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Clint felt lucky to have a wife like Sonya. She was a beautiful, caring, housewife who was a delight to be around, or that’s what she used to be like anyway. These days not so much.

As time passed by and the two of them aged, the sweet Sonya he knew began to vanish. She turned from a woman who would smile happily at him every time they were together to a miserable person who barely acknowledged his existence.

Now the two of them live together in the middle of the wilderness, a stone’s throw from the nearest village, hating each other's guts.

He wasn’t quite sure what had gone wrong and had caused them to fall apart. Maybe she’d just grown bored of him or perhaps somebody else had caught her eye? The reason didn’t really matter, the fact was it had happened and he really wanted to turn it around.

To think that they used to spend every night making love and now they don’t even sleep in the same bed. Mortifying.

Sonya was still beautiful as well. Oh sure she was a little bit older, she was slowly reaching forty, but he still found her to be very attractive. She’d always had a pretty face, flowing blonde hair and stunning blue eyes and nothing had happened to change that.

Her body was thick and curvaceous too. She’d never been one of those size zero stick figures, she’d always had some meat on her bones which gave her a busty figure he adored, however he was no longer allowed to indulge in it due to her cold front.

Of course Clint didn’t really know what to do, or if there was anyway he could change her back into the vibrant woman he once knew. She didn’t seem to have the same concerns as he did, she’d simply settled deep into the rut and had accepted it. Only he wanted to change it.

Then, one day, out of the blue, his savior arrived.

The day didn’t appear to be anything special at the start. It was yet another quiet morning as they did their usual routine of eating their breakfast in silence, avoiding eye contact when possible. Finally Sonya broke the ice.

“Did you remember to check the mail?”

Despite living in the middle of nowhere the mail van still drove past every day and left them their goods in their mail box. They lived in a quiet place but they weren’t completely isolated by any means.

“Erm, not yet.”

“Okay,” was her response as she went back to crunching on her toast. What sort of conversation was this?

Wanting to escape the tension Clint jumped up onto his feet and announced, “I think I’ll go check it now!” before leaving that kitchen in a hurry.

God when did it all get so boring? Maybe that was their problem, maybe after so long together they’d just turned into a dull, boring, couple. However he didn’t want that, he wanted the spark to return.

As he was dreaming of the seemingly impossible, Clint finally reached the end of the path and found he did have mail and within the box he found it, a plain, brown, parcel.

Clint knew he hadn’t ordered anything. If Sonya had she wouldn’t have shared it with him but it was his name printed on the front which was what motivated him to open it there and then.

Within he found two things. A small cardboard box and a letter which was also addressed to him.

“Dear Mr. Wallace,” the letter read, “Thank you for registering as a test subject with our company. Within we have included the item that we would like you to give us feedback about.”

Test subject? He certainly hadn’t registered for such a thing. What sort of joke was this?

“Please give somebody you may observe this collar to wear for the testing duration, someone who you live with is recommended. If everything goes well you should note an immediate change in their personality which we would like you to record.”

Collar? Sure as when he popped open the box he found a collar, one that was pink in color and looked like it belonged on a dog, however the letter did say somebody. Was this meant to be worn by a person?

The next bit he properly focused on was the term ‘change in their personality’. What did that mean? This collar was supposed to make people act differently? That was weird he was just thinking about that, thinking about changing his wife for the better.

Now this package was clearly addressed to him, even though he didn’t order it, and it promised to have the effect he wanted. What sort of strange coincidence is that? In Clint’s mind it wasn’t one, this was a sign, a gift from some unknown force.

He cradled the box in his arms like it was his salvation, a symbol of hope. He wasn’t really sure why but he suddenly had great faith that this collar would save his marriage.

In a way he was actually right.


When Clint returned to the house he found that his wife had finished her breakfast and was busy cleaning the dishes. His too as his leftovers had been thrown away. Harsh. However such things didn’t concern Clint as he no longer felt hunger, he felt excitement.

“Hey dear,” he said to her, Sonya not even glancing in his direction, “I have something for you?”

“Something for me?” she repeated almost like a parrot as she kept her head staring into bubble filled sink.

“Hmhm. Close your eyes and I’ll put it on you.”

“Can’t you see I’m busy right now?” she said coolly, shooting him down with zero effort.

“Please, it’ll only take a moment.”

She sighed and dropped the plate down into the water, “Fine. Give me whatever it is.”

It was at this point that he realized that if his confidence was misplaced then he was just putting a dog collar around his wife’s neck and setting himself up for an argument to end all arguments. However he was sure it would be fine. This was divine intervention, he trusted his savior!

Once her eyes were shut he opened the collar up and slipped it around her neck, clicking it in place to secure the thin material strap. Then he prayed.

Now Clint wasn’t sure what he was expecting exactly, probably just some change, something noticeable. However nothing happened.

“So… how do you feel?” he asked as she opened up and eyed the collar.

“How do I feel?”

“I mean… do you like it?”

Sonya shrugged her shoulders and hummed, “It’s okay I guess,” before going back to the dishes.

Again she didn’t show any emotion, she simply didn’t care. Clint basically hung his head in disappointment; it had been a huge bust.

“Yeah okay. Glad you… think it’s okay. See you later honey.”

She didn’t even acknowledge him as he left. He felt like such a fool for getting his hopes up for nothing. Of course a magic collar wasn’t just gonna arrive on his doorstep to make his wife loving again. Such a fantasy was completely ridiculous. Nothing had changed, absolutely nothing, or so he thought.

Because he was so irritated, Clint avoided his wife for the rest of the day and the only time they got back together was for bed, and even then that was in different ones that just happened to be in the same room. That was when Clint noticed something weird.

As he was lying in bed, struggling to get to sleep, he heard rustles coming from his wife’s bed, small creaking sounds and what appeared to be the noise of deep breathing. He was used to sleeping next to dead silence so even this limited activity was enough for him to note.

Clint got an idea of what she could possibly be doing as he laid there, listening in silence, but he knew it was nonsense. Sonya masturbating, the woman who had lost her sex drive? That was ridiculous, he was either hearing things or misreading the situation. A cold woman like that would never touch herself.

However as time passed by the noises remained and sometimes they got a bit louder, actually sounding like moans. He could have swore but still he knew that possible it was not.

In the end such teasing noises only served to frustrate him so he did his best to lock his eyes shut and ignore all the sound around him, blocking out her groans until finally he reached the world of sleep.


The next day Clint noticed more unusual things about Sonya. They were small things but for a woman who seemed to live a groundhog day lifestyle they were noticeable enough.

For one she looked really tried. She was yawning, her eyes looked heavy and her hair was a mess like he’d never seen before.

Secondly there was her breakfast. She usually just munched a few pieces of toast but today she was seriously treating herself. She had plates stacked high, mainly of veggies, and she was greedily eating it up.

However despite a slight difference in her appearance, and her eating habits, she still showed off the same personality.

“Sleep well?” he asked her as he sipped his coffee.

“Well enough.”

“Hmm, feeling hungry this morning?”

“A little bit.”

Seriously he couldn’t be the only one trying could he!? This was awful. She was still wearing the collar and yet nothing had changed about her. Clint felt more annoyed than ever, he needed some fresh air.

“I’m gonna go check the mail”, he said as he took his leave, wanting any excuse as he rushed to the door and leaped outside and almost fell to the ground after clattering into the bottles of milk which had been left on his doorstep.

Unlike the mailman, the milkman never came this way. Clint and Sonya bought all their milk at the store, they never got deliveries.

Clint was confused until he leant down to pick up the bottles and noticed that they came with a note, a note addressed to him from the same people who sent him the collar.

“Thank you for testing out our product! If your test subject needs assistance then please feed her this.”

Another unusual gift and another chance for disappointment, especially as a hopeful Clint got his expectations right up as soon as he finished reading. Maybe the personality change just needed an extra trigger, maybe this was that trigger? There was still hope yet!

Grabbing all the bottles, Clint rushed back inside and back into the kitchen.

“Hey dear, would you like a cup of coffee?”

“Where did you get all that milk from?”

“Complimentary gift, now would you like a drink?”

“No, I’m not thirsty.”

Bubble equalled burst. However he wasn’t going to allow that to stop him. Instead he simply poured out a fresh glass of pure milk and put it down on the table for her.

“Well we’ll need to finish this milk before it spoils.”

She didn’t ask him for it, she didn’t thank him for it, but once the glass of milk was there she reluctantly drunk it. It seemed that her thirst was as big as her new appetite was.

Sonya polished off the glass and went back to eating, for a few seconds. Then she suddenly gasped out, pushed back from the table and cradled her chest.

“Ah… no, what is this?”

Of course this caught Clint’s attention. This was more emotion than he’d seen her show for years and he was right there next to her, seeing what was happening.

“Are you okay dear?”

Her breathing got deep and her face got red as she squirmed from side to side, keeping her bosom trapped in her folded arms. Then she began to do something which made his jaw drop. She pinched down on her own nipples and began to rub them in place.

This was the most surprising and shocking thing she’d done… maybe ever? She was touching herself through her blouse, letting her moans flow out.

“What’s happening to me?” she shuddered, “I couldn’t sleep last night, my nipples were throbbing so much but it wasn’t this strong and it didn’t happen so fast. This is different, what’s going on!?”

Clint felt concerned. Had he done this? Had he done something awful to his wife? What kind of husband was he!?

As Clint was practically having a panic attack, Sonya released a slutty moan and jerked in place, large wet patches suddenly forming in the front of her blouse.

She groaned happily, her face looking blissful as she kept on teasing over her own nubs even as the damp fabric puddles got bigger and bigger. Clint found himself being drawn in as he moved in closer to smell, to sniff up the scent coming from her chest.

“Is that milk?” he asked, the fragrance unmistakable.

“It’s just like the dream,” she moaned out, “Just like the thoughts that I was having all yesterday! I can’t stop, I need to gush so badly!”

That sloppy red look on her face was so damn alluring and hearing her moan was really turning him on. Her distress had quickly turned to some weird sort of joy and it was spreading to him.

Clint grasped the bottom of her blouse and tugged it up, pulling it up over her chest before dragging her bra down to expose her bare bosom, her stiff, pink, nipples gushing drops of white without a care.

His undressing had moved her hands away and allowed his own to replace them, his fingers sinking into her breasts, which seemed to be swollen in size, groping and kneading them leisurely, forcing more squirts of cream to spray out.

As he took command her moaning got more giddy and she slid her hands down between her own thighs as she began to masturbate openly. She was so damn horny she couldn’t control herself.

Naturally none of this was what Clint expected from the collar or the milk but that didn’t matter, his cock was throbbing, he hadn’t felt so aroused in years and he was denied sex every night. Finally he was going to get some.

He took a hold of her body and dragged her up so that her back was pressed down against the table, his body coming in from above. He used his hands to rip her knee length skirt away and then easily tugged down her crotch soaked panties, revealing her leaking slit. He couldn’t remember the last time he saw her get wet, he couldn’t hold back.

“I’ve missed you so much,” he growled, “the real you. How do you expect me to control myself?”

Clint fished out his stiffness and pressed the throbbing tip against her soaked pussy lips. Then, as his lips came down to suckle on one of those drooling nips, he thrusted upwards and filled her full of his erect dick.

A slutty moan came from her as she wrapped her legs around his body, arms hugging him tight, keeping him pinned into her lactating bosom.

“You don’t need to! I can’t control myself either! It was so hard to hold back last night but… I can’t do it anymore!”

She wasn’t lying. Her nipples felt needy and she felt the urge to milk but without the spray her desires couldn’t come out. Now, thanks to the milk she’d been fed, she was free to make her own and lose herself to her womanly needs.

He kept on nursing her sweet milk as he dragged his hips up high and came crashing down, thrusting deep into her, coaxing out her cries of bliss just like he was coaxing out her dairy rush. She felt so hot and so tight, sexier than ever before. She was going to milk him too like this.

The two grown-ups rutted like teenagers, his hips hammering into her loins right on the kitchen table, her juices gushing out as her milk continued to spray free. It felt oh so good, it felt heavenly.

Bliss coursed through them both as Clint’s limits were hit. He’d been denied her pussy for an age, getting to taste her sweet tightness again sent him over the edge.

Clint couldn’t warm her, he was still wrapped around her nipple, so he just released, he just pounded down and buried in place, letting it all go, letting his hot seed fill her up, bathing her womb in his virile, backed up, cum.

His release made her do the same. She bucked and groaned out as the milk sprays got more volatile and a gush of excitement squirted from her loins. She climaxed for the first time in a decade and it blew her away.

Once the two had released their lust they remained together, locked in place, until Clint gathered the energy to move, gathered the energy to rise up from the table and to slip his shaft from her body.

“Oh my god that was incredible,” he panted out in excitement, “I… I didn’t know sex could feel so good.”

He was used to her not responding but that was usual because of ignorance. It wasn’t because she was spread eagel with cum dripping from her pussy, milk leaking down her skin and a love drunk expression on her face. This was something else.

She couldn’t say anything back, her mind felt too hazy, too weak, too dumb. All she could do was groan out weakly as she drooled down herself and release a very particular noise. It was the low, throaty, sound of a bovine moo.

The collar had promised Clint change but had then only delivered a false dawn. However with the milk serving as its accomplice true change had just been established.


After that day, after that session on the table, things changed in the Clint and Sonya household. It was no longer a boring place with nothing going on, it was a rather extraordinary home.

Clint had made sure that Sonya kept drinking down those bottles of milk. All he had to do was tell her to drink it and she’d drink it. Suddenly she was so obedient but that was nothing compared to the effects that the milk had had on her body.

Sonya was always busty. She was always a solid D cup but guzzling down all of that milk had turned that up another level. She no longer had big breasts, she now had truly giant tits.

Those three bottles of milk had increased her bust size massively. She’d rose up right to the middle of the alphabet and was sitting at a mighty M cup. None of her bras fitted her at all anymore and none of her blouses did properly but that was okay because due to her leaking issue she spent her whole time topless anyway.

There practically always seemed to be milk leaking from those nipples. It didn’t matter how much he drained them dry they would always start gushing again eventually. She was releasing a ton of the stuff, just like a real cow.

Her tits weren’t the only things which had swollen. Her nipples had gotten both thicker, longer and fatter as well. They were oh so sensitive and longed to be touched, touched by him. Her own stimulation wasn’t enough, she needed a man’s hands to take care of her.

Usually their mornings were spent eating a basic meal in silence but now, every time she awoke from bed, she came sloshing towards him with her breasts full and packed to a size even further up the alphabet, the pressure dying to be released.

“Honey,” she whined at him, squirming from side to side, the small bell hanging from the collar clattering, “Wake up, I need milking.”

Clint didn’t mind being disturbed if it meant getting to take care of her. He was happy to be awoken so he could care of his chubby hucow wife.

Ever since she started wearing the collar her appetite had increased and she was eating a lot more. That was why she had gotten a lot thicker and curvier. She wasn’t fat by any means, she was a stunning woman with a soft, squeezable, body.

“Hmm, of course. Go wait for me, I’ll be there in a moment.”

She giggled happily and skipped out of the room. She seemed so much happier these days, especially when she knew she was about to fulfill his purpose.

Clint threw on some clothes and made his way into the garden, which because of their location pretty much just expanded endlessly. It was what made this location so wonderful. There was nobody else around, nobody to see them.

Sonya was standing in the nude waiting for him, small trickles of milk leaking over her breasts, pussy juice running down her inner thigh, and he knew that nobody else could spy on her. He had total privacy to milk his hucow in peace.

He took a hold of a large, metal, bucket and threw it down onto the floor before them before he slipped behind her and grabbed her breasts with his strong hands. His fingers basically sunk into the mass and the weight, her tits swelling around him like they were made of marshmallow.

Tenderly, yet firmly, he kneaded and groped at her massive udders, squeezing them in his hold, forcing those mooing sounds to moan from her lips. It didn’t take long to turn a trickle of milk into a stream.

Once her white cream was oozing out his hold got tighter and deeper as his fingers came around to squeeze on her nipples, tugging and pulling on them, aiming them into the bucket which began to fill. It gave her exactly what she wanted and made her legs quiver as her pussy juices came dripping out.

The fresh air, and the scent of milk, masked her lustful odor but he knew she was aroused when she pushed her hips back and began to grind against him like a naughty stripper, begging for attention. He could feel her heat and her wetness rubbing against his pants.

Clint knew this would happen. It always happened. Being milked always made her horny.

As she pushed back into him he pushed back against her, letting her feel his packed bulge smothering into her soft behind. Her sex drive had been flipped from nonexistent to high, she begged him for sex several times a day thanks to the collar, and all that special milk.

“You know what you have to say if you want me to fill you,” Clint groaned into her ear as his strong hands kept kneading her doughy jugs, flooding the bucket with sprays of white.

“Please fuck me master,” she moaned out needily, “Your slutty hucow pet needs you.”

He didn’t even know this was a fantasy of his until it was already happening. Now he made her say that every time, he made her mind sure that he was the master and she was the pet, a horny hucow pet.

Temporarily he released her dripping tits so that he could free his hard cock and then he was right back to groping, his hardness pushed between her thighs, rubbing against her puffy, wet, mound.

Clint grinded again and again, making her drip, making her moan, glossing his dick in her natural lube before he finally went from teasing to pleasing, thrusting his hardness up into her loins.

Another loud moo came squealing from her lips as she made a very slutty expression, his big, hard, cock making her tight twat feel so good. It coaxed out more of her excitement and more of her milk, the white sprays gushing around his hands, his fingers, into the bucket below and everywhere but.

Of course he loved it too. It felt so good having that warm, tight, meaty pussy wrapped around his hardness. He couldn’t stop himself from hammering inwards yet he had no reason to hold back, her eager body always begged for more.

Her legs got close to buckling as he hit all of her good points with every thrust, his cock practically crafted solely for her tightness, or possibly the other way around. She didn’t really think about it, she didn’t do much thinking at all anymore. She just ate, slept, fuck and leaked milk. She was little more than a slutty hucow.

His muscular hands kept on working her tits, making her udders gush, as he savored her body completely. Those tight, hot, wet folds were getting him oh so close. He knew he didn’t have much left in the tank, she was gonna make him cum.

Sonya knew nothing. Her body had already felt orgasmic bliss from every drop of milk which sprayed out and it wasn’t getting any less intense as his manhood throbbed in her insides. She simply longed for his seed, she simply longed to get filled with his raw cum.

Then, finally, they both got what they were after.

Growls came from Clint’s lips as his teeth gritted together, his body going through a final surge of speed and strength.

“Hmm, are you almost dry baby? Because I can’t go on any longer. I need to fill your slutty hucow pussy right now.”

“Please, do it, do it,” she mooed out, rolling her o’s when she could, “Please put your calves inside of me!”

That silly slip of the tongue was more than enough to put him over the edge. With her milk overflowing from the bucket, Clint began to cum, hard.

He groaned out and hilted into her, releasing every single rope of seed that his body could create, filling her womb with his virile jizz. It made her moan, gush and climax messily, streams of white spraying through the air in lewd, milk, fountain.

The two of them remained in that place, the final drops leaking from Sonya’s swollen tits as the last through surges ran through Clint’s loins, giving her his all.

Clint felt young again having such an eager, sexy, pet who he could cum inside of over and over again. It wouldn’t be a surprise if she soon turned up pregnant with all that raw cum being released into her body.

As they stood there, Clint turned Sonya’s head towards him and stole a kiss which very quickly became something more, a saliva filled makeout snog. They were truly like lovers again thanks to their new roles of owner and pet.

“Hmm, I love you Sonya,” he groaned out.

“I love you too master,” she mooed out happily, wiggling in his arms.

“Now let’s get you back inside before you start to get cold. You must be hungry after all that milking.”

She nodded her head as he took a hold of her ass and guided her back into their home.

It wouldn’t be long until the survey arrived asking Clint just what he thought about the collar and he was going to be sure to leave a glowing review for the device which had turned his wife from an ice cool bitch into a loving, horny, hucow.

The bimbo collar was the best thing to ever happen to him and that meant it was the best thing to ever happen to his empty headed pet too.

Their relationship was saved, and it was going better than ever.
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