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    Teaser 
 
    “His hand slid along the back of my legs, then over my oversized butt, and proceeding to move to my asscrack. There, it penetrated in, finding my rugged orifice, which he teased and played with his fingers for a couple of seconds. 
 
      
 
    The act alone was enough to bring me to my orgasm, a long and guttural moan escaping my lips. “You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, the sound of his voice low, but audible to my sharp ears…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
   They once told me a woman who’s about to marry should never, under any circumstance, develop feelings for another man. That was easier said than done. In my case, I couldn’t stop looking at the man who, before this moment, was nothing but a joke to me. Now, he was much more, and I found myself willing to cross the line I could never understand and see before. 
 
      
 
    He stood at the end of the hall, and he was a man of few words. He had always been silent. One could say he was a nerd, but that wasn’t the case. It wasn’t who he was. He worked out, went to the gym often, and could pick up girls and have a new girlfriend under his arm before anyone even noticed what changed in his life. 
 
      
 
    Just the sight of him, imperious and so handsome, was enough to drive me wild for him. I contained myself, though. I had to, despite the growing hunger within me, the wetting slit, the hardening nipples, and my burning-in-desire skin. 
 
      
 
    I admired that short black hair, the chiseled face, the full lips, the complete stubble, the flexing and bulging muscles, how his shirt fell so gracefully around his torso, and the perfection of his khaki pants as they showed me just enough of his legs. 
 
      
 
    I wished to be all over him now, bride or not. My soon-to-be husband? Forget him. I was supposed to be a woman of many men. I had always been one. What I was doing here was a sacrilege, and the church and everybody I knew would never forgive me, but the lust and the hot desire to have sex with him made me realize my flesh was weak. Too weak. 
 
      
 
    Josh was a foot taller than me, with very broad shoulders, an excessive confidence that exhaled from his body, with his gestures and movements that made me think he had nothing to fear in his life, and overall, he was supposed to become my husband. 
 
      
 
    But despite making the best monetary choice, I didn’t make the right overall one for myself. All the nights I would have sex with my soon-to-be husband wouldn’t satisfy me. I would find myself unsatiated while my mind thought about Josh and him burying his cock deep into my pussy. 
 
      
 
    He turned and his eyes found me. For a millisecond, I thought he was going to come running in my direction, arms spread out wide, and then pick me up as if I was a feather, and then take me out of here. 
 
      
 
    But that would never happen… right? 
 
      
 
    I would do anything to become the perfect woman for him. Anything, really. I would drink whatever he gave me, ate whatever food he put on a plate, and even drink his own piss if that meant winning his heart. I was supposed to be his bondservant, and nothing more. Marrying someone rich wasn’t what I envisioned. The people who raised me arranged this marriage, and now I was going to live the rest of my life with a man who spent most of his time locked inside his office room instead of caring for me. 
 
      
 
    I exhaled when Josh put one foot forward and, then, started walking toward me. His lips curved up to form a tight-lipped, one-sided smile. The air around me stilled as he continued to make his way, his posture ever so confident, his style of walking making my butthole clench in fear… And amid all that, I felt forced to bring a hand to my chest. I couldn’t control its speed anymore. It was pumping my blood so ferociously. 
 
      
 
    I thought Josh was going to tell me I was going to be a good wife and a perfect bride, but he then… simply walked past me while transforming his smirk into a beautiful smile. It was the kind of smile I could never forget, and also one which had a story behind it. Or maybe, it had a request – a wish – he made of me, and that desire of his for me was… to follow him. 
 
      
 
    And despite the thought that I couldn’t escape this marriage, of what people would think about me, how sinful it was, and everything else that was wrong about the decision I was making, I followed him. 
 
      
 
    I had no choice better than this one. The man who they wanted to make my husband would be fine. He would find someone else. 
 
      
 
    I would do anything, and I found myself reiterating this over and over again in my head, to worship Josh, to make that forbidden man - who happened to be much older than me too – bury his cock into my tight little pussy. 
 
      
 
    And he would make me squeal in absolute delight, like a pig, while his dick pulsed and filled me with his sperm. His delicious, precious seeds impregnating me, and then, we would soon have the thing no people like us should have because a relationship of such a caliber between us was forbidden. 
 
      
 
    But I pushed ahead anyway, seeing him in front of me and then, getting in the same car as him. He drove away from the church, and when I looked at the rearview mirror, I saw people coming out of the old building, some shouting my name, and others covering their eyes because they were crying. My husband came out too, and he looked pale, stunned and shocked. 
 
      
 
    I smiled and kissed the cheek of the man of my life while he drove. Where to? I had no idea, but the thought that this would always be happening one way or another filled my mind with hope for a better future. 
 
      
 
    A future where I would always be his bride, his woman, and much more than that too. When I said I would do anything to become the best woman possible for him, I meant it… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
   Josh opened the door of his car and had to drag me inside his hideout. It was a one-floor, decrepit and falling apart building deep inside the woods. The ground was muddy and it dirtied my wedding dress. The white color of it would never be the same, I thought while he closed the door and gave me his ultimatum. 
 
      
 
    “If you want to be mine, you will have to change, and you will have to become someone better. See all these gallons? I need milk. Lots of it, and it has to be human milk. The kind that only a woman like you can make, and once I have it all… Well, we’ll see how much of me you can get for yourself.” 
 
      
 
    Despite the strangeness of this locale, the cold, the weird sound of birds outside, the gloomy atmosphere, the excessively dense air and the humidity, I nodded my head and dreamed about the day he would allow me to have as much of him as possible. 
 
      
 
    He smiled, and from then on, began to feed me something special. “It’s a distinct meal that will change your body, and from now on, you will begin to make lots of milk. I can make you produce something else too, though I will probably leave that for another time.” 
 
      
 
    My body changed from day one with him, breasts and ass growing so much bigger the wedding dress, which I didn’t take off after coming here, was torn and ripped. It now lied in a forgotten corner of his building, and it would never be worn again. 
 
      
 
    In fact, the more time passed, the more I found myself certain of one thing. I would never have to wear anything in my life again. The locale was perfect for a nude-all-the-time lifestyle, and even Josh was willing to spend more days than not without his shirt on. 
 
      
 
    I swear, the first day he came out of his bedroom - which I wasn’t allowed to go in because I hadn’t produced his milk yet - and he had no shirt on, I almost swooned. I felt my head so weak when that happened. But something in me felt differently about the unusual and desired occurrence. My whole body begged, more than ever before, for a chance to have sex with him. 
 
      
 
    His cock burying deep into my tight little pussy, all the way to the hilt, his balls slapping against my butt, the bed creaking, my eyes rolling inside my head, waves of orgasm cutting through again and again, my toes curling, and him, in the end, pumping his load deep inside my womb. 
 
      
 
    I meant it when I said I would do anything to please him, and I didn’t lie. 
 
      
 
    The weeks passed and, one day, I found myself so fat I couldn’t even crawl around anymore. Josh had to drag me using a wheelbarrow to a hidden room inside his building, where he then hoisted me to a large table with suction tubes. 
 
      
 
    “This is how I will get the milk, and I’m going to leave you here until all these gallons are filled,” he said before approaching my lips, slowly – so slowly I could almost feel the air around me stilling – and then kissing me. 
 
      
 
    If I ever thought I couldn’t continue doing this, that act alone changed my mind forever. 
 
      
 
    He connected the suction tubes to my breasts, and then pressed a button to make the machinery work. It was noisy and I could almost not hear the sounds of the forest. The room was also barely illuminated, permitting me to see just the outlines of his face. 
 
      
 
    He walked away that day, leaving me with the machinery. It kept on working thanks to a diesel generator located just outside the building. Gallons and more gallons were filled with my milk, and I found myself believing this was the calling of life I had always dreamed about my whole existence so far. I just… didn’t know my destiny was to become a hucow. 
 
      
 
    Just like in those weird stories I liked to read online back when I was like everyone else, I thought with a soft chuckle. 
 
      
 
    But now, I was much better than the other women in the world. I was Josh’s little plaything, and he would continue to use me whatever way he saw fit. 
 
      
 
    Then, one day, he came back with a huge grin on his face. “I see you’ve been working,” he said, turning off the machine, the noise it was making dying in a matter of seconds. 
 
      
 
    His hand slid along the back of my legs, then over my oversized butt, and proceeding to move to my asscrack. There, it penetrated in, finding my rugged orifice, which he teased and played with his fingers for a couple of seconds. 
 
      
 
    The act alone was enough to bring me to my orgasm, a long and guttural moan escaping my lips. “You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, the sound of his voice low, but audible to my sharp ears. 
 
      
 
    He walked and stood in front of me, and then lowered himself so that his eyes were level with mine. “You will get so much more. Don’t worry. I’m going to do the thing you’ve been begging for since coming here.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. He was going to do it. This whole wait was going to be worth it after all… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
   But it didn’t happen that day. He said he needed me to wait until nighttime, which I did. I had no choice. My body was so heavy and fat I couldn’t get off the table without hurting myself. And thus, on it I remained, waiting for him to come back. He was my King, my precious man, and once again, I thought to myself I would do anything for him. 
 
      
 
    When an owl hooted, the door creaked open slowly, and it stepped Josh. He looked different now, and I thought it was a weird thing to happen. Why would he look different when not even a full day had transpired since he last showed up here? 
 
      
 
    But he looked changed regardless, an odor coming off his body, filling my lungs and increasing my lust for him. My whole body was burning so hot for him. I only wished to get a glimpse – nothing more than that – of his massive cock, and then, I would become the happiest woman in the world, if I already wasn’t so. 
 
      
 
    “You are awake,” he said before tossing his shirt on the floor. The room was so silent the sound the top made was as if it was a huge boulder instead. The soft light being cast from the ceiling was, again, just enough to delineate some portions of his body, and it left the rest for my mind to wonder about. My imagination had to fill in the gaps, and although I wished we were in his bedroom, where he had table lamps and everything, this moment was already so much more than I could have dreamed of. 
 
      
 
    “Open your mouth, princess. There will be no kissing, just something much better you can’t resist,” he ordered, his voice deep and commanding, like that of an army general who was disappointed at his rookie. 
 
      
 
    And I did open my mouth, slowly and so slowly I felt as if I hadn’t done so in a long time. His fingers then unzipped his khaki pants, and he proceeded to push them down so that his cock could be free. 
 
      
 
    And it came out the moment his pants crumpled down around his ankles. My eyes widened in an instant once I saw the true size of his man tool. So big. Maybe even too big for me, and I found myself kind of fearing him right now. What if he put it in me and it hurt too much? That would be no fun at all. 
 
      
 
    But there was not much time to think about that. He took one step forward, brought his waist closer to me, and then slid his cock deep into my throat, going all the way. I felt like gagging, and if I were seeing myself in a mirror right now, I would probably find out that I looked like the most comical woman with the funniest, slutty face in the world. 
 
      
 
    I used my tongue however I could to lick and please him, making him moan. Despite the strangeness of this moment and Josh only keeping his monster cock inside my mouth, I felt so much pleasure I orgasmed on the bed. I heard and felt my cunt juices dripping out, the sound they were making joining in with the sounds of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    The sounds of sex filled the room for what appeared to be hours until I orgasmed once more. Josh wasn’t even doing anything. He was only cherishing the warmth of my throat, taking in the pleasurable sensations I was making him feel, and staying still when he could, very well, be ravaging my poor mouth with his fat shaft. 
 
      
 
    As if he had been reading my mouth this whole time, he began to pump into my mouth, over and over again, ruining the careful work I was performing to please him. In no time at all, and much to my relief, he poured his sperm down my throat. And I swear, there was so much of it I thought it was never going to stop coming out. 
 
      
 
    When he finished climaxing inside me, he pulled out with a long, audible pant. “Think I’m finished, princess?” He questioned, now circling to stand behind me. His hands found my ankles, and then, he widened my legs, exposing my butthole and pussy to the cold air in the room. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got so much more to do right now,” he said, driving a thick line of shiver down my spine and making me wish he wouldn’t delay what he had in mind. This was it, the thing I had been dreaming about my whole life… 
 
      
 
    I was ready for it, and even readier to orgasm once more. 
 
      
 
    “Be ready and stay still, like the good little princess you are,” he said before easing his thick rod into my rugged orifice and then pounding into it over and over again with force. I felt the hospital-like, raised bed creaking thanks to our movements, and the sound filled the room while I not only moaned, but also mooed. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm built up and surged through my body once more, ending at my nipples, my cunt’s juices dripping out for the second time during this unforgettable night. “Not quite finished,” he purred before slipping his heavy and erect dong into my pussy this time. 
 
      
 
    I was mesmerized by the power and energy he still had within him. He ravaged my pussy without any foreplay or any previous bullshit, skin going against skin, his manhood rubbing against my womb, and the sounds that this action was making driving us both wild. 
 
      
 
    I mooed so loud I heard birds flying away and just when I orgasmed once more, so did he, his cock shooting out his hot cum. It felt so creamy. My nostrils picked up the familiar smell of his sperm and it felt good. It felt right, and I thought about becoming pregnant for him. 
 
      
 
    I thought about that because this was my life from now on. It wouldn’t change. It would only get better, and Josh would more than care for me; he would continue to transform me into his pretty little hucow. 
 
      
 
    And my life, which was once complex and filled with office things, was now resumed to nothing more than producing milk for the older man I should never have dared to reveal my feelings for. 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    And even more: 
 
      
 
    Milking the Sitter: A Forbidden Older Man Story 
 
    Ganging the Hucow: Hardcore Backdoor Only 
 
    Milking her Cream: A Forbidden Princess Story (Hucow) 
 
    Milked by the Penny Clown in the Sewers: The First Hucow 
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    Milked 3: The Colony's Plaything 
 
    Milked 2: The Doctor's Little Doll 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
LEANDRA CAMILLI





