goodness that I was practically begging for some man to suck them dry. It wasn't just a kinky decision. It became imperative that someone suckled from me regularly. The twins had to be milked all the time!


Just to be clear, my tits didn't start that way. But a couple weeks after my transformation began, they were ready to be milked. They were so tender and swollen with creamy treats. The more I tried to ignore them, the more they begged for release. After about a week of swelling, it became clear that my sweater puppies were not going to be slowing down. And modern problems like this required modern solutions.


The changes first became noticeable one day when I was finishing up at work. It was late in the day when I moved just right that my shirt dragged across my chest in a different way. The tingle across my chest was unmistakable. I looked down and noticed that my nipples were rock hard, even with a bra on. They still poked through the thick fabric of my bra. It was very odd. I couldn't recall the last time I saw that happen...


I was trying to finish up for the day and brushed it off as an odd occurrence and returned to my work at hand. While I was driving home that evening, I noticed that they were still rock hard. This was hours later. What the hell was going on? I slipped my hand under my shirt and pushed one inward, hoping to relieve some of the firmness. Perhaps the warmth would soften my pink nub. It didn't work. Actually, it only made things worse.


Within seconds, my chest was more aroused. The tingle that I had been feeling all afternoon was now insatiable. I was getting so fucking horny. Could I even make it home without masturbating? Or did I need to pull over and rub one out real quick? I decided the best compromise was to softly knead my breast as I drove. After a moment, it became clear that touching myself in any way without masturbating was not going to help. I had to fight the urge to continue touching myself as I drove.


I turned on the radio to distract myself. The song that came on reminded me of going to the club. It was a hit at the moment. Then I remembered how many men I ground against to that beat. Nice fat cocks grinding against my ass as we moved to the beat. Fuck, this was going to be harder than I thought getting home.


Maybe a soft touch is what I needed. Maybe just a light touch or pinch to release some of the built-up arousal... I started to rub my nipple again. The whole way home I had to make sure nobody noticed me touching myself. An intense pleasure spread through my body as I pinched and tugged on my tingly nubs. By the time I was home, I was soaked.


The jog to the front door seemed like the longest of my life. The key could not get in the lock fast enough. I started to rub myself before the door had fully unlocked. I stepped in and slammed the door before stripping naked in the hallway and rubbing my clit like a maniac as I walked to my bedroom. I quickly busted out my dildo. That rubber dick was going to be earning its keep today.


The fullness of being penetrated by my dildo sent pleasure through my body as I quivered and clenched against the firm shaft buried deep in my cunt. I flipped the vibrator setting on and quickly got off hard and repeatedly. What was going on with me today?


All the exertion of my masturbation session had me beat for the night. I quietly curled up and drifted off to sleep on my bed with the rubber dick still in me. I had no idea what was about to take place in my body...


CHAPTER 2


I woke up with a start. What the fuck?! The bed was soaked... but it wasn't down by my pussy. I quickly rolled over and turned the light on. There was nothing but milk everywhere. I pulled the sheets away as the white liquid dripped from the fabric. I looked down in confusion as I saw my nipples were still rock-hard, but bigger than before. My touched my breasts and they felt full and swollen. What had happened to me?


I gave my tits a squeeze and immediately squealed with surprise as the soft flesh gave in and hot white liquid squirted out of my nipples. The sudden feeling of relief was instantly noticeable.


I slowly ran my hands under my boobs and pushed up. Milk dribbled from my nipples. I gently pushed from the sides. More milk dribbled. As I pushed harder, the creamy liquid arched further out in a steady stream. I inspected my chest more and noticed that my nipples were not only larger, but bumpier too. Delicate blue veins criss-crossed my swollen milk bags. I squeezed them again, savoring the delicious sense of relief with each drop that flowed. My eyes watched the drops run down my stomach and onto the sheets. I was mesmerized by what I was becoming.


Deep down, I knew something was changing. This was not normal. But I tried to ignore the problem. It was time to get ready for work. I attempted to stuff my now-huge tits into my normal bra. It was like being suffocated. I loosened my bra as much as it would go and tried again. Still wasn't fitting. I decided to take a page out of a pregnant lady's book and left it unhooked with some string to hold the straps together. As I looked in the mirror, I saw that I was pouring out of my bra. One wrong move and a boob was going to flop out. Oh well... I didn't have much time to get ready. I decided to wear a loose-fitting top and hoped that it was enough to conceal my overnight gains. My nipples were still so sensitive now.


I finished getting ready and got back in my car to go to work. As soon as the engine started and the car had the slightest vibration, my pussy started talking to me. It was begging to be touched and rubbed and fingered. All the stuff that I wanted to do to it. My hand subconsciously found my folds and started to part my lips. I had to force myself not to play around. I had work to do. It wasn't the time for funny business. Work was right around the corner.


As I walked in the office, my boss caught me almost immediately after walking through the doorway.


"Hey Jasmine, did you get those reports finished? The meeting is today." My boss stood in front of me, waiting for an answer with his usual smug smile.


I pretended to care about my job this early in the morning. "Yes, sir. They got emailed out last night. I printed copies as well."


He looked down at my chest with his usual pervy glance. "A little chilly today?"


I looked down where he eyes had just been. I wasn't sure if he was referring to my unseasonably warm choice of outfit today or my rock-hard nipples. I thought I had done enough to hide them, but maybe he had X-ray vision or something. This day had started off weird enough that I was willing to believe anything at this point. "No, I'm fine."


"I want you to be comfortable today. We have a big day ahead. Let me turn the AC down. I'll let my boss know that you helped the company save some money on utilities." He let out a shitty little giggle as he turned and walked away.


I dashed to follow him. "Mr. Bradford... you really don't have to do that. It's too hot outside to do that to everyone in the office." I knew that if the office got any hotter, I was going to have a heat stroke under this outfit or I was going to have to strip and reveal my milky goods.


He held his hand out to stop me. "I grew up in Arizona. I'll be fine."


I walked to my desk, threw my bag down, and dropped into my chair. I heard the thud of the air conditioner shutting off. A few minutes later, the air started to feel stagnant. I knew I wasn't going to be the only one who felt the temperature rising. A drop of sweat ran down my back. This was going to be a long day.


I pulled my collar away from my chest and felt the hot air rising out from under my clothing. Fuck, I wasn't going to make it all day like this...


An hour later, my shirt underneath was feeling sticky. I was pretty sure that I had sweat through it already. I felt like I was slowly going insane. I had to take my top shirt off. I discreetly looked over my shoulder and next to me as I started to pull up on the bottom. Nobody was watching me. Now was my chance.


I finished pulling it over my head and wiggled to get my arms out. I twisted my back and swung my arms. Then I felt something suddenly loosen. Oh shit... The string holding my bra straps together had snapped! As I pulled my shirt off, my tank top had ridden up under it and hiked up over my bra. When I pulled my tank top down, it caught the edge of my bra and ripped it down my arms and away from my chest. My massive tits tumbled out and strained against the thin fabric of my tank top. I needed to get to the bathroom quick... and it was on the other side of the office.


I quickly stood up to run to the bathroom, turned, and... tripped over the desk drawer that I had just pulled out. The loud banging sound of my foot hitting the drawer surely drew everyone's attention. Then I fell and hit the floor. My massive milky melons strained against my tank top and pushed the fabric past the breaking point. My top ripped across the middle, letting my breasts tumble out as I stood up, a little foggy from the hit I just took.


The air on my skin felt amazing. My sweat quickly began to evaporate, leaving a cool sensation on my nipples. I looked down and realized that my entire chest was exposed and I was standing in the middle of the office. One nipple dripped slowly down the front of me and the other sprayed a steady stream of milk onto the tile floor. My face turned beet-red. This was going to be my last day here. Embarrassment alone was enough for me never to return. Every one of my coworkers were staring at me...


CHAPTER 3


I dashed to the employee kitchen right next to my desk to grab some paper towels. I was dribbling milk everywhere. Each step forced a little more out my tits and onto the floor. I turned and looked at the creamy trail that I had left from my desk to the little kitchen as I ripped towels out of the dispenser as fast as I could. A panic had already set it and I was breathing heavily. I caught a glance of myself in the mirror on the wall. God, they were huge. It was like two gallon jugs attached to my chest. They looked so full. And they hadn't stopped leaking now.


I held paper towels against my nipples, but they quickly soaked through and I had to replace them. I grabbed one boob with both hands and squeezed it over the sink. My other breast continued to dribble on the floor as I shot hot, creamy goodness into the drain. No matter how fast I milked myself, it seemed like there was so much more in there. They felt like they were about to pop. How could I relieve the pressure that was building?


I gave each nipple a firm tug. A gush of milk came out. It ran through my hands and down my arms. The relief was instant. I pulled one nipple again. Another gush came out, but this time I had aimed it at the sink. I pulled again and another gush came out. Then another and another. The relief was so soothing.


By this point, a small crowd had gathered in the doorway of the kitchen to see what the commotion was. I wasn't really concerned about who was watching. I was so desperate to get my tits down in fullness that I gladly milked myself as they watched like some sort of freak show. They couldn't help staring any more than I could help myself.


I heard a man clear his throat. I turned and Mr. Bradford was working his way through the crowd to see what the big deal was. His eyes were wide as he got closer. "Jasmine... have you lost your mind?! This is completely unacceptable!"


"Just dandy, Bob..." I replied without looking.


He leaned in further. "What are you doing?" he asked as he studied my movements. When he realized what I was doing to my boobs, he calmed down and watched more intently.


I didn't stop my milking. The sensation of relief was far better than anything else in my world at that moment. I had to get my frothy treat out. The idea of doing this while my older boss watched suddenly made me horny. The way he was fixated on me doing this told me he wanted a taste. I glanced at his crotch. His cock was hard and bulging.


"Maybe I can help here..." he mumbled as he started to stroke his cock through his pants. "I wouldn't mind sucking some of that out... just to get a taste, baby."


I turned to face him without stopping my milking. White liquid shot all down the front of my boss as he moved in to latch onto me. I felt his lips wrap around my nipple. Then I felt the suction of him desperately trying to get some of the milky delight down his throat. "That's it... Keep sucking hard. Mmm..." I sighed. My nipple slid further into his mouth as he suckled.


My gasps turned to moans as I felt my chest draining. Why did this feel so good? It was so much more pleasureful to be suckled rather than just milked by hand. My other breast stopped leaking and I was able to use my hand to stroke my boss's head as he drank his fill of my creamy milk. The only interruption to his firm sucking was for the occasional sound of satisfaction.


Mr. Bradford slid his hand up my skirt, gently caressing my thighs as he continued to suckle. He wanted as much of me as he could get. He made that quite clear as he stroked my pussy lips through my panties. I gasped and moaned as he massaged my clit through my pussy lips. I was getting very wet and horny for him. I pulled my panties down for him. I then unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out while he continued to drink.


Mr. Bradford sighed as I started to stroke him in front of the whole office. I didn't give a fuck anymore. I figured I was out of a job in the next few minutes anyway. Might as well have some spontaneous fun. His thick cock sprung to life as it grew in my hand. He groaned against my tit as I jacked him vigorously. I moved my cunt next to his rod and slapped my clit with his tip, sending jolts of lightning through my body.


He ripped his pants down to his ankles and pressed his fat dick into my folds. I was almost ready to cum before he entered me.


"Don't stop. I need that dick in me. Cum in me. Don't pull out, you bastard!" I gave him a firm slap to let him know that I meant it.


He pushed his cock into my tight hole, stretching me as he squeezed out my tangy pussy nectar. He was balls-deep on his first stroke as he sucked greedily on my nipple. My creamy milk ran down his chin and onto his chest as he devoured my treat. He continued to suck as he fucked me in front of the staff in the office.


"Mr. Bradford, cum in me now. Please... I need it," I begged. My hucow pussy was desperate for its first hot load. I needed every drop.


Mr. Bradford pumped furiously against me, determined to get every drop of pleasure out of me. We were both barreling toward an intense orgasm. I finally lost control of my body, letting it explode in an incredible mix of sexual pleasure. It ripped through me like lightning, forcing me to scream and clamp down on the cock in me. His cock exploded at the same time, dumping a river of hot cum in me as I shook and quivered through my orgasm.


Mr. Bradford filled my fertile hole completely with his hot load. As he pulled out, his load ran back out and down my thigh. I collapsed against the counter in the kitchen after that. I had to catch my breath. As I panted, the next taker stepped forward. It was Mike from Accounting. He had his cock out already and that look in his eye.


When I was ready, I gave him a signal to come over and do what he pleased.


By the end of the day, I was thoroughly used and full of a mixture of jizz from multiple men. My pussy had been eaten by half a dozen women in the office. My tits had been milked for hours and were already started to recover from the huge draining that had happened. I figured it was time to look for a new job when this started, but the opposite happened. Mr. Bradford decided that I was important for morale going forward.


When I came into work the next day, a new name tag was on my cubicle. Instead of my name, it just said Village Hucow Bicycle. My desk was gone and there was a bed in place of it. It looked good to me. I was going to be used and shared for my milk for a living now. My job was to get ejaculated in from here on out. I was going to love this new job. Next quarter's numbers were going to be great!


The End.
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