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    Teaser 
 
    “I was the only one with clothes on now, so I didn’t waste time. I took one piece off me at a time and kicked and threw them as far away as I could. The corner of my eyes caught sight of the other two guys I left behind approaching me, and in one second or two, I was surrounded just like I was in that hall when we first met. 
 
      
 
    I felt their naked bodies pushing against me, their hands pulling me, caressing me, massaging me, their noses breathing down their hot breath against my sensitive skin, their fingers kneading and feeling me, and their erections growing harder and bigger with the passage of time.” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Offering Myself 
 
      
 
   Being out of college didn’t mean I needed to stay away from it all the time. I went back there more often than not. Finding a job was difficult without networking and there were no better places to make powerful friends than at NC State. 
 
      
 
    This was where the rich kids went to, and I so needed a job. I was using last year’s clothes and even my phone was a bit old already. I needed money and some power over my life. This was where I could have those things. 
 
      
 
    I was walking around campus, checking some of the guys out. My breasts were bigger than normal, thanks to the transformation I went through. I left the hucow farm and came back to the normal world to live a life as all the other people did. 
 
      
 
    Back there, they referred to breasts as udders and my ass as my rump. We had those words and some more others to better reflect our new lives. I made many friends in that place, but none which could help me as these rich brats could. 
 
      
 
    I sashayed my way through the ocean of students, stealing glances and winking at the right ones. One of them or even many would have to take the bait. I didn’t know who, but who cared about that? 
 
      
 
    As long as his family was rich and he had a weak mind I could confuse and manipulate, he was fair game. The more, the merrier too. I wouldn’t have to worry about money my entire life if I could bang many of them. 
 
      
 
    And the more I walked, the more I noticed the curious and lustful eyes of the young students on me. I wasn’t being subtle at all, of course. I was wiggling my ass slightly as I walked, and that drew their attention to me like moths to a flame. 
 
      
 
    I entered one of the buildings. Just when I was going to turn at a corner, one guy who was a head taller than me, with broad shoulders and a chiseled face stopped in front of me. He had the same lustful eyes of his companions I noticed when I was walking outside. 
 
      
 
    His frame caught my attention immediately, and when I thought I had gotten lucky, some more students who were just like him showed up behind me. Three more, to be exact. They all were taller than me by a head at least. I could bury my head onto their chests and forget so many of my life problems… 
 
      
 
    Their hair were cut short. Their haircut styles were different, but nothing that caught my attention too much. They all looked sharp, though. 
 
      
 
    One had a stubble and the other three were clean-shaven. But I did notice that, if they wanted to, they could grow their beards as well. There was nothing preventing them from doing that, aside from the fact that they most likely preferred their skin to be smooth for the ladies. 
 
      
 
    The middle one was stronger and his muscles flexed more than those of his friends. He could pass for their leader, if said person didn’t already make that clear when he stopped in front of me. 
 
      
 
    The one on the left was skinnier than his three friends, but still had a body that caught my attention. My clit was going hard and wild for them, and I was wondering if they wanted to do more than to fuck me... 
 
      
 
    One of us had to break the ice, to speak something, and that someone had to be me, “Hello, gentlemen. Do you guys want to talk?” 
 
      
 
    “Something like that,” the guy in front of me said as he approached me. 
 
      
 
    We were all in one corridor, and I didn’t have enough space to escape them. Not only was the hall too narrow, but their strong and muscular bodies also occupied most of the space available. This was where I wanted to be, with who I wanted to be with, and so I didn’t worry about their uninvited visit. 
 
      
 
    The other three guys approached me as well, and soon after, I was surrounded by them. If I thought that before I didn’t have enough space to escape them, now that was a certainty. 
 
      
 
    Their presence around me was making my whole body burn so hot. It wasn’t just their heat that filled the atmosphere, but also my own. I kept on looking at their faces, their biceps, their wide chests, and remembering how small I was in comparison. 
 
      
 
    I could tell where their eyes were focused on the most. My breasts. Ever since the transformation to become a hucow, I had boobs bigger than usual. And they could produce milk for all of these guys. If they didn’t have their breakfast yet, now they could. 
 
      
 
    As long as we could find a safe and private spot for us to fuck, that was. 
 
      
 
    “Say,” one of them started to say as he grabbed a portion of my hair and his eyes stared at mine, “How about we find a good place for us to talk? Harrelson Hall isn’t exactly the kind of building we want to be found in.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” another of them said as he began to grope one of my breasts, “There is a family restroom not too far from here. We can walk over there and find ourselves in a nice spot where nobody will bother us. It’s not a restroom most people use.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t shy, so I gave the guy who was fumbling my breast a kiss on his lower lip and said, “Deal, but we need to be silent. I don’t want the guards or other students to have funny thoughts about what will be happening there.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, that won’t be an issue,” another of them said before he slapped my ass with enough force to make me turn my head immediately at him. 
 
      
 
    Some women would have found that offensive and inappropriate, but that was exactly the kind of attitude I was looking for. I gripped his groin and gave it a light squeeze that forced him to curve one corner of his lips upward. 
 
      
 
    “That’s my girl.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Heading There 
 
      
 
   With that said, we began to walk from Harrelson Hall to a building next to it. I couldn’t remember the name, but it had classes and other students in it. Plenty of them, in fact, and most were like the ones who were with me. I wished I could have them all with me in the restroom, but just these guys were enough. 
 
      
 
    Their biggest surprise of the day was going to be what they could do with my breasts. I could squirt so much milk they would think they were in another world. 
 
      
 
    As we walked, we began to talk. I needed to be sure about who they were and where they came from. One of them was named Tony and he had short, blond hair. His father was a billionaire CEO who ran an enterprise that fabricated helicopters. Another was the tall, skinnier guy with light brown skin, and his family owned half of the houses sold and leased in the city. The guy with brown hair and perfect stubble already had his own business where he bought and sold cars. He was the most promising of them all and also my most important target so far. The last student who was with me was already married to an older woman that ran multiple companies that sold computer parts. 
 
      
 
    All in all, they were all rich as fuck and I couldn’t wait to begin my hunt properly. They would all be on their knees for me soon. I was going to make their day unforgettable. Having sex with a woman was one thing. With a hucow, that was something entirely different. 
 
      
 
    I also learned the other guys' names. Todd, Raymond and James. Their names mattered to me, but not much. I only needed to know who was who for future references and so that I could contact them later. Of course, I was also already planning on sharing my phone number with them to call them so that we could have sex again. We didn’t do anything yet, but I was sure already that they would want more. 
 
      
 
    I was just that good. My former partners didn’t want me for my personality or because they loved me. They all said that they kept on coming back, gave me gifts and traveled with me all over the world because they couldn’t find a woman who was as experienced as me. My sex skills were so much better than those of most women out there, and I was proud of that. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have a lot of money with me and didn’t have a job, but at least I had something I could rely on to propel my life forward with relative ease. It didn’t take me more than a couple of minutes to make these guys ‘offer’ themselves to me, after all. 
 
      
 
    One of them closed the door and he already started to get undressed. We didn’t need to speak to make our wishes clear. 
 
      
 
    I put my index finger on my lower lip as I started to admire his torso while it was revealed to me. Perfect abs and pectorals. Just the way I imagined he was under the fabric. That was Tony and he wasn’t even the best-looking guy of them all. I was in for a treat in this restroom. And just like they said, it did have enough space. The walls also appeared to be thick enough to muffle most of the sounds we would be making. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t resist the urge, so I went over to him and began to caress his pecs. His eyes found mine and they were hotter than a volcano. I couldn’t just see his desire for me, but I could feel it in the air. This thing barely even started, and I could already feel the surrounding air getting hotter. It was like someone turned off the AC. 
 
      
 
    I slid and, sometimes, slightly rubbed my hand on his abs and pecs. I gave his hard nipples a couple of pinches. Nothing more than enough to heat things up even more. I went on my toes and gave his lower lip a kiss. Just something to start him up properly and to let him know I wasn’t going easy on him. 
 
      
 
    When the rest of my feet settled on the tiled floor, a hand grabbed my ass and began to fumble with it. That was a big hand and for the first time in a very long time, it made my butt feel small. I whimpered, but only slightly and for no more than a second. I didn’t fear him, but he did make one thing clear. There wasn’t only one Alpha male in here. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t much older than them, but they all seemed so young, not that such a fact made them be less than what they were. They all had enormous cocks waiting for me, and me being me, I couldn’t wait to have my first sight of them. 
 
      
 
    I turned around slightly, almost completing a half-circle, and began to move the hem of Todd’s shirt up. He helped me to move his shirt over his head, and then his hands grabbed it and tossed it far from us, where it wouldn’t get in our way. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Turning the Heat Up 
 
      
 
   My eyes landed on his perfectly defined abs, and I couldn’t help but notice the differences with Tony’s torso. His nipples were slightly bigger and the shadows that defined his abs were darker, most likely indicating that he spent more time working out that region of his body. 
 
      
 
    My hands caressed his abs and pecs, sliding along his midriff while his hands pulled me closer to him. I rubbed and ground my body against his as best as I could. I felt so small I thought I was shrinking. The more I felt him so closer to me, the more his cologne filled my nostrils and that sensation alone was driving me so crazy for him. 
 
      
 
    But just when I thought I would have enough time to play with him some more, the other two guys, Raymond and James, took me from them and began to grind their naked bodies against me. In the time that I was playing with their other friends, they got undressed. 
 
      
 
    I was the only one with clothes on now, so I didn’t waste time. I took one piece off me at a time and kicked and threw them as far away as I could. The corner of my eyes caught sight of the other two guys I left behind approaching me, and in one second or two, I was surrounded just like I was in that hall when we first met. 
 
      
 
    I felt their naked bodies pushing against me, their hands pulling me, caressing me, massaging me, their noses breathing down their hot breath against my sensitive skin, their fingers kneading and feeling me, and their erections growing harder and bigger with the passage of time. 
 
      
 
    One of them eventually found out I could squirt milk from my breasts, and the others soon began to do what he was doing. Their mouths began to suckle and suck on my lips, forcing more milk to be squirted out. They didn’t just taste it, they began to feed on it. 
 
      
 
    It was an overload of sensations, but one that I couldn’t help but treasure. It was one thing to be fucked by one rich guy, and another to have so many well-endowed men so crazy for me. I was going to have a field day with them here. I couldn’t wait to find myself in their private lives, to become their wife, and to have all the money I could ever want. 
 
      
 
    I kissed one of them, and another, and then another. At this point, either my eyes were closed or everything was a blur to me. They were all different men, but with them fucking me like this, it was like I was having sex with clones. 
 
      
 
    My hands could only feel the hard lines of their muscles. Their erections pressed more against my belly and ass, their bodies ground against mine, and my skin began to burn hotter than the sun. 
 
      
 
    I was moaning so loud I almost worried about someone walking by the door and hearing what was happening here. It was one thing to plan for this, and another to try to control a situation where I didn’t have the upper hand. 
 
      
 
    Right now, all I knew was that I needed more, so much more. I got on my knees and tugged, tore and removed each of their underwear. I got rid of their speedos and pair of boxer briefs, and soon found myself surrounded by their gargantuan cocks. 
 
      
 
    Using my knees, I turned to look at them better, or tried to. It was a difficult thing to do when my eyes were so lost in the myriad of possibilities and overload of feelings I was having. The rush of thoughts was a confusion in my mind. My mouth could do nothing but drool as I analyzed every single dick. 
 
      
 
    Some were longer, others were thicker. This was so much better than fucking one man and it was then I knew I couldn’t have an inferior experience anymore. Sex with multiple men wasn’t only desired, but needed. 
 
      
 
    I began to suck them off one at time. The other guys approached me - got down on my level, knees almost touching the floor, heads close to mine - and began to kiss my body, to play with my ass, to put their fingers into my backdoor and womb, and to feel my skin as if it was made of silk. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered and moaned while I sucked them off. Once I was done with one dick, I soon moved on to the next and forced the guy to stand up so that I could provide him with the best service possible. 
 
      
 
    I soon found my mouth and tongue sore. What I was doing was so much more work than usual. Never before did I use my tongue to swirl cocks so often and without taking a break - never before did I have sex without being able to take a couple of seconds to relax, restore some of my energy and to breathe. 
 
      
 
    When I rose to my feet, they rose with me. Their hands continued to be all over me, one playing with my boobs, another pinching one of my nipples, and the other two putting more and more fingers inside my holes. It was like a version of hell I didn’t want and couldn’t escape from. 
 
      
 
    I wiggled my butt slightly and didn’t need to tell them what I wanted to do next. I wouldn’t be satisfied with anything else and they knew that. Their lustful smirks told me as much. 
 
      
 
    What happened next was a blur to me. I felt hands pulling me, pushing me and taking me against the wall of the restroom. As if by instinct, I opened my ass and parted my buttcheeks. I felt them positioning themselves behind me, and then the heads of their members began to press against my asshole. 
 
      
 
    They began to ease themselves into my dark tunnel, one at a time. I felt my skin begin stretched so wide I thought it wouldn’t be able to resist the pressure. But it did, and that made me feel a rush of relief. 
 
      
 
    But it didn’t last long. With controlled and rhythmic movements, they began to pound into me. They weren’t using all their strength, but it was already enough to make me groan and grunt. The pain was almost too much. 
 
      
 
    While they destroyed my sore rectum, I began to squirt my milk. I couldn’t help it. My boobs kept on being pounded against the wall, pressing against it. Soon after, I had a pool of milk around my feet. 
 
      
 
    What surprised me the most was that the guys didn’t even bat an eye. It was like nothing was too weird for them. 
 
      
 
    What was even greater? The pleasure. Never before did I feel so much of it. Four times the pleasure of having normal, mundane sex, to be exact. 
 
      
 
    I felt their dicks rubbing against me, stretching my orifice to four times its normal width, sliding and frictioning along my dark tunnel. The overload of sensations was like no other, and I couldn’t help but drool and let their bodies dominate mine. I wasn’t even trying to continue to stand on. Their bodies and their rods were the only things still keeping me from falling. 
 
      
 
    And the most awaited moment began to happen. No protection, just the way I liked it the most. Their cocks began to pulse. Their eruptions soon started, filling my tunnel and coating it with their thick sperm. 
 
      
 
    It was so hot. It was filled with their desire for me. And not only that, their load kept on coming out, and being squirted out for such a long time I thought it was never going to end. Even while their balls were emptied, though, they didn’t stop ramming my sensitive butt, and that made back arch. 
 
      
 
    One at a time, they eased out of me. They emptied their balls inside my rectum, and were getting dressed now. I almost didn’t have enough strength to get back on my feet and kiss them goodbye. 
 
      
 
    We shared phone numbers and we used this restroom many more times to have hot sex. I was their focus of attention, and I loved that. We continued to meet inside this place for two more years until they graduated, and by then, I was so important to their lives that they couldn’t help but invite me to live with them. 
 
      
 
    I now had enough money and could buy everything I needed. And the best thing about my life so far? It was the fact that their urge to fuck me never once lost some of its intensity. 
 
      
 
    Don’t go just yet… 
 
      
 
    Sign-up to my Mailing List and read “Subduing the Woman of the House” for free! Check “Free Story” on the next page for a sneak peek. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Free Story 
 
      
 
    Subduing the Woman of the House: Her Last Sigh 
 
      
 
    Felicia had found and rescued Phil. He had no idea what kind of woman she was when that happened, but over time, he found himself with a huge crush for her. Whenever she was doing the dishes or any other housework, Phil would be behind her checking every inch and detail of her body. 
 
      
 
    Felicia would have to submit to him one day, that he swore. Phil wanted to ease his member between her lips, pound her cherry with it until she screamed for more, spurt his loads of man juice inside her mouth and make her his. 
 
      
 
    She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    More Like This 
 
      
 
    Milked, Shared and Used: 16 Stories of Milking Ladies 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/milked_used_shared 
 
      
 
    Only proceed with reading this if you know where you are getting yourself into! This bundle is not for those weak of the heart. 
 
      
 
    These ladies have been milked, but they want much more than that. Their Masters, in the meantime, want to push the boundaries and find out how much their toys can withstand their fiendish desires. Wicked plans will be put into practice, and there will be lots of pain mixed with intense pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Don’t miss this opportunity! With this bundle, you would be saving way over 80% in comparison to buying the individual books. 
 
      
 
    These are 16 stories written just for you! Enjoy this bundle. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Every Inch She Can Take MEGA Bundle 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/every_inch_bundle 
 
      
 
    How many inches can you take? With this bundle, your hand will begin to wander, looking for your sensitive core. The more you read it, the more you might find yourself incapable of putting it down. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy 16 stories of man of the house, brats, backdoors and many more! This anthology has everything you need, and it is one of the dirtiest I have released so far. 
 
      
 
    There is a warning, though. You better find a solitary place while reading these stories, or else mischievous mistakes may happen… 
 
  
 
  
   
    Milking her Cream: A Forbidden Princess Story (Hucow) 
 
      
 
    http://mybook.to/cream_milking 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, forbidden doesn’t mean untouchable. I have the perfect life. Money and wife occupy my time, but there is something I can’t have. My little, innocent, untouched princess. Just the sight of her drives me crazy. 
 
      
 
    The worst about all that? I am suspecting she understands the power she commands over me. She is using my taboo desires for her advantages, to make me buy expensive things for her. What she doesn’t know, however, is that she will have to pay for my premium favors eventually, one way or another. 
 
      
 
    I am old enough to be her you-know-what and that makes it all the better... 
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