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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
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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.

After Lars "helped" me that night to unlock my hidden potential that was crouching inside me all the time while I was sitting in despair in the science center, things started to happen quite quickly, and quite... well, you could say strange.

My breasts swelled up, hardened, and filled with huge amounts of hot milk. In addition, they grew to the point where most of my things no longer fit me. They were huge, hard, and round. Together with the growth of breasts and the arrival of milk, I felt the need to be well milked and emptied every day. If I weren't milked, my boobs would become terribly painful and throbbing, to the point of unbearability, and I would be incredibly frustrated. So, milking has become my daily necessity, just like eating, drinking, or showering.

However, that was not the strangest thing.

My husband accepted this need with great enthusiasm. He became completely devoted to taking care of me and always made sure that before going to work, he drained me well and milked me to the last drop, and if he had time, and if I was really obedient, he would treat me with a nice filling, also.

Yes, that's how things were with us now. Besides me becoming a Hucow, my husband became my dominant, somewhat sadistic, controlling master who took complete care of me and took care of my every need, while enjoying himself.

The changes that happened to us were really huge, and at first it was very strange to adapt to this new way of life. It was very intense, strong, and all-pervading. I wasn't sure myself when I became Lars' submissive cow, but when I found myself chained to the bed one morning, blindfolded, with a huge dildo in my ass, and roughly milked by my controlling husband, I was pretty sure I was.

I really never thought that Lars could have that in him, but he probably thought the same about me.

The day I became a Hucow, and when the milk began to flow from my breasts, I saw it in the way he looked at me, a fixed and strong gaze all over my naked body, as if he was saying - now you are only mine.

Considering my physical condition, Lars convinced me that it was best to quit my job and devote myself fully to my new marital duties; he was earning more than enough anyway. All my life, I had clung to my career as a personal achievement, but now that I just wanted my swollen breasts to be nicely emptied and to feel Lars's stiff cock deep inside me, the thought of becoming a housewife seemed quite tempting.

And so it was.

Even though I spent all my days at home, I didn't miss work at all. My needs and new way of life occupied my time, so there was not much time left to think about other things. Besides, Lars took really good care of me.

Now, when I needed special care, he always made sure I got what I needed. In order to make the milking as efficient as possible, Lars ordered me special machines that would help me in this. Sometimes it was really hard to do it by hand, and my massive udders craved relief every day. That's why my caring husband bought me a milking machine that helped me with that. 

Of course, like any obedient cow, I was only allowed to use the machine in his presence, because Lars wanted to have complete insight and control over my body, so that he could satisfy my needs as best as possible. Therefore, independent milking and masturbation were strictly punished. 

My body belonged to him now, so I wasn't allowed to touch myself without his permission.

I probably wouldn't follow these rules, but Lars installed cameras all over our apartment. That I must not break this rule, I found out the hard way, when Lars, after an all-day session of masturbation and a good emptying of my overfilled breasts, whipped me and left me tied up with a vibrator that drove me crazy and nipple clamps. Since then, I haven't even thought about such a thing.

My husband was now my supreme master, and I was his good, milky cow ready to obey his every wish.

I longed for Lars without stopping. 

Ever since he became my master, the whole world seemed to have turned 360 degrees. Of course, he was still the man I loved all my life, only now in a completely different light. It was as if my transformation had awakened something very dark and primal in him, which, to be honest, even though I lived all these years with him, I had no idea that he had inside.

In order to be the best possible wife, I still had to perform all the household duties, and along the way, I had to take perfect care of my body and face. I always had to be fresh, well-groomed, and well-dressed, mostly in light dresses with a romantic cut that beautifully followed the contours of my body. 

I also had a special, new fashion accessory that I had to wear at all times, according to Lars' orders. It was a necklace with a small silver bell that I now wore around my neck. Like a real cow. Lars liked to hear the sound of the bell as he fucked me, and he also thought the necklace marked that I was now his property.

I was happy to wear it because there was something very special about it. In the touch of metal against hot skin and the way it bound me to Lars. Each ring of the bell signified that I was now his submissive. His good Hucow wife ready to be fucked and milked.

And I enjoyed it. My life now had only one meaning - to be a good wife to my husband, and that mostly meant being well fucked, filled, stretched, and milked.
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I was preparing dinner when I heard the sound of the lock clicking. Lars had been on a business trip for two days already, and I missed him terribly. 

My breasts were full and getting quite painful. I wasn't sure yet how long I could endure before I milk myself, even at the price of being punished. 

I seriously considered that option as my body craved relief. Lars has been away for too long.

When I heard his steps in the hall, I trembled with excitement. Finally. 

However, I knew that above all, I had to be polite and obedient. I will only do what my master allows me to do.

I was standing by the stove when he approached me from behind and wrapped his arms around me. He kissed my neck gently. I shuddered again.

- Where is my beautiful wifey? Were you good while I was gone?

I turned to him and nodded my head. Lars then cupped my hard breasts and squeezed them gently so that two wet spots appeared on the delicate fabric of my apricot dress. I moaned softly.

- I see you are full of milk. Excellent. You didn't touch your titties without me, did you?

-No.

I looked him straight in the eyes, wanting to let him know I was honest.

- You'd better not lie. Now we will check it. You're going to the milking machine, and you'd better have enough milk for these two days.

He attached the chain to the link on my collar and led me towards the empty room that used to be my workroom, now containing the new machines and equipment I needed. 

The bells jingled merrily as I walked towards the room. All the while, I could feel Lars' stern gaze on me. My massive breasts bounced with every movement I made, and I could feel the weight of the incoming milk pressing down hard on me. I craved relief so badly that I was now ready to do whatever Lars asked of me.

We entered the room, and Lars ordered me to kneel on all fours on the floor. Even though I knew my knees would hurt quite a bit, I listened to him anyway. He quickly attached two plastic vacuum pumps to the nipples and started the machine. There was a loud humming of the engine, and then the monotonous work of the pumps that extracted milk from me by vacuum extraction.

My nipples quickly hardened and turned bright pink. Milk poured out of me in rich streams. I moaned loudly as the powerful pumps pumped hot and sweet liquid out of me; the feeling was incredible. I was flooded with feelings of pleasure and satisfaction that I never wanted to end. 

Lars slowly approached me from behind and carefully felt the tight skin of my ass. He smiled and said with satisfaction:

- I see that you were an obedient cow while I was gone. You deserve a special award for that. Isn't it?

I nodded my head in agreement and moaned loudly as my breasts heaved and my stiff nipples grew larger with each trickle of warm milk that flowed rhythmically from them. Of course, I was good; I would never let Lars down and do anything to make him angry. 

And now I earned my reward, and my pussy throbbed impatiently, getting wetter by the moment. I could imagine him penetrating deep into me. I waited impatiently and moaned, tensely following my husband's every move.

- This time I want you to get something really special, honey. While I was on a business trip, I thought about my good wife all the time. Look what I bought you.

Lars searched his pockets and pulled out a pair of white, shiny anal balls.

- You know I will always take care of you, dear. Now, be a good cow and let your husband
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