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    Teaser 
 
    “I put two and two together, remembering one specific event. If Mr. Warren was able to smell me much before I could steal his Rolex watch, then that meant he was a bull. And if he was that, he had to have one of the biggest and most menacing cocks in the world. Just that thought alone was enough to water my mouth. I wished him to fuck me, and I also wanted him shooting his cum deep into my pussy. The desire to get pregnant grew stronger all of a sudden. Just one of the changes that were made possible by his magical milk, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you are so delicious now,” he said while lowering himself and putting one of my nipples into his mouth. He applied pressure and more milk began to come out – more than enough to fill a whole gallon, I assessed…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
   Igot on one knee and put my binoculars in front of my eyes. Ahhh, this is the building. I only needed to get inside it and then rob the things on this list. These rich people thought they were untouchable because they could put as many guards around their homes as they wanted. They couldn’t stop me, though. I had robbed places much more difficult than this one. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. This was going to be another boring job. Nothing interesting on the list. The wife’s jewelry box, his Rolex watch, and some other things here and there. I wished they could have made this assignment harder, like asking me to rob his private magazine collection. That would be hard. That’s the sort of thing the husband, Mr. Warren, would hide behind seven locks at the very least. 
 
      
 
    I jumped off the building and then over the mansion’s wall. The men didn’t even notice me coming, and now, I was already on the roof of the building. My landing was so silent not even I heard anything. The guards kept on patrolling here and there, some talking, others more alert about their surroundings. All oblivious to my presence, though. 
 
      
 
    “You see the moon? Tomorrow, it’s gonna rain,” one of them said. 
 
      
 
    Hurraaaaay. I loved the rain. At least those guards were being useful for something right now. I could even spend a couple more minutes here to learn some weather tips. After this job, tomorrow I was thinking of chilling in front of the fireplace while I watch some old TV shows. They don’t make TV series like they used to. The new ones lack substance. 
 
      
 
    I cut open a hole in the roof and then traveled down to the hall. There was one guard on the other side and his hands were holding an M4. Damn, these guys weren’t kidding. If only they could realize I was already in here, they would shoot me dead. But that was never going to happen. I was far too good at being a thief. 
 
      
 
    I knew the layout of the mansion and I had its map on my phone. Alright, so I just need to head this way and unlock that door. Got it. This is going to be so easy. 
 
      
 
    Like a ghost, I flew to the other side of the hallway before the guy there even had a chance to turn his head and find me. I then found the aforementioned door, and used a device to break the digital lock. These rich guys always thought that technology was going to make it harder for us thieves. Little did they know we also evolved. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door and closed it using its digital lock mechanism. No one was going to think that something odd happened to it. I headed to the desk that the wife used to apply her makeup and make sure she looked her best, and opened one of the drawers. I was in luck. This drawer contained the jewelry box I was looking for. 
 
      
 
    Another digital lock mechanism. Easy peasy. I used my phone and unlocked it, opening the box. My eyes prized the collection of very rare and special gems she had. Damn, this was going to make my employer so rich. I could steal them all and sell them myself, but I was a woman of my word, and I wasn’t going to betray him. My biography and fame were much more important than getting rich. I did this kind of job more for my enjoyment than to pay the bills, to be honest. 
 
      
 
    I put the jewelry in a bag and then put it inside my backpack. I looked around the bedroom for the watch, but found nothing. I knew for certain the husband was here and that he had to have the watch with him. It was custom made, after all. He paid a fortune for it. Didn’t know before this assignment that Rolex could make watches based on a client’s specific design choices, though. They must have made an exception for him. Nothing quite like having fuck-you money, right? 
 
      
 
    I smiled and headed out, closing the door behind me and then finding Mr. Warren. He was in his office room and his head was stuck in the documents he was studying. Damn, no wonder he got so rich. The man knew how to find weaknesses and exploit his business partners. 
 
      
 
    My eyes caught sight of the Rolex watch. So beautiful. It was made of the best kind of gold in the world, and it looked brand new. He probably took very good care of it and cleaned it up every day. I could understand his love for the watch. I also would like to have one like it for myself. 
 
      
 
    I could also comprehend why his wife fell in love with him. The man was tall and very imposing. He knew power. He wasn’t a monster muscle like the ones I could find in any gym here in Chicago, but he was fit. His face was chiseled and gave off the sense that he could make anyone trust him. 
 
      
 
    Even I, who was standing right behind him, on the ceiling, like the Spider-Man, was feeling my slit get wetter by the second. Under other circumstances, I would be opening my legs well wide for him and doing other things someone under 18 shouldn’t know about. 
 
      
 
    And he was much older than me too. Like, I was thinking he had to be at least twice my age, and I was only 23. I had a thing for older men, and he checked all the boxes. I shouldn’t be having that thought right now, but who said I could control my feelings whenever I so wished? 
 
      
 
    “I can smell your arousal, thief,” he then said all of a sudden so casually I almost fell off the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    What. The. Fuck. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
   Itried to fight, tried to run, but the moment he said that, something on the ceiling electrified my body and made me fall onto the floor. I tried to move again, but I was immobilized. All I could do was to blink. 
 
      
 
    He then walked to me with a casual smile on his face and said, “Good job getting here. Now, you are mine.” 
 
      
 
    He chained and locked me inside a cold, old room. There was nothing but a single light bulb in it, and it barely worked. The light it cast was almost not enough to allow me to make out his face. I couldn’t move one inch too, even though the effects of the electrical shock had already worn off. 
 
      
 
    “Thought you could just come here and rob me, right?” He said, his hand holding a kitchen knife. 
 
      
 
    Oh fuck. He was going to do God-knew-what and then kill me for good measure. My life was over. 
 
      
 
    “You must be thinking I’m going to destroy your life, and you are right about that,” he said while he paced in front of me, his hand holding the knife. “I’ve got a special plan for you, but I’m going to put it into practice only if you agree with me. Do you want it happening, thief?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Deep inside, I knew I was fucked. No chance I could come out of this alive, and he had every reason to do whatever he wished to me right now. I should have been more careful. But now, thinking that was pointless. No way I could make him change his mind. 
 
      
 
    “Good. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to change you. You want this, right?” He said before cupping his balls with his hand and pulling them up, mocking the fact I found him so handsome. And despite how dark it was in here, I could still see all the lines that defined his face, and overall, I couldn’t help but feel more and more aroused. He was the kind of man I had a hard time finding in the city. 
 
      
 
    He smiled and continued, “can I take off your thief attire? I would love to see what you’ve got hiding under there. I can see you take very good care of your body. It’s been a while since I’ve had a woman like you under my roof, and let’s just say I’ve got some wishes I would like to satiate.” 
 
      
 
    Fuck. I shouldn’t say yes to him, but the fact was that, if this was going to be the last hours I would be alive, then… I might as well let him do whatever he wished. He wanted to see my naked body, right? And that meant he thought I was hot too. My slit was getting so wet, and it was already deciding for me. I decided to obey it. 
 
      
 
    I nodded slowly, and his smile widened. One piece at a time, he took off my ‘thief attire’, as he called it, allowing the cold air of his basement room to surround my exposed skin. It was so chilly I began to shiver. 
 
      
 
    “It’s too cold, isn’t it? I’m going to do something about that, but only if you let me.” 
 
      
 
    I had no choice. I nodded once again, allowing his hands to grope my body after he put his knife in his pocket. He groped my back and spent a good time there, also sniffing me whenever he felt like doing so. I shivered even more each time he did that. His hands were warm and very comforting, but his breath was ice-cold. 
 
      
 
    “You are liking this, aren’t you? You like having a man dominating you, right? You are the kind of woman who puts up a tough act, but in your bed, I bet you act like a cute little kitty…” he murmured right into my ear, making my body give up. Only the chains were preventing me from falling on the floor now. 
 
      
 
    He was so dominating and he was making me feel so aroused. My panties were getting soaked through. I was only asking myself right now for how much longer this was going to last. 
 
      
 
    And then, all of a sudden, he slid his finger down, and even farther down until he found the crack of my ass. 
 
      
 
    “This is such a nice ass, but I’ve got something I can give you to make it even better. You will love it. It’s milk, and it’s very special. It will make you much more attractive. Not even Brad Pitt himself will be able to resist you. What do you say? Interested?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically, unable to do anything different right now. He kept on groping me all the time, and his body was the only thing keeping me warm in this cold and dark basement room. I would do anything to keep him here, hugging me like this. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said before getting himself off me and walking to the stairs. “Wait for me. I will be back soon.” 
 
      
 
    And he was right. The moment he left was almost the same moment he was back with me, or maybe that was something my mind made up to help me cope with what was happening. I couldn’t be sure about what was transpiring in here anymore. I had long given up on the possibility of getting out of here, and maybe I should just take advantage of this moment. He wanted to fuck me, and I was horny. What else did a woman like me, in my condition, need anyway? 
 
      
 
    “Drink it,” he said after approaching a glass of milk to my lips. “The transformation will happen pretty soon.” 
 
      
 
    I drank it all. I was so thirsty and willing to do everything he wanted of me. I wanted to prove to him I was worth it and that I wanted to suck him off so much right now. He made my slit so wet and my nipples, so hard. The more time passed, the more I found myself at his mercy. I was dying on the inside to have a chance to worship his cock. 
 
      
 
    When he smiled after pulling back the now empty glass, I knew that he couldn’t resist me anymore too. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
   The changes took no time at all to happen. One day I was my normal self and when I woke up, I was different. No wonder Mr. Warren took off my clothes. My body changed so much they wouldn’t fit me anymore. If before I was like a wooden floorboard, now I was like those women one could find only in high-quality porn movies. 
 
      
 
    “Your body will keep changing, but right now, it’s already good enough for me,” Mr. Warren said while he circled me, his body assessing the impossible changes. 
 
      
 
    Milk oozed from my nipples, and they had grown so big not even my former boyfriend would be able to recognize them. 
 
      
 
    Despite how odd this all was, I had read far too many dirty stories online to know what was happening to me. I was becoming a hucow. The transformation was almost over. I just thought the hucow thing was nothing more than a dirty fantasy. Should have realized that there was some truth to it… 
 
      
 
    I put two and two together, remembering one specific event. If Mr. Warren was able to smell me much before I could steal his Rolex watch, then that meant he was a bull. And if he was that, he had to have one of the biggest and most menacing cocks in the world. Just that thought alone was enough to water my mouth. I wished him to fuck me, and I also wanted him shooting his cum deep into my pussy. The desire to get pregnant grew stronger all of a sudden. Just one of the changes that were made possible by his magical milk, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you are so delicious now,” he said while lowering himself and putting one of my nipples into his mouth. He applied pressure and more milk began to come out – more than enough to fill a whole gallon, I assessed. 
 
      
 
    My whole body felt so hot while the changes continued to happen. My clit was so much bigger right now too, and also red like lava. His finger found it and he rubbed it, creating shockwaves of pleasure that traveled throughout my whole body. I moaned so loudly my moans filled the desolate room. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhhhh,” he uttered while standing up. “This is the stuff. There is no milk quite like the one produced by a horny hucow. And you are horny for me, aren’t you? Want me burying my cock deep into that tight pussy of yours, right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. He was reading my thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “Well, there is more,” he said before lowering himself once more and sucking even more of my milk. It served as some kind of appetizer for him and it also intensified his lust. Once he climaxed, he would be shooting so much sperm into my pussy it would drip out. Of that, I had no doubt. 
 
      
 
    “This little rosebud is all mine too,” he said while rubbing it slowly. I looked into his eyes the moment his smile widened, and then, he increased the pace of his rubbing so much his finger blurred. His grin was a devilish one. Mr. Warren knew he had me under his full control now. 
 
      
 
    I moaned and groaned. Those were the only things I could do as the seconds passed so slowly. It was as if time had slowed down all of a sudden, and if that were the case, I should be happy. I wanted this moment to last as long as possible. 
 
      
 
    Just when I thought I had some moments to relax and breathe, my body rocked. My wave of orgasm cut through my body like a katana slicing a watermelon, and that made Mr. Warren’s devilish smile grow even wider. 
 
      
 
    I was once a very proud thief, and now I was being put back in my place. Mr. Warren was teaching me I should always be submissive to and dependent on men like him. I couldn’t even imagine a different life for me right now anymore… 
 
      
 
    He kissed me some more, and then proceeded to kiss my neck and my breasts, his hands groping me while he made the chains rattle. “So much skin, so much of everything…” He said while he moved down to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    He got on one knee and licked and played with my pussy, his finger not giving my big rosebud one second of peace. My body kept on growing hotter by the second, and if I ever thought he was going to take pity on me, I was so mistaken. 
 
      
 
    I orgasmed once more, my body rocking and making the chains rattle again. My cunt juices flowed down to his face and coated it. I was so spent I couldn’t even breathe like a normal human being anymore. And was I even one still? My body looked so different. I was a hucow now… 
 
      
 
    “Now, time for the big show,” he said before pushing me to the back of the room and taking off his clothes. 
 
      
 
    This whole time I was wondering what he looked like under that dark suit of his. Well, now I knew, and he was so much better looking than I had thought. His body was a work of art, and he worked hard to keep it that way. 
 
      
 
    And his cock… Jesus, it looked so fat and heavy. My tight little pussy wouldn’t be able to withstand the savagery of that. 
 
      
 
    I had no choice here, though. He was going to do what he wished. 
 
      
 
    He pinned me against the wall and buried his cock deep into my pussy in one go, showing he had no mercy for me. I felt it coming and piercing me like a lance, and just when I was thinking of how I could best please him, he was pounding into me hard while my body thudded and thudded against the wall behind me. 
 
      
 
    He fucked me with so much vigor I thought I wasn’t going to survive his assault, and it seemed it was going to last forever. He kept going even while I climaxed a third time, and then a fourth and a fifth. This was being so much more than I thought it would be. 
 
      
 
    And then, his dick pulsed and he filled me with his creamy milk. He kissed me one more time and allowed his balls to empty inside me. His body was so hot, and mine couldn’t even try to move anymore. Moving a finger was so hard right now. His lips were soft and inviting while he devoured my breasts with them, and during that whole confusion, his cock kept on pumping more and more of his load. Everything was so overwhelming the world blurred when I orgasmed for the sixth time. 
 
      
 
    He pulled out and held my chin up so that I could look into his eyes. But my eyes couldn’t even stay open properly. I was too tired to talk to him right now. 
 
      
 
    “This is only the beginning,” he said before getting dressed to do God-knew-what. 
 
      
 
    And as the days passed, I grew more and more dependent on him, and he fucked me every night. I loved this new life of mine. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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