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		“T hat’s how you’re going to dress to go out tonight?”

		Bliss gave her husband a dirty look as he stood in the doorway, blocking her path out to the car.

		To say that Bliss and Harrison had a traditional marriage would be completely inaccurate. Bliss was every bit the grunge hippie that her name might invoke. She grew up in a hippie commune and only re-entered normal society when she met Harrison. It was her love for him that took her out of the commune. However, there was no taking the hippie out of her. She practically lived in flannel shirts and either long flowing skirts or black denim jeans, always paired with flat canvas shoes.

		Harrison, in comparison, was as strait-laced as it came. He worked a normal job that saw him wear a suit and tie to work everyday. His was a life that was not that dissimilar to what a man’s would be in the 1950s. The only difference was he lived 70 years later and was fully versed in all of the modern technology of the current age.

		All of the neighbors questioned their life together, their marriage, believing it was not possible to maintain. Yet five years in, they were still going strong. The secret was to let each other be themselves. It was only then that they could be the strong couple that they really were.

		However, there were times when Harrison wished Bliss would try to fit in occasionally. Like now, when they were about to go to the opera. Technically there was no dress code, but there were still expectations. And while Harrison would fit in just fine in his suit, a slight upgrade from what he wore to work that day, Bliss wore a pair of scuffed canvas shoes, black jeans with holes in the knees, and an oversized flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows.

		“Yes,” Bliss said. They had fought about this before, but she thought he understood that she did not dress up for anyone. Their wedding had been an exception, but it had been one she fought long and hard over until finally giving in under pressure from basically everyone she knew.

		“Fine,” Harrison said, his voice cold. He was inwardly seething, but Bliss paid it no mind. She really did not care about how people viewed her. Little did she realize that this was her last straw.

		The plan had been in the works for weeks. It had been a coworker’s suggestion. He knew of Harrison’s issues with his wife. He also knew that Harrison, as much as he loved Bliss, wanted her to be more traditional. He could not control who he loved, but now he had the means to add a little extra control into their relationship. Everything was ready. He probably would have gone through with it eventually. But his limit had finally been reached. It was time to enact the plan.

		Returning home, Harrison knew everything was ready. He had his supplies in the refrigerator, ready to go. And he already knew how to best make use of it.

		“Damn, I’m never going to be able to fall asleep feeling like this,” Bliss said as she sat on the couch, her hands fidgeting. She had no idea that the decaf coffee she had consumed during intermission had actually been caffeinated. It was all a part of Harrison’s plan for his wife. “I wonder if they gave me the wrong coffee.”

		Harrison knew they had. He had been the one who ordered it, after all. It just so happened to be that he ordered her regular coffee and not decaf as she wanted. She had been in line to use the bathroom at the time. She had no way of knowing. And she trusted Harrison to order properly for her.

		“How about some warm milk?” Harrison asked. Bliss rarely drank milk, but she had been known to drink warm milk when she had trouble sleeping. It usually helped.

		“Good idea,” Bliss said, already pushing herself up off the couch.

		“No, you relax,” Harrison interrupted her actions. “I’ll take care of everything.”

		Bliss sank back into the couch. Not that sitting would help her relax. It was all to do with the caffeine that now ran through her system. “You’re the best.”

		Harrison said nothing as he disappeared into the kitchen. The special milk he had ordered sat all the way at the back. He double checked the expiration date, but this particular kind of milk had a longer shelf life than normal store-bought milk. He was in the clear.

		Even though Harrison had done an impressive amount of research into how this all worked, he knew little about the actual biological systems involved or the specific means at which Bliss would change. All he knew was he expected a drastic change in her behavior soon, if not almost immediately. Maybe not tonight, but by sometime tomorrow, he expected Bliss to be the woman he wanted her to be. And the best part was she would want it, too.

		Going to bed that night, Harrison knew his wife would toss and turn through much of the night. The warm milk could not make up for the caffeine she had consumed, although it probably helped a little. But more importantly, Bliss showed no sign that she thought the milk tasted different. She was none to the wiser to his plans, which she would have objected to at the outset. Later, it would be a different story if it all worked out.

		And there was a massive difference in the milk. It was not simply made with an extra chemical. It had a whole different source. Cows were not needed. The milk was entirely human, although still different. Harrison chose not to dive too deep into that rabbit hole. Instead, he just crossed his fingers and did his best to ignore his wife’s movements in bed next to him as he tried to sleep.

		The following morning, Harrison got out of bed and did everything he could to avoid waking Bliss. She had finally fallen asleep and he had every intention of letting her sleep in. As far as he was concerned, she deserved it. Although he had few doubts her sleeping in after him would no longer be an issue in the future. He so very much wanted to pull the covers off of her to see what had changed overnight. However, he held back, letting her sleep. He knew it would be so much better when he returned home from work.

		When Bliss finally did wake up, she sat up and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Despite falling asleep late, she still managed to sleep well. It just took her long into the morning before she was ready to fully wake. And now that she was awake, she was greeted with a definite change.

		Bliss looked down and was immediately confronted with swollen breasts. It was hard to tell how much bigger they were, but they felt bigger and they definitely felt heavier. However, despite the sudden increase in size, Bliss did not feel particular concern over the sudden change. If anything, she smiled, knowing how much her bigger breasts would turn her husband on when he returned home from work.

		Slowly, Bliss started about her day. She skipped pulling a robe over her shoulders as she padded into the kitchen. Somehow the thought of further covering her breasts was too much to bear. They needed to breathe and her small tank top she wore as a nightshirt was more than enough coverage. It would have been different if she had slept topless. Then a robe would have been acceptable, preferably something light and maybe even a little transparent, making sure they remained well ventilated.

		She made her morning coffee, adding a bit of milk to it. She rarely did something like that, preferring her coffee black, but she could not help herself. There was something about the carton of milk, a brand she had never seen before, that drew her in. And once she had finished her coffee, Bliss grabbed the carton of milk out of the refrigerator and started to drink it straight. She did not need coffee. What she needed was that milk.

		Bliss had been known to drink straight from the carton before, although rarely was it milk. It was far more likely to be juice or some other beverage. But this time it was milk and she could barely keep up with swallowing it down. Rivulets of white flowed down her chin from the corners of her lips. Milky white drops landed on her swollen breasts. And still she kept drinking. She kept drinking until every ounce of milk had either found its way into her belly or had spilled down her front.

		It was only once the milk was gone that Bliss stood back and let out a satisfied sigh. That was what she had needed. And the milk had been more than filling. She placed a hand on her belly and felt a gurgle from inside of her. A burp followed shortly after, air escaping from her stomach after chugging all of that milk.

		She stood there for several minutes, trying to process how she felt. She certainly did not feel bad. It was just that she felt different. Her mind was almost at war with itself. There was the old her, the hippie and lover of all things alternative, and then there was the new her, who wanted nothing more than to spend all day cooking and cleaning for her husband and then dress up pretty for him before he arrived home. Both seemed like such good ideas, such good ways to live.

		The problem was, Bliss was not entirely sure which one was the real her. She vaguely understood her memories coincided with her being a hippie who would have loved living on a commune. But the new ideas, the new ideals, were so powerful and they filled her with joy. The simple idea that she could spend her day cooking and cleaning could bring her joy, especially when Harrison came home to see all of her hard work. But somehow she knew it would not be perfect unless she dressed the part.

		Her decision made, Bliss marched from the kitchen toward the bedroom. There was no way everything would be perfect for Harrison when he returned home, but she would be damned before she let the day completely get away from her and her newfound responsibilities. Even after a shower, Bliss knew she was stuck. Her clothes simply would not cut it. She needed a nice dress, something that would put a smile on her husband’s face when he returned home. Her flannel just did not do the job.

		Eventually Bliss found something she could wear. The skirt was too long and the top did a poor job of letting her boobs breathe, but both items were good enough as a temporary outfit. She thanked her lucky stars she found a top that fit at all. Her breasts continued to swell. She could feel them slosh as she moved, clearly filled with liquid. Deep down, Bliss knew what that meant, but she ignored it, deciding to keep that a secret for as long as possible.

		Instead, she headed out for a little shopping, completely ignoring her own work schedule. Bliss had always been a freelance worker, specifically working as a writer and content creator. That meant she did not need to keep specific hours, but in this case, she completely ignored all of the work that had piled up. Work like that was no longer her job. She had other aspirations. Her life going forward would have a more domestic feel to it. Her days as a working woman were over. Little did she realize that was part of Harrison’s plan.

		Walking through the mall, Bliss struggled to find what she was looking for. The modern styles, in some cases, came close to what she instinctively knew she needed, but nothing was quite right. She did manage to buy other products she needed, like makeup and hair care products. It was a good thing that Harrison could afford a spending spree such as this, because Bliss paid no attention to costs. As long as the credit card continued to work, she was happy.

		Eventually, after covering every inch of the mall, a proper store was found. It was a small boutique, a block away from the mall. It relied more on word of mouth and less on foot traffic for its customers. Luckily, Bliss had still found it. The boutique was simply called Happy. It was the kind of name that would have attracted the old Bliss, although she would have been disgusted the moment she stepped foot inside.

		More accurately, it should have been called the Happy Housewife. The traditional style dresses and accessories made Bliss feel as if she had just stepped back in time. And yet, all those clothes called to her in a way she could not describe.

		“Can I help you find anything?” the shop clerk asked.

		Bliss stopped and looked at the young woman, letting her eyes travel up and down. The checkered dress, the high heels, the stockings, everything screamed happy housewife. That was Bliss’ goal. That was the look she was going for.

		Bliss smiled. “Yes, I want to look just like you. And I need a whole new wardrobe.”

		The clerk smiled, happy to get such business. She was paid on commission and a day like the one Bliss was about to give her would be enough to definitely set her up for a while.

		“Sure thing,” the clerk said. “Let’s get you started.”

		Bliss spent two hours at the boutique. The final bill came out much higher than she ever would have considered spending on herself in a single day, but she knew it would be worth it. Her whole wardrobe needed to change and this was the cost of that fact. Then again, there were a few items that needed tailoring. The milk had really done a number on Bliss’ boobs. They had continued to swell throughout the day as they filled with more and more liquid. It had reached the point Bliss could no longer see her feet.

		Not that Bliss was concerned about seeing her feet from a standing position. She knew she was wearing stylish heels that helped to make her legs and butt look even better.

		“Gosh, you’re just the best,” Bliss said as the clerk helped her carry her many bags out to her car. It was a two-person job. If Harrison was there, he could have handled all of it at once, but he was at work.

		“It was my pleasure, Mrs. Williams,” the clerk replied.

		Bliss did not know when she had introduced herself as Mrs. Williams instead of Bliss, but she liked it. Technically, it was not even her name. She had not changed her name when she and Harrison got married. But even if it was not her legal name, she intended to use it from now on. After all, it was the traditional thing to do and that was what she was. She was a traditional housewife for her wonderful husband.

		By the time Bliss arrived back at home, there was not time to fully empty the car and replace all of her clothes in the closet and dresser. Harrison would need to help her with that after he got home. However, that would have to wait. First she needed to get the house ready for his arrival and make sure that dinner was well on its way.

		“Honey, I’m home,” Harrison called out when he stepped through the door from the garage. He already knew something was different. He saw how full the backseat of her car was. And he knew she was not moving out. Those were new shopping bags. Bliss had been busy.

		“Welcome home,” Bliss practically squealed when she bounced out of the kitchen and jumped into Harrison’s arms. She mashed her oversized tits into his chest and planted a deep and passionate kiss on his lips. Their tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths, exploring in a way they had not done in several years.

		“Wow, let me get a look at you,” her husband said as he pushed her back and held her at arm’s length.

		Bliss stood back, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting out her chest, wanting to make her already big tits appear even larger. They were actually starting to get a little painful, the liquid inside of them building up and putting her under pressure. Little did she realize that she now lactated, her breasts producing milk on their own.

		“That milk did wonders,” Harrison commented. “One dose and you’re huge.”

		“Oh that reminds me,” Bliss said. “I didn’t have time today, but we need more milk. I got really thirsty this morning and drank the whole carton.”

		Harrison stood there, looking at his wife, dumbfounded. She drank the whole carton? No wonder she was so big. He remembered the specific instructions. The doses were supposed to be spread out, no more than one per day. He had planned to make her another cup of warm milk before she went to bed.

		Not that drinking more was a bad thing. It certainly did not hurt her. But all that extra milk tended to cause some extreme results, such as extreme breast growth, lactation, and some other side effects that Harrison had failed to read up on. But there stood Bliss, happy as could be, with huge milk filled tits, and with dinner almost ready. He could smell the wonderful odors wafting in from the kitchen.

		“We’ll deal with that later,” Harrison said, finally catching himself. He honestly did not know what to say to her. Did he dare come clean about his actions? Either way, there were more important things to deal with. “Don’t forget dinner.”

		“Oh gosh, you’re right,” Bliss said. “Excuse me.”

		She dashed off toward the kitchen, going as fast as her high heels could take her. Harrison enjoyed watching the way her body moved. Obviously, the milk had left her a bit top heavy, but he simply enjoyed seeing the way she had chosen to dress herself. The blue and white checkered dress was just the kind of thing he had always dreamed a wife of his wearing. The stockings were a nice touch too, with a perfectly straight seam running down the backs.

		Bliss looked like she had stepped out of an old television show or movie. And she seemed perfectly content to give up her life as a money-making woman and instead focus on more domestic tasks, like cooking and cleaning. She had never been much of a cook, but if the smell emanating from the kitchen were a sign, it seemed she had picked up a few talents in addition to the bigger tits and changed fashion sense.

		Dinner was fabulous, better than Bliss had ever made before, when she had been the one to cook. There was room for improvement still, but she had done something new and different that Harrison more than appreciated. And Bliss seemed pretty happy with the results as well. And it was during dinner that Bliss explained to her husband that she intended to quit her freelance work, even paying back money for projects she had yet to complete, just so she could immediately start her new life as a housewife.

		Harrison was more than enthusiastic for this sudden change in thinking, although all through dinner he found himself wondering what kinds of changes the overdose of the hucow milk would cause. For that was what the milk was. It came from other women, women like Bliss. And if the literature was correct, she would start producing that same milk herself.

		“Can you help me replace my wardrobe after I finish washing the dishes?” Bliss asked as dinner neared its conclusion. Harrison watched as she fidgeted, not because she needed to do something with her hands, but her tits were becoming visibly tight, the pressure of her milk building toward uncomfortable levels. However, Bliss was none the wiser to what was happening to her body, not knowing that she was even lactating. She would figure it out soon enough.

		“Of course,” Harrison answered. “I would be happy to help.”

		“Thank you, Sir.”

		The words just popped out of Bliss’ mouth. She had not meant to say them, specifically the calling of her husband Sir. But it felt good. It felt right. And she was rewarded with a burst of dopamine.

		“Sir,” Harrison said, considering her words. “I like that. I think you should always call me that. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

		“Yes, Sir,” Bliss answered and she was rewarded with another hit of dopamine. Her mind and body were rewarding her and it felt so good. She briefly wondered how she had lived before this moment. She did not understand what had happened to her or why she had changed, but her whole being was rewarding her for these changes. There was no way she would even consider going back to the way she was before. The old Bliss was gone. She had been replaced with this new vision and she was happier than ever about that fact.

		“Excuse me, Sir, while I go wash the dishes.”

		Bliss made quick work of clearing the table. Harrison did not even need to get up. He simply sat there and watched his wife work. They had once had an equal partnership, but the milk had changed all of that. Bliss had become a submissive housewife, but she was also so much more now. Or she would be more once the full extent of her transformation presented itself.

		As Harrison sat at the dining room table, he pulled out his phone and started searching through the online forum associated with the milk that had transformed his wife. He read stories about other women who had overdosed on the milk like Bliss had. In every case, the men posting were overjoyed by the results. The one recommendation was to get a milking machine and arrange to sell the milk back to the company. They paid top dollar and it would go to help other women become their best selves.

		Before Bliss had even finished washing the dishes and filling the dishwasher, he had already ordered a milking machine. And based on order times and shipping, he could arrange for it to arrive tomorrow. He figured they might as well start this new way of living as soon as possible. And given Bliss’ new disposition toward him, he figured he could come clean at any point and she would be grateful for his actions.

		Just as Bliss finished in the kitchen, Harrison walked out to the garage to grab the many bags of clothes she had purchased. He peeked inside several and definitely approved of her sudden change in style. All of her new clothes definitely fit in the same vein as what she had worn for him this evening. And he could not wait until she took the time to model some of her more risqué outfits for him. He was certain she had a little slut inside of her, ready to come out just for him.

		“Oh, thank you, Sir,” Bliss said when she found her new purchases already waiting for her on their bed. In a rare move, she had made the bed, making it look perfect. Of course, it was covered in her new clothes, but that mattered little. What mattered was the effort she had put in to keep his house clean. For it was definitely Harrison’s house. Her name might also be on the deed, but it was his house, just like she was his wife. Ownership was important.

		“Do you remember wearing all of this flannel?” Harrison asked as they worked to fill large contractor sized garbage bags with her old clothes.

		“Please, Sir,” Bliss answered. “I don’t want to think about that. It hurts my head.”

		Harrison smiled. “That’s just fine. Don’t worry your pretty little head out about it.”

		He had to wonder if Bliss had actually become dumber or if she just chose to focus all of her mental energy on more domestic activities. In time, it probably would mean a reduction in her IQ. Bliss had always been relatively smart. Yes, she definitely had marched to her own drum beat, but she was still smart and aware of the world around her. But now she would likely focus on her new life and leave everything else to him. Come election time, if she voted at all, he would probably have to tell her who and what to vote for.

		Not that Harrison minded taking a lead role in the intellectual side of their relationship. He could handle that just as well as he could handle the money side of things. Bliss was not needed to support their lifestyle. And even if she started spending more money, it would be only a small dent in his overall plan. Her income would not be missed. But the house would be cleaner, the food better, and he was certain the amount of sex they had would skyrocket.

		As soon as they finished their task, taking the bags of old clothes out to the garage where Harrison would eventually arrange for the clothes to be donated, Harrison took advantage of his position as the head of the household. He stepped behind Bliss and reached up and took hold of her tits. They were big and heavy, so much bigger than her old pair. It was a minor miracle she could stand without hunching forward.

		“Sir, my breasts feel very tight right now,” she said, complaining without actually complaining. “They are starting to hurt.”

		Harrison was certain his hands were not making it any easier for her. And he had no doubt there was pain. She had probably been feeling it for hours, but it had snuck up on her so slowly that she had not fully processed what it meant.

		“You’re producing milk,” Harrison said. “We need to milk you to relieve the pressure.”

		Bliss simply nodded her head as he guided her to the bathroom. He stripped her down, pulling off her dress. He left her wearing the stockings and heels. They would not get in the way. However, he noticed that while she was wearing a garter belt to hold up her stockings, she was not wearing any panties. Whether that was intentional on her part or if she really did plan on making herself so easily available to him, he did not know or care. But she was available to him, which was what mattered.

		Harrison helped Bliss to her knees. He had her lean over the side of the tub so that her tits hung down into the basin. He then showed her how to start milking her tits.

		“Oh,” she said in surprise when the first jet of milk squirted from her big teats. “That feels wonderful, Sir.”

		Harrison smiled, loving how she kept calling him Sir. Yes, he had told her to do it, but she took to it perfectly. And it felt good to be referred to in such a manner. It helped to solidify their new dynamic.

		And Harrison had no doubt that the relief of milking herself did feel good. In fact, that was something all the men on the website forum had expressed. Their women all loved the sensations of milking themselves, whether by hand or by machine.

		“Please,” Bliss moaned as she continued to send squirts of pearl white milk into the tub. “Please, fuck me, Sir.”

		There was no way Harrison could possibly turn down his wife when she was in such a position. And he had to admit, he liked seeing her ass exposed like that. Most of the physical change came to her tits, but her ass had fleshed out nicely as well. That might have been why she was not wearing any panties. She could not be sure what would fit. After all, she was not wearing a bra either.

		Harrison quickly removed his pants. He stripped down until he was completely naked, his hardened body a counterpoint to Bliss’ soft curves. Yin and yang. Harrison was strong, dominant, commanding, and a provider. Bliss was soft, submissive, and a caregiver. They each had their roles to play and from now on, they were going to stay in their lanes.

		“Oh yes,” Bliss cried out when her husband entered her. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she continued to milk herself into the bathtub. But it was Harrison’s cock thrusting into her that sent her over the edge. The combination of the milking and the fucking was simply too much for her mind to handle.

		A moment later she let out a long and loud moan. However, it came out as more of a moo, as if she was a cow. And in a way, she was. She had been turned into a human cow. Her body needed only two things. She needed to be milked and she needed to be fucked. And in between those two activities, she would cook and clean and be the best housewife she could possibly be.

		Harrison definitely enjoyed himself as he made Bliss climax again and again. Her body was on a rapid fire setting. One orgasm followed the next, over and over. Bliss was in blissful ecstasy, loving every moment. And all the while Harrison explained exactly what he had done. It was not clear whether Bliss heard him. She was too busy mooing and otherwise crying out in erotic pleasure. However, some of it must have sunk in.

		When Harrison finally came, he had lost count of the number of orgasms he had given his wife. But after all she had done for him, even if it was actually his doing and generally inadvertent on her part, he figured she deserved it. After all, what kind of husband would he be if he denied his wife as many orgasms as she could handle while she milked her tits. It would have been a crime to deny her.

		“Thank you, Sir,” Bliss finally said after her tits were empty and her husband’s cock had finished pumping her full of his hot white seed. She vaguely wondered if he would make her pregnant. It seemed like the natural extension of everything they had done. But she was not sure if her new body and life were ready for that just yet. She was only just coming to terms with her new reality as a hucow housewife. Gone were her hippie days. Instead, she was to live a life of domestic bliss. And Bliss could not have been happier.

		“For what?” Harrison asked as they cuddled on the bed afterward. Bliss had kicked off her shoes, but she continued to wear the garter belt and stockings. Harrison wore nothing, but they were both fine with that. And the fact that Bliss’ fingers soon gently wrapped around his cock, softly stroking him until he got hard again, both of them were happy with this latest turn of events.

		“For making me this way,” Bliss answered. She might not have been fully alert while Harrison had explained himself, but she had held onto all of that information, filing it away until she had enough brain power to process his words. “I was a raging cunt before. But now I’m your hucow housewife and I love it. Everything is better this way. Tomorrow I’m going to go out shopping at the grocery store, making sure I can always cook you the best meals imaginable. And when you get home, we’ll eat. And after that you can hook me up to the new milking machine and fuck me while we milk my tits. And what I don’t drink we can sell so other women can find bliss like I did.”

		Harrison laid there, his new and improved wife in his arms, completely stunned. This was not the kind of situation he had imagined when this process started. He had not expected her to put her old self down or even to acknowledge how unreasonable she used to be. Instead, she was happy for the changes, she was happy to serve. There was no anger left in her. Bliss had found her bliss.
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