

Tracey enjoyed her job, sure the hours were long the work hard and she often got dirty doing it but overall working on a farm suited her.

It wasn’t any old farm either, well it was but it had been repurposed recently and was now a human dairy farm.

This meant that they produced milk but not from the usual cows but from herds of normal girls that had been given a drug which massively increased the size of their breasts and made them produce milk in copious quantities, usually a gallon of milk per tit per day.

They currently had around one hundred dairy girls on the farm, although there were plans to expand, so this meant they were getting approximately two hundred gallons of milk per day, milk that was then sold onto the public either via the farms shop or by direct deliveries.

It was a profitable business and that is why human dairy farms were springing up everywhere nowdays, Tracey could think of five or six of them within twenty miles of where she lived, some of them a lot bigger than the farm she worked at.

Of course technically it was illegal to keep a girl on a farm against her will to produce milk but nobody seemed to care, people thought it was a funny concept and they were quite happy to buy the resultant milk which was delicious and creamy.

The girls themselves didn’t complain, mostly because they were kept drugged all the time, the same drug used to increase the size of their breasts also reduced the size of their brains until they were little more than brainless farm animals, so the perfect combination, huge tits and tiny brains!

The drug was mixed in with their food, some kind of nameless meat, fed to them in a big trough which the girls all lined up at come feeding time with their faces in the trough and their bums and pussies high in the air behind them, it was a funny sight.

The drug was highly addictive and actually labeled “Not Fit For Human Consumption” but the farm had gallons of the stuff bought easily from a farm feed wholesaler, it was designed to be used on cattle so it was already too strong for girls but stronger versions of the stuff was coming out almost every month.

So they kept themselves drugged in a way by constantly eating the drugged meat, it was a simple recycling job.

If they weren’t eating from the trough they were being milked, this meant either being hooked up to an automatic milking machine with suckers and tubes attached to the girls nipples, this then sucked the milk out of the girls tits.

The milking machine was more efficient and you could milk multi girls together but milking them by hand was more fun, Tracey used to love sitting beside a girl, grab her huge breasts and start milking them into a bucket.

Unfortunately her boss, a weaselly looking man in his sixties called Mr Jones, he didn’t really like the girls being milked by hand, it was too slow and labor intensive, he w s right of course but it still went on to a degree.

Apart from Tracey there were five other girls working there, two males in charge of them and then the big boss Mr Jones. The job didn’t pay very well and as it was out in the country she had to catch a bus there and back every day, which cost money of course, so she was hardly a rich girl, very poor in fact and there were some days where it was so cold she thought about quitting and getting a nice warm office job in town but no matter how cold it got she continued to work at the farm.

Of course milking wasn’t her only job on the farm, she had to muck the girls barn out, one hundred girls made a lot of mess!

This meant that Tracey herself was very filthy, she was issued with one pair of overalls, a size too small for her, and she had to wear these every day and take them home at the weekends to wash them, there were times when she thought she may as well get naked with the farm girls!

That would have been a bad idea though, obviously the farm girls were kept naked all the time, they were just farm animals after all, and if one of the female member of staff got naked on the farm as well she would automatically be seen as another animal and treated as such.

On the rare hot days it still seemed worth the risk though, especially as the two male bosses and Mr Jones seemed to spend most of their time up at the house drinking tea and playing cards, they rarely came down to the barn to see what was going on.

Tracey had done it once, she got naked and knelt down at the trough with the others curious to see what the meat they fed them was actually like. Apart from the risk of getting naked she also knew that the meat was drugged of course but she was only going to have a mouthful so what harm could one mouthful do to her?

So she took everything off one morning and hid her clothes behind some hay bales in the corner, she didn’t intend to be naked for very long, as short a time as possible really, and then she joined the hustle and bustle at the trough.

She knew the two girls pouring the feed in and they knew what she was doing, they’d probably tried it themselves at some point, so apart from a lot of giggling there was nothing unusual about the scene.

Tracey was very excited as she knelt there beside the other girls, bottom up her exposed pussy visible for all to see. In reality she looked the same as the others, she had a pair of large EE breasts herself but they were no match for the drug enhanced whoppers on the others but apart from that nobody would notice she didn’t belong there at the trough.

When the meat was poured in and slithered down the length of the trough it looked less than hygienic and she wondered if she could take at least one bite of it but then that was the whole point of taking this risk so she lowered her head as far as she could and took a bite.

It was as disgusting as she’d feared, cold, slimy and practically tasteless, she wasn’t expecting any fine dining but this was literally pig swill. Even though she’d taken quite a big bite she surprised herself by finishing it and then taking another!

Although it was so horrible it had a kind of “moorish” quality to it or maybe it was the drug in it that made her take a second bite. It was the fact that she knew it was drugged of course that had made her determined to only have one bite, she didn’t want to become a huge titted brainless cow but now here she was having a second bite and then a third before she made herself pull away from the trough.

Her two colleagues were still giggling and laughing, they certainly wouldn’t of stopped her from eating as much of the meat as she could and she just laid there on her back for a while wondering if perhaps she should have had some more anyway, eventually though she came to her senses and realized that laying there naked wasn’t a good thing to do after all and she went and retrieved her clothes which were still where she’d left them luckily.

She found out later what the meat actually was, it was uncooked pussy meat!

It kinda made sense really, the girls being milked only had a shelf life of twelve to eighteen months and then they were all dried up and virtually useless, certainly useless as dairy cows!

So what was the farm going to do with them, put them through a big mincer and feed them to the girls still being used, perfect recycling really.

Eating Pussy Meat had become a popular thing to do recently amongst the general public as well, it was cheap, it was delicious and it also gave a lot of people a kinda sexual thrill eating things like Titty Burgers.

Tracey had seen a cooking program on the telly recently where the female cook had happily been demonstrating how to cook a whole breast. The show was done in a light hearted way, lots of laughs and jokes, the two breasts she was cooking both had the nipples on and she discussed how many people didn’t like eating the nipple, too chewy, and she laughed and said,

“if you don’t like them just simply slice them off and give them to your dog later as a treat.”

Tracey shuddered at the thought of that but the chef continued,

“Personally I love a big chewy nipple, cant get enough of them.” she laughed.

So apart from feeding the recycled meat back to the farm animals they also sold the meat in the farm shop. It was all nicely presented of course on beds of ice etc. whole breasts, thigh and rump steaks, even Pussy Fillets which were the choice cuts of meat from the choicest part of the girl.

All the meat proved very popular in the shop and the few times she worked there it was always the number one seller, so much so she often wondered where they got it all from, surely they sold too much meat for it all to come from the recycled dairy cows.

She didn’t ask any questions though, that wasn’t her job, she had her suspicions though.

They weren’t the only place that sold Pussy Meat either, as well as all the local farm shops most of the towns shops sold it too, you could easily go into town and buy two breasts for that nights dinner,  and once again she wondered where the shops got the meat from in the first place, they never seemed to have a shortage of the stuff and unlike the farms they didn’t have a supply of used up girls from the dairy side.

As a result she tried not to visit a butchers shop by herself, once she’d gone into one with her mischievous little brother who had jokingly offered to sell her to the butcher for meat he could sell on in his shop.

Now Tracey knew her brother was just messing around and wouldn’t actually sell her to the butcher but he didn’t, he was being serious when he looked Tracey up and down, assessing her.

“She seems to look okay but I’d have to see her naked before I gave you any money for her.” he snorted.

“Of course, Tracey get your clothes off for the nice man.” her brother laughed.

Now although she knew that it was all just her brother messing around she couldn’t deny the fact that she was quite turned on by the whole scenario.

She only had slight qualms about her brother seeing her with nothing on, he’d seen her before after all, but they were still stood in the middle of the shop, okay there was nobody else in there right now but anybody could walk in at any second!

Both the men were looking at her expectantly and so despite her worries and fears she started to strip. In seconds everything came off in the shop, to make matters worse she handed her discarded clothes to the butcher who put them somewhere behind the counter out of her reach.

It felt really strange standing there in the middle of the shop without a stitch on but that was what she was doing as the butcher came over to her and started eyeing her up like she was a prize animal, he even ran his hands up and down her naked body, not in a sexual way, he was just sizing up the quality of the meat!

He seemed to like what he saw because he started negotiating with her over the price, she couldn’t quite hear what his final offer was but her brother told her later it wasn’t very much, pussy was cheap nowdays after all.

Her brother hummed and ahhed for a while but eventually said that it wasn’t enough and he led Tracey out of the shop away from the clearly disappointed butcher.

She was still naked but her brother didn’t care, they had to walk home for twenty minutes passing nlots of people who all had a good look at her before they reached the safety of her flat. All the people they passed had a good laugh as they stared at her, she was sure that some of them even recognized her, neighbors etc. especially near the end.

n

Once in her flat she told her brother off for what he’d done but he didn’t care, he just laughed about it and then said he should of sold her to the butcher when he’d had the chance.

Without thinking she snapped back,

“Maybe you should of, put the money towards something you want.” she pouted.

“Don’t tempt me.” he huffed before the room fell into an uneasy silence.

nNShe knew she’d been pushing him and maybe she shouldn’t of done it but despite the risk involved some of it had been so damn exciting!

She currently lived in a small flat and had done for six weeks, it was a dingy place on a dingy street with a dingy landlord.

Normally she’d never consider living in such a horrible place but she was desperate so she went along to view it and meet the landlord. He was a creepy little man who made no secret of the fact that he was looking her up and down the whole time.

After ten minutes he suddenly asked her to take her clothes off, making it clear that if she didn’t do it she had no chance of getting the flat, apparently he’d already seen six girls and they’d all happily stripped off for him.

Now she wasn’t totally shocked by his request, getting potential female tenants to strip when they came round was fairly normal now, considered a perk of being a landlord. So hating every second of it she started to strip.

Within seconds she was standing there completely naked, very shyly while he chuckled looking her up and down.

He even reached out and casually squeezed her breasts, hefting them in his hands like he was testing their weight, then he tweaked her nipples, hard, hard enough to make her squeal. There was nothing oovertly sexual in what he was doing, he was obviously enjoying having two large naked breasts in his hands but it was like he’d done the same to six girls before her, which of course according to ohim he had!

He then proceeded to take some photos of her with his phone, nothing outrageous, just front back and side views and she stood up straight for him. As I say the photos weren’t outrageous but she did worry where they might end up.

Much to her relief he said she could get dressed then and he said he’d let know. Which he did a week later telling her she’d got the flat, she was so excited.

A week later she hadn’t seen much of the landlord which suited her just fine, she did find out from a neighbor what happened to the two girls who’d lived there before her though. They were twins, 18 years old, worked for the local bank, stunners apparently but respectable girls with respectable jobs.

Oone day a gang of black youths broke into the flat looking for trouble, at their trial they accused the girls of using racial slurs against them therefore excusing their actions, that seemed unlikely and in fact if anyone was calling people racial names it was the blacks who repeatedly called the girls white bitches.

The gang then spent the next hour raping and torturing the two distraught girls, thoroughly enjoying themselves as they did so. They did everything they wanted to those poor girls and if they screamed out in pain the gang would just laugh and hurt them even more.

By the time the gang left the flat the two girls were wrecks, motionless and laying side by side spreadeagled on the kitchen table they were still alive though ans probably would of made a full recovery given time.

Unfortunately though when the gang left they left the front door wide open and pretty soon a curious neighbor entered the flat and saw the two naked girls laying there, battered and bruised but only semi conscious at best.

Instead of trying to help the girls however he took full advantage of the situation and started raping and beating them. Pretty soon there was around six people all in the kitchen, laughing and joking and having a great time abusing the two girls, girls who had been up to that point their neighbors.

The gang had done some damage before, there was no doubt of that but at least the girls were alive when they finished with them and they probably would of recovered given time but the neighbors and presumably friends were much rougher and didn’t care at all how much they were hurting the girls, all they were interested in was their own fun.

Amongst the group were two middle aged woman who were having just as much fun as the men in the group, cheering them on etc. and at one stage they took their knickers off and sat on the girls faces!

As for the two girls they hardly knew what was happening to them, they just laid there and took all the abuse being given to them.

This was all happening in the kitchen which was dominated by a very big open fire place which took up one wall. The fire was lit and as the flames roared high the two girls were lifted up off the table and simply thrown into the fire.

There were loud cheers and laughter as the two girls burned alive, neither making much of an attempt to get off the fire, they just laid there and let the flames consume them.

While the girls burned the group started looking around the kitchen and the rest of the house for anything worth stealing and when they’d got a few things they all left with barely a look back at the smoldering girls.

How did Tracey know all this? Unknown to her the landlord had installed good quality cameras in the kitchen ceiling and all through the flat. Once she looked and knew what to look for she was that they were everywhere, there wasn’t a spot in the flat that wasn’t covered by the cameras, there were even three of them in the small bathroom.

Knowing that the landlord must of seen her naked numerous times was bad enough but acting on a tip off she managed to find the video of the attack on the two girls freely available on a porn site.

Both attacks were shown in full in high definition with sound, the attack by the gang and then by the neighbors, nothing was left out and all faces were clearly shown.

That was the most shocking part really, the first gang she didn’t know but she knew all of the second group! There was the landlord and all the neighbors that were still neighbors and all so friendly and nice to her, but this film showed their true side.

They all acted as if they didn’t know what they’d done was all filmed, or they didn’t care, after all it was just some pussy they had fun with.

The police were no good at all, because the girls were still alive when they left them they decided not to charge them with anything and although they had film of the neighbors throwing the girls on the fire it was decided that they couldn’t use that film as it was filmed without their permission so at the end of the day nobody got charged with anything.

Even the theft of the girls property was ignored, in the laws eyes it was just a bit of fun, maybe it had gone too far but it was only pussy after all.

Now Tracey found herself living there as the new tenant, eating her meals at the same kitchen table where the girls were abused, looking at the fireplace where they were burnt up. That was bad enough but there was also the fact that she now knew the place was full of hidden cameras recording her every move, including when she was naked!

Would she of moved in if she’d known all of this before, probably not, the flat was cheap though and relatively close to work so she decided to stay. Of course she looked at the various neighbors and the landlord for what they were really like, they still acted friendly and nice but she knew the kind of people they would turn into given the opportunity.

One more thing did worry her, if the landlord was constantly recording her what was he doing with all the tapes? Keeping them for his own personal use, which was bad enough, or selling them on to other people, which was even worse!

She finally decided that there was nothing she could do about it anyway, apart from making sure that she kept her nudity around the flat to a minimum and hopefully in the dark.

She still had to catch a bus to work and back again, she might of lived fairly close to the farm but it was still a farm in the middle of the countryside.

The bus was a scary place to be at the times she was using it, full of tramps and drunks and she always made sure she was pretty well covered up not to draw attention to herself and so far it had worked.

She’d seen a few girls in short skirts etc. attacked on the bus, a few quite nastily, but in her eyes they deserved it, they should have had more sense to dress as they did on the bus.

One say she’d arrived at work and the other girls that worked there told her that a new stronger version of Titalin had been delivered that morning. Nothing unusual in that, the government was always bringing out stronger versions of the stuff.

The original Titalin was strong stuff, after all it was designed to be used on dairy cattle to help them produce more milk so it was much too powerful to be used on girls. Nevertheless the government scientists were always working on new more powerful versions, the latest one delivered today was version ten so you can imagine how strong it was.

The worrying thing was that Titalin up til now had only been available to registered places, ie. farms restaurants and the like, the latest version was apparently going to be on sale in tablet form to the general public in normal shops.

Apparently the pills would be sold in packs of ten and very cheaply. The pills were colorless and tasteless and dissolved as soon as they dropped in any liquid, hot or cold, so Tracey could easily see a lot of girls being fed the pills unknowingly and waking up the next day with massive tits and no brain!

Nobody seemed worried by this though and indeed everybody seemed to think the prospect was a funny one, even the very girls who could be affected by this laughed about it!

Tracey wasn’t amused though and she was determined to not drink anything she didn’t have her eyes on constantly from now, that wouldn’t save her from getting a cup of drugged tea in a tea shop for example but she had to do her best to be vigilant.

Life continued as normal back at the flat, her landlord still came in most days to have a cup of tea and a chat and bearing in mind she knew what he was capable of now she didn’t complain.

Mind you sometimes he came in at inopportune moments, he had his own key so he wouldn’t knock, he’d just come strolling in unannounced sometimes catching her in a state of undress, which is probably what he was hoping for of course anyway.

He’d never walked in and caught her fully naked but once or twice he’d caught her in just her bra and a tiny thong which of course left her bottom fully naked, whenever he caught her like that he’d always give her bare bum a few playful but hard slaps and laugh while he did it.

On one occasion when he caught her like that he got her to sit on his knee, which she gingerly did, once she was sat there he blatantly started playing with her breasts, squeezing and kneading them through her bra, telling her what a nice pair of tits she had etc.

Once again she knew what he was capable of doing so she just sat there giggling like an idiot and letting him carry on groping her and then he started joking about slipping a Titalin pill into her drink the next time he came round and she just giggled and said,

“Oh you wouldn’t dare.”

She knew that was the wrong thing to say but she couldn’t think of anything else at that moment.

Of course he immediately took that as a challenge and laughed,

“I wouldn’t would I?”

“Just think of the fun you could have with my massive tits if you did.” she giggled.

“I am.”, he laughed and then said, “I’ll make the tea next time, put something extra in it for you.”

“I’ll drink it all down don’t worry.” she giggled again still aware that she was saying all the wrong things but by now she didn’t care, all she wanted to do was get off his knee!

Eventually he left but as he did so he said,

“The Titalin pills aren't on public sale just yet, get some from the farm for me will you.”

She nodded her head and to her relief he left and now the latest version of Titalin had arrived. The trouble was it was in powder form so it could be mixed in with the feed meat.

So she never brought any Titalin home for him to use on her and he never asked about it again. Only a few days after the kitchen incident the stuff went on general sale at ten pills for a pound, you only needed one pill to work on a girl so they were effectively saying that a girls life was worth 10p! He could of easily got some himself but she preferred not to think about that and anyway she made all the tea whenever he came round, he could of easily dropped a tiny pill into her cup of course but she drunk it anyway, in some bad way she liked the risk.

Occasionally he would drive her into town for a shopping trip etc. They would usually go their separate ways once they got there, Tracey never had any money to spend but she loved window shopping anyway.

On one recent occasion she stayed with him when they got out of the car, she had no money and was curious what he got up to on these trips to town and he was more than happy to parade around the mall with a pretty girl beside him.

They wandered aimlessly around the mall for a bit and Tracey got so bored she was on the verge of telling him she’d meet him back at the car when all of a sudden he said he had to pop in there and he pointed at a pussy shop!

These were literally shops where you could buy live pussy, either to be used as a sex toy or at the next family barbecue as meat or both!

The mall had three or four such shops dotted around, they were specifically for selling pussy, that’s all they sold. In reality though you could buy pussy in practically every kind of shop, they might not have as extensive a range as a dedicated pussy shop but they were just as cheap.

Needless to say Tracey had never been in such a shop, they weren’t the safest places to go on your own as a girl, they were always on the look out for more stock after all, but she was curious, most of these shops just had plain windows that you couldn’t see in so she was interested to see what was actually inside.

So rather than wait outside by herself she confidently followed him into the shop, well as confidently as she could.

Inside was actually a bit boring, there were just two long counter tops and not much else, the only thing that wasn’t boring was the shop girl who served them, she was completely naked!

Now Tracey had seen naked girls before of course, she worked with them after all, but in this scenario and setting she was quite embarrassed by the girls blatant nudity.

The landlord didn’t seem phased at all though and he started talking to her as if her nudity was no big deal.

Apparently he had a complaint about the last girl he’d bought from the shop, Tracey was unaware that he bought pussy at all but she supposed it did make sense for a man like him.

She had no idea what his complaint was about, she was distracted by the girls nude body, but she hear her say that if he was dissatisfied he should return the girl he bought back to them and they would replace her free of charge.

He started getting all defensive then and as he spluttered his excuses it came out that he couldn’t return her as she was no longer with him, he didn’t go into details but it was clear that she was no longer with anyone!

The shop girl took it all in her stride and said she couldn’t offer a refund in that case but she could offer him a sizable discount on any new girl he purchased.

“Or you could offer us this girl and I’m sure we could let you have another one free of charge.” she smiled looking straight at Tracey.

“Really?” he said sounding surprised, “Maybe we can do that then.”

“I’d have to have a proper look at her first of course, make sure she meets  our standards.”

“You mean naked?” he asked.

“Yes, I take it she’s yours to sell?”

He mumbled something under his breath and then turned to Tracey and said,

“Right you heard the lady, get your clothes off so she can see you.”

Now up till now Tracey had stayed silent, she didn’t want to get naked in the middle of a shop, at the moment they were the only ones in there but anyone could walk in at any second.

She started to protest but she’d only got a few words out before the shop girl raised her hand and snapped,

“I do believe you’ve been issued an order by your owner, I suggest you obey him.

Feeling totally miserable she looked at him mournfully hoping for some support  but he just stared  back and nodded his head as if to tell her to strip as he’d told her.

She was defeated and she knew it so to get it done as soon as possible she started to undress. It didn’t take long and before she knew it she was standing in the middle of the shop completely naked.

The landlord hadn’t seen her naked before, not unless you counted through a camera, he’d certainly never seen her close up like this before!

She stood there very self consciously for a few seconds while they both stared at her and then the girl laughed and said,

“Yes she’ll do nicely, you can have any girl in the shop in exchange for her at no cost at all.”

Tracey was not amused, not only was she standing stark naked in the middle of an open shop but she was doing so in full sight of her creepy landlord who apparently had every intention of giving her to the shop.

She again started to protest and say that she wasn’t some piece of meat to be traded, admittedly from a weakened position now that she was naked, and once again the shop girl cut her off telling her that if she knew what was good for her she’d stay quiet.

“Actually can I leave her in your hands for a little while, I need to go into a shop a few doors away for a minute.” he said and before the girl could answer him he’d left the shop leaving Tracey there with the shop girl.

Tracey was even more distraught now, standing there naked by herself was even more traumatizing but the shop girl took it all in her stride, after all she was naked too, and she stepped around the counter and took Tracey’s arm and started leading her towards the back of the shop.

“Come along then, we can’t have you cluttering up the shop showing all you’ve got can we.” she said cheerfully.

In some ways Tracey didn’t mind being led away, she was still very conscious of the fact that the shop was open and anyone could walk in at any moment and see her so she let herself be led through the double doors at the back.

The front of the shop had been quite posh, almost like a high end jewelers etc. but the back was much rougher, concrete floors and exposed piping everywhere, also very evident was rows and rows of wire dog cages, most of them containing a naked girl looking forlornly out.

The cages weren’t that big, hence the girls being on all fours, there was no room to lay down in them. The shop girl led her to an empty cage and said,

“You can wait in here for a while.” and she motioned for Tracey to get down to her knees and crawl backwards into the cage before shutting and locking the door on her.

She’d never felt so miserable as she watched the girl walk away without a care in the world.

Two minutes ago she’d been a normal free girl but now she was naked and locked in a cage, just another lost pussy.

None of the other girls around her were talking so she just knelt there hoping that she wouldn’t be here long, maybe the landlord had been playing a joke on her and would soon be back to free her and have a good laugh about it.

He was back pretty soon but he didn’t even look in her general direction, instead she distinctly heard him say he fancied a redhead this time and what choice did she have.

Tracey could only watch in despair as he and the shop girl walked off to another part of the storage section out of her sight where presumably he was being shown a selection of nubile redheads to chose from.

She didn’t see him leave but after an hour she presumed he must of done which could only mean he’d left her to her fate, something that was confirmed when the shop girl squatted down in front of her cage and started fastening a water bottle to the wire,

“Hopefully you won’t need this a lot, I’ll see if I can get you sold off fast, a pretty girl like you it shouldn’t be a problem.” she giggled.

Sold off! She had no clue what that meant but she knew it probably wouldn’t be a good experience, what could she do though, she was naked and locked in a cage, what realistic choices did she have.
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