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    Teaser 
 
    “I had a good reason for that. If he was transforming me into a bimbo hucow, then it was for his pleasure. He wanted me in a way his wife could never be for him. I cherished one thing my changes involved. He spent more time with me now, groping my body while his lips did the rarest of things – smiling. 
 
      
 
    The changes continued to occur to a point where I had no clothes that fit me anymore, and the weight of my body forced me to walk on all fours, almost dragging myself wherever I needed to go. It goes without saying I couldn’t work for him as his sitter any longer. 
 
      
 
    And the best thing about that? He said he needed me tonight, in his bed, and that he was more than willing to do everything my dirty mind ever dreamed of…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   The taxi car pulled over in front of a medium-sized, middle-class house. I opened the door and stepped out, my hand going for my purse to pay the driver. He was a man with a mustache and a bald head who smiled when I handed him the dollar bills. “Thanks,” he said before stepping onto the accelerator pedal and driving away. 
 
      
 
    I checked to make sure I looked on point for this. Mr. Arrelano was the strict kind of man – I couldn’t be sure about that without meeting him in person, but from the sound of his voice, how could he not be? 
 
      
 
    I pushed up my cleavage so that it wouldn’t show much. I wanted to impress my boss, but not make his wife think I was some kind of a slut. I didn’t come here to fuck her husband, but to work and get paid. 
 
      
 
    I breathed out before heading to the front door, my mind barely registering the Spring sun and the sprouting flowers. The house looked nothing special, but combined with the rest of the neighborhood, composed a beautiful view one could find almost only in movies. The neighborhood was silent, and few people could be witnessed walking here and there on the sidewalks. Some cars drove on the roads, but that was about it. 
 
      
 
    I knocked on his door, and soon a man opened it. From his looks, I could come to an important conclusion. This was Mr. Arrelano in all his glory. He wore light brown khaki pants, a pair of black boots, and a white button-up shirt fit for an office man like him. He owned no company, but I heard he still made a lot of money. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Mrs. Moses. Come on in. I will show you around,” he said without opening a smile. 
 
      
 
    I smiled still, trying to hide the fact I felt so nervous right now, my heart thundering like an incoming storm of the ages. He turned and led me into the rooms of the house, including the fancy living room, the pristine kitchen, and a couple of rooms in serious need of some tidying up. 
 
      
 
    A man much younger than him walked by us without saying a word. “Don’t worry about him. He won’t show up here again anytime soon. Not until after midnight anyway,” he said, shaking his head in disapproval. 
 
    
That made my work a lot simpler, though I refrained from telling him that. The last thing I needed was him thinking I was a slacker. 
 
      
 
    His overall shape – his body – made me have wild thoughts that involved him. He had to be a foot taller than me, broad shoulders, a confident posture and style of walking, and a pair of deep blue eyes I couldn’t stop looking at. 
 
      
 
    And despite being old, his looks drew me to him like a magnet. I felt the slit between my legs getting wetter just by standing near him, his mouth now talking words I couldn’t comprehend anymore. 
 
      
 
    Shit, this was getting ridiculous, I thought before turning my attention fully to his words, “and you will have to clean up the whole place while I’m working,” he finished saying, his eyes questioning me about something. 
 
      
 
    My heart leaped, but I soon figured out what he meant. I nodded rather frantically, my eyes closed and with a wide grin on my face, before saying, “Understood, Mr. Arrelano.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes lightened up. “Okay. I will work in my office here in my home, so if you need anything, just knock on the door.” 
 
      
 
    He walked without as much giving me a tight-lipped, one-sided smile, which would have made me feel a lot better about working in here. I watched as he headed to his office, my eyes incapable of blinking. I couldn’t stop admiring his perfect ass. It wasn’t the bubble kind of butt, but it was firm and even without touching it, I was sure it was soft to the palm of a hand. 
 
      
 
    I sighed, wishing I wasn’t so desperate for a man right now. His broad back also was the stuff of dreams, and he was the kind of man that could make me feel so safe, even if an asteroid were minutes from hitting the planet. 
 
      
 
    I began my work, but my mind was with him. My arms used the mop to get rid of a puddle of milk on the floor of the kitchen, and yet, I kept thinking about him. I wished he had no wife. I saw her not too long ago, kissing his perfectly pink-ish lips that complemented his full stub. 
 
      
 
    I reminded myself I was just a worker here. I had to finish tidying up this room here where a blanket sprawled on the floor before Mr. Arrelano walked out of his office with questions in his mind. You have been here the whole day and you still didn’t finish everything? I could almost palm such an event occurring right before my very eyes, my mind going numb. 
 
      
 
    That was the last thing I needed. 
 
      
 
    Alas, it was not meant to be. By the time I heard him opening the door of his office, his legs taking him to me, I was already sitting on his couch as I watched Star Wars on TV. He asked me how things went, and I responded by saying it was all done. 
 
      
 
    I was going to sleep here for the duration of my work for him. How long that would last, my mind had no idea. 
 
      
 
    I smelled his Bleu de Chanel cologne as it enveloped my nostrils, his face so close to mine he could almost rub his stub on my cheek. But he straightened himself up quickly and headed back to his office, where he closed the door, and I knew that, for the time being, not much was going to happen. 
 
      
 
    Or was it? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   Mr. Arrelano stopped me when I was cleaning the stove and said, “Whenever you feel like drinking milk, drink this one,” he said before lifting with his hand a gallon with said milk. I squinted my eyes, trying to find out if anything about it looked different from normal milk, but found nothing. 
 
      
 
    I could have questioned him about that, but merely smiled and said, “Okay, thanks for warning me, Mr. Arrelano.” 
 
      
 
    Once again, he refrained from giving me a tight-lipped smile before heading back to his home office, where he now spent most of his time. I resumed cleaning the stove as I thought about why he showed up all of a sudden to give me that warning. It felt important to him, and so, no chance existed I was going to do the opposite. 
 
      
 
    But still, why that milk? 
 
      
 
    I shook the worry away. I couldn’t think he had an ulterior motive. 
 
      
 
    I finished cleaning up the stove, tossing the cotton napkin I was using into the basket for used clothes in the laundry room, before heading back to the kitchen, where I then stopped right in front of the fridge. 
 
      
 
    It stood like a frightening monster before me. A scary line of worry crossed my mind, but I ignored it. I couldn’t let his request worry me that something off was going on here, and most of all, I couldn’t feel afraid of a gallon of milk. 
 
      
 
    I smiled before opening the fridge and picking up said gallon, my hand an instant later reaching for a glass. I filled it up with the milk and brought it closer to my nose, where I assessed the smell. However, much as I tried, I found nothing weird about it. 
 
      
 
    The color and the smell appeared to be okay. All that was left checking out its taste, I thought before bringing the glass to mouth, and taking a small sip. The first thing that crossed my mind was that I would find out it tasted terrible, but the opposite happened. Nothing was dissimilar about it. 
 
      
 
    Huh, how strange, I thought before drinking the rest of the milk in one go, the gulping sound of my throat filling the otherwise silent kitchen. I cleaned my lips with the back of my hand before making an AHHHHHH! sound of absolute bliss, as if I had just drunk the best milk that existed in the world – which could very well be the case. 
 
      
 
    I thought Mr. Arrelano had ulterior motives, but the opposite occurred. He only wanted to make sure I would have the best milk available. 
 
      
 
    I filled the glass with milk and drank it all in one go again, and then did the same again and again, until nothing of it was left in the gallon. Someone, after witnessing that, would have bulged their eyes and said something about me having just become a milk lover, and they wouldn’t be too wrong about that. 
 
      
 
    Actually, they would be dead right. 
 
      
 
    Days and months passed, the sky going from bright blue to a shade of grey that refused to go away. Even my attire for work had to be altered, unless feeling cold could stop being a nuisance to me. 
 
      
 
    I worked here for so long now I grew used to the sounds the house made and Mr. Arrelano’s presence, though not accustomed enough to stop my slit from wetting itself whenever he was nearby. 
 
      
 
    I fingered myself furiously so many times when I was in my bedroom, the lights turned off and him sleeping with his beautiful wife. 
 
      
 
    They had a fallout not too long after, making his wife storm out through the front door with a large suitcase in her hand. I imagined it carried her clothes and other things. Mr. Arrelano didn’t talk to me much after a while, though, not long after, he resumed being his serious self. 
 
      
 
    Over time, I noticed changes happening to my body. My breasts grew huger, as did my butt and waist. I thought I changed my eating routine somehow and was merely gaining weight, but something else had to be at play. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t worry much about that because Mr. Arrelano made important, heart-warming comments about how much better I looked. I even bought new clothes to make sure my curves were well accentuated. The last thing I needed was him thinking I didn’t take my job seriously enough anymore. 
 
      
 
    I also felt a growing difficulty with thinking, calculating numbers, devising plans to finish my daily work in his house and that sort of thing. A growing sensation to worship him also took root in my mind, and I found myself increasingly more dependent on him. 
 
      
 
    Deep in my mind, I knew what was going on. I knew what the milk was for and all the references. The signs of transforming me into a hucow were clear – I just ignored them for my own benefit. 
 
      
 
    I had a good reason for that. If he was transforming me into a bimbo hucow, then it was for his pleasure. He wanted me in a way his wife could never be for him. I cherished one thing my changes involved. He spent more time with me now, groping my body while his lips did the rarest of things – smiling. 
 
      
 
    The changes continued to occur to a point where I had no clothes that fit me anymore, and the weight of my body forced me to walk on all fours, almost dragging myself wherever I needed to go. It goes without saying I couldn’t work for him as his sitter any longer. 
 
      
 
    And the best thing about that? He said he needed me tonight, in his bed, and that he was more than willing to do everything my dirty mind ever dreamed of… 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   Mr. Arrelano laid down on his bed, his body covered with nothing more than a pair of dark blue boxer briefs. On his face was splattered a wide, victorious smile. The room was dark. Except for the light of the moon coming through the closed windows, no sources cast light into the room. 
 
      
 
    Shadows were static when I made my way to him, my body a heavy mass that I could barely take from one point to the other. Seeing his bulge in front of my eyes made my slit wetter by the second, the dripping sound joining up with that of my skin sliding with difficulty against the wooden floor. 
 
      
 
    Milk oozed from my nipples, which now looked so big science itself would have a hard time explaining their change. His smile widened when he witnessed my boobs as they swung back and forth lazily a couple of inches over the floor. 
 
      
 
    I climbed up onto the bed and he moved so that he stood right behind me, his hands groping my body once again. “You are so beautiful. So fucking perfect,” he hissed before grazing his full stub against my skin, sending a line of shiver across my spine. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t speak anymore. It felt too difficult to do so. All I knew, right now, was that I was this man’s plaything and that he even broke up with his wife to have me all for himself. 
 
      
 
    His finger played with my clit, and then went to my pucker, where it stayed for a long while – maybe a bit too long for my own good. I moaned so loud it felt more like moos came out of my mouth. If I were my normal, past self all, I would be asking myself how the hell this all happened, but that was of no concern to me at the present moment. 
 
      
 
    His finger went deep inside my rectum, where he rotated it and did all sorts of crazy things, just feeling it for what it was. His head moved to stay behind my ear as he said a couple more words, “You are all mine.” 
 
      
 
    They sent shivers down my spine, my blood freezing. I knew this was what my mind longed for, but there was no denying he was a scary man who had no boundaries. He never stopped when he registered the changes in my body. Rendering me into a heavy mass that produces milk was not enough to make him feel bad about himself. 
 
      
 
    If anything, he slept a lot better now. 
 
      
 
    His cock rubbed against my buttocks when he said, “All mine, and no one else will ever have you.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy dripped from the excessive wetness. I hadn’t felt like this in a long time. I was nothing more than a maid in my early twenties, and one thought I had forgotten resurfaced when my mind finally registered the true weight of this moment in my life. 
 
      
 
    I was a virgin. Always had been one, and now, he was taking that away from me too. It wasn’t enough he turned me into this hucow, the oozing of milk reminding me my changes were permanent, but he also needed me as his obedient little pet. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, but surely, he sunk his head in between my buttcheeks, and then licked furiously my damp pussy. I moaned so loud I felt as if the room shook in response, though any quick glance from a normal human being would have been enough to learn that nothing of the sort happened. 
 
      
 
    His tongue was like a vicious beast as he licked, took hold of, rubbed and dominated my tight little entrance. “The thing I have been waiting for this whole time,” he murmured before sticking his tongue deep inside, driving me so insane I mooed for real this time, the wish to chew down grass crossing my mind all of a sudden. 
 
      
 
    “I need this,” he whispered before moving so that he was right underneath me, his hands fumbling my larger-than-normal breasts. Like a hungry, very young feline beast that hadn’t drunk milk in ages, he put one of my nipples into his mouth, and sucked it. 
 
      
 
    The applied pressure was enough to make large quantities of my milk flow down his throat, his other hand groping my butt. I knew how large his hand was, and the fact it felt small now was the only proof anyone needed to be convinced that my changes were substantial. 
 
      
 
    He sucked and swallowed my milk for what appeared to be hours before moving himself to stand behind me again, hands still refusing to stop palming my skin. He wiped his lips with the back of his hand, and then, did the thing I was expecting the most this whole time. 
 
      
 
    He tugged to his knees his pair of boxer briefs, letting his massive, 10-inches cock come to life. It stood like a fucking spear, and just the sight of it, through the corner of my eyes was enough to make me feel a river of shiver go down my spine. 
 
      
 
    I thought about running away, but my body refused to do so. His smile widened and grew more devilish when he noticed that. “Don’t worry, little hucow. I won’t do anything that might harm you.” 
 
      
 
    But he was about to do just that, because if I was a hucow, then he was a hubull, and men like him could grow even bigger inside a damp pussy like mine. 
 
      
 
    He gripped my waist so tightly I felt his nails digging in, and then, the pain of his cock as it broke every barrier possible of my tight little cunt. He obliterated every virgin shield of mine before going all the way in. 
 
      
 
    His thrusts, powerful from the get-go, soon filled the room with sounds of sex, the bed creaking so much I thought it wouldn’t endure our weight for much longer. He pounded into me hard and true, his eyes dark with arousal, balls heating up as they readied for the ultimate seeding. 
 
      
 
    And he exploded the moment my body rocked with my excessive orgasm, my vision blurring and darkening. For a moment, I thought I had died, but then, the sensation of his warm cum feeling my tight little pussy brought me right back. 
 
      
 
    He pulled out a moment later, and when I thought about collapsing on his bed to sleep, his still rock-hard dick warned me this was far from over. 
 
      
 
    And if I ever thought my life would be any different from this during the months and years to come, I was dead wrong… 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
  
 
  
   
    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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