
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

THE TRAINING CONTRACT - SIGNED IN INK, SEALED WITH MILK - STEAMY HUCOW TRANSFORMATION STORY | BY | JENNY OSWALD

Also By Jenny Oswald

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE TRAINING CONTRACT - SIGNED IN INK, SEALED WITH MILK - STEAMY HUCOW TRANSFORMATION STORY


BY


JENNY OSWALD


































[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Jenny Oswald. All Rights Reserved.

ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.

––––––––
[image: ]


I met Alexander for the first time when I went to a job interview. After I successfully passed two or three interviews and the selection process, the moment came for me to speak with the head of the company himself, who would then decide whether I would be hired or not.

This may have been a little strange, but Alexander was known for caring for every little thing, especially who he accepted to work in his company.

"Alexander International Architecture" was one of the leading architectural companies, which earned billions annually, and in which young people of different profiles had a chance to achieve their success. Young and ambitious Alexander opened the company only 6 years ago, but in such a short time, it has become one of the leaders in the world in that field. I was very happy and excited when I found out that he wanted to talk to me personally, and that I had passed all the selection processes.

My dream of becoming a famous architect was becoming more and more a reality.

However, instead of a business offer, at the interview itself, I received a very unusual and shocking offer. I got an offer to be Alexander's personal Hucow slave.

At that time, the concept was completely foreign to me, but he explained everything to me very carefully, down to the last detail.

Although I was shocked and astonished, the offer immediately seemed tempting to me, and I have to admit that saying no to the handsome and charming Alexander was almost impossible. Just his presence for some reason made me feel inferior. His appearance gave me mixed feelings of excitement and tension, and something dark and strange about his gray eyes attracted me irresistibly.

His voice was deep and calm, every moment he had everything under control and he absolutely dominated the situation. He was one of those people who could convince you of anything, and to whom, when they entered the room, everyone would simply turn their heads.

His offer was simple and tempting. Three months of working in complete discretion, in his private villa with private service where he would make sure I had everything I needed.

My duties as a sexual Hucow slave would include being always neat and ready for my master - "Farmer", obeying and submitting to all his demands. I had to be in excellent psychophysical condition and I had to agree to take hormonal therapy that would increase the growth of my breasts and cause a lactation.

I would have sessions of daily milking, breeding, and filling with cum, which he 

would personally conduct.

He talked about all this calmly without showing any signs of nervousness. At the same time, I on the other hand could not hide the redness on my cheeks and obvious embarrassment and discomfort mixed with irresistible attraction and excitement which drove me crazy.

He talked about all this as if it was the most normal thing. I wondered how many times he had done it before.

In return for my service, he offered me substantial financial compensation, almost enough to secure me for the rest of my life, and of course, if I still wanted it, a position as a leading architect in his company.

He carefully reviewed my work and told me that I was very talented and that he would be honored if I were part of his team. He said he would like to see me build a successful career, starting as part of his company.

Then he approached me, tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, and gently whispered:

-But first, I would like to see you tied up, on all fours, like a real, good, milking, cow.

These words made me shiver and my panties got all wet almost against my will. I wasn't able to stop the magnetic attraction I  felt to this man.

A few minutes later, I signed a contract, not a business one, but a contract that I agreed to all the stated conditions of being a sexual slave and that I would keep everything that took place in Alexander's private villa in the strictest secrecy.

When I came out of the big glass building, the fresh air hit me in the face. I couldn't believe what was happening.

As early as tomorrow morning, drivers in fancy suits picked me up and drove me in a black limousine to the private villa where I was supposed to stay for the next three months and please every Alexander's wish.

The butler placed me in a clean, spacious, and modestly furnished room. In fact, apart from the bed, the wardrobe, and the mirror, there was nothing else inside. 

Everything seemed very meticulous and calculated. The buttler kindly informed me that I would not need my things here and that everything I needed, Mr. Alexander had already prepared for me in advance.

When I opened the closet, I was surprised by the amount of sex toys and torture devices that were inside. On only two shelves there was a scanty wardrobe, which mostly consisted of various provocative underwear, and the rest of the closet was filled with various sexual aids.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

I was beautiful, young, blonde, with a very slim and toned body and barely accentuated curves.

I spent the rest of the day in my room, impatiently waiting for Alexander, but he didn't show up all day. On the other hand, I had visits from his private doctor, who thoroughly examined me, took blood for analysis, and in the evening, as agreed, I received hormone therapy.

I went to sleep relatively calm.

When I woke up in the morning, I couldn't recognize my reflection in the mirror!

Instead of a thin, fit girl, in front of me stood a blonde, just as hot, but now with breasts at least three sizes bigger and swollen from the milk that came in overnight.

I felt my nipples, which had become terribly sensitive and hard overnight. A few warm drops trickled out as I carefully studied my new attributes.

It was about 8 in the morning when I heard a knock on the door, followed by the click of a metal lock.

It was him, Alexander.

- Good morning beautiful.

He measured me carefully from head to toe, and it was clear in his eyes that he was more than satisfied with the result.

- It's time for morning milking!

He announced happily, then came up to me and felt my swollen breasts, smiling continuously.

- Looks like we'll have a lot of milk!

He squeezed one of the nipples and a hot stream spurted out, spraying him on his shirt. He looked more than satisfied.

My dominant, sexy master then ordered me to undress and put on special underwear, white, with black tassels and edged with black lace. Around my neck, he hung a necklace with a metal bell that made sounds with every step I took, and at the same time made me feel very uncomfortable.

- Is this necessary?

I asked in a timid voice, pointing to the bell around my throat.

He smiled and then glared at me.

- Yes, it is necessary, if you want to be obedient, a good cow. Otherwise, I will have to punish you and believe me, you will not like it at all.

His voice suddenly took on a cold and harsh note, as calm as a moment ago, but still terrifying. That made me a little excited, but I still didn't want Alexander to punish me. At least not yet, I wanted to be an obedient, good, milking cow.

After I put on what he asked of me, the cold-eyed boss ordered me to get down on all fours. Even though the floor was very uncomfortable and hard, I did it anyway. He ordered me not to move. 

I stood like that, while he rummaged through the closet. Finally, he pulled out black ropes from it, which he tied tightly around my ankles and thighs so that my legs were completely paralyzed. He ran his fingers over my pussy, which made me wet instantly.

I enjoyed being his slave.

Alexander then called the butler, who brought a special machine into the room. Alexander carefully explained to me that it was a cattle milker. After another check of my swollen breasts, in which he pinched and squeezed my hardened nipples, he hooked me up to a pump that began pumping milk out of me.

The sensation was very painful and I screamed as soon as the machine started working, but it didn't last long, because strict Alexander quickly stuffed his fat, stiff cock in my mouth. I choked because he rammed it pretty deep. He took it out letting me gasp for air and then put it back again, this time letting me cup it nicely in my mouth.

The pumps worked rhythmically, and the milk flowed out of me in copious, hot streams. I watched him with a pleading look. I was unable to move, spread out in the middle of the floor, attached to a cruel machine, and with a mouth full of his hard cock. I moaned muffledly and fidgeted. Feelings of pain and pleasure alternated in me with tremendous speed until they merged into one. At one point I felt myself surrendering completely.

- Good little cow.

He gently caressed my head.

- Let's spice this up a bit more, how about that?

I looked at him and nodded obediently.

He took a metal ball from the closet, lubricated it, and then put it in my butthole. The feeling of pain once again ran through my whole body. I felt my butthole expand as Alexander thrust his cock into my hot, wet, oozing pussy at the same time.

- Stand still.

He exclaimed as I began to squirm with the mixed feelings of stimulation.

It was very difficult
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