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		What started as four friends escaping to the desert for an adventure-filled weekend, turned into an intense, lust-filled transformation for Amy, as they discovered a top-secret facility that would soon start testing a new way to bring back the creamy goodness of milk to the damaged world.

		 

		Turned into a Milk Maid is a transformation story with hucow and bimbo themes. For mature audiences only.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		In the year 2026, an atomic blast ripped through the states. The effects of the fallout still exist today.

		 

		One of the worst and more immediate effects was that the water supply was contaminated, immediately causing ill effects and then causing mutations for years to come. While other sources of hydration were available for a time, another source needed to be found. Companies began testing alternative ways of supplying the world with a safe source of hydration matter, but it was the John Day Cardwell company based out of New York whose focus had been on the decontamination process of the world’s water supply. After years, they had mastered this technique, but after ten years of latent mutations and other fallouts after the blast, most of the world saw any source of water as a reminder of the dark past. They didn’t trust it, and within a year of the release of the drinking water decontamination process, the company crumbled. The staff, the scientists, they went on to other things, many stayed in New York, but a group of them, they secretly headed out west.

		The staff and scientists took over a defunct dairy cow facility in the middle of the Las Vegas desert. Luckily, they found that the previous owners were doomsday preppers before the fallout happened. There was already a sizeable bunker in place, completely safe from contamination and any wandering eyes. The fifty-foot by twenty-foot solid metal structure stood directly below the milking barn, equipped with entry only by a small hidden elevator in the back room.

		For six months the staff and scientists remained there alone, perfecting their formulas, modifying the equipment. But then in the sweltering June weather of the year 2036, on the second Tuesday of the month, they decided to start their human-testing trials.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		“What the hell, Bert?” Amy shoved him off her, and away from his second less-than-subtle attempt at groping her breasts. She couldn’t help that the last year had been good to her and that she now sported double Ds at only eighteen. She was proud of her big boobs; she just didn’t like them being manhandled by guys like Bert. That dude was a dick, but she put up with him because her best friend Georgia was dating his best friend, Noah.

		“Knock it off you two,” said Noah from the front seat. “We’re almost there.”

		Georgia turned around from the front passenger seat to eye Amy. She gave her a sly grin, completely obliviously of how repulsive Amy found Bert to be. Georgia was so smitten with Noah that she’d allowed him to convince them to head out into the Las Vegas desert to a motel in the middle of nowhere. Georgia was hoping to get laid; Amy was just hoping she didn’t get bit by some giant, mutant venomous snake. She hated the outdoors even more than she hated Bert. Add that the world was still discovering the effects of the fallout, and you never knew what you’d run into.

		There were still fragmented government factions and all sorts of mutations that didn’t show up for generations. She’d come across a three-headed snake outside her dorm room last year. She knew the weird guy from the fifth floor had started feeding it, so for all Amy knew, when she returned to school in the fall it would be fifteen feet long. Goosebumps ran up her arms even in the sweltering heat. She wrapped her arms around her chest, snuggling against the door, and closed her eyes.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		“Hey,” Georgia said, shaking Amy’s arm and trying to wake her. She turned to Bert who stood impatiently by her side. “She’s sound asleep.”

		“I’ll get her,” Bert said. “You go inside.” He gave Georgia a sly grin and she blushed, dipping her head and scuttling after Noah and to their motel room.

		It appeared as if they were smack dab in the middle of nowhere out here. The motel was surrounded by nothing but dust. Off in the distance lay the mountains, and a few stubborn cacti pushed through the cracked cement, dotting the empty parking lot. If Noah hadn’t promised Bert that Amy would come around after being stuck in the desert with them for a couple of days, he’d never have agreed to go on this trip.

		Bert pulled open Amy’s door and she fell from the seat, almost hitting the ground before Bert caught her in his arms. He wrapped his arms around her chest, pulling her to her feet as she flailed. “What the fuck?” she grumbled, pushing him off of her as she tried to regain her senses. “What happened?”

		Bert looked down at her, enjoying the view of her large breasts from above. They swelled above the top of her tank top, and it was all he could do to not bend down and slide his tongue along the spilling cleavage. Instead, he took a step back from her, unblocking her view to the motel behind them. Her eyes widened and she blinked in disbelief. “This is where we’re staying?” she asked.

		Bert shrugged, looking back at the dilapidated building surrounded by empty desert land. “I guess it’ll be good to get out of the city for a bit.”

		Amy turned her eyes slowly from the old motel to Bert, who still stared off silently in the direction of the motel. He looked a bit sad, and for a moment, Amy felt sorry for him. She knew his family struggled after the fallout. He hadn’t even been permitted to attend the local college once they reopened their doors.

		“Maybe it won’t be so bad,” Amy said. “I think all of us could use a bit of a change of scenery.”

		Bert either didn’t hear her or was lost in his thoughts, because he didn’t respond. Amy grabbed her bag from the car before following him to their rooms.

		 

		Amy had only flopped her bag down on the bed before Georgia came bursting into her room from the adjoining one. Amy clutched her chest in surprise.

		“What the hell?” she asked her friend. “Are you trying to give me a heart attack on the very first day?”

		“Sorry,” said Georgia as she plopped down onto the worn mattress. “I’m just excited.”

		“Well, that makes one of us,” Amy grumbled. “Look, our phones don’t even work out here.” She held her cell into the air like it would suddenly grab a signal past the towering mountains behind them.

		“Oh, stop,” said Georgia. “Who are you going to call anyway? I’m your only friend.”

		Amy knew Georgia had said it as a joke, but it still stung. She hadn’t really found anyone else at school she connected with this year. And with both her parents gone from the effects of the fallout, Georgia was all she had.

		“Hey,” said Georgia, poking Amy in her side and trying to get her to smile. “We’re here to have fun, okay? Let’s put aside real life for a while and just...” she shook her head, looking down at her empty hands. “Well, fuck, I don’t know, but let’s stop thinking about all the terrible shit, and let’s just have some fun. There’s no news here if we don’t want it,” she eyed the small TV in the corner of the room with the ancient rabbit ears atop it, “and our phones already don’t work, and as long as we don’t slurp up any puddles we should be clear from any contamination.”

		“Yeah,” Amy said, reaching over and grasping her friend’s hand. “You’re right.” She stood quickly, pulling Georgia to stand next to her. “You’re absolutely right. Seriously what could be worse than our everyday lives? So you dragged us out to the middle of the desert so you could get laid by Noah, that’s got to be way better than sitting around the city this summer.”

		Georgia wrapped her arms around her friend, squeezing her tight until she squealed.

		“Stop it!” Amy said, swatting her affectionate friend away from her. “No more sweet stuff. Let’s go grab the guys and have ourselves an adventure!”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		“Holy balls,” Bert grumbled as they reached the top of the mountain. He bent over, his hands on his knees, puffing out a heavy breath.

		Noah walked over to him, clapping him playfully on the back. “You did good, man. Now buck up, here come the girls.”

		Bert tried standing upright through the heavy stitch piercing his side as he struggled for a clear breath. He knew he was a bit out of shape, but next to Noah who still played soccer almost every day, and the two girls who thought running was a form of entertainment, he looked like an amateur.

		“We should have brought your parents’ side-by-sides,” he hissed through his teeth as the girls chatted, oblivious to the strenuous workout.

		“But then you wouldn’t be getting this excellent workout if we’d driven the whole way,” Noah said. “Plus, we’d never get those monstrosities up this mountain. And look at how gorgeous the view is.”

		Bert looked out over the large grassland before them. He hadn’t seen anything like that since before the fallout, back in Michigan where he was originally from. “Since when does grass grow in the desert?” he asked.

		The girls now stood next to them. Georgia pulled a small set of binoculars out of her backpack and put them to her eyes. She remained silent as she peered out over the field of green below them.

		Noah finally broke the silence. “What do you see?”

		“I’m... I’m not exactly sure.” She handed the glasses over to Amy who stepped up onto the rock in front of her, looking intently through the binoculars. “I don’t think it’s grass. I mean, it’s definitely some sort of pasture. But I don’t know, like clover or hay or something. It’s too hard to tell from up here.”

		“Yeah,” said Amy who handed the binoculars down to Bert. “I agree. It looks like pastureland.”

		“That can’t be,” said Bert as he climbed the rock next to Amy. She held onto his elbow as he listed slightly while trying to look through the binoculars. After getting a view of the land below, he passed them on to Noah. Bert smiled appreciatively at Amy, who still held him balanced upon the jagged outcropping. She smiled back and he suddenly felt intensely embarrassed about his recent perverted behavior. He needed to find a way to control himself around her exceptionally delicious breasts, which of course now glistened with moisture.

		“We need to get closer,” said Noah, breaking Bert free from thoughts of Amy’s breasts.

		“Huh?” Bert said.

		Georgia giggled knowingly as she’d caught him lusting after her friend.

		“We can’t see good enough from up here,” Amy said. “Noah’s right. We need to get closer.”

		“But why?” Georgia said.

		“Have you seen any pasture lands since the fallout?” Amy chastised her.

		Georgia squinted her eyes at her, unappreciative of her insinuation that she had no idea what was going on in the world. “I happen to live in the city, so no, I’ve not been around any pastures lately.”

		Georgia pressed her lips tight, crossing her arms over her chest. Amy loved Georgia, but she knew she tended to minimize what most people still struggled with after the fallout. Her parents were government scientists and Georgia had been sheltered through most of the past ten years. Attending college this past year had been eye-opening to her, to say the least, but she still viewed most of the information as second-hand, like she was reading a story that didn’t directly affect those around her. Although, she had taken in Amy after she found out she had nowhere to go this summer since she’d moved to the college full time after her parents died. So Amy forgave most of Georgia’s ignorance.

		“Amy’s right, though,” said Noah, reluctantly standing up to his girlfriend. “The last I heard, there have been no new strains of grasses or pasture that could grow in the contaminated soil. They’re just too fragile to survive past...” He looked to Amy, knowing she’d remember their botany class.

		“Budding.”

		“Yeah,” said Noah. “So this,” he said, pointing out at the expanse of green pasture below them, “this is some top secret shit.”

		“Then we need to go,” said Bert.

		Georgia’s eyes widened and she gripped onto Noah’s arm like Bert would suddenly drag her down the hill unwillingly.

		“I agree,” said Noah, trying to dislodge Georgia’s death grip on his arm. He looked over to Amy, seeing if she agreed with him.

		She stared out silently down the mountain, her eyes distant. “Do you know what this could mean?” she said. She didn’t turn back to her group of friends but instead leaned forward like she saw something else in the distance. She tipped her head, uncertain what she saw.

		Bert stepped forward, following her trail of sight. “I see it too,” he said after a moment. “Like a tin roof or something reflecting the light.”

		Amy was silent a moment before she turned back to them. “I think that’s what it is. There’s a building or some sort of structure out there.”

		“No,” said Georgia, knowing exactly what the next thing Amy would say would be. “We’re absolutely not going to traipse out there and stumble upon some sort of top-secret facility and get ourselves captured or shot or something!” Her voice rose with each word until she practically shrieked the last one.

		Noah shook his head at his hysteric girlfriend, before tucking her under his arm. “Don’t worry,” he said, nuzzling into her neck. “I’ll protect you.”

		Georgia giggled as Noah nibbled the salty skin of her neck, and Amy rolled her eyes at Bert who suddenly blushed at her gesture.

		“We still shouldn’t go,” mumbled Georgia as she melted into Noah’s arms.

		“She’s right,” Amy said, and Noah’s eyes flew to her face, thinking that she’d help him convince Georgia they needed to go check the place out. “I mean, she’s right we shouldn’t go right now. The sun will set fast in that valley as soon as the sun hits the back of this mountain range. The last thing we want is to be stuck out here in the dark.”

		A shiver ran across Bert’s neck as he looked behind them to the setting sun. He didn’t like being out in the desert when he could see what was around him; he definitely didn’t want to be out here when they couldn’t see what surrounded them.

		“We’ll go in the morning then,” said Noah. “First thing before it gets too hot.”

		“Umm-hmm, uh,” Georgia mumbled unintelligibly as Noah pressed her to the growing bulge in the front of his pants as he thought about how his night would go with her.

		“Yeah,” said Amy. “Okay.” She shook her head, already exasperated with the two love birds. Or lust birds, by the look on Georgia’s face. “I agree though, let’s head back to the motel. We’ll make our way back here in the morning when we’re better prepared and aren’t losing the light.”

		Noah and Georgia turned, heading back down the mountain in each other’s arms. Bert jumped down off the rock, holding his hand out to help Amy down from the boulder. She smiled at the gesture, a weird tingling lighting her skin as she placed her hand in his.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		“So...” said Bert as he stood outside Amy’s motel room, trying to desperately look up at the stars instead of down at her full breasts. She wore a light nightshirt, and he noticed she didn’t wear a bra underneath. “Do you really think we’ll be okay heading out to that pasture tomorrow?”

		He slowly looked down at Amy, careful to keep his eyes connected with her own. She gave him a lopsided grin, and as his cock started to stiffen in his pants. He stepped forward off the cement walkway, and into the dirt parking lot.

		“The stars are incredible out here, aren’t they?” Amy asked as she stepped over to him.

		“Uh-huh,” he said, swallowing heavily as she stood next to him. He could smell the light scent of her fruity shampoo, the scent enlivening his already heightened senses.

		She sighed then, and he looked down at her. Even though she stood in the near dark, her back to the lights of the motel, he could see that she was sad. He didn’t know much about her, but he knew from Noah that she’d been living with Georgia since school let out.

		“Did umm...” he cleared his throat, starting again. “Did you lose family after the blast?”

		Amy turned her eyes lazily up to his face, he could see the single tear on her cheek, and it was all he could do to not pull her into his arms. She wiped her cheek before answering him. “My parents,” she said softly. “You?”

		He turned his eyes back up to the stars above them, unwilling to look at her sad expression any longer. He felt awful wishing that his parents had died as a result of the fallout too, but he couldn’t help but think that his life would be better if he could just escape them. He knew nothing would ever be okay in his life until he did. “No,” is all he said to her.

		Amy watched him as he stared up at the stars. Everyone’s lives had been forever altered after the fallout, but sometimes, people forgot that even though they suffered differently, as a collective people, the suffering was real. Nothing would ever be the same. Their sense of peace, sense of security had forever been altered. Even Georgia, so sheltered by her own family, never wanting for safe food or housing, even she couldn’t be blind to the implications of the fallout—to the contaminated water supply, to the mutations, to the civil unrest. Only now, over ten years later, had the world started to regain its footing, even if it was a tenuous grasp.

		“Would you...” Amy reached over, grasping Bert’s hand. His eyes darted to hers, startled by her gesture. “Would you like to come inside with me?”

		Bert’s heart pounded so loud he was certain Amy could hear its beat. Words failed him, so instead, he bobbed his head up and down, like an excited pet. Amy’s delighted grin spread a warmth across his chest, and he allowed her to lead him to her room.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SIX

		Bert followed Amy silently into the room. His heart pounded in his chest, nerves and uncertainty all balled into one. She dropped his hand, moving from him and into the bathroom. He stood still, quietly observing her room. It was identical to his, with a small bed and an even smaller television. If it was like his room, he knew she only got two channels, one a Spanish soap opera station and the other a hazy news station. He clasped his hands together, uncertain what Amy’s intentions were for him.

		He looked up as she cracked open the bathroom door. She stood there in a delicate set of white panties and bra. Her full breasts seemed to glow with the harsh light behind her. Her lip curled into a partial smile as Bert’s eyes widened in wonder. He moved his hands in front of his crotch, trying to hide his instant erection. Her body was full and magnificent, her muscles strong and alluring.

		She moved to him, nervous in her approach.

		“Hey,” she said shyly. She stepped closer to him and he caught the soft scent of her skin. She smelled fresh like spring strawberries and he leaned forward, taking in her scent. She melted into his arms, and she stood there, wrapped in them for a moment. Her breasts pressed into his chest, and he yearned to release them, to feel the soft skin against his own. His cock pounded; he knew he’d need to pleasure her quickly or there’d be no hope of him lasting. He’d yearned for her for so long, the anticipation had been filling up for some time.

		“Take off your pants,” she instructed him.

		Bert reluctantly released her from his arms, afraid that with the loss of connection she’d change her mind and push him from the room. He hurriedly undid his pants, dropping them free from his waist and kicking them away from him.

		He tried not to stare at her breasts, but they were his favorite feature of her. He couldn’t help it, he coveted them.

		He moved to her, his desire of her overtaking his nervousness. He ran his hand delicately against the side of her face, pulling her hair away from her skin. The gentle tug of her hair between his fingers released a reflexive gasp from Amy’s lips.

		Bert smiled as he saw the desire in her eyes.

		He still had a grip on her hair and he used it to tilt her head gently back. The soft pull of the roots elicited a tingle that ran down her neck. His lips were so close to hers that he could already taste her. The scent of the fresh, fruity gloss on her lips tingled his senses. She gripped the back of his neck, her short, delicate nails drawing softly across his skin.

		As her lips pressed into his, a heavy heat of desire practically exploded from his chest. He knew for certain she felt his pounding heart upon her own. He puffed out a heavy breath into her mouth as she grasped his cock through the fabric of his boxers. She moaned into his mouth and he backpedaled, pulling her with him. He fell onto the bed, pulling her body down on top of him. She giggled delightfully as he squeezed her impossibly tight against him.

		Her nipples hardened against his firm chest. Her hands explored him—his neck, his jaw, the way his muscles felt beneath the soft fabric of his shirt. He grew even harder still against her soft stomach, and her hand automatically reached down to feel his growing cock. He groaned as she grasped him.

		His hand slid up her side, tentatively grazing the outline of her breast. She pushed against his hand, willing him to grab her tighter. His hand wrapped around her breast, his thumb searching out her hard nipple through the fabric of her bra. Not finding easy access to her through the fabric, he roughly pulled in aside, releasing her breast, spilling it free from its confines, the heavy weight of it pressing into his chest. He gripped the soft mound, moaning into her mouth as he finally found the hard, pink bud of her nipple. It was warm and full and he needed desperately to see if it looked as magnificent as it felt. He flipped her over, and her arms spread out against the comforter. Her bra remained in place and he gestured wildly toward it.

		“Take it off,” he begged.

		Amy reached for the clasp between her breasts, looking up tentatively at Bert before she undid the clip. Her milky white breasts slowly spilled free, the pert, full mounds exquisite upon her chest. Her nipples stood pert and pink, begging him to take them between his lips. He dropped over the top of her, his legs straddling her own. He grasped her breast in reverence, the weight heavy and pleasing in his hand. He bent over her, licking his lips before he brought them to her nipple. It tickled at his skin and he sucked it into his mouth, the firm bud hardening further as it entered his lips. He sucked lustfully upon the full nipple, his erection throbbing as she groaned and writhed beneath him. The nipple slipped from his lips with an audible pop, and he eagerly sought out her other breast, tracing its soft lines with his tongue before sucking her other nipple between his lips. He kneaded her breast as he suckled at it, enjoying the thick, firm flesh of her breast in his hand. She squirmed beneath him, attempting to push down his boxers with her fingers as he brought pleasure to her body.

		He moaned as she managed to grasp his throbbing cock in her hand, squeezing gently, enjoying the deep pulsing it brought to her skin.

		“Please,” she whispered into the now darkening room.

		Bert hurried out of his boxers, then lunged forward, tugging at Amy’s panties. She lifted her hips, the soft hair of her manicured bush revealing itself to him as he tugged her panties free from her hips.

		His lips had left rings of moisture upon her breasts, and he moved to them as if they called him, begged him to suckle upon them. He latched her nipple between his lips, sucking gently at first, but as she wrapped his cock in her hand, and guided it carefully to her moist center, his sucking became more fervent.

		She tilted her hips up from the bed, welcoming him into her center. “Please,” she begged again. Bert reluctantly released her nipple from his lips, grasped his throbbing cock in his hand, and guided it between the moist mounds of Amy’s expectant pussy. He pushed gently, entering her slowly so he could feel every inch of her caress along his cock.

		She groaned softly as he pushed his cock to the hilt, his hips resting against her body. He rocked his hips upward, and she squirmed in pleasure beneath him. “Deeper,” she moaned. Bert pushed into her further still, the warm, moist walls of her center enveloping his throbbing cock. He lay forward, his body pressing into hers. Her breasts cushioned his body and he reached up, flicking a finger across her hard nipples, enjoying the way she squirmed beneath him.

		Her breathing became more rapid with each stroke of his cock. He pushed deeper and deeper inside of her, bringing her closer to her peak. He grabbed at her breasts, filling his hands with their weight. He ran his lips over them. He pressed them together, smothering his face with their softness. Amy continued to squirm as he pumped inside of her, but when he took her nipple between his lips and sucked upon it, she moaned loudly, thrusting her hips into him, begging him to pound her harder and faster. He sucked wildly, his tongue lashing out against the hard nub, suckling so hard she started to moan, her peak rapidly approaching. A heavy heat washed over Bert as Amy’s pleasure grew. He pumped faster, switching breasts and suckling at her other nipple. Amy screamed out into the darkened room, her hips bucking up as her orgasm slammed from her body. Her pleasure lost Bert all his self-control and his own orgasm ripped free from his body, pumping Amy full of his seed as he sucked greedily upon her swollen nipple. His body jerked, her nipple bouncing between his lips as his cock throbbed inside of her. She left out a sigh, her body relaxing against the bed, and Bert collapsed down upon her. He flopped off her, his cock bouncing wildly into the air as he panted out heavy breaths. Amy reached over, curling her hand into his, her soft, fresh scent now mixed with the lustful smells of their passion.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		Bert had sneaked back to his room in the early morning, knowing that Amy wasn’t interested in their friends knowing about the night they spent together. He wanted to remain wrapped in her arms, her naked breasts pressing into his back, but he’d reluctantly left her when he’d awoken at 5 AM. She’d been soundly sleeping, but now, at not even six o’clock, she walked out of her room, dressed and ready for the day ahead.

		“Hey,” she said shyly when she saw him sitting outside his room.

		Bert’s heart pounded as he looked over to her. He stood, moving to her. Her tongue ran over her lips as she eyed him expectantly. Bert reached for her, but at the same moment, Noah banged open the door next to them. Amy froze, and Bert lowered his arm, trying to not appear suspicious as his friend lead a sleepy Georgia from the room.

		“Sun’s barely up,” she grumbled as she saw Amy and Bert already ready for the day.

		“The sun has been up for over half an hour,” Amy chastised her.

		Georgia squinted her eyes shut, then opened them, like she was trying to replace her current reality with a different one. From the way she turned impassively toward Noah, it appeared that her long-anticipated night of passion had been either lackluster or nonexistent. Her eyes had lost the lustful spark they’d been carrying for Noah these last few months.

		Georgia walked sleepily over to Amy who wrapped her morose friend in her arms. Amy leaned down, whispering in her ear. “Tell me later.”

		Georgia nodded sullenly.

		“Okay!” said Noah, clapping his hands together in his usual boisterousness. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

		They all grabbed their packs, walking out toward the mountain range in the distance. It wasn’t until they’d reached the base, that Noah stopped them, gesturing them in closer to him. “Look,” he said, “I didn’t want to talk about this back at the motel, because I didn’t want anyone to overhear us.”

		Georgia shivered, moving in closer to Amy’s side as Noah started talking about the conversation he’d had with the front desk clerk last night. Georgia had apparently heard all the details already, for she looked around nervously as he spoke. “According to Ms. June – that’s the lady at the front desk – there have been some weird, government-type people coming through here. They use the hotel as a drop-off point, collecting their supplies every two weeks before driving them back over the mountains in their Jeeps. Here, look at these,” he said, passing out four folded maps. Noah opened his and instructed his friends to do the same. All the maps were circled in certain areas.

		“This,” he said, pointing to the first area, “is where we’re standing now.” He trailed his finger across a long, dotted line. “This is a service road that connects this area with the compound we saw on the other side of the ridge.”

		“So the lady knows about the pasture?” Amy asked, surprised at this revelation.

		Noah shook his head. “She didn’t seem to know anything about a pasture, but she did say there’s a compound on the property, that that’s where the people come in from for supplies.”

		“But we didn’t see a compound,” said Bert, looking up sullenly from his map.

		Noah shrugged. “Ms. June says they all live there full-time. Maybe it was the building you guys saw reflecting in the sun.”

		Amy looked at Bert who shook his head. “Yeah,” she said. “I don’t think that building was set up as a living space. At least not from what I could make out.”

		“Well, either way,” said Noah. “Something is going on out there and I say we find out what it is. If they have something that can regrow pasture lands, we’re talking about the possibility of having grazing animals as a food source again, halting the massive soil erosion, and like a billion other things.

		“None of that even affects us, though,” piped up Georgia.

		Noah looked down at her like he suddenly questioned what he ever saw in the sheltered girl.

		“Not all of us are vegetarians,” quipped Bert. “The fallout destroyed my family’s livelihood in Wisconsin. It left us with nothing. It destroyed us.” His words came out harsher than he’d intended, and he pressed his lips closed as he saw the moisture well in Georgia’s eyes.

		“I’m just saying,” she said, her voice small, “that it shouldn’t be up to us to find out how they’re growing pastureland. We could call someone, like the county sheriff.”

		Noah was shaking his head. “There’s no way anyone will come out here just on the word of a couple of kids. At this point, what would we even say? We saw some green stuff growing in the distance and think you should come check it out? They’d just laugh at us. No,” he said, folding his map and shoving it into the back of his jeans, “we need to get a closer look. Get some samples or something. Then we’ll contact somebody.”

		Georgia looked up at Amy, hoping that somehow her friend had come to her senses and would insist they all went back to the motel and decided on a much less dangerous adventure—after they’d slept more, that was. But Amy had her eyes on Bert and hadn’t caught Georgia’s pleading glance.

		“Fine,” Georgia grumbled. “I’m in.”

		“Good!” said Noah, although he knew he’d planned on trekking out to the compound whether Georgia wanted to go or not. “Let’s follow the Jeep trail as far as we can. It should lead directly into the compound, but we’re certainly not going to want to be seen, at least not until we’ve got a closer look. We’ll walk off the main path but keep the trail in sight. Agreed?”

		They all nodded their heads in agreement. One of the disadvantages of the desert was that the landscape didn’t hold too many hiding spots amongst the scattered cacti and other desert vegetation. If a vehicle would be on the Jeep trail, they’d be seen immediately.

		They all started walking, with Noah currently in the lead. Georgia trailed reluctantly behind him, mumbling about not even getting a morning coffee. Bert walked behind Amy, but close enough that she could smell the musky scent of his body wash. She tingled between her legs, the scent reminding her in vivid detail of the time they’d spent together last night. The way he practically worshipped her breasts had been the biggest turn-on of all.

		 

		***

		“I need a rest,” huffed out Bert after some time.

		“Me too,” piped up Amy, but from the way her breaths came out long and slow, he knew she’d only said it to not make him feel so left out. Snuggled in bed together last night, he’d finally admitted to her how self-conscious he’d been with his body and his decreased stamina after he and his family left their defunct farm in Wisconsin. Growing up a farmhand, he was always in excellent shape. But the move to the city changed all of that. Add that his family couldn’t make ends meet, he just didn’t have time to focus on his health. He was desperate to get away from them, to move on from the past and their failed livelihood instead of dwelling on it as his parents did.

		Amy knew she was growing attached to the boy that she’d so recently thought was nothing more than Noah’s perverted friend. And the attachment wasn’t just based on how he made her feel last night.

		Georgia plopped down dramatically on a rock, tossing her head in her hands. She was losing Noah’s attention after whatever had transpired between the two of them last night, and although she’d lost interest too, she’d be damned if she let him be the one to pull away from her. After her dramatic gesture didn’t get his attention, she sighed loudly. Bert grinned, sharing a knowing look with Amy before turning to Noah who was oblivious of his girlfriend’s distaste. He held his map out before him, noting the distance they traveled and how long it would take for them to reach the pasture.

		“Couldn’t we have just gone up the mountain again?” whined Georgia. “We could have been there by now.”

		“Well, sure,” said Noah as he still assessed his map. “But then we’d need to get back down off the mountain and into the valley.”

		“You’re seriously talking about us going all the way down into the pasture?” said Georgia.

		“We need samples,” said Noah. He refolded his map and took packets of manufactured hydration gel out of his pack and passed them out to the group.

		Georgia grumbled to herself, not liking one bit that her opinion no longer held as much clout.

		With her back turned to him, Bert watched Amy bend over and rummage through her pack.

		Noah snuck up behind him. “Enjoying the view?” He clapped Bert on the back and Bert stumbled before gaining his footing. Amy turned around to eye him after the scuffle.

		“Umm... yeah,” Bert stammered, pretending to look at the surrounding landscape. “It’s nothing like what I’m used to.” When Amy turned back around, he shot Noah a displeased look. Noah only chuckled, knowing his friend had a thing for Amy ever since he’d met her seven months ago. Too bad she was out of his league.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER EIGHT

		They all slid behind the large sagebrush at the end of the trail. Its leaves gave off a minty smell as they huddled near the wide plant. Out beyond the bush, lay a long dirt drive that ran along the lush green pasture. From this close, they could see the large building with the metal roof they’d only caught gleaming in the sun from their point on the mountain the previous day.

		“What do you think it is?” Amy whispered to Bert. He was crouched at her side, trying to peer surreptitiously around the spiky bush. His thigh pressed into her own, and she wondered if he felt the same tingling sensation where their skin touched. When he turned back to her, she could see the pink flush of his cheeks. He glanced down quickly at her exposed thigh before turning back to the expectant eyes of the group.

		“I think it’s a milking barn,” he said of the structure in the distance. “Or a fallowing barn. Something like that. It’s too hard to see from here though.”

		“What’s a fallowing barn?” asked Georgia, a bit too loudly for their liking.

		“It’s where they keep the mamas separated from their babies during feeding.”

		Georgia wrinkled her pert, little nose. “Why would they do that?”

		“Safety of the babies, mostly,” said Bert. “Big mama pigs can crush the babies.”

		She turned to Bert. “Do you think there are animals in there now?” Amy liked how much he knew about these things. She’d always had a fondness for animals but wasn’t lucky enough to have much experience with them since she’d been born and raised in the city.

		Bert tipped his head up, sniffing at the air. They watched him silently a moment as he closed his eyes, listening intently to the surrounding sounds. Finally, he opened his eyes. “I can’t be certain, but I’d say not. I don’t smell anything, and I don’t hear anything. A dairy or a pig farm this big, we’d be able to smell it from here.”

		“Gross,” murmured Georgia.

		Bert shot her a look but she was too busy nibbling on a granola bar to notice. Amy reached over, patting his thigh in solace. A warm tingle ran across his skin, and he stood quickly, breaking their connection.

		“I say we get closer,” he said.

		Noah stood next to him. “I agree. Amy, grab us a sample from the pasture as we pass, and we’ll head over to the metal structure. If anyone sees us...” he looked down to Georgia, making sure he had her full attention, “we play stupid. We’re just a couple of horny coeds hiking in the desert. Think you can do that for me, babe?”

		Georgia shrugged nonchalantly, but a sly smile graced her lips, finally happy she had a bit of power back in her hands. She stood, pressing her boobs higher in her bra, tugging her tight tank top down over her pert breasts. She glanced toward Amy, knowing that if anyone could distract someone with their body, it would be her, but Amy seemed disinterested in gaining anyone’s attention today except for Bert’s.

		“Come on,” said Noah. He flung his arm over Georgia’s bare shoulders and they sauntered out from behind the sagebrush.

		Amy turned to Bert, her cheeks flushing pink as she slipped her hand into his. Bert swallowed heavily as he held her small, warm hand in his. They followed behind Noah and Georgia, down along the dirt path leading toward the metal building in the distance. The sun now sat high in the sky, their shadows short and tight beneath them. The minty scent of the sagebrush lingered in their senses, covering up the scent of the small, red flowers in the pastureland until Noah plucked one from the ground, bringing it first to his nose, and then to Amy’s. “It’s like honey,” she said as she inhaled deeply. She snatched it from his hand, suddenly desiring its scent as he moved to pull it away from her. The small petals of the flower tickled her nostrils as she took in its scent. “I wonder if it tastes as good as it smells?” she asked suddenly.

		“No, no, no,” Bert said, grabbing at the flower as Amy popped the whole thing into her mouth. His eyes widened in wonder as she slowly chewed on the red bud.

		“It’s amazing,” she gushed as she swallowed the flower. “It’s like honey and strawberries. I need more!”

		Before Bert could even think to stop her, she reached down, snatching another flower from the pasture. This one hadn’t fully opened, but as she held it up, he could smell it held the same strong fruit and honey scent as the other one had. Amy popped it into her mouth, walking into the pasture and searching for more open buds as she chewed.

		“Umm...” Bert said, surprised by her sudden desire for the blooms, “do you think this is safe?”

		“Uh-huh,” Amy mumbled, her mouth full of petals. She swallowed heavily. “Has to be safe. They’re too delicious not to be. I want them all.”

		“Okay, okay,” Bert said, grabbing onto her arm and pulling her from the pasture. “Let’s come back to this.” Georgia and Noah were almost out of sight now, about to reach the metal building. “We need to stick together.”

		Amy pouted, putting her hands on her hips, her large breasts jiggling with the movement. “I want more,” she grumbled.

		“I’ll get you more later,” Bert called after her as she started down the path. He felt like he’d just spoken to a small child craving sweets, which of course was way better than the reality of a woman craving flowers. He looked down, realizing he held one of the flowers in his hand; he brought it toward his lips, but at the last moment he decided against tasting the enticing flower and he tossed it back into the pasture. He’d get a sample later, maybe when Amy wouldn’t snatch it from him. He hurried to catch up to Amy, who was licking her lips, talking to herself about how they tasted like sweet strawberries.

		“Amy?” he questioned when she turned back to him. “Are you feeling okay?”

		“Oh yeah,” she said, nodding enthusiastically. “I feel great.”

		“You’re lips though...” he looked closer, wondering if he was really seeing what he thought he saw. Her lips appeared redder, puffier than their normal voluptuous form. Without thinking, he reached forward, delicately touching her bottom lip with his finger. Amy’s lip curled with a wicked desire as his finger traced her lips, but Bert was too concerned with the heat they emitted.

		“I think you’re having an allergic reaction,” he said nervously. If Amy started having trouble breathing next, she’d be as good as dead out here in the middle of nowhere.

		“Nah,” said Amy, slapping his hand playfully away from her lips. “You’re just jealous that you didn’t get some flowers too.”

		She turned, skipping off toward the metal building and to Noah and Georgia who peered into its dusty windows. “What the hell is going on?” mumbled Bert under his breath. But he hurried after her, more eager than ever to discover exactly what was going on around this place.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER NINE

		Amy flung her arms around Georgia when she reached her. Georgia squealed as Amy giggled. Noah shushed them both.

		“Horny coeds, remember Noah,” said Amy. Her voice came out so alluring that Noah’s eyes glinted with desire, before he shook his head, trying to relieve the sudden hold she seemed to have on him.

		He took a step back from the girls. He turned to Bert who just arrived, wondering if it was him who had caused the change in Amy. The way he eyed the girls, who were currently wrapped in each other’s arms, he felt like something was up too.

		Bert’s eyes slowly left the girls and slid over to Noah, who appeared dumbstruck by the scene before him. “See anything?” Bert asked, breaking his reverie.

		“Uhh...” Noah’s eyes slowly slid over to him. “There’s some kind of metal machinery inside, but the windows are too dirty to really see anything.” He glanced back at the girls. Amy was currently having Georgia smell how pretty her lips smelled. Noah shook his head. “I’m sorry, but did I miss something? What is going on?”

		Amy turned to Noah, her lips appearing even more voluptuous to Bert than before. “My lips smell pretty now, that’s what’s going on, silly. Do you want to smell them too?”

		“Uh,” Noah skittered back a step as Amy stepped toward him. His eyes twitched over to Bert, seeking his help from Amy’s advancement.

		Bert stepped between them, placing his hands on her shoulders. She pushed out her bottom lip, pouting that he stopped her from letting Noah smell her newly scented lips. “Know what?” Bert said. “Let’s save smelling your lips for later. Right now, let’s find out what’s going on here, okay?”

		“I don’t know why he wouldn’t want to smell my lips,” Amy whined. “They’re the nicest scent of strawberries and honey.”

		“I’ll smell your lip balm later,” said Noah, trying to appease her.

		Amy puffed out an annoyed breath. “It is not lip balm. It is my natural lips. The flowers made them smell like strawberry honey.”

		“The flowers?” asked Georgia. “What flowers?”

		When Amy continued to stare at Noah, Georgia turned her eyes to Bert. “What flowers?” she asked again.

		Bert sighed. “Amy found some flowers in the pasture and she decided to eat them.”

		“Oh!” said Noah, surprised. “That’s a bit weird.”

		“Not weird,” snapped Georgia. “There’s plenty of edible flowers. What kind were they?” She turned to Amy, but she appeared distracted by Bert’s hands on her shoulders.

		Amy slowly slid Bert’s hands down, until they sat atop her full breasts.

		Bert blinked slowly, trying to comprehend what was happening. His cock tingled and he tried desperately to keep his arousal at bay.

		Noah’s mouth dropped open, and he stepped forward as if he hoped he’d be second in line. Georgia was the only one who seemed to have any sense about her, and she swatted Bert’s hands off of Amy’s breasts and glared at her friend. “What has gotten into you?”

		“When can I get more flowers?” she asked.

		Georgia patted her friend on the arm, but then pulled it back quickly when she saw the desire cross Amy’s eyes. Her eyes shot toward Bert but he was too busy staring at Amy’s lips.

		Georgia finally turned to Noah. “If we’ve made it this far, we should at least get a look inside, right?”

		Noah nodded, reaching his hand out for Georgia’s. She placed her hand in his, allowing him to lead her around the building until they found a door. She kept glancing back at Amy, who spent most of her time sensually licking her plump, pink lips. When Bert neared Amy, she wrapped her arm around his, pulling him in close to her. She stood on her tiptoes, whispering loudly into his ear. “I want you to suck on my tits like you did last night.”

		Bert’s face flushed a bright red and even from ahead of them, Georgia’s skin lit with heat over what her friend had just said. Something was definitely different about Amy, and she didn’t think it was just because she’d apparently spent the night with Bert. Georgia took one last look out across the pasture and the small red flowers that dotted it, before pushing open the heavy metal door before her.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TEN

		“Well?” asked Georgia, becoming impatient with this increasingly odd adventure. “What is all this stuff?”

		Bert moved through the room, the main section of the building vast and open like you’d expect from a building that housed large animals. The equipment was similar to what he’d been used to at the dairy farm, but... not. There was no straw on the floor, no feed, no true signs that this building was set up for animals, but this had to be some sort of milking equipment. Large cylindrical barrels stood next to each station. Long tubes with large suctions on the end came from each barrel.

		Noah moved to stand next to Bert, giving them space from the girls. “It’s weird, huh?” he asked his friend.

		Bert nodded, uncertain if he meant Amy’s behavior or the equipment, but agreeing to both.

		“What do you think we should do?” he asked his friend. “Is there anything here that should be shared with the world? I mean, we came here to look at pastureland, but it already looks like they’re planning some sort of livestock.” He turned to Bert, waiting for a confirmation, but Bert was too busy examining the end of one of the tubes. He pushed his finger into the soft pink interior, and it wrapped around his finger, giving it a firm tug as he tried to release it.

		“It has to be some kind of milking station,” he finally said. “But I don’t know what it could be for.”

		“Maybe some kind of mutated species?”

		Bert shook his head. “It’d need to be a species that stood upright.”

		“What do you mean?” asked Georgia, surprising them as she came up behind them.

		“Look at how this is set up,” said Bert. “The stations aren’t wide enough for a cow, the suctions are too big for a goat, and look at this resting pad here—any animal would chew this up in two seconds. And this part looks like a seat.”

		“It fits me,” called Amy from across the room. She sat at one of the stations. She leaned forward, placing her large breasts upon the resting pad. There were two large holes in the pad, and her breasts pushed partially through them in her shirt. “It’s kind of comfy,” she said with a smile.

		The group looked nervously at each other, before hurrying over to Amy. She lay slightly forward, her ass pointed up, her chest resting on the pad in front of her, her breasts fit through the holes in the pad, the heavy weight of them pointing them down toward the floor.

		“No,” said Georgia, her voice suddenly small. “It couldn’t be. It’s just a coincidence that it fits Amy perfectly.”

		“Hook me up!” said Amy, joyous over her discovery.

		“What the fuck,” grumbled Noah.

		Bert tried to remove Amy from the milking station but she was too busy enjoying how the thick pads felt encasing her breasts. “It’s like it's hugging them,” she giggled.

		“We need to get out of here,” said Georgia. “Something is wrong. Something is so very wrong. Amy,” she said, trying to talk some sense into her friend, “let’s go. We can call somebody and let them figure out what’s going on here.”

		“No,” said Amy, shaking her head back and forth so wildly that her butt jiggled in the seat. “I like it here.”

		“Amy! We can’t stay here. Look at this place, something weird is going on.”

		“Will you get me more flowers?” Amy ignored Georgia, directing her request to Bert.

		“Umm, yeah,” he said. “Sure. We’ll all go get some flowers for you, okay?”

		Bert tipped his head to the door, indicating that Noah and Georgia should follow him. Once out of earshot of Amy, he spoke. “We need to get out of here. But I don’t think she’d going to go willingly.”

		“Yeah,” said Georgia, looking back longingly at her friend who rested her head down upon her arms, her breasts still pressed through the holes of the milking machine. “So what do we do? We can’t carry her all the way back to the motel.”

		“Did you get me my flowers yet?” called out Amy from across the room.

		“Oh, one minute!” said Georgia. “Come on,” she said to the guys, “let’s go get her a couple of flowers. Maybe we can lure her away from his place.”

		“This is ridiculous,” Noah said as they walked out the door and headed over to the pasture. “We’re treating her like a damn animal. Trying to lure her away from something with food.”

		“Do you have another idea?” snapped Georgia. “Because I’d really love to hear it. My best friend is currently sitting in some sort of milking machine, claiming that she’d be perfectly content on remaining there.”

		Noah looked down, snatching a red flower from the pasture. “No,” he grumbled, “I suppose not.”

		“Let’s just bring her some flowers and see if we can get her out of here,” said Bert. His eyes looked sad, and Georgia felt sorry for him. She knew that Amy was acting out of character because they’ve been good friends since the start of their freshman year. Bert on the other hand probably thought she was crazy.

		“She’d not usually like this,” she whispered to Bert as they reentered the barn.

		“Hey!” called out Amy as she saw her friends reenter the building. “Look what I got!”

		Amy was still sitting in the machine, but now she held a big bowl before her. She shoveled handfuls of flowers into her mouth, chewing happily. Her lips were bright red, full, and swollen.

		“Where did you get these?” exclaimed Bert who’d reached her first. He tried to pull the bowl of blooms from her but she held tight to it. He certainly thought he should be able to out-man her, but her strength was incredible. He stopped tugging, turning to Noah and Georgia who stood with their mouths agape behind him. He followed their line of sight, startled as a man in a lab coat walked toward them. Bert took an involuntary step back as the man approached them. He stood at six-foot-four, brutish in both appearance and mannerisms. He seemed more accustomed to working hard labor than whatever it was he did in his white, pristinely pressed lab coat. His biceps bulged against the fabric as he held out another large bowl of fresh flowers to Amy.

		“These are delicious,” she mumbled through her next mouthful. “You should have some,” she said, offering a handful of blooms to her friends.

		The boys stood silent as they watched the man checking valves and pressures on the machine next to them, but it was Georgia who finally spoke. “Umm,” she said, her voice shaking, “who are you?”

		The man grunted, his voice deep and rumbling.

		“His name’s Steinway,” said Amy happily. “We’re friends.”

		“Amy!” chastised Georgia. “You’ve just met him. And we need to leave.”

		“Can’t,” said Amy, red petals dropping from her lips as she spoke. “Steinway here said the doors lock automatically after 5 PM. It’s not safe outside after dark.”

		“No, no, no,” exclaimed Noah as he ran back toward the building’s door. He shook the handle, trying in vain to open the locked door. “Open it!” he hollered to the man in the lab coat. “You can’t keep us here.”

		Georgia started to cry quietly, looping her arm into Bert’s for comfort. “Please, sir,” she begged. “Just open the door. We’ll leave now. We won’t tell anybody. We promise.”

		“Automatic,” mumbled Amy. “We’re stuck here for the night.”

		“But I don’t want to stay here,” Georgia sobbed.

		“There’s dagger-wolves out there though. They’ll eat you. Or stab you,” she said with a nonchalant shrug.

		Georgia pressed her lips closed. Uncertain how Amy knew about the dagger-wolves since Steinway didn’t seem to be the talking type.

		“I’m feeling pretty sleepy,” said Amy. Her eyes fluttered, and she struggled to stay awake.

		The giant man in the lab coat turned to her, grunting in satisfaction. His eyes turned to the others, staring at them a moment, before ambling off toward the other side of the barn.

		After a few moments, they heard a heavy door closing and a motor whirring. They let out a collective sigh. “I think he’s gone,” said Georgia.

		“What the fuck?” said Noah.

		Bert squeezed his eyes shut, rubbing his temples like he suddenly had a headache.

		“Bert?” Georgia said quietly. “What should we do?”

		Noah grumbled in distaste that she didn’t ask him what to do, but after a moment of Bert’s silence, Noah spoke. “Should we try to break out?”

		Bert looked over to one of the windows. From here they appeared to be regular glass, but he knew if there were dagger-wolves outside, the windows' appearance was deceiving, and they were definitely reinforced for an attack. He turned toward his friends.

		“Shit,” mumbled Noah, recognizing the look of defeat on his friend’s face. “So we just do what? Hole up for the night?”

		Bert’s eyes were on Amy, who rested silently in the milking machine. “I wish we’d asked the man what those machines are.”

		“He wasn’t much of a talker,” said Noah.

		“Well, let’s just find a spot to settle in for the night. It can’t be much worse than the motel here. Then once the sun’s up we’ll, I don’t know, figure things out.”

		“What if that man doesn’t let us leave?” asked Georgia.

		“We’ll deal with that later,” said Bert. “Let’s just find a safe place for the night and get Amy out of that dammed machine.”

		Noah wandered off down the long walkway toward the opposite end of the barn. He tried a few doors, all seeming to be locked.

		“If it’s okay with you, I’d like to stay with Amy while you look around,” said Georgia.

		Bert nodded appreciatively at her, before heading off into the recesses of the barn. He went in the opposite direction he saw the large man go, figuring running into him in the dark wasn’t something he’d be interested in. The man had all but disappeared, so it had Bert wondering if there was another level or an entire wing of this place that they couldn’t see. He couldn’t be the only weird person in a lab coat wandering around this massive place; it seemed to be way too much to take care of for just one person.

		Bert slid open a heavy wooden door and entered what must have been the old stall areas when this used to be a dairy farm. At least a dairy farm for cows, because Bert was still convinced they were doing some kind of milking out there. The area was cozy compared to the rest of the place, filled with fresh straw bedding and lacking windows. Bert certainly wasn’t opposed to not catching sight of any of the dagger-wolves outside. He hadn’t needed to deal with them since Wisconsin, and he had no intentions of it starting again now. They were not only more violent than their non-mutated brethren, their teeth had acquired a deadly venom akin to a scorpion’s sting. Whether they killed you outright or allowed the poison to do the work, either way, you didn’t last long.

		“In here,” he called out.

		A few moments later, Noah walked into the room. He let off a deep breath of relief when he saw the cozy space. “This looks way better than anything I saw. I don’t know what they’re doing out there, but there are at least seventy-five milking station bays.”

		Bert stood silent a moment, staring vaguely into space.

		“It’s not set up for animals is it?”

		Bert shook his head. “I keep trying to work it out in my mind, trying to think about what kind of mutant could possibly use those stations, but...”

		“Amy fits in there just perfect.”

		“Yeah,” said Bert morosely.

		“But it's not like they’re going to milk anything out of her, right? I mean, doesn’t she need to have a baby to have milk?”

		“There are medications that can make milk come in.”

		“Fuck,” mumbled Noah. “We need to get the fuck out of here.”

		“I agree, but there’s nowhere we’re going to safely go tonight. If it was just me and you and we had weapons, maybe. But add Georgia to the mix and Amy who doesn’t even want to leave here... we might as well just lay down and be a smorgasbord for those creatures.”

		“You’ve dealt with them before on your farm?”

		Bert nodded but didn’t say anything more. He didn’t have to. Noah saw the look of fear on his face.

		“Alright. Let’s get the girls in here and get secured before it gets dark.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER ELEVEN

		The group stood around the small paddock, staring down at Amy who slept soundly upon the pile of hay. It seemed as cozy as a bed could be expected under the circumstances. She was curled up on her side, her chest heaving as she took in another deep breath. Her bright red lips smacked together like she nibbled flowers even in her dreams.

		Bert didn’t want to concern the others, but along with her bright, swollen lips, it now looked like Amy’s breasts were even larger than they normally were. He didn’t know any allergic reaction that caused breasts to swell.

		“Everything okay?” asked Georgia, startling him as she now stood at his side.

		“Uh, yeah,” he lied. “Did you find a spot to settle into?”

		Georgia tipped her head over to the next stall. “I’m set up right there. You going to stay here with Amy?”

		Bert pressed his lips tight, reminded of the last time he’d spent the night with Amy. His cock tingled at the memory, but he didn’t suppose a night of passion was on the list with Georgia right next to them and Amy passed out in a bed of straw. “I’m— yeah, I’m going to stay here with her.”

		“Good,” said Georgia, smiling kindly up at him. “She needs someone to look after her.”

		Georgia’s stomach growled audibly, and she giggled at the loud rumble. “Guess that granola bar is long gone.”

		“I thought we’d be out of here and back at the motel long before now,” Bert said apologetically.

		“This isn’t your fault, Bert. All of you wanted to come here. Amy included. I can’t even begrudge you guys for dragging me out here. I understand the importance of finding a way to regrow pastureland, I truly do. All of you are braver than I am.”

		Bert reached over, placing his hand gently on Georgia’s exposed shoulder. “We can’t change the way we were raised.”

		“Yeah,” she said, her voice quiet. “Right now, I just want Amy to be okay. She’s my best friend. She deserves something good to happen to her for once, not this.”

		“I’ll keep her safe,” Bert promised.

		“I know you will.” She looked across the room to where Noah paced. “He’s not so good in these types of situations.”

		“Noah’s a city boy. He’s out of his element and then some.”

		Georgia gave Bert one last smile before she walked off, across the room to try to calm Noah and get him settled in for the night.

		Bert lowered himself down into the straw next to Amy. She moaned softly in her sleep, a wistful sound that managed to churn his desire.

		He snuggled against her back as the last of the light drained from the sky, and the howling of the dagger-wolves started outside.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWELVE

		Bert awoke to a throbbing heat between his legs. He felt a soft breath against his ear, the scent sweet and inviting. “I want you to breed me.”

		“Huh-hmph?” he mumbled unintelligibly.

		A warm hand wrapped around his cock, and he moaned at the contact.

		“I need you,” whispered the voice.

		A tongue flicked across his lips, and he slowly opened his eyes. The room remained dark, only a few slits of light entered the room from the other side of the barn. Amy’s face was only inches from his. Her lips were swollen and moist, pink like fresh strawberries.

		“Amy?” He sat up quickly, her hand dropping from his cock. “What’s going on? How do you feel?”

		“I feel fantastic,” she purred. “Will you suck my tits like last night?”

		“Umm,” Bert faltered.

		“Please,” she begged. “My tits are so full, they need you.”

		He looked at her confusedly, most of her remained in the darkness, but as she turned, he saw her chest. His eyes widened as he glimpsed the size of her breasts.

		“Holy shit!” he exclaimed. “Are you okay?”

		“Okay? What’s the matter, don’t you like them?” Amy pouted, pushing out her bottom lip.

		“I— no, I mean, yes, they’re fantastic, but umm... aren’t you a bit concerned that your breasts grew in a couple of hours?”

		“Tits.”

		“Huh?”

		“You can say tits. No one calls them breasts unless you’re going to the doctor. Ooh!” she exclaimed suddenly. “Let’s go play doctor. Come on!” she grabbed onto Bert’s hand and pulled him to his feet. He grabbed at his pants, trying to stuff his hard cock back into them before she dragged him across the room. He didn’t know where Georgia and Noah were, but at the moment he didn’t care as long as they stayed asleep.

		Amy slid open the heavy wooden door which led them into the larger barn area. “Come to my station,” she said as she continued to pull him along.

		Amy led him over to the stall she’d sat in earlier. She climbed up onto the seat, swinging her legs back and forth in excitement. “This is my station,” she said. “It fits me perfectly.”

		“Amy...” he looked around, wondering if they were alone or not. For all he knew, the creepy guy in the lab coat was still lurking about. The howling of the dagger-wolves sounded far off, but that didn’t comfort him at all. “I don’t think we should be doing this. You don’t seem yourself.”

		“Well, that’s because I’m better than myself, silly.” Amy whipped her tank top off over her head. She unsnapped her bra, her enlarged breasts spilling from the confines. His eyes widened in disbelief: they were even larger than he first thought. The soft, milky skin glowed in the pale moonlight streaming through the windows. Her nipples appeared engorged, for they stood out pertly from her full breasts. She hefted them into her hands, looking down, admiring their splendor. “These things are fucking magnificent,” she said in awe. She turned to Bert, who stood there, staring in wonder. “Do you love them?” she asked timidly.

		Bert nodded stupidly, licking his lips in anticipation of putting one of those magnificent things in his mouth. He shook his head suddenly. “Wait,” he said. “We can’t do this.”

		“Aww,” whined Amy. “Why not?”

		“What if someone catches us?” he whispered.

		“Who cares. I’m supposed to come into my milk. And I’m supposed to be bred.”

		Bert’s eyes widened. “You what?”

		“Milk, silly.” Amy held her heavy breasts in her hands, squeezing them with pleasure. “I’m here to make milk. It’s what I’m supposed to do.”

		Bert didn’t see any of this behavior from Amy the last time they’d spent the night together. She’d actually been a bit bashful at first over Bert’s infatuation with her breasts. And now she spoke of being milked and being bred.

		“Are you okay?” he questioned her again.

		Amy sighed heavily, dropping her breasts down from her hands. “I thought you wanted to be my stud, Bert.” Her voice was annoyed, and the last thing Bert wanted was for her to find someone else to pleasure her. He wasn’t exactly keen on sex in the middle of a spooky ass barn with potential voyeurs, but he certainly wasn’t going to turn down Amy.

		“Okay,” he finally said. “Tell me what you want.”

		A brilliant smile slid across Amy’s face. She leaned forward, carefully sliding each of her breasts into the circle of the mat in front of her. With her breasts as big as they were now, Bert was worried they wouldn’t fit, but the fabric seemed to conform to her, and she slid both of them comfortably inside. “Ooh,” she murmured. “It holds them so tight.” She tried to sit up, but the suction held her fast. “Oh!” she exclaimed. “It has me.”

		“Wh—what do you mean it has you?”

		“I’m stuck,” she exclaimed. “The machine, it's holding onto my tits.”

		Bert hurried to the other side of the machine, bending down to where he could only see Amy’s breasts and nothing else. They were held tight, their milky fullness protruding from the other side. “Does it hurt?” he questioned.

		Amy was silent a moment. “It’s not painful. It’s a bit... weird?” she said, uncertain.

		“Well, we need to get you out of there.” Bert turned suddenly, looking at the large glass vat behind him and the long tubes which protruded from it. He followed the hoses up to the machine, finally finding an electrical panel. There was a main switch, and then a handful of colored buttons. “Do you want me to try turning it on?” he asked. “Maybe one of these buttons releases the suction.”

		Amy rocked her body gently, the suction tugging lightly on her breasts. “It kinda feels nice.”

		“Okay, but you can’t just stay here with your brea— tits stuck in a milking machine.”

		“Fine,” grumbled Amy. “Turn it on and see what happens.”

		Bert flipped the switch, and after a moment of silence, the machine hummed to life. A swirl of lights wrapped around the large glass drum, flashing rhythmically before settling into a constant glow.

		“Nothing’s happening,” Amy said, tugging gently to see if it lost any hold on her breasts.

		“Give me a minute. I’m trying to see what these other buttons do.”

		Bert was afraid of pushing the wrong button and having something dastardly happen to Amy’s boobs, but he knew he had to try something if she’d ever be relieved of the machine. He glanced quickly down at her full, milky breasts, her flesh tinged pink where the rubber squeezed her skin. Her nipples were pert and hardened, and he felt like he saw a bud of moisture on their tips.

		“Okay,” he finally said, “I’m going to try the first button. Let me know what happens and I’ll switch it back off if needed.”

		Amy nodded, her eyes lit with excitement rather than fear. Bert squeezed his eyes closed, trying to shut out the intense sight of her massive breasts squeezed into the milking machine. He reached over, pushing the button closest to the switch. He watched Amy’s reaction intently for he saw no obvious signs of what the button did. After a moment she tipped her head curiously to the side. “I... umm, I think the seat is vibrating. It’s subtle but... ooh, yeah, that’s definitely what’s happening.”

		Bert quickly pushed the button off and Amy grumbled her distaste in him doing so. “Focus,” he chastised her. “We need to get you out of here.”

		He pushed the next button, and the machine moved, Amy’s ass rising higher in the air and her breasts stretching outward as her body curved. “Oh my god,” she moaned.

		“Stop it,” grumbled Bert. He pushed the next button and the sleeve in which Amy’s breasts were held started humming. He moved to quickly push it off, but she stopped him.

		“Wait, it’s...” She rolled her eyes upward, trying to discern exactly what it was the machine was attempting to do to her breasts. “I... umm, I think it’s trying to milk me.”

		Bert snorted out a laugh, but then he pressed his lips tight. This couldn’t be real. None of this could be real. How could they think that the answer to their lack of water was to start milking humans? They had to be mistaken.

		The machine continued to pump at Amy’s breasts, the pink, rubber sleeves squeezing and then contracting against her engorged breasts. A bead of moisture exited her nipples, small and glowing upon her pink skin. “Oh my god,” Bert said after a moment. “That’s it. You’re going to be held in there until the milk releases from your boobs and they shrink.”

		Amy giggled. “I told you I wanted to be milked. I knew it. I knew exactly what I needed.”

		“But, I mean, it’s not possible. You didn’t have a baby, you shouldn’t be lactating. Unless you were given a—” Bert’s voice cut off, suddenly realizing what had happened. “Holy shit,” he muttered. “The flowers. The flowers were to force your lactation.”

		“Mmm-hmm,” said Amy, seeming not concerned in the slightest that she needed to be milked to be released from the machine.

		“Does this not bother you at all?”

		“I’m supposed to be milked. I’m supposed to be bred.”

		Bert couldn’t believe what he was hearing. But then again, he’d never have believed that some agency was trying to use humans to bring back a reliable source of safe drinking liquid if he wasn’t standing in the middle of the barn looking at the machines.

		Bert sighed, looking around nervously. He thought maybe he should go wake Noah and Georgia and see if they could help, but the other part of him wanted to do whatever it was that Amy requested. The way her pert ass curved up into the air and the way the pink rubber encircled her breasts was a turn-on whether he wanted to admit it or not.

		The small orb of moisture on one of her nipples started to expand, before it spilled over, dripping down off her nipple and onto the ground. Bert licked his lips, suddenly wishing he knew what that liquid had tasted like. He shuffled over to the front of her, her soft brown eyes following him as he moved closer to her. Her engorged breasts were almost eye-level, and a sudden ache in his groin reminded him of how they’d felt in his mouth last night. He reached forward tentatively, stroking the soft curve of her breasts with his fingers. A smile lit Amy’s face, and he bent forward, teasing her nipple with his tongue. The swollen bud was large, practically filling his mouth as he sucked it between his lips. It tasted sweet, almost like the strawberry honey that Amy described the flowers as tasting like. She moaned as he swirled his tongue around her full nipple, the bud tightening in pleasure as his tongue stroked over it. The machine began pulsing, stroking her breasts in a soft, gentle rhythm. Her mouth fell open in pleasure, sighing softly as he caressed her skin.

		“Suck them,” she instructed him.

		With his heart pounding, Bert pulled her nipple into his mouth latching his lips around the full, tight skin; he suckled gently against her, pulling just a drop of moisture from her full breast. He pulled away, licking his lips as the fruity sweetness filled his mouth. “It’s delicious,” he murmured.

		“More,” she begged.

		As the machine whirred on, the pink, rubber sleeves stroking against her breasts, Bert tipped his head up, guiding her full nipple between his lips. He cupped the soft skin of her breasts in his hands, feeling the pulsing of the machine through her body. He suctioned his lips over her nipple, sucking against it. Once again, a small drop of the delicious liquid entered his mouth. He sucked harder but was unable to release any more of the coveted liquid.

		“Well?” Amy asked. “Have you milked me?”

		“I— it’s not coming out.”

		“Aww,” Amy pouted, “but my boobs, they’re so full.”

		Bert shook his head. “It may not be milk you’re filled with. Maybe it's just the hormones, or whatever, that are in the flowers.”

		“Do you have more flowers?”

		Bert sighed. “I didn’t mean you should eat more flowers; I’m just saying I think they are what caused the change in you.”

		“It’s a good change. I like my new boobs.” She was silent a moment, seeming to just enjoy the feel of the machine on her breasts. “So can I have more flowers?”

		Bert looked around. “I think you ate all of them. I don’t see any more. And before you ask, I am not going outside with the dagger-wolves to get you more.”

		Amy grumbled. “I want to be milked. What are you going to do about it? Don’t you know how to milk a heifer?”

		“I— yeah, but you’re not a cow, Amy. You’re a human, remember?”

		Amy shrugged nonchalantly. The movement of her shoulders was restricted by her breasts being squeezed in the sleeve of the machine. “You should still know what to do to bring my milk in,” she grumbled.

		Bert sighed. “We could try having sex. An orgasm would release your body’s natural hormones and it could kickstart your body into releasing the milk.”

		“Oh, yes,” said Amy, her head bobbing wildly up and down. “Yes, let’s do that.”

		“You do realize you’re stuck in this machine though. How can I possibly—”

		Amy was already wiggling her pants down her legs, discarding them and her panties onto the floor.

		Bert couldn’t help the erection he felt rising in his pants. Now Amy lay completely naked, stuck fast to the milking station by her enormous, swollen breast, her ass sticking wildly in the air, just begging to be taken.

		“This is wrong,” Bert said. “Somehow, this is so wrong.”

		“Stop being a pussy,” grumbled Amy. “I need to be bred and I need to be milked. Now breed me and milk me.” Her voice suddenly lowered, her voice smooth and alluring. “You don’t want me stuck in this machine forever, do you?”

		“No, of course not. But for heaven's sake, I need to take you from behind when you can’t even move.”

		“Yes,” said Amy, seemingly perfectly pleased with her predicament.

		“Okay, but how are we going to know that your milk is coming in?”

		“Well, hook me up, silly.”

		“You want me to hook you up to the milking machine?”

		“Duh. I need to be milked.”

		“I can’t believe I’m fucking doing this,” grumbled Bert under his breath. He didn’t tell Amy aloud that his cock continued to swell in his pants, this odd setup becoming increasingly arousing to him. He picked up the tubes leading from the large canister, trailing his hand to the end until he reached the suction cups. “Are you sure?” he asked her.

		“Hook me up, baby!” she exclaimed excitedly.

		Bert moved to her, holding a suction cup in each hand. “I think it's going to take the both of us for this. Hold them in place and I’ll figure out which button turns them on.” Amy took the suction cups from him; her arms were barely able to reach long enough to hold them onto her massive breasts. “Okay? Here goes.”

		Bert pushed the next button in the row and Amy’s seat started tipping upright. “No, no,” she hollered. He pushed the button quickly to stop the movement.

		“Last one,” he said as he held his finger over the final button on the machine. He pushed it in and watched as a sly smile slid across Amy’s face.

		“That’s it,” she murmured. Her eyes rolled upward and a soft moan escaped her lips. The machine continued to work at her breasts, the soft, pink rubber massaging her breasts as the suction pulled at her nipples. “You can breed me now,” she said. “I’m ready.”

		Bert had never had sex on command before, especially with a woman hooked up to a milking machine and completely at his mercy, but from the way his cock throbbed in his pants, he didn’t think he’d have any issues. “Are you sure?” he asked her.

		Amy moaned as her body jiggled against the movement of the machine. “Please,” she begged.

		Bert moved forward, kissing her softly upon her pert, strawberry lips. Her breath came out sweet and warm in his mouth, and another flash of desire lit through his abdomen. He moved behind her, watching a moment as her naked ass jiggled in the air. He quickly undid his pants, dropping them to his ankles and stepping toward her. With one last glance around the room, he slid his boxers down his legs, his thick cock popping free from the confines. He spat into his hand, rubbing the moisture across the length of his cock. The head of his cock seemed to visibly throb as he rubbed his hand across it. He stepped forward, spreading Amy’s ass cheek apart, gently pressing his cock toward her center. He rubbed his swollen head across the soft folds of her pussy, feeling the warm moisture of her center as she anticipated him entering her.

		“Oh my god, please,” she moaned as the swollen head of his cock slipped into the tight warmth of her pussy. “Please,” she whispered again before a heavy moan escaped her lips, cutting off her words.

		Bert pushed against her, his cock sliding easily into her moist center. As his cock sunk into her, he grabbed her hips, pulling her tightly against him. The vibrations of her body entered his cock, an intense, almost animalistic urge overtaking him. He thrust into her, her ass slapping loudly off his hips as he thrust faster and faster inside of her. As her body vibrated against his own, his legs trembled with a deep pleasure.

		“Deeper. Please. Deeper.”

		Bert leaned forward, reaching for something to grip onto, wanting to sink his cock even deeper inside of her. His fingers found her hair, grabbing handfuls of the long, brown locks, and gripping them tight into his hands.

		“Oooh,” she groaned. “It’s coming. I feel it coming.” Her nipples vibrated with desire as the milking machine sucked on the swollen, pink buds. Her breasts ached, full and heavy with a growing urge to release the heavy, creamy goodness they contained.

		Bert slammed wildly in and out of her, grunting and thrusting like a wild beast, unable to contain his lustful desires. He gripped her hair tightly, tipping her head back toward him. As he slammed in and out of her, her ass shook wildly, both from his wild thrusting and the machine’s constant vibrations. “You’re going to cum,” his voice growled. “You’re going to cum all over my fucking cock.”

		Amy’s voice vibrated out a lustful moan, her desires echoing loudly through the vast room. “My milk is coming,” she moaned. Her breasts throbbed heavier, pulsing heavily, their intense vibrations seeming to match the rapid beating of her heart. Shocks of pleasure entered her body with each suctioned pull from the milking machine. Her body began to tremble even heavier than the vibrations already entering it. Her desire was intense and all-encompassing. As Bert slammed his cock wildly in and out of her, her breasts jerked heavily in their confines. The sensations of pleasure seemed to overtake her entire body.

		Her pussy throbbed, heat wrapping around her abdomen, and lighting down to her toes. Her body rocked in the machine and she focused on the sensations against her new, enormous breasts. The machine sucked at them like a lover, pulling tenderly, longingly upon the full, pink buds. She felt a slip of moisture release from them, then slide gently across her skin. She watched in awe as the creamy liquid traveled through the clear hose, gliding slowly along its length, before entering the milking chamber. The machine started to hum loudly, her creamy goodness appearing to activate its senses.

		Bert groaned loudly behind her, his peak closing in on him.

		As the machine hummed, a moan escaped Amy’s lips, the suction on her breasts brought forth more creamy liquid, her nipples now spurting out the milk with each tug against her breast.

		Bert slammed against her, groaning loudly as his thick, warm cum entered her. His body twitched. His cock throbbed. And Amy screamed in pleasure as an intense orgasm ripped free from her body. She screamed again as her body shook, the machine sucking rapidly at her breasts as her creamy milk shot free from her swollen breasts and into the milking machine. Bert’s cock continued to throb inside of her, spurting out thick gobs of cum into her center. After some time, he seemed to disconnect from her, but Amy was too enthralled with the constant sucking of the machine on her breasts. Creamy milk continued to pour from her breasts, slipping down like a river along the tube leading to the milk canister. The heavy spray of her milk turned into a soft gurgle as the basin filled more and more. The pressure on her breasts began to relax, and the machine sucked her dry. She sighed as she felt the rubber sleeve release from her skin, and she sat up slowly, her breasts now released from the milking machine. She reluctantly released the suction cups from her nipples, the machine still thrumming with movement, but Amy knew it had sucked her dry. “You can shut it off now,” she said, her voice soft against the humming of the machine.

		Bert stepped quietly out from behind her, his pants rebuttoned, the bead of sweat on his forehead the only indication of the passion they just shared.

		Bert pushed the buttons to shut off the suction and to lower Amy’s seat. After her feet neared the ground, he flipped the switch, shutting off the milking machine.

		Amy sat there silent a moment, stark naked, staring down longingly at her emptied breasts. “Do you think they’ll fill back up again?” she asked.

		Bert picked her clothes up from the ground and helped her redress. “I don’t know,” he finally said. “I just don’t know.”

		The sun began to rise outside in the lonely desert, bursts of light shining through the dusty windows. They heard an audible click as the automatic locking system disengaged the lock on the door to the outside.

		“Do you think they’ll just let us leave?” Amy asked as she finished putting herself back together. Her breasts barely fit in her bra, but she rearranged herself the best that she could.

		“We need to try,” said Bert. “I’m not leaving you here.”

		Amy smiled shyly, slipping her hand into Bert’s warm, strong hand. “Let’s go find Georgia and Noah,” she said.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THIRTEEN

		The friends stood on the edge of the mountain, silent as they looked down at the bright green pasture below them. From here, the dotting of red flowers was out of sight, hidden from view by the growing foliage of the pasture. They’d walked out of the barn this morning, and no one tried to stop them. Noah and Georgia had silently eyed the full milk tank as they passed by, but no one asked any questions they didn’t want to know the answers to.

		They turned from the pasture and the milking barn behind it. They didn’t know if what those people grew would bring about a change in the land, or if one day they’d see creamy pink milk on the shelves of the stores, but they did know they weren’t going to be the ones to find out.

		Georgia looped her arm into Amy’s and the friends turned, walking together down the path down the mountain and toward the hotel. Georgia turned around, smiling at Bert, happy that he’d given her back her friend. Her lips seemed a bit bigger to him, her breasts a bit fuller, but he kept it to himself, as his cock filled the front of his jeans and his chest began to tingle.

		 

		###

		 

		Discover all of Raven Renguard’s transformation stories on her author page: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/RavenRenguard
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