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Jackie's eyes were dead, cold, azure-blue, although they shone with some unusual and special liveliness.

I knew and saw that it was no longer her.

A beautiful statue, with body draped in the silkiest and softest skin, with giant breasts rising from her shapely chest and milk dripping everywhere, now stood before me. I knew it could be anyone, or anything, but the Jacqueline I knew.

However, the mere sight of her perfect body and juicy, overflowing breasts caused a fire of emotions and a flood of adrenaline in me. As she pressed herself tightly against me, lustfully offering me her grown breasts, I felt as if I was almost losing the ground under my feet. The stiff cock was sticking out from under my tight pants. I wrapped my arms around her and thrust hard into her.

Everything about her now was so different, changed, and strange, yet so mine, familiar, and dear. I wanted her hard with every part of my being that was burning with excitement.

I penetrated deep into her, feeling the warm and wet skin of her hot pussy as she continuously begged me to cum. I grabbed her massive breasts and felt them with my fingers, feeling them hard as rock.

- John, that hurts! Can't you see they are full of milk?

She groaned, throwing her head back, her luscious blonde hair falling down her back.

-What do you want me to do, honey?

- Empty them!

She looked me straight in the eyes, and there was something equally pleading and commanding in her tone.

Then she wrapped her hands around my hair and buried my face in her giant melons. I cupped the nipple with my mouth, and soon my mouth was full of milk. It was sweet and hot, all over my tongue. Jacqueline gripped me even tighter, so I couldn't slip away anymore. I was forced to swallow the creamy milk that gushed from her breasts. I swallowed lustily and quickly, trying only not to choke. I could barely catch my breath. My cock was throbbing hard, deep in her pussy.

Milk dripped from the corners of my lips, down my chin, and soaked the white coat I was wearing.

I, Professor John, brought my wife back from the dead and created a monstrous, fertile cow that was just trying to smother me with her milk. 

And I drank eagerly, like a complete madman, unable to get enough of the juicy elixir that flowed from her hot and firm nipples.

I drank every last drop, gasping for air, then thrust hard into her and came violently, filling her voluptuous womb with my seed.

Then I leaned back on the table, feeling slightly numb and dizzy.

She just stood there, almost unreal, and watched me with interest. At that moment, I had the impression that I was her experiment. At that moment, I realized that Jacqueline was dangerous.

Dear Lord, she is a monster!

It ran through my head like lightning, and chills, now not mild anymore, took over my whole body, so that the hairs on my arms stood on end. I looked at my now limp, deflated cock that was still dripping with drops of sperm and thought to myself how I had just fucked a monster.

As she stared blankly at me lustfully with her crystalline eyes, I slowly accepted the fact that it was no longer Jackie. In front of me now stood an eager cow with a breast full of milk and commandingly demanded to be emptied, suffocating me to the last breath.

- Jacqueline, dear, how are you feeling?

I asked her in a kind tone, trying to gauge her current state more deeply, and if it was really as bad as I thought.

- I feel great, John.

She answered me calmly, with a smile and in a cold, flat tone. She didn't talk about the accident, or that she missed me, or that she was afraid; there was no trace of emotion in her voice.

She just looked at me calmly and smiling, while something sinister flickered at the corners of her lips. Within just a few minutes, the veins on her transparent skin had expanded again, and her breasts had begun to harden and swell again. The milk was coming again.

I did not want and could not allow myself to be near her again when her breasts were too full. This time, she might really suffocate me. I had to think of something fast.

There was one small room in the laboratory that served as a storage room. It was intended for the storage of biological waste and had metal bars on it as well as very good security. However, I used it to store mostly anything, but I thought that might change.

- Jacqueline, dear, I see that your breasts are full of milk again. If you followed me to a room, I could milk you again.

She walked with me, obediently following me. After all, it looked like the monster cow wasn't too smart. Good. That could be great.

Somehow, I shoved her in and quickly closed and locked the door. When she realized what was happening, she screamed at me.

-Damn you!

I began to walk away slowly, still watching her silhouette looming in the dark space behind the bars. Her breasts were pressed firmly against the cold metal, and milk was starting to trickle down them.

Dear God.

I spent that whole night thinking and composing. I couldn't give up, Jacqueline. Even like this, she was still mine.

My monster dairy cow. My pet.

Realizing that if I wanted this to work, I had to find a way to milk her full breasts, I spent the whole night designing and assembling the perfect milking machine to meet the needs of my new pet wife.

I carefully selected the parts, the best and strongest, to create the perfect machine, strong enough to withstand the enormous amount of milk that filled the udders of my juicy cow. All night long, as I worked hard on my latest invention, her loud sighs of pleasure echoed in my head as I voraciously drank the creamy juice that flowed from her.

At the crack of dawn, my new invention was ready. The strongest milking machine that ever existed was ready. I sincerely hoped that it would be able to meet my wife's needs.

With trembling hands, I dragged the heavy machine down. My shirt was soaked with sweat, and my white coat was stained with dried milk stains.

When I came downstairs, I heard Jackie's loud, furious, and inconsolable screaming. She was screaming at the top of her voice, calling me and demanding that I milk her. She sounded enraged like a real animal, and I stopped again in fear of the fact that my once gentle and refined wife was now an unbridled sexual monster.

Well, there was no going back now. I did what I thought was right, and I had to bear the consequences of my decisions. Now I had to take care of Jacqueline as best I could, because she, even as she was now, was still my wife, for better or for worse.

I was dragging the milking machine on the floor, because it was too heavy for me to carry in my hands, and I was getting closer and closer to her. Her bright eyes shone furiously from the darkness of the confined space.

She kicked and banged against the grates, and the milk dripped everywhere, making puddles on the polished floor.

When I approached her, I saw that it was impossible to restrain her while she was like this.

So I pulled a pair of leather straps out of a metal box under my desk and managed to tie her hands to the bars. As she did so, Jacqueline scratched me angrily, leaving red marks on my skin with her red, polished nails.

- Milk me!

She thrashed incessantly, in a voice that was now completely animalistic.

- Have patience, my dear.

I unlocked the door and stroked her tousled hair, when her shining white teeth flashed in the semi-darkness. She tried to bite me, but I escaped in time. She was completely out of control.

I attached the plastic pumps attached to the machine with metal tubes to her pink, bright red, and stiff nipples that looked like they were going to explode at any moment. Her breasts were so huge and swollen that I had the impression that they had grown even more.

I started the revving engine and watched as the relentless pumps pressed hard on Jackie's tits, squeezing the milk in jets.

As soon as the machine started working and the milk started pouring out of her, Jacqueline calmed down. Her agony slowly subsided, and I watched as her face slowly turned from the spasms into one of pure pleasure.

She moaned, completely enraptured as the powerful pumps did their work.

I did it!

As I watched her beautiful face sighing in ecstasy, I felt the bulge in my pants getting tight and the blood rushing through my entire body. Of course, she noticed it.

- Fill me up!

She grunted and showed me her pink pussy, which was quite wet.

I couldn't stand it. Although monstrous, in the end, it was still my wife begging me to fuck her.

I approached her from behind and penetrated her juicy womb, deep, so that I filled her whole. Her tousled, blonde hair was scattered over her perfectly shaped back, and then I felt something animal awakening inside me, too. I grabbed her by the hair and started thrusting into her with strong and rhythmic movements.

An LED light flickered above our heads, illuminating my sterile laboratory.

Milk gushed in streams from the swollen breasts of my dairy cow.

I fucked her with strong and vigorous movements until the hot sperm poured
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