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MILKY


Aaron is excited to spend another summer working as a farmhand on a dairy farm. It’s something he’s been doing for years, spending his summers working for Ben and Olga, spending the long days in the fresh air and sunshine, getting better pay than he made as a teacher’s assistant during the school year.

But this year is different. Olga passed away and Ben has fallen ill, and is now on his deathbed. Now, running the farm, is Steve, their oldest son. He’s a cruel, heartless boss, and it’s not long before all of the farmhands quit—all of them except for Aaron.

And Aaron would quit, if he hadn’t discovered that he had been named in Ben’s will. When Ben passes, Aaron will get a piece of everything, as long as he’s still an employee. Steve wants Aaron gone, and is looking for any excuse to ensure the big inheritance stays in the family.

Aaron is prepared to stay, no matter what Steve tries to throw at him. But that all becomes a little more complicated when Aaron’s body starts… changing.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas ready for another summer on the farm.

It was my fourth year working that summer job on that dairy farm: two months of hard work and amazing pay—way better than the pay that I got from working at the school, where I worked as a teacher’s assistant.

Every year, I would put on a good few pounds of muscle, and drop a good few pounds of fat. From September until December, I would usually get decent attention from women at work—teachers, substitutes, secretaries. Then, from January until June, my body would usually return to its normal thin state—partially because I simply didn’t have enough time to go to the gym during the school year, and partially because I was expected to feed myself like a normal adult when I was working at the school.

On the farm, they fed us—breakfast, lunch, and dinner. The food was so, so good, made by the farmer’s wife, Olga, who was an immigrant from Estonia. Olga understood that, in order to work efficiently for twelve (or fourteen) straight hours, doing manual labour, you need to eat big, heavy meals. She treated us like her children, even though we were all in our twenties and thirties.
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Ben, the bloke who owned the farm (Olga’s husband, of course) was a wonderful boss. Every year, he was willing to pay us more. He made a good profit off of the milk he sold to the grocery stores, and was happy to share that profit with the people who did the hard work. He was getting old—too old to do much—but we all respected him.

[image: Ben]



Ben would put us up in camper trailers, which were parked all over his 280 acre property. Some of those campers had propane for cold nights and to run the little kitchenettes, some of the campers had working bathrooms… but most were just glorified shelters with beds, but none of us minded. I always loved camping as a kid, and there was something very tranquil about having no electronic devices around at night.

Okay, I’ll be honest; the best part of the job was the girls. Ben and Olga had four daughters: Kyla, Ashley, Shannon, and Sam. They were now in their early-to-mid twenties. They were all fit. They were all beautiful. And they always came home to spend the summer on the farm. No—they wouldn’t generally help much with the farm tasks, but they helped in their own way: laying out to sunbathe, sometimes topless, or they would throw parties and invite all of the farmhands (the girls would take up residence in the little guest house on the far end of the property, far from their parents).
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Sometimes the girls, bored, would come out to watch us work. They would giggle from the fence, watching us as we hooked the bush-hog up to the tractor, or they would watch us digging fence post holes, usually shirtless in the hot summer heat.

Oh yes, I looked forward to the summertime. Good money, beautiful women, fresh air, and the best workout a man could ask for.

And I really assumed that I was in for another great summer, like the summers that I was used to—until I showed up on July 1st, in my rusty old sedan, and found Kyla standing in the driveway, eyes red, looking like she’d been crying for days. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

She shook her head. I went to give her a hug. “What? What is it?”

“My mom died,” she said.

Olga had passed away ten days earlier, and now, Ben was in the hospital, struggling with a heart problem. I went with Kyla to visit Ben, and I saw with my own eyes that he was probably not going to make it. He was hooked up to many beeping machines. He was hardly breathing. He looked dead on the inside, lost without his wife. I don’t want to depress you, but it was very sad—and an awful way to start the summer.

“Who’s running the farm?” I asked.

The girls had a brother, Steve. Steve was a strange character. Steve had always given me the creeps. He was always working in the dark barn. He always avoided the sunshine. He was pale and thin, and he never spoke much. He never ate with the rest of us. He wouldn’t drink at the end of the day with the rest of us. Sometimes he would look at me when I was near his sisters, with a terrible glare that seemed to say, ‘Touch them, and I’ll kill you.’ And sometimes, he would take out a big hunting rifle and fire three dozen rounds at some targets out back—almost as if he was trying to let us all know that he was armed and dangerous.
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So, as you can imagine, we all stayed out of Steve’s way. But now, Steve was our boss.

There were eight of us—four of us were summer-only, and the other four lived on that property year-round. After returning from the hospital, I spoke with a couple of the men who had permanent posts. “It hasn’t been the same here,” one of them said to me. “Steve’s basically been running the show here for the past six months. And honestly, I might give my notice this week. I just really don’t want to screw them over while they need help the most. But the working conditions… let’s just say that they’ve deteriorated.”

I was nervous. Those summers were the highlight of my adult life. But now, there wasn’t that ‘joy’ that I was used to seeing on the faces of the workers. I found out just how different things were going to be that night, when I walked from my little powerless camper to the main house, where there was usually dinner waiting. I wanted to get a good meal in before my first big day of work. But instead of a wonderful dinner, there was a flimsy ‘Hungry Man’ microwave meal, not yet heated. There were no drinks in the fridge. The other men were sitting around quietly. “Should I run to the liquor store and grab a case of beer?” I asked.

The men all looked away from me quickly, turning pink, looking nervous. Then, a nasally voice from the other room said, “No drinking while on the job. And as long as you’re here, on the farm, you’re on the job.”

I walked around the bend to see Steve, sitting alone in his dad’s old office. He had a dark look on his face. “But we always have a beer at the end of the day,” I said politely, with a warm smile.

“Not anymore. I don’t want to deal with drunks—and I’m not paying you to get drunk.”

I looked back at the guys. They still weren’t looking at me. I suddenly understood just why they were all thinking of bailing—and I don’t mean the hay.

I heated my meal. I tried to eat it all, but it was gross—possibly past its due date. I looked around again. Now, the men were starting to go back to their campers. I decided to follow Carl, the man who had taught me almost everything I knew about farm work. Back at his camper, I asked him, “Do you ever have a drink back here—with the guys?”

He shook his head. Then, she began motioning with his head.

“What?” I said.

He wasn’t saying it. He wanted me to look at something. It took a minute to find it: a small camera that was on the wall. Steve had equipped the trailers with cameras—nothing in the bedrooms or bathrooms, but those cameras certainly had microphones, so we really had no privacy.

“What the hell…” I said.

“Let’s talk outside,” he said.

Outside, he told me that he was going to give his notice in a couple of days. “I feel terrible for the girls—I know that they survive off the farm’s profits. But I can’t work here anymore. Steve cut my pay by ten-percent. He’s got us working fourteen-hour days, every day. He’s got us doing demeaning work, like cleaning the toilet right after he uses it. It’s just… gross. It’s below me. I’m not going to do it anymore.”

“What the hell…”

The next day, after Steve commanded Carl to clean another bathroom, Carl snapped; he didn’t give two-weeks notice. He took off his belt, dropped it on the floor, and said, “I’ll come back Friday to grab my paycheque.”

Steve turned dark red. “There won’t be a paycheque waiting for you if you leave right now!”

“Fine!” Carl snapped back. “Fuck this shit.” And he left.

That night, the other three permanent workers packed their things and left in solidarity, not even telling Steve. Maybe it was meant to be a giant ‘fuck-you’, and that’s certainly how Steve took it in the morning when his four most experienced workers weren’t there to work.

The next day, one of the summer workers left without notice after he went to the main house and there was no dinner. “Make it yourself,” said Steve. “With your own food. You can’t just mooch off of my family forever.”

Within the span of a few days, we went from a crew of eight, to a crew of three. The workload became intense—and it was difficult to make it through the long days with those small meals. By the end of that first week, I’d lost almost five pounds—but I wasn’t gaining muscle because of a complete lack of protein. You can lift heavy shit every day, all day, but you won’t gain anything if you aren’t eating properly or sleeping properly—and I was only getting about five hours of sleep. Some nights, Steve would bang on my door and tell me to get into a side-by-side to wrangle a lost cow. Some nights, he would wake me up to have me change flickering lightbulbs in his house.

Compared to his parents, Steve was a slave-driver.

I thought about quitting. I came close a few times in those first couple of weeks. But Ben was still in the hospital. I went to visit him again, and he lit up when he saw me. He struggled to speak, but managed to say, “You’ve always been like a son to me, Aaron. You were always such a hard worker. Men like you are… so rare.” He coughed into his hand, and there was blood on his hand. “I don’t think I’m going to last much longer.”

“You were always so great to me, Ben,” I said, feeling teary-eyed.

But when I got back to the farm, I was told to clean the toilet in Steve’s ensuite bathroom. It really was demeaning, and I really did feel like quitting. My God, I was so, so close to quitting. But I didn’t want to let Ben down.

I couldn’t understand how Ben could have raised a son like Steve—so heartless and cruel.

The next morning, Steve gave me a post-hole shovel. “Forty new holes, on the north end of the property. You see it marked out when you get over there.”

“Can I use the tractor auger?” I asked.

He narrowed his eyes. “I need the tractor today.”

“But… forty holes with a shovel will take all day. It will take fifteen minutes with the tractor.”

“You can use the shovel,” he said. “I need the tractor.”

When I saw the rugged field with the red flags marking where he wanted holes, I decided that I would indeed quit, that night. Maybe I would give a week or two of notice… or maybe Steve didn’t deserve it. The thought of letting Ben down was awful, but I couldn’t subject myself to this any longer…

Then, that night, when I walked into the main house to tell Steve that I was done, I heard that he was on the phone. I paused and listened.

He was on speaker phone, with his father’s lawyer. They were discussing Ben’s will. “This is bullshit,” said Steve. “He works summers. He’s not even related to my dad.”

“It’s what you dad has put in his will,” the lawyer said. “And unfortunately, we have to respect his wishes.”

“He wasn’t sound of mind when he wrote his will,” Steve growled. “It wouldn’t hold up in court.”

“He wrote the will two years ago, Steve. I’m sorry, but Aaron will get an equal stake in the farm after your father passes. You could use some of the inheritance money to purchase that stake from Aaron, if Aaron agrees to it.”

“Aaron isn’t my father’s son! I am!” Steve barked.

Then, Steve looked over and saw me. He turned white… and then he turned dark red. “Get out of here!” he shouted.

I left. Back in my trailer, I received a phone call from the same lawyer Steve had been speaking to. He informed me that Ben had written me into his will, to receive a 1/6th stake in the farm after his passing. “You will also receive a sum of fifteen-thousand dollars.”

“R—Really?” I said.

“It’s my understanding that one or more of Ben’s children may want to purchase your stake of the farm from you, and if that’s something you’re interested, I can assist to facilitate a fair exchange. But as per the conditions of the will, they cannot force you to surrender your share for any amount of cash that you do not agree to.”

I was stunned.

“There are just a few details that I should make clear after my, uh, discussion with Ben’s son. For the past six years, you’ve been listed as an employee for the farm. And, the way that Ben has written his will, he’s specified you as an ‘employee’. Now, that’s important, because one of Ben’s, uh, children, could, hypothetically, take this to court and have a good chance of winning… if you suddenly find yourself as no longer employed by the farm before Ben’s passing.”

It took me a moment to process what he was saying. “If Steve fires me, then I won’t get anything?”

“If Steve fires you… and then takes the matter to court—then there’s a good possibility the judge would split your inherited assets between Ben’s children. But Steve cannot fire you without well-documented cause. Currently, you have no documented strikes against you, so as long as you continue to be a good employee, you should have nothing to worry about. But I would recommend—as legal advice—to continue to do your job without faults, or you could be at risk of losing your inherited assets.”

My stomach churned. This news didn’t sit well in my stomach. I knew that Ben was on his deathbed; there was a chance he wouldn’t even be alive by the start of my next shift… but I had a feeling that Steve was going to abuse this little loophole, even if it meant putting me in terrible working conditions to make me break.


CHAPTER 2
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Ben’s condition was worsening. I made a very early morning trip to the hospital before the start of my shift, because I wanted to talk to Ben about being in his will; no—I wasn’t going to try to convince him to reword the will to close that loophole, but I wanted to understand why Ben felt I needed to be in his will at all. I was worried it was a mistake of some sort. I mean—I liked Ben, and I knew he liked me… but I didn’t want to be creating strife with his family. At the same time, I didn’t want to just give my ‘inheritance’ to his son and daughters if that wasn’t what he wanted.

But Ben was in no condition to talk. The doctors told me that he’d slipped into a comatose state late the previous night, and they weren’t sure he was going to come out. Apparently, the decision had been left up to the ‘oldest surviving kin’ as to when to pull the plug. That designated person was, of course, Steve.

And Steve wasn’t going to be pulling the plug until he could deal with me as an employee. He tried to ding me that very morning. “You’re late,” he said when I arrived for work.

“No, I’m not,” I said, checking my phone. I was ten minutes early for my shift.

“The rules posted in the house haven’t changed. If you aren’t fifteen minutes early, you’re late.”

“Where is that posted in the house?”

“I have to write you up,” he said, surely taking advice from his lawyer, who surely had told him that he needed to come up with three documented strikes in order to have a strong legal backing if I contested him firing me.

There was nothing I could do. I wanted to fight, but I didn’t want to fire him up. I took the strike on my chin, and I quietly told myself to be more careful, to be more diligent.

He sent me back out to the far fields, to dig holes with the shovel. He claimed he needed the tractor, but I never heard it fire up the whole time I was out; he was just trying to break me, trying to wear me down so that I would make a mistake. He came out a few times to ‘supervise’ me. He commented on how slow I was working. “I know you’re being paid by the hour, but that’s no excuse to purposely work this slowly.”

“I’m working as hard as I can,” I said, covered in sweat.

He shook his head. He was clearly trying to decide if he could write me up because of the apparent ‘slowness’.

It was late afternoon when the girls came out to the field to watch me digging holes. They giggled when I looked over at them. Normally, I would have taken a short break to chat with them, to catch up, since I hadn’t really seen them in a long time. But I knew that Steve was watching me from afar. I knew that he was looking for any excuse to take me out. I couldn’t give him that excuse.

“What’s the big rush, sweaty boy?” Kyla called out, and the girls giggled. “Why aren’t you using the tractor?”

I looked up at them, but I kept digging. “It’s being used today, and I guess these holes need to be dug today.” I instantly detected sarcasm in my own voice, so I bit my tongue. I had to be extra careful.

“No one’s using the tractor,” Ashley said, brushing her blonde hair off of her face. “Just go and use it.”

I paused for a moment. I considered it. But I knew that it was a trap—whether the girls knew it or not. I had to consider the possibility that the girls were in on this. Maybe they’d even come to distract me, so Steve could roll up and say ‘gotcha!’ and ding me with another strike. “This is how I was instructed to do it,” I smiled. “So I’ll just finish it up like this.” I wiped the sweat from my forehead, and I got back to digging.

The girls giggled. They kept watching me. I listened to them as they talked about upcoming interviews for new farmhands, to replace all of the employees that left.
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That evening, when I was finished work, I was totally expecting another lousy Hungry Man microwave meal. But Steve had gone to the city to meet with a lawyer, and the girls had gotten together to make the farmhands dinner, the way their mother used to.
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It wasn’t quite the same quality I remembered Olga whipping up—but it was nice. They served me (slightly overcooked) pasta, with a meat sauce, garlic bread, a side of limp string beans, and a big, tall glass of fresh milk. “Eat up,” smiled Shannon. The other girls were standing over in the kitchen, chatting, looking the new applicants up on Facebook.
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The food tasted amazing, even though I could tell that it really wasn’t; but it was the first real meal I’d had in over a week. More than anything, I appreciated the effort. It was nice to know that some of Olga and Ben’s loving nature had trickled down into their offspring.

I chugged that big glass of milk and then wiped my lips. “There are a lot of good calories in milk,” Ashley said. “You should have a second glass, so you have lots of energy tomorrow.”

“Okay. Sure,” I said.

That farm had the best milk. Sure, some people say you shouldn’t drink unpasteurized milk—but that fresh taste was just so… satisfying. It just hit the right spot, satisfying both thirst and hunger. Oh, I have always loved milk—ever since I was little.

Steve pulled up as I was leaving the main house, heading back to my camper.
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He eyed me with an annoyed look, as if his lawyers had just told him that there was nothing he could do about me being in that will. I tried to avoid eye-contact. I wanted to get back to my camper, to get lots of sleep, so that I would have the energy to keep my composure for another day.

But thirty minutes later, Steve was knocking at my camper door. I pulled myself out of bed, rubbed my eyes, and answered. “What’s up?” I said, trying to muster up a polite smile. I didn’t want him to know that I was really starting to hate his guts.

“The field cows didn’t get their hay bale today,” he said. “That’s part of your job—to make sure that hay gets out, every day.”

I blinked a few times. At no point was I told to feed the field cows every day. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know. Should I get them a bale now?”

He looked annoyed, as if he’d been hoping that I would resist, hoping that I would fight, hoping for a reason to write me up. I wasn’t going to give him that reason. “Yes,” he said. “But you can’t use the tractor. I’m resting the engine.”

“H—How should I get the bale to the field then?”

“You can push it,” he said, and then he turned to leave. So I got dressed. My muscles were screaming with pain from digging those post holes. Now, I had to push an 800 pound bale from the barn to the field—about 200 meters.

It took two hours, pushing the bale about twenty meters, and then taking a ten minute rest while sweat poured down my body. It was midnight when I was finally finished—with just five hours before the start of my next shift.

Now, I was feeling that burning rage inside of me. I was ready to snap. If Steve had showed up at my camper, I probably would have ripped into him and lost my job. I was whispering curse words under my breath until the moment I dozed off.

When my morning alarm went off, I wanted to cry.

I wondered if I even wanted a piece of this farm. I looked out at the sunrise. Yes, it was a beautiful farm. Yes, I knew how much that property was worth—not to mention the business. All together, it was probably worth a few million dollars… maybe close to ten million. And to think that I could inherit a sixth of it… being a millionaire had never been a possibility for me.

I dragged my feet out from my camper, not wanting to be late for being early again.
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I was expecting nothing in terms of breakfast—so I was surprised when there was a big plate of eggs, bacon, toast, ham, and another big white glass of milk. Shannon was there, smiling in the kitchen. “Good morning, early worm.” She giggled. “Eat up. You’re going to need your energy!”

“Thank you so much,” I said. “I really, really appreciate this.” I knew that I didn’t have long before my shift, so I sat down and ate fast—and I chugged that milk, down to the last drop. “Is there a pot of coffee, by any chance?”

“No coffee right now—but there’s espresso. I can make you a milk latte.”

“That would be amazing,” I said. The latte was extra milky, but that was fine; the calories were going to come in handy when it was time to work.
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I was already working when Steve woke up and stumbled out of the old farm house. He eyed me; I hadn’t been given specific instructions yet, so I just got to work doing the usual morning tasks. I fed the dairy cows. I rigged a side-by-side with a pair of chains, which I used to pull a round-bale, by sticking a piece of PVC pipe through the middle of the bale, and then tying the chains to the ends of the pipe, so the bale would role behind the side-by-side (I knew that I would get in trouble for using the bale fork on the tractor).

I shovelled the manure out from the dairy stalls. I replaced the old straw with fresh straw.

But, of course, Steve managed to find flaws. “You put way too much straw into each stall. That’s a waste, and that comes out of farm profits.”

I knew that I hadn’t used more than ten bucks worth of straw for every stall. “You can take it off my paycheque. I’m sorry,” I said, not giving him an excuse to write me up.

He paused, looking increasingly annoyed. “Are those post holes done?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

I looked towards the farm house and saw Kyla and Shannon standing on the porch, watching me as I spoke with Steve. They seemed curious. I couldn’t help but think that there was a great deal of discussion happening when I wasn’t around. I couldn’t help but think that Steve wasn’t the only one who thought that I was ‘stealing’ from his family by being included in that will—though it was hard to know just who else was on Steve’s side.

“I was going to spend the day deep-cleaning all of the dairy stalls,” I said. “Unless you have something you’d rather I do.”

“Grind the rust off of the delivery truck,” he said, after spending a minute trying to think of the worst task he could. “After cleaning the bathrooms in the house.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

My positivity and willingness had him miffed. He stormed off, and I just got right to work. I felt good. I felt like I had more energy than I’d had in weeks—maybe because the girls had started cooking properly for me.

The girls found me around noon and told me to come to the farm house for lunch. “I’ll be there in ten minutes,” I said. I wanted to finish the back bumper of that delivery truck.

“No—now,” Shannon giggled. “That’s an order. I’m technically your boss too.”

I had to think about it. She was right; she was also technically my boss. So I went to the farm house to get my lunch. Now, there was a wonderful sandwich awaiting me, along with a steaming bowl of barley soup, and, once again, a tall glass of milk. I crammed it all into my mouth and gulped it down. I chugged that milk, and then the girls quickly refilled my glass. “Have a second. It’s good for you.” So I took down a second glass, feeling super-full, but knowing that I would need the energy.
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Steve came in, saw me, grunted something under his breath. “Lunch breaks are only thirty minutes,” he said.

I smiled. “I know. It’s only been twenty, and I’m heading back to work now.”

He scowled, but there was nothing he could do. I got back to work, back to grinding rust. I felt so energetic.
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I could feel a curious—and slightly euphoric—tingling inside of my body, especially in my chest. I assumed it was just excitement. Now, I was coming to realize that I was going to inherit a very, very valuable portion of a business and a property. I could sell my portion, or keep it as an investment. Technically, I would be entitled to a sixth of farm profits. I’d overheard a few meetings between the girls and Steve, talking about their monthly figures; it was a hell of a lot more than I ever made teaching.

Around 4:00 PM, Ashley brought me a big glass of milk. “Thank you,” I said.

Then, at dinner, there was another big meal, and another big glass of milk. The girls told me that they had found a couple new employees to help out with the workload. “That’s amazing news,” I said with a big smile. “And—not to ruin the mood—but can I ask: how is your father doing? Has he come out of the coma yet?”

Her smile vanished, and I felt guilty. “No,” she said. “They aren’t expecting him to.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.”

The room was quiet for a few minutes. I finished my food. The girls brought me another glass of milk. “Oh God, I really don’t know if I can drink any more milk today.”

“You’ll need the energy tomorrow,” said Shannon with a big smile.
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And I remembered just how good I felt all day. Maybe the milk played a big role in that. Maybe I could take down one more big glass.

I had strange dreams that night: very realistic, very strange, bordering on nightmares. In one of the dreams, Steve was naked, with a big erection, and he was trying to kiss me. And in that dream, for some twisted reason, I was fascinated with his penis. I just wanted to grab it and squeeze it and stroke it and make it spill all over my body⁠—

I woke up with a scream. I was sweating. My body was tingling all over. At first, I thought it was a nightmare, and then I realized that I was having a terrible fever. I was sweating, but ice-cold. I pulled more blankets onto my body. The windows around me were steaming up. I felt nauseous, but I couldn’t puke. My head began to throb. But worse than that was the pain in my body: my hips ached, and so did my chest.

I tried to fall back asleep, but the pain was too distracting.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Istill managed to pull myself into the farm house for my shift. I was shaking. I had layers on, even though it was warm outside—warmer than usual. Sam was in the kitchen, plating food. She eyed me and paused before saying, “You look awful, Aaron.”

“I—I don’t feel very good.”

“You need to take the day off.”

“I think I can work,” I said. “I—I think I’ll feel better once I start working.”

She shook her head. “No way,” she said. “You’re resting. I’m going to make a bed for you, and you’re going to sleep. Here—I’ll get you some pills for the fever. And I’ll get you a big glass of milk. They say that milk can cure any fever.”

“They do?” I said.

She nodded her head.

They made me a bed in the guest room. When I went to lay down, I heard Steve storm into the house. “Where’s Aaron? Did he sleep in again?”

Again? Had I ever slept in before? I was too sick to defend myself.

“We gave him the day off. He’s quite sick.”

“Only I can give my employees days off—not you!”
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“You’re wrong, Steve!” Sam snapped back. “We were in that meeting with the lawyer too. We’re as much his boss as you are. In fact, the four of us together can out-veto you every time—and you know it. Now quit being such a prick and let the poor guy rest for at least a day.”

Then, their conversation became quiet—too quiet to hear, though I did pick up the odd little snippet. “He’s going to sell the farm when dad dies.”

“He can only sell his portion.”

And then I heard him say, a bit later, “You’re letting him steal mom and dad’s money.”

I heard Steve storm off. I heard him fire up the tractor. Then, the pills kicked in and I dozed off.

I felt better when I woke up. There was still some soreness in my chest and hips, but I otherwise felt fine. I got up and went to the ensuite bathroom. I slipped into the shower, cleaning away all of that sticky, dried sweat. When I came out of the shower, I froze, seeing myself in the mirror.

I looked skinny—much skinnier than when I arrived. It was the first time I really saw myself in a big mirror (the camper mirror was so small, and only showed me my face).

The small amount of mass I had on my shoulders was gone.
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But there was something weird about my chest; it wasn’t as… bony as I remembered. Now, it was a bit soft. My nipple were insanely tender. I assumed it was just the tail end of the fever, so I tried not to think too much into it.

I felt fine by the afternoon, so I geared up and went out to work. I couldn’t find Steve, so I went to the dairy barn and worked on cleaning stalls. I worked for about four hours, making those stalls as clean as the day they were built. Then, I went to the farmhouse and met the newest employees.

They were young guys—and very thin. They were shy as they ate their meals: a chicken and white-sauce pasta. I introduced myself, and they told me their names. Ulrich and Tanner. They were too shy to maintain a decent conversation.

Ashley brought me a plate and a big glass of milk. “It’s so nice to see that you’re feeling better.” The other guys were given a fresh glass of milk to replace the one they’d finished.

“It’s nice to feel better. It’s just a shame I missed most of the day. I hate being the weak link.”

“Nobody thinks you’re the weak link.”

The next day was off for me. I was feeling better, but my strength wasn’t back. I had to stack square bales, and could hardly lift them off of the ground. I felt so weak, trying to get the bales into the loft. And then I had to walk water buckets to the dairy stalls—and the buckets seemed to weight twice what they used to.

I figured the strength would come back after a few days—but a few days later, the weakness was still there. No—there was no sickness… just a weak body.

The next morning, I saw myself in the mirror again while using the farmhouse bathroom after breakfast. I froze, noticing my nipples pushing through the shirt (nothing like that had ever happened before). I stripped down to see my body.
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Now, my nipples were twice the size—and my chest seemed… bigger. There were lumps—maybe the early forming of pecs, but just so… soft. I was still getting skinnier—or maybe it just looked like it because my hips seemed so wide (fitting my pants strangely). My body just looked so unfamiliar.

I got dressed and went back to work. I tried not to think too much about my body. I’d gone a couple of weeks eating very little, and now I was eating large portions of carb-heavy meals. I was sure that my body was just adjusting in its own weird way. I’d always been thin; I’d always gained weight slowly compared to my peers.

I knew I had to focus on work—so I focussed on work. For the next three weeks, I did nothing but work. I didn’t go to town ever—not even to get a haircut when my hair started to get shaggy (and my hair grew very, very fast; I usually cut it every few weeks, and now it had been a couple of months).

But it was impossible to ignore some curious body changes. Those forming pecs really weren’t looking like pecs anymore; they were looking like… breasts.
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My nipples were big and puffy, and they’d never been like that before. I cupped them. I squeezed them. They felt so soft… like tits. I released them. I bounced up and down, watching them jiggle slightly.

My God, they really looked like breasts.

Then, I considered the fact that I was overeating, and maybe my body fat percentage was going up. Maybe my genetics should made fat build up on my chest more than elsewhere. Lots of guys get man-boobs, right?

Well, two weeks later, around mid-August, I was sure that something wasn’t right.
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These weren’t pecs. These weren’t unfortunate fat stores. These were breasts. I did try to convince myself otherwise, but then, when I went to squeeze them, I saw beads of white oozing out from my nipples.

I was lactating.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas horrified. I wanted to go to see a doctor, but I knew that Steve wouldn’t let me unless I had a legitimate medical emergency, and I wasn’t about to show him my new tits.

I knew that I could get permission from the girls, but I didn’t want to show them my tits either.

Summer was coming to an end soon; I figured I could wait it out. Or maybe Ben would pass away soon, and then I would go from being a farmhand to an equal owner. Nobody could ding me for taking a day off for going to the doctor—or for any reason.

But Ben was staying alive. His condition was worsening every day, but the machines were keeping him alive. Steve was refusing to pull the plug, even though many doctors insisted Ben would be better off out of his pain and misery. I just felt awful for Ben—and I hated to think that Steve was only putting him through months of misery because of me.

I was starting to consider quitting, just so that Steve could go and do the right thing. I was also considering quitting so that I could find out what the hell was happening to my body—why these ‘boobs’ seemed to be getting bigger every day, while my waistline was getting smaller. It made absolutely no sense.

At lunch that afternoon, Shannon served me two glasses of milk, at the same time. I paused, staring at them. “Two?”

“Well, you always drink two, so I thought I would just pour them at the same time.” She had a pinkish hue in her cheeks. Then, she paused, looking at my chest, and said, “Did you spill something?”

I looked down. There were two wet spots. My nipples were leaking that whitish fluid… which I think was milk.

Then, I eyed the glasses of milk.

“Aaron?” she said.

“I think I’m going to take a break from milk for a few days. I think it’s messing with my gut.”

“You know,” she said. “They say you should drink milk every day, if you’re tolerant. If you stop drinking milk for an extended period, you can develop lactose intolerance.”
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“I’ve heard that,” I said. “But… I think I’ll take a break.” Later, she brought me a latte. I drank it without thinking about the fact that it was made from milk. I started to wonder just how much milk I’d been drinking on a day-to-day basis. Sure, it had been giving me good energy—but now I was wondering if a person could consume that much milk regularly.

I did some research and learned that milk is crazy-high in fat, and some men can carry fat in their chest (depending on genetics) more than their bellies or asses, like most men. I guess I was just one of those men. Also, increasing your fat intake can make nipples grow and swell—and some men can gain weight in their hips from fat, making their waistline appear smaller.

I also learned that consuming a huge amount of lactose can make a person’s sweat turn a slight white colour, and some people sweat around their nipples more than other people. I know, I know—it sounds really unappealing, and believe me—I was quite disgusted with myself—but at least I was learning that what I was seeing was somewhat normal, and that white stuff was probably just sweat and not milk.

I felt some relief, realizing that my current physique was possibly not some medical emergency—but maybe I needed to cut back on the fatty milk. I was able to sleep a bit better, with less stress.

I cut back on the milk intake. Then, I noticed that the dinner portions seemed to be… shrinking. The girls suddenly weren’t cooking as many meals. Multiple days in a row, I had to pull a microwave meal out from the freezer. Three of the girls were getting ready to head back to college; summer was coming to an end—and that meant fewer meals.

So after a week of stopping milk consumption, I started again, just to get the calories that I wasn’t getting from the big meals I was used to. Literally, the next day, I felt so much better; I had so much more energy; I felt so much more well-rested. But quickly, my body problem started to become more noticeable. I still had no idea if it was because of the milk… but what else could it be?

Now, it was undeniable that I looked like a girl. My body looked basically the same as Kyla, the one girl who was staying behind while the other three went off to college.

Hiding the ‘man-boobs’ was hard. I had to wrap my chest with a band that I found in one of those camper drawers. I pulled it tight, so my nipples wouldn’t poke hard against my shirt. I had to find a new pair of pants, because my hips just wouldn’t fit into the two pairs I brought with me; I found an old pair in the farmhouse guest room—though they were made for women. The way the female jeans were cut were just far more comfortable for my figure.

The binding band was uncomfortable, but once day, when I was asked to tidy up the guest room because Kyla and Steve’s aunt and uncle were coming to visit, I found a sports bra. Awkwardly, I tried it on, and found that it did a remarkable job of pushing down my ‘boobs’, hiding them (and my puffy nipples), and it was way more comfortable than the band.

And… it made me look kind of cute. I stopped and stared at myself in the mirror.
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In that moment, I realized that my hair had grown way too long. I really needed to cut it, even if I cut it myself. I went to find a pair of scissors, but then a weird feeling washed over me. I didn’t want to cut my hair. When I messed it up the right way, it really looked so… cute. Maybe I could just keep it for a few more days.

The next day, I was tasked with cleaning out the basement. The family had rented a large bin, and they wanted to begin tidying up the house, starting with the basement. I was told to toss anything that looked like it hadn’t been touched in five or more years.

I found a box, which contained clothes from when the girls were teens. My heart skipped a beat as I sorted through the clothes. I found a blue sports bra, with a matching pair of booty shorts. My face began to feel hot. The bra looked like it had good support, with a thick fabric to hold everything in place. I decided to try on the set—and it seriously made me look so cute.
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And it was ever more supportive and concealing than the other sports bra (which did a bad job of stopping that sweat from leaking through where my nipples were).

I also found a white set, which I went to try on as well. Again, I thought that I looked cute. I decided to keep the set, so I had a spare.
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Then, I started finding other items that left me feeling curious. I lifted out a pink bra, and a little denim skirt. I had no reason to want to try it on—but I wanted to try it on. Heart racing, I decided to just do it quickly, to get it out of my system.

My heart was pounding so hard. I was starting to sweat… in my armpits, down my back… but not around my nipples; I thought that was strange…
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Then, I found a pleated skirt and my heart bounced. Okay—I could sneak away quickly and try on one more outfit… just quickly.

I let out a soft whimper, seeing how remarkably girly I look in the skirt. Aside from the hair on my shins, I looked… like a chick.

I took off the skirt. I quickly got back to work, knowing Steve was still desperate to catch me slacking off. But instead of throwing those girl clothes out, I set that box aside and I smuggled it back to my camper after I finished dinner that night.

I don’t know why, but I wanted to try those outfits on. And now, it was getting cooler during the days, so I had to wear pants—which meant I could shave my legs and nobody would notice.
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I spent most of that night dressing myself up in all of those outfits. The way my heart was racing was strangely… nice, like a euphoric adrenaline rush.
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I found a red nightgown. I don’t really know why I tried it on, but it felt so amazingly soft on my skin. I loved the way the skirt felt, tickling my thighs. I let out another little moan, and then I couldn’t convince myself to take it off. I figured I could just sleep in it, so I could feel that soft fabric against me all night.

I dozed off so fast, with a warm smile on my face. And it wasn’t until I woke up and saw that I was still wearing that dress—which now had two big stains from my nipples—that I realized something was seriously wrong with me—with my body, and with my brain.


CHAPTER 5
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When Kyla put a big glass of milk down in front of me, I knew that I should have turned it down. I knew that the milk was changing my body in a very, very awkward way. I knew that girls weren’t going to be into a dude with a thin waist, wide hips, and perky breasts. Maybe they weren’t really ‘breasts’, but they sure as hell looked like breasts.

But another part of me was filled with a naughty excitement, wondering just how much more ‘girly’ I could make myself just by drinking milk and putting on extra ‘fat’.

“You have a cute face, Aaron,” Kyla smiled. “I never really noticed your eyelashes before. I wish I had lashes like that.” It wasn’t really a compliment though… she was basically telling me that I had girly features that girls would want for themselves. I’d never heard of girly-looking guys winning too many dates with babes.

“Thanks,” I said anyway. I knew she meant it as a compliment.

I drank the milk. I was starting to notice a tingling whenever I drank milk—and it would last for a few hours, every time: a pleasant tingling in my chest, between my legs, and in my bum. I was now wondering if that tingling was the milk changing my physically, or if the tingling with just… psychosomatic. I’m sure that it was the latter, but it was pleasant nonetheless.
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During lunch, I had another glass of milk. I ate the sandwich Kyla made, even though it wasn’t very great: store-bought white bread with a thin slice of deli ham, a thin slice of cheese, and no sauces or spreads or sides. It really wasn’t satisfying, so I reluctantly accepted a second glass of milk.

That afternoon, while I was working, I felt a wetness trickling down my torso. I pulled up my shirt and saw that the fluid was coming from my nipples. Out of curiosity, I squeezed my breasts, and that fluid sprayed outwards. I gasped.

No—that was no sweat. Sweat doesn’t spray out of the nipples.

I stood there, shocked. I tried it again.

And I hate to admit it, but the feeling of the milk spraying out was so satisfying; it was taking a curious pressure off of my chest, making me feel less swollen and less tight. I even let out a soft moan. I squeezed harder, making the milk squirt in different directions. Then, I felt a soft throbbing in my chest, as if my body was ‘replenishing’ what I’d sprayed out.

My body was trembling now. There was no question about it now: I was lactating.

And when I squeezed milk out from my boobs, a strong, pleasant tingling would surge between my legs. When I pinched my nipples, I could spray milk almost five feet outwards.

I moaned, despite the horror I was feeling in the pit of my stomach.

I spent ten minutes in the bathroom, squeezing milk into the sink, until I wasn’t spraying when I squeezed. I felt relieved. I felt like a weight had lifted from my chest. I covered up and went back to work. I tried not to think too much about it. Okay—so maybe I was lactating. Maybe those lumps on my chest really were… breasts.

But that didn’t mean that I was dying; it probably just meant that I needed to take some testosterone pills, and everything would go back to normal. I could sort all of that out once the business at the farm was dealt with… right?

I went to sleep. I tried to remain calm. I had a decent sleep—but a terrible wakeup when I looked into the small mirror and saw that my breasts had almost doubled in size.

They were engorged with milk, dripping down my body. I think that I ‘activated’ milk production the day before by draining them. Then, my body went into some over-production.

In a panic, I began to ‘milk’ myself, so that I could fit into a shirt without anyone noticing.
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I felt so ridiculous, leaning over the sink, expressing milk out of my perky boobs, watching it swirl down the drain.

I made them smaller—thank God. I made them small enough that I could use a super-tight sports bra to squash them down. But I could feel them ‘growing’ through the morning. I could feel them getting bigger, making that sports bra tighter.

By lunch, they were big, fat knockers again. I had to spend ten minutes spraying milk down the sink again.
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But the more I milked myself, the faster the breasts would fill up. My body was learning to replenish itself faster. I was probably making my situation worse. It was very obvious now that I needed to go to the doctor, to find out what the hell was happening to me, and how I could stop it.

Before dinner, I went around behind the barn where I’d been working. I lifted my shirt over my swollen breasts. I grabbed my huge, puffy nipples. I began to squeeze, using my palms to massage my tits. Thick gushes of milk sprayed the dirt, and soon, there were big puddles. “Oh God,” I moaned—because it felt so amazingly satisfying. I kept squeezing. I closed my eyes. My cock began to harden. I bit my lip. I squeezed harder and harder, making the milk spray harder, splashing into those milky puddles. My moans probably sounded a bit like ‘moos’. It felt so… good.

Then, I looked up, feeling a presence. I looked to the side and saw one of the new farmhands, Ulrich, looking at me with wide eyes.

I froze. I must have looked absurd. He just looked… stunned. I couldn’t think of anything to say. My humiliating secret was out—and there was no way that Ulrich was going to keep his mouth shut.


CHAPTER 6
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Itold him to keep his mouth shut… or maybe I should say I begged him. I nearly dropped to my knees, clutching my hands together as I told him, “Steve will find a way to fire me over this.” It was strange—I was almost more worried about losing my job than people finding out that I’d sprouted breasts over the past three months—and now, those breasts were engorged with enough milk to fill a small bucket.

“I—I didn’t know you were a girl,” he said to me. “I always assumed you were just a… feminine guy.”

“I am a guy!” I snapped. “And I’m not feminine. I’m just…” I felt my face turning dark red.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m sorry. You’re female-to-male trans… right?”

“No,” I growled. “I’m just a guy.”

“Right. Of course. That’s how you, uh, identify, and I, uh, respect that.”

“It’s the milk,” I said to him. “It must be filled with hormones or something. It’s messing with me. And you—you’ve been drinking it too. You better not drink too much of it, or this will happen to you too.”

“I mean… I’ve been drinking, like, four glasses every day since I got here. And… that hasn’t even kind of happened to me. But I’m not a girl… I mean—a biological girl. I was born a man. Sorry if I’m not being politically correct. I respect you people—I’m just not fully up to date on what the current terms are—or whatever.”

“I’m not trans,” I snapped, and then I groaned. There was no use. “Just please… DOn’t tell the girls about this—and definitely do not mention this to Steve. And you may as well just keep your mouth shut entirely, because I can’t have this getting back to Steve.”

“O—Okay,” he said. He was pale. And I think he really was going to keep his mouth shut, because he was afraid of saying some politically incorrect thing and getting himself fires. I watched him squirming, uncomfortable, for a moment—and then I got an idea.

It was a profound, genius idea, to buy myself some safety from Steve.

I was going to come out as trans.

It was a solution to two different problems. For one, I wouldn’t have to keep these tits hidden anymore, and best of all, Steve would be too afraid to fire me. I could go to the doctor and say that it’s about some trans issue, and if he tries to fire me over it, he will have a discrimination lawsuit on his hands.

So instead of heading to the main house for dinner, I went to my trailer, took off that uncomfortable binder, and those awkward clothes, and I put on an outfit that I snatched from the basement of the farmhouse.
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First, I put on a pair of denim overalls, which were practical, feminine, and flattering. I took a few minutes to ‘style’ my hair, which I normally just left messy, or I stuffed it into a hat. Now, with it brushed and parted off-center, it looked like a stylish little bob—and it was honestly fairly cute.

I slipped into a yellow t-shirt, which hugged my frame, but it was still practical.
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I found some old makeup in one of the drawers in my camper, so I put a touch of eyeliner on, just to make a small statement, to show Steve that I was serious.

My heart was pounding. I was about to ‘come out’ as something that I wasn’t. I was about to make myself the talk of the farm—and maybe sacrifice my reputation—just to get Steve off of my back…

But it was all worth it. I produced an awkward smile in the mirror. Through clenched teeth, I whispered, “You can do this…”
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I was dreading this ‘coming out’ more than anything. There was a good chance that they were going to laugh at me. There was a good chance that they were going to call me on my bullshit. I had to stay in character. I had to keep a straight face. I had to deny any accusations of being false.

My heart raced as I made the walk from my camper to the main house: a three-hundred meter trek across a field that was starting to need ploughed.

My body was trembling when I walked into the house, expecting to see Steve, but instead, there was Kyla. She froze when she saw me. It only took her about three seconds to recognize me. She had her long hair tied into a pretty ponytail, her body clad in a cute denim dress, with an off-the-shoulder white blouse underneath; the outfit was something I wouldn’t have noticed before. But now… I found myself wondering if it would look as good on me as it looked on her.

Her cheeks turned red. I produced a smile.
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“Is that… my old pair of overalls from the tenth grade?” she asked.

“They were being thrown out,” I said softly—my voice probably on the cusp of being inaudible from where she was standing.

“And… why are you wearing them?”

“I—I…” It was so hard to say. I don’t know if it was hard to come out, or just hard to lie. “I’m trans.”

There was a silence. I looked over and saw the other farmhands eating their dinner, seemingly frozen as they stared at me, some with food on their forks, halfway into their mouths.
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“O—Oh,” Kyla said. “I… I had no idea.”

“I guess this is… me coming out,” I said.

There was another long silence. “Okay,” she said with the same nervousness that Ulrich had presented before. And now, Ulrich was sitting at the table, staring at me with a look of utter confusion; I’d just told him that I wasn’t trans, and now I was coming out as trans.

Oh well—it didn’t matter, as long as my job was safe. I just had to keep that job for a short while longer. There was no way that Ben was going to survive for many more weeks.

Steve came in shortly after. He eyed me, and then I saw Kyla motioning for Steve to join him in the kitchen for a private chat—so she could tell him that I was trans, and so that she could warn him about a potential discrimination lawsuit if Steve tried to pull any of his usual shit. They were in there for fifteen minutes. I sat down to eat. When Steve finally emerged from the kitchen, he didn’t even look at me; he just went straight to the door and he left.

I ate my food and then left as well, off to get a good sleep. But before I could sleep, I needed to relieve the growing pressure in my swelling breasts. I could feel my t-shirt tightening. I could feel the straps of the denim overalls getting strained, as if the little buttons were going to pop off at any moment.
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I was so relieved when I got my breasts out, hung over the sink, and I started to squeeze. I watched as cloudy-looking milk splashed against the sink and swirled down the drain. I let out a sigh of relief and squeezed harder… and harder and harder. The milk was gushing out, each squeeze producing enough to fill a shot glass. I let out another loud moan.

My breasts were tingling—a euphoric sort of feeling that was getting stronger and stronger. I let out a loud moan, and then I felt a strong tingling between my legs.

Why did this feel so good?

I pinched my nipples firmly, pulling on them, making milk spray hard, splashing me in the face when it hit the sink. I got some in my mouth; it was sweet.

“Oh my God, what’s wrong with me,” I groaned. I kept squeezing. The sink wasn’t draining fast enough; milk was starting to rise up. Then, I felt something oozing down my thigh. I looked down and saw that my cock was leaking cum: thick, gooey globs trickling down towards my feet. “Oh God…” Milking myself just felt so good!

I didn’t stop until I was totally drained, and my breasts were small and manageable again. I slipped into a little satin nightgown, and I went to sleep with a peaceful smile on my face. I slept so well. I don’t know if I’ve ever had such a deep, peaceful sleep in my life.

I probably would have slept right through my alarm too, if my breasts hadn’t swelled up again—once again needing to be expressed.

I leaned over the sink and squeezed. Again, after a few minutes, the euphoria was so overwhelming that I moaned out like a cow. I felt that thick, warm gushing down my legs, and I knew that I’d made myself cum again.

“Shit,” I groaned.

I milked for fifteen minutes, until I had manageable, small breasts… but it didn’t last long. Four hours into my shift, my shirt was feeling so, so tight. My overalls were about to snap. I had to sneak away from my post, slipping into the guest house, which was currently empty. I took off the overalls and looked down at my shirt, which was now soaked; milk had leaked through and drenched the fabric all around my breasts. “Oh God,” I groaned.
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I had to scour the house for a change of clothes. I found a small white crop-top, which fit just fine at first… but as the hours went by, and my breasts began to swell up with milk, that top turned into something that resembled a micro-bikini, hardly covering my bursting nipples.

I rushed back into that guest house. I had to drain my fat titties in the sink.

Knowing it was the only break I would get, I tried to brew and drink a coffee while I squeezed milk out of my breasts.
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It was a mess. When I squeezed my swollen tits, milk would spray everywhere; they were too full. I needed to find more time to keep them drained. I couldn’t let them get this full. There was milk all over the counter. There was milk in my coffee—though I didn’t mind that so much, because it actually had a fairly nice, sweet taste to it.

I knew that I needed to see a doctor. So after my shift, I found Steve, and I said, “I need to go to town tomorrow.”

“Why?” he said, biting his tongue so he wouldn’t bark too hard.

“I need to visit my doctor about a… gender reaffirming care… issue.”

He turned red. He wanted to fight me, but Kyla had obviously warned him about getting into a discrimination lawsuit. “Okay,” he said. “Do what you have to do.” He turned around and stormed off.

He was furious with me, but there was nothing he could do about it. And for the first time, I was actually kind of happy to have those fat, milky tits.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas excited for the doctor’s appointment, sure that I would get some sort of answer. Instead, he was perplexed. The appointment lasted three hours while the doc went and made calls, and looked things up in his doctor’s encyclopedia. He ordered multiple tests: urine tests, milk tests, blood tests, stool samples, and so on. He wanted to scan my bones, to see if my skeletal structure was male or female.

“I’ve worked with many trans people,” he said. “But I’ve never seen one develop such… functional female attributes.” He asked me to express my milk, so he could observe. He was fascinated—not horny. But he did turn dark red when I let out a loud moan… and then I awkwardly grabbed some paper-towel to wipe my legs. “Did you get milk on your legs?” He asked.

I turned red, and he realized suddenly that I’d ejaculated in my overalls. “So there’s a… sexual response…”

He thought that I might be intersex, and that something had triggered a sort of ‘female puberty’ in me, and that was now overriding my male puberty. “Is that possible?”

“No,” he said. “But that seems to be what’s happening.”

I was embarrassed. “So this isn’t because of milk?”

He laughed. “Milk? If you drank two gallons of milk every day, you might get fat… but no amount of milk will give you functioning, well-developed mammary glands, breast tissue, and Playboy magazine hips.”

I blushed.

“Excuse the reference,” he said. “But I’ve worked with trans girls who have been on estrogen for fifteen years, and they’ve achieved nothing like this. This just must be… genetic. Or some sort of condition that you were born with, that the doctors missed. It’s just so… fascinating.”

“Okay—well… it’s not going to kill me, right?”

“No, of course not,” he said.

“Then can we schedule, like, a breast removal operation, so I can go back to being… normal.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “We can’t be sure that the breasts have finished forming,” he said. “If we remove them now, new breast tissue might just… grow back.”

“There’s no way it works like that!” I gasped.

“I wouldn’t think so, but you claim that these breasts formed in just a few months. My professional recommendation would be to wait one year—maybe two—after the growth stops, and then we can discuss removal.”

“Two years!?” I gasped.

“For now, let’s just run tests. Also… I will want a semen test, to see if you are even producing sperm.”

I groaned. He booked the tests, but the specialists were very backed up, and my condition apparently wasn’t an emergency. He called me later to tell me that the first test—the blood test—would be conducted in six weeks time.

“Six weeks!?” I gasped.

“Well—we may be able to test your milk sooner. I have a sample here that I can give to the lab.”

For the time being, I was going to be… a woman.
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Four days later, I got a call from a midwife, who had gotten a call from my doctor. “Your doctor tells me that you’re producing a large quantity of good quality breast milk,” she said. Apparently, there were no traces of anything harmful in the milk that I was producing. “We have a serious shortage of breast milk at the clinic right now. Would you consider donating what you don’t need?”

“I don’t need any of it.”

“Great!” she said. “I’ll bring you a pump and some milk bags.” She was there two hours later, and it was a humiliating moment, with Kyla and Ulrich both there as the midwife gave me the supplies that I needed to milk myself. They said nothing, but I saw them trying not to giggle as the midwife explained how to use the breast pump.

After work that day, I set it all up in my camper. As I was fitting the little nipple attachments to my tits, I looked to my right and saw two of the newer farmhands peering in. They both gasped like kids being caught, and they ran off. I’m sure that they were there for a laugh.

I’m sure they got their laugh.

And I just had to sit there for twenty long minutes while a machine sucked milk from my titties. In one sitting, I filled four of those donation bags. I put them into a cooler. I labelled each bag with the date. Then, in the morning, before my shift, I sat there for another twenty-five minutes letting the machine fill those bags—another five bags. Now, the cooler was full. The midwife came to pick the milk up during my first break of the day. Her jaw nearly hit my camper floor when she saw how much milk was there. “If you, uh, wait twenty minutes, I can probably get another four bags in there.”

“Yes, please,” she said.

So I attached the breast pump while she sat there, watching with that same fascinated face that the doctor had. She watched as the bags quickly filled with milk, one heavy gush at a time. “You’re going to feed the whole ward!” she exclaimed.

I just blushed. This was so humiliating. “I have to get back to work,” I said, and I rushed out.

Every minute of free time that I had was spent pumping, filling bags.

And producing that much milk gave me a ferocious appetite. I ate every scrap of food that I could find.

My boobs were still growing. Now, there was no possible way to hide them—even with sports bras and binders. They were massive. I had to take an afternoon off of work to go to the mall, to buy a giant bra to hold my breasts up, otherwise the strain on my back was too intense. Everywhere I went outside of that farm, men would stop to ogle me. They would stare at my chest with glowing eyes. They would drool on themselves. They would follow me like hungry puppy dogs. I would try to avoid eye-contact, because as soon as I looked at a guy, they would come over and chat with me, eyes constantly darting down to my huge chest.

[image: Huge]



It didn’t matter what I wore—every piece of clothing had cleavage, otherwise it just wouldn’t fit properly at all. I tried a turtleneck, but the size of my tits just pulled up the front and made it into a weird-looking belly shirt.
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I wanted to be rid of these breasts…

Though there was that one little upside. Whenever I had to milk myself, the pleasure was beyond intense. After just a few minutes of pumping, or squeezing my fat tits, the tingling euphoria would become overwhelming. I would moan uncontrollably, sometimes despite people being near. I was cum all over myself—so I learned to slip down my panties (I had to wear panties because male undies would get bunched up uncomfortably).

I wasn’t even safe working on the farm. I would always catch Ulrich and the others stealing glances of my breasts; and I almost couldn’t blame them, because the breasts were always bouncing up and down, and my nipples were always bursting through whatever fabric tried to cover them up.
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I was convinced that I was a freak. The doctor would call me occasionally, just to tell me how amazingly dumbfounded he was. He loved how curious my case was. The mystery was so thrilling to him, and he loved to tell me how strange and unusual it was. But all I heard when he talked was, ‘You’re a freak of nature.’

And I really thought that I was a freak, until one day, when I had the strong urge to milk myself. I ran into the guest house, and was surprised that the front door was locked. It was no problem, since I had a key ring for all of the buildings on the property. I let myself in, rushed up the stairs to the bathroom, and I threw open the door.

And there, I saw Ulrich, scrambling to grab a towel, to cover up a pair of perky, round tits.


CHAPTER 8
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Ulrich was pale. He stuttered as he tried to explain. He looked like he was on the verge of tears. “I—I don’t know what’s happening,” he said. “I just… woke up with them the other day, and now they’re starting to leak everywhere. I think I accidentally took one of your pills or something. I—I don’t know. I mean… a week ago, I needed a Tylenol, and it was dark, and I grabbed what I thought was Tylenol, but maybe it was your transgender medicine, or whatever.”

“I don’t take any medicine,” I said.

Then, I noticed a small pink slip on the ground. He wasn’t just having the breast-growth problem; he was also feeling those urges to wear women’s clothing.

I was baffled. I wasn’t the only one in the world with that problem…

I wasn’t the only one on that farm with that problem. And if this ‘condition’ was as rare as my doctor seemed to think it was, then Ulrich having it was surely a sign that it had something to do with that farm. “I need to get you to my doctor,” I said.

He was dark red. It took a good hour for him to get over the humiliation of being caught—and I felt bad for him; I’d been in that same position. After work, he came to my camper and we chatted about our condition.

Ulrich had a cry. He kept wiping his teary eyes and sniffling. “A—Am I going to die?”

[image: Ulrich]


“No,” I said. “But if we don’t figure out what’s happening to us, it’s probably going to get worse.” I motioned down towards my own engorged breasts, which I was now hooking up to the breast pump. I didn’t want to pump in front of him, or anyone, but I needed to pump, and I also needed to have this conversation with him; there was no time to do both separately. Now, milking took over thirty minutes, four times each day; it was extremely time consuming.

“I don’t want giant knockers like you,” he said, looking at my swollen titties.

“I don’t blame you,” I said.

He kept staring at them. I had to snap at him. “Eyes up here!”

“I—I’m sorry.”

He stood up and walked to my camper mirror. He slipped out from his work clothes, revealing that pink slip. He blushed, eyeing me. “There’s just something about these little slips,” he said. “This doesn’t mean that I’m, like, trans or whatever.”

“They’re super cute,” I said. “Where did you get it?”

“I found it in my camper,” he said.
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“And why are you wearing it now?”

“I—I put it on last night, and I just can’t bring myself to take it off. It feels so… good. I know, that sounds so crazy, but I just can’t convince myself to take it off.”

“I know. I get it,” I said. “The same thing happened to me. Ulrich—something is happening to us. There’s something on this farm, and it’s… poisoning us.”

We tried to put our brains together. We tried to think of what could be happening. Ulrich was worried it was the milk, but I’d stopped drinking the milk long ago, and my progress hadn’t been halted. “Maybe it’s something in the food.”

“More often than not, they just feed us sealed microwave dinners,” I said. I looked over and saw that Ulrich was pawing through my drawers. “What are you doing?”

He blushed, and pulled out a blue nightgown. “I’m sorry. But… Can I just try this on?”

“Ulrich! Focus!” I said, and a moment later, the euphoria from the pumping started. “O—Oh God…”

“What?” he said.

“Y—Yeah. Go try it on. Take your time.” I wave him away. He backed off slowly. When he was gone, I gave in. I let out a loud moan. I felt milk gushing out of me. And then, I felt cum spraying out of my cock, into a wad of paper-towel that I had ready for that very reason. I shuddered. I trembled all over, and then I slumped forward.

Ulrich came out. “It’s so fucking cute,” he sighed.
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This infliction was certainly getting the better of us. We were hopeless. Our urges were too strong. Our need to pump was intense, stealing away our valuable time, which could have been used to figure out this mystery.

Ulrich asked if he could try the breast pump. He was shy and awkward, taking out his small breasts, with his super-perky nipples. He was tempted to cover them up, clearly, but had just watched me doing the same thing without covering, so he did his best to do the same.

He secured the nipple covers, and the he flicked the machine on. As it began to suck, he gasped. “Oh,” he said, perking up. His eyes grew wide. Milk gushed down those tubes. “That feels… different.”

“You get used to it,” I said.

He sat there, staring down at his perky pair of boobs as the machine sucked the milk out. After a couple of minutes, I noticed his cheeks turning red. I noticed his eyes narrowing. I noticed his lips parting. I heard a small moan, and then a normal moan… and then a loud moan. “Oh God,” he groaned. He clutched the table. He closed his eyes.

Then, I heard the dripping. I looked down, between his feet, and saw the thick globs of cum falling down. I pretended not to notice, so I wouldn’t worsen Ulrich’s embarrassment.

Five minutes later, and lots of moaning later, he disconnected. He looked at the filled bag, blushed, and said, “That was a whole lot faster than squeezing them.”

“It’s faster,” I said. “But once you start doing it, the milk comes in faster, so you have to do it more.”

His face was dark red. When I was looking away, he grabbed a cloth and quickly cleaned up his cum puddle. He hid the cloth behind him.


CHAPTER 9
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The doctor let me know that my female hormone levels were off the charts. “You’re, somehow, producing a great deal of estrogen and progesterone. Are you sure you aren’t taking anything that we should know about?”

“I’m taking nothing—and it’s happening to another worker here.”

“It must be a coincidence,” he said. I groaned. How could it be a coincidence? It was a super-rare, unheard of condition… affecting two people on the same worksite at the same time!?

“I might need to get a second opinion,” I said to him bluntly.

“You’re welcome to,” he said. But sadly, I didn’t really have time to go from doctor to doctor. I still had to do my job. I still had to make sure the farm was running smoothly, otherwise it wasn’t an asset worth fighting for. We still needed to keep those cows alive, happy, and producing milk. Having lactating breasts was annoying, but it wasn’t killing me. I was quickly learning to work around them; scheduling my breaks appropriately so that my breasts wouldn’t become too full.

Ulrich’s breasts were growing; he was trying to hide them, but I could see his chest getting bigger under his jacket. He had the luxury of facing this dilemma as the weather turned and leaves began to fall off of trees. He could wear oversized jackets and not worry too much about sweating.

But even with those jackets, it was becoming more obvious. His figure was changing. His urges to cross-dress were getting stronger. I caught him wearing panties on multiple occasions, as he bent over to lift bales of hay. “Your lace is showing,” I would whisper to him.

Relief came after our last baling session of the year. Now, it was too cold to grow more hay, and all of our bales were wrapped and stored away. Steve let a few of the greener farmhands go, since the workload was about to be cut by more than half. The farm was suddenly much more quiet, with just me and Ulrich working as farmhands.

Ben was still alive, still in a comatose state, being kept alive by machines. Doctors were, supposedly, still urging Steve to consider pulling the plug, but Steve was keeping his father alive as long as possible, hoping that he could catch me screwing up, so he could take away my share of Ben’s inheritance.

I decided to go and visit Ben in the hospital, which turned into a bit of an awkward affair. At the front desk, I had to confirm my identity; now that Ben was on his more-or-less official deathbed, only approved people could visit him. Since I was listed in his will, I was approved… but I didn’t exactly look like a guy named Aaron anymore.

My hair had grown longer. I was wearing women’s clothing. I had large breasts, and I was still wearing a touch of makeup (I put a bit of eyeliner on every morning, just to make it clear to Steve that I was ‘serious’ about being a girl).

I had to get out ID. They had to get a manager. I had to explain that I was trans. They told me that I should go to the government office to have my name and ID officially changed to Erin. Anyway—I finally got in to see Ben, who looked awful: unconscious, pale, skinny. A machine on his mouth was pumping air in and out of his lungs. A series of wires were keeping his heart pumping. Tubes were dealing with feeding and other bodily functions.

It was an awful scene. And I will admit, that I considered pulling the plug. In his state, he wouldn’t last more than thirty seconds without those machines—and that plug was right there… Okay, it was a series of plugs, but still—I could pull them and then block the door for thirty seconds or so…

But then I would probably go to prison for murder, even though Ben would surely want to be put out of his misery.

I groaned. “Sorry, Ben,” I said, shaking my head.

Then, a nurse came in. She put a hand on my shoulder. “No one has been here to visit him in the past three weeks,” she said. “I’m sure he’s very happy that someone is here.”

“No one?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“Not even Kyla?”

She shook her head. That stung. I liked Ben. “We even called and asked for someone to come in to get Ben’s personal belongings, but nobody has come in. Perhaps you could grab his things and bring them back to the family? It was just the few things he had with him when he was taken in.”

“Sure,” I said, thinking little of it. I was just upset with Kyla—to think that she could be so cold to her dying father. I mean—maybe she was just exhausted, after him being comatose for months. Maybe visiting was hard. Maybe it was too emotional. Maybe I wasn’t in a place to judge.

The nurse took me to a back storage room. There was a box labelled with Ben’s name. It was a fairly small box. I took it and went back to the farmhouse. I thought about handing it straight to Kyla, but Kyla and Steve were both out. I thought about leaving it on the kitchen table… but a curiosity swept over me, and I decided to peek in the box.

I wasn’t expecting to find anything special. There was Ben’s watch, Ben’s shoes, Ben’s keys, Ben’s phone… and then a notebook.

I opened the notebook, to see what kind of notes Ben liked to keep. I was surprised to see that it was a little diary. The handwriting was difficult to read at first, but I soon got used to it.

He started it after his wife passed away. The first entry was a poem, written about Olga. It was sweet, and sad. There were a few more poems on the next few pages. Then came an entry about Steve. “I think he’s trying to kill me,” Ben wrote. “I woke up last night, and he was there, in my room, with some sort of canister. He was wearing a mask, and letting some gas out of that canister. I was too weak to stop him. When I woke up and asked him about it, he told me that it was a dream.”

After reading that entry, I decided to search the house. I did find a canister in Steve’s closet, but there was no label; I had no idea what kind of gas was inside, or if it could kill a man.

Then, there was another entry. “Nobody cares about this farm,” he wrote. “As soon as I’m dead, I know they’re going to sell it to some dairy monopoly. I guess I’m happy that the money will take care of them for the remainder of their lives… but when I bought this farm, it meant so much to me. I assumed it would mean so much to them too.”

The entries were sad, and I felt awful for Ben… until I came to a very freaky entry. “I probably shouldn’t write this, because someone might read this… but I can’t help it. I was re-watching my video tapes I took last year. The videos of the farmhands… I just think how beautiful they would be as girls.”

I froze. I felt sick.

The next entry was similar.

“I watched the tapes again. I have this weird fantasy, seeing Aaron with big, lactating breasts, squeezing milk into my mouth. My God, she would be so cute… so sexy. There’s a drug we give to the cows when we want to super-charge their milk production… I’ve heard of ladyboys in third-world countries taking it to… feminize themselves. I wonder if I could slip it to Aaron. I wonder if he would develop into a sexy, lactating vixen.”

My stomach churned. I felt weak.

“Today,” Ben wrote in his next entry. “I feel weak… I did something bad. Maybe I shouldn’t have done it. I filled eighteen water bottles with that bovine drug. I put those water bottles into Aaron’s camper. He will be here soon, to work for the summer. I put some bottles in one of the other campers as well… because Steve—if he ends up in charge—might move Aaron to the west camper. I feel so evil… but so excited to see what happens to Aaron’s tight, succulent body.”

I almost puked. Ben was a monster. He was a creepy old man with a crazed sexual fantasy… and I was the target of his creepy obsession. It wasn’t the milk that changed me—it was some drug for cows, put into the water bottles in my camper!

That sick, twisted fuck.

I opened my fridge. There was only one bottle left. I’d finished off the others. I’d consumed a massive amount of that drug. The changes were… permanent, though I would probably stop lactating, now that I knew better than to drink the water.

It turns out, I was better off with the milk. It was the water that was poisoned.

I went to Ulrich’s camper to tell him to stop drinking the water in the fridge. As I barged in, he was on his back, naked, squeezing his breasts, spraying milk all over himself, while his cock gushed cum onto his belly. He saw me and gasped, turning red all over.

“I don’t care about that,” I said, shaking my head. “You need to stop drinking the water in your fridge! It’s poisoned! It’s turning us into women!”

It took about twenty minutes to get Ulrich up to speed. He was devastated. He ran out of the camper and puked into the grass. He cried, and then I broke down as well, unable to hold back my own devastated tears. It was so violating, to think that some horny old man had turned us into lactating girls to satisfy some weird sexual fantasy.
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Then, once we’d settled, and we had some time to talk about how messed up the whole situation was, Ulrich blushed and said, “You said you still have a bottle, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Can I have it?”

“What!?”

“Well—I have eight left. And… I want to be a few sizes bigger—more like what you have. And it would be nice if my hips were a bit bigger too.”

“Ulrich!” I gasped.

“What? I… I kind of like being a girl. The clothes are so nice.”

“You only think that because someone’s been slipping you feminizing cow hormone drugs.”

“I—I know. But still… You have to see me in this little dress that I found. I seriously look so cute.”

To prove his point, he put on the dress. And I have to admit that he looked very cute in the dress. He blushed all over. He smiled. “And you need to see this adorable skirt. It makes my butt look seriously amazing.”
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I blushed.

“You should try this dress on,” he said, thrusting a little minidress into my hands. “It doesn’t fit me right, because my boobs are too small. But just try it on.”

I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to indulge in this anymore, knowing I had these feelings because of a deranged old man… but I did want to try on the dress, so I tried it on. I did look cute in it. I blushed and smiled, and Ulrich giggled.

And then a minute later, she was right in front of me, putting her lips against mine. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Kissing you,” she said softly.
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And we kissed. It felt so wrong… but I couldn’t help but let it happen. She cupped my breasts and squeezed me firmly, making milk gush out, wetting that dress. I sighed. She squeezed harder, still kissing me. More milk sprayed out.

Then I took her small perky tits and squeezed, making them leak. We pressed our wet, milky chests together. As we squeezed our bodies together, milk gushed out from all four nipples involved.

“We—We shouldn’t do this,” I moaned.

She still sunk down, putting her lips around my nipple. She began to suck. She swallowed some, she spat some out. It felt so, so satisfying. Milk poured down her chin. I grabbed my swollen breast and squeezed, making milk gush into her mouth. She giggled and swallowed. She tried to swallow more, but there was so much; it ended up squirting out of her nose. We both laughed. Then, she pushed my head down, so I could suck on her perky tits.
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Her milk was so sweet, so soft on my tongue. I licked my lips. I sucked more. Milk gushed down my chin.

Now, our erections were touching. Her throbbing tip was leaking a clear pre-cum, and that drop was trickling onto my tip. We both looked down at our cocks. She grabbed them both with one hand and began to stroke.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I whimpered.

She used her hand to squeeze milk out of me, and then she rubbed that milk all over our cocks. It made a surprisingly good lubricant. We both moaned.

I grabbed both of her breasts and squeezed, spraying my own chest with her milk—and that was apparently enough to make her cum. Thick globs of cum sprayed up and landed on our cocks, and she stroked that cum all over our shafts. It was warm and gooey, mixing with the milk. She kept stroking. I decided to take her, lifting her and putting her down on her bed, on her back. She spread her legs for me, exposing her tiny butthole. Using her cum as lube, I penetrated her. I pumped her.

She moaned. Milk sprayed from her perky nipples. I pumped her harder. Milk began to leak from my nipples.

Cum gushed from her penis, constantly—it wasn’t just one big orgasm, but dozens of small orgasms. Soon, her thighs and tummy were totally covered in cum.

I pulled out and ejaculated onto her pretty face. She opened her mouth to accept my cum on her tongue. She really did like being a girl. She enjoyed wearing girly clothes. She liked having perky titties. And more than anything, she liked being fucked like a girl. It wasn’t even ten minutes later that she was begging me to fuck her again—and then again.

It was a long, sweaty night. But soon, we got it out of our systems and got back to talking about the issue at hand. “We should sue,” she said. “This is a big deal. He violated us. He took our masculinity away from us. I mean… I’m not upset about it, but you are—so you could probably get, like, a few million dollars.”

“I just… I just don’t think it would be fair to Kyla… and Steve.”

“Steve?” Ulrich said, looking stunned.

“Steve is an asshole, but does he deserve to lose everything because his father was a pervert?” I said. “Once we leave here, the farm is probably going to fail—if Steve keeps running things the way he’s been running them. That will be on him—or maybe he’ll figure it out and fix things around here. But he really doesn’t deserve to lose everything because his father acted on evil, twisted fantasies.” I took a deep breath. “When Ben passes, I will offer to sell Steve my portion of the farm, for a fair price. Of course I’m going to tell him everything. I’ll tell him what his dad did. If anything will come of it… I don’t know. That’s for fate to decide.”

I turned and looked into the mirror, seeing myself all feminized. It was true: I would probably never have my masculinity back. Maybe I could get the boobs removed (the scars would always be there), but I couldn’t fix those hips. The changes that had happened in my face… I can’t say if those would ever revert.

And I had big decisions to make too. Looking at myself in the mirror… I did kind of like what I saw.
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Maybe Ulrich was onto something. Maybe this was a sort of blessing. Maybe we would be happier as girls. We certainly looked better as girls. Whenever I went out, I got so much attention—positive attention. I never got attention like that as a guy…

I had a lot to think about.

In the morning, I went to the hospital. I went to see Ben. I looked down at him, and then I said, “I know what you did to me. I know that you drugged me. And you drugged someone else too. You changed them, without their consent. And I want you to know something…” I felt ridiculous talking to a man in a coma, but I felt like I needed to confront him while he was alive, even if he couldn’t hear me. “I want you to know that you’re… evil. What you did was evil. And a part of me wishes that you were well, and young, so that you could spend a long lifetime in prison. Instead, you get to just… die, and face no consequences. Maybe your kids will have to pay for what you did—but hopefully not. You’re a nasty, evil old man, and that’s all I wanted to say.”
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As I finished speaking, he flatlined. Nurses ran in. They tried to save him, but he was gone. He passed away. Maybe he heard what I said. Maybe he couldn’t live, knowing that I found out his secret.

Ben was dead. I officially owned a sixth of his farm.


CHAPTER 10
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The next night, in the farmhouse, I showed Steve the notebook. I showed him the water bottle, which I’d gotten tested at a nearby lab, and it showed a huge dose of bovine lactation drug.

“The evidence is all documented,” I said.

He was biting his tongue behind clenched teeth. “So what? You’re going to sue us then?”

I shook my head. “I would have sued your dad, but you didn’t have anything to do with this,” I said.

He looked confused—a moment of relief followed by utter confusion. He shook his head. “You’re not going to sue us?”

“Did you know about it?”

“Of course I didn’t know about it!” he snapped. “That’s beyond fucked up. You may think that I’m a hard-ass, but I’m not into fucking with people’s bodies, Aaron.”

“I know,” I said. “But I wanted you to know what your dad did.”
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Kyla was crying. She wiped her eyes. I felt bad that I was ruining her memories of her father, but I couldn’t let that information slip through the cracks. “Get the business and the property assessed,” I said. “Divide the assessment by six, and then, if you want, you can buy my share from me for that price. Otherwise, you can just pay me my sixth of the profits, and I’ll keep working—but just know, if I’m working here, you’re not my boss.”

“I don’t know why my father put you in his will,” Steve groaned.

“Guilt,” I said. “Something tells me that it was guilt.”

Steve didn’t have the money to pay me for my share. The assessment valued the company and property at a combined 11-million, which took us all by surprise. Steve was so stunned that he immediately sold his share of the company to National Milk, the biggest milk supplier in the country. They paid him three million for his sixth of the company, and he moved to some tropical island somewhere.

They offered me three million for my piece, so I accepted the offer. I decided to give half to Ulrich, and he used the money to pay for the best operations and feminization therapy available. I used my cut to buy my own little dairy operation, just a couple kilometres down the road.
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Ulrich, who now went by the name Helga, came in as a partner—but really, I just let her join because I enjoyed the eye-candy. She would spend most of her time suntanning, or sitting up on the fence, watching the farmhands working topless in the hot sun.
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After a few months, Helga discovered that she had a knack for cooking, and started learning to cook delicious meals for the workers—breakfast, lunch, and dinner. The farmhands loved watching her cook, because she was always wearing low-cut tops in the kitchen. I must admit that I liked watching her cook too. More than anything, I liked that we shared a bedroom… and a bed.
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She wasn’t lactating anymore (and neither was I), but I still very much enjoyed sucking on her puffy nipples. She liked sucking on mine too. Sure, every now and then, a squirt of milk would leak out—the doctors said it would take a couple of years before that stopped entirely. I didn’t mind; I liked that sweet taste. And sometimes I think she would suck my breasts to try to make milk come out.
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I loved how obsessed she was with my breasts; that was one of the big reasons I decided to keep them. I even took prescription HRT pills to stabilize my femininity. We never did make our operation as huge as Ben had his running. We had a good thing going with sixty cows. We made enough milk to supply local grocers and corner shops with high-quality, hormone-free milk.

We were happy on our little milk farm.

THE END


WANT HOTTER PICTURES?


Want to see the NSFW photos from this story? Head on over to Patreon and check out the exclusive MILKY gallery of steamy images.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


FEMBOY ACADEMY
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So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

Join Femboy Academy on Patreon


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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