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“Hello beautiful. Is your mother or father home today?” Had this man decided to learn his trade watching daytime TV? Could a salesman begin with a more cliche line if he tried? I don’t know who this line worked on, but it wasn’t going to be me.

“I don’t know what you’re selling, but I’m not interested.” I told him firmly. Would that be enough to drive him off? Well of course not, I know what these kind of men are like, they’ll only hear what they want to hear.

“Come on now at least give me a chance. I’d feel awful having to walk away from this house without being able to offer a gorgeous woman like you some of our new beauty products, not that I think that you need them personally.” Maybe some woman would really buckle at this simplistic flattery and succumb to his charms, he wasn’t bad looking after all, but I wasn’t going to be one of them.

“Sorry, not interested.” I affirmed, starting to close the front door, the only way to truly end this conversation.

“Did I mention that we offer free sample products?” These words, well one in particular, saved the smartly dressed salesman from having cheap wood slammed shut before him. If there was one thing I wasn’t going to pass up on, it was free products.

“Free samples? This better not be a sham.”

“Don’t you worry, once you see the quality of these products you’ll see why we’re so confident about letting you try first before you buy.”

There is no way to really know without looking first, so I let him follow me into the lounge. I seated myself comfortably onto the spacious couch which ran across the room, the salesman placing his briefcase down atop the table, sitting down in an armchair just off to the side.

“Now before we begin I’d like to properly introduce myself. My name is Michael, but feel free to just call me Mike if that’s more comfortable for you.” he said as he reached down to open his case, pulling out a small business card he handed over to me “And I work for a cosmetics company called Vine. We may only be up and comers but I promise you the products we’ve got are going to be huge, and you’re going to be one of the lucky ones to be beating the crowds to sample our goods.”

Well if his products were as good as he was making them out to be I certainly would be lucky, but Mike wasn’t going to be telling me he was selling anything but the best either way, would he?

“Hello Mike, I’m Anthea.”

“Anthea, what a beautiful name. A perfect name for you then.”

“If I’m so beautiful, Michael, then why are you trying to sell me cosmetics?”

He laughed, his lips curling up into a smile. “Why because I want to make sure a beauty like you is a radiant as possible. Besides, I’m not trying to sell you anything, like I said it’s all free today.”

I stopped short of rolling my eyes. I may not have been ugly, but I was far from a beauty. I had my fair share of admirers a few years ago and used to get compliments about my curvaceous body and my buxom chest, but these days I didn’t feel as wanted as I once did. Even my husband doesn’t see me with those eyes of lust anymore which he used to ravish me with in our early days together. Maybe that’s why cosmetic products allure me in, with promises to reignite that lost passion.

My wandering mind was brought back into focus when Michael dug into his bag of tricks and produced the first act of his performance. It was a small plastic bottle filled with a tinted pink liquid.

“It may seem boring starting with a perfume but it’s just a preference of mine. Always lovely to work with a pleasant aroma spreading through the air.” Michael explained as he passed the bottle to me. “It’d be a waste trying it on my skin, here, try it yourself. And remember that is yours to keep.”

The bottle wasn’t anything fancy but it was the product that mattered. I upturned my wrist and sprayed the fragrance, inhaling to catch the scent. It was hard to explain. It was strong, I could feel that scent strike me but if someone asked me to explain what it was I wouldn’t be sure I’d be able to manage it. However I could tell them the smell wasn’t unpleasant, in fact I found it to be quite pleasing. It was only after my hazel eyes caught a glimpse of the smiling Mike I realized how lost I’d been smelling, trying to construct a word to properly describe the aroma.

“How was it? You certainly seemed interested.”

“I was, it smelt.. interesting.” mind hazy again at a proper description to use. “Could you tell me what’s in it?”

“Sorry that’s a company secret, have to stay one step ahead of the competition.” Mike chuckled out, his casual manner making me feel more relaxed in his company. “But I know a way to make it up to you.”

Mike went back into his case as I found myself breathing in that pleasing aroma once again, he really was right when he said it was pleasant to work with a beautiful scent lingering in the room. Well Mike hadn’t been wrong yet, smart as well as charming. He must be popular with the ladies, especially with such a handsome face, complimented by deep brown eyes and his thick dark hair. I thought he was good looking at the door, but the more I look at him, the more I see what a handsome fellow he really is.

“Anthea, are you still with me?”

“Huh.. what?” It was only then I realize my mind had wandered once again, Mike had been talking to me but I’d been too busy admiring him and had zoned out. My cheeks heated up, decorating my features with a small pink glow.

“I asked if you’d like to try Vine’s new lipstick innovation.” Mike, being the gentleman that he was, didn’t bring it up and continued on with his sales pitch like a true professional. “Our new lipstick are shown to produce the most kissable, delectable lips on the market. I’d go so far to say it’s irresistible.”

He handed me the small black tube, allowing me to slide out the ravishing stick from within, the bright red colour certainly catching my eye, so bold. If it’s this striking then maybe what Mike said is true. After all he’s not been wrong yet. I applied the makeup to my lips, puckering out the soft canvas and painting it with a vivid red, the sort of shade I hadn’t used since my teenage years. I thought I heard a low growl coming from Mike, looking up at him, my cheeks unable to dispel their rose tinted blush.

“So, how do I look?”

“I think I was right on the money when I said irresistible.”

Those words did the trick those, the rose tint washed away, but that was only under the weight of a hot crimson glow. I felt too nervous to speak, bashfully nibbling along my freshly coated bottom lip. I wish I’d worn something a bit less basic than just some jeans and a pink blouse, if only he’d given me time to slip into my little black dress. 

Finally I managed to squeeze out my words. “Thanks Mike.”

He reached back into his case, producing a small mirror “No need to thank me, see for yourself.”

I leaned forwards to spy myself, and at first I didn’t believe what I saw. Well, more I didn’t believe it was me. Are those lips really mine? I didn’t remember them being so thick and puffy. That lipstick really works, my lips look so kissable. If only Mike would lean over and seal us together in a passionate embrace of the mouths.. I mean, if only my husband was home. I’m a married woman, I can’t let my mind wander so.

“Speechless?” Mike’s smooth tones once again snapped me from a self induced daze “Your husband will be too. And that’s before we use this.” the handsome salesman reaching into his case, pulling out a long white bottle.

“What’s that?” I asked, hungry to see what else he had up his sleeve.

“This is a special lotion developed by Vine. It contains special extracts that can make the skin look ten years younger.”

“Ten years? There is no way it can be so effective.”

“It truly is. Once rubbed into your breasts the effects will soon begin and wash away those years.”

“Wait, did you say?”

“Breasts? Why yes, this special lotion is rubbed thoroughly into your chest, and sends a wave of youth replenishing hormones through your body.”

Speaking of rubbing breasts so openly, it was no wonder my glowing cheeks wouldn’t cool down “Does it have to be… the chest?”

“Afraid so, that’s something even we can’t explain. If application is a problem then I offer my services to you.”

My body froze up “You, you don’t mean, rubbing, me, with this?”

“Of course I do Anthea, I want to help whatever way I can.” He pushed up next to me on the couch, when did he get so close? His fingertips rubbed up and caressed along my jaw, sending a small shiver shooting through my nerves.

“I can’t, I’m married…”

“Whatever do you mean Anthea? I’m simply helping you looking pretty, there is nothing sexual about this.” His radiant brown eyes pierced deep into my gaze, I struggled to pull myself away.

“I… I knew that.”

He chuckled softly “Of course you did beautiful, now do you need help taking off that pretty top of yours, or shall I do it?”

That would have been too much for me “I’ll do it myself!” My voice burst free at a higher pitch than I expected, the embarrassment was burning me up, inside and out. I slowly buttoned down by loose fitting blouse top and let it flow down my curves, leaving me cupping my chest, held firmly in place by a white brasier. So simple, why didn’t I have anything fancier on for Mike? I bet his girlfriend is always wearing fancy, desirable, sometimes naughty clothing. I bet that’s what I’d wear if I was his lover.

“And what about that? You seem reluctant to part with it, shall I help?” Even though he spoke with such a calm tone his words made me feel like a helpless little girl.

“I was just about to do it.” I defended myself with, trying to fight off those feelings that clouded my mind. I unhooked my bra and let it fall down, exposing my bare chest. Even though I was proud of my D cup breasts, even if they weren’t as perky as they once were, showing them to Mike filled me with dread. What if they’re not good enough for him? What am I going to do? But with my mind starting to race with worry, once again my hero came to the rescue, washing away all my concerns with just a simple reassurance.

“You look ravishing Anthea.” He growled as he spoke, the small erotic rumble sending a tingle through my body.

“You don’t mean that.” I managed to stumble out a response as I craved his attention, and more of his praise.

“Oh but I do. Your husband is a lucky man Anthea, and you know what?”

“Wh...what?” The words bashfully falling from my quivering, puffy red lips, as Mike leaned in closer, his breath caressing my face.

“So am I for being able to gaze upon your beauty.” The anticipation was getting too much for me, my nipples were already engrossed and he’d yet to lay his hands on me. My eyes watched, hungry, as he poured the lotion down into his palms and rubbed the glossy liquid across his hands, craving for him to apply his touch directly to me. When he once again addressed me, I almost squealed like a schoolgirl, “So, are you ready?”

Mike had positioned himself to my side, slightly behind my curvy topless figure. My breathing was heavy as I waited, for those claws to sink into my skin and claim this chest as their own, a tingle bubbling between my thighs, which I desperately wanted to keep to myself. The wait was maddening, it may have only been seconds or minutes but it felt like hours, the need growing stronger, the need to feel his hands squeezing my breasts. And then a grasp, those lotion covered hands grabbing my busty chest, sending waves of euphoria washing over me.

“That’s not too hard is it? I’ve got to be rough if I want to apply it correctly, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

“No Mike.” My voice was breathy, it was like the air had been stolen from my lungs. “That’s wonderful.”

“Good girl, now let’s keep it that way.” His powerful hands began to knead into my soft chest, coating me with the shine of the body lotion, the hunky salesman not leaving any spot untouched, my boobs were his canvas and he was a master artist. His fingers sunk into, his palms squeezed, he even went so far as to stroke across my hard nipples. Not only was I tingling down below my chest felt like it was packed with butterflies, the magical feeling was taking me over. Moans slipped from by plump lips as my back leaned back into the wide chest of my passionate lover, putty in the crafted tools which were his hands. My head drifted into the clouds as bliss surrounded me, claimed me. It couldn’t get anymore magical than this, I foolishly presumed. And that was when a wave of pleasure shot through my nipples. My hazy eyes drifted down to see white bubbles flowing from my nipples. Was I seeing this right?

“Mike? From my nipples, is that, is there?...”

“Milk?” He chuckled into my ear, his lips dipping to drag along the lobe “Don’t worry, it’s just one of the side effects of the treatment. Besides, many women have claimed it’s their favorite part.” He clamped his hands down, roughly squeezing on my heavy melons, forcing a thick gush of milk to squirt from my chest. The feeling of lactating was a new one to me, I’d never had children before, I didn’t even know how it was supposed to feel. Was it supposed to feel this wonderful. Mike watched me closely as my head swung back and I moaned myself breathless as he roughly abused my chest with his powerful kneading hands, milking my udders like I was a common cow, streams of white coating the surface of the table, dripping down my body. “Is it good?” I heard Mike whisper into my ear.

“It’s… incredible.” I gasped out as the tremors wouldn’t stop shooting through my tingling body. “My body won’t stop shaking.”

“I think the progress is going well then. I mean look how thick your udders got.” It was only when Mike released my chest and let those fat tits slap back into my body I noticed how much larger they had swelled up. I thought my chest was big before, but now it was huge. I’d need a new wardrobe if these things didn’t go down.

“Please don’t call them udders…” I whined out bashfully. It’s not like I really minded, more that it was just all too much for me. An hour ago I was preparing for another day of chores and mediocre TV, and now I was in the hands of a handsome hunk, soaking my house in my own breast milk.

“No need to feel embarrassed. Men may claim they love tits, but what they really crave is a pair of big, fat, milky udders to suck on.” His hand slapped up under my boobs, cupping one squishy jug in his hand, dragging up to his lips and latching on before I could protest. A moan burst through my lips, if the neighbours heard me I wouldn’t be surprised.

“Mike you can’t!” I squealed out as he took my nipple into his mouth and began to drink down my milk. It wasn’t like a baby, not like a baby at all. He wasn’t cute, he wasn’t sweet, he was like an animal. He was like a predator feasting on his prey, taking pride in his conquering. He drank my heavily leaking milk as my body refused to fight, not wanting to fight, the need to submit my strongest desire.

His free hand twisted around my body and dove between my legs, fingers pressing into my soaked mound, trapped hungrily in a tight jean prison, forcing moo-ans to pour from my lips, just like the milk poured from my tits. The beast released me only when he saw fit, growling back into my ear.

“I’m going to take you Angela. I’m going to ravish you right here, like the needy slut cow that you are.”

I couldn’t get those jeans off fast enough, or that would be the case if I was able to get them off at all. I was tugging them, pulling them, but they just wouldn’t budge. I didn’t remember them being this tight. I looked up to see Mike’s piercing gaze which made me whimper, which made me feel like a stupid cow. What kind of woman can’t remove her own jeans. Fortunately, Mike was there to help. He rose, and grabbed my legs, sending me falling back across the couch. He dragged the jeans from my body with a force I just couldn’t muster, stripping me with ease. I could have managed to my white panties but he took control once again, peeling them from my drooling mound, baring my full nude body for his viewing pleasure.

He left me watching as he unstripped himself, stripping away at that formal mask to show off the animal below, the stylish suit slowly falling away to bare his toned, muscular body, and his standing, throbbing erection. The sight was enough to make my pussy pulse once more.

He approached me and he mounted me, pressed up against the couch as my body was hourglass body was draped along, his stiff member coming into contact with my aching, soaking lips.

“You want me, don’t you?” he snarled down to me, my quivering mound begging for his cock, and soon I would be too. I nodded to him, face flushed with shyness and lust, embarrassed to admit how much I craved him. But he already knew.

Mike thrust his hips down and pushed his hardness into my steamy insides. Gasps sprayed from my lips, fingers curling up latch onto the couch below, nails dragging into the fabric, as his girthy meat filled the void in my body. He began to move his body, rocking forward and back to plunder my depths with his shaft, giving my neglected pussy some love at long last. My husband had lost interest in me, my fingers had never been close to enough and my trusty toy could never quite itch that scratch. Mike’s powerful cock was sending me to heaven and back with every thrust.

“Is it good?” Mike called out to me as he pumped my body in a rhythm, just how many women had fallen to his charms for him to have picked up such talents?

“It’s incredible!” I moaned out passionately. The fires of lust burned in my loins and only Mike’s hard erection could cure me now. He gripped down at my hearty jugs, dragging a nipple up into his hungry mouth, squeezing tight as he began to suckle on my milk once again. Even though he’d made me squirt, even though he’d had his fill, the cream just kept gushing in heavy streams, making my toes curl into tight balls. I moo’d out, that’s right, moo’d. Those big fat lips, so easily pushed up into a meaty ring where perfect for letting out the fitting noise, unable to control myself as Mike enjoyed the fruits of his labour, and I enjoyed every second of the ravishing he inflicted. The double dose of mind numbing pleasure was too much for my body to handle, orgasmic bliss washing through me. So orgasms during sex weren’t just a myth? They’re the source of true happiness. Before today I’d never reached orgasm during sex, nevermind a second time, or a third. Mike was like a stallion, his endurance, his power, his speed, even as I turned to jelly he remained hard and strong. He drove me to toe curling, body clenching, animalistic noise squealing pleasure over and over again.

Mike pulled his mouth back, dragging my nipple back before unleashing in a spray of white honey. “I love the way that you clamp down on me. You’re going to make me blow!”

Only then did the thought cross me, the one my mind had all but forgotten. Mike had gone into me raw, his was fucking my pussy raw and was going to release his cum straight into my body. And the thought could hardly fill me with anymore joy.

“Do it Mike, cum in me. I want your seed.” My body craved him, I needed him to flood me with his potent cream.

“What if I knock you up? You going to keep it? You going to be the best cow you can be?”

My hungry, submissive eyes stared to him in a hot needy daze, those puffy lips quivered and glossed themselves with my leaking drool as milk poured from my shaking udders. “Yes, yes, knock me up! I want to be a pregnant cow! Please breed this needy housewife cow!”

There was no turning back now as Mike only grew rougher with my approval, putting his full power into marking my cunt as his personal property, his swinging balls slapping into my juice matted taint, rutting into me like a beast, fucking his bitch with all the force he could manage, sending me spiralling into my most powerful, mind warping orgasm yet, as his engrossed member throbbed, as the finishing touch was applied to my body.

“I’m cumming!” He yelled out in a lustful groan, “I’m cumming, take all of my seed!” Hot ropes of his thick steamy seed pulsed from his manhood and deposited itself into my cum hungry pussy. Bliss wrapped me in it’s embrace as the feeling of hot cum feeding my deepest desires burned into my body, load after load of heavy potent jizz pouring into my depths. My body felt so weak, but so alive.

I sat with my thighs pressed tightly together, still not able to believe what we’d just did, or everything that had happened today for that matter. I sat in the loosest fitting shirt I own, my wet hair draped down across my shoulders and back. After the strength returned to my legs I joined Mike into the shower where we washed away the sweat and stench of sex with clung to our bodies, even if his touching hands may have made that same smell bubble from my mound during. The handsome salesman had gotten himself changed back into his suit, like nothing had happened to him, just another day in the office, while I was still struggling to properly pull myself together.

“Here, I have something for you.” Mike’s words sent my heart pounding again, my flushed face tilting up, half wanting him to push me down and start all over again. Instead in his hand was a small vial filled with a light greenish liquid.

“What is this?”

“An aphrodisiac. Slip it in your husband’s drink tonight. That way in nine months time, just incase, you’ve got an excuse in place.”

Those words weren’t going to ease that pounding in my chest, the thought that I could actually end up carrying from this. With my mind drifting off into its own world of thoughts, I was brought back with a sudden impact as Mike pressed our lips together for a small kiss. He leaned through me, back to my ear and whispered in.

“I’ll be back in a week to check up on you. Until then Anthea.”

As Mike took his things and went my mind raced into overload. This wasn’t a one time thing? He was going to come for me again? The heat began to rush through me again, the dreams, the fantasies. I looked at the vial in my hand and bit down on that fat bottom lip in scandalous though.

I opened the vial up and drunk the contents myself, slipping into a furnace of intense need and aching lust, falling back as I slipped a hand between my legs and one to my chest, fantasising about that incredible salesman. I still had hours to spare until my husband got back from work. And that was hours more that Mike was going to make me squirt out in pleasure.
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