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		Preface

		

		This story is a departure from the usual bimbo fiction that I write. A reader approached me this fall asking if I would be willing to take part in a commission. I said yes, with reservations.

		When the potential commissioner outlined their idea for a hucow story, I was a bit nervous. Hucows, while similar in many ways to bimbo stories, are a bit outside my wheelhouse. The commissioner was kind enough to return with a more bimbo focused outline and leave it up to me which one I would prefer to write.

		We eventually hashed out payment terms and I selected the hucow story, wanting to stretch my writing legs a little bit. And I’m glad that I did. This story has been fun to write, even if it does not attract me in the same way that a bimbo story would.

		That brings me to present to you Milked and Herded.

		And if you have a story idea that you would like to see brought to life by me, please reach out to me (author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com) and we can discuss your ideas to see if we can work out a deal.

		~Sadie Thatcher
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		“W ow, this place is something else, isn’t it?” Audrey said as she stopped the car on the gravel drive.

		“I didn’t realize Stephanie was doing so well for herself,” Holly answered.

		It had taken more than an hour to reach Stephanie’s home. It was well outside the city, out in the rolling fields. This was farm country, a place neither Audrey nor Holly had much experience with.

		“I still can’t believe Stephanie reached out to us,” Audrey said as she turned off the car. “But I can’t deny that I needed a break from work. I’m looking forward to a week of rest and relaxation.”

		Holly did not say anything, but they both knew that she agreed. A week of rest and relaxation was just what she needed. The two friends had met in college, now over 10 years ago. That was when they met Stephanie as well. However, while Audrey and Holly remained good friends after earning their degrees, they lost track of Stephanie. She had always been the odd one out in many ways, not least of all because Stephanie was a lesbian.

		Not that Audrey or Holly ever had much luck with men. Audrey was unwilling to go far enough with a man to ever get a relationship to stick. Sex, for her, was an ugly thing. And that feeling translated down the line to almost everything she did. For her, dressing up for a night out involved long and loose pants and a top that hid her womanly figure completely. She simply did not feel comfortable in her own skin and therefore never showed any.

		To contrast Audrey’s prudish behavior, Holly could get a bit boy crazy at times. The problem, however, was that she was so painfully shy that the very idea of talking to a man always left her unable to function. And it did not help that Audrey was often Holly’s wing-woman. Since Audrey was unhelpful in attracting men, Holly often went home alone. Not that she would have known what to do if a man did ask her out. She would likely panic and find some excuse to turn him down, such was her shyness.

		As Audrey and Holly climbed out of the car and began unloading their bags, Stephanie appeared on the front porch of the house. Her blonde hair whipped around her face in the breeze.

		“Wow,” Holly said as she looked up at her old college friend. “Is that Stephanie?”

		Audrey followed her friend’s gaze and nearly choked in surprise at seeing Stephanie. The woman on the porch looked so much different from the woman they both remembered from college. Back then Stephanie had kept her hair short and had sported a boyish figure. She looked very stereotypical as the lesbian that she was. But the woman on the porch barely resembled the woman they knew back then.

		Stephanie still had her blonde hair, but now it was long, probably reaching the middle of her back if the wind would let it fall naturally. Her face looked similar, although she was more tan than she had been back in college. It looked like she spent a lot of time outside on her property, gaining a tan in the process. However, those were not what surprised Holly and Audrey. What surprised them were Stephanie’s breasts. They were big. They were much bigger than anything she had ever had in college. And what was more, the scoop-neck top she wore put them completely on display. She sported more cleavage than many strippers could pull off.

		“Welcome,” Stephanie said as Audrey and Holly approached the house, each of them dragging a suitcase behind them. “I’m so glad you could both make it. You have no idea how much it means to me that we will have this chance to reconnect after all this time.”

		“Thanks for the invite,” Audrey said as she pushed a lock of red hair back behind her ear. “Your offer came at the right time. We both had some vacation time we needed to use and we were in need of a break.”

		“Isn’t it great when things work out like that,” Stephanie said. “Please come in and I’ll show you around.”

		Audrey and Holly followed their friend into the house. The structure looked relatively new. And its size matched the opulence of some of the recent housing boom. Audrey, who spent some of her free time each week looking at houses online had become a bit of an expert, even if she could never hope to afford something like this. But from what she could tell, this was a property that could fetch a major sum on the open market. It was further proof that Stephanie had done something right since they last parted ways.

		“You both have the run of the house while you are here,” Stephanie said as she led them through the main floor of the house. The house had a nice balance of farmhouse appeal and modern flair. It made Audrey think a little of a French chateau, although in a much more American style. “And I’m sure we will have some warm days this week for you to enjoy the pool.”

		The back of the house opened up onto a large yard with an amazing in-ground swimming pool. It was not competition sized, but it was not far away either. The last time Audrey or Holly had seen such a large pool was when they were back in school.

		“I wish you’d told us about the pool,” Holly said in her quiet voice. She held her head low, letting her brown hair fall in front of her face. “I would have brought my swimsuit.”

		“Not to worry,” Stephanie said confidently. “I have suits to share. And I’m sure they will fit you too.”

		There was a part of Audrey that wanted to ask about Stephanie’s breasts, since she seemed to infer that they might be new, but Audrey had never felt such discussions were appropriate, no matter the situation. Stephanie’s body, no matter how much it had changed, was no business of anyone but Stephanie.

		“That’s the tour of the downstairs,” Stephanie said when it became obvious neither of her guests were going to say anything. “Let me take you upstairs and show you your rooms.”

		

	
		

		2

		

		Stephanie let both Audrey and Holly settle into their rooms for the week as she waited for them in the kitchen. It was getting late. The summer sun was setting. She knew they were going to have a fantastic week together. And hopefully, if everything went right, they would have even more time than that together.

		“Hey, you two,” Stephanie said as Audrey and Holly came down the stairs and entered the kitchen.

		The farmhouse kitchen featured a large center island that was perfect for entertaining. Stephanie had already laid out a spread of appetizers and a glass bottle of cold milk.

		“I didn’t know if you were hungry or thirsty, so I started laying out some food. The milk is fresh. I highly recommend it.”

		“I don’t drink milk,” Audrey said. “I just use a little in my coffee. Speaking of which, do you have decaf coffee? I usually bring my own when traveling, but I forgot. Leaving directly after work like we did definitely threw me off my routine.”

		Stephanie smiled. “Of course I do. Would you like some now?”

		Audrey shrugged her shoulders. “Sure, why not.”

		“Coming right up,” Stephanie said. “In the meantime, help yourself to the food. Holly, have a glass of milk. I bet you’ll really like it.”

		As Stephanie busied herself with the coffeemaker, both Audrey and Holly loaded up small plates with the appetizers Stephanie had laid out for them. They were both hungry, having skipped their usual dinner hour to make sure they arrived before it got dark out. Audrey did not like driving at night if she could help it and Holly simply did not like driving at all. Usually she took the bus to and from work everyday. When she needed to go someplace that could not be reached by bus or if she needed to buy something she could not transport on a bus, she usually called Audrey for help.

		“This is really good,” Audrey said of the food.

		“Yeah, and this milk is delicious,” Holly added.

		“I knew you would like it,” Stephanie said.

		“So, Stephanie,” Audrey said, deciding it was time to get down to the details of how all this came to be. “What have you been up to recently? I’ll admit, we were both surprised to get your invitation. You’ve been quiet on social media and well, frankly, we thought you had fallen off the face of the Earth or something like that.”

		Stephanie let out a good natured laugh. “Yes, I can imagine it seemed that way. Let’s just say that I’ve been working really hard for the past couple years and my plans are finally coming together. And that means I finally have time to reconnect with my old friends and hopefully make some new ones as well.”

		“I’m glad to hear you’re doing so well,” Audrey said. “This place must have cost a fortune to buy.”

		“Oh, this property has been in my family for years,” Stephanie explained. “But yes, I have done some significant upgrading. The house here is almost all new. And I had the pool put in. It’s so nice to have a place I can truly relax in.”

		“Um, and what about, you know, your…” Holly tried to ask the question that was admittedly on both visitors’ minds, but she was unable to finish the question before her face turned red. Holly really could be cute about some things like that.

		“You mean these?” Stephanie said as she turned around and cupped the undersides of her breasts with her hands. “They are nice, aren’t they. And they’re natural. I guess I was just a really late bloomer.”

		Audrey had a hard time believing Stephanie’s story about her breasts, but she was not about to inquire further. In her mind, Holly had already overstepped what was appropriate by even bringing them up in the first place. Then again, Stephanie had already indirectly referenced them, but that did not excuse Holly’s rudeness.

		And as far as Audrey was concerned, it was inappropriate for Stephanie to be wearing such a low-cut top anyway. Her whole appearance had shifted so dramatically and her choice in clothing did not help matters. The top barely reached the top of her tight pants. If Stephanie and Audrey stood side by side, it would appear that they were different in every measurable way. It was a bit of a surprise that they were friends at all. But Audrey could not turn her back on their past. No matter what Stephanie looked like now, Audrey had no intention of ending their friendship now, especially after Stephanie had gone to such great lengths to host both her and Holly for a whole week.

		“Here’s your coffee,” Stephanie said as she handed Audrey a cup and saucer filled with black coffee. Without saying a word, Stephanie pushed a small pitcher of milk toward Audrey.

		Audrey poured the smallest amount of milk into her cup and gently stirred the contents with a spoon.

		“This is really good coffee,” Audrey admitted after she took her first sip.

		“It’s the milk,” Stephanie insisted. “Everyone who tries it can’t get enough of it. Just look at Holly here.”

		Holly was already on her second glass. She had drunk more milk than she had eaten food. Despite her hunger, the milk seemed far more satisfying. It tasted better too. And that was saying something, because the meat, cheese, and cracker spread was pretty good too.

		“Well, I will definitely need more of this in the morning,” Audrey admitted. “Even though I don’t drink caffeinated coffee, I never start a morning without a cup of hot coffee.”

		“I’ll remember that,” Stephanie said.
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		“I t’s so good to see you both finally start to relax,” Stephanie said as both Audrey and Holly sank into their seats at the kitchen island. “Can I get either of you more milk?”

		Holly automatically held out her glass. She would have said something, but she was feeling far too good and relaxed to actually speak without considerable effort. It was simply easier to just hold out her glass.

		“There you go,” Stephanie said as she refilled Holly’s glass.

		Audrey’s eyes watched intently as Stephanie poured the milk into Holly’s glass. She never drank milk, but just the sight of the frothy white liquid splashing into and filling Holly’s glass was enough to make her lick her lips. She had only had a few drops with her coffee, but that was enough to make her crave more.

		“Audrey, how about you? Can I tempt you with a glass?”

		“Yes, please,” Audrey finally said. She could not hold out any longer. She wanted, no needed, more.

		Stephanie filled a glass for Audrey and watched as her friend took a deep drink. The satisfied sigh that came from Audrey’s lips afterward told the whole story. Audrey liked the milk.

		“Ladies, I’m sorry for having to leave you like this, but there’s something I need to take care of out on the property. I’ll be back soon, okay?”

		Both women nodded their heads in understanding. They really were both feeling quite good and neither of them minded their host disappearing for a little bit.

		“I’ll leave you with another bottle of milk in case you want more,” Stephanie said as she pulled a bottle from the refrigerator and set it on the counter. Despite the milk still in their glasses, both guests found their eyes drawn to the cold milk in the glass bottle.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Stephanie slipped out the back of the house, knowing her two guests were unlikely to get very far, even if they tried to follow her. She was confident that they would not, however. The power of the milk was just too strong.

		Skirting the edge of the pool, Stephanie headed off toward what looked like a hill in the distance. However, that was only what could be seen from the house. It was something else entirely.

		Rather than climb the hill, Stephanie followed the path around the hill until she reached the other side. Even though the sun had now set, the moon stood bright in the dark sky, providing enough light for her to reach her destination without the need for a flashlight or lantern. She had traveled this route many times and probably could have reached her destination without even the moon’s aid, had she needed to.

		As Stephanie reached the far side of the hill, she found herself in front of large wooden doors leading into the hillside. Rather than a hill, it was actually a barn that had been built into the hillside, its roof sodded over. It made for the perfect hiding place. No one, and especially not Audrey or Holly, would find it, she was sure.

		Stephanie pulled open one of the doors enough for her to slip inside. She reached to her right and flipped a switch, turning on the soft lights that had been strung around the barn, bathing it all in a warm glow. Both walls were equipped with livestock stalls, but they were currently empty. Stephanie had no livestock to keep there. At least she had none yet. She hoped to change that soon.

		The far end of the barn featured an altar. It almost could have been pulled out of a church someplace, but this one was entirely of Stephanie’s making. And rather than a Jesus or other religious figure standing guard as part of the altar, there was instead a woman. She was stunningly beautiful, even in her stone form. But it was her breasts that stood out above all else. They were massive mammaries carved into the stone. And even in that form, they looked heavy with milk, ready to be milked.

		“Goddess,” Stephanie called out as she approached the altar. “Hear my prayer.”

		Dropping onto her knees, Stephanie bowed her head in silent prayer. A moment later, a series of candles that surrounded the stone altar came alight, burning brightly and casting an ethereal light upon both the statue and Stephanie herself.

		Stephanie did not react when the candles lit themselves. She had experienced all this before as she kneeled before the altar of her goddess.

		“Rise, my child,” came a haunting female voice. “Rise and be heard.”

		Stephanie raised her head and pushed herself back to her feet. She looked up into the eyes of the altar statue and smiled.

		“Audrey and Holly arrived tonight,” Stephanie said. “Holly has already taken to the milk. Audrey seems less enthusiastic.”

		“That is good news,” the voice said. “But we must be patient. These things take time. One cannot build a herd over night. Continue to befriend them and continue to push the milk. They will see the light soon enough.”

		“I’m worried,” Stephanie said. “These women were once my friends.”

		“Calm, my child,” the voice said, interrupting Stephanie. “This is but a single step as you transition into your new role in life. Do not worry if you will be ready or not when the time comes. I assure you that you will be ready. You will do what you have to do. You will do what you need to do. Remember, you do this for everyone’s benefit. We are all fulfilling our duty. And as reward for your duty, you know what is in store for you.”

		“I will be the hucow queen,” Stephanie said dreamily.

		“Correct,” the voice said. “You will rule your herd and I will be there by your side, helping you every step of the way. This is what you wanted when you built this altar for me?”

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie answered. “I want this with all my heart.”

		“You have pleased me,” the voice said as a non-corporeal hand reached out from the statue and patted Stephanie gently on the head. “And I always reward those who please me.”

		As Stephanie stood there, she could feel her breasts swell with milk even more than usual. She was already going to need a milking soon, as she now did every night. However, now it had just become urgent.

		“You like it when your breasts are full of milk, don’t you?” the voice said.

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie answered automatically. “I love it.”

		The truth was she did love it. She loved how her breasts slowly filled with milk throughout the day following her morning milking. She loved how all that milk sloshing around in her breasts turned her on, making her at times unbearably horny. She loved how the act of milking herself often made her cum. But all of that was not enough for her. She wanted more. She needed more. She needed a herd of her own. And now the beginnings of that herd were at hand.

		“Of course you do, my child,” the voice continued. “That is why you sought me out. That is why you have built this magnificent altar in my honor. That is why you have given me new life. And in return, I will give you everything that you have ever dreamed of. Isn’t that right?”

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie replied.

		“You need to milk yourself, don’t you?” the voice asked.

		“Yes, goddess. My breasts are so full of milk. I need to be milked.”

		“You may milk yourself, my child,” the voice said. “But do not spill any. Every drop of your milk is valuable. It will be needed if you are to successfully build your hucow herd.”

		“Yes, goddess.”

		Stephanie stepped away from the altar and walked into a darkened corner of the bar. She flipped a switch and a device sitting in the dark hummed to life with a touchscreen shining brightly. It only took moments for Stephanie to remove her top and her bra. She was well practiced at this. It was with a happy smile that she attached the machine to her breasts, creating a perfect seal.

		Before Stephanie even pushed the start button, she could feel the pleasure building inside of her. The anticipation of what would come next was more than enough to get her juices flowing.

		“Yes,” Stephanie moaned as the machine started and milk began to flow from her breasts. The milking machine had been well designed and was far bigger and more powerful than she actually needed, but it would serve far more than just herself soon enough. As the voice had told her, she just needed to be patient.

		However, Stephanie did not need to be patient about her current situation. Her breathing grew heavy and ragged as her milk was slowly suctioned out of her breasts to fill a tank below her. Each passing moment sent the milk level in the tank higher, seemingly in direct proportion the rising amount of pleasure flowing through her body. Stephanie had to brace herself against the machine, holding on for dear life as she got closer and closer to her grand finale.

		“Oh goddess, yes,” Stephanie called out as her climax was finally upon her. She came hard, her legs quivering beneath her as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure overwhelmed her. Her vision turned white as she came, the same color as the final drops of milk that flowed from her breasts.

		“You have done well, my child,” the voice said as Stephanie slowly recovered from her orgasm. It had been one of the strongest orgasms she had ever experienced and she knew who she needed to thank for that.

		“Thank you, goddess,” Stephanie said, her chest still heaving as she tried to catch her breath. It felt as if she had just been out for a run, something she could no longer do easily with her expanded breasts. Those had been another gift from the spirit she called a goddess. Stephanie could no longer imagine life without them. They were too much a part of her to ever consider returning to the woman she had been before. And there was no way Stephanie could ever give up her milking orgasms. She started and ended each day with them and never wanted them to end.

		“Return to your guests,” the voice said. “They will need you and your milk if they are to join you here permanently.”

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie said as she slowly removed herself from the milking machine, powering it down in the process. She then set about putting her bra and top back on.

		Stephanie already missed the overfilled feeling from her breasts, but she knew she would only have to wait while her breasts refilled. With the spirit’s help, her daily output had continued to grow. That too, she never wanted to stop. If she was going to be a true hucow queen, she would need to produce every ounce of milk that was humanly possible.

		“Good night, my child,” the voice said as Stephanie blew out the candles at the altar. She turned off the electric lights as she slipped out of the barn, ready to return to the house and to see how her two college friends were doing. With any luck, the milk would have already taken hold of their minds. However, only time would tell. She needed to remember to be patient.
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		As Stephanie stepped into the kitchen carrying two fresh bottles of milk, she could not help but smile at seeing her two old friends before her. They appeared to be only shells of their former selves, each of them completely unaware of Stephanie’s presence.

		Holly had sunk down onto the tiled kitchen floor, leaning back against the island with her legs splayed wide. She was already a petite woman, likely one reason for her shyness, but she looked even smaller as she sat on the floor with one hand between her legs and the other groping her breasts. But it was not just the fact that Holly was busy masturbating that was notable. It was the way she sat there, mindlessly giggling as she had one hand down her pants and the other playing with her small breasts after pushing her top and bra up over them.

		Stephanie watched with fascination as she imagined what Holly might look like someday soon. The milk needed time to take effect, but some of its qualities were already making themselves known.

		“This is wrong,” Audrey moaned as her fingers betrayed her. She had managed to remain in her seat at the kitchen island, but she seemed to have gotten herself into a similar state as Holly.

		Stephanie noted that the bottle of milk she had left out for them was now empty. It was hard to know who had consumed more milk, but it was clear Audrey had gotten her fill. Her top was soaked with it. She had probably spilled while trying to drink it too fast.

		Audrey had a similar body to Holly, but she was taller. She had remained thin through her hobby of running. She went out almost every morning, no matter the weather, running for at least half an hour, if not longer.

		Morning had always been the preferred time for Audrey to run. There were fewer people out on the roads, but it was also colder, allowing her to wear thick and baggy clothes without overheating. She had always hated the idea of people seeing her body. Even tight-fitting clothes were too far for her.

		However, now that Audrey was under the influence of the milk, she could not stop herself from sticking her hands down her pants and slowly masturbating as she giggled about whatever mindless thing happened to float through her nearly empty brain. Yet despite the milk’s influence on her mind, Stephanie could see that Audrey was fighting the effects. Her moaning about her actions being wrong had developed into a kind of chant. Stephanie had no idea if she was even still aware that she was saying anything, but it was clear that Audrey would do everything she could to resist her fate. She would need to be watched carefully.

		Often after a milking such as she had just experienced, Stephanie would have retired to her bedroom, where if she did not immediately go to bed, she at least got into bed and possibly used a toy to push herself to another happy little orgasm. Tonight, however, Stephanie had guests to care for. And they had both made quite a mess. Not that she was complaining. Seeing Holly and Audrey in their current states was reward enough, even if it meant she would need to clean up and eventually put them both to bed.

		Stephanie put the fresh bottles of milk in the refrigerator. It would be perfect for tomorrow’s breakfast. She already had a large breakfast spread planned for her two friends. And what better way to wash down all that food than with an ice cold glass of milk? Or two? Even three?

		Once the milk was safely stored away, the new bottles joining the ones already there, Stephanie began the task of cleaning up after her guests. Her milk supply had been slowly building. She needed a stockpile for this week. If all went to plan, her own supply could sustain her two guests. There had been a time when Stephanie had worried about having enough. But the spirit that guided her had assured her that everything would turn out wonderfully. It might be close, but Stephanie let her faith carry her forward.

		“Oh yes,” Holly moaned as Stephanie wiped down the island counter. Still down on the floor, Holly’s actions had grown more desperate. Somehow she had pushed her pants down below her ass, despite the fact she was still sitting in the same spot. With her panties following, her hand had unrestricted access to her nether regions and she seemed to be making the most of the opportunity.

		Her hands moved with more urgency as she pushed herself closer and closer to the edge of climax. Holly stared straight ahead, unseeing, as her hands worked away. Her chest heaved as her exertion grew and grew. Had Holly been in a state to consider her predicament, she would have probably recoiled in fright, but she was too far gone already. As her fingers picked up speed, she got closer and closer to the orgasm her body so deeply needed.

		“Yes,” Holly gasped as she finally came. Her fingers kept moving between her legs as she pushed herself through her milk-induced orgasm. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she shivered as the pleasure ran up her spine from her pussy up into her head. A dopey smile then formed on her face as she slowly drifted off to sleep, unable to remain conscious under the onslaught of pleasure.

		As Holly drifted off to sleep, Audrey found herself in a similar position as she sat slumped back in her chair. Her fingers danced between her legs, rubbing her clit as one and then two fingers would make quick darting thrusts into her pussy. Her breathing quickened as she too neared her climax.

		As Stephanie cleaned the floor around her two guests, neither of whom paid her any attention, she noted how Audrey’s eyes were closed, although she continued to wordlessly chant that what she was doing was wrong. Stephanie could only hope that she would see that she was wrong, that what she was doing was completely expected of her in her new life. But such a change in mindset would take time.

		“Patience,” Stephanie told herself as she wiped up the spilt milk beneath Audrey.

		Suddenly Audrey’s breath seemed to catch in her throat. Stephanie briefly wondered if she was choking, but then a deep sigh emitted from between Audrey’s lips. Stephanie had always thought Audrey was a prude and seeing her cum, she decided Audrey even orgasmed like a prude. There was no noise, no visible indication of pleasure. There was just a hitch in her breath before she let out a sigh. It was disappointing, but Stephanie was certain the milk would do Audrey some good, assuming she did not continue to fight it.

		“Okay, time to get you two off to bed,” Stephanie said as she first lifted Audrey over her shoulder and carried her up the stairs like a fireman. Holly would be next and it was a good thing neither woman weighed too much.
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		Audrey stretched lazily under the warm covers as she woke up from her long night’s sleep. Her body felt fantastically relaxed. This was what her vacation was supposed to do for her. The curtains blew gently into the room, carried on a light cool morning breeze.

		Breathing deeply, Audrey thought back to the night before. She remembered so little of what happened after arriving at Stephanie’s house. It had been so nice of her to invite her and Holly for a week’s stay.

		However, as Audrey tried to recall the events of the night before, strange memories returned to her. There was something about gulping down milk. It had to be a dream. That was Audrey’s only explanation, because she could not otherwise explain what had happened after she drank the milk. She remembered how she almost seemed to mindlessly masturbate in the middle of the kitchen, right there in front of Holly.

		“Oh god,” Audrey said as she remembered how Holly had been doing it too. “That’s a really screwed up dream.”

		And by Audrey’s standards, it would have been a nightmare, had it not actually happened. However, it was far easier to convince herself that her actions had taken place in a dream and that she had not actually debased herself in such a manner. The nightmare, as fractious as it was to her psyche in the morning, was preferable compared to coping with the fact the events of her “dream” really occurred.

		Audrey took a deep breath as she sat up in bed. “No big deal,” she told herself. “You’ve had bad dreams before. This one was just extra strange. These things happen.”

		As Audrey climbed out of bed, her feet hitting the cold hard wood floor, she was reminded that she could sleep in if she wanted. There was no reason for her to get up. This was her vacation. She did not even need to worry about going for a run. And her bed did feel awfully warm and nice, especially contrasted against the fresh air pouring in through her window.

		A stomach rumble reminded Audrey that she was hungry. In fact, as she sat there on the edge of the bed, she realized she was very hungry.

		“I must not have eaten very much last night,” Audrey said. “We did kind of skip dinner.”

		Pushing herself to her feet, Audrey walked over to the mirror above the dresser. She looked at her reflection and smiled. The familiar bags under her eyes had lightened. It was another sign that she clearly worked too hard most of the time, that she did not get enough sleep. This week would change all that. She would only wake up when she felt fully refreshed. Or when she was hungry enough to eat a whole cow.

		However, before Audrey walked out of her room, she first pulled her red hair into a ponytail. Then she pulled on a robe she grabbed out of her suitcase, tying it tightly around her waist.

		“Good morning,” Holly chirped when the two ran into each other on the stairs. Holly had a broad smile on her face.

		“Good morning to you too,” Audrey answered, finding Holly’s smile infectious. The petite woman seemed far less shy than she usually was. “Did you sleep well?”

		Audrey had figured her friend must have had an amazing night’s sleep to be this chipper and happy.

		“It was great,” Holly said. “But I had this weird dream I can’t explain.”

		“I know the feeling,” Audrey answered. She did not want to hear if Holly had a similar dream to her own. Nor did she want to be goaded into sharing her own dream. There were certain things Audrey simply refused to talk about. Sex was one of them. And considering the content of her dream, there was no way she could talk about it without talking about sex.

		“I’m hungry,” Holly said, changing the subject abruptly. “Let’s eat. And I want some more of that yummy milk.”

		Audrey followed Holly as she practically bounced down the stairs and toward the kitchen. She could not understand what had gotten into her friend. She had never seen Holly act like this before. However, given how good Audrey felt herself, she had to admit this might just be her seeing Holly after a good night’s sleep. It was always amazing what a proper amount of sleep could do to a person.

		As the pair made their way to the kitchen, they found Stephanie already standing over the stove as she made pancakes.

		“I hope you don’t mind that I got started on breakfast for us,” Stephanie said. “I heard voices up on the stairs and figured I could get started on making us some food. I hope you’re all hungry.”

		“Ooh, yes, I’m hungry,” Holly said as she slipped into the same chair she had started the evening in the night before. Stephanie had already set out plates, silverware, and glasses, along with another bottle of cold milk. Without a word, Holly reached forward and grabbed the milk bottle, pouring herself a large glass.

		“Audrey, I started the coffee maker,” Stephanie added. “You’re decaf coffee should be ready in a minute or so.”

		“Thanks,” Audrey said as she watched Holly gulp down her milk. She knew there was something wrong with what her eyes were telling her. She knew that Holly should not be acting like this, but she could not pinpoint exactly what was wrong. She just knew that Holly had never shown such a keen interest in milk before.

		The coffee maker started beeping, signaling that the coffee was ready. Stephanie let Audrey handle the details as she continued to cook pancakes on the griddle. Audrey saw that a cup and saucer had already been left out for her. So too was a small pitcher of milk to add to her coffee.

		As Audrey started pouring her coffee, she decided she would just drink it black. After her nightmare of a dream and seeing Holly’s milk fueled behavior, she figured it was for the best. However, as she looked down at her cup, she realized the color was off. It was not the black color she had expected. Then she looked over at the small cup-sized pitcher to see almost half the milk was gone. Audrey had used the milk in her coffee without even thinking about it.

		“Everything all right?” Stephanie asked as she looked over her shoulder in Audrey’s direction.

		“What?” Audrey said as she was shaken out of her thoughts. “Oh, yeah, everything’s fine.”

		Audrey shrugged her shoulders as she decided it was not a big deal to have added a little extra milk than she usually preferred to her coffee. It was decaffeinated, so she had nothing to worry about in terms of not getting a desired caffeine kick. There was no caffeine kick to get.

		Sipping her coffee, Audrey walked around the kitchen island to find Stephanie had already plated a big stack of pancakes and placed them in front of Audrey’s seat. Holly had her own stack and she was already digging in, having dumped a whole load of maple syrup onto them.

		“These are really good,” Holly said between mouthfuls. There was barely time for her to finish the sentence before she shoveled another forkful into her mouth. Every once in a while she would pause for a moment, just long enough to take a long sip from her glass. Audrey figured she was on her second glass already.

		“Do you have any plans for us today or do you think we’ll be on our own?” Audrey asked as she began cutting up her pancakes. She was very meticulous about the way she ate her food.

		“I was figuring we would play it by ear,” Stephanie said. “I want you two to enjoy yourselves while you are here. I don’t want to add any structure to your free time that you don’t want.”

		Audrey nodded her head as she took a bite. Holly was right. They were really good pancakes. They were far better than even the restaurant pancakes she got on occasion.

		Stephanie could only smile as she watched her two guests chow down on breakfast. Holly was coming along quite nicely, but Audrey still seemed too much like her normal self, or at least how Stephanie had remembered her from college. But from both their correspondence in planning this little vacation and in how Audrey presented herself once she arrived, Stephanie figured little had changed about her old friend except for the added years. Her behavior was almost identical to what she remembered from their college days. Audrey had neither loosened up, nor become any more conservative in her dress and comportment.

		Standing there, Stephanie watched as the milk began to take effect in Holly. Her movements slowed and she seemed even less with it. There was a certain mindless quality to the way she behaved. She was hungry, so she ate. She was thirsty, so she drank. When she was doing neither, she was either just sitting there, staring off into space, or she was giggling lightly to herself. What she might have found funny was unclear. Stephanie guessed it was just a part of the process.

		Audrey, on the other hand, seemed to take to the milk much slower. However, Stephanie was glad to see that once Audrey had finished her coffee, she moved on to the milk. It helped too that the pancakes were made with the milk. Not even the act of cooking the pancakes was enough to fully remove the milk’s effects.

		Actually, watching Audrey succumb to the milk was much more enjoyable. The way she struggled to fight it was impressive.

		“No,” Audrey randomly said, as if she was arguing with her inner self, vocalizing a conversation she had in her head.

		As Audrey sat there, drinking from her glass of milk, her eyes flitted over to Holly beside her. Holly’s hands were already pushing under her pajamas. One hand was between her legs, the other was pushing up across her belly toward her breasts. The look in Holly’s eyes clearly conveyed that nothing and no one mattered at the moment. Someone could have yelled fire and Holly would not have responded. She was stuck in her own body, fully enjoying the pleasurable sensations her fingers brought her.

		“This is wrong,” Audrey said, repeating her mantra from the night before. However, even as she sat there, her hands betrayed her efforts to fight the mind numbing effects of the milk. She shook her head, trying to clear the milky cobwebs, but that only served to distract her from what her own fingers were doing as they pushed below inside her robe.

		As soon as Audrey put down her empty glass, Stephanie leaned over the island, letting her expanded assets nearly pop out of her robe as she refilled Audrey’s glass. After her morning milking in the barn, Stephanie realized that Audrey just might need more milk to push her over the edge. That was when she decided to start making food with the milk, making sure that Audrey was never far from consuming some in one way or another.

		“Girls,” Stephanie said, drawing both Audrey’s and Holly’s attention. Although Holly barely gave Stephanie a nod. She was far too caught up in her own ministrations. “Why don’t you two go sit down in the living room and get comfortable? I’ll handle cleaning up here. And Audrey, don’t forget to take your milk with you.”

		Holly automatically hopped down off her chair and shuffled into the living room, never bothering to remove her hands from under her pajamas. The dopey smile on her face made it clear she was enjoying herself. Stephanie certainly did not want that to end, but she figured they would both be much more comfortable in the living room than in the kitchen. She did not want them to have a complete repeat of the night before. Stephanie was a strong woman, but she did not want to have to carry them to bed again. It would be better if they enjoyed the milk’s effects in the living room where if they passed out again, they could see it as a nap as opposed to something more serious.

		Audrey sat there for a few moments. Stephanie could see her internal struggle playing out across her face. She wanted to follow Stephanie’s directions. It would have been so much easier. Yet, deep down, Audrey still fought for independence. There was something about her that was not giving in. In the end, Stephanie was confident she would win, especially with the spirit’s assurances, but seeing Audrey so clearly fight back gave her pause.

		Finally Audrey pushed her chair away from the kitchen island and she hopped up onto her feet. Her hand came free from her robe, however. Audrey was not as far gone as Holly, but that mattered little as she did as she was told. She even grabbed her now full glass of milk before she followed Holly into the living room.

		Each woman found a spot to get comfy in. Audrey, despite her attempts to mentally fight against the effects of the milk, could not stop herself from drinking more. By the time she had gotten herself settled in a soft plush chair, she tipped her head back and let the rest of the milk slide down her throat. Her stomach gurgled in response, but she was unable to put up a fight.

		“Just let go and enjoy yourselves,” Stephanie called out from the kitchen.

		Holly seemed even more intent on getting herself off as her fingers and hands continued to dance underneath her pajamas. She bit her lip as she got closer to the edge, but as soon as she reached the precipice, she backed off, prolonging her fun.

		Audrey could feel the fire of arousal burning inside of her. She wanted nothing more than to go upstairs and take a cold shower. That would surely douse the flames she felt. However, she found herself unable to get up out of the chair. Some of that had to do with Stephanie’s suggestion that they go into the living room and get comfortable. And sitting there, Audrey was comfortable. It felt nice to let her mind slow down as she sank into the comfortable cushions of the chair. It felt even better when her hand returned to the pleasurable spot between her legs. She could even pretend that no one would notice what she was doing, since her hand was beneath several layers of clothing, hidden from open viewing.

		As was true the night before, Holly was the first of them to cum. She eventually reached a point where she could hold back no longer. She orgasmed, her body shaking as she came hard. She even moaned as she did so, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head as she leaned back. Soon after, her hands unmoved from before, her mind finally gave out and she lost consciousness.

		Audrey watched all this happen, her mind still fighting against the effects of the milk. She knew everything she saw and experienced was wrong. This was not how Holly acted. This was not how she acted. And yet, she could not stop herself from continuing to play with her pussy, rubbing her clit, driving her arousal higher and higher.

		And yet, despite Audrey knowing that all of this was wrong, there was a growing voice in her head that told her that she wanted to be just like Holly. The voice told her that she wanted to cum like Holly, that she wanted to sink deeper and turn off her mind, that she just wanted to go with the flow and do what felt good.

		“No,” Audrey let out in a ragged moan. It was her last effort to fight against the milk and the mindless arousal. However, it was too late. Even as she mounted her final resistance, her body reached its point of no return. She had reached the precipice and her fingers pushed her over the edge, sending the most satisfying orgasm that Audrey had ever felt coursing through her body.

		And just like Holly, as soon as Audrey started to come down from her orgasmic high, she lost consciousness and dropped into a deep sleep.
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		When Audrey woke up, she shook her head, trying to remember what had happened. Her head felt fuzzy, her memories of her morning distant and confusing. However, she otherwise felt great.

		“You’re up,” Stephanie said as she walked into the living room.

		Audrey looked up and immediately averted her eyes. Stephanie wore a black bikini that barely contained her curves. The top left nothing to the imagination, especially now that her breasts were so big. The small triangles of the top could not even manage to provide proper coverage. Her breasts poked out on all sides. Only her nipples were properly covered. And that evaluation did not even begin to describe the bikini bottoms that more closely resembled a thong than proper swim attire.

		“You and Holly had quite a nap,” Stephanie continued. Audrey looked over to the couch where she vaguely remembered Holly sitting before. However, Holly was nowhere to be seen. “I’ll have to remember that the next time I make pancakes. Can cause drowsiness. That will be the disclaimer. But now that you’re up, I wanted to let you know that Holly and I were planning to spend the afternoon by the pool. You should join us.”

		Audrey closed her eyes for a moment to help her concentrate. Nothing was adding up. It did not help that Stephanie was so openly displaying her body.

		“I didn’t bring my swimsuit,” Audrey countered automatically. Her not bringing a swimsuit was partly by design. She disliked showing off her body, even in a one-piece suit, and usually managed to avoid the whole swimming ordeal by simply not bringing the appropriate swimwear.

		“That’s not a problem,” Stephanie said. “Holly didn’t either, but I have swimsuits that should fit you, if you want.”

		When Audrey opened her eyes, she found herself looking outside. The bright sun looked hot. Even sitting there in the house, she could feel the heat building up. A swim did sound nice and relaxing. It would be a perfect way to deal with the heat.

		“I guess a swim would be nice,” Audrey finally said. “But I won’t need a suit. I’ve got some clothes I can use instead.”

		“Whatever you want,” Stephanie said. “Holly is upstairs changing. Come join us when you’re ready. I’ve even got a special cocktail in case we get thirsty.”

		Audrey avoided watching Stephanie walk out the backdoor and out onto the pool deck. She then pushed herself to her feet and started shuffling upstairs. Her mind was focused on what clothes she could wear for swimming. No matter what she chose, it would be awkward. She would be clearly overdressed, but Stephanie would be underdressed, at least by normal standards. But nothing about this trip was normal.

		“Hi, Audrey,” Holly chirped as Audrey reached the top of the stairs. “Do you like my suit?”

		Audrey wanted to close her eyes again, seeing her friend in a bikini. This was pushing her more than she liked. But Holly had asked for her opinion. It would have been rude to deny her friend an honest appraisal.

		“Um, it’s nice, I guess,” Audrey said as she quickly gave Holly a look up and down. “The cow print is a bit weird.”

		“I like it,” Holly said. “We’re out in the country, you know?”

		“Yes, I know,” Audrey answered, wondering if Holly was just playing at being dim or if she was actually this dim and she had never noticed before.

		“Oh good, because I wasn’t sure, since, like, cows live in the country and stuff.”

		“I’m aware,” Audrey said. “I get the connection.”

		“But do you think my boobies look okay in this?” Holly pressed. “I think they’re getting bigger.”

		“Um, they look fine,” Audrey mumbled, trying to avoid actually looking at Holly’s exposed chest.

		Luckily for Audrey, Holly started down the stairs. “See you outside,” she added, calling out over her shoulder.

		Audrey sighed as Holly disappeared out of sight. She had no idea what had gotten into her shy friend. For one, she seemed far less shy than she ever had before. Holly rarely said more than a few words, and that was when they were alone together. Now she seemed much more talkative. However, the words flowing out of her mouth definitely gave the impression that she did not have much going on up there. The whole bit about cows living in the country made no sense to Audrey. Of course cows primarily lived on farms in more rural areas. And as far as knowing they were in a rural area, it had been Audrey who had driven them out here.

		“Whatever,” Audrey said as she pushed open the door to her room and started going through her suitcase, looking for an appropriate swimming outfit.

		When Audrey stepped outside, she looked more like she was going to go for a run than a swim. She wore a pair of baggy running shorts that could have doubled as basketball shorts. Her top was shortsleeved, but it was baggy enough not to show the fact that she owned a womanly figure.

		It was actually the sports bra that Audrey wore underneath the top that had caused Audrey the most worry. It was tighter than she remembered it being before. Her breasts seemed bigger.

		Audrey had never been just one size when it came to her breasts. They fluctuated slightly as her body went through its monthly cycle. However, she had never experienced this big a fluctuation. And as far as she could recall, this was the wrong time of the month for her to be so big. It left Audrey shaking her head. A part of her wanted to arrange for an appointment with her doctor, but at the same time, that seemed like a lot of work, especially when there were perfectly reasonable explanations for her sudden growth spurt. Those explanations escaped her at the moment, admittedly, but Holly mentioned something similar happening and she did not seem worried. That was comforting.

		“Grab a drink and take a seat on a lounge chair,” Stephanie said as she raised her glass from her seat.

		Holly was sitting in a lounge chair beside Stephanie, happily sucking on some white colored drink. It looked a bit different from the pure white milk they had been drinking. It must have been the cocktail Stephanie had mentioned. Audrey was not at all surprised that the cocktail was milk based. It seemed to fit with their short stay thus far. Every meal seemed very milk-centric.

		Audrey found the waiting drink sitting in a bucket of ice under the shade of an umbrella, already mixed for her.

		“Day drinking,” Audrey said to herself, realizing she had not done something like this since the three of them were together back in college. On that particular day, it had been after they had each finished their last finals and they were celebrating. There was no pool to sit by that afternoon. Nor were they drinking fancy cocktails. They each had a hard lemonade.

		Audrey had to remind herself that this was a vacation. She did not need to be so uptight. It was not like she was going to start drinking at the office when she returned in another week. That would make for a huge behavioral aberration and it would make her completely useless at her job.

		After grabbing her drink, Audrey settled into a lounge chair on the other side of Stephanie from Holly. She took a sip of the cocktail. She was not sure exactly what she was drinking, but it was sweet and good. It was strong too. She could taste the spiced rum in it.

		“It’s a rum cow,” Stephanie said. “I figured you two would like it. Holly definitely does.”

		Holly raised her nearly empty glass, but said nothing.

		Audrey could not help but make the connection between the drink and Holly’s cow print bikini. It was indeed very country of her. Audrey had never thought of Holly as being anything other than a city girl, but seeing her relax out here, Audrey wondered if Holly might actually prefer a more rural life. It was an interesting idea.

		They laid out in the sun for nearly half an hour as they drank their cocktails. It seemed Stephanie was drinking something slightly different. Her drink did not contain the same milk that she used in the other drinks. Holly was already on her second drink when Stephanie suggested they hop in the pool for a little bit.

		The water was cool as Audrey slipped down into its depths. She actually envied Stephanie and Holly of their bikinis, since her own swim attire quickly became waterlogged. That did not stop her from practicing a few strokes before she let herself just float on her back and let water carry her. The pool was definitely big enough for them all to swim around to their heart’s content without bothering one another.

		Audrey drank her second rum cow while she stood at the pool’s edge, the water rising up to her shoulders. Stephanie had been kind enough to climb out and make her a second drink. And this one seemed even stronger than the first.

		Holly seemed to be particularly enjoying herself as she stood in the shallow end of the pool and kept letting herself fall back into the water. “Whee,” she would shout each time she did it.

		“I think she’s had enough drinking for the afternoon,” Audrey said as she sidled up next to Stephanie.

		Stephanie looked over at Holly and smirked. “I don’t know. She seems like she’s enjoying herself. You know, you could learn something from her. You don’t have to be uncomfortable with your body all the time. It’s just us girls here. You have nothing to hide. Everything you have, we have too.”

		“Um,” Audrey said as she tried to think of a response. Her mind was becoming cloudy again, but she figured that was just the alcohol in her system. If she were honest with herself, she knew she should not even be in the pool feeling as she did. Yet, she somehow felt safe standing there beside Stephanie. It was as if she knew nothing truly bad could happen to her while she was with her old friend.

		“I’ll think about it,” Audrey finally said.

		“You know what you need?” Stephanie suddenly said. “You need another drink.”

		“But I’m still working on this one,” Audrey said, holding up her half filled glass.

		“You’ve got to drink up if you’re gonna keep up,” Stephanie said as she pushed Audrey’s glass up to her lips.

		Before Audrey even knew what she was doing, she was letting out a satisfied sigh after finishing her drink. It never occurred to her to not do as she was told.

		Stephanie smiled as she took Audrey’s glass and climbed out of the pool. Audrey tried to avert her gaze, but she found it difficult to do so. There was something attracting her to Stephanie, but it was not sexual. She knew Stephanie was a lesbian, but Audrey had never shown any interest in women. They did nothing for her. Most men did nothing for her either, which helped explain why she was still alone and still a virgin in her thirties.

		“What is wrong with me?” Audrey asked herself as she waited for Stephanie to return with another drink for her. “I shouldn’t be doing whatever Stephanie tells me to do. I shouldn’t be looking at her body. It’s almost like I envy her.”

		Audrey looked down at her wet top. It now did little to disguise her body. Waterlogged, it hugged her form. She knew when she got out of the pool it would be even worse. And it would take her forever to dry off. Stephanie and Holly, other than their hair, could be dry in a matter of minutes. It could take Audrey an hour or more before her “swimsuit” was dry.

		“Here you go,” Stephanie said as she placed Audrey’s refilled drink on the deck next to her.

		“Thanks,” Audrey said automatically as she picked up the glass and took a sip. This one tasted less strong, but given the fact Audrey’s mouth felt a little numb, she could not be certain whether the drink had less alcohol in it or if she just could not taste it anymore. That question, however, did not stop her from taking a second sip, this time longer, enjoying the cold creamy liquid as it flowed past her tongue and down her throat.

		“You know what?” Stephanie said. “I think I’m going to sit out in the sun for a bit. You should join me.”

		And just like that, Audrey found herself climbing out of the pool. She managed to keep the dripping pool water out of her drink as she walked around the deck toward her previous seat. Holly climbed out of the pool and was welcomed with another drink as well.

		Audrey stood there for several minutes, letting her clothes drip water out onto the pool deck. She took several more sips of her cocktail, enjoying it thoroughly.

		“You don’t mind if I take my top off, do you?” Stephanie said as she sat back on her long chair. She reached behind her and began untying her bikini top. “I want to catch a few rays before the sun gets too low.”

		Holly watched with rapt attention. Even as she held her fresh cocktail in one hand, her other drifted behind her to untie her bikini stings as well. She simply could not help herself.

		Audrey wanted to look away. This was wrong. And yet, despite herself, she felt completely unable to look away. As Stephanie’s breasts came into view, Audrey was shocked by their size. They really were large. And despite their size, they remained perky, without much sag beyond what was normal for someone of her age.

		Looking down at her own form, Audrey felt completely inadequate for the first time in her life. She had never once considered what it would be like to have large breasts. As someone who ran regularly, she had always figured she was blessed by her small breasts. It made physical activity so much easier.

		It was all made worse when Holly took her seat beside Stephanie, both of them topless. Holly just giggled at the thought of her breasts being out in the open. Stephanie treated it as if this was normal. And that was something that Audrey just could not understand.

		“You really don’t need to wear those clothes,” Stephanie said as she looked in Audrey’s direction and shielded her eyes from the sun with her hand. “No one here cares what you have underneath all that. Let the sun hit your skin. Get some vitamin D. I bet you’ll like it.”

		There it was. It was another suggestion. Audrey nearly told Stephanie that she was going to go inside and read for a bit. Instead, she set her drink down on the table beside her lounge chair and started to pull at her top. A moment later she was pulling that top over her head, revealing not just her slim figure, but her sports bra as well.

		“That’s better, isn’t it?” Stephanie asked.

		Audrey just nodded her head. She supposed it was better. The sun did feel good and getting out of that top had lessened the chill she felt.

		“And now the shorts,” Stephanie added.

		Again, Audrey felt herself unable to say no. Her fingers hooked under the waistband of her shorts and a moment later they were laying in a wet heap around her ankles. Audrey was at least satisfied that she was wearing panties. They were made of a wicking material for when she went running. It seemed like a good idea when she first got dressed, but now she was feeling much better about having chosen them, simply because she was not completely naked.

		“Have a seat,” Stephanie said. “And drink up. You’re on vacation, remember?”

		“Thanks,” Audrey automatically said as she took her seat.

		She briefly looked over toward Holly, although she had to crane her neck to get a view over Stephanie’s impressive breasts. Holly seemed completely lost in her own breasts. She had already finished her latest cocktail. How many did that make for her? Audrey could not be sure. She had been trying to keep track, just in case, but it was hard enough keeping track of how many drinks she had consumed. Adding Holly’s tally to that total was all but impossible.

		Under normal circumstances, Audrey would have recoiled at the sight of Holly using both hands to play with her breasts. However, in her current state, the combined effects of the alcohol and the milk working against her, she could only watch. Holly seemed completely consumed by her breast play. She groped and mauled them at first, but then she started giving her nipples specific attention, pulling and twisting them.

		And there was no doubt that Holly’s breasts were bigger. She had never even been a handful before, but she was definitely more than that now. Audrey imagined that such growth would cause the sensitivity to decrease, but if anything, Holly’s squeals and moans as she played with her breasts made it clear that they were even more sensitive.

		Audrey’s nipples hardened in jealousy. They poked at the material of her now overflowing sports bra. She looked down at her own chest and could not believe how much more prominent her breasts were.

		“You can take off the sports bra,” Stephanie said. “Let your girls breathe a little. It looks like they need it.”

		Another suggestion. And before Audrey even had a chance to try to reason with herself, her hands had come up and started pulling off the bra. A moment later, it too was laying on the ground, just like her other clothing items.

		And as strange as it might have seemed to Audrey at the time, she had to admit that sitting there topless in the sun did feel good. Her breasts felt marvelous under the sun’s warm rays.

		“That’s much better,” Stephanie said. “You’re coming along nicely, I think. Still, you’re a bit behind Holly here. But no matter. Now that you’re both comfortable, I’m going to go in and start preparing dinner. You two just relax and enjoy yourselves. I’ll call for you when it’s time.”

		A moment later, Stephanie was gone. She never bothered to put her bikini top back on. Then again, since it had suddenly become normal for all three of them to sit there by the pool topless, there was no reason to put on a top just to go inside. It was just the three of them, after all.

		“You’re as big as me now,” Holly commented as she looked over at Audrey. “Your boobs are growing too. I like big boobs.”

		“I guess we are about the same size,” Audrey said. This went against everything she believed, but she could not deny that it was actually kind of fun to compare her boobs to Holly’s. And hearing that Holly thought her boobs were bigger too certainly helped assuage her fears. They were both growing. That was nice.

		Eventually, Audrey sank back into her chair. Her boobs continued to be jealous of Holly’s actions. Without even thinking about it, Audrey’s hands came up and started gently kneading her breasts. That felt good. It felt really good.

		And gentle kneading eventually evolved into more forceful play. Soon she was mauling her breasts with her palms, then alternating by pulling on her nipples with her fingers. It all felt so good.

		And then it happened. Without even a single stroke beneath her panties, an orgasm shot through Audrey’s body, sending signals of pure pleasure up into her head. It was an eye-opening event. Never before had Audrey ever cum from anything other than direct clit stimulation. However, in her current almost mindless state, Audrey was completely unaware. And as she drifted off to sleep, she had no idea that the same exact thing was happening to Holly right next to her.
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		Stephanie did not start on dinner right away. It was still too early for that. She liked what she had seen from Audrey, but the amount of alcohol she had consumed likely accounted for much of Audrey’s newfound willingness.

		There had been hope that Audrey would wear a bikini, just like Holly. Stephanie had a whole collection of cow print bikinis for them to use. But Audrey had insisted on wearing her own clothes. And her prudishness had stubbornly remained. It seemed that progress was being made, but not enough. Stephanie was growing impatient. It seemed that Holly was close to adopting her new future. If she were blonde, Stephanie would have called her a bimbo. But this too was only an intermediary step. However, Holly was still on the clearly developed path. Audrey was somewhere out in the weeds and Stephanie feared she might never find her way to her proper place.

		Rather than stay in the house, Stephanie had actually followed a circuitous route to the barn. She did not want to be spotted by her guests, even though she doubted they would say anything. They were both too drunk and too deep into the effects of the milk to do anything. But Stephanie did not want them knowing about the barn yet. That was for the future.

		Stepping into the barn, Stephanie had only made one small change in her apparel from when she left her guests poolside. She had slipped on a pair of flip-flops to protect her feet on the rocky path to the barn. She did not bother to cover her breasts. The nearest neighbor lived too far away to see her. Not that she minded if she was spotted by a neighbor. They would probably get a kick out of seeing her.

		“Goddess,” Stephanie said as she approached the altar. “Hear my prayer.”

		The candles lit themselves as Stephanie bowed before the altar.

		“Welcome, my child,” the spirit voice said. “You continue to make progress with your guests?”

		“Some,” Stephanie admitted. “Holly is coming along on expected pace, but Audrey continues to fight it. I’m worried that she will ruin everything.”

		“You must have patience, my dear,” the voice answered. “Do not fear resistance. It will only make the fall that much more satisfying. And Audrey will fall. I have no doubts. They will make a fine beginning to your herd. And just think how much pleasure you can derive from them as hucow queen. This is what you want and this is what you will get. You have my guarantee.”

		“I just wish I could be as confident as you are,” Stephanie lamented.

		“Your confidence will come soon enough. You must have patience for that as well. But I know how to comfort you now. Hook yourself up to the milking machine. I think you will like what I have in store for you. Remember that when you keep your faith in me, you are rewarded.”

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie said as she stepped aside and turned on the milking machine. As soon as her breasts were properly attached to the machine, she turned it on.

		However, unlike her previous visits to the barn, the spirit stepped out from her altar, leaving her stone effigy with an almost ghost-like form. She came up behind Stephanie and pushed her own momentous breasts into the future hucow queen’s back. Her arms reached around Stephanie’s body, holding her tight. Her hands traversed Stephanie’s warm and tanned skin until she found the junction between Stephanie’s legs. It was as if the bikini bottoms were not even there. The spirit’s fingers pushed past the fabric and found Stephanie’s pussy and clit.

		“Oh, yes, goddess,” Stephanie moaned as she nearly doubled over in pleasure. It was the milking machine that held her up, her legs barely managing to do so.

		Stephanie always had an orgasmic response to the milking machine. That had been another gift from the spirit, along with her large breasts. However, the pleasure the spirit now provided was at least ten times as great. It only took moments before Stephanie was a mess of sapphic lust.

		Stephanie came like a freight train at the hands of the spirit. She had never felt so good in her life. It was a life-altering orgasm that left her unable to function until she recovered.

		And once Stephanie started to come back to herself, she found that the milking machine had turned itself off. She had no idea how long she had been there, but her breasts were empty of milk. The spirit had returned to the altar and the candles had gone out. Stephanie was once again on her own, but she now had a new determination to complete the plan. She would have patience, just as she was told. She would trust the plan. And for that, she knew she would be rewarded.
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		“I ’m getting out of here,” Audrey said as she started throwing clothes into her suitcase wildly.

		Holly giggled as she sat on Audrey’s bed. Her hands were buried between her legs. There had been a time when Audrey would have scolded her for such lewd behavior, but it was almost as if Holly could not control herself. Anytime she sat still, her hands either went to her boobs or they found their way between her legs. At least she kept her hands on the outside of her shorts this time.

		Not that Audrey was innocent in such matters. She too had increasingly found her fingers betwixt her legs, often gently stroking herself or diddling her clit. Sometimes, however, she was less than gentle. It was those moments that scared her the most. It was like she could not even control herself anymore.

		“I’m leaving before anything else weird happens,” Audrey continued. This was only her second full day visiting Stephanie, but she had already seen enough. Something strange was happening. The trouble was she had difficulty in explaining exactly what was wrong. All she knew was that this was not how she was supposed to be acting. “You should come with me.”

		“But I like it here,” Holly grunted. “Stephanie is so nice and she has such beautiful boobies.”

		Audrey was about to say, “I like it here too,” but she managed to stop herself. And that was the problem. She did like it here. Stephanie was nice. This was shaping up to be an incredibly fun and relaxing week. It felt like half the time Audrey did not even have a single thought in her head. Then there was the fact she always seemed to be brimming with sexual pleasure. She had never felt like that before, but she liked it.

		It had something to do with Stephanie’s boobs. Of that much, Audrey was sure. Of all the things that had changed about Stephanie since they all knew each other in college, that was the biggest. Audrey would have guessed they were implants, but after seeing Stephanie topless, it was clear that her boobs were natural. But that did not explain how they became so big and full.

		“I like my boobies too,” Holly added as her hands came up to cup her boobs through her thin top. It was stretched tight across her chest, too small for her expanded bust. “They’re, like, double D’s or something.”

		Of course Holly would be proud of her breast growth. She seemed so dumb and giggly most of the time. And it only got worse with each passing day. They had been here for two days and she already appeared dumb enough that Audrey doubted Holly would be able to successfully return to work. She was too easily distracted and uninterested in almost everything that had once interested her.

		The one positive difference in Holly was she seemed to have lost her shyness. Then again, all she seemed interested in talking about was boobs and milk. It was a strange life they now lived.

		And that was why Audrey was leaving. She could not stand to stay any longer than she had to. She did not even plan to say goodbye to Stephanie. Her plan was to rush down the stairs and out the door with her suitcase. Then it was only a matter of hopping into her car and spraying gravel as she pulled away. She could be home in an hour. If Holly wanted to come, she was welcome. If not, she could stay with Stephanie. It was that simple.

		However, life was never simple, even now.

		“If you’re gonna go, we should have a toast,” Holly said. Audrey had ignored the object Holly had been carrying when she entered the room and sat on the bed. It looked like a tray with a box over it. “It’s the… What’s the word?… Proper, that’s it. It’s the proper way to say goodbye.”

		“What are we toasting with?” Audrey asked, although the moment the question left her lips she knew she would regret it.

		“With milk, of course,” Holly said as she pulled the box off the tray to reveal two glasses and a bottle of cold frothy milk. “You can be so silly sometimes.”

		If Audrey was going to make a run for it, she knew that was the moment she needed to do it. She needed to grab her suitcase and literally run out the door. The longer she remained, the less likely she would ever manage to leave.

		Audrey licked her lips as Holly poured the milk into the two glasses. She knew she needed to leave, but the draw of the milk was too strong.

		“One glass,” Audrey said.

		When it came to the yummy milk, there was no such thing as one glass. Audrey missed her opportunity to leave.
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		Audrey and Holly sat in the living room. Neither of them had bothered with clothes. They never did anymore. It was unclear how long they had been there, in the living room and at Stephanie’s in general. Time had lost much of its meaning. The best Audrey could manage was determining if it was night or day, but even that did not really matter. Sunlight poured in through the windows, which meant it was day, but she could not figure out what part of the day they were in.

		However long it had been, Audrey knew she had enjoyed herself. She had barely had to use her brain since she had that last glass of milk when she meant to leave. After that, well, she was not exactly sure what had happened. She knew there had been more milk consumed. There had been lots of milk.

		And then there had been the sex. Actually, sex was a bit of an overstatement. There had been lots of masturbation. And more importantly, there had been lots of orgasms. Between the milk and the afterglow of the orgasms, it was a shock that Audrey ever had an original thought in her head again. Holly certainly did not. All she ever seemed to do was drink milk and play with herself. She rarely even spoke anymore. In that one way, she had returned to her former self. It was just that everything else about her seemed different.

		But as Audrey sat there, it suddenly felt as if her mind was clearing. Maybe it was the sun. Maybe it had been sufficiently long since she last drank any of the milk. Given the way her clit felt, she reasoned her last orgasm had been relatively recent. Maybe it was a combination of all of those things. Either way, Audrey felt as if she could once again think for herself again.

		“This is wrong,” Audrey said. They were well practiced words. She had said them many times since she had first arrived at Stephanie’s home.

		Audrey sat there for several moments. She placed her hands on her thighs, which was about the farthest they had been from her pussy in who knew how long. She looked down to see her big breasts. They were so much bigger than she ever could have imagined them being. She certainly had never desired such a bosom. She vaguely wondered if she would be able to see her feet if she were standing.

		“It’s the milk,” Audrey said as the last piece of the puzzle fully clicked into place. Deep down, she knew it was the milk all along, but she never admitted that fact to herself before. The countless glasses of milk she had consumed had triggered a drastic change in her. Not only had the milk made her boobs grow, it made her dumb and docile.

		“My boobies are making milk,” Holly suddenly exclaimed.

		Audrey looked over at her friend, unable to ignore the outburst. And sure enough, a thin stream of white liquid was dribbling out of Holly’s nipples. Seeing Holly lactating turned something on in Audrey. It was like a switch had been flipped, spiking her arousal higher than she could imagine.

		Without even thinking about it, Audrey reached up and started fondling her breasts. “They must be at least F-cups,” she whispered just before a bead of white liquid formed on the end of her nipple. Audrey was lactating too.

		Panic gripped Audrey. This was too much. She was not pregnant. She did not have a child. She was not supposed to be producing milk. And yet, her eyes did not deceive her. She was indeed lactating.

		“Do you wanna try my milk?” Holly asked.

		Audrey did not answer Holly’s question with words. She got up and crawled over to her friend. In mere moments, Audrey’s lips were wrapped around Holly’s bloated nipple. She sucked and was happy to find herself rewarded with a stream of warm milk. It tasted delicious.

		And as Audrey drank from Holly’s breasts, she felt her mind once again grow dim. Somehow she knew this time it would be permanent. She was becoming a human cow, a hucow. And as scary as that thought might have once been to her, it now seemed like a swell way to live.
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		When Stephanie walked in on Audrey and Holly drinking each other’s milk straight from each other’s breasts, she could not suppress a smile. It had worked. All her hard work, all her time spent with the spirit, all the money she had spent had produced the first two hucows for her new herd.

		“My, my, my,” Stephanie said. “What have we got here?”

		Audrey disengaged from Holly’s breast in their strange 69-like position and looked up at Stephanie. “Moo,” she said. The ability to speak had completely left her. All she was left with were rudimentary moans and grunts as well as the cow-like moo.

		Noticing that Audrey was no longer suckling at her breast, Holly pulled back and saw Stephanie looking down at them. She too gave a happy moo, unable to say anything else.

		“It looks like it all worked,” Stephanie said. “I have two happy little hucows now. But I bet you can’t even understand me anymore. I have to say, you had been good friends back in college, but I think I like you this way even better. And now that you’re both producing milk, I won’t have to worry about my supply as much as we expand the herd.”

		Not paying any attention to anything Stephanie said, the two hucows returned to their suckling. It was only then that Stephanie noticed that they each had their fingers working away between their legs. So they were not just drinking each other’s milk, they were masturbating too. They were horny hucows.

		“All right, girls,” Stephanie said as she moved to intervene. “It’s time to get you set up in your new home. I have a barn with stalls that I think you are both really going to love.”

		Stephanie managed to pull both Audrey and Holly to their feet. They still seemed able to stand, but she wondered for how much longer. She guessed they would eventually adopt a life on their hands and knees. It was the more cow-like position. There was no need to bother with clothes for them. The barn was heated to keep them comfortable. And if it did get chilly at night, Stephanie could cover them in blankets on their beds of straw. She was sure they would both be quite happy with their new living arrangements. And they would always be in close proximity to the spirit altar.

		Of course, Stephanie would need to enact her plan to make Audrey and Holly disappear from their past lives. She did not want anyone coming out looking for them. But Stephanie had already planned for this. Thankfully, she was certain she would be able to access their phones, using their finger prints to unlock the phones so that she could access their emails and other accounts. Stephanie did not need their money, but she needed to arrange for them to quit their jobs. Neither of them were working material anymore.

		Neither Audrey nor Holly put up a fight as they were guided out into the warm sun and along the path toward the barn. It only took a few minutes for them to reach the barn. After that, Stephanie worked diligently to show them around, unsure how much either of them would remember of all this. She had little understanding of what remained of their minds. It was all a bit murky. But she trusted the spirit who had helped her reach this point.

		Suddenly, the candles built into the altar came to life.

		“You have done well, my child,” the voice said.

		Stephanie bowed before the altar and the two hucows mimicked her actions, dropping to their hands and knees and bowing their heads.

		“Thank you, goddess,” Stephanie answered. “I could not have done this without you.”

		“It is only fitting then that we should enjoy the fruits of our labor,” the spirit said as she stepped out of the statue. “Secure them in their stalls and we shall give them each what they so desperately desire.”

		“Yes, goddess,” Stephanie said, although she was not entirely sure how she was going to enjoy the fruits of her labor and give her two hucows what they desire. But Stephanie had long ago learned not to argue with the spirit. It was best to remain patient and have faith that everything would turn out as it was supposed to.

		Stephanie started with Audrey, since she figured if either of her hucows was going to become unruly and try to escape, it would be the woman who had fought the process the most. She picked Audrey up and guided her into one of the stalls. Once there, she hooked the hucow up to the milking machine, figuring even after the two had been drinking each other’s milk, they would have enough combined for another bottle.

		Once Audrey was properly strapped in, it was Holly’s turn to receive the same treatment. Luckily, Holly had remained on her hands and knees and appeared to have not moved at all. Holly provided even less resistance than Audrey had, and Audrey had not even resisted. It was almost like the two knew what was being asked of them and they had agreed to take part. They wanted this now as much as Stephanie did.

		“All done, goddess,” Stephanie announced as she stepped out of Holly’s stall.

		“Very good,” the spirit said. “Now it is time to make sure everyone is happy.”

		With a wave of the spirit’s hand, a large strap-on appeared already strapped to her waist. With another wave of her hand, a similar strap-on appeared in Stephanie’s hands. However, when she looked at it, she saw that it was designed for the pleasure of both parties.

		“Which of the hucows would you like, Queen?” the spirit asked. “You should get to choose which one you want to take first.”

		“I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” Stephanie admitted. And that was doubly true for Audrey. Stephanie had never mentioned the fact she had briefly had a crush on Audrey when they were in college. It was before they had actually become friends and before she had learned just how prudish Audrey could be. But the qualities that made Audrey so attractive to her, specifically the red hair, was still there, even if much of the rest of Audrey’s body had changed. The heavy milk diet had done more than make her breasts grow. They had widened her hips and given her a fertile appearance that Stephanie almost wished she could take advantage of. But that was too much, especially given her hucow queen goals.

		“Enjoy yourself,” the spirit said as she stepped toward Holly’s stall.

		Stephanie could only watch as the spirit took up position behind Holly. The restrained hucow looked over her shoulder at the spirit woman with simple lust in her eyes. When she glanced down at the strap-on the spirit woman sported, Holly started wagging her ass back and forth. Juices flowed freely from her pussy. There was still something human inside of her, even if she could no longer speak. And that human part of her wanted to be fucked.

		Feeling better about what she was about to do, Stephanie walked over to the milking machine and turned it on before she stepped into Audrey’s stall. The happy mooing sounds from next door got Audrey excited. She let out a series of lustful moos as she too tried to waggle her ass back and forth, enticing Stephanie to use the strap-on in her hands.

		“Here goes nothing,” Stephanie said as she strapped on the fake cock. Just wearing it felt good, but she knew it would feel even better to put it to use. She had an idea of how much Audrey was going to enjoy this. Stephanie had cum many times while being milked. Only this time it was going to be a little different.

		Audrey let out a satisfied moo as Stephanie entered the hucow from behind. And those moos only got stronger as Stephanie increased her pace. Soon they were both very much enjoying themselves, both of them quickly approaching orgasm.

		It was Audrey who came first. Her orgasm shot out from her pussy, eventually filling her brain with all the pleasure chemicals that she had come to associate with her life as a human cow. However, her orgasm only intensified as Stephanie continued to thrust in and out of her until she too was cumming a few moments later.

		When Stephanie pulled out and braced herself against the stall wall, she looked down to see Audrey gazing up at her. She looked so cute with her big breasts and her red hair. But more importantly, she saw nothing but love in Audrey’s eyes. She might have resisted her transformation, but she had now fully embraced her future as a member of Stephanie’s herd. Stephanie really was the hucow queen.

		“Just remember, child,” the spirit said as Stephanie stepped out of Audrey’s stall. “A well-fucked hucow is a happy hucow. And a happy hucow produces the milk necessary to expand the herd. Together we will ensure that all these stalls are filled with happy hucows.”

		Stephanie agreed. This was only the beginning. The only question she had to answer was who was going to be next?
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