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    Teaser 
 
    “I pulled out, and some seconds later, my cum began to drip out of her pussy. Damn, I had no idea I had that much in my balls this whole time. I masturbated and fucked her every day. I guessed that spoke a lot about my manhood. 
 
      
 
    She mooed wildly, unable to say anything right now. Her arms moved like she didn’t know what to do with them. She was restless, and I wasn’t going to leave her thinking I wasn’t treating her right. 
 
      
 
    Which was why I went to stand in front of her, and while the machines continued to extract her delicious milk, I eased my dick into her open mouth. She clenched it tight around me, and then, little by little, I began to fuck this other hole of hers as well…” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   The ship traveled on the water, creating ripples and bubbles on the surface as it went. The sun shone brightly in the sky. People walked here and there on the ship, some with almost nothing but their underwear on. The wind was calm and refreshing. It reminded me of how much I loved being a ship captain. 
 
      
 
    One of my guards knocked on the door, and I allowed him in. He wore his dark and white ship uniform, and in his hand he had a pistol. “It’s Mrs. Lebeau, sir.” 
 
      
 
    I gestured with my hand to allow her in. She stepped through the open metal door, and I linked my hands behind my back. I needed to look cool to her. After all, the only reason she decided to take this trip with her husband was for a chance to get another night with me. She was so desperate for my cock, and I was thinking about doing something a bit unthinkable with her. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Lebeau, I thought you weren’t going to come.” 
 
      
 
    She was doing something rather strange with her hands, like their fingers didn’t know how to link together and she had to keep trying. She was so nervous I could almost palm the anxiety that emanated from her body. 
 
      
 
    Ahh, she was the perfect specimen for the sort of thing I had planned for her. I told her what would happen if she came to me again. All the details were mentioned. She was going to become a hucow. 
 
      
 
    A pretty, little hucow for me to enjoy and milk. 
 
      
 
    I admired her looks. She looked somewhat different now, like she wanted to impress me. Her hair was tied behind her back, she painted her lips with red lipstick, brushed her cheeks to make them look pinker, and put on a fiery red dress to complement the rest. Damn. She looked stunning. 
 
      
 
    I approached and put an arm around her shoulders, feeling her warmth, listening to her breathing, and understanding the racing heart of this woman who craved for one thing only right now. My cock. It was big – bigger than those of most men – and more than enough to stuff her throat until she gagged. 
 
      
 
    “I want to do that thing,” she finally said, and her voice sounded strange too, like that of a rat who had gone through days without eating anything more substantial than pieces of food. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh,” I uttered before approaching my head to hers, almost kissing her right here and now, “we are going to do that, but first, I need your permission. It will be a permanent transformation. Are you sure you want it?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes lit up. “Very much so!” 
 
      
 
    She looked enthusiastic enough, and maybe I should provide her with a treat before moving on to the real thing. My mind barely registered the swaying of the cruise ship as it continued to go on the water, the sight of nothing in the distance reminding me we were in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. Europe felt so far away from us. 
 
      
 
    My dick was so hard right now, and with Lorie being so small and short compared to me, I felt like I needed to keep her safe too. It was like she was this special thing that was mine now. Her presence empowered me like nothing could. And her perfume… Jesus. That thing was like the odor of the Greek Gods. 
 
      
 
    My hand slid to the backside of her dress, and I started to undo the buttons there. Her eyes locked with mine. I could feel her heart racing as I continued to free her of this piece of clothing that was in our way. Her breathing grew labored, like she was underwater. 
 
      
 
    I was overwhelming her, which meant I needed to be very careful, like one should be with a real hucow. I approached my head to hers one more time, my chest pressing against her large breasts. They were one of the big reasons why I approached her husband and befriended him. From then on, finding the path to her pussy was easy. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t do it with her. All she got from me last time was jerking me off and then lapping up the cum that fell on my belly. She loved that. The fire that burned behind her eyes when she did that was unmistakable. And then, she told me the thing which made me cum twice an instant later. “You are bigger and much better than my husband.” 
 
      
 
    There is nothing quite like fucking the wife of a friend. And also, everything is made much better when his woman begins to speak things her man should never hear. 
 
      
 
    Once the last button was gone, her dress fell easily down her body. It formed a heap on the floor, from which she stepped out. One glance down her perfect outline reminded me why I was going to feel a little bad once she was a hucow. Very few women in the world shared assets like hers. 
 
      
 
    That ass and breasts… They were the stuff of dreams of most women in the world. Her husband should be proud he got to have a woman like her, I thought before sealing a kiss and bringing her to me. 
 
      
 
    We were going to finish this tonight. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   The large metal door with a round glass at the top creaked once I opened it. Beside me was none other than Mr. Lebeau himself, and he wore his dark suit with a red tie. It was like he came to this cruise ship for important meetings. What a waste. He should be enjoying the ocean, the views and the women who resided here. 
 
      
 
    I told him everything, and he was reluctant at first. But then, his wife showed up and convinced him it was the thing she wanted to do. Despite that, I could sense he didn’t want to be here. More than transforming his woman into something better, I was going to have my way with her in front of him, after all. 
 
      
 
    Maybe one could be thinking ‘why the hell is he even here, then?’ Well, all I would have to say to that would be: some men know their place and would rather have better men, like me, pleasing their wives. 
 
      
 
    I prepared this room just for this occasion. I had a hospital-like bed in the middle with a small hump, some cabinets here and there, medical equipment like gloves and needles, and a single light bulb on the ceiling to cast focus light on the only thing that mattered. There was also a chair for Mr. Lebeau to sit on, but it was of no importance to me. 
 
      
 
    “Sit, Mr. Lebeau, and admire what is going to happen.” 
 
      
 
    And sit he did, his legs not spread wide like they should. Small balls, I thought with a smirk on my face. 
 
      
 
    I put on a mask, gloves and filled a syringe with the required mixture. This was military-grade, state-of-the-art stuff, and it was going to transform her into a pretty little hucow – maybe the term ‘little’ wasn’t a good representative of what she was about to become, but that was a bit beside the point right now – right in front of her husband’s eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Lorie,” I said, glancing at her husband with a wicked smile on my face. There was nothing quite like calling her with her first name in front of the man she vowed never to betray. “You sure you want to become a hucow?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded rather frantically, almost hitting the bed with her chin. I smiled and threw another glance at her husband, who was now taking off his pants and underwear. I knew he wouldn’t resist this. He indeed came here to jack off and have the best orgasm of his life. For a man like him, a Beta, there was nothing quite like seeing another man doing it better than him. 
 
      
 
    I injected the substance inside her body and then waited for the transformation to happen. She began to scream a moment later, and it didn’t make me feel worried. The transformation was so quick it had no choice but to be painful. I informed her about all the things she should know. She knew what she was going to feel as soon as I punctured her skin with the needle. 
 
      
 
    Minutes passed while her husband worked his dick to make it harder. Just seeing her on the bed like this, her body naked as her assets grew bigger and more succulent, brought a wicked happiness to my brain. I could do this with any woman in the world if I so wished. 
 
      
 
    To turn even the most famous celebrities into pretty little hucows to make milk for me… Hmmm, that would be delicious. Maybe that’s what I should do one day. Get them on the ship somehow, and then strike their hearts like how I did with Lorie. 
 
      
 
    Once her transformation was done, I circled her. I examined her body and cherished her new assets. Boobs too big for her to walk, and an ass so large no pants would ever fit her again. This was her new life. She was never going to be able to leave this ship, and then, I would bring her some friends. All hucows, of course. 
 
      
 
    “It’s done,” I said, my mind barely registering the faint sound of her husband jacking off. 
 
      
 
    I lowered my pants, stepped out of them, and then started to stroke my dick to hardness. The milking thing was going to come later, I thought while positioning myself behind her. The bed was half the length of a normal one. I asked them to make it like this because fucking a hucow while her body produces milk makes it a lot better. 
 
      
 
    I took one last glance at her husband and chuckled when I saw the size of his dick. So small compared to mine. Like a thing any man out there should be shameful of having, I thought before easing my dick into her warm pussy. 
 
      
 
    She was so wet. Lorie yelped the moment I slid all the way in. One good thing about her having become a hucow was that her pussy became better, more succulent, bigger without losing the tightness, and warmer and wetter too. 
 
      
 
    Jesus, she was so fucking ready for this. She wasn’t my first hucow, but I knew she was going to become one of my favorites. While I pounded into her tight tunnel, I thought with a disdain about her husband sitting on that couch, watching us. I knew he was liking this, but what was really going on in his mind? 
 
      
 
    I could feel how her body wanted this, how her skin grew warmer by the second, her labored breathing, hear her moans and grunts, the slapping sound of my balls coming into contact with her ass over and over again, and the dripping of her milk on the floor. She was already producing it. I was going to have to put the tubes on her once I was finished. 
 
      
 
    “Watch this, Mr. Lebeau,” I said, my body feeling a bit tired after pounding her tight little pussy for minutes. I then emitted a long groan as my dick pulsed and filled her pussy with my cum. She was going to get pregnant, and it wasn’t going to be his. The little one was going to be mine. While pregnant, she was going to make me so much milk. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   I opened the same metal door with the round glass window, and entered the room. Mr. Lebeau looked anything but his normal self. The ship had long docked in Greece, and he was still here, fascinated. He was rivetted at seeing his wife turned into a hucow, unable to move, having to be fed through tubes, and producing so much milk she could compete with a herd of real-cows. 
 
      
 
    I unbuckled my belt, tossed it on the other side, tugged down my pants and briefs, and then stroked my dick while I walked to the husband. He was here by his choice. He could have left a long time ago. But how could he, without his wife? This was his new home now. 
 
      
 
    I approached my semi to his mouth, and just like all the other times, he allowed it to come in. It filled his mouth, grew thicker, and then, he began to swirl his tongue around the gland. “That’s it, man. Suck me off, and I will make your wife feel so proud of you.” 
 
      
 
    On cue, she mooed. She learned how to do it, and that brought a wicked smile to my face. Nothing quite like making my wildest of fantasies a reality. Despite all the consensual stuff, the police for sure would put me in jail, if they learned what was going on here, and I was only beginning it. 
 
      
 
    Once my dick was fully hard, I eased out of his mouth and went to his wife. I stood behind her and took another glance at her husband. His hand didn’t give his dick one second of peace this whole time. It was like he was addicted to it, to this. 
 
      
 
    The tubes and the machinery whirred and made some other contraption-y sounds while they sucked her dry. In the meantime, Lorie continued to rub her clit against the small, soft hump of the bed. Hucows like her made better milk by being aroused all the time. It took a while to get it through her mind, but once she learned it, she became a professional. 
 
      
 
    My mind barely registered the gentle swaying of the ship, the sound of Mr. Lebeau’s masturbation, and the continuous noise of Lorie rubbing her clit against the small hump on the bed. She was so ready for this, and despite having all her normal brain functions, she was acting like she was a bimbo. 
 
      
 
    Every time she climaxed, her cunt juices poured out while she mooed so loud someone a couple of rooms away could probably hear her. That was fine. If they learned about this, I was going to convince them to sit alongside the pitiful husband over there. 
 
      
 
    With another smile on my face and feeling the hardness of my cock in my hand, I approached her. Lorie stopped rubbing her clit on the hump as soon as she heard my footsteps. She then parted her asscheeks a bit more, just to make sure I was going to have all the space needed for this. 
 
      
 
    Little by little, I eased my shaft into her pussy, feeling the skin stretch, open wide, engulf me, and then clench tight around it once I was all the way in. She let out a soft man through her lips, and then, slowly, carefully, I began to piston in and out of her cunt. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you are so warm,” I said, remembering her husband over there, just watching and learning how a real man is supposed to do it. There was nothing quite like teaching another man how to fuck his wife, I thought with a devilish smile on my face. 
 
      
 
    I increased the pace, my balls slapping wildly against her. She was so fucking tight, and her tight clench around it made this so much better. I couldn’t believe she became such a good hucow. This was her calling all along, and I was happy I was the one who introduced it to her. 
 
      
 
    My dick pulsed as I spurted my milk inside her cunt. I had no idea how pregnancy worked, but could she get pregnant while being pregnant? Her belly was growing bigger by the day. It wouldn’t be long until she was giving birth to our little one. Her husband was going to be so proud of us. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out, and some seconds later, my cum began to drip out of her pussy. Damn, I had no idea I had that much in my balls this whole time. I masturbated and fucked her every day. I guessed that spoke a lot about my manhood. 
 
      
 
    She mooed wildly, unable to say anything right now. Her arms moved like she didn’t know what to do with them. She was restless, and I wasn’t going to leave her thinking I wasn’t treating her right. 
 
      
 
    Which was why I went to stand in front of her, and while the machines continued to extract her delicious milk, I eased my dick into her open mouth. She clenched it tight around me, and then, little by little, I began to fuck this other hole of hers as well. 
 
      
 
    But she was a restless bitch, and she couldn’t stop pleasing herself, which was why she went back to rubbing her clit against the soft hump of the bed. Seeing that brought another smile to my face. She was a sex addict now, aside from being this pretty little hucow a man like myself loved to have as a pet. 
 
      
 
    I climaxed inside her mouth, filling it so much my cum dripped from the corners. I watched it happen for some seconds before bending down and kissing her cheeks. My hand ruffled her hair. She was so pretty and obedient. 
 
      
 
    She depended on me now, and from now on, I was going to work on bringing her some friends. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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