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Chapter 1

I Know What You Need




Melissa DeVries was bored.

She sat at her desk, feeling sorry for herself. Her day’s work was pretty much done, which it usually was by about four o’clock. She sighed. It sometimes felt like she had the most boring job in the world, secretary for a bunch of boring engineers in a boring company. It really was a boring company, too: Masterson International. Oil exploration and imaging, mostly. Her parents back home in Wisconsin thought that working in the oil business was exciting, but then her parents were pretty boring. She couldn’t imagine a duller life.

Moving to Texas had been a stupid idea. Her parents had tried to talk her out of it, but she had set her sights on Dallas while in college, and had promised herself that she would take the plunge despite the tight economy. The result was a low-paying job for which she was vastly overqualified.

She sighed again, wondering what to do. She could sit there and play Minesweeper—yawn. She could go on Facebook, or maybe tweet something—double yawn. When it came right down to it she was pretty boring, too.

Having nothing better to do, she checked her webmail. There was the usual nothing there: the usual spam, the usual offers to refinance a house she didn’t have, or magic pills to enhance a penis she didn’t have. Didn’t have? She could barely remember what they looked like!

She went about cleaning up her inbox, noticing too late one email that didn’t appear to be junk. Shaking her head, she dug it out of the trash. It was from someone who called himself Rance.




From: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




Melissa made a face. I know what you need? Who was Rance to know what she needed? She didn’t even know what she needed. Well, a new life maybe. Could Rance give her that? She clicked on the header and the email window opened up. It contained just seven words:




I know what you need—an admirer.




She made another face, this time cocking her head. An admirer? That was pretty unlikely. What was more likely was that someone was playing a joke on her. Scowling, she cast an eye about the bullpen, looking for anyone who might be watching her out of the corner of his eye. She could see everyone on this section of the floor, there being no cubicles in which to hide. No engineers were surreptitiously turning away, no one furtively darting back behind his monitor, no sniggering.

“I know what you need,” she muttered, looking again at the email on her screen. She shook her head again and clicked on the ‘delete message’ button. “I seriously doubt that, Rance.”

___________________________




Melissa let herself into her apartment, her keys jangling in the doorknob. She was met by Maggie the cat, who jumped off the couch and began winding herself about her roommate’s ankles, purring loudly, bestowing her permission to enter and letting it be known that she could be fed now. 

While Maggie contentedly devoured her canned mystery meat, Melissa began going about the business of unwinding from her day. She would start with a shower, the need to divest herself of the sweat of a Dallas day foremost in her mind. She poured herself a glass of sherry, sweet but not too sweet, and then went into the bedroom to undress.

She had only just thrown her slip and blouse into the hamper, leaving her in her bra and pantyhose, when she caught sight of herself in the mirror over her wide dresser. She straightened up, pouting at her reflection and cocking her hip in that haughty model way. “Is this what you admire, Rance?” she said to the mirror, turning her head for the mythical Playboy photographer on the other side of the glass, “or is it these?”

She reached back and unhooked the clasp of her bra, her fulsome breasts pushing the material away as they sought freedom from the confinement they’d been forced to endure all day. She removed the brassiere and tossed it into the hamper, then put a hand under each breast and raised them upward, offering them to the mirror.

“Do you like big titties, Rance?” she cooed, her soft voice an odd contrast to her bitter scowl. “Is that what you want?” She pressed her heavy hangers together, huge even by porn standards, creating a cleavage that could easily swallow the biggest dildo. This was not an exaggeration—it was something she usually did once a week or so.

“Or is this what you’re after?” she continued, bringing her hands down to caress her belly, which was proportional to her breasts. She ran her hands across the expanse of her round stomach, the product of too little exercise, too many lonely nights, and too much Jen & Barry’s. She wasn’t exactly fat, at least that was what she liked to tell herself, but at 175 pounds she couldn’t kid herself that she wasn’t skirting the edge of obesity.

“Yes, I expect this is what you want, isn’t it, Rance? You just want some BBW who’ll jerk you off between her fat tits until you come all over her chubby face, is that it?” She jiggled her stomach for emphasis, her scowl increasing as she watched her breasts, firm and round, roll back and forth across the upper slope of her belly like a pair of flesh-colored volleyballs, which was an accurate assessment of their size, as well as how men usually treated them.

Melissa hated her breasts; they were all anyone ever noticed. That wasn’t strictly true, as she well knew, nor did she actually hate them, but they were the cause of so much of her unhappiness, of her loneliness. Did anyone ever notice her blonde hair? Yes, they did, often complimenting her on it, how it shone and bounced, though they usually said this while glancing up and down, more often down. What about her clear skin? She had a good complexion, peaches and cream, so her hairdresser back home always said, “...though, honey, you really should think about having those boobs reduced!” Only a gay male would make that statement, and Tony was a self-confessed screaming queen.

The straight ones all loved her tits, though. How many times had she caught men staring at them? How many times had she been brushed up against, in elevators or other crowded places? She sometimes called them on it, but more often than not she simply avoided crowds.

Nor was it just men. They might be pigs, but none had been so bold as that drunken dyke bitch who’d bumped into her in the bar that one night. She’d gone with some of her coworkers after work, a little friendly get-together. And it had been friendly, everyone slightly liquored up, having a nice time. She had been talking to Johnny from Geology, drink in hand, thinking that she might actually say yes if he asked her back to his place. She’d worn a low-cut blouse to work that day, knowing they would be going out afterwards. Nothing slutty or unprofessional, perfectly acceptable Casual Friday wear. 

Johnny had definitely been into her that evening, his eyes roving over her expansive bosom every so often. She hadn’t had many dates since moving to Dallas, most of them being little more than a prelude to getting her bra off. She had actually enjoyed Johnny’s attentions that night, the melon margarita she’d been nursing having sufficiently adjusted her attitude. He had just been about to ask her out, she’d felt sure, when someone bumped her from behind. She turned around, annoyed.

“s’cuse me,” the drunken girl mumbled. She was a full head shorter than Melissa, the kind of girl that men just loved to bounce up and down on their laps. Her eyes were having trouble focusing, until they focused on Melissa’s chest. “Oh, my God,” she said, weaving slightly, her hands coming up to cradle the breasts that were staring her in the face, “your boobs are bigger than my head! Look!” The little bitch then thrust her head forward, burying her face so deep in Melissa’s cleavage that it looked like she was wearing a pair of giant pink headphones.

People around them laughed, some of them whistling through their teeth, just good-natured humor at her expense. Even Johnny had laughed. Melissa hadn’t found it funny, though. She put a hand on the drunken girl’s nonexistent chest and pushed her backwards, then left without a word. She had not been back to that bar, or any other, since that night.

She scowled again at the image in the bedroom mirror, a pair of tits with a girl attached. “Well, Rance, unless you’ve got a big dick, a big bank account, and a liking for big girls, I truly doubt that you have what I need.”

___________________________




Melissa watched the movie on her TV with a sad sort of interest. The girl on the screen was beautiful. They were always beautiful, and skinny. This one was kissing her underwear model boyfriend, who was sucking on her mouth while caressing her tits, if you could call them tits. They were more like bits. God, why did she watch this crap? Night after night, the same goddamn thing. The same empty entertainment, the same empty life.

She hadn’t even bothered to dress after her shower. When had that started? She couldn’t remember, only that she’d suddenly lost interest in wearing clothing whenever she was in her apartment. It hardly mattered, there being no one there to see her. It was comfortable, though. Freeing, with nothing poking or pinching or holding something in or pushing something out.

The vapid, flat-chested career girl on the screen continued kissing the walking surfboard. He was only supposed to be a one-night stand, but in the space of ninety-three minutes he had become her fully committed, suddenly all grown-up soulmate. Utter crap!

She continued watching, scowling at the people on the TV much as she had scowled at herself in her mirror. The underwear model was fondling vapid girl’s breasts now, moving in to suck her apparently quite responsive nipples. Despite the stupidity of the scene, Melissa’s own nipples stiffened in response. Surfer boy was licking them now, tenderly teasing a nip, eliciting little moans and squeals from the blonde stick figure lying beneath him.

God, who directed this shit? That wasn’t how you sucked a tit! You had to get in there, show that tit who’s boss! She rolled her eyes at the silly thrashing about that somebody evidently thought was romance. 

“Here, surfer boy,” she said to the figure on the screen, “watch and learn.” She lay back against the leatherette cushion of her sofa, automatically rolling a heavy dug upward, the still stiff nipple within easy reach of her tongue.

How many times had she played this scene out; a bit of self-love performed by the only person available to do it. She let her tongue roll across the fat nipple, batting it about, then blew lightly across it, the flesh of her areola crinkling tightly in response.

She could feel herself growing wet down below, a signal for some attention. Her free hand moved down along her big belly toward her already slippery slit, as it did practically every night...when something told her to stop. A wicked thought entered her mind, sending a shiver of excitement through her. It was time for a little something different. Time to see if she could climax just from breast play.

Melissa giggled at the thought, silencing herself with her own tit as she pushed her face into the warm breast flesh. The nipple invaded her mouth, sliding across her tongue and sending another shiver through her. Despite their size they were sensitive, always had been, erecting whenever they came in contact with something, the sole reason she never went braless, unless she was nude.

This feels so good, she thought. It did too, for it seemed that no one could suck her tits as well as she could. She sometimes wondered if there were guys out there who could suck their own dicks, but then pushed the thought from her mind. Any man who would suck his own dick would just as likely suck someone else’s. 

She brought her free hand up to caress her other tit, grasping a big handful of the soft flesh while she whimpered into the oversized milker that was almost suffocating her. Oh, to have another person doing this with her, sucking her other tit while she sucked her own, or perhaps even two people; she did have two tits after all, one to a customer.

She brought the tit in her mouth down a bit, sucking more of the nipple into her mouth, filling it. She whimpered again, lost in pleasure. God, if she continued this much longer she might start nursing herself. She snorted at that thought, sending ripples across the vast tract of titflesh that wasn’t in her mouth. Nursing herself. Now there was a good idea.

She let go the tit she had been feverishly grasping and reached across to the little side table next to the couch, her hand closing about the empty pint of Funky Munky ice cream she’d had for dessert. With an audible slurp, she released the liplock on the engorged nipple, the swollen teat shining in the light from the television, and dribbled some of the melted ice cream onto her breast, coating the nipple in the warm goo.

“Mmm…” she moaned as she sucked the nipple back into her mouth, her tongue sliding over the rich-tasting ice cream, satisfying more than one sense at a time. Goodness, she was going to have to start doing this every night. Who needed a man when you could do this to yourself? Who needed Rance when she could suck her own boobs into oblivion?

She poured more of the melted ice cream onto her tit and sucked it back in again, reveling in the sensation of it, the naughtiness of it. She did it again, getting the last dribbles of the sweet cream onto her tit, which felt somehow bigger now, heavier in her hands. Her mouth closed over the thoroughly excited nipple, sucking as fervently as an infant at mother’s breast, while grasping fingers latched onto the nipple of her other breast, tugging on the neglected flesh, practically doubling her pleasure.

She was going to come, she knew it now. She could feel her untouched clitoris vibrating, practically begging for some attention, which she was not going to give it. She could feel her heart racing in her chest, every sense alive, her massive tits no longer warm, but hot, her face all but buried in the sweater pillow that was in her mouth.

With a simultaneous tug and a suck it happened. Melissa screamed into the heavy dug, the sounds of her climax all but absorbed in the hot flesh of her tit, the breast orgasm exploding through her, warmth radiating out to the rest of her body. Lost in ecstasy, she released the swollen nipple from her mouth, palming the round tit in her hand as if she were an NBA forward, repeatedly mashing one heavy breast into the other while she came down from the most powerful orgasm she’d had in months.

She reclined on the couch in silence, her breathing slowly returning to normal as she absently watched the fake couple going about their fake romance.

“The hell with you, Rance,” she said, sneering at the TV. “I’ve already got everything I need.”


Chapter 2

Buttercup




Melissa sat at her desk the next morning, humming to herself. Had she ever felt so good? No, come to think of it, she hadn’t. Two breast orgasms will do that for you, she mused. She’d felt silly, at first, lying in bed, trying to recreate the experience with her neglected right tit only minutes after having had the first one. But hey, she had two tits. Why not have two orgasms?

And so she had, the second one even more powerful than the first, but it had not been without cost. She was paying that cost now, not with sore nipples, or hickeys on her milky breast flesh, but rather because they’d grown. This wasn’t exactly a new experience for her; they usually swelled up a bit when getting her period, but this was different.

The reflection in her computer screen showed the obvious, her already overlarge breasts overfilling her bra cups, a ridge of flesh spilling over the material designed to contain them, visible even through her blouse. It had made her quite unhappy that morning, standing before her full-length mirror, her big boobs having gained what appeared to be a full cup size due to the attentions of the night before. She hoped she wasn’t going to have to buy bigger bras. They already cost her fifty bucks apiece!

Then again it might be worth it. Many eyes had checked her out on her way to her desk that morning. She didn’t think it was due to her enhanced endowments, though. More likely it was the sway of her hips. Most men know a sexually satisfied woman when they see one, even if they don’t know who satisfied her.

Melissa sighed again, her mind still back in bed, still feeling her hands upon herself. “Stop it, you silly cow,” she said lowly. “Get back to work.” She followed her orders, working happily, humming to herself every so often.

___________________________




“Hey, girl. Mind if I join you?”

Melissa looked up at the leggy brunette standing on the other side of the plastic table from her, feeling slightly confused. “Of course, Janice. Why…?”

“Gee, I don’t know, Mel,” Janice said with a sly smile, “I was afraid you might already have a lunch date.” She took her seat, bending sideways a bit so that she could peer beneath the table. “Considering the rumors that are flying around this place, I half-expected to find some guy underneath the table, chowing down on your world-famous taco salad.”

“Janice!”

Janice laughed, digging an apple and a yogurt out of a well-used brown paper bag and placing them on the round table.

“I don’t see how you do it,” Melissa said, shaking her head. “I’d starve to death on your diet.”

“I do starve on this diet, just not quite to death. Though if I had a pair of boobs like yours I wouldn’t need to.”

“Shush, Jan,” Melissa whined, fixing her lunchmate with a stern glare that she knew she wouldn’t be able to pull off.

Janice snorted. “Hate to break it to you, Mel, but your secret’s out. Everyone at Masterson knows your hooters can be seen from space.”

Melissa rolled her eyes but laughed all the same. If there was one person at Masterson whose company she genuinely enjoyed, it was Janice’s. She was fun and vivacious, sure, but it was her beauty that set her apart from the rest of humanity. Where Melissa was round and curvaceous, Janice was long and lean, her tanned skin and high cheekbones courtesy of her Comanche heritage. Men worshipped her, and who could blame them? At five feet ten inches Janice was as tall as most men, and with the addition of her ever present high-heeled boots she positively towered over the rest. She was the Amazonian ideal incarnate.

Her most striking feature was her hair. Thick and lustrous, it was black as obsidian and shone with a deep gloss that was truly eye-catching. It hung down to the small of her back without the slightest kink or wave, and shimmered darkly with the slightest movement.

She worked in the other end of the building, in the cartography library, which she ran with an iron fist. She was the only female employee in that department, and woe betide the engineer who wasted her time with little flirtations. She had let it be known that she didn’t date her co-workers, and any male who didn’t respect that courted a lap full of boiling coffee. One former employee had learned this painful lesson personally.

“Okay, who was it?”

Melissa took a drink from her bottled spring water, certain that she knew where this conversation was headed. “Who was what?”

The brunette mock-huffed. “Who sexed you up last night, girl? Is he free tonight? Does he have a brother? Is he hung like a bull?”

“Janice...!” Melissa hissed, looking about, making sure no one else was listening in.

“Come off it, Mel, that blush on your cheeks isn’t makeup. You’ve never looked so good. Christ, I’ve never looked so good.”

Melissa smiled at the compliment. “Not saying,” she said lowly, hoping to encourage her table mate to keep their conversation slightly less public. “I don’t need you horning in.” Boy, wasn’t that the truth.

Janice smiled back. “Seriously, whoever he is, don’t let him get away. I’ve never seen you looking so good. Though you might think about buying some bigger bras. I can recommend a good tentmaker, if you like.”

___________________________




Melissa returned to her desk to find more work piled up, which she made sure not to get through too quickly, lest she encourage some of the less industrious engineers to come over and look down her neckline, something they already did more often than she liked. It was something they did more often than upper management liked, too. She’d heard rumors of unnamed engineers having been warned about sexual harassment towards a certain large-bosomed employee. She hadn’t originally believed those rumors, not until Mrs. Masterson, executive vice-president and corporate busybody, had cornered her at the company Christmas party and drunkenly pointed out that breast reductions were covered under the company’s health plan. “They must hurt your back something terrible.” 

She had never been so angry as she had been that evening, even more than when that little bitch had buried her head in her cleavage! She had simply smiled and said that was good to know, biting back the desire to blurt out that her own shitkicker husband had just minutes before grazed one of her boobs with the back of his hand while pointing at something. Accidentally, of course.

The truth was that she already knew breast reductions were covered, had looked into it from time to time, whenever her back was sore from a day of lugging them around, or when some man decided that anythings in public view gave him the right to stare at them. Yes, she had considered it, more than once, but they were her breasts, a part of her. Why should she have to change herself for the sake of the world? Why couldn’t the world just grow up?”

She decided to take a little mini-break, to check her webmail. There was the usual nonsense. God, there must be big bucks in the penis enlargement business, she thought. She scanned down the headers: nothing from Mom, nothing from Dad, nothing of interest, save for one sender she recognized.

“Well, Rance, you certainly don’t give up, do you?” She shook her head. If not for small penises and stalkers, the Internet would be a virtual ghost town. Perhaps the two were related. Curious if it was the same old, she opened it:




I know what you need—Rance.




Melissa sighed. She had hoped the first email was just the typical spam that made up so much of the Internet, but she was pretty sure she knew what this was—it was the result of alcohol and loneliness, and a night that she bitterly regretted.

It was the weekend after Thanksgiving, which she had spent in the company of Maggie the cat, watching the usual Christmas movies she’d already seen half a dozen times before. She would have preferred to spend it with a strong, handsome, well-hung man. Heck, he didn’t have to be all that strong, or even handsome for that matter. Out of sheer boredom she had decided to get drunk. She had never drunk alone before, except for a bit of sherry. She went with rum and Cokes, figuring that if you were going to get blotto you might as well make it tasty. That was the evening that she discovered that alcohol and the Internet don’t mix.

It had begun with a bit of Web browsing, and ended with her posting a ‘selfie’ on Dallas After Dark. It was a singles website, primarily for denizens of the Dallas-Fort Worth area. In need of a little ego boost she had posted a picture of her best assets, a tight shot that a viewer might mistake for someone holding a pair of state fair winning casaba melons. She had no worries that someone might recognize her, her head having been cropped out of the shot.

For several hours she basked in the compliments of appreciative men, as well as a few derisive comments from women less fortunate than herself, plus some obvious closet types who resented her femininity. It was an evening of fun and flirtation that she thought she might do again sometime. When she woke up the following morning, she found that her head was stuffed with cotton and her inbox stuffed with email.

“Oh, no,” she groaned, upon seeing the damage. Hundreds of messages from admirers, all of them addressed to Melissa Melons, her online screen name. She shook her head in disbelief at the sheer volume of email. What had she been thinking? Thankfully the damage to her reputation was minimal, as Dallas After Dark ran their email through a blind system, acting as an intermediary between users. None of these people knew who she was, unless she had given out her email address, which she feared she might have done by about her fifth rum and Coke. She deleted all of her admirers’ emails without looking at them, and then unsubscribed from Dallas After Dark, praying that Melissa Melons’s Internet debut would soon be forgotten. That was five months ago, and though there had been no further emails from breast-obsessed strangers, she occasionally worried that someone might attempt to contact her.

Judging by Rance’s emails, it appeared that she was not quite so anonymous as she had thought. On any other day she would have trashed the message and added Rance to her list of blocked senders. Today was not any other day. She clicked on the reply button, amazed that she was even considering responding to him:




Oh, yeah? What do I need, Rance?




She clicked the ‘Send’ button before she knew what she was doing. “Shit,” she muttered, quickly looking about to make sure that no one had overheard her, not that it mattered. This was Texas, where swearing was a way of life.

What was she doing, responding to an Internet stalker? She quickly put Rance on her list of blocked senders, inwardly berating herself while she typed. Christ, she thought, looking at the reflection of her overflowing bra cups in her monitor. What kind of stupid cow are you anyway?

___________________________




A few hours later found Melissa on the couch, naked, watching TV. It really was more comfortable, being without clothing. It also made sense, considering that she didn’t have to turn her air conditioner as high as she normally would. She was saving the planet!

That wasn’t exactly true, though. How long had she spent in the shower after getting home? Most of an hour, she guessed, not being terribly anal about time. She’d mostly just stood there, letting the water caress her, caressing herself, letting the water massage her breasts. A decent enough substitute for a lover, and certainly cleaner. 

She’d had a light dinner afterward, a turkey wrap and a bottle of water, settling down to watch TV after that. The usual boring crap was still on. She sighed, wondering if she shouldn’t use the money she was saving on air conditioning to splurge on satellite TV, that way she’d have fifty times the amount of boring crap she already hated. God, she needed a hobby.

Maggie the cat jumped onto the glass coffee table in front of her, fixing her roommate with an expression that clearly said, ‘Why aren’t you petting me?’

Melissa fixed her furry roommate with an equally haughty stare. “Because I already have a pussy that needs attention, that’s why.” She emphasized her point by blowing a raspberry at the disdainful feline.

“Gahh!” she said, picking up the remote and plunging the room into welcome silence. She picked up her laptop from the coffee table and opened it up. Maybe she could find some interesting porn. Yeah, right.

Boring news, boring tweets, boring world. She clicked on the bookmark for her webmail—more penis enlargements. Would men never be satisfied until their pricks were as big as Thermos bottles? Probably not. Then again, women probably wouldn’t be either. She started selecting the headers for deletion, happening upon one that surprised her.

“I thought I blocked you, Rance.”

The header simply said, ‘Re: I know what you need.’

“Okay, Rance,” she said to the empty room, “why don’t you tell me what I need.” She clicked on the header.




You need to be milked.




“Oh, ish!” Melissa looked with disgust at the message, all previous disgust in her life having been dwarfed by this new and improved level of disgust. She closed the message window and re-added Rance to her blocked senders list. Made sure to double-check that she’d done so.

Milked. God, what a disgusting notion. Did men really think of women that way, as cows whose sole function was to give milk and make babies? Not all men, surely. Then again, that was exactly what some women were, weren’t they? She’d seen them in the park, or at restaurants, blankets over their shoulders, nursing baby. Well, that was okay. She had been breastfed, so her mother had said. They even had a Mothers’ Room at Masterson for nursing moms.

Except that wasn’t what Rance was talking about. Rance was saying that she needed to be milked, like a cow. On all fours in a stall, her heavy udders slung beneath her, masculine hands grasping at her distended teats, pulling on them, white milk streaming out of them and into a galvanized bucket, the hollow sound of liquid spraying.

She laughed at the image in her mind, her disgust having been tempered by the stupidity of it all. “Is that what you want, Rance, to milk me?” She reached down and tugged on her own distended nipple, rolling it as she did so. “So sorry, Rance,” she said, hissing faintly. “Looks like this cow isn’t producing. Tough titty, Farmer John.”




___________________________




“Hello? Anybody in there?”

Melissa looked up from her half-eaten sandwich to find Janice looking back at her, the expression on her face one of bemusement. “Sorry, Jan. I was, uh, thinking.”

Janice smiled. “About your mystery man? Goodness, Mel, it looks like he’s got you all a-twitter. Come on, girl. Give it up.” She sat down at the table and began emptying her little brown bag of its meager contents.

Melissa opened her mouth to reply, but then just as quickly closed it. Should she tell Janice what had happened last night? Janice wasn’t exactly a friend, not really. She was a work friend, someone she knew and liked but would probably lose touch with if either of them got a new job. The truth was she didn’t have any real friends, not in Dallas anyway. Plenty of them back home in Wisconsin, though.

“No, it isn’t that,” she said quietly. “Not exactly.”

Janice cocked her head. “Ooh, this sounds interesting.”

Melissa started to open her mouth again, but stopped. How could she say what was on her mind? She wasn’t even sure if she knew what was on her mind. “Janice, what do you think about...dreams?”

“All depends,” the brunette replied around a mouthful of apple. “Are we talking about the dream where you’re running naked through a graveyard with a bunch of slow-moving zombies shambling after you, or the one where your ex-boyfriend is holding you down and doing you from behind? Not much difference between the two, I suppose.”

Melissa laughed. “No, nothing like zombies or boyfriends, or zombie-boyfriends. Just, well, disturbing dreams.”

“Disturbing? Like how?”

“I don’t remember, really. Just vague images that faded away when I woke up. I remember that they disturbed me.”

That was a lie. She could remember every last detail of the dream as though it was something she had done on vacation. Yet she couldn’t possibly tell Janice what she’d dreamed about; she’d think she was weird. Hell, she’d had the dream and she thought it was weird.

It had started simply enough. She had been reclining on a bed in a room that looked like something out of the Old West. It was a small room, almost claustrophobically so, the only furniture being the bed, and a small wooden dresser and stool across from her. The lighting was soft, kerosene lamps giving the room a warm glow.

The bed she was lying in went with the room, an ornate brass bed like the ones in those shitty teen vampire books. It was a maid’s bed, or a maiden’s bed to be more precise, made for just one person to sleep in, and a very skinny someone at that. It had a high footboard, with a vertical oval in the center of it, through which she could see herself in the mirror over the dresser. She had never looked more beautiful.

She was made up to look like a prostitute, the twenty dollar a night variety. Her full lips were painted a daring red, sure to catch a cowboy’s attention, and her blue eyes had been lined and shadowed with meticulous attention to detail. Her cheekbones looked high, an illusion created by rouge, and her blonde hair was curled and arranged high on her head. Oh, yes, twenty dollars a night easy.

Her lingerie was suited to her profession, risqué finery that she had often fantasized about, but had never been able to bring herself to try. The black and white striped corset around her middle, one that obviously wasn’t designed for support, was a lovely piece of engineering that compressed her waist down so that she was merely pleasantly plump. This had the added effect of pushing her already sizable bosom up and out, so much so that she would be unable to see where she was putting her feet when walking, but considering her attire it was unlikely that she would be doing much of that. The corset didn’t cover her breasts, but merely presented them, two outrageously sized globes that were all but visible through a gauzy chemise, stiff nipples poking through the filmy material. Above this gaudy display of milky flesh was a cameo, attached to a velvet choker that ran around her neck, an innocent touch that made her outfit all the more deliciously naughty.

She stretched out her legs to reveal sheer stockings with vertical stripes, held up by straps that were attached to the base of her corset. Spreading her legs, she discovered that she was bare down there, ready for the next customer.

A footstep sounded to her right, a hard shadow falling over her. She tore her gaze from the mirror to see a male silhouette filling the frame of the open doorway. He was wearing a cowboy hat. “Rance?” she said, more curious than afraid.

His arms were above his head, his wrists resting against either side of the doorway, his relaxed body language clearly indicating that he owned the room and everything in it. She turned her body to face him, shifting her breasts so that he could see what he was paying for. 

Rance moved into the room with an easy gait, boot heels clocking on the wooden floor. He was a tall man, his long legs covering the short distance in only a few steps. When he reached the side of her narrow bed, he tipped his hat up with a forefinger and looked down at her. She could see his face now. His skin was tanned, weathered from a score or more of Texas summers. He was smiling.

“Easy, girl,” he said in a drawling voice, bringing his hand back down and putting a finger to her lips. “There’s no need for words, is there?”

“Mmm,” she murmured. No, there was no need for words, not that she felt able to speak anyway. It almost seemed as though her lips were glued together. This should worry her, she knew, but for some reason it didn’t. “Mmm?” she said again.

He smiled a little wider, evidently pleased by her response. “Easy now, Buttercup,” he said in his slow drawl. He took his hand away from her face and placed it upon her full breast. “It’s time for your milkin, girl.”

“Mmm,” she replied. He was right. Suddenly her breasts did feel fuller than normal, heavier.

He brought his other hand into view, revealing a slim length of braided leather with a metal clip on the end. Reaching down, he clipped the lead onto the velvet choker around her neck and began pulling her forward.

“Mmm?” she murmured in surprise, not so much at his actions, but by the docility with which she was complying with them. She leaned forward, rolling onto her hands and knees, padding along the mattress toward the foot of the bed,

“There’s a girl,” he said, leading her gently along, his tone soothing. When he reached the foot of the bed, he brought his free hand up and reached through the brass oval, switching the lead so that he could pull her further along.

“Mmm!” she whimpered, quickly realizing what he expected her to do.

“Easy, girl,” he repeated, patting her lightly on her bare rump. “You need this.”

Trembling slightly, she allowed Rance to pull her forward. He was right, she did need this. She could feel her breasts, heavy and engorged, rolling around inside of her flimsy chemise. She placed her hands on the foot rail, and then bent her head and put it through the oval, not exactly a tight squeeze, but not something she would be able to get back through quickly without banging her chin or the back of her head. Not that she could anyway, as Rance had clipped the other end of the lead to the upper rail of the footboard, well out of her reach. She looked up at him, her heart pounding. Was he really going to do it? Was he really going to milk her?

“There’s a girl,” he said, still stroking her flank. Despite her fear, she could feel herself growing wet. “You trust ol’ Rance. He’s been milkin cows since he was old enough to grab onto a tit.” He smiled down at her, a reassuring smile, and then pulled on the brass rail of the bed. It rolled forward easily, the frame of the bed extending as he pulled. Having no choice but to follow, she crawled forward on her knees, the gap between the footboard and the mattress widening. When her knees were just about at the mattress’s edge he stopped, leaving her midsection suspended above the bare wooden floor.

Her heart thumping, she watched in the mirror as Rance bent down and retrieved the three-legged stool from beside the dresser and sat on it, his broad chest level with her suspended milkers. He reached out and pulled the gauzy material of her chemise down and back, allowing her pendulous udders to swing free.

“Mmm?” she whimpered, her fear and excitement mingling.

“Shhh, girl,” he said, running his hand down a heavy dug. “You’re full to burstin. Gotta milk you. It’ll hurt before long if I don’t.” And suddenly it did begin to hurt, a terrible feeling of compression building inside of her overfull tits. She hoped he would start milking her soon.

He reached under the bed and brought a wooden pail into view, which he placed directly beneath her softly swaying udders. Humming softly, he ran his hands up and down the nearer tit, massaging it, helping her pent-up milk to flow downward. He then did the same to the farther tit. 

“Mmm,” she murmured, unable to stop herself. His hands on her tits felt so good, calming yet at the same time exciting. She could feel the wetness between her thighs double with each caress.

“That’s it, Buttercup,” he said, his low voice resonating through her. “You just let Rance do all the work.” He slowly drew his hands downward along the slope of her fat tits again, warming them, getting them ready. He was going to do it now, she knew. He was going to milk her.

With a sureness that comes from experience, his fingers found her engorged nipples, fingertip-sized teats that needed only a pair of strong hands to release the bounty within. Biting her lower lip, she hung her head down, bracing herself, her concentration fully focused on his fingers as they tugged gently downward on her right teat.

“Mmmh!” she whined, the sensation of milk spraying from her nipple causing her to almost climax on the spot. She gripped the bottom rail of the footboard tightly, whining again as he tugged down on the left teat, another mini-gasm ripping through her as he did so.

“There’s a girl,” he said, his low voice comforting. “Feels good to be milked, don’t it?”

God, yes, it feels good! she wanted to scream, but didn’t. Even if she could speak, she didn’t want to ruin the moment with words. All she wanted to do was enjoy it. The sensation of being milked was more intense than any she had ever known, like a thousand little needles poking her fully distended teat, sending a thousand little shocks directly to her overloaded brain.

She opened her eyes as he tugged down again, watching in the mirror as her fat tit stretched downward with the pull, her milk spraying into the bucket beneath. He was really doing it. He was really milking her. She watched, fascinated, as her white milk jetted out through his fingers, the spray of what felt like hundreds of little ducts coalescing into a single stream, the audible sound of liquid gushing into the bucket adding another element to her overburdened senses.

Again and again he pulled downward on her teats, never missing a beat, each involuntary expression of her milk lessening the pressure within her udders, yet at the same time filling her with a sense of the utmost satisfaction. Rance was right—she needed to be milked.

He continued his pleasant work, humming softly while he did so, his low crooning soothing her while at the same time exciting her. She leaned forward slightly, letting her collarbone rest against the cool brass of the footboard, reveling in the sensations from her tits. She had never known such bliss. She was a human cow now, and that was just fine. She’d had her boobs played with before, mostly in college, by guys who’d just wanted to use them for their own selfish pleasure. She’d obliged them, knowing that access to the twins was the price of admission for a good humping, or at least the promise of a good humping. 

But Rance wasn’t getting anything out of this, except for a bucket full of milk. He had so far treated her gently, knowing what she wanted, giving her what she needed. He was the best lover she had ever had, and he hadn’t even fucked her yet. She whimpered again as his strong hands continued their gentle work, each spray from her teats like an ejaculation, her toes curling in ecstasy as he expertly relieved her fulsome udders of their creamy contents.

She closed her eyes and hung her head down again, no longer desirous of seeing herself. She only wanted to enjoy the feeling of being milked, of being loved and cared for by someone who knew just how to do it.

“That’s a girl, Buttercup,” Rance drawled, the up and down rhythm of his hands hypnotizing her. “Just relax.” 

He went back to his humming. Gradually she let go, lost to the rhythm, lulled by both his touch and his low crooning, which slowly shifted over to song. She listened, trancelike, her breathing slow and deep. It was a mournful ballad, a cowboy’s lament.  She could recall having heard it before, but could not remember when. Perhaps when she was a child?

Rance’s deep voice resonated through her, setting up vibrations within her. She could feel herself giving over to it, to him. She so wished that he would fuck her, but then who would milk her?  Cows needed to be milked.

With each line of the song she could feel herself slipping away.  There was only the sound of his voice, the feel of his hands on her tits, the gush of milk into the bucket.  And joy.  The joy of understanding your place in the world, your purpose.  She was a cow, and cows gave milk.  Milk to feed the babies, milk to help little boys and girls grow up big and strong, to develop strong bones and teeth.  

The bucket was almost full now, her tits feeling just about drained.  Was he going to fuck her now?”

“Looks like you’re just about empty, girl,” he said, pushing his hands upward against her udders, gauging their weight, “but there’s still a mite left in there. Don’t you worry. Ol’ Rance knows a thing or two.” He let go the farther tit and reached his arm back and around, his fingers lightly sliding along a chubby hip. There was no doubt in her mind where those fingers were headed.

“Mmmh!” she cried behind closed lips, the feeling of his fingers slipping into her slippery cunt making her want to cry out. Instantly her tits seemed almost full again, more milk having let down. Rance tugged downward on the teat in his hand, more of her essence gushing into the bucket. With practiced skill he alternated between udders, first right then left, never skipping a beat, the fingers of his free hand deftly manipulating her G-spot.

“That’s a girl, Buttercup. Happy cows give the most milk, and you certainly are a gusher.”

She heard his words, but her mind was in another dimension entirely. Had she ever known such bliss, such ecstasy? All she could think about was the hand on her tit and the fingers in her cunt. With every tug she could feel her pleasure increasing, driving her ever closer to unparalleled rapture.

A final pull drove her over the edge. “Mmmh!” she screamed, her eyes closed, the sound of her voice loud in her ears. She screamed again as a finger brushed her clit, sending further shockwaves through her already overwhelmed body. Breathing raggedly, she rode wave upon wave of euphoria, only to find that she was awake and lying in her own bed, one hand tugging on a painfully erect nipple, the other buried in her sodden twat.

“Well...?” Janice asked, her dark eyes crinkling in expectation of a juicy tale.

Melissa looked across the table at her friend, wondering if she should. Finally she said, “Oh, it was just a stupid dream. So what did you do last night?”




___________________________




But all during the rest of the day she could barely focus, the dream at the forefront of her consciousness. That and the sensation of her still sore nipples. Several times during the day she’d gone to the bathroom, just to look at them. They seemed puffy, and longer too, scribing the air like pencil erasers, wanting more attention it seemed. She’d even tugged on one of them once, half-expecting a gush of milk to fill her hand, but nothing came, except for a shudder of pleasure that went straight to her perennially soaked slit.

What was wrong with her? She was carrying on like a teenager back home in Wisconsin, constantly playing with herself, her mind only on her pussy or her tits. More often on her tits in fact, something she could forgive herself for, considering that they seemed to have grown in the night, so much so that she’d been forced to eschew a bra in favor of an undershirt topped by a bulky sweater—on an eighty degree day!

Had Janice noticed that her boobs were bigger? If so she’d had the good sense not to say anything.

___________________________




The bus ride home had been odd, right from the start. Melissa hated taking the bus, especially during high summer, being jammed in with so many sweaty others like cattle in a crowded freight car. On a normal day her fellow passengers would be doing the usual things: playing with their iGadgets, reading books, staring at her tits. She had more or less grown used to this. She wished for the umpteenth time that she had a car, to get away from prying eyes, but parking in the city was expensive, and insurance was outrageous!

But today it seemed as though everyone was staring at her tits. They know, she thought, watching them watch her. They know I’ve been playing with them, that I’ve been sucking myself off. It was silly, of course; how could they know? Yet she couldn’t get over the idea that they were somehow aware of the inordinate amount of attention she’d been paying to her breasts.

She watched the Latino family facing her across the aisle: a young-ish mother, two small boys on either side of her, and a baby girl in her lap. The whole family seemed to be entranced by the wobbling of her semi-unrestrained bosom as it was jostled about by the herky-jerky motions of the metro bus. She thought briefly about pulling up her sweater and letting them see the bouncing funbags in all their glory, but quickly reconsidered. Heck, she’d probably stare too.

It was the baby that was the last straw, however. While the rest of the family was staring at her breasts out of a sort of distracted interest (they were, after all, the largest objects in view), the infant girl appeared absolutely fascinated by them. Her dark eyes were riveted on the bouncing boobies across the aisle from her, her chubby arms outstretched, trying desperately to reach out to them, wanting nothing more than to latch onto the industrial-sized milk jugs that were several times the size of the ones she was used to.

Melissa could probably have put up with all of this, but it was her own unconscious response that shocked her the most, an answering call within her own expansive bosom, a deep yearning to be suckled. Pressing her lips together, she tried to ignore the desires of her disloyal body, her aching nipples pressing against her undershirt, visibly poking through the material of her sweater as though trying to bridge the gap between them and the child. That was when she made the decision. She reached up with one arm and pulled down on the cord above her head, signaling the driver to stop.

The chubby baby watched, her mouth open in expectation, as the giant breasts stood up, turned, and exited the bus.

___________________________




“Can I help you, ma’am?” The salesclerk looked to be a few years older than her, about twenty-five, Melissa guessed. He also appeared to be the only employee in the store.

“Yes, I want to start lactating.” She instantly regretted her choice of words, the clerk’s eyes widening and his thin lips involuntarily pursing at her bold pronouncement. Great, she thought. I’ll bet he’s wondering whether he should offer to suck-start my milk flowing. As it happened, she was correct in this assumption.

“Um, lactating, ma’am?”

“Yes,” she said, quickly running back over the story she’d rehearsed outside the store. “My husband and I will shortly be adopting a newborn, and I’d like to nurse the child myself. I thought a nutrition store might have vitamins or supplements along those lines. Do you have something that will help me lactate, organically?

“Organically,” he echoed, his eyes dropping down to her already somewhat swollen bosom. She assumed that he was probably imagining her already large breasts filled with milk, sloshing about while she walked, hence his being so slow on the uptake. As it happened, she was correct in this, too.

“Yes,” Melissa repeated, already tired of the masquerade. She could just say, ‘Look, bub, I want to milk myself like a cow. The idea excites me, okay?’ but her Midwestern puritanism ran deep, the idea of admitting such things publicly, especially to a man, more than a little daunting to her. “I know there are hormones a doctor could give me, to put me in milk, but I’d rather find a natural alternative.”

“Um, yes, ma’am, there are,” the clerk responded, apparently over his surprise. “Hormones, I mean. But a growing number of women are turning to natural means to encourage or extend lactation, or achieve it without being pregnant.”

“Really,” she replied. It wasn’t something she had ever thought about.

“Yes, ma’am,” the clerk went on, turning and motioning for her to follow him. They walked down an aisle, past cardboard stand-ups and prints of sickeningly healthy people. Melissa reflexively compared herself to them, noting that they didn’t even look like the same species anymore.

“A lot of mothers are trying to boost their natural supply, to make sure baby has enough, and there’s a growing trend for family members to pitch in, sisters and even sisters-in-law. There are also women who are no longer nursing a child, but who want to give back to the community, La Leche League volunteers and so forth, as well as nannies who offer wet nursing as a part of their services.” They turned a corner and headed down an aisle filled with more pill bottles than she could shake a stick at. 

“Really,” she repeated, more than a little surprised. The clerk was certainly quite knowledgable about practices for which he lacked the equipment, but then considering how often his eyes drifted down to her bosom it appeared that he had a keen interest in the subject.

“Yup. We also get a lot of vegans who don’t wish to consume, um, animal products, and so, um....” He trailed off, his face turning a distinct shade of pink. Melissa suppressed a smile at his discomfiture. She wondered what he would say if she told him what she was planning.

“Um, here we go.” He indicated a row of shelves filled with products devoted to turning a normal, healthy woman into a dairy cow. “We’ve got fenugreek, blessed thistle, goat’s rue, fennel seed tea, and steel-cut oats.”

“Oats? You mean like oatmeal?” She pressed her lips together, fighting to keep from laughing. Well, it only made sense, didn’t it? After all, cows eat oats. Why should she be any different?

The clerk removed a bottle from the shelf and began explaining what it was. She listened intently, amazed that she was even considering this.

___________________________




Melissa sat at her kitchen bar-counter two hours later, an empty sherry glass in her hand, her purchases set out before her. She was naked, having doffed her clothes upon entering the apartment. Normally such impulsive behavior would worry her, but she had other worries at the forefront of her mind.

“I’m really going to do this, aren’t I?” she asked Maggie the cat, who was crouched near the edge of the counter, looking interestedly at a spot six inches above her roommate’s head. Melissa reached out and picked up the bottle of fenugreek capsules, remembering what the clerk had said. ‘Three capsules, three times a day. Cut the dosage back if your sweat or urine starts smelling like maple syrup.’ Maple syrup? Christ, this whole idea was sounding sillier by the minute.

Blessed thistle, same amount. Goat’s rue, one capsule three times a day. Fennel seed tea, three cups per day. And a bowl of steel-cut oats every morning for breakfast—or perhaps a trough might be better. Gahh, this was insane!

But the idea of it, of being milked like a cow, was too erotic to let go of. She let her memory drift back to the dream, remembering the feeling of Rance’s fingers tugging on her nipples, only vaguely aware that her own fingers were absently tugging away at a distended nip. She seemed to be doing this so often now, touching herself. She had brought herself off more often in the past few days than she had in the past few months, practically all of those orgasms breast induced or breast related.

She looked down to discover that her hand was now actively massaging her swollen tit, the fingers grasping at the straining nipple. I should stop this, she thought.

Why? she asked herself. Have you got any better offers? Has Johnny from Geology dropped by in the last few days to ogle your rack? Well, yes, he had, but nothing beyond that.

And then there was the money. She’d already spent a hundred dollars on supplements. What was the harm? She took another look at the bottle of fenugreek in her hand. “Might as well see if there’s something to this,” she said to her disinterested cat. “I can always laugh about it later.”

She got up and poured herself a glass of water. Seven pills now, and another seven at bedtime. “I must be crazy,” she whispered, and then swallowed the first dose.

Not wanting to have oatmeal for dinner, she made herself a turkey wrap and a glass of milk, eating on the sofa rather than at the counter, so that she could watch a little TV. She barely paid attention to any of it, her mind constantly shifting back to her breasts. Was it already starting? Were her milk ducts beginning to grow? Were her tits going to get bigger? Would her milk taste like store-bought milk? Would it be thinner, richer, creamier?

The clerk at the store had said that it could take several weeks for her milk to come in, as long as she kept with the dosage, as well as adopting a regular pumping regimen. She looked down at her breasts, lolling about across her stomach. Well, she didn’t have a pump, at least not yet, but she could make do in the meantime. Smiling crookedly, she raised her right breast and brought it up to her lips and began suckling. A tingly feeling immediately began washing over her, radiating outward from her much-used nipple. God, this feels so good, she thought. Nobody can suck my tits like I can.

She dropped a hand down to her blonde thatch and began letting her fingers do the walking. “Mmmf,” she moaned into her tit as her finger slipped inside her wet slit, the combined sensations of sucking and finger fucking driving her wild. Practically drunk on her self-induced pleasure, she opened her eyes to find Maggie the cat staring at her over the curvature of her breast. Melissa gave a muffled giggle into her swollen udder at the haughty expression on the feline’s face, and winked at her. Screw you, pussy. This is fun!

She masturbated slowly, not trying to get off, but rather to reinforce the pleasure of her suckling; the more she enjoyed this, the more she would do it, the sooner her milk would come.

Breathing through her nose, she worked the erect nipple in her mouth, first lightly sucking, then gently dragging her teeth along the areola, and then pulling up on the nip with her lips. Again and again she did this, all but lost in the ecstasy of her self-suckling. After ten minutes she switched to the left breast, giving the neglected milker the same tongue lashing as the other tit. She did this for a further ten minutes, until she came, the heavy dug in her face effectively muffling her frenzied screams.

When it was over, she lay back on the couch, her abused udders lolling across her upper belly like a pair of flesh-colored beach balls. “God, this is...insane,” she said, panting slightly. “I’ve gone insane, Maggie.”

Maggie the cat responded by bending her head down and licking herself.

Melissa scowled at her roommate. “Well, at least I’m not the only one. We’re quite the pair, pussycat.” She looked down at the pair that she was still cradling in her right arm, her hand still absently caressing her left tit. “Stop that, you stupid cow,” she told herself, more convinced than ever that she was losing her mind, especially now that she was talking to herself. “Jesus, there’s more to us than our tits.” Considering how much attention she’d been paying to them over the last few days, she began wondering how true that statement was.

“And I’m supposed to do this eight times a day?” she said to the otherwise involved pussy. That was what the too-knowledgable clerk at the nutrition store had said. Eight times a day, twenty minutes per session, ten minutes per breast. There was no way she could keep up with that regimen—she’d be in for one hell of a sore neck if she kept up that pace! She could probably find no end of volunteers to do the suckling for her, starting with the apparently breast-obsessed salesclerk, or Johnny from Geology, maybe even old man Masterson himself. She laughed at the image in her mind, of the sixty-year old Texan lying with his head in her lap, nursing like a newborn. She’d definitely get a raise if that were part of her job description.

No, there was no way around it. She was going to have to get a breast pump. She reached beside her and picked up her laptop and placed it on her stomach. Being overweight might not be a terribly attractive quality, but at least you always had a desk when you needed it. She opened up her browser, her warm breasts jiggling as she typed.

She found what she was looking for quickly enough, but was dismayed by the price. “Two hundred and fifty dollars?” she said, her voice so loud that Maggie stopped what she was doing mid-lick. She couldn’t afford that, she was barely making ends meet now. Oh, she could put it on her credit card, which would just about max it out, leaving very little for emergencies. 

No, she couldn’t do it. Two hundred and fifty dollars was just too pricy for a hobby, especially one you couldn’t tell anyone about. Maybe she could rent one. That might be more within her minuscule budget. Turning back to her laptop she googled ‘breast pump rental’, and found a slew of entries for hospitals and childcare organizations, most of which wanted breast milk donations. She made a Maggie the cat-like face at that. “Donate my breast milk? All that hard work and pumping just to give it away? It would make much more sense to sell it.”

She paused, her fingers on the keyboard. Sell it? Was such a thing possible?

Barely conscious of her breathing, she typed a new entry in the search box: ‘breast milk for sale.’

“Oh, my fucking God,” was her response. The top of the search page showed 10,100,000 results. Entry upon entry of women hawking their breast milk:

Non-smoking mother of six-week old girl has 120 ozs. of creamy breast milk for sale. Price: $2.00. No checks accepted and no scams.

Healthy mom makes too much milk! Creamy and fatty. 100% safe! Price: $2.00. No Adult Wet Nursing, No Pictures, No Videos, No Checks accepted, and No Scams.

500 ozs. of quality breast milk for sale. 0-2 months. Fatty and healthy, from non-smoker/non-drinker. Price: $1.50. No Adult Wet Nursing, No Pictures, No Videos, No Checks accepted, and No Scams.

Melissa looked up from her laptop, surprised by the results. Selling breast milk appeared to be a big business, though not a terribly profitable one. Two dollars a gallon? Heck, plain old cow milk was edging three dollars a gallon at the grocery store.

Fresh and creamy breast milk for sale! Not frozen! Healthy, non-smoking/non-drinking mom pumps 20-30 extra ounces per day. Blood screen results available upon request. Price: $2.50/oz. No Adult Wet Nursing, No Pictures, No Videos, No Checks accepted, and No Scams.

Two dollars and fifty cents per ounce? She must have misread it. No, there it was, this woman was selling an ounce of her fresh and creamy breast milk for almost the same price as a gallon of store-bought milk. Melissa read through more ads, sure that it must be a typo, but the pricing was consistent—breast milk was sold by the ounce. “Jesus Christ,” she whispered, “what have I tapped into?”

She dove into the message boards and online classifieds for a full hour, finding out as much as she could about this new possible business venture. Prices ranged from one dollar to two dollars and fifty cents per ounce, freshness of the milk and the health/lifestyle of the seller being the most critical factors.

“Two dollars and fifty cents an ounce, Maggie,” she said to the now-napping feline. This was unbelievable. That meant that the breast pump she wanted would cost one hundred ounces of milk. That was just a bit over three quarts. She quickly looked up facts and figures. The average mom, pumping at her peak, could expect to produce approximately thirty ounces a day. That was seventy-five dollars a day. And one woman even managed to produce ninety-six ounces per day. That came out to $87,600 dollars a year! That was more than twice her salary!

She looked down at her twin milkers, or twin moneymakers as she began to think of them. “I bet you girls could make ninety-six ounces a day easy.” She couldn’t afford not to buy the breast pump now. She quickly placed her online order, happily paying for overnight shipping. “Fuck the budget,” she said, patting her right breast, the fat tit wobbling beneath her hand, “I’ve got liquid gold in these puppies.” Feeling slightly giddy, she clicked the ‘Place your order’ button on the screen, amazed that she had ever hated her breasts.

What now? she wondered, but she already knew what she was going to do, which was to get up and make herself a cup of fennel seed tea. There was one thing she needed to do first, however. She went back to her webmail page and clicked on the blocked senders tab and deselected Rance’s name.




To: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




You’re wrong, Rance. I don’t need to be milked, at least not for a few weeks yet.

~Buttercup~




Laughing, she got up to go and make the tea. Things were going to start getting interesting.


Chapter 3

Mammogenesis




Melissa woke up the following morning in a state of utter confusion. I’m going to be a professional cow. How very strange.

She had set her alarm an hour early, so that she could prepare her oatmeal, and also to get in a little pumping time. At least that was what she referred to it as. Someone else would probably call it jilling yourself stupid. Eight times a day, the man said, so eight times a day it would be.

After twenty minutes of sucking and frigging, she greeted the day in an excellent humor. She took a long hot shower, languishing beneath the spray, letting the water massage her breasts. From now on everything she did would be for the care and comfort of her funbags, or more accurately, moneybags.

Her head had been swimming with figures ever since last night, constantly breaking down her expenses into ounces of milk—rent: 260 ounces; cable bill: 20 ounces; cell phone: 16 ounces; food and drink: 80 ounces; bus pass...hell, she could buy a car, or better still a truck, something roomy.

She dressed conservatively, eschewing a bra again as she was definitely pooching over the top of the cups now, giving the illusion that she had four breasts. She laughed at that thought. Cows had four teats, didn’t they?

It took longer than she thought it would to prepare the steel-cut oats, requiring almost thirty minutes to simmer on the stove, but she had allowed sufficient time for this. They were good, with a slightly nutty flavor that she could grow to prefer. Hell, for two dollars and fifty cents an ounce she would eat them raw.

“Ninety-six ounces a day,” she confided to her wholly uninterested cat, who was sitting on the end of the kitchen counter licking her paw. If she could produce ninety-six ounces of milk per day, she could buy a nice truck, better clothes, maybe even a condo. She looked down at her breasts and gave them a little pat. Three quarts a day was a lot to ask. Could she really do it? She certainly had the desire, not to mention the capacity. She patted her breasts again and smiled. Yes, she definitely had the capacity.

___________________________




“Can I ask you a strange question, Janice?”

The lean brunette peered over her apple at her lunch companion. “Does it have to do with swallowing anything? Because I definitely don’t.”

Melissa rolled her eyes, thankful that no one was within earshot. “Get your mind out of the gutter, Jan. Not everything has to do with sex.”

“It doesn’t? I must be doing it wrong then.”

Melissa laughed. “No, I was just wondering...” she paused here, certain that she was making a mistake, “do you think cows enjoy being milked?”

Janice lowered the apple from her face. “That’s a strange question, all right.”

“It’s just...well, you grew up on a ranch—”

“Shhh,” Janice said, hushing her table mate. “Once guys learn that you’ve gelded a few horses, they never look at you the same way again.”

Melissa smiled crookedly. She never knew whether Janice was kidding her or not. “So do you think they do?”

“I’m not sure,” Janice said after a moment’s contemplation. “We only had the one cow, and we only had her for about five years, which is about average for a milking cow. After that they become steaks. Her name was Bossy, but my brother Randy always called her Debbie, as in Debbie Does Dallas, because she was getting her tits squeezed all the time. I should probably introduce you guys. You’re just his kind of girl, Mel.” She looked down at the breasts that were practically resting on the tabletop.

“Pop wanted us to understand the life,” she continued, raising her eyes back up to a more appropriate height, “probably so we wouldn’t be tempted to follow in his footsteps. It worked, at least in my case. Randy’s a vet now.” She paused, thinking about the past apparently. “I guess she probably enjoyed it, but it’s a cow, y’know? I think she enjoyed the feeling of being emptied. You have to empty them, otherwise they produce less. They also get agitated when they go too long between milkings, and can actually experience severe pain if they go without being milked for too long. We used to milk her twice a day.”

She narrowed her eyes at Melissa. “And why the interest, missy? Planning on getting knocked up soon? Having a calf of your own?”

Melissa made a tutting noise. “Hardly. I was just curious. Oops, I have to dash.” She didn’t like lying to Janice, but it was preferable to answering further questions. As she was about to leave, she turned back to her lunch buddy. “Just out of curiosity, what’s it like, gelding a horse?”

Janice paused, seeming to consider her answer carefully. “Empowering,” she said finally, adding a wink for good measure.

___________________________




Melissa sat on her couch in her cotton bathrobe, waiting. She would much rather be naked, but the thin robe was as close as she could get and still maintain some semblance of decency. She had left work early, wanting to arrive home ahead of her purchase, delivery of her package being confirmed for 5:00 p.m. It was a quarter past that now.

“Come on, buddy,” she said heatedly, her outburst causing Maggie the cat to swivel her head in her direction. She instantly calmed down under the feline’s disapproving glare, feeling decidedly sheepish, or something very close to it.

“What is wrong with me, puss-cat?” she said, feeling the need to draw her taciturn roommate into the conversation. “I never used to be like this.” Maggie responded with a disinterested yawn.

It’s probably the supplements, she told herself, preferring to leave the cat out of the conversation. She’d been on them for slightly less than twenty-four hours, too soon to notice any real changes, at least that’s what common sense would say. So why did her breasts feel warmer, possibly even a little fuller? Perhaps the supplements were increasing the blood flow to them. Was it wishful thinking? Yes, it had to be, otherwise women all over the world would be hooked on the stuff.

She remembered Janice’s words from lunch. ‘They also get agitated when they go too long between milkings.’ Here she wasn’t even in milk yet, and she was already behaving like a cow.

The sound of the doorbell brought her out of her funk. She was up off the couch and at the door in a matter of seconds, her considerable cleavage heaving in the gap of her robe. She thought about pulling the robe tighter, but then reconsidered. Why not have a little fun? She opened her robe slightly, and then opened the door.

The delivery truck driver’s eyes practically bugged out of her head when she saw the alabaster balloons that were practically falling out of the recipient’s bathrobe. “Um, Melissa DeVries?”

“Pardon me,” said Melissa, hurriedly clutching her bathrobe together at her throat while inwardly damning her out of control libido. “I, uh, just got out of the shower.”

“Sign here, ma’am,” the delivery girl said, obviously fighting to keep from laughing. She took a tablet computer from the top of the box she was holding and handed it to Melissa.

Melissa signed her name with her index finger, painfully aware that her nipples were straining at the thin material of her robe, apparently excited at the thought of what was in the box. The delivery girl took back the tablet and handed over the box. “Thanks, ma’am,” she said, smiling stiffly, and then turned and walked away.

Melissa heard the laughter in the hallway after she closed the door, but put it from her mind. She had more important things to think about.

“My first milking machine,” she said fifteen minutes later, when everything was unpacked and sitting on her coffee table. She felt a little lightheaded, thinking about what she was planning to do with it. “I really have lost my mind,” she whispered.

She looked over the vacuum unit, which came inside a black tote. It had little inputs for the clear tubing that came with it, which connected to the breast shields (teat cups, an echo in her mind said), little funnels that would latch onto her nipples, the outflow portions of which screwed onto little plastic bottles that were supposed to hold her expressed milk. There was also another smaller tote that came with an ice pack, to keep her milk cold all day, and a battery pack in case she was somewhere where there was no power.

“Quit dawdling, girl,” she said, trying to overcome her nervousness. “You’re committed.” With a resigned sigh, she set about putting her new toy together. Once everything was assembled and ready, she sighed again, and turned the little dial on the unit clockwise. The breast pump hummed into life. She could hear it pumping away, waiting only for a nipple to suck on. Pressing her lips together nervously, she gave it one.

“Mmm,” she moaned, as the breast shield fastened onto the stiff nipple, her mind briefly flashing back to the dream. She giggled, watching the expanding and contracting teat through the transparent plastic.

“God, this feels so good,” she whispered, her breathing deepening, the rhythmic sucking action hypnotic. “Every woman should have one of these.” Slightly dazed, she brought the other breast shield up to her neglected teat. With a slight ‘thup’ the funnel-shaped attachment latched on, the automated suckling doubling her pleasure.

She lay back and closed her eyes and let her mind drift, the constant sucking taking her to a peaceful place. She considered getting her Pocket Rocket out of her purse, but thought better of it. This wasn’t about getting off, this was about getting ready. At least that’s what she thought until the breast pump changed speeds.

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” she said, grinding her ass into the couch cushion in response to the slower, deeper sucking, an automatic feature designed to mimic baby’s suckling. Panting, she began pressing her breasts together, repeatedly mashing the fulsome funbags into one another, making sure to keep her fingers on the teat cups so that they maintained suction. Gasping, barely able to think, she reached frantically across the couch and into her purse and retrieved the little pink vibrator. She clicked it on and pressed it against her deprived pussy, praying to Jesus, Mary, and the disciples that the batteries wouldn’t die on her.

Her pleasure at the mercy of technology, Melissa allowed herself to sink into a place where conscious thought did not exist, only feeling and instinct. She let the vibrator rest on her excited clitoris, keeping just enough pressure on the little nubbin so that she wouldn’t come too quickly. Her body heaving, she rode out the pleasure coming from her mechanically stimulated erogenous zones, continuous waves of ecstasy washing over her, every suck of the breast pump claiming just a little bit more of her, until she came, hoarse screams of joy mingling with gasps of fatigue.

“And I’m...supposed to do this...eight times a day?” she said finally, panting with exhaustion. “It’ll be all I can do...to keep it down to eight times a day.” She looked up to find Maggie the cat lying on the back of the couch, the imperious feline looking down at her, Sphinx-like. “What am I doing, Maggie? I’ve gone insane.”

Gathering her available strength, Melissa raised herself to a sitting position, the teat cups still resolutely sucking away at her overused nips. She clicked off the machine, and then gingerly removed the breast shield from her right breast, pressing a fingertip into the soft flesh to break the vacuum. She then did the same thing with her left breast.

She inspected her nipples carefully. They looked longer to her, hardly surprising considering the amount of activity she’d been subjecting them to. She hoped she wasn’t disfiguring herself. There were red rings around both of them, but they appeared to be fading. No cause for concern.

Even though no fluids had been extracted, she cleaned the equipment anyway, diligently following the manufacturer’s instructions. Best to get in the habit now. That done, she made dinner, deciding on the spur of the moment to have another bowl of steel-cut oats rather than nuking a frozen dinner for one.

She checked her mail while the oats simmered, and was unsurprised to find a response from her favorite stalker:




From: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




???

Are you pregnant?




She laughed at the simple message. Should I tell him? she asked herself.

Why not? she answered. It was his idea to begin with.




To: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




Nope, not preggers. Just trying a little experiment. Let’s just say this cow intends to find out how much milk her udders can produce. See ya, cowboy.

~Buttercup~




She giggled as she pressed the ‘Send’ button. “God, what is wrong with me?” she said out loud. “I’ve definitely lost it.”

Rance replied while she was eating her solitary dinner at her kitchen counter, her breasts resting on the formica, the bowl of oatmeal tucked between them.




From: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




You’re really doing it? Can I ask how you’re going about it? I might be able to help. I have more than a little expertise in this area.




Melissa stared at the message on her cell phone. Should she go down this road? She certainly didn’t know this man, if it was a man—you never really knew on the Internet. Any man who talked about milking a woman like a cow could hardly be said to be normal, but then any woman who talked about milking herself like a cow could hardly throw stones. If she hadn’t wanted to correspond with Rance then why had she done so? What the hell, she figured. She’d blocked him once before, she could do it again if he got too creepy.




To: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




I’m really doing it. I’m taking various supplements to encourage lactation, as well as pumping with a double breast pump. I just started yesterday, and was told I could expect to start lactating after a few weeks. What do you mean when you say you have expertise? Are you a doctor?




From: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




Not a doctor. I’m a dairyman. My pop was, too. I guess you can say that milk is in my blood. Would you mind if we text rather than email? My Skype name is DairyMan_Rance.




Melissa sat back in her chair, idly wondering if he looked anything like the dream-Rance. He seemed okay, so far, and texting via Skype would be quite a bit less cumbersome than trading emails. In for a penny, she figured.

She started to send him her Skype name, but thought better of it. It took all of a minute to set up a new username for herself, a private one that was more apropos to her new calling—Buttercup_CowGirl. Not terribly subtle, but it was at the very least accurate. She sent the invitation off to him, reasonably certain he’d know who it was from.

His response came in just under a minute.




DairyMan_Rance: Thank you, Buttercup. What supplements are you taking?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Fenugreek & blessed thistle-3x3/day, goat’s rue-1x3/day, fennel seed tea-3 cups/day, plus steel-cut oats for breakfast.

DairyMan_Rance: You’ve done your homework, I see. What about pumping? How often?

Buttercup_CowGirl: 8 times/day.

DairyMan_Rance: Any soreness, pain, ulcerations? Sorry to be so personal, but nothing affects a cow’s performance like sore teats. Too small a breast shield can lead to plugged ducts and mastitis. Painful.

Buttercup_CowGirl: No pain. Slight redness afterward that faded.

DairyMan_Rance: Do yourself a favor and get a pair of 27mm breast shields. Any decent drug store will have them. About $12. I’ve seen your udders, and in my opinion you definitely need them.




Melissa looked up from her phone. Was she really corresponding with a man who referred to her breasts as udders? Then again, hadn’t she? He certainly seemed to know his business, though, and his admission that he knew what her breasts looked like pointed to his having seen them on Dallas After Dark. Like they say, the Internet is forever.




Buttercup_CowGirl: All right, I’ll try them.

DairyMan_Rance: Good girl. May I ask why you’re doing this? Is it because of my email?




Melissa thought about that for a moment. Should she tell him yes? It was his email that had kicked things off, but the last thing she wanted was to give him the impression that she could be so easily manipulated.




Buttercup_CowGirl: Not exactly. I guess I was just bored, and your email hit me at the right time.

DairyMan_Rance: Well, I guarantee you won’t be bored from here on out. BTW, music can be a very helpful tool. All my livestock love Vivaldi. I play it in the milking shed for them. Keeps them calm. Can I send you some?




She couldn’t see why not. Vivaldi was a touch flowery for her taste, but it might help to keep from diddling her brains out.




Buttercup_CowGirl: Sure. I’ll give it a try.

DairyMan_Rance: Great. Check your email later. Gotta run now. 




Melissa clicked off the app on her phone. Well, that was certainly odd, but hardly creepy. Rance seemed like an okay enough guy, and his concern for her health was touching. He obviously knew more about the subject than she did.

She put her bowl in the kitchen sink and then put the teakettle on the stove. While the water came to a boil, she took her final dose of supplements for the day, swallowing most of a bottle of water as she did so. Goodness, but she was thirsty. She reached a hand down and cupped one of her massy milkers. It felt a bit heavier, and possibly a little fuller, but it was difficult to say. Perhaps she was retaining water. 

When the water came to a boil she set the tea to steep, enjoying the scent of licorice wafting up from the cup. It had a calming effect. She smiled at the strangeness of it all, the bizarre course her life was taking. Being a cow wasn’t going to be so bad. So far it had been nothing but enjoyable.

And then there was the money. That would definitely make it all worth it.

___________________________




She liked Vivaldi, as it turned out. It was as flowery as she remembered, and had the calming effect Rance had promised. This was a good thing, because the changes that were happening to her body would normally be cause for concern.

She was losing weight.

It hadn’t been a sudden thing, just a few pounds, but it was a few pounds in the right direction. By the middle of the following week she had dropped eight pounds, all the more amazing since her bosom appeared to have grown somewhat. Her first reaction had been elation; she had never been able to lose weight before, and certainly not without some form of exercise. But then reality set in. Could these changes be entirely due to the supplements she was taking? She didn’t think so, otherwise someone would already have patented the drug combination and written a book called The Lactation Diet.

Having no one else to turn to, she asked Rance. He was unsurprised by her weight loss, and reassured her that what was happening was perfectly normal. 




DairyMan_Rance: Your body is preparing itself. The swelling of your udders indicates that mammogenesis has kicked in, the milk-secreting ducts expanding, getting ready to make milk. Have no doubts, Buttercup. When it comes to cows, you’ll be blue ribbon.




She didn’t know why, but that last comment gave her a distinct feeling of pride.

All of a sudden work didn’t seem quite so boring, now that she had something to look forward to, namely her pumping sessions. She was able to do this three times during her workday, spending her breaks in the Mothers’ Room, though still managing to squeeze in her lunches with Janice.

She had worried at first, about using the space, which would lead to awkward questions if someone discovered her in there. It was located at the end of a short hallway, sandwiched between the women’s restroom and an emergency exit. This meant that she could take care of business without anyone being the wiser, since anyone seeing her headed that way would simply assume that she was using the bathroom.

She had been in there a few times since having come to work at the firm, whenever she’d felt the need for a little privacy. There was never anyone in there, and with the recession having depleted Masterson’s already underrepresented female workforce, the chances of anyone walking in on her were slight. Janitorial had even taken to using the room as overflow storage, judging by the cases of toilet paper stacked against one of the walls.

She had been nervous, the first time she used the room. The single door had a deadbolt that operated from the inside, but even so she had been fearful that someone might walk in and catch her pumping her tits. The main area had a small couch and a mismatched pair of rocking chairs, plus what looked like somebody’s old coffee table. This portion of the room was undoubtedly for the more exhibitionist moms, but there was also a small curtained alcove for those who preferred privacy. As a bonus it also had a sink with a drainboard, so that moms could wash their equipment afterward, and even better it contained lockers, which would enable her to store her milking machine in the room rather than lugging it back and forth to her desk.

She giggled when she’d slid the alcove’s curtain open the first time, the narrow confines of the space barely large enough for the cushioned rocking chair and the little side table within. Well, that’s fitting, she’d thought. After all, cows are milked in stalls, aren’t they?”

Which was exactly how she’d come to think of it. Every workday, several times during the day, she would come in, throw the deadbolt, set up her equipment, pull the curtain shut, then sit down in the chair for a little milking practice.

Melissa hummed to herself while she unbuttoned her blouse, vaguely wondering how much Johnny from Geology would enjoy the sight of her newer, larger boobs. She hefted them a bit, gauging their weight. Yes, they were definitely getting a bit heavier, something her back muscles were already painfully aware of. Giggling, she slipped the fasteners on the cups of her new nursing bra and allowed her expanded milkers to plop out.

“Hi, girls,” she said, not bothering to whisper since no one would hear her. “Time for your workout.” She then brought the breast shields up to her expectant nipples, and with a pronounced thip-thip, felt her teats being sucked into the plastic cups.

“Mmm,” she moaned, her nervousness washing away. God, it felt so good to be suckled. She couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have milk come out of them, or more amazing still to see the little bottles attached to the cups filling up with her milk. She could feel herself growing wet again, as she always did whenever she thought of being milked. Overcoming the temptation to slide her fingers down to her slippery quim, she quickly put the earbuds into her ears and started the music.

The Vivaldi immediately began doing its work, putting her into a relaxed frame of mind. She sat there, unaware of the passage of time, her nipples repeatedly lengthening and contracting within the funnels while the little machine worked them. This was her happy place. There was no thinking, no cares, no worries, just a state of being so pure that she had come to prefer it to masturbating. Well, mostly.

After ten minutes the machine clicked off, the loss of the suckling sensation bringing her out of her meditative state. She opened her eyes, feeling refreshed and relaxed, better even than if she’d climaxed.

These were her days now, regular bouts of pumping broken up by work or eating, practically the whole of her existence focused on her tits. She knew, somewhere down deep, that there was something wrong with this, but she couldn’t deny that she had ever felt better in her life. There was also the money. People always said that it was important to have a goal, and ninety-six ounces a day was hers. One could do worse.

That said, the suspense was killing her. Her milk was going to come in, she just knew it, but the changes to her body were becoming noticeable. By the middle of the next week she had dropped an additional eight pounds, despite having gone up another full cup size.

“Okay, Mel, give it up,” Janice said one day at lunch. “What’s going on?”

Melissa paused over her almost empty bowl, wondering how to respond. Stalling seemed like a good gambit. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, what’s going on with you, oatmeal girl?” the leggy brunette replied across the plastic table, her eyes narrowed in suspicion. “If your boobs get any bigger I could rent you out for a pool toy.”

Melissa smiled, likewise narrowing her eyes at her lunch buddy, a tacit plea for decorum. “Dunno, Jan,” she said, her voice low. “I’m probably just hormonal right now. My boobs sometimes grow a bit when I get my period.”

Janice shook her head in amazement. “A bit? Christ, Mel, your tits are big enough to influence the tides. I’m sure you’ve noticed the gravitational effect they’ve been exerting around this place.”

That was certainly true. Over the last several days it had become obvious to most of her co-workers that there was something different about her. She liked to think that it was her improved attitude that was responsible, but she knew well enough it was her expanding bosom that was the cause. The increased attention she had been lavishing on her breasts was paying a dividend in the form of friendly smiles and compliments, with the exception of old lady Masterson, who never missed a chance to scowl at the walking tits whenever they passed by. 

Emboldened by her improved appearance, Melissa had brought back some of the clothing from the ‘skinny’ side of her closet, items she had known that she would be unlikely to wear again, but still hopeful that they might one day see some use. Today she was wearing one of her favorites, a knee-length denim skirt, boots, and a red blouse that did nothing to de-emphasize her impressive bosom. Fuck old lady Masterson, she’d thought while looking at herself in the mirror before leaving home that morning. I’m looking pretty damn good.

“You’re looking pretty damn good, Mel,” Janice said, shaking her head slowly. “Losing weight and growing hooters. Some girls have all the luck.”

___________________________




Melissa hit the Mothers’ Room after lunch, desiring to stick to her schedule. She inspected her breasts, as she always did, especially her nipples, as she knew that was where the real magic was going to happen.

They were getting bigger now, longer and thicker, so much so that they had begun protruding through her nursing bra like the nosecones of missiles, which she was sure was what had caused Johnny from Geology to walk into a doorjamb earlier in the week. She didn’t think he had been too badly hurt, what with his erection cushioning the blow. She began wearing bandages over her nipples the following day.

She would have thought that the constant pumping might make them less sensitive, but it seemed that almost the opposite was happening. Each and every time the breast pump sucked her teats into the breast shields, it was all she could do not to climax on the spot. She couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have milk flow through them.

She did her ten minutes worth, feeling refreshed afterwards, the Vivaldi so restful that she sometimes thought she could do it all day. She went back to work, humming happily to herself, and trying to keep from smiling whenever some engineer dropped by to ogle her rack.

___________________________




Melissa arrived home at the usual time, doffing her clothes the second she walked through the door. It was going to happen soon, her milk, and the last thing she wanted was for clothing to get in the way. She fed Maggie, her ponderous boobs wobbling about with every movement. She could not keep from touching them all the time, cradling them and petting them, even talking to them every so often.

“That’s all right, girls,” she’d said after her first pumping of the evening, a little disappointed that the plastic bottles attached to the breast shields had remained dry, “you’ll start producing soon. Once you start, I bet you won’t stop.”

She had a veggie wrap for dinner, but was still hungry, so followed that up with more steel-cut oats. She sat at her kitchen counter, trying to remember the last time she’d eaten meat. It had been at least a week, a tuna-noodle casserole if she remembered correctly. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but somewhere over the last two weeks she had begun turning vegan, the idea of eating animal flesh having become abhorrent to her, unnatural.

She watched TV for a while, but it was the usual nonsense, the same people blathering on about the same incomprehensible things. She could barely understand them anymore.

It was too early to go to bed, and she wasn’t tired anyway. She felt antsy, come to that. Perhaps she should put her headphones on and let the Vivaldi relax her. Her breasts instantly began feeling tingly, having associated the sweet classical music with pumping. “Steady, girls,” she cooed to her heavy breasts. “There’s still an hour and a half yet until your next pumping.” She patted them lightly, reassuring them.

She grabbed her iPod and put on the headphones, then lay down on the couch. It took all of a minute to create a ninety-minute playlist from the music Rance had sent her, which she followed with a jarring bit of heavy metal that would awaken her should she accidentally fall asleep, and thus miss two pumping sessions before bed.

The music carried her away almost instantly. Even without the rhythmic sucking action of the breast pump, the music allowed her to drift into a peaceful state, a place in her unconscious mind where there were no worries or cares, just a perfectly contented state of being, a life lived purely in the moment.

She didn’t know when her trance drifted into sleep, was unaware of the passage through that gossamer veil. She was on a hilltop, a low rise above green pasture. It was pasture here too, the grass cool on her bare knees, just tall enough to tickle her udders as they swayed beneath her.

It was a beautiful sunny day, fat white clouds scudding lazily across a blue sky. She looked up at them in mute curiosity, wondering where they were going.

She put her head down and sniffed at the grass. It smelled good, a clean scent that made her stomachs rumble with hunger. She opened her mouth to take in a few of the sweet blades, when she heard a voice upon the air.

“Well, looky here, Clell. Looks like we got ourselfs a stray.”

Melissa turned her head in the direction the voice had come from. There were two Men sitting on horses, looking down at her. One of them turned to the side and spit some brown liquid from his mouth. He wore a tall hat. “I guess we have, Ed,” he said.

“What d’you think we should do with this un?” asked the first Man. He was shorter than the one who had spit, and he had a tooth missing in the front of his face. “Got some awful big udders on her.”

“That she does.” He spit again.

“I expect this un’d be a champion milker, don’t ya think?”

“I expect you’re right about that, little brother.” He looked at her for a long moment, then threw a leg backward and dismounted from his horse.

Ed snickered. “What you gonna do, Clell?”

“What comes natural, Ed,” he replied, removing his gun belt and looping it over the pommel of his horse’s saddle. “What’s the point of bein a cowpoke if you don’t poke the occasional cow?” He turned and began walking up to her, slowly so as not to spook her. “Easy, girl,” he drawled, undoing his belt. “I got somethin for ya.”

She looked back at him, no longer curious. There was brown juice running from his lower lip down into his scrubby beard. He was going to fuck her, not that it mattered. Cows were put on earth to be milked or bred. She put her head back down and sniffed at the grass. A few moments later she felt his hands on her rump, stroking her flank. It felt nice.

“Just relax now,” she heard him say. “You need this, girl.” She felt him slip inside her, heard him grunt with pleasure as his hips surged forward, burying himself to the hilt.

“Shit, Ed,” she heard the Man say. “She’s a tight un. You ain’t never felt no cow pussy like this!” Melissa looked back to see that the Man was kneeling behind her now, his pants shucked down around his knees, pumping away at her hind end. She lowered her head and went back to grazing.

“Shit, Clell, why do you always git to go first? I don’t want no sloppy seconds!”

“Aw, quit yer belly achin, runt. She’s got a other end, ain’t she?”

Half a minute later, the other Man was kneeling in front of her, his pants already around his ankles, his stiff prick bobbing in her face. “Come on, Bossy. Open wide. It’s milkin time.”

She sniffed it. The grass smelled better. The Man began pulling on her head, trying to pull her mouth onto his cock, which was actually quite a big one, fatter than his brother’s by the feel of things, though not as long as the shaft of the arrow that had just erupted from his chest.

The Man quickly let go of her head, one hand scrabbling at the gory shaft sticking out of him, his breathing wet and raspy. “Cl—” he coughed weakly, but then keeled over sideways.

“Yi-yi-yi-yi-yi!” came a yell from behind him, a high-pitched ululation intended to frighten, which judging by the rapidly dwindling penis inside her was having the desired effect. A figure came running up over the rise—it was Janice!—though not as she had ever seen her before, nor even imagined her for that matter. She was naked, or nearly so, dressed in little more than a Comanche warrior’s breechclout and breastplate. She crested the hillock, her long legs pumping, her little girl breasts wobbling stiffly on either side of the breastplate, a long knife in her hand. With a piercing scream, she vaulted over the terrified cow, launching her lean body into the rapist feet first.

Melissa felt the flaccid penis instantly ejected from her as the Man’s body was forced back by the weight of his attacker. She turned just in time to see the warrior-Janice kneeling on the cowboy’s stomach and driving a fist into his face, the additional weight of the knife handle in her hand instantly knocking him unconscious.

That done, Janice straightened up, her tanned back gleaming in the summer sun, and let loose a victory cry, sending a chill through the frightened cow. She turned then, her long braid whipping about as she seized her defenseless enemy’s scrotum in a claw grip and severed it at the base of the withered penis in a clean, decisive stroke. Clell’s cowpoking days were over.

Melissa watched in fear as the warrior-Janice stood up, her chest heaving, a bloody nutsack clenched in her fist and bloodlust in her dark eyes. Smiling darkly, Janice cast aside the now useless testicles and hurled the knife blade into the ground, then launched herself at Melissa, tipping the frightened cow over on her side. Janice’s mouth clamped on to a fat udder in an instant, and began savagely sucking her milk straight from the teat.

Melissa tried to scream, but all that came out was a lowing sound, a resonant groan that betrayed her pleasure despite the ferocity of her savior-attacker. Janice continued to suck, using lips and teeth and tongue, gorging herself on Melissa’s milk, her strong hands gripping the fat udders, warm milk spraying everywhere.

Melissa awoke, gasping hoarsely, her chest heaving as she rode out yet another wet dream, to find that her dream really was wet, and that the hands gripping her overfull tits were her own, white liquid streaming from her taut nipples in high arcs.

Her milk had come in.


Chapter 4

Sweet Product




For the first few seconds after waking, Melissa’s eyes were locked on her heaving udders, unable to believe that it was happening. She had done it, had successfully turned herself into a human cow. Some people might not consider that to be a laudable goal, but she had never felt happier.

Her breasts felt heavy and hot, not to mention full. There were puddles of milk all over them, not to mention the couch, the coffee table, her face, her belly, and her thighs. She reached up and removed her headphones, mindful of the fact that she would have to wash them later, along with everything else her milk had come in contact with.

She turned and sat up on the couch, her heavy milkers swaying more ponderously than ever. Giddy, she shook them, noting with a slight disappointment that they didn’t slosh. She wondered what she should do next, the shock of having achieved her goal putting her in a state of mild confusion. But even if her mind was having trouble coming to grips with this new facet of her life, her body knew what to do. Without even being consciously aware of it, her hands were under her fat tits, raising them upward. 

She knew what was about to happen, had known since that very first night when she had dribbled ice cream on her breasts, only it was her cream that was now on offer. Everything over the last few weeks had been leading to this moment. She brought her right breast up to her nose, the heavy udder tight, almost unbearably full, needing the bounty within to be released by the only one who could do it.

Her nipple, or teat, as it now truly was, was fully erect and waiting, waiting to be latched onto. It was almost as big as her little finger to the first knuckle, swollen and shining, drops of sticky nectar clinging to the pebbled flesh. She sniffed it, much as she had sniffed at the grass in her dream. Her milk had a sweetish smell. A wholesome, fresh scent that caused her to lick her lips. She was going to enjoy this like a fine wine.

“Mmm…” she moaned, taking the fat nipple between her lips, her whole body tingling. She took a long pull at the teat, and was rewarded with the sensation of her milk, thick and creamy flowing over her tongue. It tasted wonderful, better than any milk she could ever remember drinking. It was sweet, as though lightly sugared, with perhaps just the faintest hint of licorice. 

Drops of warm liquid on her thigh told her that her unoccupied teat was leaking, the pressure of the milk within forcing it out drop by drop. Breathing heavily, her face shining with her creamy harvest, she switched udders, the milk within practically exploding into her mouth. “Mmmh,” she moaned again, almost a whine, the vibration of her lips on her tingling flesh further blotting out the rest of the world. There was only her and her tits. Nothing else mattered.

She drank, repeatedly switching from one heavy udder to the other until she he had drunk her fill, then lay back upon the couch, obscenely sated. She looked lazily over her slightly softened milkers to discover that Maggie the cat was sitting on the coffee table, looking at her interestedly, as though she were some new breed of animal she had never seen before. Melissa also couldn’t help but notice that the milk that had sprayed on the coffee table had been licked up. She hoped Maggie wouldn’t be expecting the gourmet stuff as part of her regular diet in the future.

It was eight o’clock now, time for her regular pumping, but she no longer needed the stimulation, nor was there anything left to pump out as she had drunk herself dry. This was a good thing, having learned from Janice that a cow’s udders needed to be emptied at every milking, lest they stop producing. The memory of that conversation reminded her of the dream-Janice, her lean body shining in the afternoon sun. Surely she didn’t have sexual feelings for her friend, did she? Buried somewhere down deep? No, of course she didn’t. It was just a dream. A very intense dream that had caused her to fountain like Vesuvius.

She shook her head. No, what she needed to do was clean up and then take a shower. She began by sponging off the couch, humming to herself all the while, her fat udders swaying beneath her as she worked. It was funny how she had come to think of them that way, but that was what they were now. As a woman she’d had breasts, but now that she was a cow could they really be called anything else?

She stopped mid-wipe, her milkers coming to rest several seconds later. A cow? No, she wasn’t a cow. She was a woman, a woman with breasts. She could already feel them filling up with milk, a subtle pressure growing within, a pressure that would soon need to be relieved. “No, honey,” she whispered to herself, “you’re a cow.”

“Then I’ll be the best cow,” she said, no longer whispering. “I’ll be blue ribbon. Right, Maggie?”

Maggie the cat responded with an interested look, her feline eyes watching the twin milk bags as they began swaying about again.

Melissa finished up by wiping down everything else that had been sprayed on or touched with sticky hands, and then dropped the sponge off at the kitchen sink, feeling slightly sad. Tonight was probably the most important night of her life, so far, yet she had no one to share it with. Her parents had been with her when she’d graduated high school, and college, and losing her virginity hadn’t been a solitary experience, but this time around she was utterly alone.

No, come to think of it, she wasn’t alone. There was someone she could share this experience with, someone who would understand it for what it was, and not something weird or unnatural. She picked up her cell phone and opened up her webmail. What should she say? What was the best way to announce such a momentous occasion? Just then the answer occurred to her, the idea making her snort with silent laughter.




To: Rance@Dreamer.net

Subject: I know what you need.




Moo.

~Buttercup~




Laughing, she put down her cell phone and headed for the shower. This was one cow that definitely needed to be sprayed down.

___________________________




Her shower was the most pleasurable one she’d had in a long time, the endorphins zinging through her nervous system putting her in a relaxed state that was almost meditative. Of course, playing the pulsating shower head over her clitoris for ten minutes certainly helped.

Clean and dry, she was back on the couch by nine o’clock, feeling the pleasant pressure already building, another milking on the horizon. Her laptop beeped, signaling the response she had been expecting, a Skype message from Rance.




DairyMan_Rance: Moo? Does that mean what I think it means?

Buttercup_CowGirl: It does. I am now a fully fledged cow. I have milked myself.

DairyMan_Rance: Good girl. How did it taste?




She started to type a response but then stopped. How did he know that she had sampled her milk? Would a normal woman do that? Then again, would a normal woman turn herself into a cow just so she wouldn’t have to ride the bus anymore?




Buttercup_CowGirl: It tasted good. Sweet, with a hint of licorice.

DairyMan_Rance: That’s the fennel. How much did you get?

Buttercup_CowGirl: I’m not sure. It took me by surprise, while I was taking a nap. I didn’t pump any.

DairyMan_Rance: I would be surprised if you got more than a few ounces, though that will change. Keep up with your supplements and pumping, and you’ll be applying for federal dairy subsidies soon enough.




She laughed at this. Rance really did have a good sense of humor, causing her to wonder for the umpteenth time what he looked like. She put her fingers to the keyboard to respond, but another message popped up.




DairyMan_Rance: Speaking of which, what do you plan to do with your milk anyway?




Here it was, the question she had been waiting for. Rance was the only other person who knew what she was doing, and she had told him that she was doing it out of boredom. Would he think she was weird if she told him that she intended to sell her product? Then again, he seemed to know an awful lot about the subject. Maybe he could give her some advice.




Buttercup_CowGirl: You’re not far wrong about applying for subsidies. I’m thinking of selling it.




She held her breath, waiting for his response, her udders seeming to grow heavier in the silence.




DairyMan_Rance: Can I be your first customer?




She exhaled, pleased that her only confidant wasn’t writing her off as a space case, and also a little excited at the prospect of going into business for herself.




Buttercup_CowGirl: That would make me happy. I’m not sure how to go about it, though. How to pack and ship, and all that. 




As it happened, Rance did know quite a bit about it. He texted her in great detail about what kind of boxes to buy, as well as ice packs, packing peanuts, what companies had the best shipping rates, and where to get a private mailbox.

She had never considered that. The last thing she wanted was to give breast milk fetishists her home address. Rance seemed okay, but the Internet was full of crazies. No point letting them in the front door.

There was also the matter of money. Rance was perfectly amenable to her price, had himself suggested it, but in what form did she expect payment? She hadn’t thought of that either. Personal checks were out of the question, and she was hardly set up to accept credit cards. She could run her little dairy business through PayFish.com, the online money transfer website, but she could hardly expect to remain anonymous with them.

And then there was the IRS. They would certainly want their cut, at which she could not help but feel outrage. It was her milk, made by her and pumped by her, yet Uncle Sam would expect a piece of the action as if he had milked her himself.

There had to be a way to keep this paperless, or at least without a paper trail. She could ask prospective customers to send cash through the mail, but would they? What about travelers’ checks? Money orders?

They settled on cash, Rance having no problem with it, though he insisted on seeing a blood test. She had expected this, it being a common enough practice, judging by the many ads she’d seen on the breast milk classifieds. She informed him that she would be only too happy to send him the results of her latest physical. Hell, for two-fifty an ounce she would send him her pap smear.




DairyMan_Rance: Let me know when your mailbox is in place, and I will send you forty dollars for your first pint.




Forty dollars for a pint! She looked down at the twin milk makers that were lolling upon her no longer quite so fat tummy, and raised one of the heavy dugs up to her lips. “Here’s looking at you, Rance,” she said, and took a quick suck. Creamy milk sprayed into her mouth, coating her tongue with the sweet liquid. She laughed at herself, letting the round udder slip back down to rest on her belly, the lower half of her face shining with expressed titmilk. “No more of that, girl. Gotta save it for the paying customers.”

Following his instructions, she set up an account for a private mailbox at a pack and ship store that was just a few blocks walk from her apartment. The fee was modest, only twenty-five dollars for three months, plus they also carried the kind of boxes necessary to ship refrigerated items. Rance said that he would put his money in the mail tomorrow.

They chatted until ten, Rance giving her helpful hints on pumping, storage, and udder care. He even gave her his secret recipe for a salve that she could apply to her nipples, a mixture of olive oil, vitamin E, and purified beeswax. Apply it after pumping, he texted, and your teats will stay supple and you’ll be much less prone to infection. A cow with sore teats is a poor producer, he warned.

Once she signed off it was back to milking. She watched in awe as the white gold from her tits drained into the little plastic bottles, feeling utterly contented, her nipples tingling with each pull. She pumped for a full ten minutes after she was empty, determined to get every last drop out.

“Not too shabby,” she said, once she poured her evening’s production into the plastic freezer bottle for storage. “Three and a quarter ounces.” Eight dollars and twelve cents worth. Hardly a fortune, but it was her first actual milking. She would set her alarm clock for 2:00 a.m. and pump some more. If she kept on schedule she would have her first pint by noon tomorrow, possibly earlier. She patted her milkers happily, feeling an almost sinful sense of pride at what she had accomplished. Rance said that the more she pumped, the more she would produce. He also said that given the size of her udders, she was going to break records.

She believed him.


Chapter 5

Milk Money




Melissa was wrong about having her first pint by noon—she had it at 6:00 a.m. She had awakened at two in the morning, her udders rock hard and tingling. Bleary-eyed, she pumped out five ounces of her sweet milk. She was awakened again at just before six, not by her alarm clock but by her tits, which felt ready to burst. She ate breakfast while she pumped, putting away two bowls full of oats while the little milking machine did its work.

“Eight ounces,” she whispered, holding the bottle to eye level, stunned by what she saw. “And it hasn’t even been twelve hours!”

That was nothing compared with the other surprise: she had lost an additional three pounds overnight. She hadn’t expected more weight loss, but it made sense. Her body’s food energy was being diverted into milk production, turning her fat into milk to feed a mythical baby, or so she reasoned.

“Every woman should do this,” she said, looking at her reflection in the mirror. But then if every woman did, it would drive the price of her milk down. “Can’t have that,” she said to her slightly skinnier self.

The morning raced by, her mind constantly on her breasts. She could feel them filling up, growing harder and denser while she went about her duties. At her nine o’clock milking she broke into the double digits, pumping out exactly ten ounces. She washed her equipment in the Mothers’ Room sink, her mind awhirl. She had so far pumped out a little over twenty-six ounces—in half a day!—her production increasing with each milking. At this rate she would break the record of ninety-six ounces by the end of the week.

She put her gear in the locker and went back to her desk, making a quick stop at the vending machine to get a pack of cookies. They were okay, though slightly stale, not that it mattered; she was absolutely ravenous! She was also somewhat surprised at her choice of cookie. Chocolate chip would normally have been her first choice, but she had opted for oatmeal. She seemed to have developed a taste for them.

___________________________




“So where’ve you been, girl?” Janice asked, looking up from her inadequate lunch. “In the restroom, sexting with your mystery man?” She raised a dark eyebrow for emphasis.

Melissa huffed, rolling her eyes. “No, just a little behind in my work.” It wasn’t exactly a lie, but when the pins and needles feeling hit her seemingly never-empty bosom, signaling the let-down reflex, she’d headed straight to the Mothers’ Room rather than having lunch first, fearing that she might leak right through her nursing bra.

She let Janice do all the talking while she tore into her veggie wrap, hungrier than she could remember being in the longest time. It was as if she were now completely at the mercy of her body, having to follow its dictates rather than her own. Her body told her when it needed to be milked, when to eat, what to eat, hardly as if she were a thinking person at all, just a collection of animal reflexes whose sole function was to produce milk. And produce she had, a little over thirteen ounces at this last milking, her right udder slightly more forthcoming than the left. 

Janice sniffed, looking around. “Do you smell olive oil?”

“In my wrap,” Melissa replied around a mouthful of food. Again not the truth, but she wasn’t about to admit that the scent could be traced directly to her teats. Rance had said to take care of them, and olive oil would have to do, at least until she could whip up a batch of his salve.

“...so anyway, I’ve got nothing on for tonight. Say, Mel, it’s Friday. How would you like to get together after work, for drinks, or maybe catch a movie?”

Melissa swallowed the last of her wrap, her lunch finished though she was hardly full. Janice had never asked her out before, always having something, or someone, to do after work. She was instantly taken back to her dream, warrior Janice leaping on her and sucking her tits into insensibility, the memory causing the pins and needles sensation in her udders again. She hoped she wasn’t turning gay.

“Can I take a rain check, Jan? I’ve got a full plate tonight,” which was the truth. She felt bad about declining her friend’s invitation, but she had received a courtesy email from the pack and ship place just before lunch, telling her that she had a delivery waiting for her, presumably Rance’s forty dollars. She would have to go there directly after work, and if it was his money, then she would have to arrange to ship him his purchase before they closed at seven.

Janice gave her friend a conspiratorial smile. “I get it. You’re gonna dump your lunch buddy so your can play hide the salami with Mister Right.” She dropped her gaze to the bosom that was resting on the tabletop across from her. “Christ, Mel, you could hide a summer sausage in there.”

___________________________




It turned out that it was indeed Rance’s forty dollars in her mailbox, two crisp twenties plus an additional dollar bill, which she presumed he had included so that she could frame it. There was also a note saying that she had an additional parcel at the desk. It turned out to be a shipping box, pre-paid and pre-addressed, the recipient one R. Rifkin. It had its own little cold pack inside, as well as an empty plastic bottle to replace the one that she would send him. Rance was making this whole process ridiculously easy. Melissa wondered if any of her future customers would go to this much trouble.

She shipped the pint bottle off, as well as a copy of her latest physical, any identifying information redacted, of course. She left feeling distinctly proud of herself. She had just made her first sale, with another thirty-four ounces in reserve, plus whatever was in her udders right now, the building pressure signaling that it was almost milking time.

She took the bus the rest of the way back to her apartment even though it was only a few blocks. Normally she would hoof it, but her udders seemed so much heavier now, wobbling about despite the support of her nursing bra. This did not escape the attention of her fellow pedestrians, their gaze drawn by her somewhat out of control milkmelons. The commuters driving past her on the street appeared to be noticing as well, the amount of horn honking going on around her being double what it usually was.

The bus wasn’t much better. This wasn’t due to the multitudinous eyes that were seemingly glued to her expansive bosom, but because of the baby. It wasn’t the same baby as a few weeks ago, but rather the typical baby, the ever present baby that is always on the bus, or at the movie theater or the restaurant. She knew the moment it began crying that she had made a mistake, that walking would have been preferable. The pins and needles sensation instantly returned to her twin milkbags, an automatic response that grew in intensity every second that the child cried. Of course that meant that the bus was going to stop at every intersection, which it did, the pressure in her tits growing along with the need to release.

Could anything be more painful, she wondered. She pressed her lips together against the desire to moan out loud, half wishing that someone would just grab her teats and start milking her right there, anything to relieve the building pressure. She got off at her stop, acutely aware of the weight of her udders. Putting dignity aside, she brought her left arm up to support her overfull milkers as she walked the half a block to her apartment building, feeling doubly burdened at having to carry her tits as well as her purse and the breast pump.

She dropped to her knees the moment she entered her apartment, kicking the door shut behind her once she was inside. Barely able to think, she opened her blouse and released the flaps on her nursing bra, allowing her heavy udders to tumble out, milk already leaking from them. Fingers moving quickly, feeling as though her tits were about to explode, she opened the front flap on the breast pump’s tote bag, attached the hoses, plugged the unit into the wall outlet, and put the teat cups up to her milkers, the plastic funnels latching on instantly.

“Ohhhhh….” she moaned, a long, low vocalization that any dairyman would recognize. It was the sound of bovine satisfaction.

For several minutes she did not move, resting on her hands and knees while the little machine drained her milk jugs of their contents. She didn’t bother to think about how she looked; she knew how she looked. All that mattered was the relief.

It took fifteen minutes for the machine to drain her dry, plus another five to ensure that she really was empty. Once she was done, she unhooked herself and took her harvested milk into the kitchen and poured it into a clean plastic bottle. “Sixteen ounces,” she said, still slightly out of breath. “Another forty dollars.” At this rate she’d have her truck by the end of June.

___________________________




She made a little veggie fajita platter for dinner, though kept the spices to a minimum so as to avoid detrimentally affecting the flavor of her milk. She ate at her kitchen counter, feeling a little wistful that she hadn’t been able to accept Janice’s invitation. Perhaps next Friday, after she got things a little more under control. But how would that work? She couldn’t drink alcohol now that she was lactating, for fear of affecting the flavor of her milk, and she could hardly sit through a movie, not with her all-important breasts on the verge of exploding every two hours.

What if she told her? Janice was a practical sort of person, one who might understand what she was doing. Melissa could see the scene playing out at lunch. ‘You’ve turned yourself into a cow, Mel? For money?’ She shook her head at the image in her mind. No, perhaps Janice wouldn’t understand.

She was interrupted from her reverie by a ping from her cell phone, the Skype app demanding her attention.




DairyMan_Rance: OMFG! Please tell me there’s more!




Melissa laughed, surprised by both the speed of his response and by his apparent approval of her product.




Buttercup_CowGirl: There’s more. Loads more. I’m glad you like it : )

DairyMan_Rance: Like is too tame a word, Buttercup. I’ve never had better. Your milk is far and away the tastiest and creamiest I’ve ever had. Take it from someone who knows.




Her udders seemed to swell as she read his words, a bizarre feeling of pride washing over her. Yes, her milk was tasty, not that she could afford to drink it any more. That was reserved for paying customers.




Buttercup_CowGirl: How did you get it so quickly?

DairyMan_Rance: The pre-payment on your package was for delivery upon receipt, a service Ultra-Pak provides. Expensive, but well worth it. In the case of your milk, very well worth it.




Again she flushed at his effusive praise. Rance must be pretty well off to blow money like this on breast milk. She wondered if he was good looking, but then put that thought out of her mind. Rance was a customer—if she married him, he’d end up getting the milk for free.




Buttercup_CowGirl: Stop it, you’re making me blush. So would you like more? I could ship you more tomorrow.




She hoped she wasn’t being pushy, but forty dollars didn’t even begin to cover what she’d spent so far.




DairyMan_Rance: More? I’ll take it all, if that’s okay. How much have you got?

Buttercup_CowGirl: 50 ozs.

DairyMan_Rance: Three pints? You produced half a gallon on your first day?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Yup. I take it that’s not normal.

DairyMan_Rance: It’s adequate, for a Holstein. My God, Buttercup, you could earn blue ribbon at the next Texas State Fair. You must be drained, in more ways than one. How are you feeling?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Feel great. I guess I’ve found my calling.

DairyMan_Rance: I guess you have. Like I said, I’ll take all you’ve got, if you’re willing to sell.

Buttercup_CowGirl: Great! I’ll ship you the three pints tomorrow morning. Do you think you can have $120 there by nine o’clock? No problem if not.

DairyMan_Rance: You misunderstand, Buttercup. I want to buy your entire stock, what you’ve got now, and whatever you can produce tonight. I expect you’re probably good for another 48 ozs by morning. You’ll find $240.00 waiting for you in your mail box tomorrow morning, plus 2 one-gallon plastic jugs waiting for you at the desk. I expect you’re going to need them.




Melissa leaned back, her milkers resting in place on the counter. Was Rance for real? It was difficult to believe that someone would spend so much time and money on something so bizarre. Then again, people spent time and money watching cars race around a track, or climbing rocks, or jumping out of airplanes, or even turning themselves into cows.

There seemed to be something wrong here, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was. Rance wasn’t a creepy guy, despite her initial impression of him. He had proved himself to be caring and knowledgeable, and an exceedingly good customer insofar as his willingness to make it easy for her to sell to him. He had never made an improper suggestion to her, except for saying that she needed ‘to be milked,’ and he had been right about that, hadn’t he? He had never asked for pictures of her, something guys always did online, nor had he ever asked for her real name or address or telephone number. Rance had been nothing short of a gentleman, so why did she feel uneasy?

“Because he’s too good to be true,” she said out loud, surprised that she had spoken.

She looked down at her fat udders, already refilling with milk, milk that he had helped her to produce, and milk that he was willing to pay for, and quite handsomely too. If she wasn’t going to sell her product, then why had she started this whole project in the first place?




Buttercup_CowGirl: You have a deal. I’ll ship you six pints tomorrow morning, if I have that much. If I come up short, I’ll send the difference along with the shipment.

DairyMan_Rance: Excellent. Please take care, though. Overproduction can damage a cow, and I have no wish to kill the golden goose, if you’ll pardon the mixed metaphor.




Melissa laughed. Rance had a wonderful sense of humor. She signed off, assuring him that she would take care of herself, which she was definitely going to do, as the pins and needles feeling in her udders returned, announcing that they needed to be taken care of.

She grabbed her gear and set it all out on the coffee table and got everything connected. Sitting up, she watched her milk drain into the bottles, enjoying the pleasant feeling that milking provided. She was going to have to get larger bottles tomorrow, pint-sized at least.

Something felt wrong, though. She shifted about, trying to get comfortable, but lying back didn’t feel right, nor did lying on her side. Holding everything in place, she slipped off of the couch and onto her knees, then turned and rested her head and forearms on the couch, thus allowing her heavy udders to dangle free, the milk bottles lying beneath them on the carpet.

Yes, that felt better. More natural.

___________________________




Rance was true to his word. Inside her mailbox was an envelope containing twelve crisp twenty dollar bills, as well as a note telling her that she had a parcel at the desk. She collected her package from the clerk and took it to a courtesy table, her expanded bosom attracting stares from the other customers.

She smiled at their obvious fascination, not that anyone noticed her smile. Once upon a time this would have offended her, but not anymore. Her udders were now her pride and joy. Let people look at them if they wanted to. It didn’t cost her anything, nor could she blame them for their interest, considering how she was dressed.

She hadn’t worn this particular sundress in years, was surprised that she had even unpacked it and hung it in the closet, but when she saw it hanging there she couldn’t resist. The pale yellow dress clung to her every curve, better now than when she had bought it, her curves having shifted somewhat. Between her enlarged bust and her reduced waist, her simple yellow dress now made her look like a burlesque showpiece. Hardly a bad thing.

She packed Rance’s prepaid mailer with his purchase, humming to herself. Today was a good day, and they were only going to get better. She had money in her purse and money in her boobs, and more on the way. She felt good, she felt happy, and she felt fulfilled, and it was all due to her milk.

There was no denying it. Milk, or at least milking, certainly did a body good.

___________________________




Milk for Sale!




Healthy Texas cowgirl is a dairyman’s dream! Creamy and fatty. 100% safe! Price: $2.50. No Adult Wet Nursing, No Photos, No Videos, No Checks accepted, and No Scams. Blood test available upon request.




Melissa scowled at the preview of her classified ad. The cowgirl thing seemed to be a bit much, but she wasn’t a mother with extra milk to sell. Would potential buyers think she was weird for selling breast milk without there being a baby in the picture? Hmm, maybe she could bend the rule on photos. If customers saw the size of her udders, they might forget about everything else.

A notification appeared on the upper corner of her laptop screen, the Skype app telling her that she had a message from her one and only customer. This was good news, as she needed his expertise, not to mention his business, more than she could have foreseen.




DairyMan_Rance: Just got your newest batch. Do you have any idea what an amazingly good cow you are?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Funny you should say that. Yes, I do.

DairyMan_Rance: ?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Do you know what the record for the most milk produced by a woman in a single day is?

DairyMan_Rance: Can’t say that I do.

Buttercup_CowGirl: 96 ozs.

DairyMan_Rance: A respectable amount.

Buttercup_CowGirl: I tied that record at 2:30 this morning, and beat it at six o’clock.

DairyMan_Rance: Congratulations, darlin!

Buttercup_CowGirl: Rance, it’s only my second day of lactating, and I’ve already beaten the world record.

DairyMan_Rance: I said you were blue ribbon, and I was right.

Buttercup_CowGirl: But you don’t understand. I didn’t just beat the record, I blew it away. My last milking put me at 134 ozs for a 24-hour period. That’s more than a gallon in a day! I’m up to 23 ozs per milking now, and the amount I express keeps increasing with each pumping!

DairyMan_Rance: Relax, girl. Gentle down, now. How do you feel?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Worried.

DairyMan_Rance: Perfectly normal, given the circumstances, but how do you feel? Weak, hungry, tired?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Hungry. I’m almost always hungry. Apart from that I feel fine.

DairyMan_Rance: Then you are fine. How many times a day are you being milked?

Buttercup_CowGirl: Seven.

DairyMan_Rance: On the high end of normal, but still normal. Fact is that with a healthy diet and proper nutrition, a good cow can produce up to a pint per udder per milking, sometimes more.




She pulled up the calculator app, not trusting herself to to do the math in her head. One pint per breast, multiplied by two, times seven milkings per day, came out to 1.75 gallons per day, or 224 ounces, multiplied by $2.50 per ounce was—$560.00 per day!

Melissa leaned back against the couch cushion, her massy milkers rolling back along her rib cage. Five hundred and sixty dollars a day. That came out to a little more than two hundred thousand dollars a year. God, if she had four teats like a real cow, she’d really be rich.




Buttercup_CowGirl: I don’t know if I could produce that much.

DairyMan_Rance: I know you can, Buttercup. This is what you were made for. You once said that you wanted to see how much milk your udders could produce. Do you still stand by that statement?

Buttercup_CowGirl: I guess so. But what would I do with that much milk? I couldn’t possibly hope to sell 224 ozs a day.

DairyMan_Rance: Yes, you could. I’ll buy it all.

Buttercup_CowGirl: All? That’s an awful lot of milk.

DairyMan_Rance: That’s only the beginning. If you’ll let me, I can you show you how to increase your production beyond your wildest dreams. Better supplements, better equipment, improved milking techniques. Put yourself in my hands, and you could be a record breaker. Blue ribbon all the way.

Buttercup_CowGirl: Your hands? Just what are you proposing, Rance?

DairyMan_Rance: Buttercup, will you be my cow?


Chapter 6

A Cow is Born




Melissa walked into the office the following Monday morning with a spring in her step. This was due to her feeling noticeably lighter up top, which was ironic since she was in fact heavier up there.




Buttercup_CowGirl: What do you want my measurements for?

DairyMan_Rance: Considering the changes your body has undergone, and will continue to undergo, you are going to need some new bras. I expect you need them already.




He had sent her that message within minutes of her agreeing to be his cow. His request shocked her at first, but there could be no denying that she needed new bras—her enhanced boobs were already straining the ones she’d just bought! But having a man she barely knew buying her lingerie…? 




DairyMan_Rance: A good dairyman takes care of his livestock, Buttercup, and as you have consented to being my cow, I take that responsibility very seriously.




She knew she should be offended by that, but it made sense. Having accepted his bizarre proposal, could she really be considered anything else?

She’d sent him her measurements, a rather detailed list per his request. The bras were waiting for her at the pack and ship place the next day, along with some new plastic bottles, an extra-large measuring cup, and various other bovine-related accoutrements. There were new bottles of supplements, fennel tea, even more steel-cut oats. Rance was quite the conscientious dairyman, she had to admit, right down to making sure that his cow was fed.

The bras were amazing. They were longline bras, made for support but also somewhat slimming, the band extending down to just past her bellybutton, much like a corset. The shoulder straps were likewise a good two inches wide, giving the impression that she was wearing a harness rather than a bra. Attach some heavy leather straps to it, she mused while posing in front of the mirror, and she could pull a plow.

The best thing of all was the lotion. She presumed it must be French, judging by the name on the white squeeze bottle—Peau de Vache. There was a note attached to the bottle with a blue ribbon: ‘Apply this lotion twice a day all over your body, except for your lips (it tastes terrible) and your teats (it will adversely affect the flavor of your milk). Lactation draws moisture from the body, especially the skin, and this lotion will help to keep your skin hydrated and supple.’ She tried it. It was fragrance-free and tingled on her skin like no other lotion she’d ever used before. Rance was pampering her, she realized, but she enjoyed the way the lotion felt on her skin. She giggled, feeling like one of those Japanese cows she’d seen once on TV. Kobe beef, she remembered vaguely, cows that were treated so well they were even given daily massages. Now that was something she could definitely get used to.

Everyone at work smiled at her that morning, everyone except for old lady Masterson, who seemed to find Melissa’s outrageous bosom an outrage. “Miss DeVries,” she began, her two-pack a day voice grating on the ears, “Masterson International is a respected company. We are not in the habit of employing breast-implanted strippers.”

Melissa stood patiently before the old lady’s desk, trying hard not to laugh at that last pronouncement. Masterson had more professional escorts on their payroll than they had geologists. That was the price of doing business, or at least the oil business. She stood up a little straighter, sending her milkers that much farther out across the desk.

“With all due respect, Mrs. Masterson, my breasts are entirely real. I can prove it if you like.” She brought a hand up to the top button of her blue polka dot dress and let it linger there. “In fact, you might want to call in your husband. Goodness knows he keeps trying to examine them.” This last was true, as she had seen the old man bobbing his head in time with her rack when she’d walked in that morning.

“That will be all, Miss DeVries,” the harpy snapped. “Get back to work.” Melissa smiled and left, pleased that she had scored on the old crone, and also glad that she hadn’t had to drop her top. The last thing she wanted to do was spray down the old biddy with her milk. Well, maybe not the very last thing.

She hit the Mothers’ Room at nine-thirty, her breasts ready to burst. She set everything up and then knelt before the rocking chair, her heavy udders wobbling as she got into position. She switched on the machine, which was a new model, one of two that Rance had included along with everything else. Her first instinct had been to send them back. It was all too much!

With a pronounced thoop! thoop! her engorged nipples were sucked into the teat cups, four-inch long chrome tubes that replaced the breast shields and bottles system that she had been broken in on. The new units appeared to be home-built, judging by the lack of any label or trademark on the housing. They also had at least twice the suction of her original breast pump.

‘These milking machines will empty any cow in just ten minutes,’ read a handwritten note that came with the twin units. ‘Use one at work and the other at home. For best results you should increase your milkings to eight times per day.’

“Mmmh!” she whined, pressing her lips together to keep her moans down, the suction driving her wild. It worked as Rance had promised, emptying her udders far more efficiently than her previous machine, at least on setting one. Setting two employed a slower, deeper suck that took twice as long, and left her a panting, quivering wreck after twenty minutes. She hadn’t even tried setting three yet.

“Mmmh!” she whined again, the draining of her milk making coherent thought all but impossible. She prayed to God that no one would walk in and catch her like this, on her hands and knees, attached to a machine that was extracting her milk from her and collecting it into a half-gallon plastic bottle. But what if someone did? What if some man did? If Johnny from Geology, or even old man Masterson himself, found her in here she would do nothing, except maybe spread her legs a bit and wait to be fucked. It’s what cows are for, she recalled from her dream—to be milked, and to be bred.

The machine slowed its pumping once it decided she was empty, and then after a few seconds clicked off. It was a thoughtful feature, the gradual lessening of suction rather less jarring than an abrupt shutoff. Panting, she rolled over onto her rump, her slightly softened milkers practically in her lap. She hadn’t climaxed. It had been a close thing, as it always was, the machine driving her just that far and no farther. She wondered if Rance knew what a tease his little machine was. He probably did. The sadistic dairyman had probably designed it that way on purpose.

She gently removed the teat cups from her engorged nips, sliding the tubes away from her elongated nipples. “Bigger,” she said dully, inspecting her teats carefully. They were beginning to resemble cow teats, long and thick, about the size of her thumbs now, though they would soon shrink back to their normal size, or at least the normal she had gotten used to. They shone with her expressed milk, waiting to be cleaned off. There being no one else available she did it herself.

“Mmm,” she murmured, sucking on her still engorged right teat as though it were a miniature penis, the vibration of her moan going through her sensitized nipple straight to her clit. She cleaned it carefully, making sure to get every last dot of milk from the depleted udder. When she was done she switched to the left one.

That done, she quickly cleaned herself off at the sink, applied some of Rance’s homemade salve to her abused teats, and then cleaned her equipment. She had never realized how much work was involved in being a human dairy cow, but considering the ninety dollars worth of white gold she had just extracted from her tits it was definitely worth it. Eat your heart out, Bossy.

___________________________




“Can I ask you a personal question, Mel?”

Melissa smiled mischievously across the plastic table at her lunch buddy and put down the slice of cheese pizza she had been about to dig into. It was her second slice, not that it mattered anymore. Counting calories was a thing of the past, as anything she ate would just be turned into milk.

“Does it have to do with swallowing anything?” she replied. “Because I definitely do.”

Janice smiled back, though somewhat pensively. “Did you get breast implants?”

Melissa’s smile instantly vanished. “What? Breast implants? Me?”

“I know. Seems kind of superfluous, what with your rack already qualifying for its own zip code, but maybe you’re thinking about a career in porn. I’d say you passed up Melony Cox-Zucker about four cup sizes ago.”

Melissa was taken aback by Janice’s sarcastic remark. Her first instinct was to burst into tears, but a rising anger tempered that reaction. “Why do you ask, Jan?” she said, looking across the table at her friend’s inconsequential bosom. “Thinking about getting a pair of your own?”

Janice smiled at the cutting remark, almost as if she’d been expecting it. “Hardly. Can you imagine me with some silicone bags stuffed in my chest? I’d look like a two-by-four with a pair of softballs glued to it.” She paused, still smiling, but then continued. “Sorry if I was blunt, but it seems that your boobs are all anyone at this company can talk about lately.”

Melissa was stunned into silence. People were talking about her? What were they saying?

As though having read her mind, Janice answered her unspoken question. “They’re saying that you’ve snagged yourself a millionaire, Mel. The new boobs, the new clothes, the new attitude. They all think you’re well on your way to being some rich man’s trophy wife.”

“And what do you think?”

“I’ve got a higher opinion of you than that. I can’t say that I see you being some fancy man’s pet, but you’ve changed. Something’s going on with you.”

Melissa so wanted to tell her at that point, to blurt out everything that was going on in her life, but she quickly stifled that impulse. The fact was that everything Janice had said was true: her enlarged breasts, her resurrected wardrobe, and her newfound confidence were all a result of Rance’s involvement in her life.

Deep down she knew that she could never tell Janice what she was doing. She would never understand. She was strong. She didn’t need to milk herself like a cow in order to afford a better life. Not that she could, of course. Janice was beautiful and confident, but she certainly lacked where it counted, at least when it came to dairy production.

“Some women will do anything for their men,” Janice continued. “I hope you’re not that kind of woman, Mel.”

Melissa looked down at her improved chest, unable to see where she had put her pizza, or even her plate for that matter. “No, Jan,” she replied, bringing her head back up, “I think I can say that I am definitely not that kind of woman.”

___________________________




Six hours later found Melissa standing before her full-length mirror, modeling a silk boxer’s robe, another gift from her benefactor, included with his most recent payment. It was the first time she had worn clothing at home in weeks.

Her first thought upon seeing it was: He’s got to be kidding me. This was due in part to the large black spots that were all over it, but more so because it was cut so that it left her breasts absolutely bare. If it was a joke, Rance made no mention of it. There was no card, no explanation, no requests for her to model it or to send him pictures of her wearing it. It was ridiculously comfortable, as silk always is, and was as light as a whisper. It came down to the tops of her thighs, and was an almost perfect match for her complexion, being only slightly whiter than her pale Scandahoovian skin.

It wasn’t the cut or the cow motif that put her off, though; she thought the spots were rather cute. No, it was the intention behind it. Rance not only saw her as a cow, he wanted her to see herself that way too, perhaps in the hope of spurring increased production.

She shook her head at her bovine reflection, thankful that no one else could see what she saw. She suppressed a laugh, imagining the fire alarm going off, being forced to leave the apartment dressed as she was, seeing the looks on her neighbors’ faces, especially once they saw her tail. Sixteen-year old Billy next door would probably pop his zipper. His dad, too.

That image she laughed at.

___________________________




An hour later found her sitting on the couch in a blue funk. She was still dressed in her silk robe, her open laptop lying next to her, a spreadsheet showing on the screen. She had always liked accounting, often turning to it whenever she felt depressed or out of control. There was something comforting about the order and ritual of dividing your life into income and expenses, savings and spending. It had been a deeply held belief, passed onto her by her father, that if you knew where your money was, then you could truly say that you were in control.

The problem was that she knew exactly where her money was. It was sitting on the coffee table in front of her—in cash.

Rance’s four envelopes were arrayed before her in ascending order. The first envelope contained his original $40 payment, plus the dollar bill that she supposed she would get around to framing eventually. The second one contained $240, six pints worth. The third one held $463.75, and the fourth one $590. A damn good haul for four days mostly pleasurable work, and that didn’t include the $897.50 that would be waiting in her box tomorrow, for 359 ounces of grade A breast milk, almost a day and a half’s worth of milkings.

“Two thousand, two hundred and thirty-one dollars and twenty-five cents.” She said this slowly, as though trying to make sense of the words. It was such an unbelievable amount, and it was all thanks to her tits.

Rance had said that a good cow could produce as much as a quart per milking. She was producing more than that now at every milking, even having shot up to forty ounces at her 2:00 a.m. milking just this morning. But that was nothing compared to the numbers she had just totted up—293 ounces over the last twenty-four hours, more than three times the previous world record.

She hadn’t believed it at first, had double-checked that she had selected the proper cells on her spreadsheet. The number stayed the same. She triple-checked it. She had been in milk for barely more than half a week and she was already putting out more than two gallons per day, and her hyper-productive boobs were showing no signs of slowing. It was a good thing that Rance had sent her two more gallon jugs with his last payment. She was definitely going to need them.

Maggie the cat jumped up onto the coffee table, her feline eyes instantly locking onto the giant bags of milk that were sitting on the couch. She sniffed the air, perhaps hoping for another tit milk fountain.

Melissa shook her head at her carnivorous roommate. Even Maggie didn’t seem to know who she was anymore, except as an additional food source maybe, which she supposed she was. 

“This is insane,” she said to Maggie, who was extending a hesitant paw out to her knee, trying to get closer to the source of the fresh milk she had scented. Melissa pulled her knee sideways, the idea of being considered a pet cow by her own fucking cat sending her already bizarre mental state that much further southward.

But I am someone’s pet cow, aren’t I?

That was it, right there, the ineluctable truth of the matter. It wasn’t the money. It wasn’t her excessive production. It was the fact that somewhere out there some unknown man was drinking her breast milk, consuming her essence, ounce by creamy ounce, and happily paying for the privilege. 

‘Some women will do anything for their men,’ Janice had said. Melissa had to admit that that was also the truth. She had allowed a man she didn’t even know to turn her into a dairy cow because she was bored and lonely. What did that say about her?

And what was he doing with all this milk? He couldn’t be drinking all of it, surely. She hoped he wasn’t bathing in it. Ish!

What does it matter what he’s doing with it? she reminded herself. He was paying for it, overpaying for it, come to that. Perhaps he was hosting milk parties for other breast milk enthusiasts, having taste tests, comparing notes. Maybe they all had cows of their own. Was she the top producer?

“This isn’t healthy,” she said to Maggie, who was sitting on the edge of the coffee table, her green cat’s eyes fixated on the gently wobbling spheres in front of her, watching them intently.

“I’m a woman, Maggie. A human being. I’m not a cow.” She looked back down at her laptop, the numbers on the screen belying the truth of her words. “Oh, my God, what have I done to myself?”

She got up from the couch, the shifting weight of her udders almost causing her to overbalance and fall forward onto the coffee table. Cradling her heavy milkers with her forearms, she made her way to the bedroom and stood before the mirror, trying to see the woman she had once been. She could find no trace of her.

“This has to stop,” she said to her massive-breasted reflection. Thirty seconds later she was standing in front of the kitchen sink, the bottle of fenugreek Rance had sent her in her hand. It was open.

“Just pour it down the drain,” she said, panting lightly. She continued standing there, the water running, the pill bottle poised over the sink. One little movement of her forearm was all it would take. One little movement and they would be gone. She could start her life over again.

And just what will I start my life over as? she asked herself. What did I have before that’s worth going back to? She shut off the water and put the pill bottle on the counter, the knuckles of her hand almost white.

There was nothing worth going back to, that was also the truth. As Buttercup she was far more fulfilled than Melissa had ever been. Had she ever stood up to old lady Masterson before? No. Had she ever felt so desired? No again. Had she ever had so much money? She looked back at the coffee table where Rance’s money lay. No, not even close. 

Her life was better now, there could be no denying that. What did it matter if she could hold her own with a Guernsey? Where was the harm in having men admire you for your boobs? What was wrong with making a little milk money?

As if on cue her breasts began to tingle—milking time. Okay, so maybe that was a downside, the constant need to empty her udders, but she enjoyed that aspect too, almost as much as she enjoyed sex.

“Except you haven’t had any of that lately, have you?” she said aloud. That was true. But she could, though. She could walk right up to Johnny from Geology and say point blank, ‘Let’s do it, stud.’ He would probably say yes, if he could say anything at all after that pronouncement. He seemed to be tongue-tied an awful lot lately.

And what would Johnny say when he went to suck her tits and got a mouthful of cream? Would he like what came out of her? Would he swallow, or would he spit her milk out in disgust?

She didn’t like that visual, but she for damn sure wasn’t going to give up sex just because she was in milk, especially now that she was looking so good. But would any man want her once they realized that the funbags they wanted to play with were actually milkbags? Christ, even Rance wasn’t interested in her for sex, wanting her for what was inside of her tits rather than what was outside.

There had to be a happy medium, but she couldn’t see what it might be. Any man interested in her for her breasts would likely not be pleased at getting a milk shower every time he squeezed them, and any man interested in her for her milk wouldn’t want her selling it to someone else. Milk or sex. It seemed that there was no in-between.

Yes, there was, she realized. There was another option. It would involve some sacrifice on her part, as well as the possibility of losing her job, but the rewards outweighed the risks. In accepting Rance’s proposal, she had promised that he would be her customer exclusively. In return he had promised to purchase as much as she produced, no matter the amount, at the fixed price they had agreed upon. Rance was going to buy her a new life. He just didn’t know it yet.

Forty ounces per milking, multiplied by eight milkings per day, came out to $292,000 in a year. Would he pay it? She very much thought he would. And if not, there was always the breast milk classifieds.

Could she actually produce that much milk, consistently? She had done it once, she could do it again. At least she could if the dream she’d had was true, that sexual stimulation increased milk production. If that was the case, then she definitely had the means to do it. She wouldn’t even have to leave the apartment.

“You wanted a blue ribbon cow, Rance?” she said, hefting her tingling udders with both hands. “That’s exactly what you’re going to get.”

___________________________




The suction cup dildo took only a few minutes to set up. It was last year’s Christmas present to herself, purchased online as she hadn’t wanted to go by herself to an adult bookstore—how desperate would that look? She regretted her purchase the moment she took the monster cock out of its box. What had she been thinking?

She’d used it a few times since, mostly to wrap her breasts around while masturbating, or to test her deep throat skills, but she had never dared take the beast inside her. It would split her apart! It was now affixed to the footboard of her bed, an immense dong dangling out there in space, ready for its mate. God, am I really going to do this? she asked herself. Yes, she really was.

Everything was in place: the milking machine, the plastic milk collection jug, her iPod. The bedroom door was shut, denying Maggie the cat entrance to her private milking parlor. She didn’t like the way the watchful feline looked at her nowadays, her intent expression almost carnivorous. Melissa put the cat out of her mind.

She knelt down and began lubing up the pseudo-prick with some cherry-flavored massage oil, the nine inches of fake dick looking alarmingly large in her hand. When that was done, she wiped off her hands, slipped on the headphones, and got onto her hands and knees before the massive dong, her weighty udders swaying beneath her as she got herself into position, 

A wave of surreality hit her when she backed up, the fake phallus nosing about her naked rump driving home the bizarreness of her life right now: I’m dressed like a cow and about to be fucked by my own bed. How decadent I’ve become, and in such a short time.

“Ohhh…” Melissa moaned as she eased herself onto the giant cock. It was the same long, low noise that she made whenever she felt something pleasurable nowadays. She sometimes wondered if the upstairs neighbors thought she might be learning the bassoon.

She stopped after a few inches, her breathing already heavy, so that she could get used to the feel of the massive dildo. It was time now, time to put it all together. Using one hand to support her upper body, she used her other hand to switch on the milking machine, which was already set to setting number three, the slowest setting. The machine hummed to life, causing her already expectant udders to begin leaking in response. “Just call me Pavlov’s cow,” she muttered, and then brought the chrome tube up to her tingling udder.

“Ohhh…” she whined, as the teat cup latched on, the machine automatically siphoning her pent-up milk away, the deep sucking action almost causing her to come on the spot. Barely able to think, her body already beginning to shake in ecstasy, she reached down and grabbed the other chrome tube and held it up to her leaking dug.

“OHHH…” she moaned again, louder than before, the double suction causing her slick pussy to involuntarily clench around the giant dildo inside her. Slowly she began shifting backwards, taking the monster cock deeper and deeper. She was breathing heavily now, her pendulous milkbags wobbling as she crawled backwards, impaling herself further on her surrogate lover.

“Unnh,” she grunted, when she could take no more, feeling well and truly spitted on the massive dong. She rested for a few seconds, her fingers gripping the nap of the straw-colored shag carpeting. When she felt she could continue, she began rocking back and forth, ever so slowly allowing the disembodied dick greater access to her body.

God, this is heaven, she thought, the combination of being filled while being drained dwarfing any previous sexual experience she’d had. Would she ever be able to go back to normal sex after this? Did she want to? She stole a look at herself in the mirrored closet door; an unmistakably bovine creature crouched on all fours, disproportionately large udders hanging down, milk flowing out of the chrome tubes and into the plastic hoses. Only one thing more was needed to complete the picture.

Steadying herself with one hand, she reached up and pulled the hood of her robe forward, the black and white cow’s head woven into the silk effectively screening her head from view. Her metamorphosis complete, she reached out a shaking finger to her iPod and tapped the ‘play’ icon.

Once the Vivaldi began playing all conscious thought ceased, her mind instantly giving over to feelings and impressions. There were no worries to worry about, no anxieties to be anxious about. Life was good. Life was simple. She was exactly where she was supposed to be, in her milking parlor, being milked.

There was music playing. It sounded pretty. Buttercup decided that she liked the music. 

There was also a giant bull’s cock in her cunt. It felt good. She liked being fucked almost as much as she liked being milked. It was what cows were for.

She looked sideways to find that there was another cow in her milking parlor. It was being milked, too. This other cow was white, like her, with big black spots on it, and udders that looked about the same size as her own. That was all right. She didn’t mind sharing.

A shadow fell over her. She looked up to see someone standing in the open doorway of the milking parlor. It was a Man. He stood there, his arms above his head, his wrists resting against either side of the doorway, his relaxed body language clearly indicating that he owned the room and everything in it.

“How’s my best girl?” the Man said, smiling down at her. She couldn’t understand what he was saying, but she found his tone soothing. She decided that she liked the Man. He walked further into the room and knelt down beside her.

“Gettin big, girl,” he said, taking the nearer udder in both of his strong hands and hefting the fat dug up and down. “Not much longer now.”

Buttercup answered by way of leaning sideways and rubbing up against him. Was this Man her owner? She decided that he must be.

“There’s a girl,” he continued, reaching further in and testing the other dug. “So who’s my blue ribbon cow?”

Buttercup responded to his incomprehensible speech by raising her head, an invitation for him to pet her. He stroked her head and neck, crooning softly to her while she mechanically fucked herself on the fake dick attached to the bed, the combined sensations putting her in a state of bovine bliss.

Rance scratched his cow’s head for a few more seconds and then stood up. According to the display on Melissa’s iPod, there was still twenty-five minutes of music left, twenty-five minutes in which to conduct his business.

Of course it wasn’t really her iPod. He’d cloned that months ago, along with her cell phone, her laptop, and her home network. There wasn’t an email or a phone call or even a keystroke made with her technology that he wasn’t aware of.

Because that was the first thing you learned about managing livestock, that they must be carefully monitored. His father had taught him that when he was just a young dairyman, milking the family cow by hand every morning.

He went back into the living room and placed the folding stepladder he had brought under the forced-air vent that overlooked Melissa’s sofa. It took him a few minutes to replace the dying battery in the Bluetooth video camera that resided inside the air duct with a fresh one. He then put the vent cover back on and repositioned the camera inside the duct using a pair of chopsticks, so that its view through the vent cover was unimpeded. He was able to tell this with the aid of a little tablet computer he’d brought with him, the image on its screen showing the couch where Melissa usually sat when she was in her apartment.

Having completed this task, he did the same thing with the video camera in the vent that overlooked her bed, humming while he worked, a snatch of song escaping his lips every so often.

When he was finished with the camera, he went into her bathroom and checked her supply of pills: fenugreek, blessed thistle, and goat’s rue. Everything seemed in order, the level in each bottle showing that she was following the dosages precisely. He had thought that she might send them to someone, to check that they were really what he said they were. It was just possible that his charm—or the subliminal messages buried in the music he had sent her—hadn’t worked. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway, the pills he had sent her were the real thing. She trusted him, and that was good to know. He replaced the pills in the bottles with lookalikes, much as he had done with the original supplements she had bought, although these more aggressive versions would improve her output on a much greater scale. Melissa didn’t know it yet, but her life as a human cow was about to become quite a bit more interesting.

His work almost complete, he knelt down beside the contented cow again, placing a squat leather bag on the floor beside him. He monitored her milk flow into the tubes until it was effectively zero, at which point he gently pressed a finger into her nearer teat at the base of the teat cup, breaking the vacuum. He pulled the chrome tube off of the distended nipple, whistling in admiration at the length of it.

“Now that’s what I call a teat, girl.” He inspected the elongated nipple carefully. It looked healthy and pink, and was shiny with her expressed milk. He knew from experience that they would shrink a bit once milking discontinued, but there would no going back to the petite little nipples Melissa had once had. Not without surgery at least. 

He tugged downward on the distended teat while giving it a squeeze, and was rewarded with a jet of milk squirting into his cupped hand. He tasted the fresh milk, slurping a bit as he did so. There really was nothing better than milk straight from the cow. He wiped his hand on his bluejeans and then slid the teat cup back on, after which he repeated the process with the other udder, finding it to be just as healthy.

There was only a few minutes of music left, time to move on to the next phase. He reached into the leather bag and retrieved a small case, which he opened to reveal a pair of syringes, already full. Buttercup gave a “mmm” of approval when she felt the cooling sensation on the underside of her right udder, her owner rubbing the heavy dug with a funny white ball. The cool feeling was replaced a moment later by pain as the Man stuck a needle into her tit. She bucked slightly, making a whimpering noise deep in her throat, but the Man held her in place, forcing her further back onto the bull cock that was attached to the bed.

She whimpered again when he did the same to her left udder. “That’s my girl,” he whispered into her ear as he withdrew the syringe from her depleted udder. “You’re gonna be my best producer, Buttercup. This is what you were made for. You were born to be a cow.”

Buttercup rubbed her head against his hand; the pain in her udders was already fading thanks to his soothing voice and kind manner, not to mention the fat prick in her cunt. This Man was a good owner. Yes, he had hurt her, but she understood that he had done it for her benefit, for her health. She wasn’t a stupid cow.

He patted her and rubbed a hand along her side as he put his tools back into the squat leather bag. Once everything was packed away he stood up, one hand resting on his overlarge belt buckle. “I’ll be seeing you again real soon, Buttercup, and it’ll be for longer than half an hour. That’s a promise.”

Buttercup watched him turn and leave the room, idly wondering where he was going, and when he would come back and stroke her. She liked the Man. He was a good owner, and he was good to her. She would do her best to make lots of milk for this Man, to repay him for taking care of her. It was what cows were for.

___________________________




It took several minutes for Melissa to realize that the music had stopped, and a few more to realize that the milking machine had ceased draining her all-important tits. She shook her head, feeling slightly dazed, and then shook her fanny, which made her realize that she was more than slightly full.

Oh, my God, she thought. I did it! She craned her neck sideways to see for herself, but the hood of her robe impeded her vision, as did her ample fundament. The simulated testicles pressing against the backs of her thighs confirmed the truth well enough, however. The fullness inside her felt heavenly, but it was possible to have too much of a good thing, especially when that good thing was stretching you out beyond human endurance.

Slowly, ever so slowly, she allowed herself to drift forward, groaning softly as her slick cunt was deprived of its welcome guest. When it was halfway out she brought a shaking knee forward, followed by the other, until she was no longer connected to her bed via the neoprene dildo. Then she fell over.

She lay there for a while, wondering if she shouldn’t just spend the night on the floor. It would be easier than getting up. No, she couldn’t do that. She had to put her milk in the fridge, as well as clean the equipment. Life would be so much easier if she had someone to take care of her.

She got up as quickly as her body would allow, which wasn’t very. Once she got to a sitting position she took stock of herself. She felt good, though a little tired, which she put down to having taken a telephone pole inside her. Her udders also felt a little sore, which she put down to overuse. Rance said that overproduction could damage a cow. She hoped that wasn’t happening here.

She broke the suction on the teat cups and carefully slid them off of her teats. Everything looked okay. She raised her right milker up and sucked the shining milk from her engorged nipple. So big, she mused, swirling her tongue around the pebbled flesh. Almost like a small penis. She did the same thing with the left teat, going down on the nipple rather than sucking it like she normally would. It felt good doing it this way, though one could get wrapped up in it. She could understand why guys liked having their dicks sucked so much.

Her nipples cleaned, she turned to the plastic jug and received a shock. “Forty-four ounces?” That was a half a cup better than her best! Was this due to the slow suction of setting number three, or because she had diddled herself with King Dong? She would have to experiment and see.

Maggie the cat came loping into the room, her eyes instantly locking onto the industrial-sized milkbags resting in her roommate’s lap. Melissa reflexively put an arm across her udders, feeling an almost instinctive need to protect them from the carnivorous feline. The last thing she wanted was to feel her cat’s rough tongue licking her long nipples. Well, maybe not the very last thing.

“But I shut that door,” she said softly, trying to remember if she had, or if she only thought she had. She hoped she wasn’t losing her mind.


Chapter 7

Mad Cow Disease




“Mel…?”

Melissa looked up from her hoagie to find Janice standing on the other side of the lunch table, an expression of disbelief etched across her tanned features. “Hey, Jan,” she said around a mouthful of the Greek-style veggie sandwich she was inhaling for lunch. “Siddown.”

“I will if I can find room.” It was meant as a joke, but it was quite close to the truth. The table was littered with the detritus of Melissa’s lunch: a sandwich wrapper from Billy Bob’s Sandwich Ranch, an empty potato chip bag, a partially-eaten bag of oatmeal cookies, and a sixty-four ounce gut-buster soda cup that looked almost empty. “Christ, Mel, this is enough food for two. Did you eat your date, too?”

Melissa laughed, putting a hand over her mouth so that she wouldn’t spray her friend with bits of fried eggplant. “It is a bit much, isn’t it? What can I say, I was starving.” That was true, but it was not all the truth. It had begun at 2:00 a.m., when she had awakened with her chest practically on fire and her stomach growling to beat a hard rock band. She milked herself much as she had earlier that evening, save that she eschewed the dangling dong that was still affixed to the foot of the bed. Instead she scarfed down some oatmeal crunch cereal straight out of the box. She would have preferred milk with her cereal, but not at two-fifty per ounce.

The same scene had replayed itself at six in the morning, Melissa absolutely ravenous when her chest had awakened her. She milked herself again, this time gorging herself on some leftover pizza she had in the fridge. She usually detested cold pizza, but her hunger had outweighed her taste preferences.

“Are you feeling all right, Mel?” Janice asked, removing a yogurt and a banana from her paper sack and placing them on what little space was available to her.

“I’m great, Jan,” Melissa replied, smiling, a bit of green bell pepper sticking out from the side of her mouth. “Don’t I look great?”

Janice smiled back at her friend, though without green pepper or warmth. “It looks like you’re binge eating. You’re not getting bulimic on me, are you, girl?”

Melissa put down her sandwich and wiped her hands on a napkin, then brought them up and hefted her hefty bosom with them. “Do these look like I’m getting bulimic?”

A thud sounded off to the left, causing both girls to turn their heads. “Are you okay, Johnny?” Janice asked.

Johnny from Geology got up from the floor, nodding and holding a hand to his forehead, presumably to hide the knot that was growing there. Janice turned back to Melissa, who was smiling mischievously, this time without green pepper. “No, I guess bulimia is right out, but something’s going on with you, Mel, and it’s more than your newfound ability to make people walk into doorjambs. I’m worried about you.”

Melissa reached across the table and took her friend’s hand, her enlarged bosom pushing her empty soda cup forward as she did so. “You don’t need to worry about me, Janice. I’m doing just fine. Better than I ever have in my whole life. If you want to worry about someone, worry about Johnny. I’m pretty sure he’s going to have a goose egg on his forehead as big as his boner.”

Janice half-snorted at Melissa’s joke and shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe you are okay. You’re more confident, thinner, and more beautiful than I’ve ever seen you.”

Melissa was taken aback. To be called beautiful by Janice was high praise indeed. She squeezed her friend’s hand. “Thanks, Jan. And I think—”

“But there’s something going on with you, Mel. At the very least I’d say your tits are going to get somebody killed someday. You mark my words.”

___________________________




Melissa returned to her desk after lunch, feeling decidedly strange. She liked Janice, but her friend was behaving so odd lately. Yes, of course there was something going on, but it was for the better—couldn’t she see that? She had even commented on it herself, saying that she was becoming more confident, thinner, and even more beautiful. Hardly bad things.

It was sweet of Janice to worry, but quite unnecessary. Everything was going well now. She was over her funk, and best of all her numbers were improving. Forty-six ounces at her last milking. One hundred and fifteen dollars—and she’d made that during her break!

But it was costing her, no doubt about that. She was drinking water practically by the gallon, soda pop, lemonade, whatever she could get her hands on. She taste-tested her product after each milking, licking off what small amount was left on her teats, to make sure that her intake wasn’t adversely affecting her milk.

And then there was the constant hunger. Of course it made sense; the milk wasn’t going to come from nowhere. If she wanted to make milk, lots and lots of milk, then she was going to have to consume the raw ingredients. She sometimes wondered if grass tasted good.

She got back to work, which was mostly tidying up everybody else’s work. She would occasionally dip into her lower desk drawer and take an oatmeal cookie from her private stash, eating them one at a time, glancing about to make sure no one was looking her way when she did so.

As the afternoon wore on, she found herself growing increasingly distracted by her breasts. They felt so huge, like they were growing even more. She could feel them becoming more compressed inside her custom made harness-bra. It made sense, she supposed. The more she pumped, the more she made. The more she made, the more she would have to eat and drink to make the more she was pumping. It was a vicious circle, one that was making her insanely huge milkers grow ever more circular. Life would be so much easier if she could just sit at her desk and have Rance’s little machine slowly pump her tits while she worked. Talk about multi-tasking.

When three o’clock came she couldn’t leave her desk quickly enough. She stuffed her bag of cookies into her purse and grabbed her water bottle, and headed off to the Mothers’ Room, where she received an unwelcome surprise. 

Whirring sounds came from within the room as she approached the open doorway, rapid Spanish being spoken. Melissa looked inside the room, fearing confirmation of that which she already suspected. A man and a woman were inside the room, janitorial staff apparently, the man operating a carpet shampooer while the woman stood by holding a clipboard. They were cleaning her stall!

The latina noticed her standing in the doorway and came up to block the entrance. She was youngish and quite pretty, and skinny to the point of anorexia. She was shorter than Melissa by almost a head, and her dark hair was pulled back into a short ponytail that looked almost painful. “¿Sí, señorita?”

“Um,” Melissa began, pressing her lips together out of nervousness and discomfort, that discomfort being caused by her already expansive breasts feeling like they were expanding even more. “Do you know how long it will be until…?”

The latina’s gaze was drawn to Melissa’s chest, mostly due to the fact that she was bouncing her bosom up and down in her agitation. “Lo siento señorita,” she said, smirking slightly as she brought her head back up. “Mañana.”

Tomorrow? No, this couldn’t be happening to her. Why hadn’t she received an email?

“¿Qué está pasando?” the man operating the carpet shampooer asked. He was looking back and forth from Melissa’s bouncing rack to the latina, who Melissa assumed was probably his supervisor.

“Esta vaca rubia necesita que la ordeñen,” the latina said over her shoulder, her smirk broadening slightly.

Melissa’s Spanish was sparse to say the least, but she picked out one word easily enough—vaca—which she knew meant cow. That did it! Melissa pushed her way past the little latina, actually bumping her barely restrained milkers into the smaller girl’s face in order to gain access to the room.

Her anger building, she found that her locker was blocked by several large cartons of toilet paper, obviously relocated so that they could clean that section of the carpet. “Oooh!” she snorted, a nasal bellowing sound that caused the man who was shampooing the carpet to narrow his eyes at the tetas caminando.

Melissa stamped her foot, enraged beyond words. She had over two hundred dollars worth of milk in that locker, the milk that she had made during her workday—almost three-quarts!—which would not last overnight with only the single cold pack to keep it from spoiling. With a grunt, she pushed aside the cartons that were blocking her locker, sending the topmost one to the floor where it landed with a dull thud and split open.

Uncaring at the commotion she was causing, Melissa got her keys out of her purse, opened the lock, and retrieved the cooler containing her day’s milking. She briefly considered grabbing her milking machine as well, but what would be the point? This room was the only place she could use it, and she couldn’t use it here. Sure, she could milk herself in the bathroom, in one of the stalls, provided there was power, which didn’t seem likely. The only other option was the restroom sink. She could just imagine old lady Masterson walking in on her, bent over the sink, tugging on her tits, white milk splashing into the basin. The old bitch would fire on the spot, or else demand that Melissa keep the break room fridge stocked with her milk, rather than that shitty non-dairy creamer the company provided.

That only left one choice—home. Could she possibly make it?

Melissa closed the locker and relocked it, then turned and left the room, pausing only long enough to snort again at the two Mexican workers, causing them both to back up a step in fear.

Wasting no time, she got back to her desk and logged out of her computer. She wasn’t leaving all that early, and nothing vital ever came in after three o’clock anyway. The important thing was to get out of here before her tits exploded, or before that latina called her supervisor to complain about the vaca loca that was rampaging about the fifth floor. Fearing that the latter might happen, Melissa quickly gathered her things and left the office.

It was while she was in the elevator that she began to replay the scene in her head. Had she really behaved like that? What was happening to her?

‘They also get agitated when they go too long between milkings,’ she remembered Janice saying. Was that what this was? She did need to be milked, but stamping around and snorting at people? Knocking things over like a bull in a china shop?

It was too much to think about. Right now the most important thing was to empty her udders, which were uncomfortable at present and on their way to becoming painful. 

When she got down to street level she began to feel the first signs of panic. Could she stand a half-hour bus ride in her condition, stopping and starting every block, not to mention the ever-present babies that would be there too, howling and crying to be fed, baby bottles shoved in their faces, the constant suck-suck-suck of little mouths on rubber nipples as they drank—

“Ohhh…” she moaned as a wave of pain hit her tight udders. No, she could not take the bus. But what did that leave? Was she going to have to milk herself in an alley, tugging up and down on her tits like Rance had in her dream? Perhaps she could find a building with a day care center within walking distance. Goodness knew she could feed every baby in the place and still have enough left over for a football team.

The slam of a car door brought her out of her panic. It was a taxi! Why hadn’t she thought of it before? On her normal salary she could never afford to be chauffeured about, but her milk money was creating new possibilities.

She approached the cab, which had dumped its fare and was about to leave, but she made sure to bounce her bosom to get the driver’s attention. It had the desired effect. The cab driver slammed on the brakes, his eyes locked onto her rack in much the same way as Maggie the cat’s usually were.

“¿Adónde va, señorita?” He was an older man, early forties at a guess, though it was difficult to tell owing to his deeply tanned, almost nut-brown face. She doubted that he was in this country legally, but being a human cow she couldn’t throw stones.

Melissa got into the cab as quickly as her expanded bosom would allow. Her tits weren’t so big that they wouldn’t fit in the backseat with her, but she had lately noticed a propensity to knock them into things, such as that bossy little latina.

She told the driver her address, and added a single word—rapido. This, it turned out, was a mistake. The cabbie was off like a shot, darting into traffic as though la Imigra was hot on their tail. Melissa was instantly thrown from one side of the taxicab to the other as the driver dodged and swerved through traffic, hopeful of a fat tip. She started to speak, to tell him to slow down, but he took a right turn so hard that she was vaulted into the driver’s side door, forcing her arms together against her breasts so that milk actually spurted out of them. She hoped the cloth inserts in her bra would keep her from spotting. She liked this dress!

She quickly grabbed onto the shoulder belt with one hand and held onto the handle of the cooler with the other, hoping to avoid being bounced about the cab any further. Speed was important, but she was afraid that the milk in her tits would be churned into butter by the time she got home.

Melissa made it to her apartment building without too many more bumps and bruises, though her udders felt like they were on the verge of exploding. She paid the cabbie his fare and tipped him five dollars, trying to ignore the avidity with which he had stared at her milkers while she rummaged through her purse. Considering the pressure in her tits, she wondered if it wouldn’t be a better idea to drop her top and let him take his tip in the form of some liquid refreshment. A win-win for both of them.

Laden down with the milk in the cooler, as well as the milk in her jugs, Melissa entered her apartment building, never so glad to see home. The power was out.

“Oh, my God, this can’t be happening.”

“Sorry, Miss DeVries,” said the building superintendent, Bob. He was an older gentleman, kindly and soft-spoken, about the same age as her father. She had yet to have a conversation with him where his gaze rose above the level of her shoulders. He was taping an ‘Out of Order’ sign on the elevator doors when she walked up to him. “Happened about a half hour ago,” he said to her bosom. “Some kind of glitch with the grid, at least that’s what the guy at TWP said. He said it shouldn’t take more than a few hours to fix.”

A few hours? She needed to be milked now! How could she possibly milk herself without electricity? Wait, her old milking machine had a battery! She had charged it up that very first day, though she hadn’t used it since. It should still be good, at least enough to take the edge off. 

Saying a quick goodbye to Bob, she made her way to the stairs. It would be a daunting climb—three flights worth of steps—but at least there would be relief at the end of it.

Easier said than done, she realized. Despite the power being out, the stairwell was lit well enough, emergency lighting complementing the natural sunlight coming through the upper floor windows. Halfway up the first flight she needed to stop and rest, her udders seeming to have doubled in weight in only those few steps. The bra was helping, but her breasts felt far heavier than normal, full to bursting, straining the shoulders straps and turning each step upward into an act of sheer will. She continued on, holding onto the stair rail, pulling herself up by it as though she were scaling Everest. 

She made the second floor landing, visibly sweating, the front of her dress now stained with her milk where it had seeped through the fabric. “God…I’ll never make it,” she said, almost panting. Could she possibly continue? It hurt so much. Maybe she should stop here and milk herself by hand. At least relieve some of the pressure. There was no one in the stairwell to see her.

“N-ohhh….” she groaned aloud, thankful that there was no one else present to hear her bovine wail. She knew herself well enough to know that once she started she would not want to stop, and it was too much to hope that no one might come down the stairs to discover the human cow milking herself. She’d be on YouTube within the hour.

Gritting her teeth, Melissa continued pulling herself up the stair rail, every step a fight against the increasing pain and pressure in her tits. When she reached the third floor landing she began to become delirious. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if someone could come along and milk her? On her hands and knees, strong hands tugging up and down on her teats, milk spraying into a wooden bucket, a low voice crooning in her ear. That would be heaven. It was a cow’s life, and it was good.

“I’m a cow,” she mumbled, her eyes closed, almost fainting from the pain. “Cows need to be milked. Oh, won’t someone please milk me?”

She leaned against the stair wall, unaware that she had reached the fourth floor landing, trying to catch her breath, tears flowing from her eyes as fast as the milk that was seeping through her dress. This was so unfair. She shouldn’t have to feel this pain, this agony. A cow should have an owner, someone to take care of her, milk her and feed her. Why didn’t she have an owner?

She looked down to discover that her blouse was drenched with her milk. “Why’m I wearing clothes?” she mumbled. “Cows don’t need clothes.” Barely conscious of what she was doing, she let her purse and the cooler fall to the carpeted floor, reached up and ripped the blouse apart, pronounced ridges of breast flesh spilling over the bra cups. She looked curiously at the harness holding her udders in. Why would anyone put such a thing on a cow? It was obviously responsible for the pain she was feeling. She didn’t waste another thought on it, but simply reached up and undid the front catches.

“OHHH….” she moaned, the release of her udders from their confinement giving her an instant respite from the pain. It also snapped her out of her delirium. “Oh, Jesus, what the fuck am I doing?”

“Hello?” she heard a female voice call from the landing above. Melissa quickly looked up, her pain giving way to panic. Oh, God, what if it was her upstairs neighbor? She looked back down at herself, exposed udders hanging obscenely from her chest, milk leaking from them as if she were a neglected Guernsey. This was like one of those dreams where she would find herself naked in public, only she wasn’t dreaming. If whoever was up there saw her in this disheveled condition, she would become known as ‘the cow in 4D’ by morning.

Fearful of being caught, Melissa grabbed her purse and the cooler, and opened the door onto the fourth floor hallway. There was no one there. She quickly strode down the hall, silently praying that no one would choose that moment to leave their apartment and catch her with her boobs hanging out. She had just got her key in the lock when she discovered that there was no God.

“What the…?”

Billy Miller exited his apartment to be confronted by the two biggest tits he had ever seen in his life. He had been looking at his favorite site, MassiveMams.com, when the power went out. It was a favorite pastime of his, at least until his dad would get home from work. 

Annoyed, he’d tried using his cell phone to surf for porn, but looking at big boobs on a small screen was more of a tease than it was worth. Being a child of technology, he had no magazines to look through, nor even any of the typical cheesecake posters on his bedroom wall to tide him over until civilization was restored. There being no other options, he figured he’d head to the mall. There was always some first rate pussy to scope out there.

“Uhhh….” was his first response upon seeing Melissa, followed by slack-jawed staring. Anyone looking at him might think that his brain had locked up from massive blood loss, but in fact the opposite was true. His teenage brain immediately kicked into overdrive. Thoughts, feelings, and situations blazing through his cerebral cortex faster than protons through the Hadron Collider.

Was this his neighbor? He’d seen her before; the fat, blonde chick whose name was Melinda, or Belinda, or something. But this couldn’t possibly be her. That chick was a fatty, but even so he had memorized those melons, jerked off imagining his dick between them and coming on her chubby face. She must have gone on some kind of diet, a diet that took all the fat from her belly and moved it up to her tits, making them even bigger! Man, if every chick went on that kind of diet the world would be a happier place. But why was her dress torn, and her bra open? Why was she standing outside his door with her tits practically in his face. And was that…milk coming out of them?

Melissa watched the boy watch her chest. Despite the pain, despite the pressure, despite even the general shittiness of her afternoon, she couldn’t help but be amazed at how a big pair of milk glands could hold a male in thrall. She’d seen him look at them before, had always been flattered that her body could hold at least that much interest for a teenage boy.

“How old are you, Billy?” she asked, surprised that she had spoken, and even more surprised by what she was thinking.

“Um…eighteen, ma’am.”

She wondered if that was true. He looked old enough, and judging by the tenting in the front of his jeans he certainly looked big enough. “And have you ever, um, milked a cow?” she said softly.

His Adam’s apple bobbed in his throat. “No, ma’am.”

Melissa reached down and took his hand and placed it on her hot breast, adding a little squeeze for good measure. A jet of milk shot out, splashing his t-shirt.

“Time to learn, cowboy.” And with that, she pushed her apartment door open with her rump and dragged the young boy inside.


Chapter 8

The Cowhand




The next hour was the strangest of Melissa’s life. It was also among the most pleasant. She left Billy in the living room while she went into the kitchen and stripped to the skin, then quickly gathered the necessary and returned to him. Maggie the cat was nowhere to be seen, which wasn’t surprising as she didn’t care for strangers.

Billy’s eyes bugged out when Melissa re-entered the living room, her unharnessed breasts wobbling to and fro as she walked, the fat udders already dripping milk into the two stainless steel mixing bowls she carried beneath them. Without a word she sank to her knees, placed the bowls side by side on the floor beneath her, and assumed the position appropriate to her needs.

Jesus Christ, she’s serious! he realized. She really wants me to milk her! Despite his shock, he wasted no time in shucking his clothes off and getting to the floor so that he could get his hands on her tits.

It turned out that it was not so easy as he thought it would be, the dynamics of milking a human cow being altogether different from his neighbor’s four-legged cousins. The immensity of her udders made it impossible to milk her from the side, as both of her milkers hung only a little ways above the mixing bowls, and the distance to the farther teat was hardly a comfortable reach.

But to the sufficiently motivated there are always options. Since milking from the side was out, that left the front. This put both of her udders within easy reach, though given the close quarters he couldn’t see what he was doing, which meant that he had to operate by feel alone. This was no hardship, given the size of her nipples, which he could easily grasp and tug upon, the audible splash of liquid into the mixing bowls letting him know that he was hitting the target. Milking from the front also had an added bonus, in that it put his erect and bobbing cock in close proximity to Melissa’s mouth, where it spent the whole of the next thirty minutes. It was the ultimate foreplay. 

Melissa was in heaven. She had a cock in her mouth for the first time in a long time, and the hands on her teats were doing a first class job of milking her. Billy was a little hesitant at first, a little halting, but using his cock like a metronome she managed to set up a rhythm—up-down, up down. She hummed while he worked, keeping him on the edge, an added incentive to ensure that her cowhand would keep at his chore.

There really was no greater turn-on than being milked, something that never would have occurred to her but for an email she’d received, not to mention dozens of hours hooked up to machines designed to empty her of her essence. But as enjoyable as those hours had been, she was experiencing an altogether different kind of euphoria from this milking, a strange yet powerful emotion—satisfaction. It seemed to fill her up at the same rate that her milk was being drained from her. It wasn’t a sexual kind of satisfaction, though, but rather the satisfaction that comes from doing what you were meant to do, of being what you were meant to be. There was also a bond between cow and cowhand, she discovered, a symbiotic relationship that transcended human love or animal lust. She provided milk, and Billy provided the means to extract it. It was need and fulfillment at its most basic. 

The time passed in a haze of sensual ecstasy, neither party aware of anything outside of their respective pleasure. When Melissa knew she was empty, she raised her swollen lips from the head of Billy’s throbbing cock, a signal for him to stop. Without a word, she gently pushed the impromptu milking bowls aside, and then turned about, facing away from him, her wide hips framing her glistening pussy, a reward for his efforts. Her cowhand didn’t need to be told what to do next.

He slipped inside her without the slightest resistance, reveling in the feeling of it, the softness of it. This was so much better than her mouth, which was vastly better than his hand, that appendage having been his sole experience with sex prior to this afternoon. Did all pussy feel this good, or had he gotten prime stuff on his first time out? He had seen shit like this on the Internet, though never this good. Melinda, or Belinda, or whatever her name was, was far superior to anything he had on his hard drive, and he had a lot. The rational though dwindling part of his mind seemed to recall someone saying that women in porn set up unreal expectations about women in real life. Billy knew better now. There was no way the Internet could ever live up to his neighbor.

For Melissa the sex was nice, but only that. Billy seemed to enjoy being inside her, and she didn’t mind it. Being fucked was nothing compared to being milked, but it was a pleasant sort of come-down, and it was the least she could do for him considering what he had done for her. Besides, it was what cows were for—milking and breeding. Why not combine the two?

He came quickly, bucking and grunting while he shot his load inside her, his hands grasping at her hips, pulling himself as deeply into her as he could. When he was spent, he bent over and rested on her back, gasping as though he had run a marathon. She said nothing, preferring to bask in the moment. Despite not having come, it was the best sex she’d ever had. 

When Melissa felt that her cowhand was rested enough, she moved forward, leaving him to flop out of her. Slowly she turned about, then crawled forward until she could put her head in his lap, whereupon she took his softened prick into her mouth and sucked him back to full hardness. “There, that’s better,” she said, once her mouth was no longer full. She gave him a wink and then got to her feet.

Billy watched her as she stood up, his eyes fixed on her wobbling boobs. Was this really happening? It was like a dream, but better since he’d actually gotten to fuck something. He had to crane his neck back a bit so that he could see her face over her immense rack, not that he was terribly interested in seeing her face at the moment, but his father had always taught him to be polite.

She smiled down at him, her face framed within the ‘V’ of her boobs. “Wait there?”

He nodded, his expression slightly goofy. Yeah, like he was going to walk out on those tits. He watched as she turned and left the room, amazed at how big her jugs were—even from the back! Maybe he should ask her to go to the spring formal with him. He’d be the talk of the school after that, and that was a motherfucking fact!

Melissa returned a minute later, fresh and clean after a quick trip to the bathroom. She picked up one of the milking bowls and brought it into the kitchen. Billy took the hint and followed with the other one. She fought to keep from giggling as they set the bowls on the counter. Maybe she should ask him to be her personal cowhand, perhaps milk her every day after work. A young boy needed regular chores. She very carefully poured her freshly harvested milk into the extra large plastic measuring cup that Rance had sent her—forty-eight ounces. A new personal best.

Billy sat on the barstool and watched while she did this, keeping quiet. Fewer than a dozen words had passed between them since he’d entered her apartment, most of them his. He seemed to understand that his neighbor preferred to remain silent. Whatever freaky role-playing thing she was into, he wasn’t going to mess with her. Cows didn’t talk, so why should she? He wished more girls thought that way.

So it came as a surprise to him when she spoke. “Billy, I’d like to keep what’s happened between us a secret.”

It wasn’t a question, or even a request, but a simple statement. Not tell his friends? Fuck that, he was going to shout it from the rooftops! He had just milked his neighbor like a cow and then fucked her like one, too. Hell, he wished he was Catholic so he could confess it to a priest!

Melissa seemed to instinctively know this, however. Without saying another word she sank to her knees and took Billy’s already erect cock in her mouth. Surprised, the young stud sat there, his eyes open wide, taking in the visual of his stiff prick being repeatedly engulfed by his neighbor’s hot mouth.

How many times had he fantasized about getting a blowjob? Millions, probably. How many porn vids had he seen on his computer? Several thousand at least. His neighbor was far better than any of those chicks on the Internet, who used their mouths like pussies, sucking fast and furious. This was a slow and sensual blowjob. It was her way of saying thank you, but more than that she was showing him what he would get if he remained her friend, if he did right by her. He came in her mouth, gripping the kitchen counter tightly as he shot down her throat. On second thought, he decided that he wasn’t going to tell anybody a goddamn thing.

He helped her back to her feet, still amazed at the size of her tits, amazed that they could still be so huge despite having just been emptied. His neighbor might be crazy, but there was no doubt that she was beautiful. Yeah, she was a bit on the heavy side, but her tits more than made up for it. The shiny blonde hair and her porcelain skin were a bonus as well.

He watched her, smiling goofily while she reached up and got a plate out of the cupboard above the counter, as well as a bag of cookies. She put a half a dozen of them on the plate, and then poured him a glass of milk from the measuring cup she had just filled. 

For Billy it was like a dream. He had never had warm milk before, and though he must have been breastfed as a child he could not remember it. The milk was delicious, smooth and creamy, with a pleasant hint of licorice. He couldn’t believe what he was doing—what he had done! He was sitting here drinking milk from a chick he had just fucked, who had just sucked his dick, and all because the power had gone out. He suddenly realized that the Internet was going to be a terrific letdown after this.

When he was done with his snack, he slid the glass toward her on the counter, a hopeful smile on his face. “Could I have some more, please?”

Melissa fought to keep from laughing. “Sure, cowboy. I think there’s a little bit left.” She closed the distance between them and brought her hand up to the back of his neck and pulled him in.

“Omm,” he moaned as the immense tit ballooned over his face, the stiff nipple invading his mouth. He latched on, instinctively working the giant teat with teeth, lips, and tongue, the fresh milk instantly filling his mouth. He suckled like a newborn, blissful in the warmth and comfort of Melissa’s fat tit. This wasn’t the first tit he’d sucked, but it was undoubtedly the best. Could he possibly go back to dry tits after this? He hoped he would never have to.

Melissa watched him suckle, feeling more relaxed and content than she had in the longest time. Was this how a mother felt when feeding her baby? She doubted it, otherwise women everywhere would be having eight kids and nursing them until they were twelve.

No, it had to be her. Rance had said that she needed to be milked, and he was right. She needed it as much as she needed air to breathe and food to eat. Being a human cow was, or had become, just as much a part of her identity as what she did for a living. In fact it was more a part of her because she enjoyed it more than any other aspect of her life. She functioned better as a cow. She made more money, and the sex had never been better. When it came right down to it, all she really needed was food, a warm place to sleep, and someone to milk her. Ingredients for a happy life.

She was distracted from her musings by her cowhand, who had released her left teat with a wet pop. “One down, one to go,” he said, grinning, his mouth shining with her fresh milk.

Melissa laughed throatily and tousled his hair while he switched teats. He certainly seemed to be enjoying himself. He looked so cute, not unlike a newborn babe, his head dwarfed by the mammoth milker that was practically smothering him. She remembered Janice’s words from lunch—‘your tits are going to kill somebody someday.’ Maybe, she considered, but what a way to go.

Billy continued sucking away at the giant tit, warm milk filling his mouth as fast as he could swallow. God, would she ever run dry? How had he lucked into this? Belinda, or whatever her name was, was the perfect girlfriend. Incredible tits, soft pussy, and she lived right next door. Add to that she also gave great head, and milk by the gallon—who could possibly want more than that?

Oh, some guys might be put off by that, he supposed. Some guys didn’t like big tits, God only knew why. These tits were great! Heavy, warm, and so big that you needed at least three hands to handle one properly. And then there were the nipples. Big and juicy, they practically filled his mouth, almost as if he was sucking on a co…

Billy stopped what he was doing, the thumb-sized teat poised at the brink of his open mouth, milk dripping onto his chest.

Melissa looked down at him, his expression at first curious, then worried, and then finally disgusted. “Is everything all right, Billy?” she asked. “Is…is my milk bad?”

He backed away from her, letting her tit drop back down to her belly, his seemingly inexhaustible penis deflating rapidly. “I, uh…I gotta go.” He did not look her in the eyes when he said this.

She watched while he put on his jeans and his t-shirt, not knowing what to say, almost as if she’d forgotten how to speak. “Is it…” she started, her newly regained voice sounding small, “…is something wrong?”

Billy didn’t answer, but instead picked up his shoes and socks and held them in his hand. He’s not even going to bother to put them on, she realized.

He moved closer to her, looking confused rather than angry or disgusted, but then his eyes locked onto her erect nipples, stiffer and longer in her agitation than he had previously seen them. They pointed at him in an almost accusatory fashion.

“I’ll, uh, see you later.” He left without another word.

Melissa leaned back against the kitchen counter, stunned. They had been having such a good time, or at least she had been. She played and replayed Billy’s abrupt departure in her head, trying to understand what could have revolted him so. But it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. No man wanted a cow for a lover. That was the plain and simple truth. Sure, the milk and cookies and pussy were nice, but once the novelty wore off, no man could be expected to want to continue playing cowhand to a pair of overgrown milk balloons. 

She looked out over the massive milkers that took up a good portion of her field of view. It had to end now. Fuck the money. If loneliness and rejection were all she had to look forward to, Rance could get his milk elsewhere. 

A knock at the door brought her out of her despair. “Billy?”

Forgetting her anger and self-hatred, she went to the door. “He’s come back,” she said weakly, wiping her eyes. “He’s here to say he’s sorry, and I’ll forgive him. Serves me right, anyway. God, what a stupid cow I’ve been.”

Uncaring at her nudity, she opened the door. After all, he had only just seen her, and she was hoping he would be seeing a lot more of her in the future.

Except that it wasn’t Billy.

The man standing at the door of her apartment was tall, at least half a foot taller than her cowhand. She had seen him before, in a dream. His skin was tanned, weathered from a score or more of Texas summers. He stood in the doorway, smiling as if he found something funny, yet his expression held not the slightest hint of warmth.

“Hello, Buttercup,” he said smoothly. His voice was as deep as she remembered it.

“Rance?” she replied, shocked more by his presence than her nudity before him. “How did you…”

“You broke our contract, girl.” He brought a short length of pipe from behind his back, which Melissa immediately recognized, the two short prongs on the end of it making its purpose obvious. She knew what it was used for, and more importantly, what it was used on.

Her first instinct was to run, and she followed that instinct, turning away as quickly as her oversized breasts would allow, so that she could get out of reach. Her first step was also her last.

The sharp sting of the cattle prod hit her just above the cleft of her buttocks, the jolt of electricity causing the muscles of her legs to instantly seize up. She hit the floor with a muffled thud, her udders helping to cushion the blow. A wave of unreality washed over her at that point, the realization of what was going on—of what had been going on!—sending her into a state that was very like shock.

She tried getting to her hands and knees, but her muscles were plainly not interested in following her brain’s directives. She managed to roll over just in time to see Rance bend over her, felt some kind of soft material being pressed to her nose and mouth, a sickly-sweet smell invading her nostrils. Her shock gave way to disorientation, followed by a floaty feeling of disconnection, as if her body no longer belonged to her. The pain was gone. There was nothing to worry about, and nothing to fear. She could feel her consciousness fading away, eyes closing, breath slowing.

“You’ve been a stray too long, Buttercup,” she heard him say, his voice enfolding her like a warm blanket. “Don’t you worry, girl. Rance will take good care of you.”


Chapter 9

The Dairy




Melissa awoke slowly, her mind and body seeming to exist on different levels of reality. She opened her eyes to find that her bedroom was quite dark, not early morning dark, but middle of the night dark. She lazed on her back for a few moments, waiting for her eyes to adjust, but nothing seemed to be coming into focus. No light came from her alarm clock beside the bed, nor was there any of the noise that is part of a life ruled by technology: no low hum of air conditioning, no vibration from the refrigerator cycling in the kitchen. The power must still be off, she thought.

Her body hurt, not all over, but in isolated spots, as though someone had been using her for a punching bag. But that was nothing compared to her breasts. They were uncomfortably full, as they almost always were in the morning, practically insisting that they be taken care of first. She reached a hand up to caress them, and that was when she knew something was wrong.

Something was covering her hand. No, not her hand—her hands! Both of her hands were locked into fists, fingers curled around something, a piece of wood or something similar, and surrounded by something hard, not rough like a plaster cast, but smooth like plastic. And nor was it just her hands, for she could feel something covering both of her feet as well. Her fear rising, she reached a forearm up to discover that her head was encased in the same sort of material.

She sat up quickly, or as quickly as she could considering the weight of her breasts. “Oh, my God,” she said aloud, only that wasn’t what came out. The sound that reverberated in her ears was more of a bleat, an inarticulate expression of emotion but not intelligence, caused by her tongue being somehow locked into place.

Melissa bleated again, this time out of fear. It was all beginning to come back to her: Billy walking out, Rance showing up at her door, the sting of the cattle prod. And now she was in the dark, being held God knew where, for how long, or why.

She was momentarily distracted from her fears by the uncomfortable fullness of her breasts. They hurt, but it was a good feeling, a normal feeling that helped to bring her back to the here and now.

She bleated again, trying to determine what was holding her tongue in place. She tried to move it, but only the tip would move, a little bit up and down, a little bit side to side. It must be pierced, she thought. She tried to move it again, but it was if something was holding it down from below.

She tried to remember what had happened all those hours or days or weeks ago. ‘You broke our contract, girl,’ Rance had said. Was that what this was all about, breach of contract? She had promised to sell him whatever milk she produced, but she had never considered that it would preclude her from her own personal use of it. She had given Billy some of it, and Rance had shown up at her door within a few minutes. But how could he have known, unless...he had been spying on her?

Melissa began to feel sick, not so much at the idea that Rance had stalked her, but more so because he had manipulated her, and worse still by the apparent ease with which he had done it. Lactation had been his idea, and she had gone along with it. ‘You need to be milked’ he had texted, and she had done it. When it came right down to it, she really was a stupid cow.

So where am I? she wondered. She was certain that she wasn’t home. It didn’t smell like home, though the covering surrounding her head made it difficult to tell.

Her hands were useless to her, but she could still feel with other parts of her body. She was naked, no surprise there. There were no sheets covering her body, and while whatever she was lying on was soft, it wasn’t a mattress.

She rolled over onto her side, her engorged breasts flopping against the surface of her resting place, which by the sound of it might be rubber, or rubber covered.

She felt around with her hands and feet. Despite her plastic-covered appendages, she could feel well enough that she wasn’t about to fall off of anything. In fact she was almost certain that she was lying on the floor.

That was when she noticed the light. She could see through what must be eyeholes in the plastic surrounding her head that there was light ahead of her, two vertical lines of light coming through what looked like a doorframe, only the door was very far away…or it wasn’t very tall. 

A brave person would investigate, would get up and see if the door was locked, or if it might possibly even lead to freedom. Janice would do it, but then Janice wouldn’t be here in the first place.

There were two options: stay where she was, or see where she was. She very much wanted to do the former, but there was light out there. She couldn’t just cower in the dark like some frightened animal. Besides, she very much needed to be milked, something that was unlikely to happen if she stayed put.

Not wanting to risk standing upright in the dark, she got up on her hands and knees. She could support herself well enough on her plastic-encased fists, but her milk-filled breasts seemed heavier than ever. They felt more pendulous too, wobbling about like a pair of yoga balls beneath her. Surely they couldn’t be larger. Was such a thing even possible?

But now that she was up, she could feel something that she hadn’t noticed while lying down, a feeling of fullness where there shouldn’t be, the kind of thing she hadn’t felt since the first and only time she’d tried anal sex. Omigod, is that...a butt plug?

She tried to squeeze the unwelcome invader out with her sphincter, but it wasn’t going anywhere, and reaching around to feel it with her plastic-covered hand was an exercise in futility. In frustration she wiggled her broad backside, and felt something brush against the backs of her legs. Dear God, please don’t let that be what I think it is.

Fighting the urge to give up, Melissa moved forward slowly, her knees sinking slightly into the soft floor. She had felt this kind of floor before, in her high school gym class. She didn’t know why, but that knowledge made her feel slightly better, a little less helpless.

She arrived at her destination quickly enough, it being only a few feet away. The faint strips of light weren’t much taller than she was, in her present hunched over position, which meant that if this was a door, as she presumed it must be, then she knew exactly what kind of door it was. She didn’t like that picture.

Holding her breath, she nudged the door with her shoulder. It gave, pushing upward rather than sideways and then fell back—a doggie door. The sickness in the pit of her stomach increased, giving way to a bright flare of anger, for in the brief moment that the door had been opened slightly, she had been able to see what was covering her feet—hooves.

So this had been Rance’s game all along, not just to turn her into a cow, but his pet cow. A small part of her wanted to cry, but the anger began crowding that out, anger at herself for being in this position in the first place, but more so with the sick fuck who was probably waiting for her on the other side of the door. She could picture him, sitting on a wooden chair, his feet up, perhaps nursing a beer, expecting her to crawl around on all fours across his basement floor and moo for his amusement. Fuck that, she thought. I won’t hide in fear, and I’ll be damned if I’ll moo! She pushed her shoulder against the doggie door and crawled out into the light, ready to confront her captor face to face.

Only Rance wasn’t there. What she found instead was a large room that was certainly not someone’s basement. That, and half a dozen cows.

“Ohhh….” she moaned, despite herself. All around the room were women, though they could hardly be called that anymore, their bodies having been made over so thoroughly that their relation to Homo sapiens was strongly in doubt.

Melissa kneeled there on her hooves and knees, stock still, the doggie door resting on her rump, trying to take in the insane visual without fainting. There were six of them. Six human cows, some of them lying on the soft floor, others standing on all fours, massive udders slung beneath them, hooves covering their hands and feet, and plastic cow heads surrounding their own, obliterating any trace of their identity as well as their humanity.

But more than anything else it was their skin that commanded her attention—it was white. Not caucasian white, or even the pale white of a shut-in, but paper white, as white as a sheet, except for the large black blotches that looked like tattoos, marking them as Holsteins.

The design covered the whole of their bodies, from their necks all the way to their ankles and down to their wrists, the combination of the white skin and the black tattooing taking away more of their humanity than the plastic cow heads. Melissa looked down to find that her own arms were every bit as white, and just as similarly tattooed.

Steeling herself, she continued further into the room, letting the doggie door swing shut behind her. None of the other cows—women! she reminded herself—acknowledged her presence. This worried her at first, but considering how much her own peripheral vision was limited by the plastic appliance surrounding her head, it was likely that most of the other women simply didn’t see her.

It was all so much to take in, what Rance had done to them, and by extension what he must have done to her, too. She decided to focus on the one nearest her, feeling that it would be better to concentrate on one cow rather than the whole herd.

Despite the white skin, Melissa could see that this other woman was in decent shape, neither too fat nor too skinny. Even so her breasts were huge, at least the size of actual cow udders, and she had two of them! They hung down almost to the floor, which Melissa realized was indeed a gym mat, like the one in her high school Phy Ed class, except where that one had been blue and gold, this one had a straw pattern worked into it.

The other woman also had no hair. Not a one, anywhere that she could see, and she could see pretty much everywhere. Her pubes were entirely bare, as were her arms and legs. Had Rance shaved her, or used some kind of depilatory on her? Melissa shook her head, trying to ascertain whether she still had hair on her own scalp. The lack of tickling or sliding confirmed that she didn’t.

The human-looking cow began walking away from her, toward the other end of the large room. Seeing her from this angle, Melissa noticed two additional things about her. The first was the brand on her hip. It appeared to be a tattoo, a stylized double-R, one of the letters being reversed so that both letters shared a common vertical stroke. Melissa snorted inside her mask at the obvious symbolism, the brand looking like an outsized pair of tits on a stick figure, reminding her of Janice’s words about her own small breasts a lifetime ago.

The other thing Melissa noticed was her tail. It emanated from a black butt plug in the woman’s anus, and hung down to just above the bend of her knees. Like her own tail, it swished against the backs of her legs as she walked, a constant reminder of something that needed no reminder.

Melissa could not understand it. Were all of these women captives, Rance’s bovine sex slaves? Surely six women could overpower just one man, unless there was more than just one man. It was also possible that some of them, perhaps even all of them, were here voluntarily. She had seen enough of the Internet to know that this kind of setup would appeal to more than a few women.

The woman who had crawled off turned and headed back in the direction from which Melissa had come. Melissa followed her movements, turning in place until the back wall of the room came into view. It was glazed white brick, quite clean, the lower portion of wall broken only by the six doggie doors in a line next to the one she’d just come through. Melissa silently read off the names that were burned into the wooden plaques mounted above each door: Daisy, Bluebell, Dewdrop, Blossom, Cinnamon, Moo-Moo—and lastly, Buttercup.

She stared with wide eyes at the doors, and then again at the folksy woodcarvings. This was insane, beyond insane. What kind of sick, depraved human being kept other human beings prisoners like this, in some kind of demented petting zoo?

Something above the wooden doors tugged at her attention, that something dwarfing her former shock into insignificance: a large hand-painted sign, easily eight feet tall by twelve feet across, foot tall lettering in a Wild West font curving across the top proclaiming—LONE STAR MILK. At the bottom was more text—EST. 2012, and sandwiched in between the two lines was an image, one that would become as indelibly imprinted upon her mind as the name that was burned into the wooden plaque above her stall—a black and white drawing of her, or one of her spiritual sisters, in a pose very much like the one she was in now, a sunny smile frozen on her cartoon face.

“Ohhhh….” Melissa bleated pitifully, sudden realization dawning on her. This isn’t a zoo. It’s a dairy!

She instantly felt a weakness in her shoulders that wasn’t due to the weight of her breasts, the enormity of Rance’s deception—and her stupidity—suddenly dawning on her. ‘All my livestock love Vivaldi,’ he had texted. ‘I play it in the milking shed for them.’ She had thought then that he had been referring to actual cows, but all of his texts, all of his knowledge—bras and breast shields, supplements and schedules—had pointed to the two legged variety.

All my livestock, she repeated inside her head, closing her eyes and letting her head droop. That was what all these women were, livestock. Cattle, or chattel, owned and kept by right of conquest. But not in my case, she reflected. He hadn’t conquered her. She had given herself to him. ‘Will you be my cow?’ he had texted. And she had said yes. Rance hadn’t kidnapped her. He had merely rounded up a stray.

I’m such a fool, she thought.

Melissa turned her body slowly around, craning her neck upward as much as her Holstein helmet would allow, needing to take it all in. The room was quite large, hardly a shed, and was brightly lit, almost cheery. It was about fifty feet long by twenty-five feet wide, with a high ceiling, from which hung banks of fluorescent lights. The walls were white-glazed brick all around, with long rectangular windows on the wall opposite her that were set approximately six feet above the floor, soft sunlight filtering through. It looked more like an industrial kitchen than a dairy.

Except for the milking stations. She presumed that was what they were, seeing as there were seven of them. She had noticed them earlier but hadn’t paid them much attention, there being other things to occupy her mind. They were rectangular platforms, made of wood, and covered with a gray slate material that looked more like a kitchen countertop than something you would find in a dairy. The platforms were all approximately two feet in height, and were just wide and long enough for a woman on all fours to be milked comfortably. There was a ramp on the nearer side of each one, for easy access, and a short T-post at the forward end of it, presumably for the cow to rest her head upon while being milked. 

Each milking station had a walkway between it and the one next to it, allowing enough room for Rance—or whoever did the milking—to tend each member of his herd without having to sidle awkwardly between cows. Lastly, there was a four-foot tall hinged gate at the front corner of each station, connecting each platform to the next, a deterrent to prevent wandering cattle.

Melissa crawled forward slowly, feeling as though her breasts were becoming heavier, the pressure within them growing. They feel so full, she thought. It would be such a relief to be milked, to feel the weight of her udders lessened, if only by a few pounds. Except that was something she could no longer do for herself, the hooves locked onto her hands making her dependent upon someone else, making her a slave.

She padded between the two leftward milking stations, doing her best to ignore the discomfort of her over-inflated breasts, until she reached the gate connecting them to each other. The floor on the other side of the gate was not padded, being sealed concrete, and was scrupulously clean and shiny. It had little bumps in it, a non-skid surface of the kind that were used in wet areas, which was confirmed by the presence of floor drains every ten feet or so. It would be murder on unprotected knees.

The portion of the room beyond the gate was surprisingly sparse. There appeared to be no milking equipment of any kind, no pumping machines or other paraphernalia involved in extracting milk from one’s livestock, whether human, bovine, or somewhere in between. There was only a folding chair and a little wooden table against the far wall.

There was one piece of equipment, she realized: a glass-fronted cooler, like those found in convenience stores, except where those were usually filled with beer or soda, this one was completely stocked with old-fashioned glass milk bottles, full and sealed. There had to be at least a hundred of them in there, the combined bounty of his herd, perhaps even some of her own.

There was nothing else of note. There were two doors on either end of the room. The one to her left was set in a wall that had mirrored windows across much of its length. Rance’s office, she presumed. The wall on the other end of the room had a nondescript gray metal door with a stainless steel knob. It also had weather-stripping at the base of it, marking it as an exterior door. That had to be the way out.

But not on her hands and knees. It would take forever to get anywhere, and besides that she was a woman, not a four-legged beast of the field. The bovine-looking women all about her might have accepted their roles, even embraced them, but she was not going to go along with the herd. She would walk.

She backed out from between the milking stations, there not being enough room to turn around, until she was a good five feet away from them; she wanted an unobstructed area to practice in lest she fall. She bent sideways as best she could, so that she could examine her rear hooves. They looked like elongated versions of the ones covering her hands, like high-heeled shoes except without the heels. Walking on them would be difficult at best, but she had to try.

Having made up her mind, Melissa settled back onto her haunches so that the undersides of her heavy breasts came to rest against her thighs. She then brought her left knee around and forward, placing the front of her left rear hoof on the mat. So far, so good. She did the same with her right rear hoof, having to lean so far forward that her udders compressed beneath her upon the mat, actually supporting her upper body while she got into position.

She looked nervously about, ready to make her attempt, fearful that one or more of the other women might try to stop her. None of the them made a move, either not noticing or not caring that one of their own was trying to make a break for it. They all sat or kneeled wherever they were, placidly waiting for whatever they were waiting for. Stupid cows, she thought scornfully.

All right, she said inside her mind, coaching herself, here goes nothing.

She heaved herself upward with a grunt, cradling her almost spherical udders in her pale forearms. But it worked! She was up on her hind legs, albeit shakily. The tension in her calf muscles was enormous, the contours of her prosthetic hooves forcing her up on her tiptoes.

But she was bipedal now. Walking would be tricky, but she could probably do it. All she had to do now was walk over to the gate, open it, then across the concrete floor to the gray door, open that, and leave.

If she could unlatch the gate. If the exterior door wasn’t locked. If she could even operate the doorknob, something to consider since she lacked opposable thumbs.

And if Rance didn’t catch her. That was the funniest thing about all of this. Where was he? For someone who was supposed to be a conscientious dairyman, he seemed awful lax about tending his herd.

As if in answer to her unspoken question, a ‘moo’ sounded to her right. Melissa turned her head in the direction from which the sound had come. She could see the cow—woman! she reminded herself again—that had uttered the bovine bellow, but didn’t know if it was Daisy or Bluebell or one of the others. Probably Moo-Moo, she decided. Probably how she got her name.

Another moo sounded from further away, slightly higher pitched this time, followed by another, and another still. Melissa felt a brief surge of panic. Her first thought was that they were raising an alarm, trying to prevent her from escaping, but then noticed that none of them were looking in her direction.

They’re calling out, she realized, probably due to the agitation Janice had mentioned. They needed to be milked, and since they couldn’t do it themselves they had to make their needs known the only way they could.

No! Melissa screamed inside her head, the insistent lowing of the human cows blending into a barnyard cacophony. Be quiet, you stupid cows! If he hears you, he’ll come! She looked quickly about the room, weighing her options. Rance was probably going to come into the room at any moment, milking pail in one hand and a three-legged stool in the other. It was time to quit fucking around. If she didn’t escape now she might very well end up like these other cows, a domesticated creature whose sole purpose in life was to be exploited by its owner. That was not going to happen. It was now or never.

The moment she lifted her leg she knew it was hopeless. The bizarre shaping of her rear hooves caused her to immediately topple backwards, forcing her to throw her arms wide so that she might catch herself on the mat. Physics, however, decreed that this action would cause an equal and opposite reaction, which it did, the weight of her massy milkers instantly pulling her forward.

“OHHHH…!” she cried as the full weight of her upper body slammed down upon her bloated udders, her long, loud moan outstripping those of her bovine compatriots. Melissa, now in pain from the pressure within as well as the trauma without, raised herself up off of her compressed mammaries with shaking arms, an almost translucent puddle of milk spreading out beneath them as they hovered a few inches above the mat.

“Dobré ráno, hucows!”

Dazed from the pain, Melissa looked up to see a pair of scuffed cowboy boots on the other side of the gate, faded blue jeans, checked shirt. She raised her gaze higher to find Rance’s suntanned face looking down upon her. He was smiling.

“Dobré ráno, Buttercup.”


Chapter 10

The Morning Milking




He was exactly as she remembered him, the man in her dream, the same man who had come to her door and shocked her into unconsciousness using a cattle prod. He wasn’t wearing his cowboy hat, though. Today he was wearing a baseball cap, white, the front stitched with the same logo that adorned the rear wall of the milking shed, right down to the insipid cartoon smile on the human cow’s face.

Rance stood there, leaning against the gate, smiling down at her. It was the smile of a man who has everything and knows it. He winked at her, darkly amused, and then straightened up and clapped his hands.

“Čas na dojení, hucows!”

Melissa couldn’t understand what he was saying, but she picked out one word well enough: hucows. That word required no translation. The other cows—women! she reminded herself yet again—appeared to know precisely what he’d said, for they all got up from where they were and began quickly padding over to the milking stations, their oversized udders wobbling almost comically. Melissa watched as they crawled up onto the ramps and then onto the platforms, laying their heads upon the T-posts with perfect docility, awaiting their morning milking.

None of them had chosen the far left milking station, Melissa noted, the one directly in front of her stall. Was that how this whole system was arranged? If so, that meant that Moo-Moo was the one on the platform next to hers.

She watched while Rance bent down in front of Moo-Moo’s platform and retrieved a U-shaped piece of metal, which he slipped through the ends of the T-post and secured with a bent nail, locking her head in place. “Jak se dnes máme, má sladká Moo-moo?” he said lowly, patting one of her suspended udders affectionately. “Plná, holka?” Melissa couldn’t believe that a woman would actually sit still for such treatment, but then decided that a woman who allowed herself to be called Moo-Moo would probably put up with just about anything.

But what language was he speaking? Was it even a language? It might be gobbledygook, but Melissa didn’t think so. It sounded vaguely Russian, but then considering her provincial upbringing it could be vaguely Polish or vaguely Icelandic.

She understood why he was doing it, though. Since cows couldn’t understand human speech, Rance spoke to his hucows in a language they couldn’t understand either. That meant they would have to infer meaning from tone of voice, or other non-verbal forms of expression such as the tit-patting she had just witnessed, every word and gesture reinforcing their non-human status, hobbling them every bit as much as their prosthetic hooves.

One by one, Rance made his way down the line, locking each of his cows into place, saying the same or similar things to them, his tone always pleasant, always soothing. When he was done he came back up to her unoccupied platform, looking at her expectantly.

“Buttercup?”

Melissa looked back at him, her expression defiant behind the placid exterior of her false cow head. Did he really think that she was just going to walk up and surrender herself as easily as all that? Well, he had another think coming. If he wanted her milk, he would have to physically drag her up there and take it, or else shock her again with his cattle prod. Janice would never willingly submit to such degrading treatment, and neither would she.

Rance did not respond to her noncompliance other than to smile a bit wider and fold his arms across his chest. He did not look in the least perturbed by his newest acquisition’s defiance. Melissa realized that he had probably been through this exact scenario before, possibly even six times. Even so, she would not submit.

Her breasts seemed to feel otherwise, however. The pain from her fall had since subsided, only to be dwarfed by the ever present and ever increasing pressure within. She needed to be milked, exactly as he had originally emailed her. He had known it then, and he knew it just as surely now.

And nor was it just her. Moo-Moo turned her masked head sideways and voiced her disapproval at being made to wait. More mooing followed suit, the other cows, agitated, echoing their sister cow’s cries of discomfort.

This isn’t fair! Melissa whined inside her head. What was she supposed to do? Janice would never give in, but then Janice’s tits weren’t on the verge of exploding. The constant mooing, echoing off the glazed brick walls all around her, amplified their volume, filling her ears, amplifying her ever growing pain as well.

Rance simply stood there, watching her with amused tolerance. He could wait her out. He could wait all day if he had to. And he knew that she couldn’t.

Melissa could feel the tears falling behind the surface of her headgear, every bit as invisible to Rance as the pain in her throbbing breasts. This was a battle of wills, one that she suddenly realized she was going to lose. She remembered her ordeal on the stairs of her apartment building, the painful pressure in her udders driving her to the point of hallucinations, and that was without the added pressure of her sister cows voicing their displeasure at her.

She put a hoof out, unaware that she had done so, followed by the corresponding rear leg, then the other foreleg, then the trailing rear leg, all four legs carrying her forward, not to defeat, but to blessed relief.

She registered the hollow ‘clop’ of her hoof as she placed it on the ramp of the platform. I mustn’t do this, she thought, but she knew she was going to. Where else was there for her to go? She needed to be milked, and who else was there to do it for her but her owner—captor!—she corrected herself.

She mounted the platform, barely noticing the butt plug tail tickling her calves. It was almost like a dream. She crawled forward across the gray slate surface of her milking stand, noticing details she she hadn’t seen from the floor. It had a foot wide channel running along the center of it for most of its length, with a short stub of black tubing sticking up from the near end, which she assumed was used to hose down the platform, as well as a drain inset at its lowest point, evidently for the disposal of spilled milk. There were also two strips of the same kind of foam rubber flooring—dark gray to match the finish—epoxied or hot-glued to the surface on either side of the channel, presumably to protect her knees.

Well, aren’t you the considerate one, Rance? she said inside her head. Nothing but the best for your cows, eh?”

Rance continued waiting patiently, still smiling at her. He was in no hurry. The other cows must have sensed what was happening, as they had stopped their pained lowing, apparently aware that the newest member of the herd was falling into line.

Melissa continued forward, her breasts seeming to double in weight with every step she took. She was almost there now, her knees coming level with two more T-posts that sat near the edges of the platform, which she supposed were there to restrain her legs. Are those so I won’t kick you, Rance?

She rested the hollow of her throat lightly on the T-post, looking down over the front of the milking stand. Let Rance take it a sign of her submission. She didn’t care. She was just here to be milked. Once that was done, her priority would shift to escaping.

Melissa watched as he retrieved the U-shaped yoke from a hook on the front of her milking station, then a moment later felt cool metal against either side of her neck, followed by metallic scraping as the ends of the yoke were slotted into the the T-post’s holes and the bent nail slid into place, locking her in.

“Hodné děvče, Buttercup,” she heard him say, his deep voice reverberating through her, a hand running down her heavy breast and then patting it. He bent down again and produced two more U-shaped yokes, then unlatched the gate beside her and moved out of her line of sight. She couldn’t see what he was doing, but she could feel the metal ends of the yoke slide past her thigh, felt it lock into place. 

“Dáš dnes hodně mléka?” he said. He was making conversation now, at least that was what it sounded like, his voice shifting around to her other side. She felt a hand at her right thigh, moving it into position and then securing it. 

“Ty jsi šikovná holka, Buttercup,” he said as he came back around to the opened gate, which she noticed he hadn’t bothered to close, not that he needed to. They both knew she wasn’t going anywhere. Even if she weren’t bound by steel restraints, her addiction was holding her in place, an addiction that he had set into motion, and one which she lacked the strength to withdraw from. Escape would come later. For the moment there was nothing to do but close her eyes and wait to be milked.

“Jen se neboj, holka,” he said softly, running his hand along her suspended tit. “Rance se o tebe postará.”

She gasped lightly when his knowing fingers took hold of a distended teat and tugged downward, an answering spray of milk jetting from her tight udder. A moment later she felt the cooling sensation of a washcloth being dragged across the erect nipple, the rough texture causing her to reflexively press her lips together behind her mask.

He moved to the other tit and gave it the same treatment, the foreplay causing her to whimper. She kept her eyes firmly shut while he worked, the pain somehow fading despite the incredible pressure within, endorphins kicking in. He was making her feel good, making her want it.

When she was clean she sensed him pull away, anticipation building inside of her. He was going to milk her now. She could not remember ever wanting it more. A moment later a familiar sound reached her ears—the sound of suction—eliciting an immediate Pavlovian response from her pink teats, creamy milk leaking out of them and onto the the gray slate of her milking stand.

She moaned loudly when the teat cup latched onto her expanded dug, followed a few seconds later with the other tit, instant relief coursing throughout her body as her tight milkers were relieved of their contents.

But…how…is he milking me? she wondered. Where is the equipment? 

Melissa opened her eyes, not wanting to interrupt the blessed feeling of being emptied, but at the same time needing to know how he was doing this. She looked down at the front of her milking station and found the answer easily enough. There were loops of flexible hoses sticking out of the front of the platform, attached to her teat cups and sending her product through a stainless steel panel mounted on the front of the unit, gauges and switches adding to its high-tech look. In her mind she could see her milk being whisked away through pipes underneath the floor, perhaps into the office next door, into a waiting vat where the combined harvest of seven hucows would be pasteurized and homogenized.

Rance was tending to Moo-Moo now. Melissa could hear him dipping the washcloth that he had used on her into a plastic bucket, wringing it out, then her answering moan as he applied it to her teats. Then came the sound of suction, and another moan as he hooked her up. When this was done, he moved down the line to his next cow. He was nothing if not methodical.

Melissa closed her eyes again, allowing herself to drift off on the pleasurable sensation of being milked. This really wasn’t so bad, she felt, except for the hooves and the helmet maybe.

A shadow fell across her closed eyes. She opened them to find Rance standing in front of her again, smiling his usual smile. “Vede se ti dobře, holko?” It sounded like a question, but since she couldn’t understand him, she didn’t bother trying to acknowledge him.

He gave her a wink, and then raised a bottle to his lips and drank from it. It was one of the bottles from the cooler. It had the familiar hucow logo on the bottle, not painted, but cast into the glass. Rance was obviously a very detail-oriented individual.

She started to close her eyes again but was distracted by a clanging noise. Rance had put his half-empty milk bottle down on the corner of Moo Moo’s milking platform and had picked up a cylindrical canister, which he then upended and hung from a hook above and to the right of her head. There was a short length of black hose dangling from it.

What is that supposed to be for? she wondered. Is he going to give me a bath?

She craned her neck upward as much as the yoke would allow. The canister also had the cartoon logo on it, but this time the text above and below the image said something slightly different: Lone Star Hucow Chow.

What…is that supposed to be…food?

In answer to her unvoiced question, Rance brought the other end of the black hose that was connected to the canister into view. It looked like an elongated pacifier, was also black, about six inches long, and disturbingly penile. He held it up for her to see, and then inserted it through the front of her false cow head and into her surprised mouth.

“Unh—” she started, but was silenced as the feed tube was pushed past her teeth, filling her mouth like a giant cock. She raised a hoof, trying to push Rance away, but the weight of her udders forced her neck down onto the T-post, causing her to choke. By the time she regained her footing, Rance had secured the feed tube around her head with the aid of an elastic band, rendering her mute. Melissa twisted her head sideways, trying to shove the penile intruder out of her mouth with her tongue, remembering too late that it was locked in place by Rance’s bizarre piercing.

The good feeling of her milking forgotten, Melissa watched her tormentor, her eyes blazing with hate, as he reached up and popped the lid from the canister. “Ungh—” she started, but was immediately silenced as semi-liquid hucow chow began trickling into her open mouth, gravity assisting her forced-feeding, making refusal impossible.

Reflex took over as she began sucking her breakfast down, being unable to otherwise expel it due to the pacifier-like shield pressing against her lips.

God, how degrading, she thought. She continued feeding, having no other choice, relieved somewhat that her reduced peripheral vision did not allow her to see herself in the mirrored windows to her left. She could only imagine what she must look like, a giant-uddered suckling calf taking its breakfast from Mama.

But despite the indignity, whatever he was feeding her wasn’t all that bad, like thin sweet oatmeal, with just a hint of vanilla. She had swallowed worse things in her life, but at least it had been her idea.

Melissa settled into a rhythm, sucking in nutrition while her milk was being sucked out of her. She could even see the attraction, somewhat. The whole process was strangely meditative, even relaxing.

She opened her eyes, an idea occurring to her. Have I been hypnotized? How would she know if she were? She could not remember ever having been hypnotized, by Rance or by anyone else. 

But I’m too calm, she continued inside her head. Calm. That reminded her of something. She closed her eyes and listened closely—and there it was, the familiar strains of Vivaldi.

‘All my livestock love Vivaldi,’ Rance had texted. ‘Keeps them calm.’ So perhaps she was hypnotized—or at least conditioned—to remain calm no matter what he did to her. It made sense really, especially when you considered that sedatives might affect the taste and quality of her milk.

Her musings were cut short by the realization that the forced-feeding had stopped, as had the the milking unit; no more hucow chow coming out of the nozzle, and no more milk coming out of her. Perhaps this ordeal would soon be drawing to a close. Then she could begin planning her escape.

Rance came around to face her, smiling his satisfied smile. “Líbilo se ti to, holko moje?” She didn’t bother trying to decipher his speech. Spanish was difficult enough, and it shared many common root words with English, which this language obviously didn’t.

He gently unstrapped the feed tube from her head and removed canister and all from the hook above her, then bent down and placed it on the floor at his feet. She opened her mouth wide, trying to relax her jaw, moving it this way and that, when he reached into his shirt pocket and produced what looked like a thin brown biscotti, which he shoved into her mouth.

“Urrk…” she started, but accepted it, thankful for something that resembled solid food, and further thankful that it wasn’t his dick. He moved off to the side, to Moo-Moo, she presumed, leaving her there to eat her dessert in peace.

It tasted pretty good too, peanut buttery, with hints of apple and coconut. It was very hard, sounds of crunching reverberating through her head. She continued chewing, a bizarre experience with her tongue locked down. The granular biscuit grated against her teeth as she chewed, practically scraping her teeth and gums, not painful, not unlike a toothbrush actually….

Melissa stopped chewing, the realization of what she was eating making her want to gag. He’d given her a fucking dog biscuit! Like those ones on television, designed to promote effective oral care for your pet. At least that’s how the commercials went.

Her earlier anger began welling up again at this latest indignity, but just as quickly died away, perhaps due to the Vivaldi. No, it wasn’t an actual dog biscuit, she realized. The ones on television were always stamped with a logo, whereas what he’d given her was homemade, but appeared to be fulfilling the same function. Even so, it was one more thing separating her from her old life, separating her from humanity.

Melissa hoped that he would at least give her something to wash it down with, which he did a minute later, when he stopped again in front of her milking stand and produced another penile-ended hose. He slipped this through the hole in her mask and into her mouth, and then strapped it to her head as he had the feed tube. She wished that he would stop shoving things into her mouth, but then reflected that most of her dates were little more than a prelude to that anyway.

She sucked on the tube, trying to swirl water throughout her mouth without the aid of her tongue. The water had a clean taste, much better than the water back in her apartment. Was this bottled water? Evian? She didn’t know what brand it was, only that it was the best tasting water she’d ever had. Despite it all, she had to admit Rance treated his cows pretty well. 

She continued drinking while he attended to her, feeling his thumb pressing into her tit at the top of the teat cup, breaking the suction, then the familiar sensation of the chrome tube sliding off of her distended teat, the process repeated with the other tit. She unsuccessfully stifled a moan while he washed and inspected her teats, then failed similarly when he applied salve to them. When that was done he straightened back up.

Melissa raised her head, expecting him to undo the elastic from around her head and remove the water hose from her mouth. He did not do this, however. Instead he walked back around her, his hand trailing along her side.

“What is he doing back there? she wondered, her anxiety increasing when she felt his hand come to rest on her rump. A moment later she felt a tickling sensation on the backs of her thighs, her tail being flicked about. What are you doing back there, Rance? she asked silently, and then felt the material of her tail drop onto her calves, though her butt plug remained firmly in place.

Oh, no, she thought, dread seeping into her. Surely he’s not going to…fuck me, is he? God, haven’t I been through enough?

That question was answered a moment later as she felt something slip inside her, invading her rectum through the butt plug, and then warm liquid entering her, filling her up.

Her eyes widened in alarm. Omigod, no! He’s giving me an enema!

“Ung—” she managed to say around the hose in her mouth, her pathetic response only serving to make her feel all the more subhuman. She put her head down and pushed her shoulders forward against the yoke, trying to get away from the liquid ass rape she was being forced to endure, but the flexible hose stayed with her, inexorably filling her up against her will.

More tears flowed behind her mask but Rance was not there to see them. Melissa had never felt more degraded in all her life. Wasn’t it enough that she’d been shocked, kidnapped, tattooed, breast-milked, force-fed, but was now being given a high colonic by this insane dairyman?

This isn’t happening, she told herself, clenching her fists inside her hooves, but her slowly expanding belly convinced her otherwise. She could feel the pressure on her lower spine increase as more and more fluid entered her bowels, her stomach expanding inexorably outwards. God, how much is he going to put inside me?

And yet despite the horror and indignity, she couldn’t deny that it wasn’t unpleasant. It felt good actually, warmth beginning to spread throughout her abdomen as the warm liquid filled her up. She felt so full now, could feel her skin stretching to accommodate the influx though there was no pain.

Curious, she jiggled her belly, and was surprised to discover that she could actually hear the liquid slosh around inside her, could feel her belly wobble from side to side. I probably look like a pregnant cow, ready to throw a calf. She snorted inside her mask, remembering how Janice had once asked if she were going to have a calf of her own. She missed her friend.

Hands on her distended belly signaled Rance’s presence at her side. “No to je ono, holka moje,” he crooned softly, his hands moving around her stomach in a clockwise fashion, massaging her. He pulled his hands away, and with his middle finger thumped her belly as though it were a ripe watermelon. It sounded like one, too.

Her stomach stopped expanding then, the flow having been cut off, she presumed. She looked up and around, but Rance was now kneeling next to Moo-Moo, probably thumping her tummy as well.

Melissa rested there, looking at the floor while he attended the others. How long was she supposed to stay like this; big ol’ belly hanging down, udders dangling side to side in her boredom, and besides that she really needed to pee.

She kept waiting for Rance to return, so that he could release her and let her go to the bathroom. She understood how he worked now, attending to each one of his captives in an almost circular fashion, but surely he must have worked his way to the end of the line by now. Was Blossom holding him up, or perhaps Daisy? Well, whoever it was, she hoped he would finish with her quickly and get back down here, or else she might end up having an accident!

Minutes that felt like hours passed, her urgent need growing with every passing second. What is taking him so long? she asked herself. I can’t hold out much longer! But then a thought occurred to her: the channel running down the center of her milking station. Surely he doesn’t expect me to…oh, dear God, no.

But that was exactly what he must be expecting, she quickly realized. She had even read something about that recently, an article about Guantanamo Bay, prisoners being forced to soil themselves as a method of breaking them. Was that what he had done to these other women, broken them by the use of psychological torture, made them break potty-training? How long had they held out? How long would she?

“Ohhh…” she cried, the sound all but muffled by the hose that was lodged in her mouth. She tried pressing her thighs together, but the twin yokes at her knees were quite effective at preventing that. She began bouncing up and down, but that only served to set her expanded stomach to sloshing about again, multiplying her need even more.

It was going to happen, she realized, a feeling of hopelessness washing over her. She was going to do it. Her buttocks were shaking now, trying to clench her sphincter shut despite the butt plug holding it open. He was going to break her, make her piss herself like an animal, take away the last remaining shred of her humanity.

She felt a hand cup her suspended dug, caressing it lightly, and then a voice in her ear, singing softly.

“Červená růžičko, proč se nerozvíjíš?”

“Proč ty k nám, Buttercup? Proč ty k nám, Buttercup?”

“Proč ty k nám nechodíš?”

Melissa let go, shaking, sobbing as her urine began dribbling from her no longer private parts, halting at first, then finally streaming out of her to splash upon the platform, her most basic bodily functions entirely out of her control. At once, the pressure in her bowels began to subside, the tube in her anus apparently having been opened, allowing her to evacuate.

She continued crying while Rance caressed her dangling teat, the final shred of her dignity gone, his singsong voice soft in her ear.


Chapter 11

Among the Herd




Melissa lay in the shade of a tree, watching her sister cows as they padded about the barnyard, or drank from the trough that backed onto the milking shed, or generally did nothing. She supposed barnyard was a misnomer, since there was no barn in sight. Just the back of a nondescript yellow-white one-story building, like so many in Texas. It could be a makeshift church, a meth lab, or housing for several hundred illegal aliens.

Or a dairy.

There was one thing that was not a misnomer however, and that was the word ‘cow’. She no longer corrected herself when it came to her mammalian classification. ‘If it looks like a duck…’ the old saying went. But she didn’t look like a duck. She looked like a cow. She gave milk like a cow, she ate like a cow, she even sounded like one.

She was also being treated like a cow, or at least she supposed she was. Despite having been born and raised in Wisconsin, USA, the dairy capital of the Midwest, the closest she had come to working dairy cows was seeing them lying in pastures as her father drove by on the highway.

And now she was one. ‘If it looks like a duck....’

She looked about the barnyard, there being not much else to look at. It was a largish area, about twenty-five by forty feet, and was surrounded by tube steel fencing that was further surrounded by trees and shrubs, effectively screening them from the outside world. Of course there was no grass. You couldn’t have a bunch of naked women lolling about on the fescue without getting dirty, or ending up with all sorts of skin irritations.

Instead of grass, Rance had installed playground mulch. She remembered it from her college days, when she had done a semester working with children at a daycare facility. Made from one hundred percent recycled rubber, it was soft, wouldn’t fade, rot, compress, or lose its lush green color for several years. Even from a short distance it looked like real grass. A very thorough man, Rance, and environmentally conscious, too.

The morning air was cool on her skin, the sun still low enough and the barnyard sheltered enough so that the typical April heat would be held at bay for another few hours.

If it was still April. If it was even Texas. She had no way of knowing if either were true. For all she knew she might be in eastern Europe somewhere, just another hucow in a demented dairy that sold breast milk in glass bottles, perhaps to sparkly fucking vampires that fed on humans as if they were cattle. Which she was.

She didn’t think this was Europe, though. Texas had a feel to it, and this felt like it. It could possibly be Mexico but she didn’t think so, considering how quickly Rance had received his shipments from her. There was also his rapid response to her dalliance with Billy, which meant that this place must be fairly close to the Dallas area, an outer ring suburb at most.

That was good to know, that civilization was not so very far away. But twenty miles might as well be a thousand miles if she couldn’t walk.

Melissa put that out of her mind. There was nothing she could do about it at the moment, so it didn’t bear thinking about. The trouble was that there was nothing about any of this that she could do anything about. Was she going to stop thinking entirely? Well, that was the life of a cow, wasn’t it?

That and pissing herself.

Her mind kept coming back to that. She had probably replayed that scene in her mind’s eye at least twenty times since having come out to the barnyard, at least once every minute, possibly more.

“Jen klid klid, Buttercup,” he had whispered, one hand stroking the back of her neck while she cried it out. “Jistě se teď cítíš lépe, no ne?”

She had no idea what he’d said, but she could tell that he was trying to soothe her. He removed the water hose from her mouth and then reached into his back pocket and withdrew a short screwdriver. The plastic head fastened together in one spot, just under the jaw, hinged in back apparently. He pulled the false head apart and hung it on the open gate next to him, allowing her this one small morsel of freedom, causing her spirits to lift dramatically.

“Aah—” she started to say, but he began washing her face with the same rag with which he had cleaned her nipples, moving her chin side to side with his free hand while he worked. He wiped her tears away, speaking gently to her all the while. She let him tend to her, surprised at his tenderness considering everything he had done to her so far.

When he was finished cleaning her face he smiled down at her, the same amused smile he always had, the smile that people reserve for cute kittens and other animals they feel superior to. Melissa opened her mouth to say thank you, or at least something approximating it, but was startled back into silence as the plastic head was settled into place and snapped shut. Just another one of his cows.

“Tady je naše Buttercup,” he said, giving her another wink, and then settled to the task of washing down her genitals, thighs, and knees; any part of her that might have come into contact with her urine. When that was done, he removed the enema hose from her butt plug and replaced it with her tail, all very neat and tidy.

He let her go then. Removed the bent nails from the yokes and set her free without another word or glance, and then moved off to Moo-Moo so that he could begin washing her down.

Melissa backed slowly down the ramp, feeling dazed and disoriented, though quite a bit lighter in the chest. Moo-Moo joined her a minute later on the padded floor. She turned and ambled off to the right, not wishing to chat apparently.

The next cow—Cinnamon, Melissa presumed—backed down the ramp of her milking station and onto the mat. She gave Melissa a look that could have been commiserating, or supportive, or perhaps meant nothing at all. With only the eyes to judge by, communication was hit or miss at best.

Cinnamon padded off after Moo-Moo, toward a pet door on the right hand wall that Melissa hadn’t noticed earlier. Moo-Moo went through it, sunlight splashing through the flap, followed by Cinnamon, and then Blossom, who Rance had only just finished cleaning up.

Melissa stayed put while Dewdrop and Bluebell were cleaned and then released from their respective confinements. Rance watched them go, and then turned his attention to Daisy, singing softly while he worked the washcloth up and down between her thighs, his movements slow and deliberate.

“Buttercup…?”

Melissa looked up to find that Rance was looking back at her, smiling his infuriating smile. He nodded to her and gestured with his free hand toward the pet door, his meaning clear as crystal. She moved off, there being no reason to stay and certainly more reason to leave.

Curiosity got the better of her when she reached the pet door. She turned her head in time to see Rance getting into position behind Daisy, kneeling just back of her, stroking her hip with one hand while undoing his belt with the other. Melissa hadn’t wanted to see any more, so she’d left.

A noise startled Melissa out of her reverie. It was Daisy, ambling out through the pet door, fresh from her cowpoking. She didn’t appear any the worse for it, neither embarrassed or dejected or even abused. As if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened. 

Perhaps nothing had, Melissa considered. For all she knew, Daisy and Rance might be regular lovers. Then again it could be that he was doing all of them, and that she was his especial favorite. It might also be that it was simply her turn in the rotation, or that she was just chosen at random. With only one milking under her belt, Melissa had no way of knowing. She only knew that she didn’t want to be next.

That meant escape, which wasn’t going to happen if she spent all her time lying in the grass, or on the recycled rubber, as it were. She got up from where she lay, a bit awkwardly, but then considering the size of her breasts, as well as the prosthetics on her hands and feet, it seemed that she would be doing everything awkwardly.

She raised her right hoof up to the eyeholes in her surrogate face, so that she could examine it closely. Yes, there it was, a black screw set into the plastic cuff around her wrist, a six-pointed star with a raised oblong in the center. She sighed. A proprietary screw, which would require a specialized matching screwdriver to remove it. She turned her wrist over and found another such screw on the other side. 

She could possibly beat the plastic against a large rock, perhaps break it loose, except that there were no large rocks in the barnyard, or even small ones for that matter. She could try breaking the plastic hoof by beating it against the fence, but that would only attract attention.

Then she would have to find another way. A group of cows was lying off to her right, near another shaded section of fence. Maybe some of them had already tried escaping, or just maybe she could lead them in revolt. So far Rance was the only free person she’d seen. Perhaps the Lone Star Dairy really was a one-man operation.

Gathering her courage, Melissa padded over to the group of them. They lay there, without a care in the world it seemed. Either they really wanted this life, or Rance had broken them. She suddenly realized that getting help from them might be more difficult than she had thought. Still, she had to try.

“Hahh,” she started, trying to form intelligible words around her immobile tongue. “Mah ‘ame ibh Muh—OHHH…!” she bleated as pain shot through her upper body, the result of a plastic-encased foot connecting with her vulnerable udder. She backed away from the herd, but the cow that had kicked her was up on her hooves and knees with surprising speed, ramming a shoulder into her side and tipping her over onto her back.

“Emhh—!” Melissa cried in fright, trying to turn over, to get away, but the mad cow was already on top of her, forcing her back down onto the rubber grass, putting a hoof on each of her udders and pressing down—hard!—the plasticized footwear all but disappearing within her voluminous breast flesh.

Shaking with pain and fright, Melissa lay there as the senior cow, whose name she still did not know, leaned in close, the brown eyes behind the mask blazing with hatred and anger. They were Asian.

“Nnghhh!” the angry cow grunted, almost a snort. She shook her head, a tacit warning to shut the fuck up. She snorted again, and then removed her hooves from Melissa’s chest, leaving behind the reddened traces of her victory over the new meat.

The vicious cow ambled away to rejoin the rest of the herd, though not before kicking a few bits of rubberized grass in Melissa’s direction, spraying her injured foe.

Melissa clutched her damaged breasts with her forearms while she lay there, rivulets of milk streaming across her whitish skin while tears of pain streaked down the sides of her face. This was all so unfair, so wrong. How could people do this to each other? Keeping others captive, treating them like animals. Treating one another like animals! People shouldn’t behave this way!

But they weren’t people, not anymore. They were hucows, the bottom of the food chain, unable to defend themselves, and unable to keep from being exploited. That was what Rance had turned them into, and what he intended that she should become.

She continued crying until the pain subsided enough to allow her to roll over and crawl back to her shaded spot and lie down there. She lay on her side on the soft green rubber, facing away from the others, the little hope she’d had having been sucked out of her as though it were the milk from her udders.

Perhaps she should just give up, put thoughts of freedom behind her. The other cows obviously had. Rance had devised the perfect system, first by making his cows physically dependent upon being milked, and then removing the ability for them to do it themselves.

He was a smart one, no doubt about that. Had he engineered that power outage? Hacked his way into the TWP computers and shut down the grid that so that he could spirit her away during the confusion? She wouldn’t put it past him. 

Does anybody even know I’m gone? she wondered. A single woman, living alone, no friends, no family close by. How long before her parents would realize that she hadn’t phoned or emailed? A week? Two weeks? Rance might even impersonate her, steal her identity. He undoubtedly had her laptop. He could keep her mom and dad in the dark for weeks, email them that she was on vacation in the Bahamas somewhere. 

And what about her job? She’d only been there for seven months. Everyone was assuming that she’d found herself a Texas millionaire. It wouldn’t be a stretch of the imagination to assume that she had just up and run off with him. Janice would certainly be surprised, but probably nothing beyond that. No one would miss her, except for her parents, and even then not for a month or so. They would report her missing, after which she would end up with her face on a milk carton. She sighed, remembering that that was already the case.

Melissa looked disinterestedly through the horizontal bars of her barnyard prison. She could make out a few details of the terrain beyond the bushes, shrubs, and trees that ringed the enclosure. There wasn’t much to see: just dirt and sand and scrub. She spied a single-wide mobile home a ways off, presumably Rance’s living quarters. It had a little garden in front of it, a little oasis in an otherwise forbidding environment. There was a pickup truck parked nearby, and a dirt path leading off and over a rise, perhaps to the city, or the interstate, or into the Big Empty.

Freedom lay that way, but at what cost? The cows behind her had chosen captivity. Was that because they had tried escaping but failed? It wasn’t as though there was any security around to stop them. The fence wasn’t even that tall, five feet at the most, though getting over it while wearing hooves might prove to be exceedingly difficult.

Or did Rance have some other kind of security that she hadn’t yet seen? Did he have a dog? Some big brute of a German shepherd or a Rottweiler? She didn’t even want to think about that.

And then there was the weather. It was presumably late April, which meant that the highs could be in the high seventies, possibly warmer, and May and June would be even worse. How long could an unprotected cow survive out in the wilderness, naked, unable to walk, wearing a plastic helmet under a hot sun?

The more she thought about it, the more hopeless it seemed. Without hands and feet she couldn’t walk, handle objects, or even use a cell phone. And even if she did manage to escape, could she possibly survive the elements? What about predators? There were bobcats and coyotes certainly. Were there still wolves in Texas?

Lastly, there were her breasts. How long could she go without being milked? Nursing mothers seemed to cope well enough while weaning baby from the tit, but her udders were several times the size of normal breasts, her pain correspondingly multiplied.

Melissa closed her eyes, all hope having been extinguished. Escape was impossible, and the consequences of trying could be fatal. She was a cow, and cows were put on earth to be milked and fucked. The other cows seemed to have accepted this. Perhaps she should as well.

She felt the sandpaper tongue drag across her breast before her conscious mind was aware of it, fur rubbing against her tattooed skin. Startled, Melissa opened her eyes to find a familiar figure crouched next to her on the rubber earth, licking the last remnants of dried milk from her abused tit.

“Mah-gee!” she cried, surprised by the presence of her cat.

“Prrt?” Maggie replied, looking up from her breakfast curiously, apparently confused by the strange but tasty creature’s speech. Melissa put her arms around the surprised cat, squashing the feline into her pillowy embrace.

She held her cat close, Maggie’s purring reverberating through her, calming her, a feeling of hope returning. But how did you get out here, puss-cat? she asked silently. There was only one answer, of course—Rance. He had obviously kidnapped her, too—or was catnapped a better word?

But why? she asked herself. He could have left her back at the apartment. So why hadn’t he?

Because someone would hear her, she reasoned. With no one there to feed her, Maggie would eventually have started yowling, enough so that she would have ultimately attracted the attention of neighbors, Billy or his father, or even the super. Maggie’s presence was all the confirmation she needed. No one knew she was gone.

I’m going to escape, she decided, her cat’s appearance helping to banish her earlier despair. No one was going to come to her rescue, no Texas Rangers were going to come riding over that hill, so unless she wanted to spend the rest of her days being one of Rance’s milk cows, she had better stop sulking and start figuring out a plan.

Melissa got up, evicting Maggie from her comfy cushions. If she was going to escape, she was going to have to learn everything about her prison, possibly even something about her jailer if she could. Escape might not happen today or tomorrow or even next week, but it would be a better use of her time than just lying on the rubber grass waiting for her tits to fill up.

She began ambling along the fence line, looking for any other scenery outside of the enclosure, finding nothing of note save for a small backhoe, the kind that people used for digging up buried water lines or for doing small landscaping jobs.

Except that there was no landscaping anywhere that she could see, aside from Rance’s little garden, and she doubted he needed a backhoe for that. Then again, perhaps it wasn’t so much for digging things out of the ground as much as putting things into it. She hadn’t considered that. What if she took sick, or got a toothache? An infection? Was Rance a doctor? Did he have access to medicines? If anything unfortunate happened to her—if she died—he could dispose of her carcass in less than an hour. No fuss, no muss, and no one the wiser.

There was one thing she didn’t see that brought her some small amount of cheer, however: Rance apparently didn’t have a dog. She had not seen one running about, nor had she heard one, which she certainly would have by now. She breathed a sigh of relief. She might not be able to get out of the barnyard, but a dog, even a big one, would easily be able to get into it. She shuddered at the thought.

Melissa made one full circuit of the barnyard, stopping only when she came around to the back corner of the milking shed, where the water trough was located. One of the other cows, she didn’t know which one, was dipping her snout into it, drinking away, her elongated teats swaying just above the rubber mulch.

Why is she drinking from that thing? Melissa wondered. Is that rainwater? The water inside is better, you stupid cow. Why don’t you go inside and wait for Rance to tend to you? But maybe Rance wouldn’t. Maybe milking time was the only time he did in fact tend to his cows. He undoubtedly had other things to do, so had installed this thing out in the yard so that his cows could water themselves.

God, he doesn’t really expect me to drink from that thing, does he? she wondered. It was a stupid question, she knew. She supposed she would drink from it eventually, if thirst got the better of her. In fact she was thirsty right now. But how was she supposed to drink from it? Her lips were probably a good inch or so from the mouth opening of her cow face. Was she supposed to submerge her face deep enough below the surface so that she could slurp it up? She’d drown!

The other cow didn’t seem to be having any trouble, though. She continued dipping the mouth portion of her mask into the water, bobbing her head slightly as she drank. When she had drunk her fill she raised her head from the water’s surface, at which point Melissa realized precisely how she was supposed to drink. Sticking up from the gently rippling water was a translucent, plastic penis.

“Uhhh...” Melissa grunted, the disgusted expression inside her cow head completely invisible to the world without.

The other cow turned and walked away, leaving Melissa to ponder whether or not to drink. Looking a little closer she discovered to her further dismay that there were actually three penises, spaced equidistantly across the trough, so that multiple cows might satisfy their thirst at the same time, probably satisfying Rance’s perverted sensibilities as well. She wondered if he was filming them.

Melissa crawled over to the trough, bypassing the first skyward-pointing dick in favor of the middle one, preferring not to drink from a cock that someone else had just been fellating—who knew where that cow had been? That was a stupid question too, she realized. She knew exactly where that cow had been, and it was highly unlikely that any of Rance’s cows would be carrying disease.

She put her head down into the trough and nuzzled the penile drinking fountain with her flexible snout until she felt it slip through the mouth slit and press against her lips. Sighing, she parted her lips and began sucking on the plastic tube. Cool, clear water flowed into her mouth at once. She reflexively swallowed, enjoying the clean taste.

She continued sucking, forgetting her disgust, taking more and more water into her, replenishing the liquid that had been drained from her earlier. A feeling of relaxation came over her as she sucked, a sense of peace.

Pressure on her breasts, from both sides at once, distracted her from her meditation. Without letting go of her phallic fountain, Melissa turned her head to find that one of the other cows was sucking away at the water fountain, not crowding her, just taking a drink. She turned her head to find another cow doing the same thing. Melissa relaxed and went back to her sucking, happy to have found at least some acceptance from her sister cows.

When she was sated she backed away from the trough, giggling slightly as the udders of the other two cows swung sideways to fill in the void made by her absence. She continued her reconnoiter of the barnyard. Acceptance might be nice, but she had no intention of becoming a member of the herd, at least not permanently.

At the other end of the trough was the exterior door that led out from the front part of the milking shed. She sighed, realizing that even if she had managed her earlier escape, she would only have succeeded in getting out to where she was already allowed. It also meant that the only exit from the milking shed must be through Rance’s office.

There wasn’t much else to the barnyard, except for a gate, which was padlocked shut. The only way in or out was through the pet door or the person door, only one of which she could operate. She went back to her spot by the fence and lay down on the mulch to think.

What options did she have? She would not be able to force her way out, and playing sick would probably just earn her another enema. She could trying escaping through the bars of the fence. It was a tight squeeze but she might be able to make it, so long as she could get her tits through.

But she couldn’t do it now; Rance might well be waiting for her to make the attempt. Besides, with the milking done, what else was there for him to do? She supposed he might be packing and shipping, or perhaps homogenizing or pasteurizing the morning’s output, or whatever else the insane dairyman did between milkings.

He would be busy with his cows at milking time though, that much she knew. Yes, that would be the ticket. As he had used her need to be milked against her, perhaps she could use the other cows’ needs against him. He couldn’t be in two places at once.

All she had to do was wait.

___________________________




The opportunity came a few hours later. Melissa wasn’t exactly sure how long she’d waited, having absolutely no way of telling the time, save for the sun overhead and the apparently ceaseless refilling of her breasts.

They were fatter now, larger. She wasn’t sure what cup size they were now, only that there had to be at least one ‘Z’ in there somewhere. He had done something to her in between the time he’d kidnapped her and when she’d awakened: more aggressive supplements, or hormones, or perhaps even more fat in her diet. If that last were the case, none of it was going to her hips. She was skinnier now than she could ever remember being, her body turning every last gram of fat into wholesome, nutritious milk. She wished that she could just will her body to stop lactating altogether, but biology was not on her side. As long as Rance fed her and milked her and provided her with liquids, she would go on making milk indefinitely.

Melissa waited by the fence with the patience of a sphinx, or something that looked very like one. Maggie had left her, probably out looking for mice or other nice treats, Melissa assumed. She saw Rance through the screen of bushes a few times, going to and from his trailer. He never looked their way when he was outside the milking shed, she noticed, as if his cows were of no real importance. Then again she supposed they probably weren’t.

She knew it was time when the other cows got up and began heading for the milking shed. They did this singly sometimes, perhaps whenever one of them felt the need for a good amble about the barnyard, but now they moved together as a group. Melissa followed, but veered off toward the trough at the last moment. She drank from the plastic dick, keeping an eye on the trailing cow until her black and white rump disappeared through the flexible pet door. Melissa continued drinking, waiting to see if someone would look back through the door for her. No one did. It was time to make her move.

Hurrying, she started toward the rear corner of the milking shed, her replenished milkers wobbling almost uncontrollably. They felt so heavy and full. She really did need to be milked, but there would be no better time to escape.

She reached the juncture of fence and building in good time, despite the twin encumbrances slung beneath her. She had chosen this side because there were no windows in the back walls of the milking shed, no way for Rance to see what she was attempting. Would he come looking for her when he realized that she wasn’t there, or would he think that she was playing another waiting game with him, and that she would eventually come to him of her own accord. She had no idea, but if he came outside to find that she was gone, he couldn’t very well look for her and leave his other cows unattended. That was the plan.

She realized at once that climbing the fence was not an option. It would be difficult enough climbing with clubbed hands, but the design and shape of her rear hooves presented too much opportunity to slip off the tubular metal rungs of the fence. That meant going between them.

Hurrying, she slipped her left leg through the gap in the rungs, which was at a comfortable height. So far, so good. Things were looking up. Now all she had to do was slip her other leg through, then the rest of her body, and then finally her ridiculous plastic head. After that she would be home free.

___________________________




“EHHHH…!” Melissa cried, barely able to breathe.

Rance looked down at the sight before his eyes, his newest acquisition, half-in and half-out of the cattle fencing, both forelegs flailing uselessly, her head practically buried in the almost spherical udders that were wedged between the rungs of the fence, distended teats sticking out almost comically. He shook his head, amused. They always tried this, and they always got stuck. When would they ever learn?

“Hloupá hucow. Jsi v pořádku? Uvázla jsi?”

Melissa didn’t understand his words, but she understood his tone well enough. The fucker thought it was funny that she was about to suffocate in the press of her own tits. I hope my milk turns sour, you fucking shitkicker! she screamed inside her head.

Rance bent down and took hold of her forelegs and pulled, the only way to extricate a hucow when she was wedged in that tight. Melissa came forward with a squawk, landing on her abused udders, which nonetheless supported her weight until she could get up on her hooves. Rance waited patiently while she pulled the rest of her body back through the fence and into the yard, and then turned and walked back into the milking shed, apparently unconcerned that she might try it again.

Melissa crawled forward, angry and embarrassed, but more than that she felt impotent. Rance did not in any way see her as a human being. To him she was a hucow, an animal to be exploited, beneath thought or consideration. She wondered how long it would take before she would see herself the same way.

She crawled through the exterior pet door, past the already occupied milking stations. The fourth one was empty—Blossom? She turned her head to the left to find that the pet door across from the corresponding milking stand had a metal bar in front of it, making entrance or exit effectively impossible. The flexible flap shifted once or twice behind the bar but did not open, its occupant unable to wedge her hoof in far enough to pull it back.

“Ohhhh….” came a muffled wail from within Blossom’s stall, causing Melissa to stop in her tracks. What was happening? Why was Blossom locked up? Was she being punished? She suddenly remembered her earlier assault. Was it Blossom who had attacked her? And now she was being disciplined by not being allowed to express her milk? That was so unfair! She felt bad for the poor cow, despite the memory of those hooves pressing down on her tits.

Melissa continued on to her milking stand at the end of the line, trying to block out Blossom’s plaintive wails. She crawled up the ramp without hesitation. What would be the point of resisting? She needed to be milked, and Rance was the only one with the power to do it. Did she want to end up like Blossom, in the dark, bloated breasts expanding even further in her agony? Not hardly.

Rance locked her head and legs into place and then cleaned off her teats, the feel of the warm washcloth exciting her despite her revulsion. A few seconds later she felt the chrome tube latch onto her left teat, her milk gushing out of her. The process was repeated a few moments later on the right one.

She let her body melt into the sensations, needing this after the pain and embarrassment of her failed escape attempt. It felt so good to be milked. 

No! she screamed at herself. I must not enjoy this! She opened her eyes inside her helmet, trying to blot out the good feelings. This was why the other cows were all so docile. He had addicted them to having their tits emptied, and was now feeding that addiction. She needed to stay focused, to remember that she was not a dairy cow despite all evidence to the contrary.

She kept her eyes open, doing her best to ignore the constant tugging at her teats. It would be best if she focused her mind elsewhere, distract herself. The trouble was there was nothing to distract herself with. There was nothing ahead of her except for a blank wall and a milk cooler. She looked at the bottles arrayed within. They looked like quart bottles. Eighty dollars a pop, if he was selling to others at the same rate that she had been selling to him. He might even be getting more, since he could assure quality.

She quickly did the mental math, the distraction helping her to stay focused. The last milking she had measured, before being kidnapped, had been forty-eight ounces—a quart and a half. Multiplied by eight milkings per day, that put her output at three gallons per day! Figuring conservatively, if he was selling at her original rate of two dollars and fifty cents per ounce, times three gallons per day, times seven cows, that meant his dairy was netting six thousand, seven hundred and twenty dollars a day.

Every day.

“Ung…” Melissa said, her eyes widening in shock. She projected the numbers further, accountancy always having been her strong suit, and came up with a figure that was just short of two and one-half million dollars per year. With no employees and ridiculously little overhead, and every last bit of it tax-free. He was making a fortune.

The sound of clanking interrupted her train of thought, Rance standing in front of her, hanging the feed canister from the hook above her head. She accepted the feed tube without fuss, knowing that there would be no point in refusing, and waited for him to begin her forced-feeding. He popped the top on the canister, the thin gruel immediately filling her mouth. She swallowed distractedly, her mind consumed with the business end of Rance’s enterprise.

Was there that much of a market? There obviously must be or he wouldn’t have brought her into the herd otherwise. Her degree was in business, and every business major knew that you don’t increase capacity if you don’t have customers. Everything about his operation pointed to a moneymaking concern, right down to the cast-glass bottles. Hell, he even had a baseball cap! Did he have t-shirts and coffee mugs, too? Thermal carafes?

Did his customers know that the milk they were buying was essentially stolen? Would it matter to them? That might even be part of the cache, milk from rustled cattle. Free-range and all of that.

She had to give him credit. He had apparently carved out a niche business, with almost no overhead and a tremendous upside. Add to that his product was neither regulated, taxed, or inspected. Of course he couldn’t apply for federal subsidies, but then you couldn’t have everything.

But he did have them, his cows, locked up tight and entirely dependent upon him. A perfect life for most men. He didn’t even need a girlfriend what with having seven pussies to choose from, his very own bovine harem. Why buy the cow when you can get the milk for free? He was getting that and more.

Rance unstrapped and removed the feed tube when she was done, and then slipped the cookie into her mouth. She wondered when he would try to slip her something larger. When he came back around again it was to insert the water hose, regular as clockwork.

She gritted her teeth around the hose when he slipped the enema tube inside her again. Was this how it was going to be at every milking? Public evacuations and urination? She did need to pee, and she supposed she was going to. Better to do it here than in the mulch. He filled her up again, cutting off the flow after he thumped her belly, leaving her there with her distended gut hanging almost as low as her depleted tits.

“Prrt?”

Melissa felt soft fur rub against her stomach. Maggie? she said silently. No, go away! Get out of here!

“Ahoj, Maggie,” said Rance, leaning in to pick her up. He held the cat against his chest as though he had raised her from a kitten, scratching her head in a way that Melissa knew she liked. “Máš hlad, kotě?” He went to the cooler and removed an already opened bottle from it, Maggie reaching a paw out to stroke the glass container. He put the cat down on the floor, where she began to wind about his ankles while he retrieved a largish saucer from atop the cooler. He put it down next to her and filled it with milk. 

Melissa watched, horrified, as her cat began lapping up the milk, untroubled by concerns over its origin. Et tu, Maggie? she said inside her head.

Rance left Maggie to her lunch and came over and massaged her belly, the sloshing sounds from inside her battling with Blossom’s wailing. How much longer was he going to make the poor girl wait?

When Melissa could stand it no more, she let her urine go, but this time without tears, only remorse that she was doing a private thing publicly, and because all choice had been taken from her. Rance removed the enema hose and cleaned her up once her liquified shit had been evacuated. She wondered if he was going to release her or fuck her. She wasn’t sure if she really cared anymore. It all depended on whether his next action would be to remove the yoke from around her neck, or to go and clean up Moo-Moo. He did not remove the yoke.

She heard him say the usual soothing things to the cow next to her, heard the scrape of metal signaling that she was being released from her confinement. Melissa waited patiently for her fucking, Blossom’s pained wailing an eloquent counterpoint to her sadness.

Rance finally came around to face her, whereupon he gently undid the strap holding the watering hose in her mouth and removed it. When this was done, he removed the yoke from the back of her neck, then turned the t-post sideways and guided it down inside the milking station, removing the obstruction between the two of them. “Něco pro tebe mám, Buttercup,” he said, reaching a hand down to his belt.

Was he going to make her suck him off? She had already resigned herself to it. She was used to having things shoved into her mouth by now—what difference did it make if it was plastic or flesh? She opened her mouth inside her mask, hoping that he would at least come quickly.

A low, clanking noise rang in her ears as she felt something being strapped around her neck. A bell! Melissa shook her head at this indignity, which only served to set the bell clanging wildly.

“—OH!” she said loudly, her immobilized tongue entirely unable to make to make the ‘N’ sound. Incensed, she reached out to strike him with her hoof, but he was already too far away, walking back around behind her. Great, was he going to fuck her now, too? Her legs were still locked in place. He could do as he pleased.

She shook her head again, waiting for him to come up behind her and stick his dick in her, the bell clanking loudly in her rage. He did not touch her. She turned her head, having at least that much freedom to do so, to see Rance guiding Blossom across the padded floor by one of her plastic ears, milk streaming from her tight udders. He led her up to her milking station and locked her head into place, sobs of pain emanating from within the false cow head.

Melissa watched as he washed off Blossom’s udders and attached the chrome tubes to her leaking teats, her answering cry of relief so loud that it echoed off the tile walls, causing Maggie to look up from her snack.

This was all a show, Melissa realized. He was showing her what she could expect if she tried to escape, if she suddenly had to go too long without him there to milk her. Nor was it just her. He was demonstrating what would happen to all of them if something should happen to him. They were completely dependent on him, making him untouchable.

Rance strolled over and removed the yokes holding her thighs in place, and then turned his back on her so that he could attend to Blossom, that attention being another sort of show, one that even Hustler magazine would find too disgusting to print.

Melissa kneeled there, glowering at him from behind her placid mask, her forelegs shaking in fear and rage and helplessness. When she felt she could move without fainting, she slowly backed down the ramp, turned, and padded toward the pet door leading to the barnyard, the bell around her neck clanking softly. 


Chapter 12

Even Hucows Get the Blues




Melissa lay in her spot by the fence, thinking about nothing. It was easier not to think. She was beginning to understand the attraction.

Her spot was still shady, but she knew that wouldn’t last much longer. The shadows of the surrounding trees and foliage were shortening, the sun getting high in the sky. She expected that she and her bovine sisters would be forced to head indoors to escape the heat of the day. She didn’t know what they would do in there. Perhaps she might grab a nap in her stall, or just laze about the milking shed, or whatever else Rance’s cows did during the day when they weren’t being milked.

How long before my mind goes? she wondered. It would happen eventually. Nothing to read, no one to talk to, or at least no one who would talk to her, except for Rance, who only spoke in a language she couldn’t understand. How long before she learned to accept what she was? If it looks like a duck....

And how long was she going to have to wear this damn bell? She had to admit it was an effective means of deterring further escape attempts, but it also deterred her from walking around, the constant clanking an unwelcome reminder of her wretched state.

She heard the flap of the rubber door and looked up, Blossom crawling out into the sunlight. She was moving slowly, even for a hucow. Whether that was from the pain of her ordeal or from the humping Rance had given her, Melissa didn’t know. She couldn’t help but feel sorry for the freshly milked and freshly fucked cow. Yes, what Blossom had done to her was painful, but what Rance had done in response was tantamount to torture. She watched as Blossom went to the trough for a drink, and then moved off to the furthest corner of the barnyard and lay down, not wanting company it appeared.

Melissa closed her eyes, enjoying the feel of a cool breeze as it blew across her body. It was all so bizarre, this situation. Here she was, lying naked in a simulated barnyard with a plug up her ass, and she was accepting it.

She lay there on the mulch, her slightly flattened breasts arrayed in front of her like a pair of overstuffed throw pillows. Having nothing better to do, she looked about the barnyard, taking in the pastoral scene. A fat bumblebee buzzed by her and continued on its way. Melissa yawned inside her mask, a feeling of tiredness coming over her, an understandable enough response considering her morning. Her head dipped forward once, then came up as she fought to stay awake. This happened several more times, until finally the deepening drowsiness claimed her.

She jerked awake, bringing the oversized plastic head up from the depths of her pale cleavage. She shook it, trying to clear the cobwebs. Nothing had moved while she’d slept, which judging by the shadows hadn’t been for very long. One thing had changed, though. The fear was gone.

It had happened just that quickly, allowing her to see her surroundings with fresh eyes. This was a dairy. That was all it really was. There was nothing frightening here. In fact, when you stopped to think about it, a dairy was about the least frightening place in the world. Hell, they took school children on dairy tours all the time!

Okay, that was a different kind of dairy, but it was still essentially the same thing. The tattooing and the butt plugs and the fake cow heads were all just window dressing. Rance wasn’t an axe-murderer, or even a sadist, really—he was a dairyman, a businessman. And she was his cow, a commodity whose sole function was to give milk. And being his cow, he wasn’t going to mistreat her. That was why the fear had left her.

Rance was running a business, and his business depended on keeping his livestock healthy, which he was doing, judging by everything she’d experienced thus far. He fed his cows, made sure they had clean water, and milked them regularly. He even monitored their bowel movements. 

He was not going to hurt her, not unless she gave him a reason to. Yes, she expected he would fuck her, but there was nothing she could do about that. Even if he did, it would probably be the most normal thing to happen to her here. Not something to look forward to, but nothing she hadn’t done before, and almost certainly a less perverted activity than many of those she had already endured. 

Knowing all of this made it easier to cope. With the fear gone, she could better concentrate, could better see things as they were, which would be helpful—because she was going to escape.

She had to hold on to that desire, because the moment she let go of it would be the moment when she really would be a cow, or more accurately a hucow. A stupid creature whose sole purpose on earth was to be exploited by its owner. Chattel in the purest sense of the word.

But it would take time. She would watch and she would wait. It meant that she would have to endure more milkings and more enemas and more forced-feedings, and yes, she would probably have to endure having Rance’s dick inside her. But her moment would come. It would have to, otherwise she would become just another cow in the pasture. She would become Buttercup.

___________________________




The next milking was a repeat of the first, save that Melissa mounted the milking platform without fuss or delay, not out of a desire to appease Rance, but because her tits were ready to burst.

There was one difference, however. She noticed that the cooler where the milk bottles were stored was empty, except for the half-full bottle that he used to feed Maggie, who was happily lapping up more of the fresh cream. Had he shipped the rest off? Delivered it wherever it was supposed to go? No, that wasn’t possible. She had kept a close eye on Rance’s trailer and truck, as well as the dirt road leading off over the rise. Unless there was some other road she hadn’t seen, no one had come or gone.

That mystery was solved once the forced-feeding began. After popping the top on the final feed canister, Rance checked his watch and then left the room. This was odd, something different in the routine. Movement caught her eye, shadows moving about outside. Melissa concentrated on the windows across from her, but was unable to see anything but blue sky due to their height above the floor. But she could hear well enough that there was something else out there, more than just her keeper.

The slam of a door, muffled but unmistakeable, voices laughing, masculine. Melissa’s mind raced. Were there other people involved in Rance’s enterprise? A second shift coming on? Looking after seven hucows did seem to be a trifle much for one person to handle, especially if he was going to fuck one after every milking.

She closed her eyes, listening as hard as she could, trying to blot out the pleasurable sensations coming from her teats. There was an engine idling—and voices! They were speaking English! She couldn’t understand the words, but recognized the sound of it. A door slammed again, followed quickly by another one. A delivery van! She’d know that sound anywhere. Someone was picking up the milk that Rance had removed from the cooler.

Did this man know what he was picking up? Was he an accomplice of Rance’s, or just a delivery driver picking up the usual? Did he know that there were seven women on the other side of the wall from him—being forcibly milked at that very moment?

Should she cry out? If the man was a part of Rance’s organization, her attempt might result in the same punishment that Blossom had recently endured, but she had to try. Throwing caution to the wind, Melissa screamed as loud as she could, hoping he would hear her. The sound that emanated from her mouth amounted to little more than a faint gurgle, her throat being otherwise occupied in swallowing her cow chow. She tried again, trying to close her throat, but it was impossible to make any noise above a whisper while being fed.

No, this could not be happening. There was someone on the other side of that wall—twenty feet away at most!—but there was no way that she could cry loud enough to be heard through a wall, above the sound of an engine idling, and over their friendly banter.

Wait, her bell! Surely he would be able to hear that! Melissa raised a hoof and began swiping at the cowbell dangling from her throat, missing it the first two times, but striking it true the third time. The clanging was deafening, at least to her. She hit it again and again, an incessant ringing that anyone with a half a brain would recognize as an alarm.

She stopped ringing her bell, listening intently. Had the man heard it? Would he investigate? She heard the voices again, and then snatches of clear speech. “…new cow…doesn’t like…” This was followed by laughter, and then the slam of a car door. A few seconds later came the sound of tires on dirt. The man was gone.

Melissa laid her head on the T-post, dejected, wondering what would happen next. Would Rance give her the same punishment that he had given Blossom? Would he grudge-fuck her for being a disobedient cow?

The office door opened and Rance walked in, grinning his usual shitkicker grin. He came up to her and removed the strap from around her head and extricated the feed tube from her mouth.

“Vše je v pořádku, holka,” he whispered gently. “Možná příště.”




___________________________




He did not fuck her afterwards, that honor being reserved for Cinnamon. 

Once the milking was done, the other cows wandered off to their respective stalls, having decided as one that it was too hot outside for comfort. Melissa retired to her stall, seeing little point in witnessing Rance’s version of animal husbandry. She did take a peek through the flap once, surprised at herself for being curious about an activity that should be abhorrent to her. It was the same old, same old. Rance kneeling behind his black and white captive, pumping away at her branded backside.

She let the flap fall back and then settled down for a nap, wondering when her turn would come.

___________________________




The fourth milking of the day came quickly enough. She had no idea how long it was between milkings, there being no clocks of any kind in the milking shed. Would this be how she would come to measure time in the future, by which milking it was? How many times a day did Rance milk his cows anyway?

She padded up to her milking station, glad that she wasn’t going to be punished for having tried to alert the delivery driver to her plight. Rance milked her and fed her and watered her, giving her little pats and strange-sounding words of encouragement.

Was it going to happen now? Was he going to fuck her? There would be nothing she could do to stop him. Not that she wanted it. She didn’t want it. It was just the uncertainty was beginning to drive her mad.

During this milking she was given a treat, in the form of freedom, at least for her hands and feet. Once she began feeding, Rance bent down and removed the screws holding her left hoof on, followed by the right hoof, after which he released her feet. Oh, the joy! To be able to flex her fingers and toes, cramped after so many hours of confinement.

She relaxed and enjoyed the milking, stretching her fingers and arching her feet, grateful for this small amount of consideration. She listened to the music and allowed herself to savor the feeling of being drained, the lessening of pressure, not to mention the weight.

How much am I producing now? she wondered. She was undoubtedly producing more, by the feel of things. Her breasts were larger than they had been, though she didn’t quite measure up to the rest of the herd. Rance was doing everything to a schedule, very likely maximizing his herd’s output, and her udders along with it. In short order she would likely be producing at least as much as the rest of them. He had once said that he was a conscientious dairyman. His hucows were certainly proof of that.

She endured her enema with calm stoicism, which was entirely lost on her captor, her ability to express herself being locked away behind a plastic mask. But she was beginning to wonder if this wasn’t a pose. The truth was that the enema actually felt good. Well, maybe not the expanded belly or the tummy-thump, but there was no denying that she felt a bizarre sense of peace afterward.

When she was done, he locked her hands and feet back in their hooves and released her. She backed down the ramp, wondering which one he would choose to play hide-the-little-cowboy with. It was Moo-Moo, as it turned out. 

Melissa padded out to the barnyard after the others, feeling a bit miffed. Was there something wrong with her? Of course she didn’t want Rance to fuck her, but this was all very confusing. Did he not find her attractive, even as a cow?

___________________________




The next milking was no different than the previous one, save that he did not release her hands or feet. He also did not fuck her, opting for Bluebell this time. Was she going to be last in line? Not that she wanted it, but this was turning out to be some kind of psychological torture.

One thing did occur to her, however: Rance’s sexual behavior with his cows was always the same. Once he had made his choice, he would simply kneel behind the girl, drop his pants, flip her tail up, and get down to business. Perhaps he felt that receiving oral sex from a hucow was somehow unnatural.

She joined the other cows in the barnyard, going back to her spot by the fence. The sun was setting now, a red and yellow Texas sunset putting the finishing touches on her first day as a fully-fledged hucow. She relaxed her back against the warm metal of the fence and closed her eyes.

Was this what every day was going to be like? Truthfully, it wasn’t a bad life. It was boring, sure, but there was a certain cache to it. She was safe here. There were no worries about food or shelter or bills. She wasn’t even lonely anymore, there being others like her nearby. No, not like her—just like her.

She watched the sun set, her alabaster and black body bathed in the dying twilight. After a bit the others went in, but she stayed, preferring the solitude, the stillness and the quiet.

I could probably escape now, she thought lazily. No one would notice if she slipped through the bars and left. It would still be a tight squeeze, but her breasts were probably sufficiently softened to allow them and the rest of her body to get through. But the bell would give her away. If Rance discovered her missing, he could easily find her on a moonless night with his eyes closed, just by following the the clanging. She really should have waited before making that first ill-considered escape attempt; watched and learned the routine. Yes, it would have meant getting fucked a few times, but she was going to get fucked anyway.

Wasn’t she?

___________________________




Dewdrop received the last cowpoking of the day. It was late in the evening; Melissa didn’t know how late. They all mounted their platforms, were hooked up, force-fed, given their cookie, given water, given yet another enema, cleaned off after urinating, and then turned out to their stalls for bedtime.

Melissa watched through the flap as Rance took his liberties with Dewdrop. He was certainly potent, she had to give him that. Six times in one day was asking quite a lot of one penis. He must have testicles the size of lemons, though she hadn’t seen them yet.

He left the room once Dewdrop was cleaned up and freed. A few seconds later the lights went out, the milking shed lit only by the light of the glass-fronted cooler, which sometime during the evening had been fully restocked.

So this was a day in the life of a hucow. She laid her head down upon the expansive softness of her bosom, the only thing she had to use for a pillow, the bell around her neck fitting neatly into her cleavage.

This was the quiet time, no activity of any kind. Was Rance in his trailer, watching his big screen TV and icing his balls? She could hear Maggie outside, yowling. The overfed feline probably hated it out there. She was an indoor cat, and it was apparent that she could not get in, even through the exterior pet door. Rance must have barred it, or blocked it, a reasonable precaution against predators. It might be the twenty-first century for the rest of the world, but parts of Texas still hadn’t caught up.

She closed her eyes, thinking about what it was to be a human cow. There were worse ways to live, she supposed. To be fair, Rance hadn’t really mistreated her, at least not by hucow standards, which was what she was to him. 

Not a bad life, no, but it was no life for a human being. She was not going to become one of his herd. She would watch and wait, and when the time came she would escape.

Unless he broke her first. With six hucows to his credit, the odds were arguably in his favor.

___________________________




The day was not done, however. Unsurprisingly, Melissa was awakened by her breasts in the early morning. They were throbbing, the milk within pressing outward, making her udders hard and hot.

She got up, groaning inside her false cow head, and crawled blearily through the pet door. The lights were on but it was still dark outside. All the other cows were already up, everyone on the same schedule, it appeared. Rance came through the door, yawning, dressed in boots, jeans and a Lone Star Dairy t-shirt. He was still wearing his baseball cap, the black hair escaping beneath it sticking out at odd angles.

The cows immediately mounted their platforms, after which Rance dutifully hooked them up, though not bothering to fix Melissa’s thighs in place. Apparently he no longer felt the need. Another change was that he did not give them food, just water. This suited Melissa, as she wasn’t hungry, nor were any of the rest of them apparently.

He retired to his folding chair, whereupon he pulled the brim of his cap down and crossed his arms in front of his chest. Melissa watched his head droop forward, the not quite tireless dairyman getting in a quick forty winks, she judged. She remembered thinking that being a hucow wasn’t much of a life. Evidently, being a hucow owner wasn’t much of a better one.

He woke up after a bit, just as she ran dry. Probably used to it by now, she thought. She watched as he got up and went to the end of the line, starting with Daisy, presumably. Melissa waited, the teat cups still dangling from her empty udders, the vacuum maintaining only enough suction to keep them from dropping off.

A high-pitched scrape of metal on metal came from her left, the sound of a yoke being removed from a T-post causing Melissa’s mind to race. What, no enema? She guessed she didn’t need one, having received six of them today. Neither did she need to pee.

But he’d always started with her first, and this time he was finishing with her. Did that mean it was her turn? She could feel the tip of her tail tickling her calves.

He mumbled something foreign as he came around the front of her and unstrapped and removed the drinking hose from her mouth. He bent down and unhooked the milking apparatus and inspected her teats. Melissa bit her lower lip inside her mask as he rolled an elongated nipple between his thumb and fingers and then gave it a squeeze, milk shooting out of her seemingly inexhaustible tits. 

He spoke again, soft words, and came around and sat down beside her on the platform. She held her breath, waiting for the feel of his hand on her rump. Was he going to fuck her now? She knew she shouldn’t want it, but her body was betraying her, understandable after a day of too much stimulation combined with too much neglect. She could feel guilty about it later.

She felt his hand on her thigh, a gentle pat followed by a squeeze. A moment later she felt a hand on her teat again, warmth flowing through the fattened nipple.

“Mmm….” she murmured, despite herself. God, he was good at foreplay. His hand felt good on her teat, squeezing it and rubbing it, rolling it downward like a fat cigar, though with a gentle touch, his fingers slick with some kind of—she sniffed the air—olive oil?

She bent her head down to see Rance pulling his hand from her udder and dipping his fingers into a round, flat tin that must have been in his pants pocket, his salve. He slicked his fingers up and applied them to the other teat, sliding them up and down the shining nipple as though he were jerking her off.

“Mmm….” she repeated, clenching her fingers inside her hooves, silently praying to God that he would fuck her soon. She was readier than she had been in the longest time

He pulled his hand away and put the cover back on the tin, then slipped it into his jeans pocket and stood up. “Dobrou noc, holko,” he said, patting her rump. He reached over and removed the yoke holding her neck in place.

Startled, Melissa raised her head just as Rance walked by her, latching the gate behind him. He bent down and placed the yoke with the others on the hook in front of the milking stand, then continued on his way without looking back, through the office door and out.

Melissa knelt there on the milking platform, confused. But it was supposed to be my turn, she said inside her head. The lights clicked off then, plunging the room into semi-darkness. Dejected, she backed her way down the ramp and onto the padded floor.

He’s probably tired, she mused, ambling slowly in the direction of her stall, the disconsolate ringing of her cowbell punctuating her mood perfectly. After all, it couldn’t be her. She didn’t look any different from the rest of them, except perhaps a little lighter in the chest, though she couldn’t see what possible difference that would make at this point.

Then again he had poked six cows today. That was enough to wear any man down, and then to expect him to perform in the middle of the night? Perhaps that was expecting too much of someone who was working such long hours.

Then why did he kidnap me? she asked. Why add me to the herd if he’s not going to treat me like the rest?

But she already knew the answer to that. He didn’t want her for what she brought to the table sexually, but because of what he could bottle and put on that table.


Chapter 13

The Watchful Cow




The following day was more or less a repeat of the first one, although there were a few differences, the most notable being a lack of drama.

Melissa got up with the rest of the herd, exited her stall, and waited for Rance to come into the milking shed. When he did, she mounted the platform directly opposite her stall, laid her head on the T-post, and let him tend to her. At no time did she resist or protest any treatment of his. What would be the point? There was nothing she could do to him, and he could always withhold or delay her scheduled milking, the only bargaining chip he needed.

And she needed to be milked. There could be no doubt about that. Her udders were full and heavy, the skin taut. She stifled a whimper as he cleaned her teats with the rough washcloth, that whimper escaping her mouth when the chrome tubes latched on and began siphoning off her product. She endured it, her fingers clenching inside her hooves, enjoying the sensation despite herself.

She put herself on automatic pilot, letting it all happen: the milking, the feeding. Rance ate while she ate, she noticed. He sat on the chair against the far wall, digging into a bowlful of some kind of sugary cereal, a bottle of hucow milk beside him. Maggie breakfasted with him too, lapping up the breast milk from her saucer as though she were royalty.

He released her first when the morning milking was done, which didn’t surprise her. Melissa decided that he was playing some kind of game with her, perhaps employing another means of breaking her. Well, she was not going to play. She wasn’t going to beg or moo for him to fuck her. At least not today, she hoped.

She lazed in the barnyard afterward, the morning air cool on her skin as she lay upon the green mulch. It occurred to her that she could sit instead of lie down, but the mental picture didn’t look right, a black and white hooved creature sitting on its haunches in a barnyard. Besides, lying down took the stress off of her back muscles, which were being sorely taxed by the increased weight slung beneath her. 

Anyone looking at her might think that she had accepted her fate, given in to her inner cow. This was not the case—Melissa was watching. She watched everything that everyone did, noted when they did it, and wrote it all down in her mental notebook. Rance had a system, an order in which he did things, and the same held true for his hucows.

Despite having been attacked by Blossom, it appeared that Moo-Moo was their leader, the alpha cow. Whenever a group of cows approached the trough, she always drank first, and always from the center penis. The same held true at milking time, when she would get up and amble through the pet door first, the others following at a respectful distance.

Over the course of the day, she managed to match her sister cows’ names to their markings, which were unique to each one. Cinnamon had a large, diamond-shaped splotch on her left shoulder, whereas Bluebell had one in the shape of the state of Maine on her right thigh. Melissa memorized them all, as well as learning how each one ambled, lay on the mulch, or drank from the trough. She studied them like a high school senior cramming for her S.A.T’s, until she could tell who was who, up close or from across the barnyard. It might come in handy.

That was not all she studied, having ample time on her hooves. She began putting Rance’s routine together as well. She noted that after every milking—and fucking—that he would collect the external tubing from each milking station and take it into his office. He would return a minute later and hose down the platforms, making sure that all bodily fluids were flushed down the drain. He then treated each drain with some kind of chemical taken from a green bottle, drain cleaner or disinfectant, she presumed.

She also began trying to establish time of day, something she had always taken for granted, having been ruled by the clock for most of her life. Now she was ruled by a different clock, one that did not require a cell phone, a watch, or even an electronic billboard for her to know the time of day.

Taking the previous day as typical, there were seven milkings per day, six of them interspersed throughout the normal waking day, plus another in the middle of the night. Assuming that Rance was keeping to a fixed schedule, which she presumed he must be in order to maintain consistency as well as sanity, that meant that he must be milking his cows approximately every three hours.

That became the basis of her schedule. 7:00 a.m. was the first milking, she decided. It could be 6:00 a.m. or 8:00 a.m. for all she knew, but it was a place to start.

She did not see Rance between the first and second milkings. He was probably pasteurizing or homogenizing his cows’ product, she presumed, or perhaps washing his semi-pornographic milk bottles.

Neither did she see him after the ten o’clock milking, at least until she found him in the milking shed proper, removing the quart bottles from the cooler and placing them in large cardboard boxes bearing the Ultra-Pak logo. Once this was done, he took boxes and all back into his office.

She saw him again a short while later, walking from the milking shed to his trailer, where he stayed for what felt like a half-hour or so. Melissa deduced that it must be his lunchtime, having noticed when he returned for the one o’clock milking that he had a bit of dried mustard on the corner of his mouth.

The delivery driver came during that milking, just as he had the previous day. Melissa did not try shaking her bell again. The driver would just assume that Rance had an ornery cow, which she had to admit was not far from the truth.

The rest of the day unfolded just as it had the previous day: the same milkings, the same no-fuckings. Bluebell, Daisy, Blossom, and Cinnamon, had all gotten theirs today, yet he was still denying her the same sexual gratification that he was giving his other cows.

I don’t care, she told herself, lying back against the fence while she watched the sun set. It was a lie and she knew it. She did want him to fuck her. There it was, the plain, unvarnished truth. She wanted him to treat her just like the rest of his cows. God help her, his plan was working. She still wanted to escape, still wanted her freedom, but she couldn’t deny that what she wanted most right now was a really deep dicking.

She had considered masturbating in her stall, to take the edge off. Even without hands she could do it. Just rub her thighs together for a few minutes and she could give herself a quickie. It was something she’d done before, both at work and at school. Once while on the bus. But she was not going to do it here. She was not going to give Rance the satisfaction, nor herself apparently.

Bluebell ambled out through the pet door, the sway of her hips announcing that she had just gotten hers. Melissa stuck her tongue out at the satisfied cow, tasting the plastic inside of her Holstein helmet.

She was therefore surprised when the door to the milking shed opened, Rance stepping out into the barnyard. He looked around, but then stopped looking when his gaze fell upon her. “Pojď blíž, Buttercup. Je řada na tobě, holko.” He gestured with his head toward the pet door.

This startled Melissa. Was it her turn now, so soon after Bluebell had gotten her innings? Rance must be taking double doses of Viagra, she decided. Even a porn star would be hard put to it to maintain this pace.

She got up and ambled through the pet door into the milking shed, the bell around her neck announcing her compliance. She moved at her normal speed across the mat, not wishing to make it appear that she was in a hurry for her fucking. Yes, she wanted it, but that was no reason to give the impression that she was easy. 

She mounted the milking station, her fake cow head held high, at least until she laid it on the T-post. She allowed him to lock her head into place, fully expecting that she was about to be inducted into his bovine harem, but discovered that Rance had an entirely different activity planned for her, namely a bath.

He already had a cart waiting: on it were towels, washcloths, and various plastic bottles that she presumed were liquid soaps or lotions or other such accoutrements that were part of hucow husbandry. There were also two plastic buckets filled with steaming hot water, the memory of such a simple pleasure making her heart leap a little bit. 

Rance removed her head and hooves, and then her cowbell, after which he gently extricated the buttplug tail from her rectum. She contracted her sphincter muscles, trying to remember what it felt like not to be filled with a foreign object. Being empty down there felt decidedly weird now, abnormal, and that was only after a day or so. How would she feel after several weeks, or even months? She had never been a fan of anal sex, but it appeared that Rance had expanded her options along with her anus.

The hot water felt glorious. He began with a wet washcloth, gently scrubbing every inch of her tattooed hide. She let him do it, reveling in the feeling of being pampered, which he knew how to do, having perfected his technique on her six bovine sisters.

It was all she could not to moan out loud when he began soaping down her body, the feel of the rough washcloth sliding across her skin better than any spa treatment she had ever experienced. He worked methodically, never groping her, which only served to intensify her arousal. He avoided her breasts entirely, soapy water sliding down the vast acreage of her immense udders and onto the composite surface of her milking station.

Melissa bit her lip as his strong hands roved over her voluptuous body. She knew he could see her face now, not having a mask to hide behind. She no longer cared. He had undoubtedly been through this many times. He was the owner of six hucows, seven now, and knew better what to expect than she did.

She moaned out loud when he began washing her breasts. They were no longer udders now, but sexual objects, objects of pleasure for her owner and for herself. They felt so heavy, and so huge compared to his hand—hands, she realized, for he had a washcloth in each hand, requiring both of them in order to accomplish the gargantuan task.

Melissa let herself go, no longer concerned about what she was or who she had been. She was his property now, taken by right of conquest. He had been doing as pleased with her for the better part of two days, longer than that, really. There was no reason for him not to fuck her now.

He began singing then, a low ballad that was pleasing while being entirely incomprehensible to her. She didn’t know why his singing affected her so deeply. He had obviously conditioned her to associate his voice with pleasure. Was it hypnosis, drugs, some kind of subliminal programming? It might be all three. Rance was obviously a genius. When it came right down to it, she was probably as smart as a cow when compared to him.

He had finished soaping her breasts and began moving rearward. Melissa’s earlier moans were now gasps as his hands worked her thighs, the washcloths getting into every crack and crevice, a very thorough cleaning that she hoped would graduate to just as thorough a fucking.

Oh, Jesus, just stick it in me now! she said inside her head. Please, God, let him fuck me now!

She knew that she was broken now, her resistance entirely gone. He could pick a hole and fuck her at his whim. There was no part of her body that he didn’t have access to, and no part that she could deny him. 

Instead, he denied her.

She groaned when his hands left her body. He came around to face her and began washing her bare scalp. She looked up at him, uncaring that she might get soap in her eyes.

“Moo?” she said simply, her locked-down tongue unable to form any more eloquent plea.

Rance smiled down at her, but otherwise ignored her as he reached out for one of the plastic buckets and began rinsing her off. Melissa knelt there, wet and shaking, not with cold but in frustration. What was he waiting for? What more did he want from her?

She didn’t move while he dried her off. When he was done, he locked her false cow head back into place, followed by her hooves, her buttplug tail, and finally her cowbell. She waited patiently while he applied more salve to her teats and lotion to her body. Then he turned her loose.

Melissa went to her stall rather than outside. She lay down on the rubber mat, not knowing what to think or feel. She wanted to go to sleep but she wasn’t tired, and there was still one more milking before bedtime anyway.

What does he want from me? she wondered, but she was sure she already knew the answer. It wasn’t what he wanted from her, but what he didn’t want from her. He didn’t want her to want it, he wanted her to accept it. However much she might resemble a cow on the outside, her mental makeup was still that of a woman, a human woman. Women were complicated. They wanted things. They expected things.

But cows were quite the opposite. They didn’t want things, nor did they expect things, but rather merely accepted them. They weren’t active participants but passive recipients. A warm pussy you could stick your dick into, but without the bothersome nonsense of dates, relationships, or even marriage.

When it came right down to it, it appeared that a cow was the ideal sex partner for a man.

___________________________




Despite being denied what her sister cows were receiving daily, Melissa continued her vigil. Rance evidently didn’t see her as one of them, and that was just fine with her. She watched him go about his business, noting every little thing he did, storing it up, collating the data, keeping her mind alert in order to combat the banality of her life.

Boredom was the true enemy, she had come to realize. Without any form of stimulation, her mind would ultimately turn to mush. At that point it would be over. Rance would have his bovine dream girl, though at least she might finally get laid. Small comfort.

She ambled about the barnyard constantly, looking for anything that might help her to escape, finding nothing. She discovered a bat house off in the distance, mounted on a pole behind Rance’s trailer. That explained why there were so few flying insects. She remembered learning as a child that a single brown bat could eat up to a thousand mosquitoes in an hour. A good thing for livestock that couldn’t handle fly swatters.

She also reconnoitered at night. She did so as quietly as she could, which wasn’t very, her cowbell letting everyone know exactly where she was at all times. No one seemed to care. None of the other cows ever came out of their stalls, and Rance never came in to investigate. Perhaps he didn’t feel the need, a relaxed attitude that she very quickly came to understand, given his simple but seemingly unbeatable security.

The first thing she discovered was that the pet door to the outside was locked every night. It was done from the outside, by some mechanism she hadn’t seen, probably just a plastic cover. If so, it was removed every morning prior to her getting up. She would hear Maggie out there sometimes, yowling for fresh milk. The poor cat was definitely spoiled now, not to mention a bit fatter.

She even tried the human doors once, on her third night as a hucow. It had been a complete waste of time. Getting past the milking stations was simple enough; the gates between them were latched, but it was no trick to wriggle past the vertical T-post. It was the trip across the sealed concrete floor that was the most daunting. She could not walk upright, as the weight of her breasts combined with her fastened on footwear made bipedal movement all but impossible.

So she walked like a cow. It hurt like hell, placing most of her considerable upper body weight on her plastic-encased knuckles, her bare ass high in the air as she fought to retain traction on the slippery concrete, but she persevered, gritting her teeth against the pain.

It took her ten minutes to reach the exterior door, by hucow reckoning, the slow speed of her journey due entirely to her massy milkers wobbling to and fro beneath her with every step. She rested a bit once she arrived at her destination, sitting with her back against the metal door, seeing how things looked from Rance’s side of the room. All things considered, if you were going to live on a dairy farm, it was probably best to be the one doing the milking rather than the one getting her tits squeezed. Janice had already learned this lesson. Melissa sighed, remembering the beautiful Native American.

When her break was over, she tried to stand, sliding her back up against the door, even shimmying her shoulders against the steel door until she could stand upright. And it had worked, right up until her rear hooves shot out from beneath her, landing her right back on her rump with a painful smack.

“Oww…” she cried in pain, instantly putting her hooves to her mouth to silence herself, an all too human gesture that looked decidedly out of place on her bovine features. She looked about, expecting a few of the other cows to investigate. None did, either not hearing or not caring. Melissa decided that it was probably the latter.

She did not attempt to stand again, feeling silly for having even tried. She could just as easily—or with as much difficulty—operate the doorknob while kneeling on the floor. It turned out to be impossible. This wasn’t due to Rance having installed some kind of super-secure doorknob. He hadn’t needed to. It was a standard, interior brushed-steel doorknob, very like the one in her apartment. Which was exactly why it was impossible. It had a little horizontal tab in the center of it, signifying that it was locked. All you had to do was push the tab in and turn it upright to unlock it. Child’s play, for someone with hands, but with her hooves it was an exercise in futility. She tried again and again to move the tab with her hooves, as delicately as she could, working by the light of the glass-fronted cooler. It was no use. She tried nosing the tab upward with her mask, which was even less effective. 

All but defeated, she walked on all fours to the door on the other side of the room, the door to his office. Even from a distance she could see that it was locked, but it was just possible that the door might not be completely closed, thereby failing to lock. Nope, it was firmly shut. The cows were in for the night.

And every night thereafter.

___________________________




Despite the fact that she was a prisoner, Melissa had to admit that she was a well looked after prisoner. Rance took care of every aspect of her life, of all of his cows’ lives. He milked them regularly, fed them regularly, was diligent in the care of their teats, made sure their stalls were clean, made sure the floor was clean, monitored their body fat with a pair of calipers, trimmed their nails, checked their teeth, and even took care of their monthlies. This surprised her at first, although in retrospect it shouldn’t have. After all, he shoved a tube up her ass six times a day. Inserting and removing tampons was just one more chore for the hardworking dairyman.

Which he definitely was. She had never seen someone work so hard in all her life, from sunup to sundown and into the middle of the night. She remembered Janice explaining how her father had wanted her and her brother to understand the life. Rance’s father must have taught him the same thing.

Day after day, Melissa watched him work. If he ever asked her, she could point out that taking on a junior partner would allow him to expand his herd by a good fifty percent while markedly reducing his workload, yet still earn him the same amount of money. But he could not do that, and she was fairly sure she knew the reason why. A partner would always be a danger to him, would always pose a threat. The Lone Star Dairy was a thoroughly illegal enterprise, at least insofar as the means of production was concerned. While this meant that said partner could never inform on him without landing himself in hot water, there was always the possibility of having his operation muscled in on, a hostile takeover. That backhoe behind the milking shed could just as easily put Rance’s body in the ground as it could any of theirs.

Nevertheless, it amazed her how he was able to do all of this without being discovered. Where was he getting his power from? She hadn’t yet seen a power line, but he might have a propane generator on site, or maybe solar. What about water? That could be piped in underground, but then again he might have his own well.

This business venture would not have been possible ten years ago, she mused, having a good deal of time for musings. It was an Internet world now, where everything you wanted was just a mouse-click away, and practically anything could be delivered to your door. All you needed was a laptop and a cellular connection, and you were good to go. Groceries? No problem. Prescription drugs? FedEx them in cheap from Canada. She had even read of some Internet companies that were toying with the idea of shipping customers’ purchases using drones.

A man—or woman, she reminded herself—with only minimal technology could live his entire adult life without ever stirring off of his property. Hell, you could even hire in paid escorts when you needed some companionship, although Rance had that situation covered at least six times over.

Yet despite his hard work, he often found time for little things. He usually tended his garden during the late afternoon, sometimes bringing something over to the fence for his cows to sample. He would put his arms through the fence, his cupped hands full of mint, or basil, or some other fragrant herb. Her sister cows enjoyed these little visits, jostling each other out of the way so that they could sniff whatever he was offering them.

Day after day passed with no break in the routine, each day the same as before, each day the same as the next, the only exception being bath days, which were every other day. Melissa looked forward to those days the most. She enjoyed the hot water, as well as his touch, some small part of her hoping that he might fuck her, another part fearing that he would. The day that he slipped his dick into her meant that it would be over. She would be a hucow inside as well as out.

___________________________




Rance removed her cowbell two weeks after her failed escape attempt. This surprised her, having grown used to it. She supposed Rance trusted that she wouldn’t try to escape again. Perhaps he felt she was sufficiently cowed by now. 

At least she presumed it had been two weeks. This was something of a guess. She had been bathed seven times, or was it eight? And she could swear that he had given her a bath two days in a row, possibly more than once. Had she missed a day or two somewhere, or was Rance deliberately doing this to mess with her time sense? If so, it was working.

Yes, it was definitely working. The complacency that she feared was beginning to take hold. She no longer ambled about the barnyard, looking for clues to her location, or anything else for that matter. Most days she could be found lying on the mulch, her back against the fence. She might look up from time to time, hoping to see the occasional jet pass overhead. She saw a helicopter pass by once, a thousand feet up or so, she guessed. She sometimes wondered if the pilot might have seen them, but from that height he would have seen nothing more than a bunch of cows lazing in a barnyard. About as unremarkable as it gets.

There was another reason that she had stopped putting any effort into escaping, namely her udders. They were huge now. They had been huge before, but now they seemed immense beyond imagining; pale, bloated spheres that hung almost to the ground, even with her arms fully extended. They were at least as big as those of her sister cows, she judged, possibly bigger, and probably accounted for at least half of her body weight, making her more tit than woman. 

Rance was going to win. She knew that now. There was no way she could continue to stave off the encroaching dementia. She simply did not have the resources. Treat a person like an animal long enough, and they will become that animal. Rance knew that. It was only a matter of time.

And how would she know when that time came? Simple, she supposed. She would feel his dick inside her. On that day she would no longer be human. She would be a hucow. She would be property, chattel. One of the herd.

She wondered if she would miss her old life. Would she even remember it? Probably not. The other cows seemed perfectly contented with their respective lots in life. It didn’t seem to Melissa that a person—even a hucow—could be happy while knowing that there were greener pastures beyond the tube steel fence they lived behind.


Chapter 14

The Journey Home




Melissa awoke in the dead of night, instantly aware that something was different. This in itself was bizarre, because she only ever woke up when her udders signaled that they needed to be emptied.

She raised her head from her hooves, yawning behind her mask. She listened a bit, hearing nothing out of the ordinary: no one stirring outside her stall, none of her sister cows mooing in their sleep. Melissa put her head back down and closed her eyes. Must have been a dream, she thought drowsily, the soothing purring of her cat helping to lull her back to sleep. 

Melissa instantly opened her eyes again, her now wide awake mind registering the sensation of fur pressing against a small area of her expansive breastflesh.

Maggie? she thought. Melissa backed away a bit, her udders moving only slightly, but enough so that the sleeping cat was dislodged from her warm beanbag chair.

“Prrt?” the disgruntled feline mewed.

Melissa could only just make out the outline of her cat in the dim space of her stall, but she knew that meow well enough. How did you get in here, puss-cat? she wondered. Did Rance let you in?

No, he didn’t let her in, she realized, her heartbeat quickening. That would be entirely out of character for him. Maggie, despite being small and domesticated, was still a carnivore, and therefore not allowed in with the livestock. At least that had been Melissa’s interpretation of the arrangement. So then what was the fattened feline doing here?

He forgot, she realized. He forgot to block the pet door leading to the outside! Melissa did her best to calm her breathing. Was this really happening? Or was it a trick? Then again Maggie might simply have been sleeping in here or one of the other stalls, and Rance might have missed her.

Or he might have made a mistake. That was possible too, and worth checking out. If he really had left the door unblocked, this might be her one and only chance to escape. If she didn’t do it now she never would. Then she really would be Buttercup.

She got up on her hooves and knees, mindful of the sleeping cat, and ambled toward the pet door to the milking shed. The large room was dark except for the light coming from the milk cooler. None of the other cows appeared to be up. Keeping half an eye on the door to Rance’s office, she made her way toward the exterior pet door, hoping, praying, willing it to be unblocked. Her heart racing, she put a hoof out to the flexible rubber flap and pushed. It swung forward easily.

“Mmmh—!” she whimpered excitedly, but silenced herself, fearing that she might be heard. She moved forward slowly, pressing her plastic cow head against the flap, until her front hooves were fully on the mulch outside. The barnyard looked like it always did, save for it being full dark. It wasn’t so dark that she couldn’t see however, the quarter-moon high in the sky giving her at least a little light to navigate by. Melissa looked down at her arms to find that her white skin was practically luminous. 

So this was it. She could escape now. Judging by the fullness of her udders, it was probably just about midnight. That meant she had approximately two hours before the next milking, plus an additional thirty or forty minutes during which time Rance would have to milk the herd before coming to look for her. How far could she get in that time?

Or she could wait until after the milking. If she waited until Rance went back to bed, then she would have at least four hours in which to get away, possibly five, a good chunk of that time being after sunrise. Also she could start out with her breasts completely drained—an important consideration. She could escape from Rance, but she would not be able to escape the building pressure, nor the twin burdens that made up so much of what she had become. She would be out there, naked in the dark, with no one to milk her should she not find help in time.

But if she waited until the next milking, Rance might notice that the pet door was unblocked, or he might simply remember that he had forgotten to do so. He might never make that same mistake again. No, she decided, it was now or never.

Melissa started toward the fence, but checked herself. If she was going to undertake this journey, she needed to do one thing first. She approached the trough for what she hoped would be the last time. She took the plastic penis between her lips and sucked on it; cool water spurted into her mouth. She drank her fill and a little bit more. It might not be the desert out there, but it was a warm evening, and the surrounding scrubland would likely be plenty dry. Best to plan ahead.

Melissa approached the fence with trepidation. The last time she had tried this had been a spectacular failure, and her udders had been smaller then. They weren’t so huge now that she wouldn’t be able to get them through the horizontal bars, but there was no way she was going to be able fit them and the rest of her torso at the same time. So she went sideways.

This turned out to be ridiculously easy. Just slip one leg though, then an arm. Pull one nearly spherical breast though the bars, and then continue the process with the remaining half of her body. She felt like such a fool for not having tried it that way the first time. 

But now she was free. It felt strange, being on this side of the fence. Exhilarating. She didn’t have time to stop and smell the roses, however. The clock was ticking.

She made it through the bushes camouflaging the barnyard with only a few scratches, though she expected that she would get quite a few more before the sun came up. There was actual grass here, an oasis of greenery amidst the brown of Texas. It ended quickly enough, the dirt drive ahead of her now, Rance’s trailer forward and on the right. All she had to do was walk the thirty yards to the rise, and then over. After that she would be home free.

If Rance didn’t see her. 

Melissa knew at the outset that it would not be easy. The scrubby, rocky terrain would tear up her knees before she even got to Rance’s trailer, much less whatever distance it might be to an actual road, which meant that she was going to have to walk on all fours, like a real cow. 

The first few feet hurt like hell, mostly in her shoulders, which had the unenviable task of supporting her back as well as her front, that front having two heavy udders suspended beneath it, wobbling to and fro with every step.

It was incredibly slow going, but she was doing it. She was putting distance between herself and the milking shed. Melissa continued forward, underused muscles straining. The trailer was dark; no sign of movement inside. Foot by foot she continued, gritting her teeth with the strain of the effort. She was now level with the door of the trailer. So far, so good. That was when the light came on, illuminating the entire area in front of the trailer.

Melissa froze in place, waiting for Rance to come out of the trailer, lasso in hand. He would slip it around her neck, lead her back to the milking shed, shove her back into her stall, and leave her there until morning. Let her miss a milking. That would teach the stupid cow.

The light shut off, plunging the area back into darkness. It was a motion sensor light, triggered by movement! She was surprised that she had been going fast enough to set it off, and even more surprised that Rance seemed not to have noticed it. Probably dead to the world, she thought. The poor, tired cowboy.

She continued onward, trying to keep her speed slow enough to keep from triggering the light again. Yard by yard she moved forward, her muscles getting used to the strange rhythm, the pain in her shoulders beginning to lessen.

She was nearing the rise now. Another few yards and she would see what lay beyond her provincial hucow existence. Oh, wouldn’t it be nice if there were a shopping mall within ambling distance?

There wasn’t a shopping mall, but there was light, off in the distance. Miles away, tens of miles away, she couldn’t tell, but she knew the haze of city lights when she saw them. That had to be Dallas out there, or perhaps Fort Worth. There was also a road, or what looked like one, about half a mile distant, though given the dim light it was hard to tell. It was at the bottom of a subtle grade. If she could make it that far, then someone was bound to pick her up.

Melissa looked back at the trailer. She was taking an awful risk, leaving like this. There might be bobcats out there, coyotes, rattlesnakes, and scorpions, and here she was, as naked and defenseless as a real cow. It wasn’t too late. She could still go back to her stall, wait until after the next milking to make her escape under better conditions.

No, she couldn’t, she quickly realized. She was a free person, not some slave whose existence lay solely in making milk for her owner to sell. The statesman Patrick Henry once said, ‘Give me liberty, or give me death.’ An admirable sentiment, but then again she couldn’t recall that the Virginia governor had needed to be milked every three hours.

But Patrick Henry was right. She was not a slave, nor would she live like one. Delaying now might cost her her freedom. It was time to go.

Once she began her trip down the gentle slope her mood began to improve. She was free now, and with each hoof step she put on the dirt road she felt that much freer. But with each hoof step forward she began to question that freedom. How free had she really been in her life? She thought back to her elementary school days, penned up with other children, herded from one class to the next. Then middle school, which had just been more of the same, albeit with a different herd. Then high school, where you were taught conformity along with civics and math.

Finally there was college. She remembered the joke about women going to college to get their MRS degree. She’d always found that attitude insulting, until she discovered that a good many girls really were there for the purpose of husband shopping. The ultimate meat market.

And then there was her job at Masterson. Stuck in an office, her labor being squeezed out of her, milked of her very essence, all for the benefit of her employer. When she stopped to think about it, she had never really been free in her life, had always been herded in one direction or another, been a part of some herd or other. She stopped in her tracks and looked back the way she had come. Being a hucow had definitely fucked with her head.

Since she was stopped, she decided to take a rest. It was still quite a ways down to the road, but at least it was downhill. This was a mixed blessing however, as gravity shifted her udders forward, placing more stress on her shoulders and upper back. She wondered if she would be able to walk upright once this was all over, once her feet were free of the plastic hooves.

Don’t think about the future, girl, she told herself. Keep your mind on the present. Just put one hoof in front of the other until you reach the road.

Melissa started moving again, wanting to put as much distance between herself and the Lone Star Dairy as possible before the next milking, which judging by the weight of her boobs was in about an hour. Step by step she continued down the dirt road, soreness beginning to settle into her shoulders and hips, those joints disliking this new method of locomotion.

Noise up ahead. Melissa stopped, A truck, or something like it, going down the road ahead, heading toward the city! She needed to hurry. Other cars or trucks would undoubtedly come along, but traffic would only get sparser for a while, not picking up until a bit before daybreak. Could she hold out that long? She remembered Bluebell’s cries of pain when Rance demonstrated his power, using her as a guinea pig. She estimated that she had two hours, three at most.

She continued her lonely journey, the sensation of her tail brushing against her thighs making her feel more bovine than her slowly expanding udders. Pain in her hips told her to stop. She rested on her hooves and knees for a bit. She was about halfway to the road now, but she was also more than halfway full. God, her udders felt so heavy. This was farther than she’d ambled in the longest time. She really should have kept in better shape, prepared for when this day would come. Well, the day was here, and she was not going to get another chance. Rance would probably lock that cowbell around her neck for good if he caught her. She sighed and got up off her knees and continued on, her already heavy milkers that much heavier for having delayed.

Another car went by ahead of her, the sound of tires on blacktop almost comforting. She was so close to being free she could almost taste it. But what would she do with that freedom once she regained it? She was more cow than woman now, and that was no exaggeration. Aside from her udders, which were the size of...well, there was nothing she could compare them to, their immensity having long since surpassed fruit or sporting equipment, there was still the matter of her skin. It was almost completely white now, and where it wasn’t white it was tattooed black, at least over fifteen percent of her body, she guessed. She supposed her skin would darken back up eventually, but the splotches would require laser treatments to be removed, which would take both time and money. If Rance were caught she supposed he would have to pay restitution, which would cover the cost of the surgery, but that would not happen until he was found guilty. Until that time she would have to use body makeup to cover her bovine markings, or else dress like a schoolmarm, all so that she might pass for human.

She was now level with the road ahead, the grade having evened out. It was about fifty yards away, she estimated, though judging by the pressure in her udders—breasts! she reminded herself—it was already milking time. Her sister cows were probably already up and waiting for Rance to enter the milking shed. How long before he would realize that she was gone? She had to keep moving.

Panting inside her mask, she continued putting one hoof in front of the other. She was perspiring heavily all over her body, the hands inside her hooves slick with moisture, sweat running into her eyes. It stung but she could not wipe it away, her hands having been reduced to clubs. She squinted a few times, trying to force the sweat away. It worked, making her vision blurry instead of nonexistent.

The hollow clop of plastic on asphalt told her that she had arrived at her destination. Melissa’s heart leaped inside her chest. She was going to be rescued! She rested alongside the road for a full minute, her vision clear now, though her eyelids felt gritty from the combination of dust and moisture.

What was this road? Was it a two-lane highway, or a county road? The former would be busier, especially at this time of night, but a county road was more likely to frequented by locals, or drunks, or even illegals preferring to avoid state troopers. Fearing all of the above, Melissa moved over to the side of the road—what was the point of escaping if she was just going to get hit by a car?

She waited for at least a full minute, but could see no headlights coming from either direction. How long was she going to have to wait? The middle of the night milking was probably just finishing up, meaning that Rance would be free to come and look for her. It had taken her two hours just to get this far, ground that he could cover in little more than a minute.

A wave of pain struck her at that moment, the pressure within her udders increasing past the point of mere discomfort. Any minute now he was going to come driving down that dirt road. What if some passing motorist did come along? What if Rance saw them? He probably had a gun, certainly a rifle. This was Texas, after all. Melissa doubted that her presumptive owner would think twice about shooting someone who was stealing one of his cows. She could not stay here.

The hazy glow of city lights was to her right, therefore she went left. It was a gamble, but she doubted that Rance would credit her with sufficient intelligence not to take the obvious route. She was nothing more than an animal to him, and animals didn’t think; they followed instinct. Rance would assume that her instinct would tell her to head for home, therefore she would do the opposite.

She moved as quickly as she could, the pain in her shoulders and hips almost rivaling the pain in her breasts. She stopped after a few minutes, looking up at the top of the rise from this side. There appeared to be no activity up there, but then the milking shed and his trailer were set far enough back so that people would be unable to see his dairy from the road. It wasn’t as if he were operating a petting zoo.

She kept moving, doing her best to ignore the pain and not succeeding terribly well. Her breasts were heavier than she could ever remember them, swinging stiffly from side to side beneath her. She would like nothing more than to suck the milk out herself, take a little weight off while taking some liquid refreshment, but with her mouth and hands effectively locked in plastic, the only milk that would come out was whatever she leaked.

Melissa continued moving, the constant clop-clop of her hooves grating on her ears. She was coming up on a bend in the road, one that appeared to swing left, putting her out of sight of Rance’s driveway. If she could make that, and if Rance went the way he should, then she would be home free.

But then she saw the lights, twin high-beams coming over the rise and down, her owner coming for her. Melissa was almost to the point in the arc that would shield her from view should he look her way. She redoubled her effort, sweat once again pouring into her eyes, making vision difficult, but gaining ground with each step, until the ground gave way beneath her.

When her right hoof came down and hit nothing but air she knew she was in trouble. “OHHH...! she cried out, as her upper body slammed down onto the dirt shoulder of the road, her fully expanded udders cushioning the fall, but her inertia combined with her nearly spherical milk dugs causing her to roll forward, her body pitching over the side of the road and down.

Centrifugal force rolled her over onto her back, knocking the wind out of her as she began sliding down the dirt embankment that supported the road, loose pebbles and rocks scraping her bare skin causing her to hiss in pain. But physics also assisted her, her rear hooves swinging over her and down, the prosthetic footwear digging into the dirt, slowing her slide until her battered and bruised body came to rest at the base of the embankment.

Melissa lay back against the inclined wall, her body in more pain than she’d ever known. “Ohhh...” she groaned, the low wail reverberating through her plastic headgear making her sound even more like the pitiable creature she knew herself to be. She rolled forward slowly onto her hooves and knees, wincing at the pain in her joints and lower back and chest. She moved a knee forward but then stopped and stayed there awhile, unable to move for the pain, and furthermore seeing no need.

She was going to die out here. She knew that now. If she had stayed in her stall she would be safe and warm now. Rance would have milked her and sent her back to bed, noticeably lighter in the chest and entirely pain-free. Was it really so bad, being a hucow? She had been looked after, every need taken care of. Well, almost every need, but she felt sure her owner would ultimately have given her what she wanted, what she most desperately needed.

Tears began dripping from the eyeholes of her mask as she remembered how good it felt to be milked, the warm glow she felt after an enema, even the subtle flavors of the feed. It had not been a bad existence. It had in fact been a better life than her previous one. There was no running around, no worrying about bills, no worrying about being late for this or that, was she too fat, would this person like her, should she play dumb or act interested?

Being a hucow involved none of that. All she had to do was make milk, and that was a naturally occurring process. It was what she was made for, what her body had been designed for. And she had been good at it. Rance had once said that she was blue ribbon. Had anyone else ever paid her such a compliment? No, none ever had.

“Mooo…” she lowed, having finally come to realize her place in the world. Could Rance possibly hear her? She doubted it. He had most likely headed in the direction of the city, the way he had expected that she would have gone, the direction she should have taken.

She mooed again, louder this time, hoping that by some chance her owner might hear her, might come to the aid of his lost livestock. She stopped her mooing, listening intently for the sound of truck tires, or perhaps the incomprehensible language that he spoke.

And she did hear something, though the sound was neither mechanical nor speech, nor was it even human. She looked up to see two pairs of gleaming eyes piercing the darkness, low growls emanating from their direction. She knew at once that they were coyotes.

They came closer, the alpha coyote first, warily edging about, apparently trying to make sense of the strange-looking animal. Melissa whimpered, a non-human sound that nonetheless advertised her terror. She knelt there, unable to flee, and just as unable to defend herself, her fear so great that she was unaware that the muscles controlling her bladder had released, a stream of urine flowing down between her thighs to pool at her knees. The coyotes attacked.

She put a hoof up to shield her face, a purely instinctive response that nonetheless spared her from seeing the alpha coyote’s head explode, blood and gore spraying from the animal’s shattered skull as a sound like thunder echoed all about.

Melissa fainted.

Rance killed the second coyote with a single shot to the chest, the 30-06 round propelling the animal backward several feet. The dairyman stood up, his knees cracking slightly, stowed the rifle in the cab of his truck, and then skidded down the short embankment so that he could attend to his hucow. He checked her pulse and found it to be weak, though not dangerously slow. She would be just fine.

___________________________




Melissa awakened groggily, the jostling of the pickup truck she was lying in almost like a cradle. She looked up to see the stars in the sky; peaceful, immortal. They had been there long before she was born, they would be there long after she was gone.

The truck came to a stop after a minute, but she did not get up. Rance came around and opened the tailgate, giving her a wink. He pulled her body gently to him, then lifted her up and carried her into the milking shed, where he placed her on her side on the rubber floor next to her milking stand.

She moaned when she felt the warm washcloth on her teat. It was a good feeling. She moaned again while he washed the other teat, making them clean, making her ready. He had saved her life. He was a good owner, and because he was a good owner she was going to make him lots of milk.

When the teat cup latched on she moaned again; a long, low sound of bovine satisfaction. He attached the other one a few moments later, making her pleasure complete, or at least nearly complete. She allowed herself to be attended to, keeping her eyes closed while her owner cleaned and bandaged her many scratches and gave her water. He sang while he worked, his low crooning putting her in a happy place.

Working on his knees, he removed her hooves and washed her feet and hands, then did the same thing with her head and face. When she was clean, he put them back on, returning her to her natural state.

The suction dropped off, signaling that the milking was done. She continued lying there, her eyes closed, while he inspected her teats and put salve on them. He really was a conscientious dairyman.

He put a hand under her flank, a signal for her to get up. It was difficult, but she managed it. She was a bit shaky, like a newborn calf, her sore muscles protesting at being put to work so soon. She started to move forward, toward her stall, but felt her owner’s hand on her flank, a caress. She heard the sound of a belt buckle being undone, then the sound of a zipper being lowered. She held her breath, waiting for it.

“OHHHH…” she lowed, as he slipped inside her, filling her to the hilt, the sound of her satisfaction bouncing off the glazed brick walls. 

Buttercup was home.


Chapter 15

Buttercup’s Reward




Buttercup awakened when her udders told her it was time. She got up onto her hooves and knees and stretched, her body now entirely healed of the scrapes and cuts she’d received the night she had wandered off and gotten lost. What had she been thinking? She really could be a stupid cow sometimes.

She ambled out into the milking shed, ready as ever for her morning milking. Most of her sisters were already there. It looked like Blossom and Dewdrop were still asleep, though they both emerged after a few minutes.

The Man came in a little later. He was singing, though she couldn’t understand the words. Buttercup decided that she liked his singing.

She mounted her platform once her sister cow Moo-Moo had done the same. The Man locked her head into place, then cleaned her teats and began milking her, after which he moved on. He fed her and watered her and then gave her her enema, often whistling, sometimes singing. When she was done, he let her go, though she noticed that Bluebell was still kneeling on her milking station. That was okay, Buttercup decided. Her turn would come.

Buttercup lay in the barnyard afterward, her back against the fence, enjoying the beautiful morning. A fat bumblebee buzzed by while she lay there, and then went on its way. She napped.

She was milked again a little later, after which it was Moo-Moo’s turn to be fucked. That was okay. Buttercup decided that she could wait for the Man to fuck her. She was in no hurry. She lazed in the barnyard, looking up at a plane that was flying overhead. She wondered where it was going.

Later, the Man came up to the fence with something in his hands. It was mint. She breathed it in, enjoying the fresh scent. Buttercup decided that it was her favorite smell. 

The next milking came and went, Cinnamon receiving the honors this time. That was okay. Her turn would come, although she hoped it would be soon.

It was late afternoon when the next milking came. Her udders were so heavy with milk it was all she could do to amble up the ramp. Of all her sister cows, her milkers were the biggest. She knew she shouldn’t compare herself to the rest of the herd, that as cows they were just here for their owner. Yet she couldn’t help but feel a distinct sense of pride, that having the biggest udders made her the better cow. The best cow.

She knew it was her turn when he didn’t release her first. She waited, her softened udders rising and falling a little more rapidly than normal. When she felt his hand on her rump she moaned, anticipating the feeling of being filled up. And he did fill her, his cock gently but firmly pushing its way inside her, giving her what she needed most, fulfilling her. He was giving her exactly what she wanted. She was a hucow, and that was just fine. She was doing what she was meant to do. Was a better life possible? 

Buttercup decided that it was not.

___________________________




The last hucow ambled into the milking shed just as the sun went down. Rance watched them come in, amused as always by the way they moved, immense udders wobbling side to side, full of the white gold that was making him a wealthy man.

Buttercup was last, of course. She was always last. Hardly surprising since her milkers were the biggest and heaviest of them. He flashed back to the first time he had seen them, on Dallas After Dark. He knew then that she would be his masterpiece, his Moo-na Lisa. Rance smiled at his little joke. He smiled often.

It had taken work, though. Considerable planning, practice and skills developed over years, six hucows worth of experience. The hypnotics, the hormones, learning how to remove hair with a laser, searching out the best milking techniques, pasteurizing, bottling, packing, making their food, making their teeth-cleaning biscuits, cleaning, mopping, maintaining the equipment. So much work!

It would be great if hucows could look after themselves, but that was not possible. Sure, they could be taught to work the equipment, milk each other, make their own feed, and bottle their own product. That would make their labor essentially free, making them cost-competitive with actual cows, and certainly more eco-friendly.

But hucows could never be self-sufficient. Any animal that was smart enough—or in this case self-aware enough—to run a dairy would not do so out of the goodness of its heart. A hucow’s life was not a good one. It was dullness, punctuated by constant feeding, watering, and a once-a-day fucking. Okay, that part was probably pretty good.

He got to work, cleaning Buttercup’s teats and then hooking her up, letting modern vacuum do the work of hands. It always reminded him of milking the family cow when he was a kid. That had been work too, but pleasant work. Squeezing tits was always pleasant work.

He worked his way down the line, then came back up to Buttercup and inserted the feed tube into her mouth. This was probably his favorite aspect of hucow husbandry, next to fucking them, as it promised a bit of peace and quiet. He did the same for the remainder of his livestock, giving each of them a pat or a soothing word. He knew they couldn’t understand him, nor would they ever, not unless they somehow learned Czech, which he was certainly never going to let happen.

The dairyman came back around to check on Buttercup. He wasn’t supposed to have favorites, but it couldn’t be helped. She was by far his best producer, but it was more than that. Even before she had been broken she had been the most bovine of them all. The subliminals in her email and music were just technology. He probably could have just walked up to her on the street and said, “I want to milk you, Bossy.” She probably would have been down on all fours without him having to buy her dinner first.

He bent down and patted an udder affectionately, the ponderous milkbag barely moving due to its weight. He frowned when he heard the sucking noise coming from the teat cup. This was the the second time today; the grossly expanded nipple within the chrome tube was getting too big, not seating properly. She was the only one with this problem, but even so he would have to address it. He would replace it with a larger size tomorrow.

He bent down to remove the teat cup and reseat it, not needing to break vacuum since it wasn’t maintaining a proper one anyway.

“HOMELAND SECURITY! FREEZE, ASSHOLE!”

Surprised, Rance turned and stood up just in time to see two men standing in the doorway to his office. They both had guns. He quickly brought his hands up, the chrome tube still in his hand when the first bullet smashed into his chest. The conscientious dairyman was instantly thrown backward against the gate, the massive drop in blood pressure sending him into shock.

Kicked by a horse! he managed to think, which was the last thing he thought before a second bullet plowed into his brain, blood and gray matter spraying out of the back of his skull to rain down upon the rubber mat behind him. Rance’s body sagged, limp legs giving way as he twisted and fell onto the sealed concrete floor. He lay there, sightless eyes staring up into space, the blood seeping from his chest wound pooling about him, mixing with the milk dripping from Buttercup’s untethered teat.

The man who had fired first holstered his weapon, though his partner did not. As if in a dream, he walked further into the room, his open-mouthed expression not terribly dissimilar from that of the dead man lying on the floor. The seven women—women?—kneeling on the platforms were agitated, frightened. They had tubes attached to their tits, cow masks hiding their faces, and…were those fucking hooves?

The cow/girl/whatever on the right, the one nearest the body on the floor, seemed to be the most agitated. Her head was locked onto some kind of post, and she was raising her hoof, almost as if she were gesturing to him. He went up to her, skirting the pool of blood on the floor. There was a U-shaped piece of metal keeping her neck in place, a bent nail securing it to the post. He reached up to remove it but she shook her head vehemently. He backed away, at a loss as to what to do. In his twelve years in law enforcement he had never seen anything like this. What the fuck was going on here?

Movement caught his eye, the cow/girl/whatever was raising her hoof and bringing it down, repeatedly tapping the chrome tube that was lying amidst a puddle of milk on the platform, the tube that the dead man had been holding before they’d shot him. He picked it up.

“Is…is this what you want?”

The cow/girl/whatever nodded her head, the hose sticking out of her mouth bobbing as she did so. The man bent down and slid the open end of the tube onto the longest and fattest nipple he had seen in his life, which was nothing compared to the giant tit that it was attached to. The tube latched on, firmly seating onto the teat, its silent operation indicating that it was working perfectly. 

Buttercup closed her eyes and went back to feeding.


Chapter 16

The Debriefing




Melissa walked along the dirt road toward the big trailer that was parked opposite the milking shed. A woman was escorting her; a federal agent. She was one of many—all agents, all women. There were absolutely no men on the scene. Even the doctor who had examined her had been female.

Agents and technicians watched Melissa as she passed by, an understandable response considering her mode of dress, which consisted of a pair of white panties and some battered deck shoes that someone had rolling around the trunk of her car. More modest clothing had been offered, a rain poncho, which was the only thing they had that would fit her. She had politely declined. One of the agents, a sallow-faced brunette with no breasts to speak of, had offered to go into the city and get her a muumuu. Melissa just stared at her until she went away.

The sun was just coming up, the morning’s first rays of light warming her bare skin. Agents were going hither and thither, many of them with cell phones plastered to their ears. They were older cell phones, lacking any form of camera. In fact all personal cameras were banned from the site, by order of the head honcho of this entire gymkhana, the woman she was about to see.

Melissa watched the agents as they went about their duties. She supposed they had been working all night, securing the scene, gathering evidence. She shook her head at the strangeness of it. So much of law enforcement seemed to consist of closing the barn door after the horse had gone.

The agent ahead of her sprang up the aluminum steps to the deck that fronted the entrance to the command trailer and waited, one hand out in offer of help. Melissa ignored the hand and took hold of the rail, pulling herself up one step at a time. It was a difficult climb, not so much because of the weight of her breasts, which were extraordinarily heavy, but because she was still getting used to walking on her own two feet.

The agent held the door of the trailer open for her. It was an extra-wide door, about three feet across; whether that was luck or foresight Melissa didn’t know. Even so it was a bit of a squeeze, her overgrown breasts scraping the aluminum frame as she went through.

The agent skirted around her and took the lead again. Melissa followed, uncaring at the surreptitious glances the agents talking on their cell phones were giving her as she passed by. She didn’t blame them. If she saw a Holstein walking on its hind legs she’d probably stare too.

They reached the rear of the trailer to find a harried-looking woman sitting at a wide desk. She was typing furiously away on a laptop, a cigarette burning in the ashtray to her right, a cobalt-blue coffee mug sitting on a warming pad to her left. She continued typing, seemingly unaware that there was a barnyard animal in her midst. Melissa sat down in the folding chair on her side of the desk without waiting to be asked. Her feet were killing her.

The agent cleared her throat. The harried-looking woman did not look up but merely nodded, which the agent took as her cue to leave. Melissa waited, her breasts in her lap, her hands on her knees, fingers moving restlessly, working out the stiffness in her joints. It had been eight hours since her hooves had been removed, the longest amount of time her hands and feet had spent outside of their plastic-encased confinement since she’d been captured.

The harried-looking woman looked up and said without preamble, “You are Melissa DeVries, also known as Buttercup?”

Melissa nodded.

“Allow me to formally introduce myself. I am Special Agent Marsha Dillon.” Melissa nodded again. She already knew this, having seen her the evening before.

Agent Dillon narrowed her eyes at Melissa. “Are you having trouble speaking? I was told that Dr. Roberts had removed everyone’s tongue studs last night.”

“She did,” Melissa replied, her tongue still feeling foreign to her. Agent Dillon seemed to be expecting more by way of a response, but Melissa sat there patiently. She was an expert at being patient by now. 

Agent Dillon leaned back in her office chair, her eyes still narrowed. It seemed as if that were their normal state. She took her dying cigarette from the ashtray, puffed on it, and then stubbed it out. “Please forgive me, Ms. De Vries. It’s been a long night on no sleep and bad coffee, and I don’t expect that I’m at my best. How are you feeling? Dr. Roberts says that you are in excellent physical health despite your, um…” her eyes roved over Melissa’s bizarrely colored and proportioned body, “…experiences.”

Melissa remained silent. Yes, she was in perfect health, despite still needing to be milked every three hours. As to her experiences, she found the recent ones more unsettling than the ones she’d had while in captivity.

The previous evening still seemed like such a blur. Shortly after the two male agents who had shot Rance had reported in via cell phone, the Lone Star Dairy had become a beehive of activity. An ambulance arrived first, originally for the deceased, but the EMT’s—male EMT’s—made their first priority releasing the cows from their multi-layered confinements. They were very gentle and professional about it, though Melissa couldn’t help but hear the low whistle of amazement as her EMT slid the teat cup from her greatly expanded nipple. It looked to be at least as large as a cow’s teat, hardly surprising considering their daily use.

It was at this point that the rest of the Department of Homeland Security showed up. Whether this was standard operating procedure or not, Melissa didn’t know. Privately she felt it was likely that word had gotten out about the human cows near Dallas, Texas, and everyone wanted to see the giant tits for themselves, as well as getting a few pictures. Purely for documentation, they’d said.

Amidst all of this bedlam, Special Agent Dillon had arrived. She was the most average woman Melissa had ever seen. Mid-thirties, medium height, mousy brown hair, not fat, not skinny. She would blend into a crowd in a heartbeat, making her the perfect agent. The most notable thing about her was her clipped accent, which identified her as a native Texan. She had assumed authority immediately, her first action being to secure every cell phone of every person on the scene. She did not introduce herself to the victims, but merely gave them a cursory glance as she was escorted to Rance’s office.

Headgear and hooves had been removed by this time, as had Rance’s dead body. The EMT’s had wanted to remove their buttplug tails, but had held off, preferring to have a doctor present to witness them doing it. At least that was the excuse they gave, though judging by the erections that had been tenting their slacks ever since they’d arrived, Melissa wasn’t sure she believed them. They had also wanted to remove the studs holding their tongues in place, but Agent Dillon had left orders to leave them as they were, citing the need for additional evidence photography. Melissa felt it was more likely that the agent-in-charge didn’t want the human cows talking to anyone, at least not before she did.

It had been bizarre seeing her sister cows’ actual faces at that point. Rance had gone to a great deal of trouble to make sure this never happened, obviously done to reinforce their complete lack of humanity, which Melissa had to admit had worked. But with their headgear removed, she had trouble telling who was who, their lack of hair and the uniform whiteness of their faces making them look oddly similar. Blossom was the sole exception to this, her almond eyes setting her apart.

Agent Dillon returned, obviously miffed about something. Melissa watched the senior agent as she said something to one of her flunkies, who then came over and herded her and her bovine sisters over to the far corner of the room, where he had them sit back against the wall so that they would be out of the way until the medical trailer arrived. 

Melissa could not remember the last time she had sat down like a human being. She looked over to see Cinnamon—at least she thought it was Cinnamon—sitting at the end of the line with her legs crossed beneath her breasts. She looked like a pair of yoga balls with a styrofoam wig stand perched on top.

Dr. Roberts arrived a few minutes later. She was a tall woman with rust-colored hair and deep-green eyes, and a bosom that in any other room would be impressive. She had been brought in at the behest of a director, so Melissa had overheard, and held no fear of Agent Dillon, nor apparently anyone beneath the rank of God. Her first action was to have anyone with testicles removed from the milking shed. This brought her into immediate conflict with Agent Dillon, who threatened to have her arrested for interfering with her crime scene, until Dr. Roberts shot back, “They’re not fucking cows, you moron!”

Agent Dillon gulped, evidently not having realized this. “Fine,” she grumbled. “Just make sure they don’t wander around outside.”

Dr. Roberts then led the group of them to an emergency medical trailer via the door to the barnyard. The normally chained up gate that had kept them from the outside world had not only been unlocked, it had been removed entirely, apparently to keep people from tromping through Rance’s office area. Melissa wondered what was in there, aside from her milk.

Once inside the trailer, the doctor personally removed each of their tongue studs. Such a task would normally be left to a subordinate, but having testicles he’d been sent home. Removing the studs from their tongues was not a difficult procedure, but without fingers and thumbs it would have been impossible. The doctor showed them how they worked. The stud was actually a flat circle, about half an inch in diameter. It depressed the tongue via a post connected to a length of surgical wire that ran beneath the tongue to wrap around the first molars on either side of the jaw. “Pretty nifty, huh?” she’d said. Melissa decided that she liked Dr. Roberts.

The doctor wanted to examine them separately, but the close quarters of the trailer made this impossible. She removed the buttplug tails from her patients’ rectums and found nothing amiss, but then put them back in, with tails clipped off, telling them, “…you will need to continue to use some kind of anal block until such time as surgery can be performed to, um, rectify your atrophied sphincter muscles.”

She gave each of them a cursory examination, mostly focused on their breasts and genitals. She even used a pair of calipers to measure their body fat, much as Rance had done. While she was examining Melissa, the doctor asked if she ever experienced any pain in her breasts. Melissa replied haltingly, still getting used to her now functioning tongue, that her breasts never hurt, except whenever she went too long without being milked.

Dr. Roberts grasped Melissa’s breasts, almost groping them. “You need to be milked now, don’t you?” Melissa nodded. The doctor turned about, seeing the same expression on the rest of her patients’ faces. “Very well, then. Come along.”

She led her patients back out of the medical trailer. Melissa was surprised to see that an entire busload of female DHS agents had arrived while she and the others had been receiving their examinations. The agents had evidently been warned as to what to expect, but even so the surprise on their faces upon seeing the human cows was rather amusing.

They re-entered the milking shed, where Dr. Roberts ordered the equipment to be restarted, the cables and hoses to be cleaned and reattached, and then the room cleared.

“This is a crime scene!” said the exasperated senior agent, having realized what the doctor intended. “Can’t you milk your cows—them!—in the medical trailer?”

Dr. Roberts rounded on the smaller woman, putting her hands on her hips and pushing her chest out; a display of dominance. “Agent Dillon, DHS medical trailers come equipped with one dual breast pump, so unless you can get me six extra pairs of hands and twelve milking pails, I suggest you shut up and let me attend to my patients!”

The doctor turned back around, the interruption forgotten, and found to her surprise that her charges were already on all fours on their respective milking stations, massive udders hanging down, waiting to be milked. “I…” she started, “…no, we can get you chairs. You don’t have to—”

Moo-Moo spoke up, her voice soft. “It’s okay, ma’am. We’re more comfortable this way.” Melissa smiled. She’d had no idea that Moo-Moo was a Southerner.

Being milked with Dr. Roberts in charge was quite a different affair than when Rance had been running things. She did not lock their heads on to the posts while they were being milked, but at their request gave them the water penises to suck on, so that they would remain hydrated. The doctor observed them closely during the process, marveling at their output, making notes on a tablet computer and constantly mumbling excitedly under her breath, such things as, “This is impossible,” and, “I don’t believe it,” and, “Oh, my God.”

Melissa couldn’t help but be amused by the doctor’s amazement. She especially liked it when the doctor put down her tablet, bent down in front of her, and hefted a massy milker with both hands, apparently trying to gauge its weight.

“Would you mind?” the doctor asked, taking back up the tablet and holding it in front of her, indicating that she wished to take her picture. “I’ll blur your facial features out. No one will know it’s you.” Melissa glanced over to see Agent Dillon in the corner, fuming but apparently powerless to interfere. She smiled and hummed her assent to the doctor, if for no other reason than to piss off the officious senior agent.

Once the milking was done, an agent escorted them back outside, though without Dr. Roberts, who was staying behind, presumably to monitor milk storage and processing. Melissa discovered that more trailers had arrived while they were being milked. There was already the command trailer, the medical trailer, and various other technical and support trailers. These new ones were FEMA trailers, driven up from Houston especially, one for each of the ‘detainees.’

They were actually quite decent living quarters, better than Rance’s trailer by the looks of things. An agent gave her a quick tour, her manner not unlike a redcap at a five-star hotel, and then left her alone so that she could get some sleep. Melissa closed the door behind her, surprised that she hadn’t just been taken to a hospital, when she heard voices outside the door, the agent telling another agent, “No one sees them. No one talks to them. Period.” Melissa guessed that seven hucows loose in the city would be a public relations nightmare.

She used the toilet, which felt almost unnatural now. Doing things the human way was definitely going to take some getting used to. She also did something that she had been dreading, which was to use the full-length mirror in the bedroom.

Melissa wasn’t shocked by what she saw, having seen herself reflected in her sister hucows. She vaguely remembered what she used to look like: blonde hair, clear skin, big belly, smaller boobs. That was another life, another person. The image in the mirror couldn’t properly be called a person, not really: completely hairless, massive udders, painted and branded hide.

Yet she had been fine with that. Only a few hours ago she had been a perfectly well-adjusted hucow…but was that entirely Rance’s doing? Had he truly hypnotized her into being a human cow, or had he seen something in her that she hadn’t seen herself? Was she a hucow by birth, or had he brainwashed her? The age old question: nature versus nurture. It was definitely food for thought. 

Speaking of which, she needed some food. She hadn’t had a thing to eat since late afternoon, and her system was used to Rance’s schedule. She rummaged around in the kitchen, and was surprised to find that the cupboards were stocked, some thoughtful person at the DHS having anticipated at least that much.

There was bread, peanut butter, jelly, cereal, canned fruit, canned vegetables, as well as some canned tuna and various other tinned meats. She checked the fridge next, hoping to find some juice, which she did, right next to an unopened gallon of milk.

The tears came then, hot and fast. She pulled the plastic jug out of the refrigerator and held it up to her breasts, the container of milk looking bizarrely small in comparison. Gasping, she leaned back against the pantry cupboard and slid down to the floor. Her sobs continued unabated, her tears falling onto the rounded tops of her breasts until her massive mammaries practically shone in the low light. Little by little her sadness ebbed. Her hunger forgotten, she lay on her side, still clutching the gallon milk jug to her chest, and fell asleep.

She was awakened for her 2:00 a.m. milking by her breasts, which were more painful than usual, owing to the plastic milk jug that was wedged between her considerably larger flesh ones. She exited the trailer to more stares, but paid them no mind.

Dr. Roberts was in the milking shed, as were the rest of her sister hucows, plus there was another familiar face—Maggie the cat! In all of the tumult, Melissa had quite forgotten about her pet. Maggie hadn’t forgotten about her, though. The excited cat wound about her roommate’s ankles and rubbed her furry head against her legs, though whether she wanted affection or milk, Melissa didn’t know. Melissa bent down, as if to pet Maggie, but instead took hold of a fat nipple and pulled on it, squirting about a half a cup of titmilk at the finicky feline. Serves you right, puss-cat, she thought.

There was also another surprise: Dr. Roberts had set up the feed cans. Rance must have had some ready to go, or else the doctor had prepared them sometime during the last few hours. Melissa got into position, ravenously hungry, and allowed Dr. Roberts to insert the feed tube into her mouth and strap it on. Warm gruel slid into her mouth and down her throat. It tasted like Rance’s recipe, though ever so slightly different, fresher. It appeared that the doctor was every bit as conscientious a dairywoman as her late owner had been, gender differences aside.

Of course the doctor’s interest might be purely clinical, Melissa considered, until the attractive redhead leaned down in front of her to slide on the teat cups; the nipples poking through her lace bra were hard enough to cut glass.

Melissa smiled behind her strapped-on feed tube, then closed her eyes and fed, enjoying the sensation of being milked, of producing. It felt good to feel that way again, so soon after Rance’s death. Still and all, she was a bit surprised that the doctor was doing it this way. She could have ordered breast pumps sent in. The city wasn’t that far away. And shouldn’t they be receiving some kind of post-trauma counseling, unless this was the counseling, in which case it seemed to be working just fine.

Melissa let her mind go. Now was not the time for thinking. Milking was a time of relaxation, a time to let everything else go away. She felt the doctor’s hand on her tit, a gentle stroke that made her feel good, as though her late owner were still among the living.

She began to think of all that she had been through, especially her better half. Buttercup was gone now. She had begun to fade away shortly after Rance had been killed. Melissa thought of her with some small degree of sadness. It wasn’t as if the hucow had been a separate personality, with her own memories; Melissa didn’t think she was schizoid. No, Buttercup had been a part of her, the part of her that could cope with the strange situation she’d found herself in, the part of her that could abide, and now that the strange situation was passed, her bovine alter ego was no longer needed.

“Buttercup?”

Melissa opened her eyes. Special Agent Dillon was looking at her from across her wide desk.

“I’m sorry that I had to use your, um, cow name, Ms. DeVries, but you weren’t answering to your given name.

Melissa nodded. It was apparent that Agent Dillon didn’t like her. She didn’t seem to like anyone. Melissa wondered if it wasn’t the case that was making her behave like a cast-iron bitch. The senior agent probably felt that her talents were much better suited to taking down terrorists than riding herd on a bunch of stupid milk cows.

“Anyway, Ms. DeVries, the purpose of this meeting is purely informational. Under normal circumstances I or a member of my team would be interviewing you, asking you what you had seen and experienced. This is no ordinary case, however. Mr. Rifkin, the man whom DHS agents shot last night, left behind a mountain of evidence. This agency will be months sifting through it all.”

Melissa nodded again, which she could tell by the set of the senior agent’s mouth irritated her.

“I will be sending an agent by your trailer later this morning to take your statement, that is if you feel up to talking. I understand that you’ve been through a traumatic event, and that you may be reticent to speak to a stranger about what has happened to you over the last several months. If you like, I can send a crisis counsel—”

“Months?” Melissa interrupted. In all the time since she had been rescued, it had never occurred to her to ask how long she had been Rance’s captive. Wouldn’t a person normally ask this? Perhaps Buttercup was not entirely gone from her psyche. “How, um, long have I been…?”

“A little over five months,” the senior agent answered, a trace of triumph flashing across her thin-lipped face. “Mr. Rifkin abducted you on April 23rd of this year. Today is September the 29th.”

“Five months…?” Melissa whispered, barely able to believe what she was hearing. She could have sworn that it hadn’t even been six weeks.

“Yes,” Agent Dillon replied, her mood noticeably improved. “This is often the case when people are kept incommunicado for long periods, as you have been. I’m told that Mr. Rifkin never even spoke English to you.”

“No, he didn’t. He spoke Russian, or—”

“It was Czech. It appears that Mr. Rifkin spoke fluent Czech. We assume it wasn’t his native language. Doubtful, as we found dictionaries, language recordings, and the like. He obviously went to a great deal of trouble to distance himself from, well, what he thought of as his livestock.”

Melissa looked across the desk, the pressure in her breasts rising as they sat balanced upon her thighs. She really should go and see about being milked, but there was more that she needed to know, even if it meant being insulted by this titless bureaucrat.

“You said that it has been five months. What…about my parents? Didn’t they report me missing?

“Don’t blame them, Ms. DeVries. You see, Mr. Rifkin, posing as you, had been emailing them regularly. He told them that you had met an Internet millionaire, who was taking you on a round the world cruise. He even included photographs of you in various European cities. He was quite skilled with Photoshop, it would appear.”

Melissa was shaken by this news. “So they don’t even know that I was gone?”

Agent Dillon shook her head. “We haven’t notified them yet, as we wanted to speak with you first. A missing persons report was filed with the Dallas police department by a Ms. Janice Parker. Her report stated that you had met an unnamed male who had been giving you gifts…” the senior agent paused, her eyes lingering over the giant funbags resting in Melissa’s lap, “…and that you’d quit your job via an email to your superiors at Masterson International, which made her suspicious. Dallas P.D. went to your home address, but your landlord told them you’d emailed him that you were taking an extended vacation, and to keep an eye on your apartment. Mr. Rifkin had been paying your rent via direct deposit from your checking account. He also had your mail forwarded to a P.O. box and then delivered here. It appears that he burned everything.”

Melissa wanted to cry, but she would not do so in front of Agent Dillon. She didn’t give a fig about her dingy apartment or a few tons of junk mail—that was just stuff! The real tragedy was that the only person in the world who had noticed her disappearance was a person she barely knew. When she got back to the city—to her life—she would go back to Masterson, find Janice, and thank her for her concern. Maybe they could renew their friendship, outside of work, if it was possible for a person to be friends with a human cow.

She got hold of herself, determined that she would not show weakness before someone who seemed to have less regard for her than the man who had been milking her for almost half a year. “So if no one was looking for me, then how did you catch him? Was it one of the others? One of their families? And why is the Department of Homeland Security involved? Isn’t kidnapping more of an FBI matter?”

For the first time since they’d met, Agent Dillon looked uncomfortable. “Normally it would be, yes, but we were unaware that Mr. Rifkin was keeping human beings prisoner. We were looking for him regarding an unrelated matter.”

“Unrelated matter?” echoed Melissa.

Agent Dillon nodded. “Yes. You see, the DHS oversees the U.S. Customs Service, which in 2003 was combined with other like agencies to form the U.S Customs and Border Protection office. Prior to that it had been overseen by the office of the Treasury.” Melissa looked confused, but Agent Dillon continued.

“I don’t know if you’re aware, but Mr. Rifkin had been enhancing your milk production by the use of various drugs. The tox screen provided by Dr. Roberts confirms this. Normally, the use and importation of such drugs is monitored by the Food and Drug Administration, which in turn is part of the Department of Health and Human Services.” Melissa couldn’t have looked more lost if Agent Dillon had been speaking Czech.

“Several weeks ago we received a tip from the FDA that Mr. Rifkin was attempting to import a recently banned growth hormone into the United States from the Czech Republic. Well, like I said, this would normally come under the rubric of the FDA, but they kicked it over to us, fearing that someone might be planning to use the banned hormone to infect the cattle supply, possibly as an act of terrorism.”

“But why would they fear that?” Melissa asked. “How would a human growth hormone affect cattle?”

“It wasn’t a human growth hormone, Ms. DeVries. It was a bovine growth hormone.”

Melissa’s eyes widened. “You mean, he was going to inject us with—”

“It appears so, seeing that he had no other cows to experiment on. I doubt that he would have injected all of you with it. While the use of such hormones has been shown to increase milk production, it is also linked to increases in mastitis, lameness, and reproductive system disorders.”

Melissa gulped, only just realizing that her arms were clutching her breasts protectively. “Then…” she began, feeling slightly faint, “…you weren’t here to rescue us. You were investigating him because you thought he was mistreating his cows!”

Agent Dillon sat in her office chair, her expression sheepish. “I don’t mean to make light of what has been done to you, Ms. DeVries, but there is some positive news.”

Melissa bent forward slightly and rested her arms on the tops of her milk-filled breasts, placing her chin upon her interlaced fingers, wordlessly inviting Agent Dillon to continue.

The senior agent tried to look Melissa in the eyes, but the tableau she was making made it difficult for her to do this. “Um, Ms. DeVries, in cases such as this, it is normal for the victim, or victims, to receive recompense from the perpetrator for their suffering. This can usually take a while to sort out, especially when there are multiple victims. But in this case we are lucky. Mr. Rifkin was quite methodical in his bookkeeping, both in terms of production and income. We know exactly how much you produced, and how much he sold it for. As we have already seized Mr. Rifkin’s bank accounts, we can immediately furnish you with the proceeds from your portion of his business, which comes out to just a little bit more than two hundred thousand dollars.

Melissa raised her head from her tit table, her mouth slightly open. “Two hundred thousand—”

“Two hundred and one thousand, six hundred dollars to be exact. Your fellow captives will be getting somewhat more, having been in production longer.” Agent Dillon’s mood seemed somewhat improved, pleased at her magnanimity in giving away something that wasn’t hers in the first place. Even so Melissa was shocked, that shock giving way to reality once she realized what that money was going to have to pay for.

“So how much am I going to have left over, Agent Dillon, after surgeries, not to mention taxes?”

“You won’t have to pay taxes on the income, Ms. DeVries. The U.S. government can’t be seen to be profiting from a human dairy farm. As to the cost of your surgeries, Mr. Rifkin made quite a bit of money from the sales of hats, t-shirts, even coffee mugs.” She turned her own coffee mug around on the warming pad to show Melissa. There it was, the simple white line drawing of a happy hucow stark against the cobalt-blue of the cup. Agent Dillon took a drink and made a face, obviously dissatisfied with the amenities that fieldwork offered.

“Altogether a satisfactory outcome,” she said pompously, “apart from the death of the suspect, that is. Couldn’t be helped.”

Melissa suddenly wished she had her plastic cow head to hide behind. She didn’t like Agent Dillon, and feared that her human face might betray her feelings. She also wished that her tongue were still fixed in place, because she knew her words would betray her. “Couldn’t be helped? Your agents shot an unarmed man!”

Surprisingly, Agent Dillon smiled at this. “Yes, I suppose they did. It’s ironic when you think about it, cattle rustling having been a capital offense in these parts.”

Melissa sat there in her folding chair, anger and frustration welling up inside her, so much so that she failed to notice that her engorged teats were leaking onto the trailer’s acrylic-pile carpeting, a state of affairs that was not lost on the officious bureaucrat sitting across the desk from her.

“Oh, it appears that you’re overdue for your milking, dear,” she said with false politeness. “Megan!” she called out. “Could you lead Miss Butter…I mean Ms. DeVries to the dairy building?”

An agent was by her side in a heartbeat. Melissa stood up, having had her fill of official hospitality. She started to turn away, but then bent over the desk, grabbed hold of her right teat, and sprayed a generous measure of cream into Agent Dillon’s coffee cup.

“Straight from the cow, sister,” she said, doing her best to re-create the smile on the logo. “It doesn’t get any fresher than that.” Melissa bumped her escort backward with her chest, then turned and walked out of the trailer, her head held high the whole way.


Chapter 17

Dairy Tour




Melissa found Dr. Roberts in the milking shed, along with the rest of her sister cows. They were already being milked, as well as being fed.

“I offered to order them in breakfast,” the doctor explained. “There’s a diner a few miles down the road, but they seem to prefer….” she trailed off, not wishing to say anything that might be considered offensive, an altogether different attitude from the one that Melissa had just experienced.

“Hucow chow is just fine, Doctor,” she said, trying to put the attractive redhead at her ease. “Hook me up?” Dr. Roberts did just that, doing everything that Rance used to do for them, although slightly more gently, and without the enema afterwards. Too bad, mused Melissa. She had really grown quite fond of them.

After the morning milking, Dr. Roberts took them on a tour of the facility. “You need to know what has happened to you,” she explained, “why it happened, and how it was done.” She led them through the door of what Melissa had come to think of as Rance’s office. It wasn’t an office at all, but a largish room devoted to machinery. Tanks and chillers and bottling equipment; everything to do with dairy production once the milk had left the cow.

The doctor explained the entire process as though she were leading a class of third graders on a field trip. First were the cooling tanks. There were two of them, strictly for hobby farming, each of them having a capacity of one hundred liters. She showed them the stainless steel pipes that carried their milk from the milking shed and into the tanks, which cooled and kept their product at a constant thirty-five degrees Fahrenheit, consistent with industry standards.

Next came the homogenizer/pasteurizer machine. She showed them how it worked, using the milk that had been harvested the previous evening, even getting them to help. It was such fun, Melissa decided. This was precisely the therapy she needed. She carried a plastic tray of freshly washed and sterilized bottles over to Daisy, whose real name was Caitlin. Dr. Roberts had put her in charge of bottling, though they would all get a turn at it. 

“May I keep this?” asked Melissa, holding up a filled bottle that she had just capped using Rance’s bottle capping tool. The milk inside was still warm from the pasteurizer. “I wouldn’t ask, but I left the milk that was in my refrigerator out last night, and—” Melissa’s fellow captives all spoke up at once, wanting their own bottles as well.

Dr. Roberts smiled. Melissa had to admit that she was quite pretty, but more than that she was nice, a far cry from the somewhat inhuman Agent Dillon. “No, I’m sorry, ladies,” she said, raising her hands for quiet. “That milk needs to be chilled now. But you have my word that a bottle will be delivered to each of your trailers before the day is out.”

“But what are you going to do with the rest of this milk?” asked Cinnamon, whose real name was Ellen.

“This milk, as well as the milk that you will produce while we are in the process of drying you off, will be donated to the local La Leche League. One day’s output from you girls is probably more than they get in a whole year.”

They all laughed. Dr. Roberts had a wonderful bedside manner, or perhaps shedside was a more appropriate term. Blossom, whose real name was Liu, spoke up next. “So what was Rance doing with our milk? Was he selling it all on the Internet?”

The others looked intently at Dr. Roberts. She had probably been expecting this question. Melissa estimated that the Lone Star Dairy had been putting out almost twenty-five gallons of milk a day, minus whatever Maggie the cat had been filling up on. Who was buying it all?

“We’re still going through it all,” the doctor answered. “Mr. Rifkin had a rather extensive client list, some respectable, others less so. Quite a lot of it was going to health-food fanatics, as well as bodybuilders and professional athletes, even a few movie stars.” Melissa’s fellow ex-captives started to speak up, wanting to know which movie stars had been drinking their breast milk, but Dr. Roberts gently waved them back down.

“Despite all the evidence to the contrary, Mr. Rifkin was running a legitimate business. None of his customers, so far as we are aware, knew that he was getting his product—your product—illegally. Their names are being kept confidential, as are yours.”

“But what is the news saying about us?” asked Moo-Moo, whose real name was Diane. Even without her plastic cow head she was still pretty much their leader.

“They’re not saying anything,” Dr. Roberts replied softly, her tone helping to keep things calm. “None of what has happened is being made public. This is something of a novel situation for the government. To date, no person has yet kept other human beings as actual production livestock. They are afraid that public disclosure might inspire copycat crimes. For what it’s worth, I agree with them.”

Everyone became silent at that point. What had happened to them had been horrific; there was no disputing that. But there was also no disputing the fact that one person had managed to hold seven women against their will, in a remote area, turning them into dairy cows for both pleasure and profit. If Rance’s activities ever came to light, people would want to know how he had done it, and God help womankind if that information ever became public.

“But how did he do it?” asked Dewdrop, whose real name was Annie. She held her arms out from her remade body. “How did he do all of this?”

Dr. Roberts had obviously been expecting this question as well. She sighed and crooked a finger at them, a gesture for them to follow her. In the room next door she showed them equipment that was not usually to be found in a conventional dairy. There was a three-foot tall rolling cabinet that Melissa recognized as a laser, the kind used to remove hair. Her hairdresser back home, Tony, had one in his shop.

“This is an alexandrite laser,” the doctor explained, “used for hair removal. It requires minimal skill and training to operate.” She paused here, making sure that she had everyone’s attention. “Its effects are permanent.”

No one responded to this depressing news. Most if not all of Melissa’s compatriots already knew this, having experienced a complete lack of regrowth during the many months of their captivity, though Dr. Roberts tried to hearten them by telling them that she would take care of scheduling them for hair replacement surgeries once they were released.

She then showed them the tattooing gear, which Melissa had only ever seen in pictures, not having had tattoos prior to becoming a branded Holstein. “As to the rest of your skin,” the doctor went on, passing around a plastic tub that Melissa could tell by its lack of scent contained the lotion that Rance had applied to their bodies after every bath, the same lotion that he had included with his payments to her, “a commercial skin lightener, combined with SPF 110 sunscreen, UV protection, and moisturizers. Perfume-free, of course. Your skin should return to its normal coloration in a few weeks.” 

“What’s this gun for?” asked Daisy/Caitlin. She was standing next to a workbench that held replacement buttplug tails, extra screwdrivers, and various other bits of hucow-related paraphernalia. In her hand was a small gun, made of bright blue plastic. It reminded Melissa of an ear piercing gun, except that the barrel end of it had what looked like a fat syringe sticking out of it.

“Yes, I was getting to that,” said Dr. Roberts. She said this very carefully, sounding more like a psychiatrist than a physician. “That is a microchip implant gun. It is most commonly used for tagging livestock, specifically cattle, so that ranchers can monitor their herds remotely.”

The good humor that had developed during the milk pasteurizing and bottling was completely gone now. “Implant gun?” said Daisy, her high pitched voice cracking in emotion. “You mean…he put things inside of us?”

A wave of unreality swept over Melissa, not so much at the news that Rance had tagged them, but that Daisy should be surprised by it. After all, Rance had been putting all manner of things inside them from the day they had become his hucows.

Moo-Moo was at Daisy’s side in an instant, putting an arm around her in comfort, though she was unable to do much more than that due to the boobage problem. She settled for putting the sniffling girl’s head on her black and white shoulder so that she could cry it out.

“Yes,” replied Dr. Roberts gently, in answer to Daisy’s question. She raised her right hand up to show them, pointing to the web of skin between her thumb and index finger with her other hand. “Just there, on each of you. It’s a small implant, slightly larger than a grain of rice. I’ll be removing each of yours later on today, in the medical trailer.”

The mood in the room was somber now. Melissa looked into the faces of her sister cows, seeing sadness, disgust, numbness, but her own feelings were quite different. The implant in her hand had saved her life. She knew that now. That was how Rance had found her, the morning that he had shot those coyotes. If he hadn’t been such a conscientious dairyman she would be dead now.

Bluebell/Liu broke the silence, her voice slightly timid. “But that’s not all he put inside of us. He did something to our minds, made us want to be cows. How did he do that? Did he hypnotize us? All of us?”

“In a manner of speaking,” replied Dr. Roberts. She turned and walked over to the corner of the room, where stood a metal desk and chair. It appeared that the doctor had anticipated this question, and had everything prepared in advance, much like a performance.

There was a computer monitor on the desk, a keyboard and mouse in front of it. She tapped the space bar and the screen came to life. Everyone moved closer, to see what was on the screen. It was an email, that oddly enough was addressed to Bluebell.

“Yes, I remember getting that,” she said, looking around at her sister hucows, who were nodding, having received the same or similar emails themselves.

“You all did,” said Dr. Roberts. “This was how he got inside your heads.”

Melissa didn’t understand. Neither did anyone else apparently.

Smiling, the auburn-haired doctor pressed two keys with one hand, highlighting the entirety of the text on the page. Melissa cocked her head at the screen. Was she supposed to see something there?

The doctor then moved her hand to the side of the screen and began adjusting a dial on the side of the bezel. The contrast on the screen began to change, the blank areas of the screen darkening, faint letters beginning to emerge, growing stronger the more she turned the dial.

“It took us a while to find this, subliminal messages buried in the text. Come closer and you’ll be able to read it.”

They moved forward in two groups—three in front, four in the rear—massive breasts being sandwiched between the two rows. Melissa, standing in back, could make out the lettering now, could read what she hadn’t known she’d read in the first place, so many months ago:




youareacowyouwanttogivemilkyouareacowyouwanttohavebigtitsyouareacowyoulovebeingmilkedyouareacowyouwanttohaveyournipplessuckedyouareacowgivingmilkmakesyoufeelcompleteyouare




Melissa looked up to see that the doctor was watching them closely, prepared for tears, perhaps. Or maybe she was studying them. Melissa knew well enough that she and her sister hucows presented a unique opportunity for the doctor, but it wasn’t as if she could publish any of this information in a journal, could she?

Bluebell spoke up again, a distinct quaver in her voice. “Is…is it permanent? What he did to us? Will we always want to be cows?”

Dr. Roberts gave her a warm smile. “No. The subliminal messages were something like a key in a lock, giving him access. But now that you know how he did it, you can guard against those feelings. He also used other methods, including hypnotic commands buried in the music files on your cell phones and tablets. Mr. Rifkin had some serious skill and technology at his command, but he no longer has any power over you. You can be whatever you want to be.”

Cinnamon raised her hand, the action causing her left breast to slide up against Melissa’s right one, sending a shiver though her, though whether it was pleasurable or not Melissa wasn’t sure. “But what about our boobs?” she said. “What else can we be, looking like this?”

They were all looking intently at Dr. Roberts, seven black and white and bald women whose breasts were more appropriate to primitive fertility dolls. “I want you all to listen very carefully to me,” said the doctor, who Melissa could tell was trying to be mother/priest/friend to them. “You are not cows. The late Mr. Rifkin did many terrible things to you ladies, but the worst thing, to my mind, is to make you doubt your humanity. You are women, human women. Your skin will darken back up. Your tattoos will be removed. Your breasts can be surgically reduced. These things will take time, after which you can return to your previous lives at whatever pace suits you. 

“Mr. Rifkin chose you all very carefully, lonely women with few ties, no families, and big boobs.” She looked down at her own comparatively small chest and made a face, which caused everyone to laugh, breaking the tension. “Most of you are financially well-off now, no families to care for, no one to make demands on you. There is no need to rush. My advice to you is to take a long vacation, go back to school if you like, and get therapy. I don’t know if Special Agent Dillon told you, but psychotherapy will also be provided for you, free of charge. I would be happy to arrange that too, if you like.”

The doctor’s phone beeped. She removed it from her pocket, looked at it, and smiled. “Now if we’re all done being a bunch of sad Sally’s, I have a present for you in the milking room.”

___________________________




The present, as it turned out, was a person. Her name was Kat, and the look on her face as she watched the seven strangely proportioned women march into the room was priceless. Melissa wished she had a picture of it.

Kat was tiny, almost pixie-like in stature, at least a full head shorter than Daisy, who was the smallest of all of them. She was the oddest mixture of goth, glam, and gangsta that Melissa had ever seen, the disparate styles of dress, makeup, and tattoos blending into a style all her own. Melissa liked her on the spot.

She stood before them, looking like a little girl on the first day of school, her hands clasped in front of her slim belly, holding a tablet computer. “Hi, I’m Kat,” she said, the piercing above her upper lip sparkling in the light. “None of you know me, but you all know my work. I’m the one who made your bras. The government has contracted me—drafted, more like—to be personal dressmaker to each of you.”

Everyone gasped. This little girl had created the complex foundation garments given to her by her late owner, and in less than a day? She looked barely old enough to vote! Melissa glanced over at Dr. Roberts, her pleased smile making it quite obvious that this act of kindness had been arranged by her. Melissa strongly doubted that Agent Dillon’s generosity would extend this far. Burlap sacks seemed more her speed.

Kat was a little bundle of energy, a blur in motion, who was not only pleasant, she was also extremely determined to put her new clients at their ease, which she did by shedding every article of her clothing. She did this naturally, as though she were going skinny-dipping with friends, depositing her clothes into a cavernous purse that sat next to her on the floor.

She had a waifish body, and clear skin that was almost as white as her new clients’, at least where it wasn’t tattooed. There was a snake around one ankle and a vine around the other, Celtic knotwork from wrist to elbow on her right forearm, a mermaid on her left bicep, and a blood rose just above her shaved pubes. There was also a tattoo on her back. It took up the whole of her back, from her neck to the swell of her hips. It was a figure of a woman from the waist up, nude, the hair style and pose reminiscent of a 1920’s flapper, save that no flapper ever had boobs that big. It was quite a work of art, the combined effect making Melissa feel a little less self-conscious about her own tattoos.

And then there were her piercings. Three on each earlobe, with several up high on both ears, two in each brow, a small gold hoop in her right nostril and a stud in her left one, the jewel above her lip, barbells through both nipples, a ring in her navel, and a small something in her clitoris that sparkled when the light caught it. 

She came up to the group of them and began chatting, as familiar as a sister, her own nudity and bizarre body art not discomfiting her in the slightest. She asked them their names and where they were from, taking their personal information and tapping it into her tablet, telling them that she would be visiting each of them in their trailers so that she could take measurements. She giggled often, her laughter infectious, even remarking at one point, “You had buttplug tails? That’s so cool! Can I get one of those?” Coming from anyone else, this would be offensive, but Kat’s enthusiasm made it charming. In fact, it made Melissa feel less strange, less violated. Kat was quite a tonic.

She then took photos of each of them, one from each side, which was done with the blessing of Dr. Roberts, the only clothed person in the room. When this was done, she asked all of them to stand in a chorus line, arms around each other, for a group photo. Melissa was surprised by this, but gladly complied. For the first time in a long time, even before having moved to Dallas, she felt like she belonged. It was a good feeling.

Kat took the picture, but she was not done. Moo-Moo, having decided that Kat should be inducted as an honorary hucow, came forward and pulled her into line, sandwiching her between Blossom and Cinnamon, the little goth’s head all but disappearing between the massive milk jugs that rested upon her shoulders. Dr. Roberts took the photograph, after which everyone group-hugged their adopted sister hucow, glazing her tiny body with their expressed titmilk.

___________________________




Kat was as good as her word. She came by Melissa’s trailer later in the day to take a full battery of measurements, as well as to deliver the bottle of hucow milk that Dr. Roberts had promised. She was still completely nude, though she had added another sort of piercing to complement her walking gallery of body art: a buttplug tail. Melissa presumed that the doctor must have given it to her, hoping that it would help to ease her patients’ trauma. If so, it was working. Special Agent Dillon would probably go ballistic if she saw it, but then it appeared that Kat was every bit as fearless as the good doctor.

She also had a Lone Star Dairy stainless steel travel mug with her, filled with coffee, that judging by the color and thickness had some freshly bottled cream in it. The little goth’s audacity caused Melissa to laugh out loud. 

Kat chatted away the whole time she worked, relieving her client of the burden of conversation. The DHS had given her her very own trailer, and was even now bringing in materials, tables, a serger, a cover stitcher, an industrial grade sewing machine for leather work. Melissa listened without taking any of it in. It was just a pleasure to hear someone speak English.

It took Kat a little more than half an hour to get all of Melissa’s measurements, the last five minutes being spent measuring the vast acreage of her breasts. When she was done, she put her measuring tape—a ten-footer—around her neck, then stepped back and sighed. “You want to know how big they are, don’t you?”

Melissa nodded. Kat had said that she was last on her list, and so had probably been through this six times before.

“Melissa, I could tell you your cup size, but it wouldn’t mean anything. It would just be so many ‘Z’s after a band size. I might even be able to tell you how much they weigh, though that wouldn’t be terribly accurate. What I can tell you is that they are huge, in fact they are the largest breasts I have ever seen. They may even be the largest in the world.”

“My breasts...?”

Kat nodded. “Most of my clients are porn stars, so I know what I’m talking about. Would you like to meet Melony Cox-Zucker? I know she’d like to meet you.”

Melissa blushed at this compliment, but Kat continued. “I’ve already spoken to everyone else. They told me that Dr. Roberts is arranging breast reductions for you all, after your milk dries up. None of them is going to take her up on it.”

Melissa was stunned by this news. The initial drying-off process was supposed to take about a week, so the doctor had said, after which surgery could restore them to more normal proportions. “None of them?”

Kat shook her head. “They’re all thinking about careers in big tit porn, once their tattoos are removed and their hair comes in. Are you interested? I can introduce you around.”

Melissa didn’t know what to say. A career in porn? It was an interesting notion, but that kind of life did not interest her. It was all very well to fantasize about getting porked by some well-hung stud for hours on end and be paid for it, but the fact was that there was nothing they could give her to match the intensity of the life she’d been living. That would take two or three guys at least.

“I know it’s a lot to take in at the moment,” said Kat, “but it’s an option that you might want to explore, especially since you would be the biggest, and therefore the best. You could make a serious amount of money, not to mention you’d have your pick of co-stars...” and here the little goth grinned, pulling the tape measure back over her head and sliding it between her fingers until her hands were about ten inches apart, “...if you know what I mean.”

Melissa laughed, knowing precisely what she meant. Big money and big cocks. It was something to consider. Evidently a part of her was already considering this, her somewhat phallic nipples standing at attention, a bead of milk forming on the left one, gathering in size until it hung there a moment and dropped off. Kat caught it deftly in her coffee cup and took a drink.

“Think about it, Melissa,” she said, smacking her lips. “Your boobs could make you a fortune.”

___________________________




Melissa sat on the couch in her trailer, looking out the window at nothing in particular. There was really nothing to look at. Everyone was gone. The investigation was wrapped up at this end, all of the evidence gathered, the agents all dispersed to complete other tasks. It was just her and Dr. Roberts now. The other trailers had all been towed away, except for hers, the medical trailer, and the trailer that the doctor was using as her residence.

It had taken eight days for Melissa’s milk to dry up, more or less. More because she was the most productive of them, less because she had a tendency to leak, especially when she was feeling emotional, which was often.

She was down to four milkings a day, producing a bit less than a pint each time. She was no longer using her milking station, opting instead to use one of Rance’s homemade breast pumps, as Dr. Roberts’s breast pump could not accommodate her gargantuan nipples. This was fine with Melissa, as Rance’s homemade unit made milking a pleasurable experience. She would be sorry to give it up.

She got up from the couch, leaving Maggie the cat to snooze at the other end of it. The fat, finicky feline was definitely going to miss the life too, especially the milk. Feeling the need to stretch her legs, she decided to go for a walk. She exited the trailer with the usual difficulty. Even though her breasts were producing less, they had not shrunk at all. Nor would they.

“I regret to inform you all,” the doctor had said to her assembled patients just three days before, “but I have been going through the data that Mr. Rifkin left behind, and it appears that you will not be experiencing any reduction in the size of your breasts.”

Melissa glanced about at the faces of her sister hucows, seeing subtle smiles here and there. This was certainly good news to them, considering their future plans. Did Dr. Roberts know that none of them would be getting their offered breast reductions? 

“In fact you will experience quite the opposite. Due to the drugs and the diet that Mr. Rifkin had been feeding you, your bodies are geared for optimal milk production, meaning that the vast majority of the fat you consume will be stored in your breasts, whether you are lactating or not.” The doctor paused here, shifting uncomfortably. “The data suggests that this is a permanent condition, and that you would experience similar regrowth even after a breast reduction.”

The subtle smiles were now broad smiles, which told Melissa that they were all thinking the same thing: point me to the nearest KFC. It appeared that big tit porn was soon to become a whole lot bigger.

Melissa smiled at the memory of that meeting while she walked about the site, naked except for a pair of leather sandals that Kat had ordered in. She was used to being naked, and who was going to see her? Besides, the weather was warm, and today was going to be her last day here. She might as well enjoy the freedom while she could.

Her first stop was the milking shed. It was unlocked, per Dr. Roberts’s orders, as she required access to anything on the site at any time. Melissa knew this was a lie, as the doctor had not entered the building for several days. She was doing it for therapeutic reasons, allowing her patients to come to terms with what had happened.

The big room was dark now, the only light coming through the bank of windows facing the milking stations. She leaned against the unit that had been hers, thinking about what her life had been, and what it might be tomorrow. She had called her parents, to let them know that everything was all right. Sorry, no, she would not be bringing her rich boyfriend up to Wisconsin to meet them. He had left her unexpectedly. Her mother was supportive but not surprised. Men were animals that only wanted what they could get out of a woman. Melissa agreed with her, saying that she had given him everything she had to give.

She walked into the pasteurizing and bottling room, remembering the camaraderie of her sister hucows. Farewells had been tearful, though hugging had taken considerable effort. Given the boobage problem they usually settled for air-kisses, although Dewdrop had invented a curious custom called the ‘nipple bump.’ Suffice it to say it had caught on quickly.

Melissa ran a hand over one of the chiller tanks. Like the rest of the equipment it was turned off, awaiting government auction once the investigation was finally closed. In a few weeks there would be nothing left of Rance’s operation, and no one would ever know it existed. Special Agent Dillon had given everyone non-disclosure forms to sign, informing them that they would go to jail if they spoke about their experiences here. Melissa wondered if anyone in government was smart enough to realize the redundancy in threatening a cow with imprisonment.

She went out into the barnyard next. How many hours had she whiled away out here, thinking about absolutely nothing? It seemed incomprehensible to her now, how she had managed to withstand it all, or rather how Buttercup had. It was a little frightening really, how well she’d assimilated. She supposed that it spoke to the apparently limitless power of the human mind, the ability to cope, the ability to endure, and even win out against impossible odds.

Then again perhaps Rance was right all along. Maybe she really was meant to be a cow.

___________________________




The drive to her apartment was a little jarring. Melissa had not been inside a moving conveyance for almost six months, her body quite unused to the starts and stops of city traffic. She was sitting in the passenger seat of Dr. Roberts’s SUV, the seat being pushed all the way back so that her chemically enhanced bosom only lightly pressed against the dashboard.

It was thanks to Kat, however, that her breasts were not resting in her lap. She was back in a bra again, the feeling of support and compression as bizarre to her as being in traffic. It was comfortable, though, as well as being a marvel of engineering to rival the Aswan Dam. It was much like her earlier ones, having straps and stays, though Kat had switched from nylon mesh to Kevlar, the latter being just about the only thing that would support her incredible bust short of carbon nanotubes. It also had removable cups, a requirement since she was still in milk, and probably would be for several weeks.

The rest of her outfit was rather dressy: white blouse, black blazer, knee length black skirt, and black hose to cover up her tattoos. It did not hide or even diminish her massive endowments—none of Kat’s clothing did. “If you want a hoodie, buy a hoodie,” the little goth had said. When it came to fashion and tits, Kat had very definite ideas.

She was also wearing a wig. Kat had included three along with her many outfits: there was short blonde, medium-long blonde (which she was wearing now), and hooker-length blonde. Kat had subcontracted them out to a colleague of hers, which explained their somewhat pornic styling. Melissa wondered if it said something about herself that she preferred them to her original hair.

They were almost to her apartment now. Traffic was heavy in the city, even for the end of rush hour. This was fine, as she was in no hurry. Melissa wondered if she would ever be in a hurry again.

A strange thing did occur when they were about three blocks from her apartment, while they were stopped at a traffic light. An eighteen-wheeler pulled to a stop in the lane next to theirs. It was a cattle truck. Melissa looked out her window, to see a cow looking back at her through the trailer’s horizontal slats. It was a Guernsey, judging by the brown splotches on her coat. Melissa looked into the cow’s big brown eyes, feeling a kinship with her, an instant bond. The cow blinked and shook her head. Melissa blinked back and shook her head, too. The truck rolled forward, taking her new friend with it.

Dr. Roberts parked in the no-parking zone in front of Melissa’s building, the government plates on her SUV allowing her this privilege. “Are you ready, Melissa?” she asked, putting a hand on her patient’s arm, a gesture of comfort.

Melissa didn’t move or speak for almost a full minute. She sat there in her seat, looking through the windshield at a world in motion, people hustling and bustling, all of them going to somewhere or from somewhere, every movement purposeful.

“It’s funny, you know,” she said finally, “Rance.”

Dr. Roberts narrowed her eyes at her patient, her expression uncannily like Agent Dillon’s. “There was nothing funny about him, Melissa. He was a monster.”

“Yes, I suppose he was,” Melissa replied, distractedly watching a couple as they walked down the street, both of them with cell phones plastered to their ears. “Where do you suppose a monster would get all that technology?”

This question seemed to surprise Dr. Roberts. “Well...I don’t know. Agent Dillon would probab—”

“The thing about being a cow, Doctor, is time. You have a lot of it. Having that kind of time allows you to ruminate on things. Did you know that I have the largest breasts in the world? I do, according to Kat.”

The doctor looked perplexed. “I suppose it’s possible. It’s not really—”

“Do you remember telling us that Rance had been using drugs to boost our performance as well as our bosoms? Agent Dillon told me the same thing the morning after we were rescued, and that the blood tests you performed confirmed it.” Melissa turned her head so that she could look Dr. Roberts in the eyes. “Only that’s not exactly true, is it?”

Dr. Roberts took a deep breath and then smiled. “You’ve obviously ruminated on the matter, Melissa. You obviously have a theory. Why don’t you tell me.”

“All right,” Melissa said, her voice sounding strange in her head, “I will. Do you know what I thought was the oddest thing about Rance? It was how well he seemed to know me. What I was thinking, what I would do, how I would react. He knew me better than I knew myself. How could a man know all of this, I asked myself. The answer was that he had to have a great deal of experience, as well as formal training. Rance was a psychologist, wasn’t he?”

Dr. Roberts did not reply, nor give any indication as to whether Melissa was on the right track. You would make one hell of a poker player, Melissa thought.

“But that only led to more questions,” she continued, feeling slightly giddy. This was more than she had spoken at any time in the last six months. “He hacked my cell phone and my laptop, hid cameras in my apartment, hypnotized me, brainwashed me, drugged me, and altered my body chemistry so that I could compete with Bossy at the next Texas State Fair. Did he learn those skills in medical school? Doubtful. So how did he know all of this? He didn’t, I realized. He couldn’t. No one person could. But a group could. A government agency could.” Melissa searched the doctor’s face for confirmation, but the attractive redhead wasn’t giving anything away.

“But a government agency wouldn’t,” Melissa said, her voice beginning to quaver a bit, “therefore he had to be working alone. A rogue agent.”

“A rogue agent?” repeated Dr. Roberts incredulously. “You sound like a romance novelist, Melissa.”

“Your agent, I’m willing to bet.”

Dr. Roberts pursed her lips but remained silent, appraising the woman sitting in the passenger seat. Finally she spoke. “Melissa, I’m a doctor.”

“It was Agent Dillon who gave me the idea,” Melissa went on. “She mentioned that the FDA feared that someone might be planning to use imported hormones to infect the cattle population, which caused me to wonder—what would happen if someone actually did do that?”

Dr. Roberts started to speak, but Melissa kept going. “The government would want to have a contingency plan in place. The loss of beef cattle would not be an insurmountable problem. Pigs, sheep, and even horses could supplement people’s diets, but if the milk supply became infected, or even suspect, then there would be disaster.

“Powdered milk wouldn’t last, goat’s milk wouldn’t be enough, nor would almond, soy, and other milks combined. You could import milk, but would other countries export one of their most important staples if they feared the same thing might happen to them? They would not. But this country has another commodity that could be exploited if worse came to worse—women.”

Melissa looked over at the doctor, curious to see how she would respond. “Please continue, Melissa,” she said, her forearms crossed beneath her impressive bosom. “This is a fascinating tale.”

“This country has nine and a quarter million milk cows that produce twenty-three billion gallons of milk annually,” Melissa continued, feeling emboldened. “I know this because I looked it up, after I broke the world record on my second day lactating. If the country’s milk producing ability were decimated by an act of terrorism, women could conceivably be co-opted as human dairy cattle to fill the void.” 

Dr. Roberts smiled, though there was a slight chilliness to her expression. “So your theory is that I was heading a project whose goal was to turn the women of America into milk cows in case of a national emergency?”

“Women went into the factories to do their part during World War II,” Melissa countered. “They could go into the fields if a similar crisis were to occur. And you wouldn’t need all of them, just thirty million or so, probably low income women, or women on welfare. The government could even go so far as to make getting their welfare payments contingent upon production.” Melissa paused here, gathering her strength. “Only something went wrong, didn’t it?”

The doctor pursed her lips again, her green eyes shining in the SUV’s interior lighting. “Yes, something did. How did you know?”

“You seemed too familiar with the equipment, with the whole process. Also you said that the amount we were producing was impossible. How would you know something was impossible unless you had already proved it? And then there was your report to Agent Dillon.” Melissa smiled, pleased that her deductions were proving correct. “If prescription drugs could grow boobs like mine, the world would know about it. At least half of the plastic surgeons in the country would go out of business, and a double-d cup would be considered flat-chested.”

Dr. Roberts shook her head. “That was Rance’s doing, your boobs being that big. The drug that causes the breast growth targets the endocrine system, specifically the pituitary gland. The more you give a subject, the bigger her breasts get, the more milk she can produce. We didn’t grow such massive breasts in the lab, but Rance was shooting for volume production. He also knew that such heavy breasts would hobble you, make it difficult for you to escape, and further reinforce your role. He really was a rather gifted psychologist.”

“He tanked your project, didn’t he?”

The doctor nodded. “He was responsible for monitoring the mental health of the subjects, but I guess I should have had someone monitoring him. The project showed promising results at first, but then the test subjects began showing signs of depression, irritability, higher susceptibility to mastitis, all of which led to reduced output. After a year’s worth of tests it was determined that human women were not suited to be dairy cows. We folded the project a little over two years ago.”

“And then Rance went into business for himself.”

“Um-hmm,” confirmed the doctor. “We suspect the day-to-day contact with lactating women might have pushed a few buttons in his psyche, fed a few fantasies. Or maybe it was just the money. Either way, I know I won’t be hiring anyone from Montana again.”

Melissa laughed. The first real laugh she’d had in a long time. It felt good. “So did I get everything right?” she asked.

“Pretty much. You were correct about him employing a hacker to break into your cell phone and computer. He also shut off the power to your building. A pretty talented guy, a cyber-specialist who is at this moment manning a radar station in the Arctic Circle, which is where you’ll end up should you ever repeat this conversation to anyone else.” The doctor smiled cheerlessly, an expression reminiscent of Agent Dillon.

“You were wrong about using women on welfare, though. Not politically correct. The plan was to use illegal aliens under a ‘Milk for Amnesty’ program.” The doctor paused, amused by Melissa’s shocked expression. “You can say what you like, but there’s never a shortage of Mexicans in this country. You know, I sometimes think that we could lose all of our cows and get by just fine, but if we ever lose our Mexicans this country will be in deep shit.”

Melissa shook her head, the world now a stranger place than it had been only two minutes before.

“That was some brilliant detective work, Melissa,” the doctor said, breaking the silence. “It’s a pity you don’t work for me.”

“Not all that brilliant, actually.” Melissa removed her cell phone from the pocket of her blazer, tapped the screen a few times, then held the phone out so that they could both see the image that she had brought up. Dr. Roberts remembered the occasion well, a conference in Geneva, four years ago. It appeared that the Internet really was forever.

“You looked different then, Doctor. Rather smaller in the chest, wouldn’t you say? May I ask…?”

“Just shy of two gallons a day, at my peak,” the doctor said, blushing slightly. “I guess you could say that Rance wasn’t the only one affected by the project.”

___________________________




Two hours later found Melissa sitting on her couch, wearing a new silk bathrobe courtesy of Kat, watching TV. It was a movie about a career girl who falls in love with a handsome young billionaire whose hobbies included tying women up, blindfolding them, and having them lick melted chocolate off the back of a wooden spoon. Melissa wished that she still had her hooves so that she could kick the screen in.

She turned off the TV in disgust. “What’s to do, puss-cat?” she said to the fat cat lying on the opposite end of the couch. Maggie turned her head to look at her roommate, or rather at the area between her roommate’s waist and shoulders. “I’m up here, fatty,” Melissa said irritably, but then snorted. When it came right down to it, she wasn’t sure if she believed it either.

She looked about the room, long-forgotten feelings of boredom returning. Buttercup had never been bored. Her bovine better half had been able to lie there and do literally nothing for hours at a time, and yet the world remained a bright and interesting place to her.

There was an idea. She could invite some of her sister hucows over and have a girls’ night in. And do what, she wondered. Listen to them talk about their burgeoning porn careers? Paint each others’ toenails black? Inspect the undersides of their boobs for moss? 

Okay, then she could go out. Put on that low-cut black number Kat had made for her, along with the hooker-length wig, and do the town—literally do the town. She could walk into any bar, lounge, nightclub, or library and have pretty much any man she wanted, provided that man wanted a woman who bore a striking resemblance to a Holstein. Not an insuperable problem, surely, but as she had just gotten out of a relationship with a man like that, it probably wasn’t the best idea to dive right back in.

That made her think of Billy next door. Not next door anymore, though. He was gone now. Gone to college, Texas A&M. She’d found the cards from him on the floor of her apartment when she’d walked in. There were two of them. The first one was a sorry card. It was kind of cute, a stuffed bear holding a balloon, a frown on his furry muzzle. There was no date on it, but she decided to be generous and assume that he had slipped it under her door the day following their aborted tryst. The other one was a goodbye card, another note of apology along with his new address and an invitation to call him if she liked. He’d signed it ‘Billy the Bull.’ The memory of it made her laugh.

Melissa shook her head and sighed, then reached back down for the remote and turned on the TV just in time to catch Little-Miss-Flat-Chested wrapping her collagen-injected lips around a chocolate-coated finger.

It was her first night of freedom, yet she felt more like a prisoner than ever.


Chapter 18

We Are What We Are




Melissa exited the taxicab directly in front of her former workplace at precisely 10:30 a.m. She was glad that she had ordered an SUV, as trying to exit a sedan with her massive endowments would have been next to impossible.

She made her way to the large revolving doors at the front entrance of the building, high heels clacking on the concrete walk, ignoring the multitudinous eyes that roved over her body as she passed by. She was dressed modestly, in a blue denim dress that nonetheless left a good twelve inches of cleavage available for public viewing. She would have liked to raise the outfit’s zipper a bit, but Kat’s design did not allow for this. Melissa was a work of art, as far as the little goth was concerned, and she wanted that canvas to be seen.

That was just fine with Melissa. She was what she was, and she wasn’t going to hide it. Even so, her makeup extended all the way down into her cleavage, and her long sleeves and opaque stay-ups (also provided by Kat) completely hid her tattooed black blotches from view. She had looked at herself in the mirror before leaving her apartment that morning, her medium-length blonde wig in her hand, thinking that she looked like a cow that was trying to pass for human.

She entered the building that she used to go into five days every week, and took the elevator to the fifth floor. Masterson did not have security per se, unless you counted the uniformed senior citizen who sat behind the desk in the lobby, said senior citizen having waved at her as he had every day when she was still employed there. He hadn’t even noticed her expanded rack.

“You’re making a big mistake, girl,” she muttered to herself as the elevator carried her upward. Yes, she probably was, now that she thought about it. She had lain awake all last night, wondering how Janice would react upon seeing her, and furthermore what she would say upon seeing her ridiculous body. The last time they had spoken, Janice had all but scolded her for being a man’s plaything. What would she say when she saw her now?

Which was why she had chosen to do it this way. Masterson wasn’t exactly neutral ground, but it was very public ground, even more so than a restaurant or a coffee shop. She was here to thank Janice for her concern and to renew their friendship, not get into a shouting match over how big her boobs were, something Janice would be loathe to do at her place of employment.

Melissa exited the elevator when the doors opened, her breasts preceding her as she entered her former workplace. Of course they had always preceded her. Nature’s joke on women, she supposed. Could you really blame men for being breast obsessed when the first things they saw were your tits?

It appeared that there had been changes in the last six months. Mrs. Hopkins, the receptionist, was no longer at her desk, replaced by a vapid young thing who was sitting there tapping something into her cell phone. She looked up as Melissa clacked closer. “How y’all do…?” she began, but stopped, her mouth agape.

Melissa was unsurprised by this reaction, though she had to suppress a laugh when a wad of gum fell out of the girl’s mouth and plopped into the open bodice of her dress, where it bounced off of one of her obviously fake double-d’s and onto the desk.

“Good morning,” she said to the astonished piece of fluff. “Could you please tell Janice Parker that Melissa DeVries is here to see her?”

The girl sat there for almost half a minute, seemingly unable to look away from the denim-covered globes that hung suspended in space before her, everything else forgotten. Melissa cleared her throat, breaking the spell.

“Um, excuse me,” the piece of fluff said. “I’ll see if she’s available.” She picked up the office phone and punched a few buttons, sneaking occasional looks across the desk at the gravity defying bazooms.

Melissa snorted lightly. Things hadn’t necessarily gone downhill while she was away, but some things had certainly changed. Was old lady Masterson still here? She couldn’t imagine that old battle axe hiring this one, with her big ol’ fake boobs, her overdone makeup, her dyed hair, and her kiss mah grits accent. Was the old man fucking her? Melissa hoped he was. Not much point in being a whore if you don’t have customers.

Then again it appeared that some things never changed, as evidenced by the muffled whump followed by a pronounced thud a moment later.

“Are you okay, Johnny?” fluff-girl asked. She got up from her chair and approached the body lying face-up on the floor about ten feet behind her desk, Melissa following. “Are you all right?” she asked again, bending down beside him, her own saline-filled sweater puppies about to tumble out. “Do you want a glass of water or something?”

Johnny reached a shaking hand upward, glazed eyes taking in the twin visions hovering above him, the beatific expression upon his face akin to a religious fanatic looking upon the face of God. “Mil…Mel….” he stammered weakly, and then fainted.

“Looks like I was right,” came a voice from behind Melissa. She turned to see Janice standing there, looking coolly elegant in a white silk blouse, boot-length suede skirt, and dark leather knee-high boots. She was smirking.

“I told you your boobs would get someone killed someday, Mel.”

___________________________




They sat at the same plastic lunch table as always, though Melissa sat a little ways back, fearing that resting her breasts on the table might incur Janice’s wrath. She was also afraid that she might not be able to see her friend over them.

People came by to say hello, but Melissa knew that their interest was purely mammalian. Everyone wanted to see the big boobies up close. One of them even asked how they were doing, a slip of the tongue that the asker didn’t even seem to have noticed. It didn’t bother Melissa. She knew that to them she was like an animal in a zoo—a petting zoo, to be gut-wrenchingly accurate. What mattered to her was Janice’s opinion, the need for her respect, which was why she was lying to her.

“I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you,” Melissa said, idly fidgeting with the cup of coffee that Janice had bought her. “I guess I just went crazy.”

“Uh-huh,” Janice replied, her hands in her lap, resting on her purse, her own coffee untouched. She was sitting back on her bench, almost leaning back, as though she were trying to keep as far away from Melissa’s bosom as possible and yet still be in the same room. 

“What can I say, you were right. He was rich and I was stupid.”

“Uh-huh,” Janice said again, though whether in disbelief or disapproval Melissa couldn’t tell. Janice had said very little since their surprise reunion beyond asking her how she was and would she like to sit down. 

“But he’s gone now,” Melissa continued, trying to fill the void in their conversation. She guessed that Janice was pissed at her, not that she could blame her. Janice had believed that something had happened to her—and something had. She was the only one to believe it, or at least act on it. And then to have that person show up, out of the blue, none the worse for wear and sporting a pair of hooters so large that they belonged in the Guinness Book of World Records?

“I see,” said Janice, looking Melissa directly in the eyes, as though her gargantuan boobs were no bigger than the last time she had seen them. No, that wasn’t it. She had acknowledged their existence back then. In fact, Melissa couldn’t remember Janice not kidding her about her breasts, or looking at them appreciatively, as if wishing she had a pair herself.

“Well, your job’s been filled,” Janice said, surprising Melissa, “but I’m sure you would be hired back. In fact, given your present look, I expect there would be a riot if you weren’t rehired.”

“Jan—”

“Hell, they might even get rid of Dee Dee, our lovely receptionist, and give you her job. She’s an odd one, you know? I can’t imagine someone having their breasts done to match their name, but I suppose people have done stranger things.”

“Janice, please—”

“Of course they would have to pad the outer office walls for safety, just in case someone tripped and went bouncing off of your tits, which would happen fairly often, I expect.”

Melissa could feel tears coming on. Janice was angry with her. No, not angry, contemptuous, and nor could she blame her. As far as Janice was aware, the person she’d thought she had known had run off and turned herself into some kind of sexual freak, an object for someone else’s gratification, precisely the kind of weak behavior that she detested.

But she couldn’t tell Janice the truth. Even if she believed her—and Melissa put long odds on that—her instinct would be to comfort her friend. An understandable enough reaction, surely, but beneath that emotion would be pity. Janice would be caring and understanding, but from that point onward she would never see Melissa as anything other than a victim, and that was a trade-off she was unwilling to accept. Perhaps it was a measure of how much her experiences had affected her, but she would much rather have Janice’s scorn than her pity.

Melissa stood up, purse in hand, resigned to the fact that she had lost Janice as a friend. There were no more bridges to her past life now. She would leave the building, call Kat, and tell her to set up an audition with the three biggest-dicked porn stars out there. If she was going to do big tit porn, she might as well be its queen. Melony Cox-Zucker didn’t know it yet, but she was soon to lose her crown.

“Thank you for your concern, Jan,” she said, anger and sorrow causing a slight quaver in her voice. “It’s been—”

“Leaving so soon, Mel?” Janice interrupted, craning her neck so that she could see over the mythic bosom that separated them. “I was hoping we could talk about old times over some milk and cookies.” Her piercing expression left Melissa in no doubt that she knew exactly what she was talking about.

“How…” Melissa began shakily, her legs feeling weak, heart beginning to race. “how do you…?

Janice inclined her head toward her friend’s massively overdeveloped chest. “You’re leaking, cowgirl.”

Melissa looked downward, but given the angle and the distance could see nothing untoward. She could feel it well enough, however, a slight fluctuation in the pressure within her breasts, growing again, pushing out more milk with each beat of her heart. Casting aside concerns about propriety, she placed a hand against each of her throbbing milkers. They came away wet.

“Oh, no,” she said, instantly forgetting everything else. She had milked herself before getting dressed this morning, but even so the emotional stress that she had been under since entering the building—further exacerbated by Janice’s treatment of her—had sent her breasts into overdrive, milk under pressure oozing through the layers of nylon/spandex, the Kevlar mesh, and finally the denim, making her predicament quite apparent.

Melissa turned away from the table, leaving Janice behind, instinct guiding her. She lumbered out of the lunchroom, oversized udders wobbling wildly despite the support of her custom-designed undergarments. It might still be in her locker, even after all this time. Before it had been a hobby, but now she needed the little machine more than ever.

She continued down the hallway, uncaring at the shocked expressions of those she passed. There it was, just past the women’s restroom: the Mothers’ Room. She banged into the empty room, thankful that Masterson’s misogynistic hiring practices made use of the space unlikely. The room was as it had always been: mismatched rocking chairs, scratched tables, cartons of toilet paper stacked against the wall. Her locker was just ahead, the lock still hanging from the slide bar. She reached into her purse and pulled out her keys and slid the key into the lock. It snapped open. Hurriedly, she removed the lock and opened the locker. It was empty.

“It took me almost three weeks to pick that lock,” came Janice’s voice from behind her. There was no scorn or hatred in her tone now. She sounded much more like the Janice she had known before. “That was some serious hardware, Mel.”

Melissa could feel her breasts throbbing, more milk being extruded through the fabric of her dress, but for some strange reason it didn’t seem to matter. She closed the locker door and turned to face her friend. Janice stood there, leaning against the closed door of the Mothers’ Room, arms crossed in front of her non-existent breasts. 

“I felt like the world’s biggest fool, Mel, swearing out a missing persons report on a cow. Of course I didn’t know that then. No, silly me, I thought your fancy man had killed you, or maybe sold you to white slavers.”

“How did you know?” 

Janice smiled, her dark eyes almost liquid in the soft light. “It’s funny the things you learn if you know Spanish. I overheard the janitorial staff talking about you a week after you’d quit: your almost hourly trips down here, oatmeal cookie crumbs on the carpet, and most especially how you terrorized some of their people. They even had a name for you: La vaca blanca—the white cow. I had them show me your locker. I was surprised by what I found in there, but then instantly realized that I shouldn’t have been, given your curiosity, not to mention your diet and your expanding boobs. And then there was that question, ‘does a cow enjoy being milked?’ So now you can tell me. Does a cow enjoy it?”

“I—” Melissa began, finding speech difficult, as though her tongue were locked in place again.

“Come on, Mel,” said Janice, reaching up and turning the deadbolt on the door. She moved further into the room, tossing her purse onto the scratched coffee table, her expression an eery reminder of the coyotes that had almost killed her. “I’ve been dying to know for months. Did you enjoy it?” 

Melissa reflexively took a step backwards, her back coming to rest against the bank of lockers. She could retreat no farther, a fact which Janice was aware of, her languid smile broadening into a expression of triumph. 

Melissa looked down into her own cleavage, unable to meet Janice’s eyes, feeling all but paralyzed under the beautiful Native American’s gaze. “I—I have to go home,” she said weakly, surprised that she had actually managed to speak. She could see the darkness expanding on the front of her dress now, her rapidly beating heart forcing more and more of her product through her teats, the denim absorbing her milk like a sponge. “I need—”

“I know what you need.” Janice’s voice was low but strong, confident and assured. “You need to be milked, Melissa. Let me milk you.”

Melissa closed her eyes and swallowed, trying to catch her breath. God, her dress felt so tight, her udders—no, her breasts!—straining against the Kevlar mesh confining them. She opened her eyes to find that Janice was standing directly in front of her now, her rail-thin body less than a foot away from her own heaving bosom. She looked up at her, unsure exactly what she was offering. “Do…do you still have the machine?”

Janice’s dark eyes sparkled. “I’ve got it, but we won’t be needing it. If there’s one thing I know it’s how to milk a cow.”

Melissa felt rather than saw the tab of her zipper being pulled down, looked down to see more and more of her pale cleavage being exposed to the light. Oh, no, she thought, panicking, she’ll see my skin. She’ll see my tattoos!

“No, Jan, you don’t—”

“Easy, girl,” Janice replied smoothly, drawing the zipper down to just beneath her navel. She brought her hands up beneath the heavy milkers, testing them, weighing them. “My God, these are real, aren’t they?” she said in wonder. “I thought sure they were implants.” She ran a hand across the smooth expanse of titflesh that wasn’t covered by Kat’s handmade brassiere. The skin beneath her hand was warm, almost hot. It was also trembling. “Relax, girl. Janice knows what she’s doing.”

Melissa whimpered as Janice’s practiced fingers brushed at the fabric of her bra cup, then shuddered when the taller woman dragged a long fingernail across the swollen teat denting the Kevlar mesh. A moment later she felt both flaps being released simultaneously, the massive milkers practically exploding through the triangular harness, milk spraying everywhere.

Both women looked down to see that the front of Janice’s white silk blouse had been wetted by the spray, her own nipples poking through the material. Janice laughed, which caused Melissa to laugh in turn, the two women giggling like schoolgirls, right up until Janice leaned forward and sealed Melissa’s mouth shut with a blazing kiss.

“Mmmh…!” murmured Melissa, surprised by Janice’s invading tongue. What was happening? Janice wasn’t gay…was she? No, she had a boyfriend, or at least she’d had a boyfriend months ago. Or had she? She couldn’t recall that Janice had ever showed her any pictures of him. She didn’t even know his name, come to think of it.

She felt a tug at her teat, the sensation of milk spraying from her engorged nipple causing her to further melt into the kiss, her tongue wrapping around Janice’s, any worries over sexual orientation instantly buried under an avalanche of pure pleasure. She closed her eyes, not out of shame or worry, but because she wanted to luxuriate in the feeling. Janice was absolutely right. She did know what she was doing.

Another tug, another spurt of milk, and Melissa’s knees weakened. Half-dazed, she felt herself being guided, as though she and Janice were slow-dancing. A moment later she felt something pressing against the backs of her knees, a rocking chair. Melissa allowed herself to be lowered into it. Panting slightly, she opened her eyes just as Janice kneeled down in front of her and settled her slim body between her spread legs, bent forward and took an erect teat into her mouth.

“Ohhh….” lowed Melissa, as Janice began fervently sucking her milk from her, not as efficiently as she was used to, but vastly more pleasurable. She sat there, groaning and bucking while Janice kneeled over her, milking her using her mouth and hands. Melissa was in seventh heaven, her mind in a state of ultimate bliss, at least until she felt Janice’s hand push aside her panties and slide two milk-lubricated fingers inside her hairless snatch.

“OHHH….” moaned Melissa again, arching her back, uncaring at her volume as her friend continued her oral/manual onslaught on her tits and cunt. Shockwave after shockwave racked her body as Janice expertly milked her, using tongue, teeth, and fingers, each spray of milk into her friend’s mouth like a mini-gasm.

Half-delirious with ecstasy, Melissa let her head loll forward so that she could see Janice’s face. The dark eyes were closed, as though she were lost in a rapture all her own, her face dotted with drops of cream, her mouth moving up and down along the fat nipple as if she were deep-throating a fat cock. But the most sensual image was that of her lustrous black hair, perhaps the Indian maiden’s most striking feature. It was now wet and tangled, as though she had just emerged from a milk bath, or at least a shower. Melissa had never in her life seen such a beautiful woman.

Janice opened her eyes in time to see Melissa gazing at her. She gave her a slow wink, her eyes sticky with her lover’s cream, then closed them again so that she could concentrate on her sweet work. 

Melissa let her head fall back, reveling in the sensations, every suck, every slurp, every brush of a finger across her clit driving her pleasure, making her forget her conscious body. Janice was by far the most skillful lover she had ever known, but it was her milking experience that made the difference. She knew exactly how to handle a milk-full tit, and how to get the most out of it: squeezing, sucking, licking, and tugging on the shining teats so that they yielded up every last drop in the most enjoyable way possible. Melissa grasped the arms of the chair as she felt a breast orgasm coming.

But not just one. Melissa had had breast orgasms before, but never in both breasts at the same time, and certainly not combined with a clitoral one to boot. She screamed when she hit the trifecta, so loudly that Janice rolled the tit she wasn’t sucking on upward, muffling her unbridled shrieking. Melissa’s hoarse screams continued for more than a minute, the warmth spreading out from her erogenous zones completely engulfing her, until she slid from the chair and onto the floor, her whole body as limp as a wet rag.

It took several minutes for Melissa to come down from her multiple orgasms, her heavy breasts warm and tingling. Janice took the opportunity to lie down too, using Melissa’s body for a mattress and her right breast for a pillow.

“That was…” Melissa started to say, speech coming with some difficulty, “…that was...”

“That was delicious, Mel,” Janice finished for her. “Goodness, but you’re fattening. I’m going to have to run a couple extra miles tomorrow morning just to work off your cream.”

“Don’t blame me. You were the one who said she didn’t swallow.” The two women laughed, both of them relaxed and happy in the afterglow of a good milking, but a thought nagged at Melissa. 

“I had no idea you were bi, Jan.”

“Lez,” Janice corrected, absently running her fingers up and down the erect nipple across from her face. “Always have been.”

“But I thought—”

“—what I wanted you to think, what I’ve always wanted everyone to think. It’s tough enough being an Indian in Texas, Mel, much less a lesbian Indian.” She sighed, deep in thought apparently. “I was just getting out of a relationship when you up and disappeared, though I suppose dumped is a more accurate way of putting it.”

“You got dumped?” said Melissa incredulously.

“Lyn was beautiful and busty, though nowhere near as busty as you used to be. She was also the jealous type. She discovered a picture of you that I had on my cell phone—”

“You have a picture of me?”

“Yeah. It was the day you were wearing that blue polka-dot dress. I snapped the picture when you weren’t looking. Creepy, huh?” Once upon a time it might have been, but Melissa’s creepiness bar had since been raised a few dozen notches.

“Anyway, after she found that pic on my cell phone, things went pretty much downhill from there.” Melissa felt her breast move, Janice shaking her head in self-disgust.

“But what about you, Mel? I always got a strictly hetero vibe from you before, but in light of, well….” She let the sentence trail off, an unspoken invitation for her friend/lover/mikmaid to finish it.

Melissa looked down at the long, fat nipple between Janice’s fingers, deep in thought. A pearly drop of cream formed at the tip and then spread out over the erect teat and flowed downward; a milky Mount Vesuvius. “I don’t know what I am anymore, Jan,” she said after a minute.

Janice snuggled her head further into the flesh pillow, as though making herself at home there, or perhaps to create a memory that she could treasure should it be the last time. “Something happened to you, Mel,” she said gently. “Your skin is so pale, like you’ve been sick, though you look better than ever. Did he do this to you…or did you do this for him? I’ll understand if you don’t want to talk about it.”

Melissa sighed, unsure what to say, but then decided. “I’m not going to tell you what happened, at least not today. If I tell you, you’ll feel sorry for me, and I don’t want you feeling sorry for me.” She wriggled out from beneath Janice and stood up. “Would you close your eyes please?”

Janice sat up, her silk blouse all but transparent and her suede skirt dark in spots where Melissa’s milk had stained it. Both women knew it would have to be tossed. She closed her eyes as requested, her face upturned in curiosity.

Melissa quickly stripped to the skin, tossing her clothes and the blonde wig onto the nearby couch, though not her heels, which she put back on. A little sexy never hurt. “You can open your eyes, Jan,” she said. Janice did so, her lips parting in amazement.

Melissa stood there in all her bovine glory. She watched in apprehension as Janice shakily got to her feet, obviously shocked at her lover’s transformation.

“This is what I am, Jan,” Melissa said, doing her best to keep her voice level. “It’s all right if you can’t accept it, but I’m not going to hide anymore.” Nor was she. If Janice couldn’t accept her as she was, well...there was always porn. She did not have any expectations, but even so it surprised her when tears began running down Janice’s cheeks.

“Y-you remind me of Bossy,” Janice said, sniffling. “She was a great cow.” Melissa came up to her and put her arms around her, allowing the taller woman to lean on her.

“I-I want to see you,” Janice said after minute. “All of you.” Melissa smiled and stepped back, turning her body a full three-sixty, rather enjoying the feeling of Janice’s hand as it trailed over her.

“What’s this?” Janice asked, her hand lingering on Melissa’s flank. “Is this a brand, Mel?”

Melissa gulped and nodded. She had forgotten about that.

“Well, we’ll have to get that removed,” she said sternly. “I’ll be damned if I’ll have someone else’s brand on my cattle.”

Melissa smiled, her own eyes growing watery. “Your…ca—”

“Um-hmm,” Janice nodded, reaching down and removing the double-loop belt from around her waist. It was more decorative than functional, although it functioned perfectly well when loosely cinched about Melissa’s throat. “I don’t want you running off again, Mel.”

“Buttercup,” Melissa corrected. “Call me Buttercup?”

Janice smiled. “Abso—”

Both women turned as the door’s deadbolt clicked over, the door bursting open a second later to reveal a red-faced Mrs. Masterson flanked by her slack-jawed husband and a passel of others, cell phone cameras already recording the festivities.

“WHAT IN GOD’S NAME IS GOING ON IN HERE, MISS PARKER?” bellowed Mrs. Masterson, her already scarlet face turning purple in apoplexy.

Janice was taller than everyone in attendance, but she actually seemed to grow a few inches in height. She turned to Melissa and smiled. “I guess we’re both done hiding. Shall we?”

A welcome feeling of calm came over Melissa at that point, one she hadn’t felt in weeks. She reached over and retrieved her purse from the floor and then picked up her discarded clothes from the couch, though she did not bother to put them on. She doubted that she would need clothing ever again. 

Janice unhurriedly grabbed her purse from the coffee table and swatted her new cow on the rump with it. “Vamanos, girl.”

Melissa moved forward, her bizarre body causing the people blocking her path to back away. Janice followed her out into the hallway, still holding the lead, the translucent blouse molded to her body making her look almost as naked as her newly gained livestock.

Together they walked out to the elevator, the confused gawkers behind them following at a respectful distance. Melissa stood in front of the closed doors while Janice pressed the elevator’s call button. She knew she was being stared at, but found that it didn’t bother her in the slightest. She missed that feeling. 

When the elevator doors opened, Melissa and her new owner stepped inside and turned about to face the crowd. Janice pressed the button for the parking level, then shook her head at the assembled crowd.

“Did you ever see such a pasty-faced bunch of assholes, Buttercup?”

Melissa smiled in agreement as the doors closed. They descended in silence, for about four seconds, at which point both women burst into bouts of hysterical laughter. They were still laughing when the elevator doors opened onto the parking level.

“Oh, my God,” Janice said, her voice shaking with laughter, though Melissa thought she detected just the faintest trace of worry. “What did I just do?” 

“I think you just quit your job, Jan.”

“I guess I did at that.” She led Melissa out of the elevator to more stares, more cell phones coming out of pockets and purses, disbelieving passersby documenting the strange sighting. The beautiful Native American held her head high as she passed by them, unconcerned and uncaring. Melissa was proud of her. She had chosen a good owner.

Sadly, she thought of Rance. He had been a good owner, sure. He had protected her and fed her and kept her clean, but despite his promises he had never given her what she needed. Yes, she had needed to be milked, but cows—or more accurately hucows—needed more than that. They needed love, too.

There was no doubt in Melissa’s mind that Janice loved her. Milking, for her, was not an act of exploitation or debasement. It was an act of love and care and tenderness. Janice, unlike Rance, would give her precisely what she needed, and in return she would give Janice everything she had to give: love, devotion, and all the milk she could ever want. It was the essence of a mutually beneficial relationship.

Janice led her new cow to her car, an older model Jeep that Melissa was happy to discover was quite roomy in the rear, especially after she folded the back seat down. She crawled in and lay down on the floor of the cargo area without waiting to be asked.

“Oh, well,” Janice said, buckling up, feeling free to talk now that they were outside the hearing of others, “I guess I’ll start looking for a new job tomorrow, after I run those few extra miles of course. Pity, it was a good j—” Janice stopped, the giggling coming from the rear of the vehicle giving her pause. “What…what’s so funny, Mel, er, Buttercup?”

“I was just wondering, Jan,” Melissa said, sitting up so that they could see each other via their reflections, “how would you feel about going into the dairy business?”

Janice laughed. “Dairy business? With just one cow? Hardly a going concern, Butter—”

“Seven cows,” Melissa corrected. “Think about it, Jan. Your very own herd.”

“Seven…?” repeated Janice, her eyes unfocused.

“Um-hm. They’re just a phone call away. I also happen to know of a little dairy that’s coming up for auction soon. In fact, I might even know someone who could dig up a customer database.” She beamed at her owner, secure in the knowledge that she would make a good dairywoman. On that score she had no doubt, especially with seven hucows to help show her the ropes. But something was missing.

“By the way, Jan, do you know any foreign languages, aside from Spanish?”

Janice smiled at the mirror and spoke a few words, none of them even remotely recognizable to Melissa. Was it Comanche? Some other Native American language? Melissa didn’t know. All she knew was that she felt an indescribable sense of peace, of contentment.

She lay back down on the floor mat while Janice put the Jeep in gear and pulled out of her parking space. Soft singing emanated from the front of the vehicle, a lullaby it sounded like. She closed her eyes and let the foreign sounds waft over her, her black and white body swaying softly as her new owner negotiated the twists and turns of the parking garage. Had she ever been so happy, so complete?

Buttercup decided that she had not.




The End


A Few Words About

Keeping Hucows




Don’t fucking do it.

The Silence of the Hucows is a work of fiction, which means that it’s entirely made up. The last thing I need is to sit down in front of my computer some morning, and find out from CNN that some mouth-breather in Bumfuck, Idaho was discovered to be keeping women in his basement, forcibly milking them, selling their product on the Internet, and saying that he got the instructions from me. Crikey, I can’t even get my kid to do what I tell him.

As far as inducing lactation in a willing (mark that word—willing!) hucow, the supplements listed herein should not be used without first consulting a physician. Remember: a good dairyman always puts the health of his livestock first.




Hucow Teeth Cleaning Biscuits




Ingredients:

1 cup flour

1/4 cup oats

1/4 cup shredded coconut

1/2 tablespoon baking powder

1/2 cup creamy peanut butter

1/2 cup milk

1 tablespoon olive oil

1 tablespoon applesauce




Directions:

Preheat oven to 180 degrees

Combine the dry ingredients in a mixing bowl

Add wet ingredients and mix well.

Knead into a ball.

Roll out dough on to wax paper to ~ 3/4” thick

Cut and roll into desired size phallic shapes and place on parchment paper.

Bake for 20 minutes until golden brown

Store in an airtight container.


Translations




“Lo siento señorita,”

“I’m sorry, Miss,”




“¿Qué está pasando?”

“What’s going on?”




“Esta vaca rubia necesita que la ordeñen,”

“This blonde cow needs to be milked,”




“¿Adónde va, señorita?”

“Where to, Miss?”




“Dobré ráno, hucows!”

“Good morning, hucows!”




“Čas na dojení, hucows!”

“Milking time, hucows!”




“Jak se dnes máme, má sladká Moo-moo? Plná, holka?”

“How are you today, my sweet Moo-Moo? Full, girl?”




“Hodné děvče, Buttercup.”

“Good girl, Buttercup.”




“Dáš dnes hodně mléka?”

“Are you going to give me lots of milk today?”




“Ty jsi šikovná holka, Buttercup.”

“That’s my girl, Buttercup.”




“Jen se neboj, holka. Rance se o tebe postará.”

“Don’t you worry, girl. Rance will take care of you.”




“Vede se ti dobře, holko?”

“Doing okay, girl?”




“Líbilo se ti to, holko moje?”

“Did you like that, girl?”




“No to je ono, holka moje.”

“That’s my girl.”




“Červená růžičko, proč se nerozvíjíš?

Proč ty k nám, Buttercup? Proč ty k nám, Buttercup?

Proč ty k nám nechodíš?”




“Red rose, why aren’t you blooming?

Why you, Buttercup? Why you, Buttercup?

Why don’t you come to us?”




“Jen klid klid, Buttercup. Jistě se teď cítíš lépe, no ne?”

“There, there, Buttercup. I bet you feel better now, don’t you?”




“Tady je naše Buttercup.”

“There’s my Buttercup.”




“Hloupá hucow. Jsi v pořádku? Uvázla jsi?”

“Silly hucow. You okay, girl? You stuck?”




“Ahoj, Maggie.”

“Hello, Maggie.”




“Máš hlad, kotě?”

“You hungry, kitty-cat?”




“Něco pro tebe mám, Buttercup.”

“I have something for you, Buttercup.”




“Vše je v pořádku, holka. Možná příště.”

“That’s okay, girl. Maybe next time.”




“Dobrou noc, holko.”

“Night-night, girl,”




“Pojď blíž, Buttercup. Je řada na tobě, holko.”

“Come along, Buttercup. Your turn, girl.”
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