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Burstin Bimbos: Operation Hucow

By

Lara Lock


It’s just another regular day for Becky at the military camp, until Dr. Colonel Bull comes into her tent with a strange box. The Colonel has a new invention that he wants Becky to test out, but she can’t tell anyone. It’s a complete secret.

As soon as he leaves, Becky opens up the strange box and is hit by a mysterious cloud of gas. Her body starts to transform instantly, and before she can stop it, she’s inflating out of control. Parts of her have swollen to incredible sizes, and her body is releasing a sweet and intoxicating cream.

Whatever the mysterious chemical has done, she’s now aching to be milked. She’s swollen, leaking, and in desperate need of release. Lucky for Becky, the Colonel put some toys in the box to help her relieve herself. She gets to work on pumping out her frustration straight away and soon, she’s covered and dripping in delicious creamy fun.

The Colonel has an insatiable thirst for milk. If things go right with Becky, he might just have to start a whole herd…


“Sergeant?” Colonel John Bull poked his head through the door of my tent, prompting me to stand up from my desk. I raised my hand in salute, turning to face Colonel Bull.

“At ease Becky.” Bull said. “May I enter?”

“Yes sir.” I said, dropping my hand. Bull entered my tent holding a large cardboard box, on the sides of which were written ‘top secret’.

He placed the box down on the side and then looked me up and down. I’m only a small girl, which doesn’t help, especially as I’m in the military. I’m small and rakish enough to get away with looking like a man though, so that’s good. It takes a lot of attention off me. Bull’s eyes traced over my body, and I almost got the sense that he was disappointed. I don’t have curves, I don’t have tits. I’m petite and there’s nothing to me. If I was a guy checking me out, I’d be disappointed too.

“I’ve got an assignment for you Becky.” Colonel said, motioning at the box. “We’re testing a new piece of highly advanced military tech. Inside this box there is an agent that will have a short transformative effect on you. I want you to open this box and-”

I went to open the box and Colonel grabbed me by the wrist.

“No! Stop. Let me get out of here first. Jesus.” Colonel laughed to himself and then let go of my wrist. “Open the box and it should take effect immediately. After that I want you to write down anything important. I’ll be back later today to see how you’re getting on. There are devices in the box, should you need them. Is that clear?”

“Sir yes sir!”

“Any questions?”

“What is the purpose of this task sir?”

“As you know, there are more women in the military now more than ever. This scientific device has been designed to try and curtail those numbers, potentially weakening enemy forces.”

“Should I copy my notes after the experiment and send them to the military lab too?”

“No!” Panic spread over Colonel’s face and for a moment, the normally stoic looking man, looked rather unsettled. “I mean…no. Military lab aren’t involved on this. This is just a private project between me and you. You’re the alpha test Becky. I want to see how you get on first. I’ve been developing this secretly in my own time. Good luck!”

I saluted the Colonel and he walked out of my tent, zipping my door shut behind him. Colonel Bull or Dr. John Bull as he is known to some, is one of the leading medicinal chemists within the military. His work has led to the development of many new and bizarre chemicals that have adverse effects on the human body. He got reassigned to our group a few months ago. There were rumors about is reassignment. Apparently he ran experiments on his last group, he developed something called ‘Bimbo Gas’. I didn’t know the full specifics, but he frequently requested teams that had only female members. It was rumored that the gas did something to the women.

I know that it’s all lies of course, probably just propaganda spread by the enemy to deter faith. Still, it’s weird that Colonel Bull asked me to do this experiment in secret. Usually Military Lab would be involved with stuff like this.

I opened the box and instantly a cloud of white gas spread from inside it, blowing into my face. The gas felt warm and somewhat pleasant, and also smelled like honey. It took me by surprise, forcing me to take a couple of steps back.

“What the fuck!”

I shook myself off and walked back to the box, looking inside. Inside there was a note from the Colonel, a sort of suction looking device and a notepad. There were also a dozen empty bottles. I picked the note up and read it.

Becky,

By now you will have been hit by the LactaGas. The wonderful chemical will now be coursing it’s way through your veins and will start to take effect almost immediately. There may be some side effects, and you may notice that your small tits start to grow. If you need to relieve yourself I have included another one of my inventions, the Breast Pump 3000. Use it as your own discretion. Please don’t waste any of the milk.

Colonel.

Call me an idiot, but notes are usually meant to explain things, not raise more questions. Small tits? Grow? What the heck is he talking about? I’m not the sharpest spoon in the barrel, but I’m pretty sure it’s not okay for a superior to be talking about my tiny tits in official correspondence. No matter how small they -

Then, a button on my camo top popped off, putting a stop to my thoughts. The button whizzed across my tent, pinging against a metal shelf. I grab the notepad and start writing.

[08:00]

My tits are fucking growing! I have no idea what is going on but I love it. After being a double A cup all my life, this girl is more than ready to finally get some fucking jugs. My camo top is getting smaller, or my breasts are getting bigger. I look down at myself in amazement as they continue to grow. Then another button pops, then another and another. Before I can realize what’s happening my tiny tits are tiny no longer, they’re at least a D cup now, and they’re still growing. I struggle with the last couple of buttons on my top, if I don’t hurry and get this thing off me soon, I’m going to burst out of it altogether.

I rip my camo top off and look at myself in the mirror. My breasts have gotten huge! Whereas before they were like small mosquito bites, I now have two certified perky fun bags on my chest. I unclasp my bra and throw it to the ground fast as the strap was starting to dig into my back. I stand there topless in my tent, with my tits hanging free, amazed as they still continue to grow. Not only do my breasts get bigger, my nipples get bigger too, and they get hard, real hard. Like, they could cut diamonds, hard.

After a couple of minutes, it feels as if my breasts have finally stopped growing. I cup my new tits in my hands, lifting them and feeling the heft of them. There’s so much weight in my new titties, it’s certainly going to take some getting used to. It feels so good to have them in my hands though. I run my fingers over my pebbled nipples, twisting the sensitive skin between my finger and my thumb.

The action sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. My small tits never used to be very sensitive, but it seems that they’ve gotten a lot more responsive now, and boy does it feel good. I bite my bottom lip, close my eyes and let my head fall back while I massage both my nipples with my fingers. It feels incredibly good, and it’s turning me on too. I squeeze my legs together, overtly aware of just how damp my panties are.

That’s when I realize that my fingers feel warm and wet. I open my eyes and look down at my hands in curiosity. That’s when I see it. My fingers are covered in little dribbles of …that can’t be right. There’s no way it’s possible.

The white filmy liquid coats the tips of my fingers, where I have been playing with my nipples. It almost looks like milk, but that can’t be right. I’m not pregnant so there’s no way…

I smell the substance and it does smell like a sweet milk. It’s an unusual scent, one that’s hard to describe, but I’d almost describe it as a mix between milk and honey. I put my fingers in my mouth and suck at the liquid. It’s delicious!

I can certainly see why Colonel wouldn’t want a drop to go to waste now. But how can I make sure that I don’t waste any more? I look through the objects that Colonel left for me in the box. There’s some sort of weird milking machine and there are large glasses too. I’m probably just being stupid, there’s no point in using any of this stuff. I’m not a cow for god sake.

[10:00]

I decided to try and get on with some other work for a little bit. I had some administrative reports that I had to write up, and I spent an hour or so at my computer typing away. I couldn’t get back into any of my old bras or camo tops, so I had to make do with sitting at my computer topless. I don’t know how I’m going to cover myself back up by the time that Colonel gets here. My tits are so fucking huge now, each one is easily double the size of my head. They look absolutely fantastic though, just looking down at them is enough to get me turned on.

I have loads of work to do though, so I try to keep myself focused. But it’s getting harder by the minute. As time goes by I become more and more aware of my breasts. Not because they’ve grown anymore (If they did I might end up running out of room in my tent) but because they seem to be growing more sensitive and more painful by the minute.

It’s almost like there’s a huge pressure building up behind my nipples, begging to be released. The pain started as a dull ache at first, and was mildly distracting. Then the dull ache become a bit more intense, and developed into a constant throbbing. Now the ache is starting to feel more like a sharp pain, and my tits are throbbing every couple of seconds.

I tear myself away from my keyboard and look down at my tits in frustration. My nipples are so large and swollen, they look like firecrackers ready to explode. At the tip of each nipple I can see a little bud of white milk, just begging to be released. I put both of my hands under my right breast and pull it up toward me. My breasts had always been so small before this that I’d never actually been able to suck my own nipples. It had only just occurred to me that this might now be possible.

Even though I’m completely alone in my tent, I look around as if to make sure that no one is watching. It feels stupid, but I’d be embarrassed if someone saw me sucking my own tits.

I stick my nipple into my mouth and squeeze down on the fleshy bud with my teeth gently. I roll my tongue over the puffy mound. Oh my fucking god. Warmth spreads throughout my body. It feels so good. I hold my tits against my mouth while I begin to suck at my nipple. To my surprise milk starts to flow out of it, into my mouth.

My milk tastes even better before. At first it just comes out with a trickle, but then it really starts flowing. I hold my tit in my mouth with one hand, while I slip my other hand down my camo pants and start rubbing my throbbing pussy.

I suck at my nipple greedily, drinking down mouthfuls of the milk. My lips slurp, my throat swallows, and my fingers schlick against my pussy. The mounting pressure that was building up in my tit feels as if it’s starting to unwind a little, the more milk I release from my tit, the better it feels. I spread my legs wide on the chair and dig my fingers deeper into my tiny cunt, grinding my hips against my hand while I suck my fat and swollen titty.

A moan escapes my lips, and milk continues to pour out, spilling onto my body, running down my tits, covering my skin in milk.

My trousers are starting to feel uncomfortable, and I have to keep shifting in the chair. It’s only after a minute or so that I realize my camo pants are shrinking too, just like my top did!

I stand up immediately, stripping out of my camo trousers and panties. I pull my panties off just in the nick of time. I look at my naked in body and stare at myself in amazement. My formerly flat and skinny ass has blown up to a certified bubble butt. Not only that but my hips and thighs have blown up too. I’m looking thick and juicy.

I’m so distracted by looking at my curvaceous milk covered body that I hardly realize that my right tit is still spraying a fine jet of milk all over my tent.

Shit! The Colonel told me I’m not supposed to waste a drop, and I’m standing here covered in the stuff, while cramming my fingers into my pussy!

I’m going to have to start bottling it somehow.

[12:00]

I’ve somewhat managed to put my attention back on the administrative reports. As I write this as I’m sitting at my computer, typing away at my keyboard. It’s a little harder to reach the keys than it was before, as my breasts are so huge now. I grabbed the milking machine out of the box and decided to put it to the test. The machine itself is actually quite simple. There are two cups, which I have attached to both my nipples. At the end of both cups there are clear plastic tubes, which run into a small box which is the pumping device. From the pumping device there’s another plastic cable, to feed into whatever object you’re using to keep your milk bottled.

So I’m sitting here typing away, while the machine buzzes in the background quietly. I’ve grabbed three of the dozen glass bottles that the Colonel included in his box. The bottles are quite big, and I estimate they hold a liter each easily. There’s a metal top on each of the bottles that screws on or off.

The cups didn’t attach to my breasts at first, and that was when I realized that there had to be some suction for the cups to create a seal. I held one of the cups against my left tit, switched the pump on and it started whirring. A moment later my milk started traveling down the tube. Just the sight alone got me turned on. I’ve resigned myself to working naked for the rest of the day because none of my clothes fit anymore. Being naked feels exhilarating, and all I want more than anything is to cum. I want to cum so bad. I have to do my work though. I have to be a good solider and a good specimen. I can’t let a drop go to waste.

I nearly waste a lot when the machine is first connected, because I don’t have the other end of the tube in a bottle. It starts spilling out the end before I realize, so I shove the tube in my mouth and drink the liquid happily while I take a top off one of the bottles. I set the bottle onto the desk beside me, move the tube from my mouth to the bottle quickly and let the pump start filling the bottle up.

Yes, I know, I probably could have turned the pump off, but honestly it feels so good when it’s turned on, I don’t want to turn it off at all. The cups suck at my tits like thirsty dogs, and it feels so fucking good, it’s almost like I’m in a constant state of ecstasy.

Within a matter of ten minutes, the first glass bottle is filled almost all the way to the top, so I take the tube out and put it into the next empty bottle. I screw the first bottle closed and swill the white milk around the glass container, marveling at my work. The next bottle fills up just as quick, if not even more so. I carry on trying to do my work while the machine pumps away in the background. For a while I manage to distract myself and get some stuff done. The pumping of the machine feels a little hypnotic. It also takes away the painful pressure that was building up behind my tits, so I don’t have to think about that either.

I look down at the damp spot on the wooden chair where my pussy juices have been running freely. I will have to do something about that soon.

[15:00]

I have officially run out of bottles. And I have officially lost the ability to focus on my work. The milk is still continuing to come out of my tits, and it shows no sign of stopping. I took the pump off for a minute, to see if I could ‘hold off’ for a while and stop milking myself, it felt so painful after just a few seconds however, I had to reattach the cups. So I’m sitting by the sink in my bathroom now, and I have the plug in the sink. I’m slowly filling up the sink, but luckily it’s rather large. I have no idea when Colonel Bull is going to come back, but I’m rather afraid that I’m going to run out of space soon. About half an hour later I’m almost halfway up the sink. My eyes track over to the last place in my quarters where I can store milk.

The bath.

[15:45]

Okay so the sink is officially full. The dozen bottles that the Colonel gave me are officially full. I have now put the plug in my bath and climbed into it. I’m wearing the cups like a bra, and the pump is slowly pouring my milk into the tub, filling it up around me. There’s no way I can do my work anymore. So I decide to have a little fun.

I spread my legs open and rub my fingers against my throbbing wet pussy. My whole body is aching and trembling in need for an orgasm. I slip my middle finger into my wet slit and finger myself, while I rub my palm against my clit. It feels so good. I’m so wet with need, it’s like I’m almost covered in oil. I’m also covered in my milk too. The milk is still pumping out, filling up the tub slowly. It’s only a few centimeters deep at the moment.

My pussy is longing to be filled with something, begging to be fucked. That’s when I get the idea.

I pick up the end of the tube which is spitting out my milk. I hold the tube over my tits, covering myself in my milk. I rub my hand over my body, massaging my skin with my milk. It feels so good, it feels so warm. I hold the tube against my clit and my warm milk starts flowing over my bud.

I let out a large moan as the milky deposit trickles over my clit and into my cunt. I push the fingers of my other hand into my cunt and start building myself up to a much a needed release. Milk covers my wet folds, the cups of the pump continue to suck at my throbbing tits. My body spasms with ecstasy and delight. My ass lifts off the surface of the bath for a moment and then drops back down, splashing milk everywhere. I grab the tube and rub the smooth edge of the clear plastic tube up and down my wet slit, while warm milk continues to trickle out.

I take the tube and push it inside of myself slowly. My eyes open wide at the sensation of my warm milk rushing out of the tube and gushing into my tight cunt.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out loud while fucking myself with my milk tube. I push the tube in and out of my pussy fast while rubbing my clit with my hand. I cum hard, then I cum again, and again and again. I have no idea how long I’ve been in the bath now, but the milk has been pouring for ages, and the bath is now over half full. I carry on fucking myself with my milk, filling my swollen cunt with my milk until I cum, squeezing it all out as my walls clench down and then doing it all over again.

I push my mouth down into the milk and I drink long and deep, all the while slipping the tube in and out of my cunt. I pull the tube out of my pussy, I push the hard edge against my asshole and I rub it in small delicate circles that send sparks across my skin. I push the tube inside of myself and feel my warm milk fill my asshole with delicious warmth.

I writhe about in the tub, petting my pussy, splashing about in the milk, flicking my fingers across the fleshy bud of my clit while sliding the tube in and out of my ass. I cum again, and a torrent of orgasms ripple across my body for what feels like hours. I pull the tube out of my ass and push it into my mouth, slurping at the juices from my pussy and ass, along with the milk still pumping from my tits.

“Well solider.”

His voice startles me and my whole body flinches in the tub, sending milk splashing up the side and spilling onto the floor. I jerk upward, open my eyes and see him standing there. The Colonel.

“Colonel!” I cry out in surprise. “How long have you been standing there?!”

“Oh about…” Colonel looks down at his watch. “Thirty minutes or so. It looks like you’ve been having fun with your new toy.”

He motions at the cups on my nipples. I nod my head sheepishly. I feel no need to cover myself up. In fact I don’t really feel the need to cover myself at all. I want the Colonel to watch me, he’s the one that made me like this after all. I’m his. I sit up and slick my milk covered hair back off my face.

“I had to get in the bath Colonel. I’m sorry, I was running out of space. I filled the bottles, I filled the sink. This was the last option.”

“That’s okay. Looks like you’re running out of room though.” Colonel walks over to me and scoops his hand through the tub full of milk. He takes a palm full of milk, brings it to lips and drinks it down. His eyes light up at the taste. “Damn Becky. That tastes good. You’ve taken to the formula well. We’ll have to get you connected to some proper milking equipment immediately.”

I bite my lip at his words. That sounds fucking divine.

“This is great work Becky. It certainly gives me confidence to replicate this again with more or of our female soldiers.”

“More sir?”

“Well yeah!” Colonel looks at me if I’m stupid. “This has been such a success, I’d be mad not to do this at least at dozen more times. Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to have a herd full of cow girlfriends? You could all lie around, getting milked together!”

My eyes light up at the thought and an excited grin spreads across my face.

[19:00]

Colonel helped me climb out of the bath and we scooped up as much of my milk as possible. My tits did stop producing milk eventually, after a few hours. Colonel explained that the first time always produces a lot, but he hadn’t anticipated my body would react to the LactaGas so well. He said that after I go to sleep, my body will build up more milk and I will need milking again for a few hours everyday.

I didn’t get the administrative reports done, which is probably a testament to the effectiveness of the Colonel’s experiment. If something like this was used in a war zone, it would really affect female soldiers.

I’m most excited about being in a herd though. The colonel said this first experiment was such as success and that he wants to make at least another dozen hucows.

I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

To Be Continued
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