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THE DAIRY

When Dillon gets a job working at Gaia Farms dairy he is thrilled at the prospect of discovering just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

But is Dillon ready to learn the secret behind their milk, and, more importantly, is he willing to do every required of him to help with production?

Dillon and Ben are fresh out of college, and they’re keen to land summer jobs at the cutting-edge Gaia Farms—not only do they pay well, but the company is on the verge of revolutionising agriculture and animal husbandry. Neither of them can contain their excitement as they step into a future brimming with promises of innovation and sustainability.

Only when they arrive the summer jobs are all gone. But they’re in luck…

There are two jobs available, but the work will bit harder and more involved. One vacancy is for a farm labourer, while the other is for a worker in the dairy, Gaia Farms' most secretive and revolutionary department.

Ben, as the stronger. more athletic of the two, takes the position of labourer, while Dillon, much to his delight, gets the job in the dairy—as a fan of Gaia Farms' work he is fascinated by the mystery of the dairy, and maybe this will be his chance to learn just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

Only, the dairy is unlike any they have seen before, equipped with advanced technologies and state-of-the-art facilities. Immediately Dillon notices something strange—the dairy is staffed only by women, incredibly beautiful and voluptuous women. As days pass, Dillon’s intrigue only grows.

And that’s not all that begins to grow. All too soon Dillon notices changes. His body is transforming, growing.

Dillon becomes softer, prettier, more voluptuous, and then, finally, he’s ready… ready to discover the secret of THE DAIRY.


One

The bus dropped us off in town and we had to walk the rest of the way, but the weather was fair and pleasant and it wasn’t too far according to the map I had. I picked my backpack up and hefted it over my shoulder, grumbling under the weight of it. I waited while Ben picked up his larger pack and slipped the straps over his shoulders, remarking at how easily he carried the massive bag.

We certainly were an odd couple. Where Ben was tall and broad and toned, strong enough to carry everything he’d packed as well as some of my things—an offer he’d made when we’d set off, noticing how I struggled to keep up with him loaded down with my bag as I was—I was not those things.

The pair of us had met in school when we were much younger, both of us alike, two boys who liked the same games and the same movies and the same comics, and we’d quickly become best friends. Yet, even then we’d had our differences.

I was the smart one, the one who liked books, loved to study and understand things and knew facts about almost anything, while Ben was the sporty one, good at football and running and climbing.

As we’d grown older, hitting our teens, the differences had become more apparent. Ben had grown tall, had gained muscle, had just got better at being the sporty one, the strong one. He’d become handsome and rugged, and I admired him for that strength, was proud to call him my best friend.

Yet, where Ben had blossomed, I was less blessed, at least physically. I was short, and thin, with not much muscle to speak of, and my face was still soft. I had thought, in the beginning, that I was just a late bloomer, but that had proved, in the end, not to be the case.

We’d stayed friends through school, college, had stayed best friends, even living together for many years. But where Ben had continued to grow taller and broader and more handsome, I had stayed almost the same.

While we’d both become men, we had, in the end, become very different men.

Ben was tall, dark, handsome, with his cropped beard, his short mess of chestnut hair, and his deep brown eyes, the muscles of his arms, shoulders, and chest bulging under his shirt as he carried his bag containing everything he’d brought and many of my heavier things. While I was short, slim, my mousey blonde hair grown down to just below my ears, with blue eyes that I’d always thought were just a little too big for my face—or maybe my face was just a little too small for my eyes—so that I always looked slightly surprised, a little too cute.

An odd couple. But then, I always thought that was part of our charm, and it certainly worked in Ben’s favour, and even sometimes in mine.

While at college we’d gone to plenty of parties and bars together, and the juxtaposition of us next to each other didn’t ever fail to catch people’s attention.

If women were into tall, dark, handsome—and most of them, annoyingly for me, were—then next to me Ben looked like the tallest, darkest, most handsome man in the room. But for those women who were into men who were cuter, less masculine—and there were always, thankfully, a few of them—then next to Ben I looked even more appealing.

It was a system that had worked well for us. Perhaps better for Ben than for me, but I never begrudged him that.

Over all the years I’d known him he’d always made it clear that our friendship came first, and it always had. He might look like a typical alpha male, but he was the kindest, sweetest, most thoughtful human I knew.

Which was why I couldn’t help but smile when he looked at me, the sun behind him dazzling me. I was content, and excited for our summer together.

“You ready there Dillon?” He asked.

I nodded.

“How far did you say this place was?”

I looked down and checked the map and the leaflets I had. While Ben was clearly the brawn out of the two of us, I was definitely the brain, and I liked that, knowing that I was useful, that I contributed.

“Gaia Farms is just out of town. Should be only a couple of hours walk.” I said.

Ben smiled, shifted his pack to make it more stable.

“Best get to walking then.” He said.

And together, we set off.
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It was a little more than two hours walk, but not much. We’d stopped on the outskirts of town to grab a coffee and a slice of pie—cherry for me, my favourite, while Ben had got the peach cobbler—so in the end it had taken us just over three hours from leaving the bus station until we saw it.

There, ahead of us in the middle of a vast expanse of open land, was Gaia Farms. Just seeing it thrilled me, and I could feel Ben’s excitement too, turned to look at him and was glad to see him wearing a big cheesy grin.

We were both equally excited about this summer. We’d both been looking forward to it ever since we’d decided to make the trip, and we decided to make the trip just a few days after hearing about the farm complex.

Gaia Farms was a relatively new project, set up by a collective of scientists, farmers, environmentalists, and other specialists, all of them interested in building a brighter future. They employed the very cutting edge of science and engineering and technology to build an ethical, sustainable food business.

They were off-grid, entirely powered by wind and sun, and utterly carbon neutral—even running carbon negative for much of the year. What they promised was the solarcore future so many people like me dreamed about, a solution to the dilemma of how to feed a growing population while fixing the issues that the world was plagued by.

Yet, they remained a bit of a mystery really. No one knew much about them except what their marketing said. But they were making waves, and growing fast.

They sold a vast range of products, all of them apparently ethically produced, and without the use of non-consenting farm animals, which was amazing given their best-selling range of products were all milk based.

In the beginning, people had doubted their claims. Their dairy products—milks, creams, cheeses, ice creams—were all absolutely delicious, and people couldn’t believe they’d not come from an animal source. But they’d had several independent organisations come in to inspect their farm and they had all certified that the claims were true.

Though they had all signed non-disclosure agreements, so couldn’t say how exactly Gaia Farms produced their products, they could all confidently state that no non-consenting farm animals were used. For all intents and purposes, the milks, cheeses, creams, and ice creams produced by Gaia Farms were vegan, which blew a lot of people's minds.

I loved the idea though. I was passionate about the environment, and cared deeply about science and technology and how it might be used to make the world a better place.

So, when I read about Gaia Farms taking on summer workers, I couldn't contain my enthusiasm. Ben and I were graduating, we were both single—which was a fairly rare occurrence for Ben, but not that rare an occurrence for me—with nothing chaining us down, so why not have an adventure?

The pay they were offering was amazing. We could work three months of the summer, for a company we were both fascinated by, and then use the money we earned to spend the rest of the year travelling.

It had been an easy sell to Ben. Not only could he see how keen I was, but the idea of being able to work for three months and then spend the next nine travelling before settling down to a mundane job and life appealed to his wild side. So, after graduation, we’d both packed up and made the trip by bus.

And so, as we stood on the crest of the small hill looking down at the vast complex of buildings and fields and wind turbines and solar panels, the swathes of green, the complex arrangements of pipes and roads and machinery, neither of us could hide our joy and our excitement from the other. Ben turned to me and looked down at me as I looked up at him.

“Ready?” He said.

“As I’ve ever been.” I replied.

Together we set off to find the reception building where sign-up for summer workers was being held.
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“Hi, two for the summer workers programme.” I said as I stepped up to the front desk.

The woman behind the desk, a pretty brunette with glasses, in a simple grey linen dress, looked up from her computer and smiled at me. I was struck by how vibrant her smile was.

“Two… I see…”

She looked over my shoulder to Ben who stood just behind me. There was a catch in her voice. Her smile fell and she frowned.

“You were here for the summer work you say?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, packed up everything we had, quit out of our leases, and made our way out here to work and see just what all the fuss is about. Our plan is to work the summer, save money, then travel for a while.”

I could feel the vibrant buzz of excitement. I was eager to settle in and get started.

“Ah, well… there’s a small issue with that. All our summer vacancies were filled a couple of days ago.” She said.

My heart sank. I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came.

The plan. Our plan. It was all…

Ben stepped up to the desk, stood next to me, and began to speak, chatting to the woman, charming her. If anyone could persuade her to help us it would be him.

As it was I could feel my disappointment crashing down on me. We’d given up the lease on our apartment, had sold all the things we figured we wouldn’t need, and had set off intending not to return for at least a year, and now...

Now we’d need to pack up and go home before our adventure had even begun. Yet, we had nothing to return to. In my excitement to do something wild and carefree, I’d got both of us into a proper mess.

How was I supposed to fix this? How was…

“Dillon?”

Ben waved his hand in front of my face, snapping me from my reverie, my morose spiral of angst. He and the woman behind the desk were both staring at me, curious smiles.

“You okay?” He asked.

“Yeah, just… just a bit of a spiral over what we’re supposed to do now. I guess we just find somewhere to stay tonight and then head home tomorrow?”

Ben shook his head.

“No need.” He said. “You went into panic mode before the nice woman could finish. Unsurprisingly.”

Ben chuckled. I blushed. It was just like me to spiral and panic if things didn’t go to plan. I was always the more highly strung and sensitive one of the pair of us.

“I… sorry.” I said.

“No worries. But, as I was saying, there’s a solution. All the summer jobs working in the fields have gone, but there are a few vacancies they’ve been struggling to fill if we’re willing. The pay is better, but they’re a little more demanding apparently.” Ben said.

“We have one vacancy for a labourer, and we have one vacancy in our dairy, if either of those appeal?” The woman asked.

I paused. We had been planning on working in the farm's summer program, working in the fields, outdoors, together, in the fresh air and sun. But this was better than nothing.

True, we’d be apart, working in different places rather than spending the summer together as we'd hoped, but the pay would be better and we’d be able to spend the rest of our trip together. Maybe we could even extend our trip with the extra money we earned, or save some to help us set up somewhere when we got home at the end of it all.

“The labourer role is hard, physical work, and is a rolling two-week contract. The dairy is a lighter workload, but has a minimum contract of three months, and will require a few contracts to be signed before you can start to guard our company's proprietary processes and technologies.” The woman said. “Both however come with room and board, though you’d be housed separately in your respective complexes with minimal chances for socialising due to the sensitive nature of the work you’d both be doing.”

We’d be apart for the three months. We'd be housed apart. I’d not spent so long apart from my best friend since… well, since forever.

Yet, we’d travelled all this way, had so much invested in this working out. And… the thought of getting to see inside Gaia Farms top secret dairy, of maybe seeing what it was they did to make their amazing products, thrilled me.

“What do you think?” I asked Ben.

He could see my smile. He knew how fascinated I was with the processes and technologies and sciences Gaia Farms were employing. He, as much as I, was invested in this summer's work, and our trip afterwards.

I waited, and then, finally, Ben nodded.

“I’m going to guess you don’t fancy the labourer job?” Ben asked, chuckling.

I shrugged, trying and failing to seem nonplussed. I didn’t want to pressure him into taking the more physically demanding job, but I knew just as well as he did that he was more suited to it. Plus… he knew how fascinated I was with the mystery of how they made their dairy products.

“I mean… if you let me take the one in the dairy, I’d definitely owe you.” I said.

Ben nodded, grinning.

“You take it then. I’m happy with hard work, it’ll help me stay in shape.” Ben said.

And with that, we both turned to face the woman behind the desk.

“Where do we sign?” I asked.

She beamed at us.

“Wonderful. I’ll go fetch the papers for you both. And may I be the first to say, welcome to the family.”


Two

It took us a few hours to sign the various forms and papers, or at least it took me several hours. Ben was done much quicker and was soon led off to get settled into his new job for the summer—we had a brief moment to say goodbyes, agreeing to stay in touch as best we could once we were settled in, but not long, and I was then left alone to continue filling out my forms and contracts.

I’d never signed so many pages, and though I did my best to read all of it, much of what I signed was fairly incomprehensible legal jargon about secrecy and permissions. If it had been any other company I’d have felt almost paranoid signing over so much without fully understanding it, but it wasn’t just any company.

I’d read almost everything there was about Gaia Farms. I knew their reputation as a fair and ethical employer from interviews with past workers, and though none of them had shared details about exactly what it was they did, they all said they had loved the work, had been grateful for the opportunities they’d been given, and that they were excited for the company to grow and expand.

So, I signed and I signed and I signed until, with a very sore wrist, I was done. I handed the last form over and settled down to wait for someone to come and collect me and lead me off to my new job for the summer.

I didn’t have to wait long. After not quite ten minutes of sitting impatiently, the door opened and a young woman stepped in and I felt my heart skip a beat.

She was about my age, perhaps a year or two older, and she was stunningly beautiful, with long red hair and pale, creamy skin, cheeks flecked with freckles, with big bright green eyes. Yet it was her body that caught my attention.

To say she was curvy was an understatement.

She was dressed in a simple white dress, short, coming to mid-thigh, sleeveless and low cut, skin light. It looked almost medical, pristine, and she wore white heels, with sheer white tights on her legs. Her outfit served only to accentuate her figure.

Her legs were long, thick, and she had wide hips with a phenomenally round butt. Her waist was trim, hourglass, but with a little softness there, the tightness of it served only to make her hips look wider and her ass rounder.

It was her chest though that really grabbed my attention. Her breasts were massive, each was easily bigger than her head, straining at the fabric of her dress—fabric that must have been reinforced somehow to contain the mass of them—her vast cleavage clearly on display, the smooth, flawless, creamy flesh of them inviting me to stare. Yet, they were pert too, full, plump, as though swollen or inflated so they seemed impossibly perky despite their size.

She was like something out of a teenager's fantasy, only… better. I felt my mouth go dry and my palms began to sweat just looking at her.

“Hi, Dillon right? I’m Mary, chief of staff at the dairy. Would you like to come with me?” She said.

I just nodded. Her smile was warm and friendly. I had never expected to be working with such an attractive woman, and I felt almost bad that I’d be working alongside her while Ben was stuck with hard physical labour. Almost… but not quite.
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Mary led the way away from reception and went over the details of my new job with me as we walked. It all sounded simple enough.

Due to the nature of the work, the training required to get me working at full capacity, and the secrecy involved, Gaia Farms set a minimum of three months into any contract, but I was free to stay longer. I could also leave early, if I wished, but I’d need to pay the company back for lost costs, which given the way Mary spoke I assumed were a lot.

“We try to operate a low-stress work environment here, as it's better for everyone, and we’re all more productive when we’re relaxed.” She said. “But you’ll need to fulfil certain basic duties and meet certain quotas. Anything above that though and you’ll be additionally compensated.”

It sounded simple enough. I felt a thrill of excitement—of all Gaia Farms operations, their dairy was their most famous, their most successful, and their most secretive.

And I was going to find out how it all operated. I was going to be part of it.

As we entered the dairy complex, stepping in through large, securely locked doors that were operated via an identity scanner that assessed Mary’s eyes and palm, I felt the air shift. There was a crisp, cool, sweet breeze flowing out of the building.

We paused in an antechamber that operated like an airlock of sorts, and only when the entrance had shut were we allowed into the building proper. The first thing I noticed were the other members of staff.

I paled. As Mary walked off I froze for a moment, not quite able to believe what I was seeing.

The building was full of women. Only women. And… of them were as breathtakingly beautiful and full-figured as Mary.

They were all different in appearance, different skin tones, heights, hair colours and facial features, a vast array of beautiful women, but they were all dressed alike, in matching white dresses—all of them short, low cut, and tight—and they were all stunning. All of them had wide hips, soft thighs clad in sheer white stockings, peachy bubble butts, and enormous breasts that jiggled as they strutted about in their white heels, their low-cut dresses flashing their immense cleavages.

“Come on Dillon. No time to waste.” Mary said, looking back over her shoulder.

From the twinkle in her eye, I knew she’d caught me staring, and I blushed. She didn’t say anything though, just led me along corridors, past unlabelled doors behind which I could hear movement, machinery, and voices, and to a large, well-equipped medical facility.

“We need to check you over before we can begin. Everything should be fine, but we need to make sure you’re healthy before we accept you as a full employee.” Mary said.

I nodded at that. It made sense to me. If I was supposed to be working in such an important part of the business, and my training was so demanding that I needed to sign a minimal contract, then they would want to know I was healthy enough to work hard and see the contract through to the end.

I sat on a bed, one of many in the medical facility, though all the others were empty, and waited until another woman turned up. She looked a lot like Mary and the other women I’d seen, though was dressed in a lab coat over her dress—the front of it hung open since there was no way she’d be able to fasten it, exposing her body, her cleavage.

I tried not to stare as she introduced herself.

“I’m Doctor Lino. I’ll be overseeing you during your stay with us.” She said. “Any issues or problems or worries, don’t hesitate to contact me. Your health and well-being are important to us. We’re a people-first company, and we believe in treating each other, and the planet, with kindness.”

I nodded, and her words warmed me. It was that sentiment that made me want to travel all the way out here to work for Gaia Farms in the first place.
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In the end, the examination was simple enough. Blood tests, a check-up, an examination, and a chat about any health issues and my family's medical history.

“Wonderful. That’s everything.” Doctor Lino said. “Everything seems to be in perfect working order, and I’d say you were an excellent recruit. We’re lucky you walked in off the street like you did.”

I blushed, feeling oddly flattered. It felt strange, to be surrounded by so many beautiful, sensual women, but I wasn’t about to complain about the doctor telling me I was an excellent recruit.

“Now just the matter of your day one booster.” She said.

And with that, she picked up a large syringe off the table next to her. I baulked at the sight of it. Doctor Lino and Mary both noticed my reaction.

Mary stepped in close, put a hand on my shoulder. I felt a lump in my throat at how close she was.

Her body was soft, her curves pressing against me, warm, delicate, and the scent of her rich, musky, almost sweet, and it was very, very intoxicating, making my head spin. I struggled to keep still, shifted half with nerves and half with excitement and arousal at how close the stunningly beautiful woman was to me.

“Don’t worry. It’s just one quick injection. We all have them when we start. It’s just a big boost of vitamins and a few proprietary compounds to make sure you settle in as quickly as possible and to make sure you stay healthy as you ease into your new role. It was all detailed in the contracts.” Mary said.

She rubbed my shoulder gently, soothing. As close as she was, as soft and warm as she was, I could feel myself getting distracted, relaxing.

“As Mary said, it’s just a day one booster. You’ll get one of these, though smaller, once every week too, along with daily supplements with your meals. It’s all just to help you fulfil your new role. We all do it, even me. Everyone working in the dairy has the same core duties after all. It’s really nothing to worry about.” Doctor Lino said.

I blushed, realised how silly and cowardly I must look in front of two hot women. Ben would never have panicked like that.

I nodded and girded myself, offering my left upper arm to the doctor. In the end, it really was rather painless and a bit of an anti-climax. The only thing I felt was a small chill and a shiver as Doctor Lino gave me the injection.

“All done?” Mary asked.

Doctor Lino stuck a small dressing over the injection site and then nodded. We were done.

“Well then, time to get you to your room and get you settled. You’ll be going through induction materials for the rest of the day, and then tomorrow we’ll put you to work, so be sure to get plenty of rest.”

I nodded, smiling. I got up, thanked the Doctor and said my goodbyes, then followed Mary to my room.
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After the excitement of the day, travelling, the long walk from the bus station, the roller-coaster ride of emotions at finding out there were no summer jobs left, then finding out there were two vacancies for other, better-paying work, reading and signing the contracts, the thrill of realising I was going to be working around so many ludicrously attractive women, the health check with the Doctor, I was fairly exhausted by the time we arrived at my room.

Mary helped me get settled, showing me around the small space—the room neat and well furnished, with a bed, a desk, a computer, an en-suite bathroom, and a wardrobe—then bid me goodbye. I was sad to see her go. I had enjoyed her company during the day. She was easy to be around, warm and friendly, but also really hot.

“I’ll be back tomorrow morning to fetch you for breakfast. Meals are normally served in our canteen, but tonight I’ll have food brought to your room so you can cover all the induction materials to get you up to speed for tomorrow.” She said.

I nodded, thanked her. As she left I set out to explore my new rooms.

The bathroom was simple but luxurious, well equipped with a toilet, shower, and all the toiletries and products I’d need, as well as many I wouldn’t—things like make-up and skin care products, elaborate shampoos and conditioners. The rest of the room was relatively sparse, but comfortable.

I took a moment to unpack my bags, stowing my things either in the desk or in the wardrobe, and then realised Ben still had many of my things. I could contact him later, hopefully get them off him, but in the meantime, they weren’t important. As it was the room seemed to have everything I might need, and more.

It was a lot like a hotel room, only with more. Even the wardrobe came stocked, full of various outfits and shoes and items of clothing. There were numerous white dresses like I’d seen Mary and Doctor Lino and the other women wearing, in various sizes, as well as underwear—panties and stockings and suspenders—and even heels.

I’d panicked at that at first, but had relaxed as soon as I’d realised there were also white trousers and white t-shirts. Clearly, it was not just women working in the dairy. I’d just only seen women so far.

With my bags all unpacked and settled into my new room, I took out the various materials Mary had given me to get me up to speed for my first day tomorrow. There was a range of booklets I was supposed to read, as well as a video to watch, though I’d been told to save that for last.
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I settled down to read, getting comfortable on the bed, and had made it a good portion of the way through the stack of books and papers when there was a knock on my door. Before I could answer the door opened and a pretty blonde stepped in. She was just as beautiful and glamorous and stunning as every other woman I’d seen, and her smile lit up the room.

“Dinner for Dillion.” She said, giving a cute wiggle as she held out the tray with food on it.

I couldn’t help but stare as her enormous tits jiggled, her vast cleavage on display, wobbling as she shook her wide hips and her round, plump butt, and I felt my cheeks flush, turning pink. Working here was going to be agony at this rate, but an amazing kind of agony.

I made space on the bed for the tray and the pretty blonde put it down before introducing herself.

“I’m Blossom. I’ve only been here a few months, so up until you arrived I was the new girl.” She said.

We talked for a while, and Blossom told me how she’d been unsure and nervous about it all when she’d started, how she’d been overwhelmed, but she reassured me too. She told me how much fun the job was, how well it paid, how well she was treated, and how lovely everyone was, and how many amazing perks came with the job—and as she said that last part she gave a small giggle, and I was almost sure I saw her blush.

She didn’t stay long though. She had work to do, she said, and she seemed excited for it. I said goodbye, encouraged by just how friendly and warm and welcoming everyone was, then watched her leave, mesmerised by the sway of her hips and the jiggle of her thighs and ass.

I squirmed, very distracted, but forced myself to focus. I finished the reading while I ate my meal, a delicious stew with bread, accompanied by a large glass of thick, creamy milk—the milk was delicious, even better than the milk Gaia Farms sold in stores, ice cold and so sweet it made me almost giddy, a warm glow flowing over me, filling me, spreading through me as I emptied the glass.

After I’d finished my meal I turned my attention to the video, the last of the induction material I had to cover. The video as it turned out was on a small drive, so I flicked on the computer and settled down again on the bed with it in front of me, slipped the drive in, and opened it.

I set the video playing, and sat back to watch, as a soft, soothing voice talked me through the basic duties that would be required of me. After the long day I’d had I was already flagging, but watching the video I could feel myself drift.

The images on the screen seemed to float in front of me, videos of beautiful women with extreme hourglass figures in tight white dresses going about their duties. I was practically hypnotised by the way they moved, their bodies, their faces. I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

Yet, I did my best to pay attention, even as difficult as it was. But, with the soft, soothing, melodic voice droning in my ear, giving me instructions, almost whispering, quiet music playing in the background of the video I began to sink into sleep.

My eyes became heavy. It was difficult to focus. My mind seemed almost to float away from me.

I had a job to do though. I had a role to fill. I was part of the dairy now and I had duties, quotas. I wasn’t sure what any of it meant, what it was I was supposed to do, but… I knew I wanted to do a good job. I knew I needed to do my best.

I was part of a team. I didn’t want to let the women around me down. We all had a job to do. We had a duty. We had milk to make.

And I was eager to find out just how the milk was made.


Three

Over the next few days, I settled into my new routine. It was simple enough.

I would rise early with the morning alarm, then dress in my uniform, white trousers and a white t-shirt, white socks and shoes, before heading down to the canteen for breakfast. Mary arrived on my first morning to collect me, rousing me from a very heavy sleep and a series of intense but quickly forgotten dreams, then helping me get ready, letting me know what to expect, and showing me around the vast building.

She stayed with me for the whole of my first day, helping me settle in, chatting with me, answering any questions I had, and I relished her company, the chance to spend so much time with someone who was so breathtakingly attractive. Maybe it was her, and the other women I’d been dreaming about?

That felt almost right, the soft bodies, full curves, those enormous breasts that jiggled almost constantly. Yet, the flush I felt as I stared at Mary’s cleavage, as I watched her ass and hips, was somehow different, a deep ache stirring in me.

She gave me a series of other videos to watch too, more induction materials she said, and I was to watch them before going to sleep. I nodded and did as she said. There were five in total, and I listened to them in order, one each night.

I was almost disappointed on the second morning when Mary wasn’t there. After a gruelling first day, I had figured I would feel exhausted—the work was more physical than I had been expecting, lugging around heavy containers, pushing cars, loading pallets, scrubbing floors and machinery—but if anything I woke feeling better than I had in a long time. I felt full of energy, strong, and deeply refreshed.

Maybe what people said about a hard day’s work and a good night’s sleep being good for you was true. Plus, I was getting lots of fuel.

The morning and midday and evening meals were vast and delicious. Three times a day people would gather in the canteen to eat, all meals provided, and it was all rich, hearty, and luscious—fruits and vegetables, pastries and breads, soups and stews, pies and tarts, each mealtime having numerous delicious things to choose from, and you could choose more than one, even all. Plus there was the ever-present range of dairy products that Gaia Farms was famous for.

I’d been obsessed with their products before. They were delicious and moreish, but having them on site, fresh, they were even better, sweeter and creamier and almost addictive. Plus, it didn’t help that Mary encouraged me to drink a glass of milk with every meal, plus take plenty of cheese and ice cream and cream.

“You need to eat well to keep your body fuelled. Food is important, and good food, the kind of food we serve here, is even more important.” Mary had said. “We make sure all our meals are carefully balanced so you can stay healthy and work hard to meet your quotas. You should eat as much as you like, and make sure you’re not going hungry. In the first few weeks, as you settle in, eating well is very important.”

I asked her about the milk and ice cream and cheese, why it was so much better here, and why they didn’t sell it in stores. She just smiled at that.

“Two reasons. The first is the freshness. Our milk always tastes better when fresh. The second is our secret.” She’d chuckled at that. “Or rather, it’s not that secret. To keep all employees in the dairy as productive as possible we add a little extra to it. Helps keep us in the excellent shape we’re all in.”

With that, she’d given a little wiggle to emphasise just what she’d meant. It had felt like my eyes were going to pop out of my head, the way her tits bounced and her ass jiggled made my whole body flush. I wasn’t sure I was ever going to get used to working around so many hot, curvaceous, luscious, women.

It didn’t help that, though I’d found men’s clothes in my wardrobe, obviously pointing to the fact that men sometimes worked in the diary, I was surrounded by only women. There were no other men. I was the only one.

And every single woman around me was as hot and beautiful and sexy and full-figured as Mary. It was astonishing, and I wondered if maybe there was something in the food, the milk, the dairy products. Maybe it just enhanced a person's natural physique.

There had to be a reason why every single woman around me was the very definition of wanton, soft, jiggly, feminine perfection. So I figured maybe it would work on me too, but, since I was a man, maybe…

Maybe all the hard work, the heavy graft, and the healthy diet would mean I’d finally be able to develop some muscle. Maybe I’d get big and strong, become the manly equivalent of the women around me, tall and broad and built. Maybe I’d get stacked. It sounded impossible, but then I just had to look around me to see what I would have thought impossible previously.
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In the end though, the work was actually quite mundane, if demanding. Cleaning, lifting, carrying, scrubbing, inspecting, loading, unloading. Just the kind of work I’d been expecting, only indoors instead of out in the fields.

And… I was missing Ben. I’d not had a chance to speak to him since I’d started. I wondered how he was doing, what he was up to, if his situation was as bizarre as mine.

I chuckled as I thought about how he was going to react when I described my co-workers to him, the paradise of feminine beauty, the many varieties of curvy, jiggly, soft-bodied women like out of a teenage fantasy. I wasn’t sure he’d believe me, but I knew I’d be content with just the memory of my summer of work in the dairy.

Yet, there was one major mystery remaining. I still hadn’t seen how the milk was produced. I passed by large doors each day, behind which I could hear the sound of heavy machinery, voices, maybe even the groans and grunts and moans of hard work, but they were sealed shut, locked with the same complex security system Mary had used to get us into the building.

“Will I get to see how the milk is produced?” I’d asked. “I mean… I signed all those contracts and I assumed…”

Mary, who was working with me, teaching me the routines and practises I’d be doing for the next three months, just grinned.

“Eager to learn the secret to our delicious milk?” She’d asked, a sparkle in her eyes.

I blushed. There was something about that question, the way she asked it, while I was also faced with her vast cleavage, the smooth, flawless skin of her perfect breasts, that made me feel very hot and flustered—and I’d been feeling hot and flustered a lot since starting in the dairy. I nodded though.

“Well, you’ll find out soon enough. We just need you to get used to the more mundane parts of the job first, and you need to settle in and adjust. But don’t worry. I’m sure soon enough you’ll be ready for me to show it’s made.”

She was still grinning at me. I couldn’t help but get the feeling there was more to her statement, but I didn’t push it. I knew I wasn’t an industrial spy or a saboteur or something, but I figured the first way to raise suspicions would be to ask too many pointed questions.

And the last thing I wanted was to lose the job when it had only just begun. Not only did Ben and I need the money if we were to head off on our adventure together, but… it was actually proving to be kind of fun, and relaxing in a way.

I worked hard during the day, tiring out my body and brain, I ate well, and in the evenings I settled down to watch the induction materials Mary had given me. They were quite entertaining, and almost soothing, and there was something comforting about the ritual of settling down on my bed to listen to that calm, soft, soporific voice, and watch the women working at their various jobs as I was educated on what was expected of me.

I could just shut my brain off, relax, and drift. After the videos I always slept well too, heavily, peacefully, waking invigorated and full of energy, with only the vaguest memories of warm, fuzzy, pleasant dreams—dreams of soft bodies, curves, pillowy flesh, jiggling, wiggling, dreams of working hard, being part of a team, dreams of milk.

Though the job wasn’t what I’d been expecting—we’d been planning on working in the fields in the sun, together, me and Ben, with other students like us—it was still fun, and in a way, it was better. Each day I could feel myself settling into the job, becoming more accustomed to the roles and duties I had, and I could even feel myself getting strong, waking up each morning with more energy.

And I was even beginning to suspect that I really was getting bigger. I was wearing the same clothes I’d worn on my first day, but after only four days they were beginning to feel tight, around the waist, around the legs, but especially around the ass. My t-shirt seemed tighter too, snug around the chest.

Maybe it was my imagination, but after all the hard work and the vast qualities of rich, delicious food, and all the milk and cheese and ice cream I’d consumed it didn’t seem impossible, just… rapid.

As I worked I looked at the women around me and I could feel a small blossom of joy. Had they always looked as they did, or had they too changed after starting work in the dairy? Maybe it was the hard work and the delicious food that had given them their incredible bodies. So, maybe it would do the same for me? Maybe I’d get big and muscular and strong?

I didn’t think too much about it. I had so much on my plate with work and learning the routines, making new friends with the women around me, and making sure I got through all my induction videos, that it was little more than a quiet tickle at the back of my head, an amusing afterthought.

Still, after being surrounded by so many beautiful women for days on end, after the vague dreams that kept plaguing me, I couldn’t help but feel almost… excited about the possibility.


Four

It was the morning of my fifth day that I knew that I hadn’t been imagining it. I rose with the morning alarm as usual, feeling satisfied and deeply restored, my body almost glowing with an inner warmth, and I stretched before slipping out of bed.

I smiled, a big grin. I felt… good. There was a bright joy in me, the satisfaction of working hard, eating well, and sleeping deeply, a restorative I’d sorely needed.

I stretched again, raising my arms up above my head, then bending to touch my toes. I really was beginning to feel stronger, healthier, better, and I couldn’t resist checking myself out in the mirror.

At first, I couldn’t see much of a difference, but as I shifted, posed, I noticed that there was a subtle change. For one my skin looked creamier, softer, vibrant, and… smoother.

I frowned at that. I’d never been hairy by any standards, but, looking at my reflection, I couldn’t see any hair. I looked down at my body. I was dressed in my underwear, baggy cotton boxer shorts, and I realised that it was true. I did look softer.

I reached down to touch my belly, my thighs, and I shuddered, a thrill running up my spine. Not only was I smoother, but I was more sensitive too. I hadn’t been expecting that, and though I felt a small twinge of panic at it, a louder, more insistent part of me was comforted.

Images seem to float into my mind, soft bodies, a gentle soothing voice. I smiled.

“It’s not that strange I guess. Probably just being indoors all day and all that milk.” I said to myself. “Plus bodybuilders shave. If I do get muscles I’ll look even better.”

Yet that didn’t sound or feel right. But I didn’t know why. Still, I had a busy day ahead of me, so I set to dressing, only…

As I slipped my trousers on I struggled to pull them up and fasten them, my body grown even larger. The cloth of them was tight around my thighs and ass, yet I managed to get them done up by breathing in.

“Maybe cut back on the ice cream for a bit.” I said, chucking to myself.

It was only as I bent to pick up my t-shirt that I realised I’d overestimated the sturdiness of my uniform. As I leaned down I felt the fabric stretch and then… the seam ripped. My ass was so big, so fat, it shredded my trousers.

For some reason that fact made me smile. I felt a warm joy blossom inside me, a soft voice in my head, so quiet I couldn’t hear what it said, soothing any worries or qualms.

“Guess I need to size up.” I said.

And with that, I stripped my trousers off and headed to the wardrobe. Only… there were no trousers in a larger size. And no t-shirts in a larger size. The only size was my size, or, rather, my old size—I was bigger now, after all, grown larger.

There were only the white dresses. I couldn’t…

But any resistance I expected to the idea wasn’t there. Instead, there was almost a curiosity. I could almost feel the dreams I’d been having rising up to wrap around me. Soft bodies, full curves, tight dresses. I blushed, not quite sure why, and I felt a throbbing ache in my cock, something I hadn’t felt in a while now that I thought about it.

I stared at the dresses hanging in the cupboard. There were many of them, in numerous sizes. I knew at least that there’d be one of them to fit me.

“Maybe I could just wear my normal clothes until…”

But that idea was almost… wrong. I knew I had to wear my uniform. I was to wear white. I worked in the dairy, as part of a team and so…

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing Ben’s not around to see this then.” I said, chuckling. “He’d never let me live this down.”

And I reached up into the wardrobe to take out one of the dresses, in a size that I figured would be an okay fit. At least I’d still be in uniform, even if it was a little unconventional.
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As it turned out the dress was a better fit than I ever might have expected. The material of it was tight, but stretchy, so I shaped itself to my body, but even still, it fit me well.

I stared at myself in the mirror, not quite sure what I was seeing was real. Maybe I’d been spending too long around so many hot women and it was beginning to rot my brain, make me go a little crazy?

I’d put the dress on easily enough, slipping it over my head and pulling it down, though it had been a little bit of a struggle to get it over my hips and butt—which explained why I’d split the seam on my trousers—but had soon discovered the snag in wearing it. My boxers under it looked… ridiculous.

Thankfully the wardrobe was fully stocked, and I was able to find a pair of white underwear that were smaller and tighter fitting that would sit neatly under the dress without bunching up uncomfortably like my shorts had. The only problem was that they were panties, thong panties. Yet, it was that or no underwear at all, so, in the end, the choice had been easy.

But I couldn’t just wear the panties and the dress. I was supposed to be in uniform, and given what I was wearing I knew almost instinctively that I’d need stockings too. Sheer, white, delicate stockings.

So, I’d slipped the panties on, finding a small amount of pleasure in the way they fit me, the string slipping into the crack of my butt, squashing my cock flat against me—my cock that seemed slightly smaller now, since I was sure the panties shouldn’t have fit me so well, yet that thought didn’t seem to worry me as much as I figured it should—and had then pulled the stockings up, shivering with a subtle joy as the sheer fabric ran up over my smooth legs and my plump thighs.

The whole thing felt oddly surreal and dream-like, but I also couldn’t help but smile, a sense of rightness about it all. And as I checked myself in the mirror my smile spread.

I really had changed. In the dress it was obvious. I’d known I was getting bigger, larger, heavier, but I’d assumed it was muscle, that I was becoming more manly. Instead, it was… the opposite.

The white dress was just like the one the other women wore. It came to just above my mid-thigh, showing off my legs, and was sleeveless, low cut to show off my throat and collarbones and neck, my arms and shoulders bare. Even my back was exposed, and it was so tight I couldn’t hide anything, and all my changes were made obvious.

In the stockings and the tight white dress I had… curves. My hips were wider, my ass rounder, and even my chest looked slightly plump, as though I had barely-there breasts. But that wasn’t possible.

I shifted, turning to get a better look at myself. Maybe I was just heavier?

Yet, if anything, my arms and shoulders looked thinner, and my waist was trimmer, which made the curves even more obvious. I could feel my cheeks growing warm, my head spinning, but there was no panic or fear.

Even my face, in the dress, in tights, with my curves looked somehow more feminine, prettier, almost cute. My lips looked plump and my eyes were large and bright with dark lashes, rosy cheeks, and… had my hair grown longer and thicker?

I giggled.

On a whim, I wiggled my body and my ass and thighs jiggled. I was soft and jiggly. True, compared to the women I worked with I was still practically masculine—maybe that was why I hadn’t noticed the changes in me before—but there was no more denying it. I was changing.

I was becoming curvy. Maybe there really was something in the food, or… that booster on my first day. Maybe they’d given me the wrong injection.

Whatever was happening, I needed to talk to Mary.

So, flush and flustered at the prospect of leaving my room looking as I did, but knowing I didn’t have a choice really, I slipped on my shoes, slipped on a pair of heels without thinking.

I paused. Heels?

But then… heels matched the dress. Were part of the uniform. I knew that. Heels made sense. They were the right choice.

I blushed, but kept them on, and, with unsteady steps, headed out of my room. I quickly found the knack of walking in them—heel to toe, one foot in front of the other—and it felt almost natural, instinctual. The roll of my hips and the sway of my jiggly ass as I walked felt right, comforting.

And could I even feel my chest subtly bouncing?
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“Oh my!” Mary said as she saw me. “You look amazing. I wasn’t expecting this so soon though. You’ve grown so quickly!”

I stalled at that. She seemed surprised, but not by what I was wearing or how I looked, but rather… how soon. She had been expecting this?

“You… I… You knew this would happen?” I asked.

Mary just nodded.

“Of course. You mean… you didn’t?” She asked.

I shook my head. Obviously I hadn’t been expecting this. I hadn’t been expecting to develop curves, a womanly figure and to start growing breasts.

“You did read your contract fully, didn’t you?” Mary asked.

Her tone of voice made me pause. I paled. I’d read as much as I could, but it had been so dense, so full of technical language and legal jargon, and I’d been tired and flustered and my wrist had hurt. I’d read…

“I read most of it.” I said.

“Ah, well that explains it.” Mary said. “Why don’t we get breakfast, and we can talk.”

And with that, she led me off to get food. I was, surprisingly, very hungry, and at the mention of breakfast I suddenly had a strong craving for a massive glass of milk.

Over breakfast, we talked. Or rather Mary talked, and I listened. It turned out I’d missed quite a few details of my contract.

“You can quit if you want, and none of your changes are permanent, but of course you’ll be liable for lost costs. Gaia Farms invests a lot in its dairy workers, and we repay that by working for a minimum term, if you quit early those costs need to be made up out of your pocket.”

I nodded. That made sense. But… there was no way I had the kind of money to make up for those lost costs, so there was really no way for me to quit before my three months were up.

Which meant staying. Which meant…

“The changes are all planned. They’re all scheduled and heavily monitored. Nothing you’re going through is unexpected. We have the best doctors available to look after you. It’s why you had that health check on your first day, and why all your meals are cooked for you, to make sure you’re well nourished and stay in the best of health.”

I was stunned. It seemed so impossible and unreal. I should have read the contracts.

Yet… there was no panic, no fear. Instead, there was a quiet soft warmth. It felt right and proper. I was a dairy worker.

I needed a dairy worker's body. I needed to wear a dairy worker's uniform. I needed to fulfil a dairy worker's duties. I needed to meet a dairy worker's quotas.

“So when I leave it’s all undone?” I asked.

Mary nodded.

“If and when you decide to leave, after your minimum contract is up, of course, you can choose to have everything reversed for no cost.” She said.

I blinked at that. Chose?

“Do some people… choose not to have… this… reversed?”

Mary smiled.

“Most people chose not to.” She said. “And I’m sure soon enough you’ll appreciate why.” She said. “Like everything Gaia Farms does, it's about well-being and joy. Nothing you’re going through here is meant to be unpleasant. It should be fun. Working in the dairy is hard, but everyone here is here by choice. They chose to work here fully aware of what was required. They’re having fun, being paid well, and being taken care of.”

I nodded at that. Everyone I worked with did seem very happy, and so far I’d enjoyed my job, had found a certain peace and joy and satisfaction in it.

I could leave if I wanted though, have the changes stop, reversed even. I didn’t need to continue. I’d be out of pocket by quite a lot but I could quit.

Yet… I found I didn’t want to. The women around me were happy and beautiful and content. Would a few subtle changes to make me a little more like them be that bad?

It would mean I’d fit in better. I’d no longer stand out as much.

And they were all so hot, so beautiful, so sexy. Looking a little like them for three months, getting to feel what it was like to be jiggly while earning good money would be an experience I’d never forget.

It wasn’t permanent, and everyone else seemed to be having fun, so… why couldn’t I just enjoy it, earn good money, and be part of a company that was making the world a better place? Why shouldn’t I just embrace the opportunity?

Plus… I still had no idea how they made their delicious milk, and I was dying to find out.


Five

In the end, the choice was fairly easy to make. I chose to stay. I chose to embrace the opportunity.

If there’d been any doubt in me, then that first morning after finally noticing my changes was the tipping point. I headed to work after breakfast nervous about it all, worried about what the woman around me would say, how they’d react, how they’d treat me, but… the experience was nothing but positive.

When my new friends and co-workers saw me they were all excited and happy and eager to congratulate me. I had, so far, only been around them in trousers and a t-shirt, so I was aware how much of a dramatic change it was to turn up to work in a uniform like theirs, a skin-tight low-cut dress, heels, suspenders, but they seemed more excited than surprised.

And… they were very complimentary. I knew I had changed, had finally seen and accepted the shift in my body, the jiggle, the plumpness, the growth of my hips, ass, thighs, the slight swelling of my chest, my tits, the loss of muscle in my arms and shoulders, the smoothness of my body, the softening of my facial features, but I still wasn’t quite prepared for their reactions.

“You look so adorable. I can’t wait to see how you develop. You’re going to be a star! I can tell given how quickly you’re developing.”

“Oh, your ass is lush! It’s so cute when it wiggles as you walk.”

“And have your tits started to come in already? Fuck, I’m kind of jealous, it took me three weeks before mine started to grow, but then mine were pretty big to start with.”

“Your legs! Your thighs! Fuck… you look like you could crush a watermelon with those.”

“And your face, and your hair. You were pretty before, but now… I can definitely see how beautiful you’re going to be. I’m so excited for you.”

The whole morning was like that, and it felt nice. I felt flattered and giddy and excited by it all.

It was clear they had been expecting to see changes in me, and they had assumed I had signed up fully aware of what it meant. I didn’t say anything about not reading the contract properly, not wanting to feel foolish.

And, even aside from the compliments, it felt pleasant to be out working, moving around, toiling. Not only did I fit in better—dressed like the other women, with curves that were obviously there, though nowhere near the equal to my co-workers—but I felt good.

In the stockings, my smooth, plump, soft thighs were constantly caressing against each other, and the sway and jiggle of my ass as I walked around in my heels was a delight I had never known before.

The dress was tight, sensual, and I felt comfortable in a way I never had before. My hips rolled, my body wiggling with a sultry brazenness, and even the slight wobble of my chest felt good, my nipples aching, throbbing hard. I could feel a warmth filling me from the inside, swelling, spreading through me, radiating out, so that even the most mundane task became fun.

So, by the end of the day, it seemed almost foolish not to embrace the opportunity. After the evening meal, I sent a message to Mary, telling her I was going to stay, and I headed off to bed, content I had made the right decision.
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The next few days were much less eventful. Though I’d wake each morning to more changes, my body still growing, I knew to expect it and so was not shocked or surprised.

I’d rise to check myself in the mirror, look over my smooth body, my creamy skin, check out my thicker legs, my thinner waist, my wider hips and rounder ass, and I’d inspect my definitely swelling breasts, all with a strange, joyful smile on my face. Not only did my new body feel good, so much more sensitive and pleasant, but there was an inner giddy happiness too. It felt... right.

My breasts were the strangest change, but it was surprisingly easy to get used to them, even as fast as they were growing. The weight of them, the jiggle, the bounce, was oddly thrilling, and they felt amazing to touch, to handle, to squeeze in the shower—especially my nipples, which had become thick and long and very, very sensitive. The other changes, though just as rapid, seemed somehow less demanding of my attention.

Yet, I still noticed them. It was hard not to.

My thighs got thicker. My arms and shoulders less muscular. My hips became wider. My waist trimmer. And my ass became almost as massive as my tits.

Even the shrinking of my cock—a fact that I knew should have bothered me, but didn’t—was somehow less important to me than the growth of my breasts. Maybe it was the unexpected pleasure of having tits, or the thrill of being able to tease my fat, thick, hard nipples, or maybe it was just the overall excitement of my new body blossoming, but somehow my cock was becoming less and less important.

It helped that I was beginning to look a lot more like the other women in the dairy than I’d thought I’d look. I looked pretty, cute, feminine, and was becoming more so every day.

My lips looked bee-stung, my eyes big and bright with long dark lashes, rosy cheeks, a fine nose and a delicate jaw, and my hair was definitely longer and thicker, falling to my shoulders now in a cascade of blonde waves. I almost couldn’t recognise myself.

And the changes hadn’t stopped yet.

I quickly moved through the dresses in my wardrobe, sizing up day after day, and it was always exciting to be able to measure the changes in my body by the increasing size of my uniform, knowing my figure was getting fuller, softer, jigglier. The tight, low-cut, revealing dresses, the stockings, the thong panties, and the heels began to feel almost like a second skin.

Knowing it was expected helped, that it was all planned. It made it easier to accept.

That, and the videos Mary gave me to help me learn more about what was happening to me. I would watch them before bed. Videos of beautiful women with luscious, soft, full figures. A soft whispering voice. I would watch them, drifting off to sleep, sinking deep into a state of blissful relaxation.

Watching them it all made sense. I felt happy, calm, content. I was excited for the changes to come.

Watching them I would fall into a deep restful sleep. I would sleep and I would dream. And though I did not remember them, the dreams left me feeling warm and content and happy.
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And it continued like that until one morning towards the end of my second week in the dairy.

The day before had been hard, a day of heavy work leaving me exhausted and drained and aching. I had taken a quick shower after the evening meal, eating a lot to fuel myself, and had headed immediately to sleep, my body sore.

For several days a dull throbbing had been building in my chest, muscle aches from the changes. I’d done my best to ignore it, but the day’s graft had made it worse, and as I went to sleep it felt worse than ever, my now massive tits feeling swollen and tender, my nipples puffy and incredibly sensitive. I hoped a good night’s rest would fix me.

But it didn’t. I woke in even more pain, and it was a struggle to get out of bed.

I faced the mirror to look at myself and my eyes went wide. I was getting used to my growing figure, my body that was now utterly feminine and womanly, more like Mary’s than like the body I’d had when I’d first started. I had accepted, and even embraced it, my thick thighs, wide hips, round ass, jiggly tits, perky nipples, the soft, sensual, sensitivity of it. But that morning I knew something was wrong.

My curves had increased from the day before, which was nothing unusual, my hips a little wider, thighs a little thicker, ass a little rounder, but my tits… my tits looked inflamed.

They were not only bigger, heavier, but they looked almost inflated, swollen, and they were hard and painful to the touch, my nipples big and fat and hard, too sensitive to even touch without wincing. Something had gone wrong. I knew it.

I needed to see Mary. She’d know what to do.

So, I dressed as quickly as I could, putting on my uniform—though it was difficult and painful to get it over my breasts—and I headed out to find her. By the time I did I was in such a panic, and in so much pain, that I was almost crying, and I told her everything.

Yet, she seemed almost nonplussed, and she just smiled. I suppose her lack of panic was a relief, but still…

“I’m impressed!” She said. “Most girls take three or four weeks, so I wasn’t expecting this so soon, but then… you have proven to be rather more suited to your role than most. You must be gifted.”

I blushed at that, puzzled over it.

“Then this…”

“Is all perfectly normal.” Mary said.

That, at least, was a relief, though it did nothing to reduce the throbbing ache in my tits. They felt almost like they were going to burst.

“I was planning your first session for the beginning of next week, which would have prevented the pain and the… swelling, but clearly your body is just too eager.” Mary said. “But that bodes well. At this rate, you’ll become one of our star producers!”

I blinked, confused. I was in too much pain to think clearly. Each throb of my heart seemed to make my breasts swell further, a dull throbbing ache that made me whimper, my nipples so hard they hurt.

“I’m not sure I understand.” I said.

Mary just smiled.

“I think it’s better I just show you.” She said. “Plus… I know you’ve been looking forward to this.”
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I was stunned. I couldn’t believe it.

“Impressive isn’t it?” Mary said. “And now you know our secret. How we make our milk. How we produce such delicious milk entirely ethically.”

I nodded, slowly, and my breasts ached at the sight of what was in front of me.

Mary had let us both into the heart of the dairy. The milk production room. The milking room.

It was a vast chamber filled with booths, stalls, a few empty, but most full, each one containing a woman, one of my co-workers, my friends, the women I worked alongside, stripped naked to the waist down, their massive, heavy, full breasts out, and their nipples attached to mechanical devices that were milking them.

The women I worked with literally made the milk. They produced it. Their bodies were made to make milk. And now I understood the changes, what I’d signed up for, what my true job at the dairy was.

I was supposed to make milk. My body had been changed to make me into a milk factory, a perfect, feminine, womanly vessel for milk production. My tits were painful, swollen, throbbing, because I needed to be milked.

The thought sent a thrill through me. I felt a swell of giddy, eager, joyful excitement at the prospect. I was going to be milked. It was like this was what I had been made for, and then I understood. I literally had been made, or rather remade, for the purpose of being milked.

“Now, shall we get you hooked up?” Mary asked. “Trust me, it’s more fun than you’d think, and it will make you a lot more comfortable.”

I smiled, blushing. Slowly, I nodded, and I followed Mary as she led me to one of the empty stalls.

I could feel the other women watching me. I knew them. They were my friends and co-workers.

They smiled at me, waved, their expression foggy with pleasure, the beautiful, full, heavy breasts bared for me to see, their nipples sucked by machines as they were milked. The sight was both hypnotic and erotic.

I finally knew the secret of Gaia Farms dairy, and, even more thrilling, I was going to be part of it. I was going to have my tits milked. Just watching the other women made my heart skip and my swollen breasts throb with a need to express the milk inside them.

“In here.” Mary said, gesturing to a booth.

I did as she said, and she helped me get settled on a comfortable chair, strapping my ankles and waist and wrists down.

“For your own safety.” She said. “There’s a buzzer under your left hand in case of an emergency.

I nodded. I was nervous and anxious, but mostly excited.

Then Mary pulled the top of my dress down, peeling it off to reveal my massive, swollen, milk-bloated breasts. I realised then why the dresses were so low cut and stretchy. They could flex around my tits as they filled with milk, and it was easy to peel them off at milking time.

The thought made me giggle and blush. My whole body was tingling with anticipation, and the aching pain in my breasts and nipples made me long for the relief of being milked.

Mary reached out and brushed her fingers first over my right nipple, then my left, jolts of pleasure so intense it was painful, making me gasp and wince. My nipples hardened almost immediately. Mary smiled at me, grinning.

“Someone is in need of a good milking. I can see you’re going to be quite the dairy cow. It's rare we get anyone as well suited to the work as you so I’m going to look forward to seeing how you continue to develop.”

I blushed at that, and I watched, strapped down, as Mary fetched the nipple cups, a pair of small, clear cups attached via hoses to the machinery above and to the side of me. I’d seen the other women wearing them, clamped to their breasts, their nipples. I had seen them being milked. I knew what they were for. I shivered in nervousness and anticipation as Mary fitted them to my breasts, one over each nipple, and I jumped as they latched on almost immediately, a hard suction tugging, a bright swell of pleasure that made me moan out loud.

“Fun, isn’t it?” Mary said.

I was too overcome with sensation and emotion to lie. I nodded. I felt amazing. My head was spinning with what was happening.

“Just wait till they get started.”

They hadn’t even started? But they were sucking so hard. My nipples were being sucked into the cups, were swelling up. What would…

And then Mary activated the milking machine.

[image: ]

I was not ready for what happened next. At the flick of a switch, the milking machine started and I felt a hard, throbbing, deep suction on my nipples.

The cups attached to my swollen, sensitive, hard, painful nipples began to suck, to throb, alternating with a slow, steady, insistent rhythm. They sucked, and I felt a sudden pleasure swelling up within me, within my tits.

“Fuck…” I gasped as the sensation washed over me.

As sensitive and as sore as my breasts and nipples were there was pain but, more than that, there was pleasure. Bright, joyful, demanding pleasure.

I moaned, suddenly breathing hard. I shifted, squirming, and if I hadn’t been strapped down there was no way I could have kept still

Yes, as it was, I was forced to sit and endure the insistent milking of my heavy, swollen breasts. I could only sit and look down at the cups on my nipples, sucking hard, making my nipples larger, fatter, longer harder.

“Feels good doesn’t it?” Mary said, grinning. “The first time is always the most intense. It’s so unexpected and new, plus it always takes a little while for your milk to start flowing and that’s always the most intense period. The first time can take a while, but when it gets going… oh it’s just such an addictive sensation.”

Mary was watching me closely, a sparkle in her eyes. She was clearly enjoying the show I was putting on.

I couldn’t help it though. I couldn’t control myself, my voice or my squirming. The sensation was overwhelming.

The suction kept going but nothing was happening. I could feel my nipples getting larger, fatter, harder, and my breasts felt almost as though they were going to burst they were so swollen—the thought that they were swollen full of milk, that I was milk-laden sent a shiver down my spine, but it felt right too, a warm fluttery acceptance in the back of my head.

My heart was thundering, racing. I could feel the pleasure swelling, growing, radiating out from my nipples, spreading out through my breasts, filling the core of me.

I was moaning, loudly, blushing, squirming, but I couldn’t help it. I was strapped down, being milked, and I was enjoying it. But… it was more than just the physical pleasure, more than just the sensation of my nipples being suckled, it was the deep feeling of how right this all was. This was my job, this was what my new body was for, this was my duty.. being milked.

The pleasure grew, bright and hot and demanding. The pressure in my breasts grew, as though they were inflating further, swelling, my nipples becoming big and fat and puffy.

Even my cock, smaller now, always so soft and cute and flaccid, seemed to stir, throbbing, tingling.

My moans became louder, my heart racing, breathing hard. I could feel… something coming.

“Oh, I think someone is about to experience the pleasure of being milked for the first time. Your face is so cute. I always forget how much fun it is to watch this.” Mary said.

She was beaming, watching me. The pleasure was making me dumb, stupid, vacant. I was being milked while she watched me, my big fat swollen tits out, strapped into a chair, my nipples hard and puffy as the milking machine sucked over and over and over on them.

I stared down at the cups attached to me, empty, feeling the pleasure growing, a need in me growing, and then… it happened.

“Fuck!”

The pleasure was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. It was so intense and mind-numbing, focused on my puffy nipples, my swollen breasts. I moaned, loudly, writing, the cups sucking, and then…

My nipples began to leak. It was slow at first, but quickly became a flow, then a flood. With each throbbing pulse of suction, alternating steadily between my right and left nipples, more milk was expressed.

I was being milked. My tits were being milked.

And it felt amazing.

“Oh god… oh fuck… fuck…”

I was gasping, breathing hard, panting, moaning, squirming. My nipples felt amazing, each suck causing more milk to flow out of me, and the sensation of the milk draining from my nipples, my swollen tits, was bliss.

Not only was the pain, the ache of being too full and inflated with milk, fading, but a bright, hot, addictive pleasure was swelling. Each suck caused the pleasure to increase, and as my pleasure grew more milk flowed out of me, a positive feedback cycle of milk and pleasure and milk and pleasure.

I could feel my brain breaking.

“Oh my. For a first-timer, you’re doing very well. I can see someone has a gift for this work. I can’t wait to see how well you do once you come fully into your flow.” Mary said.

This was only just the beginning? There would be more? It would get worse—or better, depending on how I looked at it?

Yet I couldn’t think about the future. In that moment it was all I could do to stay in the present, riding the torrent of sensation and joy and bliss and pleasure.

With each throb of suction on my nipples, more milk flowed, and more pleasure filled me. I could feel my massive breasts deflating slightly, though they remained large and perky and full, just less swollen and inflated.

My nipples grew, becoming puffy and big, so sensitive each throb of suction made my whole body quiver. The flow of milk was a sensation unlike anything I’d experienced before. The pleasure mounted, corrupting me.

I would have to do this at least once a day from now on, for as long as I worked in the dairy. My first milking wasn’t even over and already I was looking forward to tomorrow’s, the pleasure, the bliss of being milked.

I moaned again, the feeling of being watched by Mary only adding to the joy I was feeling. A joy washed over me, intense, and my whole body was growing hotter.

Even my small, cute, flaccid cock was throbbing. My milk flowed, the suction firm, insistent, pleasure, breathing hard, moaning, panting, and then…

I felt it swell. As I was milked I felt my pleasure swell, and it crashed over me, hard, brilliant, and I was… I was cumming.

I was cumming from my tits, my nipples. I was cumming from being milked. I was cumming, my cock throbbing limply in my panties, a thin, minuscule trickle of cum as my whole body shook with a pleasure that was new and addictive and hot. I was cumming from being milked.

“Mmmm… you look like you’re enjoying that.” Mary said.

I could tell from the way she spoke, the way she was looking at me, that she knew what had happened. I blushed, but the pleasure was still crashing over me, fading only slowly.

My milk was still coming though, the cups sucking, hard. Even as my climax subsided I could feel pleasure mounting again. The suction was firm, regular, rhythmic, demanding, and as I was milked the pleasure swelled again. I could feel it coming, that wave of bliss, surely…

And then it hit me, again. I was cumming for the second time, the pleasure making more milk flow. I was cumming even harder than the first time.

“That’s it, just relax and enjoy. You’ve got a while to go yet before you’re empty. The first time is always such a memorable experience.” Mary said.

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. I was gasping for breath, mind blank, my nipples swollen, sensitive, teased by the milking. As my second climax faded I felt the pleasure swelling again.

How long would this go on for? Could I endure it?

My breasts still felt swollen, though less. Just how much milk did I have, and… just how much milk would I be producing by the time I was fully developed? And would I even be able to cope with that much pleasure on a daily basis?

What would happen to my body, my brain, if it was trained and corrupted by that much joy and delight and bliss regularly? Just who would I become?

Yet, I had no time to dwell on those questions. The milking continued, and before I knew it I was coming again, harder than before, my milk flowing out of my swollen, puffy, sensitive nipples as my whole body shuddered from the sheer euphoria of it all.


Six

I was exhausted after my first milking. Almost two hours of having my nipples suckled by the machine, one hundred and twenty minutes of having my massive, swollen breasts drained of milk, seven thousand two hundred seconds of pleasure that was unlike anything I’d felt before, pleasure that was hot and addictive and corrupting. I’d cum so many times I’d lost count, each climax arriving with a flood of milk, the pleasure becoming hotter and more urgent each time.

Mary gave me the day off from the rest of my duties and sent me to my room to rest, had food and drink sent to me—lots of food and drink, since I needed fuel, soups and breads and cakes and biscuits and snacks, and lots and lots of milk and ice-cream and cheese—and I took the time to try to make sense of what was happening to me.

Yet, it was hard to even think clearly after all I’d been through. I’d changed so much since starting work in the dairy, my body had changed so much. After a large meal to replenish myself, I stood in my room and stared at myself in my mirror.

When I’d started I’d been an ordinary young man, even if slightly short and thin and plain, and I’d stood out amongst so many full-figured, beautiful, sexy women, but now… now I was one of them.

I was just as full-figured as the other women, perhaps even fuller-figured than many, and I was definitely beautiful. I was dressed in the same tight-fitting white dress as the other women, short, low cut, with white sheer stockings on, white heels, and I looked… utterly transformed.

My hips were wide, and my ass was round, juicy and thick and bouncy. My thighs were plump, my waist trim, and I’d lost muscle off my arms and shoulders.

My face was softer too, and my hair was longer, thicker. Yet, it was my breasts that caught my eye. As low cut as my top was my ridiculously over-the-top cleavage was displayed, brazen and sexy and hot, and even after having my tits milked, drained, they were still enormous and pert and jiggly.

I was pretty sure I could already feel them beginning to swell up again, getting bigger even as I stood there staring at myself in the mirror.

I was no longer a boy, a man. I was… I was sexy, pretty, beautiful, with a figure that was beyond hourglass, curvy and full and soft. I was… I was a woman, a woman with a body built for making milk.

I smiled, blushing at the thrill of it all. After all the pleasure earlier it felt almost as though my mind had been broken. I was already craving tomorrow's milking.

Just the thought of it, my nipples being suckled, made my whole body quiver with excitement. I ached for it, and I could almost feel my tits swelling as they filled with milk. There would be more pleasure. At least once a day. There would be so much more pleasure.

Yet, part of me remained puzzled. Why was accepting it all so… easy?

I chuckled and didn’t question too much. I was being paid, and it was all reversible when I left. It was fun too, and I quite like how I looked now. Before, as a boy, a man, I’d been boring, unexceptional.

Now though… I imagined how it might feel to walk down the street looking as I did.

In the dairy, I was surrounded by women who all looked and dressed like me. But out in the wider world, looking as I did, dressed as I was, there was no doubt that people would notice me, stare at me, lust after me. And for some reason, that made me smile and blush.

I struck a pose, wiggling my hips, making my ass shake and my tits jiggle. I wondered what Ben would say if he saw me like this. I wondered what he might do.

I flushed at the imagining, biting my bottom lip, cheeks turning pink. I felt a swell of emotions, feelings, and cravings I’d never felt before.

Mary had said it could all be reversed if I chose. But… what if I chose not to…

Would I be allowed to keep this body? My full legs, my wide hips, my bubble butt, my trim body, my massive, jiggly tits, my pretty face? And… why did that thought thrill me?

I giggled, and tried not to think about it. I was tired. I had more food to eat, snacks and a big, thick, creamy, delicious milkshake, plus I had a few more videos to watch that Mary had given me.

I sat down on my bed, began to eat and drink to fuel my body, and then hit play. I felt immediately soothed by the images, the voice, the lulling melody of it, and I knew I didn’t need to worry about the future. I didn’t need to fret, or stress, or even think, I just needed to relax.

Because being relaxed meant more milk…
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The next few days were a whirlwind. Each morning I would rise and shower and dress, my chest aching, breast swollen, nipples stiff and sore and sensitive, and I head down to breakfast before heading off to be milked.

That would take several hours, several wonderful, joyous, mind-shattering hours of pleasure so intense I could almost feel it corrupting me, changing me, reprogramming me. I would sit in my chair and let the machine latch onto my nipples and suck, draining me as I came again and again and again from the sheer bliss of it all.

I was always left exhausted after the milkings, but gradually the sense of fatigue grew less and less intense after each session as my body adapted to its new purpose. I found it more pleasurable, and I began to produce more milk, and soon enough I was able to do almost a full day’s work after a morning milking.

Yet the changes continued, and almost seemed to increase in pace, at least in certain areas.

I was eating more. I was eating a lot more.

And my body was becoming plumper, softer, more jiggly. My face was becoming even prettier, with big puffy bee-stung lips and bright eyes.

I had to size up in dresses several times over the next week or so, my thighs thicker, hips wider, ass rounder. I began to love how curvaceous and soft my body was, the way the dresses became more stretched in certain places. I delighted in the way I jiggled and wiggled as I walked in my heels.

Yet, the biggest changes were in my breasts.

I’d wake each day feeling full, my breasts aching, and after each milking I’d feel drained, soothed, but with each day that passed the sense of fullness, the aching would return quicker. I was producing more milk with each milking too, and my breasts were getting even larger, expanding at quite an alarming rate, becoming massive, jiggly, plump cushions of soft flesh.

My nipples too were changing further. With each milking, spending hours being sucked on by the machine, they seemed to get larger, becoming fat, swollen, puffy teats, and they were becoming so sensitive it was difficult to even walk around without feeling excited, the tight cloth of my dress teasing over them—showering, washing my body with soapy hands, was quickly degenerating into me teasing my slippery, wet nipples for far too long.

I wondered what I might look like, what I might feel like, who I might be, by the time my milk came into full flow. I was changing, transforming, becoming someone new, and… I was excited for it.
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I sat myself down into the chair in one of the free milking booths and tugged my tight dress down over my breasts—my massive, swollen, heaving mounds of aching flesh, so massive now they were each easily larger than my head—then picked up the suction cups of the milking machine. Already I could feel my body throbbing, my breasts aching, nipples swelling as though in eagerness.

As I pressed the first cup to my left nipple I felt both breasts begin to leak milk and I shuddered in pleasure. The cup suctioned on with a gentle pressure as soon as it touched skin, sealing itself in place, and I repeated the procedure with my right nipple.

The pleasure of both cups being attached, sucking gently, made me blush and squirm, the cups already filling slowly with milk with just that light pressure. My body was hot, eager, aching to be milked.

“Fuck this feels so good. Each time it feels better.” I said.

I smiled in expectation of the sheer bliss that was to come. I was craving the sensation of relief that came from being milked, and I was desperate for the pleasure that came with it.

Slowly, I leaned forward, my nipples sucked gently by the cups, and activated the machine. It jumped into life, and the cups began to suction hard, sucking on my nipples in an alternate rhythm, milking me.

I sat back and let the pleasure wash over me. I could feel my milk being drained, flowing out of my puffy, fat, swollen, sensitive nipples, the joy of it.

Wave after wave of delight washed over me, building. I could feel my flow of milk starting to increase, my pleasure growing. My nipples grew fatter, longer, harder. My whole body throbbed, the pleasure feeding my addiction, furthering my corruption, fuelling my transformation, and I submitted to it.

The pleasure swelled, milk flowing, filling the cups, and I could feel my joy rising. I sat back and let the sensations wash over me. It was amazing.

I was so different now, so changed, but I was better. My body was womanly, feminine, curvy to the extreme, and my cock had shrunk and become useless, yet I didn’t care. I had the pleasure of my milkings, the joy of being pretty and beautiful and sexy. I felt better than I had in a long time, and I knew I was about to cum again and again and again.

Only… the release never came. I could feel the cups sucking, draining my milk, the joy washing over me as I was milked, but it never peaked. I frowned, trying to force it, but that only made things worse.

My milk flowed, but at a trickle of its usual pace. It normally increased in flow as my pleasure increased, and I came, but the pleasure wasn’t there, I wasn’t cumming, and my flow of milk was strained.

It felt like there was something blocking me. I shifted, even reached my hands up to my breasts to squeeze them, gently, in an effort to milk myself, but that changed nothing, instead it just made my breasts ache even more from the pressure and increased my growing frustration from the warm pleasure of playing with my own tits.

I tried relaxing, closing my eyes, but that did nothing either. Something was wrong. I could feel it.

My milk wasn’t flowing like it should despite my breast being big and swollen and full of milk, and the pleasure was there but… I wasn’t cumming.

I sat for a moment longer, trying to relax, willing things to improve, but the problem remained. The machine sucked, but the flow stayed as a slow, steady stream, causing my nipples to ache and throb, my breasts to hurt from the build-up of milk. Worse, the pleasure that I was feeling was intense, but not enough to grant me release.

I’d been waiting for this, the pleasure and the release. I’d been craving it, needing it, but it wouldn’t come.

Frustrated and annoyed, I switched the machine off and detached the cups from my swollen, puffy, milk-wetted nipples. I checked how much I’d produced and it was a fraction of what had been milked from me the last few days—I shivered as I realised that the difference was all still backed up inside me, my breasts inflated with milk.

I grumbled and pulled my dress back up over my aching breasts, my tits and nipples sensitive and painful. My small, flaccid cock was throbbing in my panties, my body craving release, pleasure, the feeling of being properly milked.

I rose up out of the chair and headed off to find Mary. She’d be able to help me. She had to be able to help me because if she couldn’t, I was probably going to go mad from the frustration.


Seven

“I see.” Mary said, looking at me with an intent gaze.

It had taken me almost an hour to find her and then explain my problem to her, and she’d listened, patiently, as I’d gone over the issue with my milking. She’d asked questions, and I’d answered, yet I’d only grown more frustrated and impatient. Something needed to be done, and soon…

I could feel my breasts continuing to swell even as I talked over my problem, what little milk I had expressed quickly replaced and then more. They felt swollen and jiggly and very, very sensitive, straining at the cloth of my dress.

Just thinking about having my nipples squeezed, sucked, my breasts milked, made my whole body tingle. Yet I knew I needed to fix my problem first or there’d be no point.

I just had to hope Mary could help. Because otherwise, I was going to lose my mind from need and frustration. And that wasn’t even to mention the worry about how big my breasts might end up.

“Well, the good news is that this is not uncommon, especially amongst new employees. I’ve seen it before and it’s nothing to worry about.” May said.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh of relief.

“Thank you.” I said. “What do I need to do? I’ll do it. Anything. Just… I need to be milked or I’m going to lose my mind.”

Mary smiled at that.

“That, I’m afraid, is where the problem is. The solution is simple but rather unorthodox. Fortunately, you don’t need the solution, you can just be patient and wait for things to work out on their own. There’s no need to worry about any harm or negative consequences. It might hurt for a few days, maybe up to a week, but we can take care of you while your body settles.”

A few days? A week? I couldn’t wait that long.

“However, though you’ll be fine in the long run if you decide not to go for the solution, your body will adjust accordingly. Your breasts will shrink a little, and your curves might diminish. If you choose to let your body recover on its own it will affect the quantity and the quality of your milk, which will mean a reduction in your pay. The choice is yours though and we put no pressure on you either way. We only want you to be happy and healthy.”

I blinked. It seemed like an easy decision. If the solution would fix me now, allow me to be milked and receive pleasure then surely that was the only choice? I didn’t want to spend a week in pain, frustrated and aching and pent up.

And if that would also affect my milk, the quality and the quality, and my body, would reduce the curves and the softness I’d come to love and relish, then surely…

“I’ll take the solution. Whatever it is. Whatever I need to do. I mean… why wouldn’t I? Surely some medication or whatever it is will be better than waiting and seeing my milk flow decrease?” I said.

I tried not to sound too adamant, too keen. It was bad enough realising how accustomed I’d come to my new body and my new routine that the thought of losing some curves and reducing my flow of milk appalled me, but worse would be Mary realising it—though from her smile I half wondered if she already knew.

My breasts throbbed and my nipples ached as my mind drifted, thoughts of being milked. I craved it, needed it.

“Ah, the solution is a little more… unconventional.” Mary said. “I assume from your condition that you’re a virgin? Your affliction is very common amongst virgins.”

I blushed, shamed by the question, but I shook my head.

“No, I’ve been with girls. Sexually. A few.”

It was true. Though I’d not had the success of Ben at college and in high school, I’d had a few girlfriends over the years and had experienced my share of wild adventures.

Mary though just smiled at me, a wide grin. I felt a cold shiver run down my spine at the sight of that smile.

“Not that kind of virginity. I’m talking about being bred.” Mary said.

That word hung in the air. Bred. I knew exactly what she was asking.

I shook my head.

“Then… yeah, I guess… I guess I’m a virgin then.” I said.

Mary’s smile remained undimmed.

“And therein lies the solution. We rid you of your virginity, you get bred, and your milk will begin to flow. Plus, as a benefit, you’ll find being bred actually increases the quantity and quality of your milk. Should you wish, you could be bred regularly and we’d be able to increase your pay based on the improvements to your milk supply.”

I blushed, shifted, squirming. My body felt hot, throbbing.

I’d never even thought about that before, about… being bred but now…

My mind raced. My new body was reacting to the idea.

I was hot, pretty, sexy, curvy. I had a brazen, wanton, luscious body. I was beautiful. I felt good and happy and joyful.

Maybe…

I knew I could, if I wanted, forgo the solution to my problem. I could wait and things would work out in a few days.

It would mean a little less money, but that didn’t bother me. That it would mean my curves decreasing, my milk supply diminishing, did bother me.

And then there was the waiting. It could be days, maybe even a week, without the pleasure of being milked, and even then that pleasure would be less. Or I could embrace the body I had. I could embrace the solution to my problem.

I could lose my virginity. I could be bred.

I could already feel my body thrumming with the desire at just the thought. It was like a deep-rooted need and instinct had been awoken in me, a craving, a desire. I was already being milked, so… why not just embrace the full use of my new body, embrace its full potential.

It just needed to be the once. Just to fix my problem.

And, if it really was as much fun as my body’s reaction was leading me to hope it would be, then I could do it more regularly, while working in the dairy. I could enjoy myself, earn more money, and make even more milk. Just thinking about that made me ache, horny and desperate. Just imagining how curvy my body might become made my head spin.

“Well? What’ll it be?” Mary asked.

I looked at her, gnawing on my bottom lip. Could I really just…

I nodded, smiling, blushing.

“I’ll do it. But… I’m just… I’m nervous about who. I mean…”

“We have plenty of men on staff who are only too happy to indulge us in this need. Give me the word and I can arrange everything for you. We have rooms set aside for just this purpose and we can have a man with you within the hour.” Mary said, grinning. “In fact, I have the perfect specimen in mind for you.”

I blushed at that. I’d seen the women I worked with. I’d seen my reflection in the mirror. I could only imagine how happy they were to indulge.

And that thought made my body throb. That someone would want me like that, would see me, my new body, and would want to indulge in me, only made me more certain of my decision. I was beautiful, sexy, so why shouldn’t I feel the full benefits of that?

That Mary already had someone, a man, in mind for my first breeding, excited me more than I would have ever thought possible.

“Right, of course.” I said, nodding. “Only… I just… Could I have something nice to wear, since it is my first time?”

As I said that I blushed, aware of just what this all meant. I was accepting the solution. I was going to be bred by a man. I was going to be fucked. All so my milk would flow again.

And not only that, but… I wanted to dress up for the occasion, wanted to look even sexier, wanted to excite this unknown man so that he would breed me hard. I wanted this unknown man to breed me like a stud bull.

“Oh, I think we can do that.” Mary said. “Anything else?”

I nodded, my blush deepening.

“And… when you tell him who he’s meeting, who he’ll be breeding, I want… could you… could you tell him my name’s Daisy?” I said. “I mean… Dillon is no name for a woman like me, is it?”

I giggled as I said that, the thrill of admitting the truth of what I was feeling. Mary nodded.

“Of course Daisy.” she said. “Now, if you’ll come with me, I can help you get changed, and then I can show you to your room. The sooner you’re in and settled, the sooner I can have you man for you, which means the sooner you can get back to your milking.”

She was grinning, a twinkle in her eye. It was almost as though she’d been expecting this turn of events.
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The walk to the room was short and uneventful, yet even so it felt like it took hours. I could feel the weight of what I had agreed to pressing down on me, expectation, fear, excitement, anxiety, arousal, lust, all of it combining into a potent cocktail of feelings and emotions. My heels clicked on the floor, each sound marking one step closer to my fate, and my hips and ass wiggled, tits jiggling.

Wasn’t this what my new body was made for? I was made for milking, breeding, so it was no wonder I was so squirmy at the thought of it. My breasts heaved, so full they ached, and I could feel my nipples yearning to be suckled, milked.

So it was with a very distracted mind that I arrived at my destination. A set of rooms set aside specifically for the purpose of breeding.

There were many doors, all of them shut, and I could hear the faint sound of moans, heavy breathing, flesh slapping against flesh. I blushed a deep pink as I wondered how many women were in rooms right now, getting bred to keep their milk flowing, to enhance the quality of their product. Or were they just doing it because it was fun, because their bodies craved it as mine did?

I could feel it in me. It was a gnawing hunger I’d been ignoring, but the offer of a solution to my problem had named it, given it form, and now I could not deny it. I was really, really horny.

Mary opened one of the doors and showed me in.

“There should be plenty of things for you to wear in the wardrobe. Will an hour be enough time?” She asked.

I blushed, my heart skipping. She was going to leave me to get ready, was going to leave to go fetch me a man to breed me. I didn’t know if I was ready for it but I knew I needed it.

Not only did I need the solution to my problem—my craving to be milked growing only more intense with the conversation we’d had, my mounting arousal—but my whole body was now curious about what it might be like. And… it only needed to be the once, right?

No one outside of the dairy would ever need to know. I could try it, see what it was like, enjoy my new, hot, sexy body, fully embrace the opportunity I had been given. If I liked it then I could do it again, could do it more, could use it to improve the quantity and quality of my milk, could see just how curvy my body could become.

And if I didn’t… well, it would still have solved my problem, and no one would ever know. I could leave it behind when I left the job, return to my old life, and it could be a fun experience to remember, the time I tried something new, something bold and brave and decided it wasn’t for me.

So, with that in mind, I nodded.

“An hour should be plenty.” I said.

Mary nodded, smiling.

“Excellent. I’ll go get your stud for you then.”

And with that she turned and left, leaving me alone to get ready for my very first breeding.
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It didn’t take me long to pick out my outfit.

At first, I was overwhelmed by choice when I opened the wardrobe, so many outfits and costumes and garments to choose from, in such a vast array of sizes—I couldn’t help but picture myself in all of them, how I’d look now, with my wanton curves, my wide hips, my round ass, my enormous, heaving, milk-laden tits—but the moment I laid eyes on my outfit I knew it was what I wanted to wear.

The sight of it made me smile and giggle, the look silly and light-hearted, fun, but it was also so breathtakingly sexy and brazen, so… slutty. I took it out and laid it on the large bed that took up most of the room and looked down at it, grinning, blushing.

“I suppose it is fitting.” I said, giggling.

And then I stripped. Once naked I began to dress.

I still wasn’t used to the sheer thrill of dressing now. My body was so much more sensual, smooth, hairless, soft.

I picked up the stockings first, long thigh-length hold-ups decorated with a bold black and white print pattern. Once they were on I slipped on the panties, a tiny string thong in the same pattern, the string slipping up into my ass crack, the front barely enough to cover and contain my small, soft, pretty cock.

After the panties, I slipped on the bra, which was little more than a string bikini top in the same pattern as the stockings and the panties. Finally, there I pulled on my heels, black, and my necklace, a black collar with a gold bell on the front that sounded every time I moved.

Once dressed I turned to look at myself in the mirror, and I stalled at what I saw.

I knew I had changed. I had seen myself that morning, naked, and in my dress. I had showered every day, had got to caress and fondle my soft, cushiony flesh with soapy hands, my ass, thighs, tits, but still, I was not ready for my reflection. In my outfit, my changes were suddenly stark, and I couldn’t help but smile.

I was wearing cow-print stockings, with underwear that was basically a string cow-print bikini—the cloth of it was barely enough to cover my nipples and my cock, but left the rest of my body on display. Around my neck hung a cute cow-bell that sounded every time I moved, and I was moving a lot, as I couldn’t help but squirm,

My body was so luscious and plump, thick thighs, wide hips, a round ass, with massive tits that jiggled and heaved, swollen with milk. My nipples were so hard and puffy and big that they strained at the cloth of my top, and I realised with a small amount of shock that my nipples had probably grown larger than my cock.

Even with all the milk I’d be producing each day my body had been growing, thanks to the vast amounts of food I’d been eating, and I looked like the very epitome of soft, sensual womanhood. I grinned, wondering what my stud was going to think when he saw me.

My body throbbed with need, the desire to be milked, and the desire to be bred. What would he look like? What would it feel like?

I squirmed as I looked at myself in the mirror, new appetites and desires and needs rising in me. I was Daisy, and I needed to be bred, needed to be milked. I wasn’t sure I could wait much longer, and then…

There was a knock at the door.


Eight

I took a deep breath, my belly fluttering. My body was hot with need and desire and hunger.

“Come in.” I said.

My voice was shaking, nervous, soft—it sounded so feminine and alluring now, so seductive, so wanton, so inviting.

There was a pause, and then the handle turned. I was about to meet my stud. Was about to meet my breeding stud and he was going to…

My eyes went wide as he stepped in. I recognise him. Or… I thought I did. He was different now. Changed. Was it really…

“Ben?” I asked.

I couldn’t be. They wouldn’t have. It was just my mind playing tricks. There was no way I was that unlucky.

My stud stepped, so tall his head almost brushed the top of the door, so broad his shoulder almost brushed the sides. Ben was big, sure, but he was never that big. It had to be someone else. Didn’t it?

My stud stopped just inside the room and looked at me, smiling. The door swung closed behind him, sealing us both in together.

He was so tall and broad. He was practically a giant and… a buff one at that. His arms and legs were thick with muscle.

He was wearing shorts and a vest, his body hair, his face rugged and handsome. Ben was never that good-looking. But then there were his eyes. Those were Ben’s eyes. His kind, charming, witty, intelligent eyes.

I’d know those eyes anywhere.

My stud stared at me for a moment.

“Daisy?” He asked.

It was Ben’s voice, only deeper, more masculine. My stomach turned, heart fluttering.

It really was him. It really was my best friend. Only… different.

It didn’t make any sense. How…

And then I giggled and blushed as I realised how silly I was being. After all that had happened to me, after my remarkable, amazing, joyful transformation the change in front of me seemed almost mundane.

It was Ben, my best friend. He was changed. He was handsome and rugged and… he was here as my breeding stud.

My head spun. Maybe he hadn’t recognised me yet? My change had been remarkable.

Maybe I could convince him to leave and ask for someone else?

But then I realised… if I trusted anyone enough to do this with it was Ben. If I cared about anyone enough to offer them my body, the pleasure of my thick, jiggly, plump, sensual, curvy, womanly body, it was Ben. If anyone would look after me it was him.

And he did look hot.

All grown up, tall and muscular, like a… like a bull ready to breed.

I blushed at the thought.

The way he looked at me made it clear he was having similar thoughts. His gaze was practically molesting me, eyeing me up and down, taking in my almost naked body dressing in the sexy cow-print outfit, the heels, the collar, made me flush. I couldn’t resist the urge to wiggle, and I felt my bubble butt sway and my heavy, swollen tits jiggle. From the way Ben reacted, the pinkness in his cheeks, I knew my body was having a profound effect on him.

“Daisy?” Ben repeated, frowning as he looked at me. “I’m here for a Daisy. Are you…”

He stalled. His eyes went wide.

He recognised me.

“Hi. I’m Daisy. You’re my stud right, here to breed me?” I said.

Ben stared at me. I could tell he had realised.

“But… you… how? I mean… you’re Daisy? But…”

I just nodded.

“It’s a long story.” I said.

And then I told him. I told him all about my changes, about my weeks in the dairy, about my milkings, and my problem.
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And Ben told me his story. It turned out I wasn’t the only one being enhanced for their new role. Where I as a dairy worker had been made plump and soft and curvy, had been given fat milky tits, a luscious body made for milkings and breeding, Ben, as a hard labourer, was made stronger, was given more endurance. His already considerable masculinity had been enhanced, whereas my lack of masculinity had been replaced by glorious, sumptuous womanhood.

“What do we do?” Ben asked. “I mean… I never knew they were doing this to you. If you want we can leave. We can find a way out and I can…”

“I don’t need rescuing.” I said, interrupting him.

“I like it here. I… the changes were a surprise, but that’s my fault for not reading the contracts properly. Once I got used to them all though I started to have fun, and I’ve grown to… I’ve grown to really enjoy it. My new body is fun, the work isn’t too bad for the most part, with some really fun bits, and the women I work with are great. Not only are they really hot, but they’re sweet and charming and friendly too. All of us girls are a team. We work together and I’m having a great time.”

Ben just stared at me. He blinked.

“Aren’t you having fun?” I asked, smiling.

He nodded. As we had been talking I had become aware of the scent in the air, a rich, deep, primal musk. It made my skin prickle and my belly flutter, my whole body growing warm, a deep longing swelling in me, a need, a primitive lust. And then I realised, the scent was coming from Ben.

Had he always smelled that good and I had never noticed?

Was it my new body, my changes that meant I was noticing it, or was it the changes in him? Or maybe… it was both of us that had changed.

“Yeah. I mean, the work's good, and all my co-workers have been telling me about this amazing side-job we can do to… to help out… at…”

I blushed. The longer we were alone in the room the stronger the scent became. It was almost overpowering, making it hard to think. I could feel my breasts, full of milk, throbbing, and my nipples were straining so hard at the cloth of my bra that they were beginning to hurt.

As I looked at him I could see that he was breathing harder, deeper, and his cheeks were flush. It looked like he was almost straining, and… was that a bulge in his shorts? It looked impossibly massive, and yet as I looked at it it seemed to only be getting bigger.

“Help out at the dairy?” I said. “They’ve been telling you about how much fun they have working as studs at the dairy? And you wanted to try it?”

It was Ben’s turn to blush.

“Yeah. I… I applied and they’ve been giving me special meals and supplements to get me ready. I was just waiting to be called. And then… well, here I am. But I didn’t expect it to be you. I mean…”

“So this is your first time as a breeding stud?” I asked.

Ben’s blush deepened and he nodded. The bulge in his shorts was enormous now. I couldn’t help but stare.

And the scent of my best friend’s musk was beginning to make me weak. I could feel my heart thundering, breasts heaving. My whole body was on fire with a need I’d never known before.

“Yeah.” Ben said.

I giggled.

“Well it’s my first time being bred, so I guess we’re a good match.”

“Yeah but… we’re friends. We’re best friends. We can’t…”

I took a deep breath. The scent was driving me wild, a lust hotter than anything I’d known before. I needed to breed. I needed my best friend, my stud to breed me.

And not just because I had a problem, not just because I needed my milk to flow, to help my body reach its full potential, but because if he didn’t breed me, and soon, I might go mad from the lust and the desire that was burning me up.

“Am I not everything you were promised?” I asked, smiling.

I stepped forward.

Up until that moment, we’d both kept still, kept our distance from each other, but I’d had enough. Ben was here as my stud. My best friend was here as my stud. He was handsome and buff and rugged, tall and strong and the massive bulge in his shorts was making me whimper.

I couldn’t think of anyone I’d want more to breed me for my first time.

“I… well… yeah, you’re stunning. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman as hot as you, and that outfit… but… it's you. You’re…”

“I’m Daisy.” I said, emphatic. “And you’re my stud. So… are you going to breed me, or not?”

I moved closer. Ben took a step back, retreating until his back hit the door.

“I… are you sure?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Certain. Seeing you, tall and buff and handsome, and seeing that thick, hard, throbbing cock in your shorts, I’ve never been more certain of anything.” I said.

And it was true. I’d been unsure before, but had been excited, curious. Now though, seeing Ben, my stud, being in a room with him, smelling him, I was certain.

I knew what my body needed. I knew what I needed to get my milk flowing again. I knew what I needed for my body to reach its full womanly potential. I needed to be bred. I needed to be bred over and over and over by the stud bull in front of me.

“You have to be sure because I’m not sure I can resist you if you come any closer.” Ben said.

And then it clicked. He wasn’t scared of me. He wasn’t rejecting me. He was worried about me.

He wanted me, but was scared I might not want him.

His struggle wasn’t to get away from me, it was to resist me. He was trying to restrain himself to avoid hurting me, to avoid doing something I didn’t want him to do. I smiled. That was just like him. Always kind and thoughtful, always worried about me.

But this time he didn’t need to worry.

“If you come any closer I won’t be able to resist you.” He repeated. “The way you look, the way you move, and… the way you smell. It’s driving me wild. I’ve been trying to contain it but if you come closer I’m not sure I can. If you come closer I’m not sure what I’ll do to you. You’re so hot, so sexy. It’s making my brain melt. And your smell… I… I can’t control it. My body is burning up and I’m so fucking horny.”

I stopped, watching him. It was fun, seeing him struggle, knowing he wanted me that much, that I was that sexy.

I smiled. I took one step closer.

“Well… how about we find out what you’ll do to me.” I said.

And I took another step. Ben grew suddenly still, and he smiled at me.


Nine

I’d never seen Ben move so fast. One moment he was by the door, and the next he was on me.

Ever since we’d both hit adolescence he’d been taller than me, broader than me, more masculine than me, and over the years that gap had widened further. But now that gap had become a chasm.

Not only was I softer, prettier, sexier, more feminine, a curvy, plush, jiggly woman with a luscious figure and massive, milky tits, dressed in sexy cow-print lingerie, but Ben had become taller, broader, stronger, more rugged and masculine. He’d become a bull made to breed me.

“Fuck…”

I gasped as he grabbed me. The scent of him overpowered me, made me weak, made my whole body throb with need and desire.

I didn’t have a chance to finish what I was saying though. Because his lips were on mine.

Ben kissed me, hard, and it was like no kiss I’d experienced before. It was deep, hungry, passionate, ravenous, and I kissed him back with equal fervour.

I pressed into him, weak and hungry. It felt bright and wonderful, the sensation of my soft body pressing against the hard wall of muscle, my soft, massive, swollen tits mashing against him, his hard, thick, throbbing cock pressing into my belly as he pressed back, grinding against me.

I could feel his need, his arousal, and it was the equal to mine. I couldn’t think, could barely breathe. The scent of him, his touch, his presence, was driving me wild. My body was made for this, was made to be bred by the bull in front of me, the masculine, handsome, rugged man that was my best friend.

“Fuck. I can’t… you are so hot. I can’t help myself.” Ben said.

I smiled up at him, wiggling my body, squirming against him, teasing him with my softness, my curves. I felt his cock swell, becoming thicker, longer.

“Then don’t.” I said. “Stop holding back. You’re here to breed me, aren’t you? Then do it. Take me. Claim me. Claim my first time and show me what a stud you are.”

I was blushing, smiling, barely able to believe what I was saying. I meant it though. I meant all of it and more.

Ben needed no further encouragement. His lips were on me again. His lips, and his hands, and he began to explore the bounty of my new body.

His lips kissed at my neck, my shoulder, biting gently, making me weak at the knees. His hands found my hip, roamed around to my ass, squeezing the plump softness that was my juicy ass, squeezing hard, making me moan and gasp and squirm.

He kissed down, to my collar bones, my shoulders. His hands roamed up, caressing my lower back, my thin waist, my soft belly. I shifted, throbbing with need. My body was hot, fluttery, and my tits felt so full I thought they might burst, my nipples so hard they were straining against the cloth of my bra.

Ben kissed down, and his hand roamed up, and they met at the perky, heavy, bountiful mounds of my breasts. I gasped in delight and agony as he squeezed, gently, kissing over my cleavage. The sensation was heaven, and I wanted more.

His fingers found the string of my top and pulled, peeling my bra down, off, tugging it up and over my head and tossing it to the side, exposing my tits.

Ben stared for a moment, in awe of my body, and I loved the way he looked at me. His eyes were wide with worship and lust.

And then he kissed my left nipple.

My body lit up with pleasure. My whole being was alive with delight. I gasped, moaned, and pressed my tit into his mouth, wanting more, his lips soft and eager, hand massaging the full pillowy flesh of my breasts.

“Fuck.. yes… suck on my nipples.” I begged.

I stared down at Ben, watching him play with my tits, and I saw him smile. He sucked, and the pleasure became brighter, hotter, my belly fluttery. I felt my milk flow—only a trickle—seeping out of my nipple, filling Ben’s mouth. I saw him swallow, over and over, and he milked me.

He pulled his lips from my left tit, grinning.

“You taste good.” He said.

“There’s more if you want it.” I said, wiggling my right tit.

Ben chuckled, then shifted his attention from my left breast to my right. He kissed my right nipple, sucked, and the pleasure returned. I never wanted it to end. I could feel my milk filling his mouth, his gentle suction, his tongue teasing, swallowing as he drank.

How would would it feel when my milk was in full flow, when my body had reached its full potential? I didn’t know, but I couldn’t wait to find out.

For now, though, there was more. I still needed to be bred.

I shifted, pulling my body back, squirming out of Ben’s grip, my fat, puffy, swollen nipple leaving his lips with an audible pop.

He looked at me and almost seemed to pout. He really did like my body, my milk.

“You got to taste me. So… now it’s my turn.” I said.

And with that, I reached out, reached down, and ran my hand over the thick, hard, throbbing bulge of his massive cock. I smiled as Ben moaned at my touch, and, slowly, I sank to my knees.
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I wasted no time in asking, in talking. I knew what I wanted, and I knew Ben wanted it too.

I fumbled for a moment with the buttons of his shorts, my hand shaking I was so excited and nervous, but then I got it. I undid his shorts and tugged them down, and I freed his cock.

His massive, fat, long, throbbing cock.

My eyes went wide.

“They said I’d need it. They said the girls in the Dairy like their studs large. Is that… is that true?” Ben asked.

If it wasn’t right there in front of me I’d have thought it was fake it was so large. But as it was I knew it was real. I could see it throb. I could smell the musk of it. And as I reached out to hold it, stroke it, I could feel the heat of it, the soft velvety skin, the hard throbbing core.

My whole body ached with need. A need I had never known before, but that I knew I’d never be able to forget.

“I don’t know if it's true for the other girls, but for me… this is just perfect.” I said.

And I parted my lips, leaned forward, and kissed the head of my best friend’s cock, the head of my stud’s cock. My lips buzzed, my body throbbed, and, on instinct, a newly awoken craving, I sucked, pressing my head down.

The head of Ben’s cock stretched my lips, stretched my mouth, and it sank deep. He thrust, gently, and his cock slipped into my mouth. I began to suck.

“Fuck… oh gods that feels so good. You look so hot. I… fuck…”

I could feel his cock throbbing between my lips, on my tongue. I could taste the salty-sweet tang of his precum.

I stroked his cock with my hands, both of them, sucking the tip, licking. My head was spinning. As I began to bob up and down I could feel my heavy, milk-inflated tits swaying in time with my motions.

I sucked harder, deeper, faster, letting my spit wet my best friend’s cock, slurping and moaning as he thrust, fucking my mouth, my face, my lips wrapped tight. My hands, slick with saliva, stroked up and down, and the fat head of my stud’s cock pressed at the back of my throat, choking me.

It felt right. It felt perfect. It felt better than anything I had ever known before, better than I ever would have expected, and I wanted more, knew that I’d never be able to get enough.

I was changed, and the pleasure and the joy and the bliss of sucking my best friend’s cock was transforming me, corrupting me, and I embraced it.

I sucked hard, pressed down, felt the head of Ben’s cock just barely enter my throat. I hurt, but in the best way possible. I choked and knew I couldn’t take any more. I licked and sucked and bobbed my head up and down.

Maybe with practice? Maybe when my body reached its full potential after numerous rigorous matings?

The thought made me blush, and it reminded me why I was there. Why we were in the room.

As much fun as it was to be on my knees sucking Ben’s fat, long, throbbing cock, there was something I wanted more. Something I needed more.

I needed to be bred.

I pulled my head back, sucking as hard as I could. My tongue teased, and I sucked hard on the tip. Ben moaned, the taste of his precum heady. I was drunk on lust.

His cock slipped from my lips and I ached to return my mouth to it, to suck more, to have him fuck my face, cum in my mouth, swallow his cum, taste his milk as he’d tasted mine.

But there was something I wanted more.

“Ready to show me how much of a stud you are?” I asked, looking up at my best friend.

And if my words weren’t clear enough I wiggled my body, making my tits and ass jiggle. Ben’s smile made it clear he understood.

“How should we… how do you want to do this?”

My smile became a smirk. There was really only one answer.

“Get on the bed, on your back, and get naked. I want you to breed me cowgirl style.” I said.

Ben chuckled, but he did not hesitate to oblige me.
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Ben stripped off his shorts and vest, and leapt up onto the bed. I delighted as I watched him, the grace, the power, the ripple of his muscles. He really had become a stud. And… he was my stud.

I rose up to my feet and stood for a moment watching him, his cock still glistening with my spit. I smiled, delighting in the way he stared at me, my bare, massive tits, my hips, ass, thick thighs, even my pretty face. I felt more attractive than I ever had before. I felt happier than I ever had before.

I was sexy and curvy and wanton and beautiful. And I was about to be bred.

Slowly I moved, stepped forwards towards the bed. My heels clicked and I swayed my hips, wiggling my butt, my naked breasts bouncing, heavy and full, nipples hard and puffy.

“Ready to help me with my problem?” I asked. “Ready to breed me, to claim me, to get my milk flowing?”

Ben nodded.

“Any time you need me, just call. I’m all yours.” He said.

I smiled.

“I’ll remember that.” I said.

As he watched me I lifted my hands to my panties, the string holding them up, and, making a show of it, I slowly began to peel them down. The string was caught in the crack of my fat bubble butt, and as I turned slightly Ben had a good view of my ass as I tugged my panties off.

I wiggled, jiggled, and I was delighted to see his massive cock throb as he watched me. I dropped my panties to the floor and stepped out of them, turned to face him. My tiny, flaccid, useless cock was bare, but… I didn’t care about that any more. I no longer had a use for it, not when my new body had so many better pleasures on offer.

And I was about to explore one more source of pleasure.

“But first… I need to make sure you’re up to the job.”

Ben smiled at me. I was nervous, excited, eager. I climbed up onto the bed, naked except for my cow-print stockings and my high heels, and I could feel my heavy, full breasts swaying as I crawled towards my best friend.

My hips shifted, ass shaking, and I felt sexy and powerful and seductive, a potent cocktail of emotions and feelings that were addictive. I knew I’d never be able to get enough of this feeling, would never be able to get enough of the way Ben was looking at me, the lust I could feel, the desire.

Slowly I crawled up the bed towards him, crawling over him, my legs and hand on either side of him, stopping when I was above him, my tits hanging down, swaying, and I wiggled my ass, squirming, hot with need and longing.

“Ready to breed me?” I asked

Ben nodded, and that was all the answer I needed.

I rose up until I was on just my knees, legs spread, and I reached down to grip my stud's cock. I wiggled, delighting in how my body moved, swayed, jiggled, and in how Ben stared at me.

Grinning I spat into my free hand, then lowered it, spreading copious slippery wetness along my ass crack, over my virgin entrance, letting my fingers just barely enter my hole, preparing myself for my stud.

I wiped the last of the wetness over the tip of Ben’s cock and then, aiming my best friend's cock carefully, I lowered myself down. As the hot, hard, throbbing head of his cock teased along my crack I moaned and I felt Ben thrust, hungry for me, eager to fuck me.

But I was in control and I wanted to take my time.

I teased Ben’s cock up and down, delighting in the sensation, the way it pressed at my tight, slippery hole, the way he thrust, trying to enter me, fuck me, claim me, breed me. I sat my weight down, just barely, feeling his tip only just stretching my virgin entrance.

“Fuck…”

Pleasure throbbed inside of me, my whole body alive with bliss and joy. I sank down lower, taking more, my hole stretching.

He was so big, so long and fat. His cock was massive and I’d never done this before. Would he even fit?

The thought of not being bred made my heart quiver. I needed this.

I sank down lower and Ben lifted his hands to my hips, my ass, gripping me tight, pulling me down. My ass stretched, yet… there was no pain.

In fact, it felt almost easy, natural. Another way my body had changed? But then it made sense. My body had adapted to be milked, so why wouldn’t it be adapted to being bred?

The thought sent a shiver of joy down my spine, and, eager to find out if my theory was true, I sank down lower. My hole stretched wider, Ben’s cock slipping deeper, slippery and wet, wetter than it should have been.

I giggled, blushing. I really was built for this. My body was designed for his, for being fucked, and my hole was eager.

With my newfound discovery giving me confidence I braced myself, taking a deep breath, and then sank my whole weight down. There was a moment of pressure, Ben’s fat, throbbing cock meeting my outer ring. My hole though was ravenous, desperate to be full, fucked, and it opened, stretching.

Ben’s cock slipped suddenly deep, filling me. I sat down on his fat, glorious prick, and let his entire massive length fill my ass.

I was no longer a virgin.

“Fuck… that feels… so good.” It was difficult to think let alone speak.

Ben just nodded. His grip on my ass tightened and he rutted his hips up, forcing his cock deeper, knocking the breath from my lungs and making my heart skip. My belly was fluttering, joy, pleasure, bliss.

I was being bred and it felt even better than I ever could have imagined.

“Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Breed me. Show me what a stud you are. Breed me like the slut I am.” I said.

I was delirious with lust and pleasure and joy. Ben obliged. He fucked deep, hard, and then pulled his cock out, slipping it from my tight, hot, wet ass.

I looked down at him and smiled, then, on instinct, began to work my hip, grinding down on his cock, squeezing, riding my stud. He thrust up, hard, his hips slapping against my ass, making my soft body jiggle, my ass and tits wobbling. It felt amazing.

“More! Fuck me more. Harder, faster.” I said, almost demanding.

Ben did as I asked. He fucked me harder, faster, slamming into me, thrusting his cock into my ass, pulling it out, the head tugging at my entrance before filling me again.

I ground my hips, squeezing my hole, milking his cock, riding him as hard as he was fucking me. I could feel the wobble of my ass, thighs, hips, the jiggle of my tits, and each thrust caused the head of Ben’s prick to caress against a knot of pleasure inside me, a swell of bliss that was growing larger and larger.

My nipples were hard, aching, my breast swollen. I lifted my hands and began to massage them, the pleasure becoming brighter. Ben fucked me, fucking my ass hard, thrusting his massive cock into me, breeding me.

He gripped my ass, pulling me down onto his perfect, fat, throbbing prick, and I rode him, grinding, miking him, chasing the joy of being bred.

Yet there was a new pleasure. As I played with my tits a new joy was blossoming. I caressed my enormous breasts, full and heavy, tender, and squeezed my nipples

Ben fucked me. Thrusting, harder and faster, pulling me down onto his massive cock. I could feel it throbbing hard, thick, long, filling me over and over. I rode him, his hands on my ass, squeezing, grinding my hips down to milk him for as much pleasure as I could get. I caressed my tits, chasing the joy that was blossoming inside me.

I could feel the knot of pleasure inside me unravelling.

“Fuck… you’re so tight, so wet, so sexy… I can’t last much longer.” Ben said.

His words made me smile. My best friend was going to cum from fucking my ass. He was going to breed me, cum inside me. He was going to cum as I rode his fat cock. I wanted it, needed it.

I ground down harder, squeezing my ass, grinding on Ben’s cock as I rode him, his cock fucking in and out. I groped myself, drunk on the pleasure of my new body. I was hooked, knew I would never be able to get enough of this, but no longer cared.

I was happy. I was deliriously happy.

“Fuckkk…”

Ben thrust, hard, pulling me down onto his cock. I felt it swelling, stretching my hole, becoming thicker, longer, harder. I knew what that meant.

I ground my hips, squeezing, and I pinched my nipples hard as Ben groped my ass. I felt his cock throb as he thrust deeper.

“Yes… fuck… there…” I said.

I could feel it. I could feel him thrusting, filling me and then…

I felt him cum. I felt his cock throb and erupt and fill my ass with his cum, filling my tight, no longer virgin hole with his spunk.

It was hot, thick, his cock so big, filling me thrusting into me. I squeezed down, grinding my hips, chasing the pleasure, squeezing my breasts and nipples and then…

Something washed over me. Pleasure. Pleasure more intense than anything I had ever known before. My body shook, my ass squeezing down hard, and I felt my milk flow as I came, hard.

I came as my best friend, my stud, came in my ass, cumming hard, my tits creaming all over me, all over Ben. I squeezed my nipples harder, wanting to feel more, and the pleasure hit me so hard that I almost collapsed.

I didn't though. Ben, rutting into me, filling me, kept me in the moment, riding him, riding the tide of pleasure that consumed us both. I could feel his cum in my ass, could feel my milk flowing out of my tits. I’d been bred, and it was like the pleasure, the cum inside me, the act of being fucked by a hard cock, by a stud, had unblocked whatever problem I had been having.

My milk flowed as I squeezed and groped my tits, my ass full of cum, and I rode Ben’s cock hard as I felt the last of his climax filling me. I rode the wave of pleasure as it washed over me, and it was only as the flow of my milk slowed, and Ben’s cock began to soften, that I came back to my senses.

I looked down and saw him drenched in milk. I blushed, giggled, and squeezed my tight ass on his cock.

“Sorry about that.”I said. “I guess I was a little backed up and you making me cum like that just… got me over-excited.”

Ben just smiled.

“Don’t apologise. That was… amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard. You’re amazing. And the milk… I’m into it.” He said.

My blush deepened.

“Want to know a secret?” I asked.

Ben nodded.

“I’m into it too.” I said.

And we both laughed. I shifted, squirming, relishing the feeling of Ben’s massive prick softening inside me, my ass full of cum, my breasts thrumming with pleasure.

I was basking in the warm afterglow, and it was almost as though I could feel my body blossoming after being bred, developing further, transforming to reach its full potential. I couldn’t wait to see what I would look like, to experience what it would feel like. And I could wait to get milked again.

“Just know that anytime you have a problem, I’m happy to help out.” Ben said.

I looked down at him. I could still feel his perfect, fat prick inside my ass, his warm, thick, stick cum slowly leaking out of my well-fucked hole. I was naked except for my cow-print stockings, my heels, and my collar, my luscious, sumptuous, curvy, womanly body on display, nipples still leaking milk. The way he looked at me made me shiver with delight.

“And what if I don’t have a problem? Can I still call on you?” I asked.

Ben nodded.

“Any time.” He said, caressing my body, exploring my softness, my curves.

I shuddered, grinning. I had a feeling I was going to be calling on my stud a lot.

“You know…” Ben said, a note of mischief in his voice. “Those supplements I’ve been taking haven’t just made me bigger and stronger.”

I raise an eyebrow, curious.

“I’ve noticed I’ve got a lot more stamina too.”

With that he shifted, gently, working his hips. I felt his cock, throbbing, swelling, growing hard inside me. He was ready to go again? My heart skipped, and I felt a swell of joy and delight and pleasure.

“Care to help me test out just how much stamina I’ve got now?” Ben asked.

His cock was growing thicker, longer, harder, throbbing. I squirmed, delighting in the way it pressed against my cum-slicked inner walls. I felt Ben thrust, his cock working in and out.

“I’d like that, but how about this time I get down on all fours, and you show me just what a stud you really are.”

And Ben was only too happy to oblige. As the afternoon wore on, I began to suspect I was going to spending more than just three months at the dairy.


Epilogue

“You’re sure about this?” Mary asked, pushing the contracts over the desk towards me.

I nodded.

“Certain.” I said.

I’d never been more certain of anything in my life. Mary smiled and nodded.

“Just sign then, but maybe this time make sure to read all the small print.”

We both chuckled at that.

My three months in the dairy were up, which had left me with a choice, or rather three choices. I could leave and return to my old life as my old self, I could leave, keeping my new body, or I could stay for a while longer, and keep working.

It had been easy. I chose to stay, for a while longer at least.

Not only was the work fun—my twice-a-day milkings a pleasure that I was sure I’d never get bored of—but I was being paid very well, since I was now the highest producer in the dairy, and my milk was of the highest grade.

During my months at the dairy, I’d been transformed. I’d joined as a boy, a young man, but while there I had become a woman, a buxom, curvy, luscious, jiggly, soft, woman. I still couldn’t get over how I looked now.

My body was the stuff of fantasies, and my breasts were gargantuan, always full of milk, with thick, long, puffy nipples that sent tingles of bliss up and down my spine at the lightest touch—which made getting milked a pleasure that I was absolutely hooked on.

It helped that when I wasn’t getting milked I was getting bred by my own private stud, Ben, my best friend.

After our first time together, my first mating, I knew there was no going back to before. I was addicted, hooked. We’d been meeting regularly ever since, meeting every day to fuck for as long as Ben’s stamina could hold out, and his stamina could hold out for a long time.

And it turned out Mary had been telling the truth. With the regular meals, all the dairy I was consuming, the additives they fed me, my body had changed. But it was the regular, intense breedings that allowed me to reach my full potential.

I didn’t know quite what it was, maybe the pleasure, the feeling of being fucked, submitting to my stud’s fat, long, hard cock, or maybe it was all the cum he was feeding me, in my ass, down my throat, over my tits, but I didn’t care.

The old me might have cared, might have wanted to solve the puzzle, but the old me was just a memory. I was no longer Dillon.

I was Daisy. I didn't need to think or worry or fret. I was made for something better, a life of pleasure and productivity. I was made to be milked, and fucked, and I was going to do both as often as I could, for as long as I could.

So I signed. I signed up for another year. Another year working at the dairy. I signed up for more. More milkings and breedings and I smiled as I did it. I couldn’t have been happier.

I didn’t know if, at the end of that year, I would stay longer, but I knew that even if, maybe, I did decide to leave, I’d be leaving as Daisy. There was no way I was ever going to give up my new body and all the pleasure that the thrills and the joys that came with it.

“Done.” I said.

I passed the contract back to Mary and she took it and filed it away.

“Well, I have to say I’m very glad you signed up. As our best producer, we’d have been very sad to see you leave.”

I nodded, blushing at the praise.

“But… now you’ve signed up for another term, and a full year at that, I suppose I should tell you our newest programme at the dairy. It’ll mean a few more changes, but I promise you, they’re nothing I don’t think you can handle, and nothing I don’t think a girl like you wouldn’t enjoy.”

I blushed at that, yet… I was intrigued. More changes?

“Where do I sign up?” I asked, not bothering to hide how eager I was.

Mary laughed.

“What if I told you that you already had? I did say to read the small print.”

My eyes went wide, and then I laughed too, blushing with excitement and embarrassment.

“I guess my brain really doesn’t work as well as it used to.” I said.

Mary’s smile widened.

“That’s not a problem. After all, what I’ve got in mind for you doesn’t need you to think at all…”

I smiled. I was getting very good at not thinking, and I was learning that it was more fun too.

“When do we begin?” I asked.

“Right now. If you want.” Mary said.

Mary offered me her hand and I didn’t hesitate to take it. I was ready to fully embrace my new career, my new life, and I couldn’t wait to discover what else lay ahead for me, and for my stud.

THE END
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ONE WILD WEEKEND




[image: ]

Tim and Fiona are the perfect newly married couple. They’re young, they’re in love, and they’re happy. Well, except for one thing… one tiny little thing.

Their love life is far from satisfying. But what better way to fix it than with a wild weekend away? Only Fiona’s got plans to make the weekend far wilder and much prettier than Tim is expecting.

Tim loves his wife, Fiona, dearly. She means the world to him. She’s gorgeous, funny, smart, and kind, and he’ll do anything in his power to make her happy. Only, some things aren’t in his power.

Tim’s aware that while his wife might be a stunning example of feminine beauty, he is far from the classic example of masculine perfection. He’s small, thin, far too soft, and he hates it.

He’s always hated it. He hates feeling like he’s not quite good enough for his wife, that he’s not quite the man she deserves, and his creeping insecurities have even started affecting their love life.

There’s hope though. For their one-year wedding anniversary Fiona is planning something special. A weekend away. A weekend for them to reconnect and enjoy each other. Tim is hoping that he can rekindle the spark.

Fiona has planned more than just a weekend away. She’d got a surprise for Tim, something special in mind for their weekend.

Fiona’s always been attracted to Tim, has always found him hot, precisely because he is small and thin and soft. But she thinks he can be softer, and she definitely thinks he can be prettier.

When Fiona explains her surprise and her plan to her husband, Tim is left reeling. He’ll do anything for his wife, but is he really willing to do that? Is he willing to become the hot, pretty, submissive femme of his wife’s fantasies?

Maybe he can, just this once? Maybe it’ll even be fun… maybe what they both need is One Wild Weekend?


FULL SERVICE SECRETARY
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Grayson is in a desperate situation. He’s in debt, with no way to pay it back.

That is until the beautiful Ms Sereine makes him a proposal. Become her pretty, feminine secretary, and embrace the very generous incentive scheme she’s willing to offer him.

The question is, how far is Grayson willing to go to earn those bonus payments?

Grayson is deep in debt and his life is out of control. He’s behind on payments, and his love life is a mess. With interest piling up and the threat of creditors knocking on his door he goes to see Ms Sereine, the woman who set up his loan.

She’s sympathetic, and she wants to help, so she offers Grayson a solution. She’s in need of a secretary, a pretty, feminine, girly secretary, and she thinks Grayson would be perfect for the role. There’s just one problem.

The salary is less than Grayson’s currently on. How is he meant to make payments on a lower salary when he’s already struggling?

Ms Sereine has considered that. Her work in sales sees her earning generous bonuses. She’s willing to share some of her commissions if Grayson is willing to put in a little extra effort.

Grayson agrees to Ms Sereine’s terms. He steps into the role of her secretary and as time passes he begins to find that the extra effort feels like no effort at all. Soon Grayson finds himself on a journey of self-discovery as he uncovers desires and talents and needs he never knew he had.

As Grayson works to pay off his debt he is transformed and he struggles to accept his new glamorous, flirtatious, and brazen identity. He’s just working to pay off his debt, right? And the more effort he puts in, the more service he’s willing to offer, the faster his debt is paid off.

And that’s why he’s doing it all, right?

But what happens when the debt is paid off? What if there’s more motivating Grayson than just his debt and the repayments?

What if deep down Grayson was born to be a Full Service Secretary?


HYPNO MAID
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Ryan is a mess, and his flatmate and her girlfriend have had enough. They need him to be better, or move out.

Desperate, Ryan says he’ll try harder. Luckily for him, the two women know just how to help him clean up his act...

It’s hard living with two attractive women when you’re terminally single. For Ryan, living with Maya and Olivia, it’s even harder. Not only are the two women very hot, but they’re also together, and they’re deeply into each other.

Ryan had thought it would just be him and his friend, Maya, when he moved in, but now her new girlfriend is around all the time, and though Maya is sweet and charming and kind, Olivia is the exact opposite, and Ryan is sick of her picking on him.

Olivia is picking on Ryan for a reason though. Maya and Olivia have had enough of Ryan’s bad habits, his bad attitude, and his mess. So, the pair give him an ultimatum: improve his habits, or move out.

Not wanting to lose his room, his home, Ryan says he’ll try, but admits that his bad habits are hard to break. Hearing that, Olivia offers him help.

Her help is simple enough. Hypnosis while Ryan sleeps, to help him break his bad habits, just like giving up smoking or eating healthier Olivia says. Ryan is sceptical, but soon he starts noticing changes in his behaviour, his routine, and his habits. He doesn’t want to admit it, but maybe Olivia’s suggestion really is helping.

And then a package arrives in the post, and what’s inside changes everything...


YOGA BODY
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Conner is stuck in a rut and he’s miserable. When it’s suggested he try yoga to get fit and feel better he’s dismissive. Yoga can’t fix anything, can it?

And then he meets Skye, the hot, tattooed, purple-haired yoga teacher who is nothing like he expected, and Skye, seeing something special in Conner, is determined to give him more than just a hot yoga body.

The moment Conner saw Skye he was captivated. She was nothing like he imagined a yoga teacher to be, and it turned out his first class was not as bad as he feared. After class, Skye and Conner get to talking, and he finds himself opening up to her in ways he never has before. He feels calm in her presence, comfortable and at peace.

Soon he’s taking one-on-one lessons with his hot, purple-haired yoga teacher, and Skye, sensing something in her student, does her best to help him and keep him motivated, even it means using some quite unconventional methods—like teaching him in only her underwear.

As the lessons progress and the methods become even more unconventional, brazen, and exhilarating, Conner begins a journey of self-discovery and passion that sees him transformed. With Skye’s help, Conner lets go of his fears, his worries, and he learns the peace and joy of self-acceptance as she guides him on a journey that sees him slowly becoming softer, prettier, and more feminine.

Conner might have started his journey on the yoga mat, but where it ends is up to him. If only he’s brave enough to take that final leap and open his heart to what his yoga teacher is offering.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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