
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Milk Makes The Hucow

A Hucow Transformation Story

Louis Baker


“Come on! Hurry up!”

Rin couldn't believe she was going along with this. Really, she should have known from the beginning that her blonde friend Brianna was going to pull something like this the second she got them to come to the hucow facility. 'It was just a tour,' she had said. 'They weren't going to get up to anything,' she had said. Clearly, the athletic girl had fooled her.

Not that Rin didn't sympathize. The Asian girl had been fascinated by hucows as soon as they began appearing, and the life did appeal to her... but she'd never admit that aloud. She'd never admit that she liked the idea of having a figure like that, of eating whatever she wanted, of being milked until her brain was filled with nothing except a desire for more of the same.

“Where are you even taking us?” Beside her, Fatima's tone conveyed the same degree of suspicion it usually did. The middle eastern girl was always the one to reign Brianna in, at least most of the time. Sometimes, Brianna couldn't be stopped, no matter how much logic Fatima tried to impart onto her. This was one of those times.

“I saw the path back here when we walked by earlier. It's where they make the hucows!” Brianna's voice was chipper and excited; clearly she was more eager for this than Rin was.

“Okay, but why would we want to go there like this? We're going to get thrown out.”

“Ugh, you're always such a downer! Look, I read that people who want to become hucows have to find their way in, so that's what we're doing!”

“Except we don't want to be hucows, Brianna!”

“Uh huh, sure you don't. I've seen your search history. I've heard you when you're getting off and think no one is around, saying 'oh, milk me.'”

Rin looked over at Fatima, whose face had turned a deep red. “W-well that's, that's not anything!”

“Sure it's not. Anyway, I'm pretty sure its through this door...”

Through the door was a room filled with large tanks, each one labeled with various things. Closer inspection revealed them to be flavors, with one exception; the largest one labeled 'natural.'

“Here it is!” Brianna clapped her hands together. “Okay, so it turns out that pure, untreated hucow milk turns those who drink it into hucows. Which means all we need to do is drink this, and we'll turn into hucows ourselves!” Already, Brianna was rushing over to the tank, looking around for anything to hold the milk. “Okay, looks like we'll just need to drink from the tap...” Turning to them, Brianna flashed a giant grin. “So who's first?”

“What?” Rin blinked. “What do you mean who's first? It's your idea! You should be the one doing it if you really want to...”

“She's right. You're the one so dead set on becoming a hucow.” Fatima was still trying to appear composed, the blush still not completely erased from her face. Clearly being so close to the fantasy was stimulating her to some degree.

Brianna rolled her eyes. “Uh-huh. We all know that if I went first, you two would probably chicken out. I'm going to do it no matter what, but I'm not letting you two avoid doing it yourselves.”

“Wait, you two?” Rin asked. Sure, she wanted to do it, but she couldn't imagine actually going through with it. “When did I get dragged into this?”

The blonde rolled her eyes. “What, you think I brought you without knowing you wanted to do it too? I wasn't going to bring two people who weren't into the idea of ending up as milk makers.”

That made Rin flush. Out of the corner of her eyes, she saw Fatima do the same. “I-I mean, okay, I might be into it but... Isn't this the wrong way? What happens when they catch us?”

“Obviously, we'll be hucows by then, and they'll be taking us to be milked, duh. Now which of you two is going first?”

Rin and Fatima looked at each other, before the darker skinned girl let out a heavy sigh. “Alright, I'll go first. Guess I'm going to doom myself to cow-dom forever...”

“You say that like it's a bad thing!” Brianna retorted, smile wide on her face. “Pretty soon, you're going to have actual boobs, and you'll be mooing happily as your brain goes to mush from bliss. So quit worrying and enjoy it!”

Now it was Fatima's turn to roll her eyes. Positioning herself under the spout, she reached up to grab the handle. “Alright, here goes nothing...”

The middle eastern girl put her lips to the spout and pulled the handle. Instantly, both her cheeks and eyes ballooned as milk filled her mouth. However, she quickly got it under control, beginning to swallow the flow of milk in an almost rhythmic fashion. Fatima's expression changed from one of surprise to one of relaxed bliss, as she consumed ever more milk. Soon, she seemed almost euphoric, as gulp after gulp filled her belly.

All of which was noticed by Rin and Brianna. “How much is she supposed to drink...?” Rin asked, worried that her friend was going to consume too much.

“As much as she wants, I guess. Maybe drinking more makes a bigger hucow?”

“Speaking of, look at her belly...”

It was true, Fatima's belly was quickly beginning to bloat, filling with milk as it was. Normally thin due to her strict diet, the middle eastern girl was starting to look decidedly fatter, with her gut slowly pressing outwards as it filled. Soon, it looked like a beer belly, hanging over the waistband of her jeans and pushing up her t-shirt. And yet she kept drinking, that look of euphoria on her face only growing more pronounced.

“Should we stop her...?” Rin asked, growing rather worried by her friend's increasingly large gut.

“Nah, she'll stop when she's full.”

Rin hoped Brianna was right, and yet couldn't help but wonder: if it was that good, would anyone be able to stop?

Fatima's belly continued to swell, becoming rounder and firmer with every passing moment. Finally, her waistband could take no more, the button of her jeans popped off, flying somewhere behind her two friends. There was a sound like liquid shifting, and Fatima finally let go of the spout.

Sliding down onto the ground, the middle eastern girl cradled her full gut, panting heavily, blush on her face. “Oooooh god I feel so weird...”

“Probably because you drank so much of that milk!” Brianna chimed in, clearly amused. “Finally full?”

“Brianna! What if she's sick?”

“I'm not... not sick,” Fatima let out, before letting out a quiet belch. She sounded almost drunk. “Feel good. Brain... hard to think.” None of the girls knew it yet, but the milk was already effecting the darker skinned girl's brain. She'd always been smart, but the milk she had consumed was already making quick work of her IQ. Her brain was becoming simpler, as the milk flooded her system.

“Look, her chest is already getting bigger~” Brianna said in an almost sing-song voice. It was true, Fatima's chest was swelling. Before the two girl's eyes, their friend's breasts began to grow heavier, pressing against her bra, and stretching out her t-shirt. Fatima herself barely seemed to notice, even as her chest began to approach double its original size. Not that this was hard; she'd always been flat chested. But the fact that her chest was becoming so obviously heavy and large was a sign that the milk was doing what it was supposed to.

“Oooooh mooooy chest is so heavy...” Fatima slurred out, holding her breasts in her hands. At this point, they comfortably fit inside of them, and yet it was obvious that their growth wasn't stopping. If anything, it was speeding up.

“Wait, did she just moo? Almost?” Rin's gaze temporarily went to Brianna, who was smiling with glee as she watched their transforming friend, before turning back to Fatima. The girl's chest was straining her bra, and she pulled at it in an attempt to get relief from the tightness.

Not that she had to wait long to get relief. Her chest, now far too large from the tiny bra, finally broke through it, causing the swelling girl to let out a distinctly happy sigh of relief. Letting out a quiet, content mooing sound, the dark skinned girl simply watched her chest swell into her shirt like she was in a daze.

However, as her breasts began to take up more and more of her shirt, another development was taking place. Fatima's nipples were swelling on their own, growing rounder and fatter, pressing out against the cotton of her shirt, causing the girl to moo in bliss. Wet spots began to form, as the pressing against them from her shirt caused her to lactate. And still, her breasts swelled.

They were now each as large as her head, and still growing. At the same time, her shirt was beginning to tear down the middle, becoming much too big for her poor t-shirt to handle. With every passing second, the hole between her breasts grew larger, before eventually her shirt simply tore down the middle, causing Fatima to let out a contented sigh. She clearly good, judging by the content expression on her face. And yet, the sudden freedom did nothing except allow her chest to swell more, and swell larger.

“Uh, are we going to be able to drink from the tap if she's sitting there...?” Rin asked, realizing that their friend was getting rather big at this point. Her breasts were easily becoming larger than her head, and even as she held them, it was clear she wasn't going to stop soon.

“Oh, we have two new taps already,” Brianna replied, a wide, devious smile on her face.

“What do you mean-” Suddenly Rin cut herself off as she went bright red. “You can't be serious! We can't, I mean we shouldn't-”

“Oh come on, she won't mind. Watch~”

“Wait, Brianna-”

But it was too late. The blonde had already grabbed one of Fatima's nipples in her hand. Amazingly, her hand barely fit around the nipple, given how large and engorged it was. Giving it a squeeze, milk sprayed forward onto the floor as Fatima let out a loud, distinct moo.

“See? She loves it!”

“Right, but-”

“Oh my god look, she's becoming more of a cow!”

It was true. Fatima's ears were elongating, poking out under her long, black hair. At the same time, her nose was growing wider and fatter, as her face began to appear slightly more bovine.

“And look, she's not just getting fatter up top!”

Indeed, Fatima's hips and thighs were now filling her jeans nearly to bursting, the denim straining to hold in growing girl. She began to sit taller, as her rear fattened up, growing thicker by the moment. A loud tearing sound was heard behind her, signaling that her butt had in fact grown too larger for her pants.

“And look! She's growing a tail!”

Rin looked around the side, gasping as she watched the very distinct tail growing out from behind Fatima's body. At the same time, her lower body was still fattening, causing the seams of her jeans to burst open, revealing the darker skin beneath. Fatima however, did little except moo contentedly, as she continued to transform. She really was looking like a cow now.

“God, she's getting so big! How big do you think she'll get in the end?” Brianna seemed extremely happy about all this, as she watched her friend transform. “God, this is so hot. I hope she finishes soon so we can do it next.”

Rin swallowed. It was going to happen, wasn't it? They were going to be hucows. And someone was going to find them and milk them and-

“Ooooooh, someone's getting aroused~” Brianna teased.

Rin flushed deeply, turning away. She couldn't deny it though.

Suddenly, Fatima let out a loud moo as her jeans finally burst off her lower body, the scraps remaining around her ankles. Speaking of which, her shoes began to break, as her feet changed shape, becoming hooves. The same was true of her hands; her slender fingers coming together and the nails becoming thick hooves.

Moving onto her front, her breasts touched the ground, so large and heavy were they. At the same time, her shoulders were widening, causing her t-shirt to tear off completely. The middle eastern girl was now entirely naked, save for some strands of her torn panties.

“Guess she's a real hucow now!” Brianna gave the girl's rear a spank, causing her to moo loudly. “Alright then, our turn! You want the left breast or the right?”

“I mean, I don't...”

“You're not going to back out now are you?”

“No! Of course not. I just... Drinking from her...”

“Oh it's not that bad. Like I said, she wants us to. Look how full her breasts are!” It was true, Fatima's chest was still swelling, her nipples growing larger than their fists atop breasts that were easily as big as one of their torsos. It was hard to believe that was Fatima at all. “Now, left or right?”

“I guess... left.”

“Wonderful! On three?”

Rin moved around her now more bovine friend, taking her heavy breast in her hands. It was definitely full, leaking with the slightest touch. Fatima mooed happily when milk dripped from it. “Right. On three.”

“Alright then! One. Two. Three!”

On three, Rin put as much of Fatima's nipple in her mouth as she could and squeezed. Instantly, milk sprayed forth, as her friend mooed in a decidedly erotic tone. Rin however, barely noticed. For as soon as she tasted the milk, all thoughts of everything else vanished from her head. In their place came a desire to drink more of the milk, to drink as much as she could as fast as she could. She began squeezing rhythmically, trying to keep the milk flowing as close to a constant stream as possible. Fatima kept mooing in ecstasy, but Rin barely heard it, lost as she was in a haze of bliss herself.

Milk dribbled down her chin and onto her shirt, but again she paid it no mind. Unbeknownst to her, she had been drinking more than she was aware of; like Fatima before her, the milk was clouding her thoughts, simplifying her mind and blocking out all the things that would have bothered her before. Like having a rather large gut, for example.

Indeed, Rin's belly swelled over her jeans, pressing up against the buttons of her shirt, causing large gaps to form between puckering buttons. And yet, all that registered in her brain was that her clothes were becoming somewhat uncomfortable; in her state, she was forgetting why she should want or need clothes to begin with. All that mattered was the milk. All she wanted was to drink more. She needed more.

At some point, she felt the pressure across her middle relax as a button popped off, and then another, and then another, letting her swelling gut grow freely. Her jeans button popped as well, as her belly fell into her lap, but Rin barely noticed. All she was aware of was that she suddenly had more room for more delicious milk.

Minutes passed, and then finally she felt full. Falling back onto her rear, Rin began to rub her full belly. It felt good. She felt good. Some part of her brain was aware that across from her, Brianna was no doubt going through her own transformation, just like Fatima had. Fatima, who she had drank from. Who was a hucow now. Just like she was going to be...

A sudden discomfort in her chest drew Rin's mind away from everything else. Why did her chest feel so uncomfortable? It felt restrained and constrained. Why was she wearing clothes again? Did hucows wear clothes? She felt like she should remember, but she couldn't.

The feeling of pleasure that came with her sensitive breasts brushing against her shirt washed her thoughts away again. Rin mooed audibly as her breasts swelled up, filling with the milk she adored just like... just like... what was her name again? Rin tried to remember the name of the hucow she had drank from. She'd always been a hucow right? Rin couldn't remember at the moment.

Suddenly, she felt something around her chest give way, giving her swelling breasts more room. She let out a happy moo, as she felt her nipples swell up just like her breasts were. Wet spots appeared on her stretching shirt, as they squeezed her nipples and made her lactate. It was extremely pleasurable, which was all she cared about, even as she felt the fabric pull tighter across her chest.

Frustrated by the tension, Rin pulled at her shirt, causing the buttons to break and fly off. She barely noticed. Instead, she took her larger, heavier breasts in her hands and began to massage them, mooing happily to herself as they grew ever larger. She was such a good hucow. She was going to be the best hucow. Just like... just like...

Well, she couldn't remember anymore. It probably didn't matter. Her large, full breasts were quickly growing larger than her head, and becoming impossible to hold easily. At the same time, she felt a tingling sensation on her head; she wasn't really certain what that was about, but she didn't particularly care about that either. And then there was her face; her nose was itching, and she couldn't focus on that.

What she could focus on was the fact that her lower body was feeling that same sort of uncomfortable feeling that she had felt before with whatever that... cloth stuff was on her. She had to have put it on, but Rin couldn't remember why anymore. Instead, she mooed in annoyance as she felt her body growing inside whatever the fabric was around her lower half.

She could hear it tearing, feel her tail pressing out from behind her too. Leaning forward, Rin shook her butt as much as she could, hoping to get it off, but to no avail. Luckily, her growing rear end began to cause whatever it was to tear off her body.

Now free, Rin could go back to focusing on her breasts. Only she was having a hard time making the milk come out. Her hands, no her hooves, were not easy to use to make the milk come out. Frustrated, she began to press them against the ground, mooing happily as the pressure was relieved. Soon however, this was becoming harder, as her breasts continued to grow. More than that, there were weird things on her back hooves. At least they seemed to be breaking off though.

Now that she was free of all this cloth stuff, she realized that she was alone with two other hucows. Rin felt like she knew them, but she couldn't remember their names. Oh well, that probably didn't matter. What mattered was she wasn't being milked! And she really, really wanted to be milked.

Maybe if she mooed loud enough, someone would come milk her? The other two hucows seemed to have a similar idea. And luckily enough, she was right! She was such a smart hucow!

The humans wrapped something around her neck, and tugged her forward. At least that made it easy to follow them. Hopefully they were taking her to be milked! She mooed at them, trying to convey her need, but they just made noises at her and pulled her along. Luckily, they took her somewhere where there were hucows... and milking! That much she knew looking at them all.

The humans moved her and the other two hucows into stalls, before sticking the milkers onto her extremely large and sensitive breasts. That Rin appreciated. She needed to be milked! Why wasn't she being milked faster? She stamped her hoof in frustration.

Someone must have heard her, because the milkers finally turned on. Instantly, her mind was flooded with intense, erotic sensations, as her sensitive breasts were tugged at and milked was sucked out of her. Rin lost track of time, which was so very easy now that she was a hucow. Why, she couldn't remember what else she had been, or what else she might have wanted to be, or why any of it mattered. If she couldn't remember, it must not be important!

She couldn't know how much time was passing, because as long as the milking was continuing, she was happy. Rin had entirely forgotten about her friends, her old life, even who she used to be before becoming a hucow. Now was not a time for thinking anyway, but for milking. Later, there was food, and then it was right back to being milked again.

And so her days went, and the days of her friends, their old lives erased and replaced with the simple pleasures of being hucows. And really, how could they object to such happiness anyway? This was far, far better than whatever it was they had wanted before... wasn't it?
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