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The screeching sound of the wheels of a huge moving truck caused residents of the entire street to come outside to see exactly what was happening. Summersten has always been a quiet and decent place, and the people here are accustomed to a secluded, boring, and somewhat monotonous life, but one that is above all peaceful and without unexpected novelties.

Mrs. Baker died suddenly; she had suffered from heart disease for many years, but no one expected that she would die of a heart attack at 53. However, it happened one rainy night, and now her young niece, and also her only heir, was moving into her old, posh house.

Therefore, it is no wonder that the entire neighborhood came out to greet and measure their new neighbor with interest. To make their astonishment even greater, on the beautiful and young girl was plenty of material to measure.

Sally wasn't just a beautiful and young, ravishing girl, she was also a real hucow, with breasts juicy and full, swollen so much that they completely stretched the fabric of her tight and almost see-through crop top.

Sally dropped her suitcases on the ground and sighed. Coming to her aunt Ana's house seemed like a good decision at first. She wanted to start over, and for her new beginning, she was looking for exactly the quiet and secluded area that Summersten was. However, when she saw all those curious eyes on her and her huge, swollen mommy milkers, she regretted her decision.

Although she was young and endowed with a ravishing, fertile body, she did not want unwanted attention or unwanted looks.

She hurried inside the house. It was very hot, and sweat poured from her forehead as she nervously tried to unlock the door of her aunt's old house. Her nipples bounced with every movement. She could feel them filling with milk and had an overwhelming urge to empty them. 

She wanted to get into the house as soon as possible and squeeze her swollen, giant nipples so hard, bathing in waterfalls of warm milk. While she was raptly thinking about it and fiddling with the heavy metal lock, she was carried away by a ringing male voice.

- Hi, I'm Kevin!

A handsome man in his late twenties, with tousled hair and cheerful hazel eyes, smiled widely at her. He was handsome, in an unconventional way, and something about him made her feel very comfortable. Maybe it was his wide, friendly smile, or the cheerful tone of his voice. She wanted to invite Kevin in and offer him a drink, but she didn't want to be too intrusive, plus she had to milk herself soon, or she would burst.

- Hi, I'm Sally.

- I'm glad. You must be Mrs. Baker's niece. I am terribly sorry for your aunt; she was a very good woman.

Sally brushed away a strand of hair and wiped the sweat from her forehead.

- Thank you, it's okay, we weren't too close.

She smiled at him. The hardness of her breasts was almost unbearable. She just wanted to get away from this damn heat.

- But, could you help me with this lock?

-Of course.

He nodded and began fiddling with the lock. And he, too, struggled quite a bit to open it. They were standing quite close to each other, and Sally could feel her giant breasts gently brush against Kevin's arm as she stood next to him and tried to help him unlock the door. That proximity suddenly excited her. A few wet drops soaked her panties, so she pressed her thighs tightly together and tried to hold back the drops of hot milk that began to drip from her nipples.

- Here it is!

The lock clicked with a happy clicking sound, and Kevin smiled, drenched in sweat, and looked at Sally.

A wave of redness washed over her burning cheeks. Two wet spots were now spreading down her crop-top, starting from her nipples.

- Shit!

Sally ran into the house and slammed the door right in Kevin's face.

She locked herself in the bathroom and stood under a hot shower. She began to squeeze her nipples hard, and the milk trickled down her round belly and smooth, big thighs. The hot water made the milk flow even more easily, and her giant breasts became softer and more tender under the touch of the warm, watery droplets.

She closed her eyes and moved her hand down to her pulsating pussy, which was all swollen and wet. Kevin appeared before her eyes, standing very close to her, all sweaty and clumsy, trying to open the old door. She saw his fingers unlocking the metal lock and wanted to feel those fingers on her massive breasts.

Her pussy was getting more and more swollen, and the milk was now leaking down her legs and ankles, making white puddles on the floor of the shower cabin.

With one hand, she squeezed the warm liquid alternately from her nipples, and with the other, she touched her swollen clit, moaning louder and louder. Sighs filled the small space of the shower cabin as Sally writhed her beautiful, round, large body, longing for relief. 

Now she could almost feel Kevin's lips on her stomach, collecting drops of water and milk, and then on her breasts, sucking her warm juice hard.

Her thighs convulsed and shook, and the good feeling of a strong orgasm flooded her body.

It was a long morning.

She got dressed and started unpacking her things. She wanted to unpack as soon as possible. That was the part about moving that she hated the most - getting everything in place.

She knew that she had a boring and monotonous job ahead of her, so she played some of her favorite music. Dancing and music always made her feel better.

She joyfully swayed her voluptuous hips as she found a place for one thing at a time to the rhythm of reggae. Her breasts were shaking in the same rhythm. 

Happy and excited like this, about the new life that awaited her, Sally had no idea that she had completely forgotten to draw the curtains on the windows and that Kevin was watching her curiously through the window of his house.

It turns out that Kevin was actually Sally's first neighbor, and their houses were right next to each other.

Kevin had no intention of spying on Sally; he wasn't a voyeur or anything like that, but a girl like her never left anyone indifferent. He just couldn't stop staring at her luscious, ravishing curves. It seemed to him that he had never seen a girl with bigger breasts, and it also seemed to him that her breasts were quite full and swollen.

That thought excited him.

He wanted to burry his head into them and feel the weight of those massive udders that seemed to just waiting to be emptied. Undoubtedly, his new neighbor was a very remarkable girl.

Sometime in the afternoon, Sally managed to finish unpacking. She had been working all day, but now the work was finally done. She wanted to relax and enjoy the afternoon sun and the gentle breeze that had begun to blow.

She put on her favorite bikini - the one with a cow print, and poured herself a glass of tonic - vodka.

She went out into the yard and lay down on a lounger by the pool. Sally sat back comfortably and sipped her drink slowly. The warm rays of the sun caressed her large, soft body and smooth skin. Her breasts swelled to the rhythm of her slow breathing, round and juicy. She felt a new amount of milk coming in and flooding them.

Again!

Sometimes it was really hard to be hucow. All that milk just didn't stop coming in while she was just trying to relax and rest. She just wanted some time for herself, to spend in peace and quiet.

The painful pressure and itching of her nipples told her that they would soon have to be milked again. Sally took a deep breath.

Her gaze wandered to the other side of the yard when she noticed her first neighbor, Kevin, watching her curiously. When he saw Sally looking straight at him, Kevin looked down in confusion and embarrassment.

Is it possible he's been watching her all this time?

- Hey, what are you doing!

Sally yelled at him and threw
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