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When I first told my husband Lars that I was going to apply for the Hucow program, he almost choked on the hot espresso he was drinking while sitting comfortably on our couch.

- What? You're not serious, are you? Do you seriously want to become some kind of milk cow with breasts full of milk?

Yes, I seriously wanted that.

Even though Lars and I had been together for four years, he still didn't know me very well, and he didn't care too much about some of my hidden desires and feelings.

In the beginning, I tried very hard to be a good and perfect woman. I cleaned, cooked, went to work, always neat and well-dressed. I did all that just to please him.

However, the years passed, and Lars's interest in me waned more and more. He shook his head and barely listened to me when I tried to talk to him. When I tried to seduce and flirt with him, he was completely indifferent and rejected me coldly. He misinterpreted my every initiative and retaliated with criticism.

That's why I withdrew myself, performed my marital duties as best I could, and avoided getting into conflicts with him. The truth was that deep in my heart, I loved Lars more than anything, and I couldn't imagine my life without him.

We simply did not know how to communicate and could not understand each other.

On the other hand, ever since I was a teenager, I developed this strange fetish - an obsession with women with giant breasts, juicy and full of hot milk, the so-called human cows. I have no idea where or why it came from, but it was one of my deepest and most hidden fantasies. More than anything, I longed to be a luscious and large milking cow with swollen breasts pouring out milk in rich streams. More than anything, I wanted to be milked and fucked like a real cow. I wanted to be stretched, milked, fucked, pumped, and nicely filled .

It was a fantasy that I always came back to and that brought me to climax every time.

Since our marriage was in crisis for a long time, I made a decision to change something.

I wasn't quite sure what exactly that would be, until one day I saw an offer to participate in the Hucow program for free. The program was organized by a prestigious scientific center that studied lactation and sexuality, and offered a completely free transformation into Hucow in exchange for cooperation and participation in their scientific research.

"Improve your life, your sex drive, and your breasts. Sign up for our program and become a Hucow with breasts full of milk."

The article in the newspaper sounded very promising , and after I phoned the institute, I went to a meeting with the professional staff who explained everything to me in detail.

All that was left was for me to make a decision. Actually, I had already made the decision; all that was left was to communicate it to my husband, Lars.

I knew for sure that he would protest, but I simply decided that it was time to change something, whether he liked it or not.

The time has come to fulfill my most hidden fetishes, and a voice in my head told me that in the end, he will still like it...

I looked at him calmly and answered him confidently.

- Yes, that's what I want, whether you like it or not. However, I hope that you, as my husband, will support me in this.

Lars just blinked in confusion. It's been forever since we last had sex . Lately, I wasn't even sure if I was attracted to him.

-Okay, Melissa, but I really think it's a twisted idea. Man, I can't even imagine you like that.

- Well, soon you won't have to imagine .

I defiantly left the room and slammed the door.

The next day was my first day of the week-long program. I packed all my things and headed to the clinic where we were supposed to stay during the transformation process itself.

I thought about Lars's confused look and the wonder in his voice. I knew he loved me; I felt it, but I didn't understand why it was always so hard for him to accept me the way I was.

Anyway, I diverted my thoughts.

I paid the driver and got out of the taxi, carrying my suitcase with me. The large glass doors at the entrance opened, and I entered the lobby of the research institute.

Inside, I was greeted by a friendly young employee, as well as a very sterile and businesslike environment.

The medical workers once again instructed me in all the details: I was supposed to stay here for a week, during which I would receive hormone therapy in the form of pills. A team of experts will monitor my condition on a daily basis. The most important thing is that every day, together with therapy, I consume a liter of milk that the staff of the institute will bring to me during meals. It is desirable to masturbate as often as possible, in order to stimulate the effect of hormones, and therefore breast growth and milk production.

I nodded my head and agreed with everything I was told, and then formally signed the contract that guaranteed I agreed to participate in the program.

The first few days at the institute were rather monotonous. We followed a set rhythm that consisted of meals, rest, recreation, and therapy that we received every evening.

Already after the first day, some of the girls experienced significant breast growth, which was very noticeable. Their breasts stretched and grew at a tremendous rate, increasing surely by half a size every day. They became nice and round and took on the appearance of real Hucows .

I was jealous as I watched them, and I was especially jealous of the fact that my breasts, despite the therapy and the pouring of huge amounts of milk, remained the same. Confused and listless, I looked at my reflection in the mirror, beginning to think that this was all hopeless. Lars was right, I turned out to be an idiot, and I made a fool of myself, as usual.

Maybe I should have just accepted our quiet, ordinary, and simple life and continued to be a good and exemplary wife. I should never have applied for this idiotic program. I'm so stupid. Stupid cow, at least that was for sure.

I looked down at my small, firm breasts and felt the humiliation building up deep inside me, like sediment. I could imagine Lars's triumphant, sarcastic look as he convinced me with a lot of criticism that it was for the best, happy that I ended up being a fool, and offering me his famous "I told you so". Melissa, I told you not to get carried away with that nonsense. Isn't our life great? Don't you like all that we have? Why would you feel the need to make a milk cow out of yourself? I really don't understand you. Anyway, it's good that it turned out that way.

I could imagine him saying those words jubilantly, showering me with both pitiful and triumphant looks. His poor, stupid wife, how did she come up with such a twisted and stupid idea.

I sighed deeply and closed my eyes. I need to pull myself together. I was wrong, and I will accept it in a dignified way. I won't let Lars humiliate me.

After a full week of receiving medication, drinking milk, and sexual stimulation for which I had less and less interest, the staff of the institute sent me away, saying that some women simply do not respond adequately to therapy. My breasts had not grown a millimeter and were completely empty. I was so miserable and felt like a complete failure.

I had only one dream in my life, but I couldn't even make it come true. Pathetic.

I picked up my bags and headed home. I no longer even bothered to look at my reflection in the mirror; there was no point - everything about me was the same.

When Lars came back from work, I was sitting in the bedroom pretending to sleep. I simply didn't want to talk to him; I didn't have the strength for it.

The wooden door opened, and I heard his steady footsteps. I kept my eyelids tightly closed and wrapped myself in a blanket. Lars moved the blanket around me a little, and I instinctively opened my eyes and curled up tighter. I didn't want him to see how stupid I was. I didn't want him to see that the experiment had failed and that, on top of everything, I was the same old me, his boring wife Melissa, whom he had lost all interest in long ago.

-Hey, Mel, you're back.

I blinked my eyes in confirmation.

-Well, can I see it?

He was grinning from ear to ear and in an unusually good mood, which I must admit was a bit strange for him.

- I don't think now is a good time, Lars.

His brows furrowed.

-But I was really looking forward to meeting my brand new wife.

He grinned again, and I felt hot tears welling up in my eyes. I didn't know if the fact that I didn't become sexy hucow hurt me more, or the fact that Lars is suddenly this interested in me, right now when I'm completely broken. Couldn't he be as distant and reserved as always? Man.

- Jesus, Mel, that was a joke, although I can see that you don't really care about it. You know, I was thinking, and I realized you were right. We need some refreshment, and I am very glad that you signed up for that program. I can't wait to see
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