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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.

Mr. Martin was my mother's friend for many years, and I had known him practically for as long as I could remember. Dad left us when I was a baby, and mom took care of us her whole life as best she could. It was actually going pretty well for her until they shut down the factory where she worked. For two months, mom had been trying unsuccessfully to find a job, but everywhere she tried, she got rejected. The landlords threatened to kick us out of the apartment we lived in because we were late with the rent, and mom had no choice but to send me to live on Mr. Martin's farm.

She told me that it's only temporary until she gets everything together again, but that in the meantime she doesn't want to fear that anything will go wrong, or that I will be in need of something. She wanted to provide only the best for me. In the meantime, mom will go to live with a friend and help her with housework in return. She wanted to take me with her, but considering that her friend Lucy had five children, she could hardly agree to take only mom.

That summer I turned eighteen and I wasn't at all looking forward to having to live on a farm. I longed for fun, boys, and parties, but what is, it is. I knew there was no arguing with mom, and that we were in a dead-end situation.

So I packed my bags and the very next week, a taxi took me to the small farm of my mother's longtime friend.

When I last saw Mr. Martin, I was still in elementary school, and I remembered him as a large and tall man who always seemed a bit frowning. Mom still assured me that he is infinitely good and caring, only when you get to know him a little better, and that he helped her many times in her life.

I nervously knocked on the door, strands of blonde hair falling over my face.

I heard the click of the lock, and when the door opened, a tall and stout man stood in front of me, with beautiful features, disheveled brown hair, and dark eyes. I never noticed that Mr. Martin was this handsome before!

"Hannah?"

He asked me confused, as if he too couldn't believe that it was really me. I nodded and smiled.

"Come in, I'm glad you finally arrived. Let me help you with the suitcases.”

He carried the suitcases inside and welcomed me once more. I spent the rest of the day unpacking things. Mr. Martin was extremely kind and pleasant to me, although quite cold and reserved, but still very polite.

The days passed quickly one after the other, and before I could even turn around, two whole weeks passed, and I was head over heels in love with Mr. Martin.

I just couldn't take my eyes off him, or stop fantasizing about him all day long. It was so embarrassing and so obvious because I would blush from ear to ear every time he spoke to me or looked at me. I couldn't control my feelings. The very thought of him ignited a fire in me that I had never felt before. My groin burned with desire and my body ached every time I touched the nipples that became very sensitive every time I thought about him. My breasts were naturally very large and perky, and my nipples were bulging and hard so that even the slightest stimulation would cause them to enlarge quite a bit and harden even more.

One day, Mr. Martin called me to help him with some work in the barn.

He kept a lot of cows and milked them every day, fed them, and took care of them. He earned his living by selling milk, which he drove into town in his van every Monday. He was doing pretty well. It was hard work, but in the end, rewarding, however, it was not entirely clear to me what kind of help he was asking for from me, given that I had no idea about herding cattle or any kind of farm work. Of course, I agreed to help him, because I was looking forward to every extra moment I could spend with him.

Martin was quite a closed and silent man. Like I said, he was kind and good to me, but I never knew what was on his mind. He was very withdrawn and rarely asked me for anything. This was another reason why I was so happy about his invitation. I hoped that this might be an opportunity to get closer to him.

We reached the barn where the cows were staying. Mr. Martin pointed to the bottles full of milk.

"Look at this Hannah."

Full bottles were packed in boxes, while a few empty bottles were on the floor. It was Monday, which meant he had to make his usual milk delivery.

I looked at the bottles and nodded.

"I am in a big problem, I have several empty bottles. One of my cows is sick and I couldn't milk her."

He then looked in my direction, carefully sizing up my tits that were sticking out from under the tight t-shirt. I felt a slight tingling in my nipples and it felt like my breasts were getting heavier and fuller.

Mr. Martin's voice sounded very tired and worried. It was hard for me to watch him like that.

"I don't have enough milk, and I have to deliver an exact amount."

While he was talking, he didn't take his eyes off my breasts, which seemed to be getting fuller and more tense. My bra suddenly started to squeeze me and I had the impression that it was going to burst. My nipples became hard and painful. The feeling became very unpleasant and I began to fidget from foot to foot. I couldn't take the tension I felt anymore.

"But how can I help you with that, Mr. Martin?"

He approached me and wrapped his hand around my tit. I moaned.

"A little while ago, during breakfast, I put special medicines in your food that have an extremely fast and effective effect. Your breasts are already full of milk.”

Then he lifted my shirt and started squeezing and pinching my nipples. He acted like I was just another one of his cows.

"Now you have to let me milk you."

I looked at him confused. None of what he was saying and what was happening was clear to me. All I knew was that my breasts were filling up very fast and that I had the feeling that I was about to explode. I had an overwhelming urge to empty them, they were so heavy and painful. I moaned again.

"Okay. I'll do whatever you say, just empty them, it hurts so bad!”

Mr. Martin smiled.

"Of course you will."

His voice became somehow commanding and cold. He had never addressed me like that before. I was confused and scared. I had no idea what he was up to, I just wanted it to end as soon as possible. The tension in my boobs grew, and with it, the pain became unbearable from second to second. I felt a small, hot drop of milk slide off my nipple.

"Come."

He invited me to follow him until we came to an empty pen. There he ordered me to take off my clothes and get down on all fours on the ground. I knelt on the muddy and hard barn floor, not at all pleased that my hands and feet were now covered in mud.

"Is this really necessary, Mr. Martin?"

I asked him timidly.

"Couldn't we do this at home too?"

He scowled at me.

“Hannah, you'd better listen to me and don't question anything I say. Otherwise, it will only be harder on you, and I may have to tie you up.”

"To tie me up?"

I looked at him in astonishment.

"Yes, milking can sometimes be very painful. I have to make sure that you will be calm, and since I can see that you have no intention of cooperating, maybe it would be best that way."

He took the ropes that were hanging on the wall of the barn and tied my wrists and ankles
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