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    Teaser 
 
    “One of them stripped me naked before putting one of my nipples in his mouth and sucking on it, the pressure he applied strong enough to make milk flow out. It went down his throat while his eyes gleamed with lust. His dick was so hard I couldn’t help but stroke it furiously. My clit was so erect while my arousal grew intenser by the second. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, you are insatiable,” one of them said while he went behind me and inserted his cock deep into my asshole. His other friend positioned himself so that he could fuck my pussy, and now I had two very large dicks claiming me all for themselves…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   The carriage bumped and made funny noises while the horses took it to the building I had been hired to work in. After all this time, I was finally going to work and make money to provide for the people I most cared about. On the streets, there were rich and poor people, and they were walking here and there without a concern in their minds. The sky was a beautiful shade of blue while the sun hid behind some clouds. 
 
      
 
    The carriage continued to bump while the horses took it, my eyes paying attention to the architecture and design of these buildings. They looked old, as if they had been built when humans were learning how to make fire and that sort of thing. Still, they also looked pretty beautiful. London was such a special place, even if industries were rotting its inside. The smoke streams in the distance reminded me this city wasn’t for the weak. 
 
      
 
    I adjusted the collar of my shirt so that no a lot of cleavage would show. The last thing I needed was my boss having wild thoughts about me. I took care of my body and asked myself if he would like me. Well, my former boss did recommend me, so he had all the reasons to think I was the right new maid for his house. 
 
      
 
    The carriage stopped in front of said house, its complex design making me ask myself how much it was worth. It was probably so expensive I would never be able to pay for it. After all, a woman like me, who could work only as a maid, couldn’t open new doors to new opportunities out of the blue. 
 
      
 
    I got off the carriage and the man drove it away. I took one last glance at the building before using the mechanism on the door to knock on it, the sound it made loud enough to make the residents hear it. 
 
      
 
    In no time at all, the butler showed up and took me to the office of the proprietor of the house, who was a man that caught my attention the moment my eyes landed on him. Tall – maybe too tall for some women’s likings -, full beard, smooth skin, broad shoulders and a style of walking that few other men I knew could match. 
 
      
 
    He approached me and said, “Hello, Mrs. Prates. I think we are going to have a great time working here.” 
 
      
 
    “Likewise,” I said as he took me with his butler to every room of the house, telling me what my job here was going to be like. Working here was going to be tough, but the salary was more than good enough to cover that, so I didn’t worry. After all, I always knew what was going to take to make him approve of my work. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Iqbal was a different man indeed, but he had a secret room in the building he didn’t show me. “That one you don’t need to concern yourself with. It’s a room that nobody here uses anymore.” 
 
      
 
    But he still did pique my interest, especially after saying that. If he wanted me to stay clear of that room, then he should have stayed quiet. I tended to be more curious than I should, but I wasn’t careless. If my boss was telling me not to do something, then I wasn’t going to do it. 
 
      
 
    “That should be everything, Mrs. Prates,” he said before returning to his office, where he resumed his work and study. 
 
      
 
    I began working right in his office, cleaning the place and admiring him for the man he was. I knew I had no chance with him, but seeing him so close to me made me have wild thoughts about him. I imagined him burying his cock into my womb and throat, the size of it, what it looked like, and how much cum he could shoot. It had been so long since someone made me reach my orgasm multiple times. 
 
      
 
    But it was unlikely something like that would ever happen. I should focus on my job at hand. 
 
      
 
    That was easier said than done, though, and I soon found myself showing more of my skin to him than I should. I said fuck it to not making him think I was a slut. It had been so long since I had sex. I didn’t know why men kept refusing me as if I was some kind of ugly monster that deserved nothing that was good in this world, and I wasn’t going to let that get in the way of my path to happiness. 
 
      
 
    While I was sweeping the floor of his office, I bent down a little – just enough to show him more of my ass. There was a mirror right in front of me and it allowed me to see him. I showed him as much as of my ass as I could, but he paid no attention. 
 
      
 
    I sighed before straightening myself back up. I thought this was going to be much easier. 
 
      
 
    I began sweeping the floor right next to him, and then had to dust off his office desk. “If you don’t mind, I will continue working here. I don’t think I will be getting in your way, right?” He said with a beautiful, lust-inducing smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    I said it would be no problem, and took the opportunity to show him more of my boobs. I kept flickering my eyes to see if he was paying attention to me, but once again, his focus was on the sheets of paper and documents on his desk only. 
 
      
 
    I finished dusting off what I could of his very large desk before heading out and working on the rest of his house. I couldn’t make him think of me as more than his maid, but I wasn’t going to give up. This was still my first day here and I had no doubt he would soon realize he needed me as more than his employee. 
 
      
 
    He was single, after all. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   The noise of someone grunting close to my bedroom woke me up, my eyes finding the warm light of the table lamp next to my bed. I stood up and dressed myself with whatever I had that wasn’t my normal workday attire before heading to where the noises were coming from. Maybe someone was in peril and I needed to save him. 
 
      
 
    When I peeked into the room, my heart leaped. Inside it was none other than Mr. Iqbal and he was lifting a weight of sorts while he wore nothing more than his pair of sleep shorts. Weeks had gone by since I got here, and this was the first time I was seeing him like this. I had never seen him almost naked before. 
 
      
 
    To say he made me feel like swooning would be an understatement. I felt like going to him right away and hug and kiss and suck off his cock. Fuck, I was just so desperate. And he kept on moving the weight up and down, up and down again, flexing his muscles and bulging them. The sight alone was enough to fuel my deepest dreams that involved him and me. 
 
      
 
    He got to a machine now where he put his two legs in and began lifting the weights there too, sweat trickling down his body. I paid attention to the lines of his legs, the hair and everything else that defined it while I imagined myself sliding my hand on them. If only he would pay attention to me… 
 
      
 
    Mr. Iqbal had the perfect body, no doubt. Very, very smooth skin, hard and soft lines where he needed them, curves and more curves, a full stubble that made his face look even more masculine, and a pair of ocean-blue eyes that made me wish he would spot me here and think I needed some punishment for spying on him. 
 
      
 
    But it was never going to happen – not unless I changed. 
 
      
 
    I found a man the next day on a street market’s stall. He said he had a very special potion that could ‘make a woman like me draw the attention of even the King himself.’ I said that was a lie and that I didn’t believe in fairy tales, but he insisted and made me buy said potion nonetheless. It was cheap, so I thought, ‘why not?’ 
 
      
 
    I drank it as soon as I got back home, and as the days passed, I already began noticing some positive changes. My breasts and ass grew bigger, as did my clit. My clitoris growing bigger wasn’t the kind of change I was looking for, but I appreciated it happening nonetheless. A man like Mr. Iqbal would enjoy a bigger rosebud for him to play with, after all… 
 
      
 
    I had to buy new clothes and everything, but it was all worth it. I always thought I was too skinny for my liking. These changes were just the sort of thing I was looking for. Mr. Iqbal even commented on them one day and told me I was looking better by the day. I blushed when he said that last thing. I thought that him looking at me with different eyes was almost a lost cause… 
 
      
 
    A huge carriage stopped in front of the house one day, and men stepped out of it. They were very much like Mr. Iqbal - tall, broad-shouldered and with a confident style of walking very similar to that of my boss. I fell in love with them the moment they came into the building and headed to his office. 
 
      
 
    I needed to do some cleaning there, so I took the opportunity to get a better look at them. I wanted to imprint their looks in my brain so that I could include them in my wildest fantasies. 
 
      
 
    It was with that thought in mind I opened the door and began sweeping while they acknowledged my presence and continued to discuss their business-related thing I couldn’t care about. 
 
      
 
    Out of nowhere, milk began to ooze from my nipples as if I had gotten pregnant. I thought about getting out of here right away and put on new clothes, but then, I might lose the chance to make my mind not forget what his friends looked like. There were three of them, and despite the similar looks, they were all different in their own ways, and I just couldn’t miss one single detail. 
 
      
 
    While milk continued to ooze out, they all surrounded me suddenly when Mr. Iqbal said, “Mrs. Prates, is there something you would like to tell us?” 
 
      
 
    That was nothing more than him playing coy. I knew that look on his eyes and what they meant. They knew what was happening and, maybe even the kind of potion I took to look better for them. 
 
      
 
    A smile crept up on his face, and it was a devilish one. Likewise, his friends smiled, showing me they also were aware of what was going on here, and perhaps, they could even tell me more about the potion I took. 
 
      
 
    Flickering my eyes downward, I noticed their groin regions as they bulged. Oh shit, it was finally going to happen, wasn’t it? I was going to be turned into their sex toy thing after offering myself this whole time to them. When I came here into this office, I kept on showing as much of my ass and boobs for them. They paid attention to me, even though they hid that so well I thought I had no chance with them… 
 
      
 
    “Pretty little hucow,” Mr. Iqbal said while pulling me to a very tight hug, milking now soaking through to his office suit. His head bent down so that he could kiss me and tell me every single thing I needed to know about my duties from now on. 
 
      
 
    The light of the moon threw immobile shadows in the room, and I knew that, from now on, everything was going to be much different for me in here. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Their devilish look on me told me the rest I needed to know. They weren’t going to take pity on me. Now that their intentions for me had become clear, all I could do was to moo. I thought that was a weird thing to do, but considering the circumstances, it felt right. I was their pretty little hucow, after all. 
 
      
 
    A maid turned hucow for their immediate pleasure, to be more precise. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, they stripped themselves naked right in front of me. I got on all fours because it felt like the right thing to do. Little by little, I was becoming their hucow and there was nothing I could do to stop that – not that I would even try. 
 
      
 
    Their bodies shone under the light of the moon, their lines so perfect and lust-inducing I felt my clit hardening. It was so big now I couldn’t imagine ever seeing something quite like it. Many women, if they could see me now, would wish they could become just like me. And perhaps, there were other hucows on the world, considering all one needed to have these changes happen with them was nothing more than a potion. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Iqbal was the only one somewhat different from his friends while still sharing some of the things that made them all very similar. He was the only one who shaved his balls the day before. All the others didn’t bother doing that. Maybe Mr. Iqbal was the only one in here who knew this moment was coming and so, he prepared himself for it. 
 
      
 
    His cock didn’t harden the moment he saw me like this, on all fours on the floor. His friends, on the other hand, were already with their erect dicks in their hands while they cherished the sight that was me. I was their pretty little hucow who couldn’t stop producing milk, and being aroused made my production even more efficient. 
 
      
 
    One of them stripped me naked before putting one of my nipples in his mouth and sucking on it, the pressure he applied strong enough to make milk flow out. It went down his throat while his eyes gleamed with lust. His dick was so hard I couldn’t help but stroke it furiously. My clit was so erect while my arousal grew intenser by the second. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, you are insatiable,” one of them said while he went behind me and inserted his cock deep into my asshole. His other friend positioned himself so that he could fuck my pussy, and now I had two very large dicks claiming me all for themselves. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, pretty little hucow, and make your boss happy,” he said, ordering me to reach out with my hand to stroke his shaft to hardness, which I did. I worked his gland too and focused my efforts on the backside of it to harden him in a matter of seconds. I couldn’t make him wait too long. It wouldn’t be long before his friends were creaming inside me. Even the one underneath me who kept gulping my milk looked so aroused it would take him very little time to erupt. His cum would paint all over my very large belly, and that was a thought that brought me closer to my climax. 
 
      
 
    I moaned and mooed, the sensation of being fucked by multiple men while one of them gulped my milk driving me insane and so close to orgasming. And I felt it coming, stronger and intenser, until it finally happened, the surge of orgasm going through every cell of my body and threatening me to lose my balance. 
 
      
 
    But I kept my balance even while another climax came and went, and then another and another. Mr. Iqbal hadn’t even shared me like the others were and I was l already feeling so spent. There was nothing like the combination of multiple sources of pain and pleasure that was being devoured by hungry men at the same time. I wished, more than anything, that even more would show up to eat me with all their might. 
 
      
 
    I mooed so loud I could almost feel the whole house shaking – but maybe, that was only my imagination – when I wrapped my lips around Mr. Iqbal’s gland. I sucked him hungrily to the point of making him take a step back. Maybe he even thought I was going to bite the damn thing off him. But I wasn’t that crazy, and most of all, I wished he would keep his shaft so that I could give him head again and again. 
 
      
 
    I kept sucking him off until his cock pulsed and he erupted inside my mouth, his cream so salty I felt like gulping it all, which I did. There was nothing more satisfying than that. His friends followed suit, erupting inside me and making me think I wasn’t going to know who had just made me pregnant because they were all alternating as they fucked my hurt pussy. 
 
      
 
    And I didn’t even care who was making me pregnant. Why should I bother myself with something like that? 
 
      
 
    Mr. Iqbal moved to fuck my poor pussy while one of them stood in front of me, his hand going up and down furiously on his very large shaft. It pulsed soon after, sending a shower of cum all over my face. Two of his friends did the same, but on my asscheeks, painting them with their very viscous milk. 
 
      
 
    I felt so tired while my chest heaved. I hadn’t had anything like this since forever. 
 
      
 
    But all good things must come to an end. Mr. Iqbal and his friends pulled out one last time after shooting their sperm outside and inside me again. When I collapsed on the floor, my skin felt so sticky and I felt so tired it would take more than four men to take me off the floor. 
 
      
 
    And maybe, they wouldn’t need to do that, because they were already talking about setting up their milk extraction operation right here, with all the machines needed for that. Oh shit, I really was about to become their little hucow, and they weren’t only going to fuck me every night; they were also going to sell my milk to the whole world. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    Stretched in the Bus: Shared by Hungry Futas 
 
    Hungry Succubus: A Fertile First Time Story 
 
    Tight Sissies Bundle: 6 Filthy Feminization Stories 
 
    Merciless Succubus: A Fertile First Time Taboo Story 
 
    You're so Tight: A Fertile Futa on Female Story 
 
    Public Entry: A Taboo Older Man Story 
 
    Back Door, Open: A Taboo Futa on Female Story 
 
    Enlargement Tutorial Gone Wrong: A Taboo Older Man Story 
 
    Palming his Inches: A Taboo Older Man Story 
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