Milk It for All It(s Worth
                                by Allen Baker
Sometimes I hated being a policeman and having to carry out the law.  Sometimes I don(t.  I could actually sympathize with this perp.  He(d broken several laws, but I didn(t blame him.  He(d just confessed, and here I stood actually debating whether to take him in or let him go.  Moral dilemma.

I could sympathize because I, too, worked with the public and took their grief.  What this guy had actually said was, (Truthfully, Detective, I just got fed up with paying those bastards and putting up with their complaints.  I flipped out and just started taking what I needed, figuring to hell with (em.(
Yeah, well.  I could identify with this dude all right.  It had been a weird case from the very beginning.  What made me think it would have a simple solution?

* * * * *

The young man sitting across from my desk was obviously nervous as well as upset.  A couple of times, I almost thought he(d stand up and bolt.  It probably didn(t help that my desk was just one of twenty or so in the detective(s large, open bullpen area.  Typical of old, large city precinct buildings.  He kept looking about, trying to decide if he was being overheard.  His childlike actions made him appear even younger than is nineteen years.

(Just talk to me, sir.  We(ve all heard just about anything you can think of that people can do to each other.  No one here will be all that shocked.(  I tried to convey a disinterested tone of a hardened, jaded cop.

Even with that reassurance, I had to lean far forward to hear him.  (I(ve been violated. . . .  Sexually.(
I wasn(t shocked, of course, but mildly surprised.  Usually, we were called by an emergency room to hear such things.  (You mean you(re been raped?(
He jerked back.  Now it was his turn to register shock.  (No!  God, no!(  Then his volume lowered again.  (I(ve been violated, but I don(t really know what you(d call it. . . . Milked, I guess.(
Now it was my turn to be surprised.  Perplexed.  (Milked?  Perhaps you(d better start at the beginning.(
The youth took a deep gulp and did just that.  He and his girlfriend had been at the local park for an early Spring picnic.  He(d excused himself to the men(s to take a leak.  He was unzipped and just finishing at the urinal when he(d been grabbed from behind.

Some guy in a ski mask tied him to the stall frame and yanked down his pants and started playing with his genitals.  (The guy had on rubber gloves and had a back pack with him.(  He blushed and stammered.  (In spite of the circumstances, I ah . . . I got an erection.  I mean he was playing with it, right?(
I didn(t comment, and he went on.

(Anyway, he never said anything.  Not a word.  He just stroked me.  You know, masturbated me until I climaxed.(
He went quiet on me, embarrassed and blushing

(And that(s it?  He didn(t hurt you or do anything else?  Exposed himself or something?  Just jerked you off and left?(
He nodded.  Then shook his head, but didn(t say more.  I didn(t know what to make of that.

(Why did you say (milked( earlier?(
(That(s almost the weirdest part.  When he could tell I was about to cum,( again he blushed, (er, climax, I mean, he reached into his pack and pulled out a plastic jar.  When I started to . . . cum, he stuck the head of my prick in the jar and collected it all.  Every drop.  When I was all done, he snapped a lid on the jar and slipped it back into his pack.(
(Then he just took off?(
(Yeah.  Well, he redid my pants for me.  Even tucked in my shirt.  Weird, huh.(
Mentally, I agreed.  (Look, can you describe that guy for me?(
(Not much to tell.  Caucasian.  He was almost exactly my height ( 5'9".  Very strong, but slightly on the pudgy side.  Black sweatshirt.  Blue jeans and sneakers.  Blue ski mask.  That(s about it.(
(Age?(
(No idea.  Ne never spoke, so there was no clue there either.(
(You can(t tell me anything else about him?(
He blushed once more and looked down at my fingers.  (He had nice hands.  Gentle.(
* * * * *

I filed the report.  But there was no real way to investigate.  No clues to be followed up.  Just told the guy I(d be in touch if anything showed up.  The only thing I could do with the story was use it for a laugh in the squad break room.

I had my keys out to lock up my desk and leave for the weekend when Detective Charles ushered a guy over to the chair at my desk.

(Have a seat right here and tell your story to this policeman.(  The man sat, but didn(t look too happy about it.

I started to protest about it being the end of my shift.  But Charles cut me off.  (This is a follow-up for you.  I think you may have a serial on your hands.(  He dropped an incomplete report on my desk and walked off.

I glanced at the guy and picked up the report sheet.  Immediately, three words jumped off the page: sexual, assault, park.  I read enough to see it was a different park and then sat back in my chair.

(Ok.  Start at the beginning.(
(Ah, look.  It was really hard for me to say all that once.(
(I know, I know.  It would be for me, too.  But I think I(ve got a similar case already.  I need to judge if this just might be the same man.  The only way for me to find out is to hear your story, too.  So, please, just one more time.(
A sigh of resignation.  (This isn(t going to hit the papers or some(in, will it?(
(Only if you call them yourself.(
He stumbled and stammered, but eventually I got the basic facts.  Different park.  Same man, blue ski mask and all.  Same routine.  Bound to the stall, fondled and excited, masturbated to climax, collected semen.  The whole nine yards.

Whoever Milkman was, he was one perverted dude.  I(d dealt with a lot of vice work, from indecent exposure to rape.  But never anything as kookie as this.

Milkman collected guys( cum.  So did I, but not in bottles.  I could appreciate his taste, but not his tactics.  He didn(t even seam to care if they were straight or gay.  Actually, neither did I.  But at least I stick to consenting partners.  Maybe he(s so ugly he can(t get a consenting partner: hence the mask.  Naw, the mask is probably nothing more than a way to conceal his identity, nothing more.  So now I had two cases and still nowhere to begin.

* * * * *

When I got to my desk Monday morning, there were five more reports littering my (in( basket with the same m.o.  Shit!  Most serials start with long lapses between events, then get addicted, bolder, and gradually more frequent.  This guy came out of nowhere and went ape shit.  This wasn(t a series, it was a rampage.  I have to admit I got an envious hard-on, thinking of all the cocks this guy(d touched in the last 48 hours.

By 10:00 A.M., I had another man at my desk.  He was different from the two younger guys I(d talked to already.  He was middle-aged and feisty.  No embarrassment here ( just outrage.

(What you gonna do about it?  Can(t even take mid-morning leak in a public john without bein( accosted!  What(s our parks comin( to?  You gotta catch this guy.  I want to see him in jail.  Hands all over my equipment.  God damn queer!  I(d like to punch his face in!  At least I got one good kick into his groin.  He swore on me at that.  Hope he(s still in pain.  Hope I ruined (im for life!(
(You say he swore?(
(Yeah.  Well, he said, (Ah, shit.  Fuck.((
(What did his voice sound like?  High?  Low?  Old?  Young?(
(High, of course.  What, never been punched in the balls?(
He grinned, and I got the distinct feeling if I(d said no, he(d have offered to demonstrated.  (How about age?  Or accent?(
(Not sure.  Definitely not old, old.  But I didn(t get the impression he was teen either.  Thirties, forties?  Don(t know.  And no accent that I noticed.  Just get that bastard and let me get a couple a punches in, will ya?(
Not much help, but it was more than I(d had.  Talk to enough people and maybe I(d learn more.

* * * * *

By the end of the week, I had a folder of eighteen reports.  And those were just the ones who came in.  Instinct told me there were two or three times that many who were too embarrassed by the whole thing to file a report.  This guy had been busy.  And that(s what had me stumped.  Did the guy work?  He hit all times of day.  Didn(t restrict himself to one or two places.  Any park with an out-of-the-way men(s room.  And no real preference to type of men.  Or age.  Or race.  Just so it was an isolated male, old enough to produce juice.  I did note that we(d had no reports from the early/mid-teen group.  At least he seemed to stick with maturer men who(d be less traumatized by the experience.  By design?  Or just hadn(t he found the right kid alone?

I decided I(d need to try staking out the parks some that weekend.  I figured it(d be just hit or miss, since there was no logic to the sequence of the parks he visited.  But it was worth a try.

As I was entering the third john, I nearly bumped into a guy leaving.  We both excused ourselves, and I went on inside.  It took two full seconds for me to process it all.  There stood a nearly nude man tied to a stall.  Someone had just left.  Had to be the Milkman!  I(d literally just bumped into him.  I ran back out and quickly circled the small building.  No one in sight.  How had he disappeared so quickly?  Damn!

I reentered the john.  (Sorry I ran off.  I(m a police detective, and I(ve been after this man.  Thought maybe I could still catch up to him.  Here, let me get you loose.(
(I would appreciate it.  This is rather embarrassing.(
(Yeah, I know.  He ties (em up and milks (em dry.  Bottles the jiss and(s on his way.  If it(s any consolation, you haven(t been the only one.  What I said describe it?(
(You got it.(  By now his hands were loose, and he was tucking his gorgeous member back into his jeans.  Very tempting, but I was on duty.

(Did he talk?  Can you tell me anything about him?(
Just a shake of the head.  I handed him my card and invited him to stop by the station and fill out an official report.  I couldn(t tell if he really would.

I stood quietly under a nearby tree to think.  I(d just seen the Milkman.  What did he look like?  5'10", deep tan with sandy, sun-bleached hair.  His bushy beard was slightly darker.  Handsome guy in his mid-thirties, maybe younger.  Nice muscles with a bit of a paunch.  Beer gut?  Jeans and sneaks with a grey sweatshirt this time.  And the backpack.  I(d recognize him again.  He was just my type: bear meat.

It was two parks later that I spotted him again.  I had the hood of my sweatshirt pulled forward enough to shadow my face ( doubt he(d recognize me.  Milkman was sprawled on a bench, soaking in the sun, facing the entrance to the men(s room.  Any other day I(d have spotted such a sight, I(d have joined him on the bench and made a pass.  Today it(d have to be another way.  I strode into the building as if needing to be in a hurry.  I peeked out to see him stand head my way.

I pulled out some fake handcuffs, dropped my jeans, and attached my wrists to the stall.  I could get loose in a second.  I was nearly hard by the time Milkman entered the building.

Even though he(d already put on the ski mask, I could tell he was shocked.  His entire body told me.  (What the . . . (
(Thought I(d save us some time.  This is the kinkiest turn on I(ve had in a long time.(  The best deception is to tell the truth.

He took a tentative step forward.  (How(d you  . . . ?(  He really was perplexed.

(Hey, rumors get around the park crowd, you know.  You really would have a lot of willing partners without the tie-up, but many of us are turned on by it.(  He could see I wasn(t lying by a quick glance at my tented briefs.

(Well, you just going to stand there, man?  I(m burning up.  I need it man, come on.(
He didn(t require additional encouragement.  He knelt in front of me and reached out a latex-coated hand.  I could see a thick matting of wrist hairs trapped beneath the transparent glove.  His touch was even better than I(d anticipated.  He caressed, then began to stroke my cock and fondle my nuts.  I(d been nursing a mean set of blue balls ever since this project started, so it didn(t take long for me to be breathing heavy and be ready to shoot.

My bull nuts began to pull up, and he grabbed one of his empty bottles and positioned it just in time.  I groaned, threw back my head and emptied my balls into his container.  It(d been nearly four days, and I(d always been a big producer anyway.  So I nearly filled his jar.

(Damn.  That(s a record!(
While he was preoccupied with his task, I slipped out of my cuffs.  As soon as he(d capped and stowed my cream and began to stand, I flipped my real cuffs onto his wrists and whipped off his mask.  I had my man!

Then I sat him on the floor while reassembled my clothes and inspected his pack.  Seven of the ten jars had varying amounts of man goo in them.  A nice bit of collection, I thought.  Suddenly, I was actually envious of his experiences with seven different men in half a day(s time.  He(d probably have a sore arm from stroking off all those guys.  When I glanced at the muscles that stretched out his sweatshirt, I decided that he was in good enough shape to handle it.

His wallet identified Milkman as Carl Wilson.  I read Carl his rights, then asked, (Ok Carl, you want to tell me what this is all about?(
A deep sigh and then he began his story.  (I(m a genetic researcher at the university.  For the past four years I(ve been on a project that uses male sperm, and  I had to pay for every specimen.  It was expensive and frustrating.  You(d think college kids or street guys would be glad to whack off into a bottle for a couple of bucks.  Oh, don(t get me wrong, I had plenty of takers.  It(s just that I was getting so sick of the verbal abuse.  After the first time or two, they(d start to get arrogant.  I guess it takes a fairly aggressive personality type to do that anyway.  But they(re also slightly insecure.  They kept wanting me to praise the quantity or quality of their spunk.  The hassle and grief I(d get.  I got to hate it!  Then they(d start to push for more money.  (Hey, man, I(m worth it!(  Yeah, right.

(Well, then two months ago, government grant money ran out and private funding only goes so far.  I just couldn(t afford to pa any longer.  So I decided I(d collect for free.(  A smile played about his lips.  (I even ran across a couple of the same guys that I had been having to pay.  That was really satisfying.(  The smile faltered and died with another sigh.  (Ok, detective, now what?(
I(d just been wondering that same thing.  I had liked the way he(d matter-of-factly stated his case.  He hadn(t been pleading or whining.  He just sounded like he(d known the risks when he started and accepted the fact he(d been caught.  I also liked the looks of him and wouldn(t have minded a repeat performance of his earlier hand job.  I found myself wondering what he looked like nude.  (Did you ever consider trying to develop a circle of guys who(d donate for free?(
(Huh, what, just put an ad in the newspaper?(
(No.  But I know a number of guys who love getting their rocks off.  I bet you could get quite a thing going if you tried.(
He stared at me a moment, then noticed the bulge again rising in my jeans.  (Including you?(
As I said earlier, I was sympathetic.  And what harm had he really done?  Maybe shocked a couple of guys.  Maybe a few of them would avoid public johns for a while.  But I(d almost be willing to bet most of them had wet dreams involving Milkman and many of them were probably hanging about the parks hoping for a repeat.

(Tell you what,( I was unlocking his cuffs, (let(s stop by your lab and pick up a carton or two of your jars and head to my place.  It(s Saturday, and I have a few friends coming over tonight.  If I place a few calls, I bet by 2:00 A.M. or so we(ll have a week(s worth of research for you.  Come on.(
He didn(t seem to mind my placing my arm over his broad shoulders as we exited.  We chatted on the way back to his car.  In the back of my mind, I knew I(d soon have to come up with a way to squelch the investigation back at the office, but I had the whole weekend to work on that.  Right now, I had a more pressing matter in my jeans.  (Who knows, this might just become a weekly event.  And just maybe I(ll get to milk you this time.(
