
        
            
                
            
        

    
No More Hesitation

A Hucow Transformation Story

Louis Baker


Contents

Title Page

Chapter 1: Growing

Chapter 2: Milking

Afterword

Books By This Author


Chapter 1: Growing

Katie had to admit, she wasn't sure what to expect. It had all seemed so impossible when she'd agreed; she never thought she'd actually be expected to go through with it. But here she was, in the waiting room, about to become a hucow.

“Are you as excited as I am?” Next to her, Janet was practically vibrating with excitement. The tanned skin girl was always excitable; it was one thing that made them such a good pair. With thick, voluminous, curly black hair, she always managed to stand out at her height too.

In contrast, Katie didn't stick out as much. She was slightly shorter, with paler skin, and short blonde hair. She tended to fade into the background, though she often insisted that this was because she was always surrounded with louder personalities. Besides, there wasn't anything wrong with being in the background most of the time. “I think so? I'm more worried, I think. This is all kind of... fast.”

Somehow, Katie had been caught in the whirlwind of Janet's ideas; it was something that happened more often than not. She'd get some idea in her head and then jump into it wholeheartedly, and drag everyone else along for the ride. This time, she'd somehow managed to decide to become a hucow, and then drag Katie along with her. Of course, it wasn't like this wasn't common; lots of people became hucows these days; even some of their friends had become hucows before. It just wasn't something Katie herself imagined doing before.

“Relax! It's going to be great. And it'll feel good.” Janet gently nudged her friend in the shoulder in an attempt to encourage her. “Besides, we could both use a few more curves.”

Right. There were always changes to people after the process. Everyone who went through with it always ended up curvier in more ways than one. Neither Katie or Janet were particularly heavyset or curvy; suddenly growing more so would certainly be an adjustment. “I just hope they go to the right places...” Katie looked down at her stomach. It wasn't big, but it also wasn't as flat as she might like. “You think I'm going to be left with a gut or something?”

“Given how busty most of our friends ended up, I'm guessing even if you do, no one is going to care.”

“Still...”

“Katie, relax. It's going to be fine.”

Suddenly, the door opened. “Katie and Janet?”

“That's us!” Janet practically leapt to her feet, eagerness etched all over her face.

“Wonderful. Just follow me.”

Katie found herself hesitating for just a moment, but a look from Janet got her moving. There wasn't any turning back now. She wanted to ask the guide so many questions, but honestly, she didn't know what she could ask that would give her a reason to stop now.

“Alright then, Janet, you'll be in this room, and Katie, you'll be across the hall.”

“We won't be in the same room?” Katie asked, confusion obvious on her face. She was hoping that they'd be together, if only for moral support.

'Unfortunately we can't do that, because the rooms aren't big enough to contain two people.”

“Aren't big enough?” Janet asked, clearly baffled by the thought. “How big are we going to get exactly?”

“Oh, are you first timers?”

“Yeah, we are,” Katie responded, a bit too quickly.

“Then you're in for a treat. I won't spoil anything for you; it's best you experience it for yourself.”

“Sounds good to me!” Whatever worry Janet felt had clearly disappeared, and she was in the room before Katie could say anything.

Now, Katie was alone, and being led along by the aide. “Should I be worried about anything?” she finally asked, as she got to the room.

“Not at all! Really, it's better than you're probably imagining if you're worried.”

Katie nodded, swallowing thickly. “Is it really? I mean... is it actually good?”

“Honey, I've done it several times. You're going to love it.”

Nodding in acceptance, Katie turned and walked into the room, door closing behind her. Inside was not what she was expecting; it looked like there was meant to be some kind of meeting going on, or a luncheon of some kind, given the buffet that was set out. It was massive, with all manner of foods, though it seemed there were mostly pastries and sweets. Why this was the case, Katie could only speculate.

On the other side of the strangely open room was a table with a small pill on a place, and a piece of paper next to it. Upon inspection, it was clear that these were instructions, which admittedly did not give her much instruction at all. All it said was that she should take the pill and enjoy it and the food provided. Why someone would need this much food, Katie didn't know. It wasn't like anyone could eat all this.

Putting that out of her head for the moment, her attention refocused itself on the pill. Picking it up, Katie hesitated for a moment. After all, once she took it, there wasn't any going back. She'd have committed, and committing like that was still something she hesitated over. Though at the same time, she was already here. She was already in the room, and Janet was probably already a hucow, and she couldn't exactly walk out without being one too.

Knowing she needed to move forward, she steeled herself, and swallowed the pill.

After a moment of anticipation, Katie relaxed, like all her tension had been cut. Whatever she had been expecting, it didn't seem to be happening. Instead, she felt the same. Looking herself over, she looked the same too. Was it slow to act? Was it a dud? She really didn't know.

Suddenly, Katie pressed her hand to her stomach. Out of nowhere, it began gurgling and bubbling, like a soda that had been shook up. She almost felt bloated, something she was very much not used to. However, that feeling of discomfort soon passed, only to be replaced with something even more powerful: hunger.

Never in her life had Katie ever felt this hungry, this ravenous. It was like her body suddenly decided it was starving and needed food as desperately as a fish needed water. Cravings hit her mind harder and faster than her conscious thoughts could react, inducing an almost animal like need for food she was definitely unused to.

And then her mind recalled the food that had been placed in the room with her. Any worries or concerned or cares she might have had disappeared almost instantly. There was no time to think right now, no space in her mind for hesitation. Ravenous to the point of near madness, she threw herself at the food that was available.

Any kind of decorum or hesitation or manners were entirely absent from Katie's mind, as she simply  began grabbing anything edible within reach and shoving it into her waiting mouth. Pastries, cookies, sweets of all kinds were devoured without a second thought about the calories such foods contained. There was even a cake, but in her hunger she simply began grabbing pieces of it with her hands like some kind of animal.

Normally, she would have been mortified at how messy she was being, but in her current state there was no such thought in her mind. Instead, she simply continued to eat, every bite spurring her forward, every attempt to sate her hunger only leaving her with more of it. Food was grabbed and devoured, without a thought of what it was or how much she was consuming. There was only the hunger, and it demanded to be sated by any means necessary.

Unbeknownst to Katie, this was already having an effect upon her body. Little by little, bite by bite, her belly was filling and growing. Slowly it swelled, pushing itself against her t-shirt, pressing downward against the waistband of her jeans. But still she ate, entirely unaware of her growing gut. As the moments passed, her mind began to grasp that there was some strange tightness around her belly, but these thoughts never penetrated the haze that had fallen over it. The hunger was too great, the pleasure from eating too strong.

And it was pleasurable. It was practically euphoric, almost erotic, filling her with sensations that she'd never imagined possible, or even be able to consciously describe. Her entire body felt amazing, and endorphins were flooding her brain like never before. Even if she had been aware of what was happening to her belly, she'd have been hard pressed to convince herself to stop. Every bite sent a new spark of bliss through her mind and body, urging her forward, demanding that she keep eating and eating until there was nothing left.

At this point, almost half the food had been consumed, and it had all found its way to her belly. A belly that was growing large and firm, stuffed to the brim with every manner of delight, as it all became tightly packed together. Inside her belly was a slowly growing, highly dense blob of calories, and still Katie's mind did not do anything to recognize what was happening.

That was until it began to grow large and heavy enough that her belt began to dig into her; her jeans were not prepared to try and contain such a large gut, and the pressure and tightness were growing increasingly uncomfortable. Still, the haze that had settled over her mind would not allow her to realize just how large she was becoming, only that there was a discomfort that needed to be solved.

With one hand she tried to undo her belt, using her other hand to keep eating, lest the flow of delicious bliss be interrupted. Unfortunately, her increasingly heavy middle was placing too much pressure on the belt, making her one handed attempt impossible. Faced with this dilemma, she tried to ignore it for a few more moments, before a pinching feeling made that all but impossible.

Grunting in frustration, Katie pulled herself away from her feasting to finally undo her belt. It was more difficult than she wanted it to be, made worse by her large gut being in the way. And yet, the size of her belly being the issue didn't seem to register in her brain. The only thing that mattered was releasing the pressure, so that she could feast without restraint.

After a few tense moments, she finally managed to get her belt unbuckled. Immediately, her gut pressed downwards, seemingly thankful for the removal of any resistance. With an audible pop, the first button on her jeans burst, followed by the second, and then the third. Her belly sagged and jiggled like it had a rock inside of it, causing the zipper to snap almost immediately after.

None of this registered in Katie's mind. Instead, even as her belly was breaking through her pants, she was already turning back to the food she so craved. It didn't matter that her belly was entirely uncovered, that it was now stretching further and further with every bite, growing firmer and fuller with every swallow. All that mattered was that she was able to keep eating, to keep feeling this good.

Katie began to look more than pregnant. More than due. Her belly even began to get in the way of her eating, pressing against the table and making her have to approach it sideways so that she could reach more easily. Her hands and face were a mess, as was her shirt; so much frosting and crème had fallen onto her shirt. Normally, she'd have been mortified, but there was neither time or desire to think about such things at that moment.

And yet, at the same time, her eating slowed. Fullness began to creep into her mind, a strange sort of contented bliss flooding her senses, replacing the hunger that had been driving her. Belching loudly, Katie stumbled back as though in a daze, wobbling on her feet as her body went through another change.

Her stomach gurgled loudly, as the dazed feeling got worse. Whereas before she had been unaware of the fog, now she was very much aware and it was hard to focus on the good feelings when she was struggling to put thoughts together. Was something wrong? Was she in danger? She wasn't entirely clear on any of it.

Suddenly, Katie arched her back, letting out a long, deep moan that sounded suspiciously like a moo. Pleasure hit her brain again, as she found her body growing more sensitive by the second. Every small movement made her clothes brush against her skin, sending arousal through every nerve. It was something that was getting easier to feel as the changes to her body began to occur.

Physically, Katie had never been overly curvy, but this was rapidly changing. The first thing her body seemed to do was rectify her lack of overt curves. Katie's breasts swelled, stretching her bra and shirt further and further, turning her t-shirt into a makeshift bra as they grew. In truth, with the size of her belly, this had already been true, but her growing chest made it impossible for it to be anything but.

As her chest swelled, Katie grew more frustrated with the tightness, and unlike earlier with her belt she was not coherent or patient enough to handle it normally. Instead, she simply began to pull at her shirt, tearing it off as her breasts quickly took advantage of their growing freedom. With a loud snap, her chest broke free of her bra, allowing Katie to focus on stimulating herself by massing her chest.

Her breasts were so sensitive now, and felt so full! They were growing heavier, resting atop a gut that seemed similar in size now. Whatever horror she might have felt before was absent now, lost as she was to the bliss. Soon, her chest had more than doubled in size, and each breast was rapidly growing larger than her head. At the same time, her nipples were growing larger, becoming as large as her fists after a few moments. Milk dribbled from them, but it wasn't enough to relieve the pressure Katie was beginning to feel.

At the same time, it wasn't just her breasts that were growing larger. Katie's rear had never been particularly large, but it was rapidly growing into a fine ass as the moments ticked by. Calories in her stomach were rapidly broken down, moving to her rear, causing it to grow wider and larger by the moment. Stitching began to split as her body outgrew its denim prison; it was never designed to contain someone as large as Katie was at this point.

The sound of tearing fabric and bursting seams began to fill the air as more and more flesh revealed itself. And yet Katie paid none of it any attention; all her mind registered was that her pants were growing uncomfortable and that the problem was rapidly fixing itself.

Seconds later larger seams began to burst down her thigh and across her rear; whatever resistance it had offered before was quickly disappearing. All the better in Katie's mind, because she wanted to focus on how good it felt to transform.

Her body however, did not stop growing. Instead, the loss of its prisons simply allowed it to grow further and further, causing Katie's proportions to grow increasingly comical. She was more than hourglass shaped, with her rear and breasts growing so large. She was now resting atop them, for they had grown too heavy to lift, too full to easily manage. More and more Katie was being lifted up by them, as each breast began to look more like some kind of beanbag chair rather than a human appendage.

And all the while, pleasure flooded her senses. Truly, she had been wrong to doubt any of this, to hesitate before enjoying herself. If this is what it was like to be a hucow, she never wanted it to stop. She never wanted to stop growing. Katie didn't care if she was the size of a building, she never wanted it to end. 

That said, she was growing very large. And was rapidly getting so big there was no way she was going in through the door she had come in. She hadn't looked to see if there was another way out, and as she was, she was a bit too distracted to really think about that right now. So distracted in fact, that she didn't notice workers coming into the room...


Chapter 2: Milking

Janet felt amazing.

She couldn't recall a time when she had ever felt better than this. Sure, she had gotten so fat and large that she'd burst out of her clothes, but she felt amazing. There was just one thing that was causing her problems.

Her breasts were too full!

They were so large now, so heavy, so full that Janet could feel pressure inside of them. She wasn't worried that her breasts would explode, or at least she didn't think she was. But they were so large! And heavy! She was so full of milk, and she was still growing!

They were pushing her somewhere, moving her body somewhere, and she didn't know where. Her mind was in a haze, and it was difficult for her to think clearly. The only thing her mind kept coming back to was that she was too full. There was too much milk. So much milk...

Then it hit her. That's what she needed. She needed to be milked! She tried to reach herself over her breasts, tried to reach her nipples as best she could, but they were too far away. Whining in defeat, she tried harder to grasp at them, but it was no use. All she could do was moo helplessly. She could hear the people around her talking, but her mind didn't register what they were saying. Instead, all she could focus on was the fact that she needed to be milked, and that it wasn't happening.

Soon, the moving stopped. Janet's fat body was moved into somewhere, a stall of some kind. Above her were tubes, but she couldn't tell what they were for. She mooed in annoyance, but the humans ignored her. They simply continued with their work, attaching the tubes to her engorged nipples and to her mouth.

This wasn't what she wanted or needed at all! She needed milking! Not whatever this was! She tried to moo in annoyance again, but she was cut off as a wholly new sensation hit her brain. Instead of a moo of annoyance, what she let out was an unmistakable cry of arousal.

Janet's nipples were squeezed by the milkers, her milk being sucked up the tubes and off somewhere she couldn't see. Nor did she care. Indeed, the only thing she cared about was the pleasure; she was certain she came, but she was quickly being lost in a haze of ecstasy again. Her mind, already barely together, fell apart further, as more and more milk flowed from her full breasts. Breasts that never seemed to get any smaller. If anything, they seemed to fill more, and take the opportunity to immediately refill in between each suction motion.

It was bliss. Time distorted for her; she was entirely lost to how long she was actually there, and the milk kept flowing. Nothing seemed to indicate that it might stop, nor did anything seem to make the pleasure cease. There was always more, and Janet was happy for it. However, something did eventually change. Down the tube connected to her mouth came some sort of thick milkshake like substance. The first inclination Janet had was to avoid eating it, but as soon as it touched her tongue she lost all desire to resist. It tasted delicious!

Unbeknownst to her, the solution she was being fed was designed to do two things: keep her heavy and keep the milk flowing. In reality, these were actually the same thing in many respects; her body couldn't produce the milk required unless she was fat enough to do so, since the caloric requirements were astronomical.

Not that Janet seemed to mind. In fact, if milking continued to feel this good, she wouldn't mind becoming a hucow forever. It was just too wonderful, too perfect, too pleasurable. Why would anyone want to go back to their old lives after this? She should have done this sooner. But thoughts like that were for later. For now, more milking.

At some point, she wasn't sure when, Janet became aware that they'd moved Katie nearby; from the sounds of it she was more than happy with the arrangement too. That was great; the girl really needed to relax sometimes. Janet loved her friend, but she could be way too high strung sometimes, and she worried too much. She'd almost thought that Katie would back out at the last minute; it was good that she didn't.

What bugged Janet more was that it looked like Katie was larger than she was. She really hoped when this was all over that wasn't the case. As if on cue, more of the delicious shake came down the tube; maybe they somehow knew how big she wanted to be?

More thoughts for later. For now, it was better to just enjoy her milking, enjoy the pleasure and bliss that came with every pump and suction. She wondered how many hours it had been, how many days. Maybe she could find a way to live like this forever...

However, after a while it did begin to end. Her body began to shrink back down, little by little, until she was mostly back to her previous size. Mostly. In reality, she was much larger than she had been, but nowhere near as large as she had been before her milking. Probably for the best though, given her inability to walk or do anything at that size. Even now, she'd probably need a new wardrobe.

After all, she had far more of an hourglass than she'd ever imagined possible. She'd have to get all new clothes, to fit both her bust and her butt in. Honestly, she was more worried about her rear. Somehow, she'd ended up bottom heavy.

Looking over to her right, Katie had ended up the exact opposite. She was entirely top heavy. In a way, they complimented each other.

“Guess you didn't have anything to worry about after all! No one is going to think you're chubby with that rack,” Janet teased.

“Guess you're right.” Katie gave it a heft. “What about you? You got plenty back there now.”

“Damn right I do!”

“At least you're happy. I'm going to need to go shopping.”

“Like you're the only one,” Janet snickered. “We're both going to need to. The question is though, when are we coming back?”

“Come back? We just finished!”

“Yeah but, it was fun! And it felt good!”

“Okay, yeah, you're right about that,” Katie agreed. “Maybe next weekend.”

“Told you that you'd like it!”

“Guess you did. That said... Think they'll lend us clothes?”


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com


Books By This Author

The Milky Temptation: A Hucow Transformation Story

Yuna, the lazy nerd, has been dragged into the hucow facility by her punk rock friend Fen. Fen's eager to see the 'real' hucows, the ones that are too big to fit through the doors, and possibly become one herself. Despite Yuna's attempt to dissuade her, Fen drags them both along on the transformative journey of becoming full fledged hucows!

Fatter Hucows Produce Better Milk: A Hucow Transformation Story

Jasmine has somehow managed to convince her friend Sharon that the two should become hucows; it's easy! It's fun! And it probably feels great! Despite her hesitation, Sharon goes along with it, unaware that soon enough the two skinny girls are going to be larger than either ever imagined. After all, bigger hucows produce better milk!

The Center For Massive Hucows: A Hucow Transformation Story

Ladonna and Sandra have broken into the nearest hucow center in search of their missing friend, Melody. Melody had always wanted to be a hucow, but they haven't seen her in weeks! Little do they know that this hucow facility is special: it's where they make and keep the most massive hucows they have! The two women have no idea that pretty soon they're going to be joining their friend as one of the massive hucows stored at the facility...



cover1.jpeg







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   






