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		Introduction

		

		This book was largely inspired by a movie about a pair of pants. I saw it once in college, which is more years ago than I want to admit. I’ve had an idea of something like this for a while, but have only now had the opportunity to write it.

		I should note that any similarities between this book and the said referenced movie are largely coincidental and deviations should be readily apparent.

		I would like to thank JTwenty7 on Tumblr and BDSMlr for his help in deciding on earrings as the object that travels. A pair of pumps was also considered, but with the cost of international shipping, I figured that would be cost prohibitive for a group of college students.

		I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

		~Sadie
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		It had been about five weeks since I parted ways with my best friends that the package with the earrings arrived. I had been so busy on the farm, getting up early every morning to help milk the cows and whatnot, that I had forgotten about our grand plan of sharing a pair of earrings and writing each other about our time wearing them.

		The mailman didn’t make it out to the farm, so each day someone had to arrive into town and stop at the post office to pick up the day’s mail. Luckily, on the day the earrings arrived, it was my day.

		I climbed down out of the pickup and dusted off my overalls. I certainly didn’t look particularly feminine in my farm gear. The steel-toed boots made it clear I was someone who actually worked on the farm and not just in the kitchen.

		“Howdy, Kamryn,” the postal worker said as I stepped into the post office. The lobby was empty at the moment, leaving the postman to sort through a bag of mail on the other side of the counter.

		It didn’t take long for the people in town to get to know me. It was a small town and after a couple weeks of making somewhat regular trips into town for mail or supplies, or just the chance to have a milkshake at the soda fountain, people had learned my name.

		If only I had been as good at learning names as everyone else around here. The postman was just the postman to me. The pharmacist was the pharmacist. The hardware store guy was just the hardware store guy. I knew none of their names, just what they did.

		“Howdy,” I said in return. “Got any mail for the farm?”

		“Nothing for the farm today, but I’ve got a package for you.”

		As soon as he mentioned a package, I knew what it must contain.

		“Came all the way from New York, if you can believe it. You planning to give up life out here in the country for something in the city?”

		“No,” I said with a chuckle. “One of my best friends is doing an internship there. I bet it’s from her.”

		I didn’t bother to tell the postman the details about the package. That was knowledge for me alone.

		I had originally planned to stop into the drug store and grab a milkshake, but with the package from Bridget, I was too excited to spend half an hour sucking down a milkshake. I probably didn’t need it either.

		I had always been a bit on the heavy side. It seemed that even with all the manual labor I was putting in at the farm, the combination of the frequent milkshakes, plus the large meals provided to me at the farm, I wasn’t exactly losing weight.

		As soon as I was back in the truck, I tore open the package. Inside were the earrings, carefully wrapped to prevent any damage. Also there were two letters, the first from Lena from her time in Greece and the other from Bridget in New York.

		I considered reading the letters right there, but I suddenly looked around and realized I felt too exposed, sitting there in the truck to read them there. I was sure I would end up tearing up, so it was better to read them in private.

		I did, however, take a moment and put the earrings on. I leaned to the side and used the rear view mirror to guide my work. Looking at my face, I was dusty and dirty. I had spent much of the day chasing some pigs around their dusty pen. I hadn’t realized how dirty I had gotten in the process.

		To say the earrings looked out of place on me wearing my work clothes would have been an understatement, but I didn’t let that deter me from following through on the grand plan we had created on our last day together.

		The truth was, if I hadn’t been so busy on the farm, falling into bed before the sun had set and waking up at an ungodly hour every morning, I would have really missed my friends. We were the four amigos and we had been inseparable for three years. Now, with one year left of college, this was our first time being apart in all that time. Sadly, I had a feeling we would all end up going our separate ways after school. Graduation would mean the end of the four amigos.

		I drove home in a hurry, hitting the gas a little harder than I needed to, but I wanted to get back to the farm so I could read Lena and Bridget’s letters in private. Now that I had the opportunity to think about them, I realized how much I missed them. I could only imagine how hard it was for Tabitha as she sat at home, working a bland summer job as a checkout girl at the grocery store.

		As hard as I was working on the farm, I was still glad I wasn’t in Tabitha’s shoes. She would be next in the earrings game, but if I were her, I was certain I would have been going crazy with boredom.

		As soon as I was back at the farm, I hung up the keys in the mud room and bolted up the stairs of the farmhouse to my bedroom for the summer. With different people using the different vehicles on the farm at different times, it was important to leave the keys where anyone could find them.

		As soon as I was alone, I wanted to tear into the letters and read them from start to finish, and then read them both again. However, there was no way I was going to dirty my bedroom with all the dirt and dust from working outside all day. I quickly stripped off my clothes and jumped into the shower.

		It was only as I was washing my hair that I realized I was still wearing the hoops in my ears. I didn’t bother to take them out then. The idea was I was supposed to wear them as much as possible. Not that I would be able to wear them while working on the farm. I didn’t want them to get caught in any of the machinery and rip off half my ear. That was something I simply was not going to allow to happen.

		After my shower, I dried my hair with a towel and wrapped a second one around my body before I sat down on my bed to begin reading the letters.

		I started with Lena’s letter, since she had written her’s first. As I read, I began to grow jealous. While I was busting my ass everyday on the farm, she had been relaxing on a yacht as they sailed around the Aegean Sea, stopping at various islands in Greece.

		There was more in the letter too, something about how she had met a man, but she wasn’t very clear about the details. Sitting there, I missed seeing Lena’s smiling face. I wanted to tease her about her new beau. Not that Lena was particularly active in that regard before, but still, I wanted details and she was not exactly forthcoming with them.

		Nonetheless, I was glad to hear that she was having fun. I couldn’t wait to hear all her stories when she returned for the start of school in the fall. And maybe all that time on a yacht would mean she would come back with an actual tan and not just red burned patches on her skin.

		After reading Lena’s letter, I switched to Bridget’s letter. It was written with a pink ink with sparkles in it, which was very unlike the serious Bridget. If it weren’t for the rest of the four amigos, she wouldn’t have had a social life at all. She was all serious and school focused. She must have been desperate to find something to write with if she resorted to using such a pen.

		Reading her letter, I was left with the feeling that something significant was being left out, but she seemed to be doing well in New York. Bridget had been promoted to a personal assistant of the CEO and she had moved in with a roommate.

		I never would have thought Bridget would have considered moving in with anyone. It had been hard enough getting her to move in with the rest of us when we moved into an off-campus accommodation.

		Still, it was good to see Bridget was having success. And she certainly seemed to be having fun. The one strange bit about her letter was the pink lipsticked kiss at the bottom of the last page. It was so unlike her.

		“Maybe Bridget finally learned to drink,” I said as I sat back to think. She had never been great with alcohol. She would take a couple sips and then be done, claiming she didn’t like the flavor. I had never seen her drunk, but I had to wonder if she was drunk when she was writing that letter. Although, if that was the case, her penmanship looked surprisingly good.

		Either way, it was great to hear about the adventures my friends had had so far this summer. On my end, it had been filled with a lot of work. More work than I had bargained for, in fact. I had assumed I would get the chance to actually study and learn about animal biology, but I spent most of my time simply handling regular farm chores. Sure, I got to spend time with the animals, but I did so as part of a specific task, like milking the cows or chasing after pigs to corral them.

		Basically, if I had to summarize why summer thus far, it was that I learned that I didn’t want to work with animals. If I used my major after college, it would not be with animals. Plant biology, despite concerns about pollen and hay fever, seemed a much preferable area to work in.

		Admittedly, however, I knew the folks here on the farm were going easy on me. I got up with them, but I didn’t work late into the evening like many of them did. They gave me time in the late afternoon off as well as the whole evening everyday. I simply didn’t have their stamina as a city girl.

		Jeff, the owner of the farm, would joke that I might be able to do a full day’s work by the end of the summer. But by then, I would be headed back to school. It may have been meant as a joke, but I didn’t doubt him. My stamina had improved, but not enough to work for 14 hours per day.

		As I sat there on my bed, a wave of tiredness overcame me. That wasn’t unusual. I often felt tired with all the work I had to do everyday. But unlike the past, when I managed to shake myself awake, I nodded off letting my head rest on my pillow and letting the towel wrapped around me fall away.

		Little did I know what was about to happen to me. Both Lena and Bridget could have filled me in. They could have shared with me how their lives had changed because of the earrings. Even with that knowledge, I might have still put them on. Nonetheless, I had put them on and now I was going to have to live with the consequences.

		As I slept, my body began to change. It started with my hair. It had been a boring brown, although the sun had lightened it slightly. The lightening process continued until I was completely blonde. No one would mistake me for a brunette ever again.

		From there, my face began to change. My nose, which had always been prominent, shrank in size, turning up just a little at the end. My eyes turned a bright shade of blue and my lips plumped up, as if I spent all my time sucking on a straw, or something straw-like.

		My skin, which had already produced darkened in places due to all my time working outside, but leaving me with a farmer’s tan lines, darkened all over, giving me an even tan. My skin also smoothed out, becoming blemish free, removing every scar and freckle on my body. It even healed the scratch I had gotten from a chicken the week before.

		As my body slowly morphed, the weight that I had always carried did not so much go away as it became repurposed. As my waist shrunk down in size, giving me something closer to a flat belly, my tits and ass expanded, giving me new curves that I never could have achieved on my own.

		But most important of the changes happened to my mind. A pink fog descended on my mind, filling every nook and crevice with cotton candy goodness. Thinking forevermore would be a challenge, as if my thoughts and ideas were swimming upstream in a river of molasses.

		It wasn’t so much that I couldn’t think. The problem was the effort required was too taxing and it would leave me to give up on a thought instead of seeing it to its conclusion.

		When I woke up, I licked my lips and smiled. I didn’t know what was making me so happy. It was as if this was my default state. If there were no thoughts trudging through my mind, I simply sat there and smiled.

		Eventually, however, I had to get up. As nice as it was to just sit there and let my mind remain blank, I needed to get up. My stomach rumbled, reminding me that supper would be soon. I had grown up calling the evening meal dinner, but here on the farm, supper was the preferred terminology. Not that I really could think about the difference in my bimbofied state.

		The problem I faced, however, was what to wear. I looked down at my big tits and knew my usual outfit wouldn’t do. I had taken to wearing tank tops that did an okay job at hiding my belly fat in my off hours. But I somehow knew that such tops would not look right on me now. For starters, it would be too loose around my midriff, making it appear the stop was hanging off of me like a tent.

		There had been a time when that would not have concerned me, but that was then and this was now. I was a bimbo now and that meant there were certain feminine requirements that I needed to adhere to.

		I eventually settled on a checkered short-sleeve blouse. I had gotten it thinking this was how farm women dressed. Little did I know how inaccurate that was. In this case, however, it didn’t fit around my tits very well. They were big and swollen, but hung naturally from my chest. I was going to need to get a bra eventually, but in the meantime, the best I could do was to tie off the blouse under my tits to provide a kind of shelf for them.

		I never would have imagined I would walk around with a bare midriff, but the reorganization of the fat on my body made showing off my belly tolerable, if not a little sexy. I wasn’t stick thin like Bridget or Lena, but that was okay. I had feminine curves now and that was what I cared about.

		Finding pants to wear proved more difficult. Given my bigger ass, I simply wouldn’t fit in the normal trousers that I wore. Instead, I had to turn to another purchase I had made, thinking this was how farm girls dressed. That was a pair of overall shorts. My ass fit in them, which was key, although I felt the need to roll up the cuffs to make the shorts shorter. My desire was to show more skin.

		I ended up only attaching one shoulder strap of the overalls. That both showed more skin and made it easier for a quick strip, should that be needed.

		I had never considered the speed at which I could get out of clothes to be a factor in how I dressed before, but it certainly was now. I wanted to be available at a moment’s notice.

		Finally, I slid on a pair of cowboy boots. They had been another poor purchase, given the fact the heel on them made them completely unusable out in the fields, However, they looked great on my legs now. I wasn’t going out into the fields anymore that day, so it didn’t matter. I could live a little.

		By the time I sashayed down the stairs and into the kitchen, the food for supper was just going out to the table. That was perfect, because I was famished.

		As I arrived in the dining room, Jeff walked in the door and stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of me.

		“Kamryn?” he asked, surprised by my appearance. “Is that you?”

		I giggled before answering, “Of course, silly. Who else would I be?”

		It seemed perfectly reasonable that I had fallen asleep as a generic farm hand who had learned the hard way that animal biology was not for her and that I had woken up as a dumb bimbo whose main goal in life was to look as sexy as possible at any given moment.

		“Um, well,” Jeff said, tripping over his own tongue.

		His response made me giggle again. I couldn’t understand why giggling felt so good. Maybe it had something to do with the way it made my tits jiggle, unrestrained by my top.

		“You look good,” he finally said before ducking off to clean up after his day in the fields.

		It was Jeff’s sister that did most of the cooking. Maria was a nice woman, although looking at her now I couldn’t help but think she was a bit of a prude. I hadn’t noticed before, but I supposed she could be a bit judgmental about people who didn’t fit her preferences. She seemed to have a reasonably nice body, although her tits could stand to be bigger, but she hid it behind frumpy dresses that made her look like she came out of an old movie or picture book.

		The fact my mind couldn’t conjure an image from a regular book and could only imagine seeing someone dressed like Maria in a picture book was evidence enough that I was no longer the woman I used to be.

		I had been smart once. I knew that. But it had become clear that all that had changed. I doubted I could even drive the truck now. All those wheels and levers and pedals made me cringe. How was someone like me supposed to remember what they all did?

		Maria glared at me as I stood there absentmindedly. She clearly did not approve of my change in appearance.

		However, her disapproval disappeared from my mind the moment I spotted the pitcher of milk on the table. I quickly poured myself a tall glass of cold milk, before I raised the glass to my lips and began to drink.

		I took big gulps, letting the thick white liquid pour down my throat. I was a little over eager in my drinking, as two rivulets of milk poured down from the corners of my mouth and dripped onto my full tits.

		I stood back with a satisfying sigh, smacking my lips at the tasty treat. If there was one thing that was true about life out here on the farm and in the nearby town, it was that the milk tasted better. It was fresher and creamier, making for better drinking and better milkshakes.

		“Oopsie,” I said as I looked down to see the spilt milk on my boobs. It had trickled down into my gaping cleavage. With a free hand, I reached down to stop the flow of the milk. I had to go in deep. However, once done, I pulled my hand out, wiped my face with the back of my hand and then proceeded to lick my hand and fingers clean.

		I stood there for several minutes, absentmindedly twirling my hair with a finger, staring off into space. I had no thoughts, no desires, nothing. Finally Maria’s return to the dining room brought me back to my senses.

		“Are you gonna just stand there all night or are you gonna help me?” she said with displeasure.

		“Oh, um, yeah, sure,” I said, stumbling through several ways of answering before giving a halfhearted agreement. “I can help.”

		I followed Maria into the kitchen, my hips swaying back and forth as had become natural for me. I would have had to concentrate really hard to stop.

		“Here,” Maria said, shoving a large platter into my hands. “Take that out to the table.”

		I silently returned to the dining room, but was suddenly faced with a situation I had no ability to cope with. Where was I supposed to put the platter? There didn’t seem to be enough room in any one place. There was one spot that was almost big enough, but it was still too small.

		“Oh for heaven’s sake,” Maria said when she returned and found me standing there, confused. She set down a bowl of peaches and then made the large place opening big enough for the platter. Then she took it from me and set it on the table.

		“You’d think you were some bimbo or something all of a sudden,” Maria said as she continued to set the table.

		“But I am a bimbo,” I said automatically. I had known what I had become, but that was the first time I had vocalized it. I was a bimbo. I wasn’t meant for hard work. I was meant for hard fucking. Not that Maria would understand. She was too practical. She would look down on me for focusing on being feminine and sexy, for putting sexual pleasure ahead of all else.

		Maria just shook her head and returned to the kitchen.

		I was about to go back to absentmindedly twirling my hair when Jeff walked back into the room.

		“How goes it, Kamryn?” he asked jovially. “Anything important at the post office today?”

		“Um,” I said, trying to think of an answer. It was so hard. Why was thinking so hard? Or better yet, why did people have to ask me questions that made me think? Thinking wasn’t fun at all. I much preferred being told what to do.

		“Ooh,” I said, suddenly excited. I bounced up onto my toes, making my tits bounce. Seeing Jeff’s eyes zero in on my tits almost made me lose my train of thought. And knowing me, that could have been the end of that thought forever. But I managed to hold onto it and was able to continue. “Nothing for you, but I got these cute earrings from a friend.”

		I held my hair back and turned my head from side to side to show off the pink metal hoops hanging from my ears.

		“Very nice,” Jeff said. “They look good on you. Actually, that whole outfit looks good on you. You sure this is normal for you? I could have sworn you…”

		Jeff’s voice trailed off as his gaze got lost in my cleavage. I giggled, which made my tits jiggle, which in turn, made him stare all the harder.

		“What was I saying?” Jeff suddenly asked.

		“You were saying how much you like my tits,” I offered. To be honest, I had already forgotten what he had been talking about. However, he had been staring at my tits, so he must have liked them. Then again, with how big and juicy they were, it was hard not to like them.

		“Really?” Jeff said, more confused now than ever. He looked so cute when he got confused. I just wanted to reach out and hug him until he figured it out. He would eventually. Jeff was so much smarter than a bimbo like me.

		“Well, they’re very nice,” Jeff said, trying to cover up his confusion. “They’re one of your best features.”

		“You really think so?” I asked excitedly, fishing for more compliments. I liked hearing about how sexy I was.

		“Of course they are,” Jeff said, growing more confident in talking about my body. “You are an attractive woman.”

		“You’re such a sweet man,” I said before I minced up to him, stretched out my neck and kissed him on the cheek.

		“Whoa,” Jeff suddenly said, taking a step back.

		“Did I do something wrong?” I asked. I held my hands behind my back, forced my tits forward a little more and gently swayed back and forth, trying to display my innocence. “I didn’t mean to.”

		“No,” Jeff said. “No, you didn’t do anything wrong. I, um, I wasn’t expecting it. That’s all. But I guess if you want to kiss me like that, it would be all right.”

		“Oh, thank you,” I said as I jumped forward and wrapped my arms around him. This time, however, when I stretched my neck upward, I didn’t aim for Jeff’s cheek. I aimed for his lips.

		The moment my lips touched his, I realized I had never felt anything as good as this before. My lips were not meant for talking. They were meant for kissing and… Well, other things, things I still wasn’t ready to admit to myself.

		Jeff responded immediately, returning my kiss with even greater energy. What started a moment before as a simple peck on the lips, had evolved into a full o[pen mouthed kiss. Our tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths, entwining as our passions rose and rose.

		“You know what?” Jeff said, breaking the kiss. “I’m not very hungry right now. Let’s go up stairs and we can eat leftovers afterward.”

		“Okay,” I said, feeling lightheaded. There was no way I could say no to Jeff. He was such a big strong man. He was a leader. He was nearly god-like in my bimbofied eyes.

		“Maria,” Jeff called out. “Kamryn and I need to take care of something upstairs. We’ll be late coming down for dinner. Just leave the leftovers in the fridge and we’ll reheat them when we’re finished.”

		Jeff didn’t wait for a reply. He simply took me by the hand and pulled me toward the stairs, leaving me to trip over my own feet in an effort to stay with him.

		However, before I knew it, we were in Jeff’s bedroom. He closed the door behind us and he guided me toward the bed.

		“You want to do this, right?” he asked.

		I didn’t say anything. I simply nodded my head as I bit my lower lip. In all honesty, I wasn’t exactly sure what Jeff had planned for us, but I wasn’t about to tell him to stop. I could feel the arousal building between my legs. It had been growing since I had woken from my nap. But now it was like someone had poured lighter fluid onto the smoldering fire that burned within me. In just moments, I went from mildly horny to a woman who would not be denied.

		It wasn’t so much that I wanted sex. It was that I needed it. A switch had been flipped inside of me and it left me with no doubt of what the evening had in store for me.

		Jeff pushed me onto my back, letting me down gently. My blonde hair pooled around my head like a halo as he climbed up onto the bed and straddled me.

		I started to giggle, but Jeff silenced me, kissing me on the lips once again. His hand slipped under my neck, caressing me, holding me, owning me.

		A moment later he began to undo the strap on my overalls and then began untying my blouse. I reached my hands up and held onto his muscular back. Years of farm work had made him as strong as an ox and I could only hope he was as well hung as well.

		By the time I felt cool air on my nipples, I was already lost in the moment. Every touch with Jeff’s rough hands sent shivers down my spine and up into my head, further clouding my thoughts. As I laid there, I was becoming more and more of a doll as opposed to a person. And as scary as that thought might have been, I was loving it more and more, finding my true purpose in life as a bimbo and a source of pleasure, for me and for whomever wanted to use me.

		Jeff’s lips left mine and I was momentarily left wanting. That wasn’t how this was supposed to go. But then he began kissing me again, first on my chin, then on my neck. He moved down across my collarbone and then up the slopes of my big tits.

		When Jeff reached my nipples, I was close to cumming right then. But when he lightly teased me with his teeth and then began to suck, I quickly became lost in a sea of orgasmic pleasure. I came and I came hard, just merely from him sucking on my nipples.

		But there was more, Suddenly a new sensation filled me as milk began to flow from my heavy teats.

		Jeff looked up with mild surprise as his mouth began to fill with warm milk. But he didn’t stop. He kept sucking, drinking of me.

		Not wanting my other tit to feel left out, I pulled my other nipple up to my mouth and began to suck. I too was suddenly introduced to my own warm milk productions. I had no idea I could lactate like this, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.

		Eventually we had both had our fill. Jeff released my nipple, but his desire had not waned. With his initial hunger satisfied, he could focus on more important things, like pulling the rest of my clothes off so he could fuck me. That’s what we both wanted anyway.

		“No underwear, I see,” Jeff said as he stripped me bare. “Such a naughty girl. But don’t worry. I like that in my sluts.”

		Had I been standing in that moment, my knees would have buckled at being called Jeff’s slut. That was the type of life I now imagined for myself. I was a slut. I was a bimbo slut. I was just good for fucking and for looking pretty, and apparently for producing milk, although I had no idea who would drink it other than the two of us.

		However, any other thoughts in my head were promptly chased away as soon as Jeff pushed his big cock into my wet and waiting pussy. He was big, bigger than I had ever imagined. His thick soft split me open, stretching my pussy lips around it. There was pain, but it was good pain, the kind of pain that leaves one completely satisfied afterward.

		After slowly pushing himself into me, it didn’t take long for Jeff to establish a steady rhythm, thrust in and out.

		“Yes,” I cheered him on, my voice far louder than it needed to be. Somehow, I wanted to make sure everyone else in the house heard my screams, making it clear just what kind of a woman I was and what my purpose was. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”

		And Jeff did exactly that. He needed no additional encouragement before he increased his pace and intensity as he pistoned his cock in and out of me, driving me wild with lust.

		And then it happened. I felt a twitch inside of me. It was Jeff’s cock. Even though I had so little experience with men, a part of me knew what was about to happen.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Jeff roared as he drove his cock into me deeper and harder.

		“Do it,” I cheered him on. “Cum in my pussy.”

		He needed no further encouragement as his cock pushed deep inside of me and let loose a torrent of hot white cum into my pussy. As soon as his seed entered me, I came too, filling my body with a cascade of orgasmic energy, just as he filled my pussy with his cum.

		We came together, holding each other close, as we shared the most intimate act. This was what I was meant for. I knew it in my very core. My soul had been filled with a new purpose in life. I was to forevermore be a bimbo and a slut. My purpose in the world was to bring others pleasure and my reward was the pleasure I received from serving, from obeying, and from orgasms I never could have imagined before.

		When finally we uncoupled, Jeff rolled onto his back beside me. Both our chests heaved as we worked to catch our breaths. I looked at him and he looked at me as we both smiled, knowing that this was but the first of many such carnal displays in our future.

		My role on the farm was no longer to work in the barn or in the fields. It was to serve the people working on the farm. And that included everyone.

		When we finally made our way downstairs to eat supper, we both looked like we had taken a roll in the hay. I had managed to tie off my blouse under my tits, but I didn’t bother with any of the buttons. As for the overalls, I didn’t bother to pull the straps over my shoulders. Instead, I relied on my wide hips and big ass to hold them up, which they did, barely.

		Maria, however, looked like a terror in a house frock. It was clear she knew what we had done. She had no claim to anyone, but she still stared Jeff down with a stare that would have normally been the death of him. However, now he had added confidence after bedding me. Just before she lit into us, Jeff calmly told her that he had a present for her.

		Maria could not argue with that as Jeff dragged me outside after grabbing a glass out ooo the kitchen cupboard.

		“Do you think you can fill this glass with milk?” Jeff asked me.

		I took the glass and started off toward the barn, thinking he wanted me to milk a cow.

		“No, silly,” he said. “I mean your milk, from your tits.”

		“Oh,” I said. “I can be such a bimbo sometimes.”

		Jeff chuckled. “Yes, no one would doubt that you’re a bimbo.”

		I untied my blouse and held the glass underneath my left tit. Then, having learned the technique from milking the cows and goats, I milked myself. When I had filled half the glass, I moved to my right tit and repeated the process.

		“There,” I said proudly, holding up a warm glass of frothy milk.

		“Perfect,” Jeff said.

		He took the glass and went back into the house. I didn’t follow right away, needing to put myself back in order.

		When I finally did make it inside, I found Jeff standing beside Maria as she stared off into nothing with glassy eyes. The glass in her hand was empty.

		A moment later, Maria smiled. “Hi, Jeff,” she said happily. “Did you have fun with Kami?”

		This time it was Jeff’s turn to smile. “Yes, yes I did.”

		I hadn’t heard myself called Kami before, but I decided I liked it. It was the perfect name for a bimbo like me.

		I spent the next two weeks wearing the earrings nonstop. In that time, I had fucked every guy on the farm, but most of all Jeff. He owned the place and so he deserved the most attention.

		As for Maria, Jeff quickly figured out that he could keep her nice and docile as long as he kept her drinking my milk. She never figured out I was the source of her twice daily milk offering, but it seemed to cure her of her bitchiness. And she certainly stopped caring about my slutty behaviors.

		After those two weeks, I was sad to have to say goodbye to the earrings. They had made me who I was and I would be forever grateful for their presence in my life. However, it was time to send them on to Tabitha so she could enjoy their great power.

		Jeff had to help me write the letter explaining all that had happened. We left out the part about me becoming the farm fucktoy. He was worried it might keep Tabitha from wearing the earrings. Still, I got to talk about all the fun I had and how I had gotten to know everyone on the farm.

		And the truth was, I couldn’t wait for the summer to end so I could meet up with all my friends. I didn’t know what the future held. Clearly, I was no longer college material, but whether I returned to the farm after squaring away the remainder of my school situation or found a new home, I would always cherish my time here on the farm as well as the friendships of my best friends. Truly, life was better as a bimbo and nothing could ever convince me otherwise.
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