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Prologue
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Sally stared ahead happily, dully, calmly at the sea of women ahead of her as she chewed her cud. It was the third time she had chewed this particular one, she loved the way it felt, soft and rich and wet in her mouth. The sea of women shifted as one, moving towards the Stations where they would receive their release. They all moved together, gently, easily. There were no complaints, no arguments, no dissension. There simply was a wall of people, huge milkers extending out before them, leaking, ready to be milked. She stepped forward excitedly. The Assistant was nearly done with the subject ahead and soon it would be Sally’s turn. She could feel the weight in her breasts shift almost in anticipation of the creamy release that would come soon. Her tits ached, tight with pressure, she could feel the heavy cream within them sloshing around, ready to be released, ready to be milked. Two dollar-coin sized damp patches had formed on her black and white patterned top. Gosh, her nipples were leaking again! They were always so fat and thick and wet. They were ready to be milked. Sally was ready for the Procedure.

Since the Change, her arousal levels had been through the roof. Sally lived with constantly damp legs as her juices flowed from her pussy down towards her feet. Since giving up control, since surrendering to the Hucow Virus, Sally had become happier, more fulfilled. Certainly, she was filled daily from both ends.

The world was changing. More and more women were surrendering to the Hucow Virus, settling into lives of service. Their bodies becoming substance for many, growing bigger, fuller, thicker. It was a choice, everyone got to choose. Just like Sally. Sally didn’t do a lot of reflection these days, her mind simply wallowed in arousal and food, measuring time between milking. It was better that way; easier, certainly, but better. Sally didn’t worry anymore, she didn’t have any desires anymore other than to eat and drink; to consume and be consumed.

But occasionally, at times such as these, as the Devices were being strapped to her thick, dark nipples and as the dark, long thick feeding tube sat tantalizingly close to her thick, swollen lips; it was then that Sally had flashes of the moment, of herself. She could see herself, briefly, from the outside. She was one of thousands, lined up at the Devices, machines that stretched for as far as the eye could see. Around here were thousands of women, each looked after by an Assistant, a faceless robotic drone designed to maximize their efficiency of delivery. Each woman on all fours, fat juicy pussy exposed to the air, desperate to suckle on the fat length of the feeding tube as her milk was erotically drained by an anonymous machine, vestigial nub of a tail twitching over her pink asshole, small horns beginning to peek from her forehead.

Sally leaned forwards as her milk flow began, thick and creamy into the machine and took the feeding tube deep into her mouth, slowly drawing her thick, fat lips over it. She began to suck. These things were tricky, they had to almost be coaxed into delivering their cream. They had to be pumped, teased into delivering their load. Sally was an expert now. Tongue and lips, teeth and throat she worked the tube, moaning with pleasure as her heavy udders were rhythmically, steadily drained.

She felt an intense pleasure wash over her from her heavy tits and down into her quivering, pulsing cunt. Her milk had started to come. Her hips thrust forward as her mind drifted to the future, the moment, the moment when she’d be sat naked on the milking table, the man in her mouth, his cock pumping his creamy load into her mouth, down her throat, into her belly and not just this machine.

It was those moments when she saw what she was, what she had become – what she was becoming – that Sally was blessed to remember where she had come from.
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Chapter 1 – Sally Before
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God, she was pissed! She was so goddamn angry, she could feel it in her bones, in her muscles that were shot through with adrenaline. Sally’s heartbeat came high and fast in her throat pulsing with rage.

It was night and Sally was stalking her way down the hard shoulder of the interstate. Oncoming traffic dazzled her with their lights flashing into her eyes, horns blarted and honked as she strode with furious determination back towards the roadside diner, leaving John behind. The dazzling lights swam in her vision as tears began to fill her eyes and cloud her sight. Sally pawed at her eyes with the back of her hand, swiping away the tears as if they personally offended her. Each step was a stab in the ground, a heavy stomp that planted her, grounded her, and then pushed her on, away from John.

She was as angry as she had ever been in her life. She was burning up with it. And she knew why.

The conversation had started innocently enough, beginning with their plans for the weekend but, like usual, John had circled it back around to having a family. The fact was that Sally wasn’t ready for a family. She didn’t know if she was ever going to be ready. She couldn’t picture herself as a mom, swiping up toddlers and cleaning up sick; her career was too important. Law school wasn’t going to wait for her, a high-paid position at a law firm wasn’t going to wait for her, making the big bucks wasn’t going to wait for her.

She certainly couldn’t see herself pregnant! Even though thinking about the way her body would change and distort, the growth of her belly, her breasts sent shivers down her spine in ways that she couldn’t express. Occasionally, she would stand naked in front of the mirror and cup her small breasts and flat belly and imagine what it would be like to be heavy with pregnancy. The thoughts returned to her at the most inopportune moments.

It was perhaps because of these moments, these fantasies that she rejected John’s suggestions to start a family so vociferously. She was on a path, a path decided for her many years ago. This path would take her to the top of her profession, ready to take on the world. There simply wasn’t space for pregnancy in the plan. Not for a long time. Both John and Sally knew this. They had discussed it many, many times. So why, thought Sally, did he have to bring it up again and again? He knew how she was going to react, and he knew how much it upset her.

It had all got too much on the drive back from seeing John’s sister who had a small but growing family.

“So why do you have to bring this up again and again?” she had asked him.

John laughed, a cackling, almost manic laugh, and then he became serious. “I can’t wait to have children,” he said louder, pointing at her stomach, “I can’t wait. It’s my dream. Can’t you dream with me? We can’t wait,” he repeated. His voice was firm, firm in a way that told Sally that he meant it. Sally was silent. Fury shot through her. This was the same conversation again and again. Hadn’t he learned what her answer would be?

The thing that hurt the most wasn’t that John was immature or irresponsible. But it was the fact that her husband knew what she would do and say, and he was still asking her. John just couldn’t accept her decision. She yanked the car to a shuddering halt on the shoulder of the road and got out, pacing under the halogen yellow of the streetlights.

This hurt so much. John got out of the car. “I’m not going to apologize for my dreams,” he said.

His dreams. She resented the implication that he could dream when she couldn’t? Her anger grew as she saw the people in the cars driving past them as they stood like statues on the side of the road. Her breathing started to get rapid and shallow, the white of her knuckles seemed to glow from the glare of the streetlights as she held her head high.

She knew what she would say to John. “I’m not ready yet,” she said, and at that moment, she knew she was right. “I’m not sure I ever will be.” An image of herself pregnant popped unbidden into her mind. She willed it away. She felt her insides burning. She felt like she was being torn apart by the force of the words that were bursting out of her mouth.

But this wasn’t how she wanted to say it. She wasn’t the one who had to fight her husband for their dreams. The fight had started long before she had ever even met him.

“I don’t know what I would do if I had children,” she had said to him once, “I would have to give up the career that I have worked so hard for,” she was even younger then, “and I would have to change everything that I am.” He knew this and he still asked, nagged almost.

“C’mon, babe. Just think about it, can’t you?”

“You don’t listen. You never listen. I’ve told you why, I’ve told you a thousand times! The fact is: you resent my success, my career.”

“Babe, that’s unfair.”

Was it? John was stuck in a dead-end job that he hated. John spent every day wishing for something more rather than working for it. The fact was, that John wanted this pregnancy to shift the balance of power in the relationship. She knew it and he knew it.

“You’ve always hated the fact that I work hard for my success.”

Sally threw her car keys in a rage, struck John in the center of his chest, and turned on her heel towards the diner. Her mind was a roiling mass of anger. This surely was it between them. God! She was so goddamn angry.
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Chapter 2 – Sally meet witch.
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The parking lot of the diner was dark, as dusk felt long shadows stretched out. Sally was headed towards the diner, her rage not dissipating. She didn’t know, really, who she was angry at: John for his persistent and unending questions or herself for not being able to let go and give in, to deviate from the path that she had set herself. She knew that she was driven and that, ironically, could drive people away. Her anger didn’t help either.

Food would help. It usually did. Sally gathered her bearings and approached the diner when she caught sight of a figure in the middle of the parking lot. Standing still, Sally contemplated the figure. It, at first glance, appeared to be a woman in an over sized floppy hat, she was pushing a barrow in front of her and ringing a bell. It was something out of the middle ages. Sally was intrigued, despite her rage. This was something she had never seen before. Curiosity grabbed her and she approached.

The woman could have been in her early twenties or her late sixties. Sally felt like she was looking at the optical illusion which was both a young woman and an old crone, simultaneously. Depending on how she let her eyes settle, the woman shifted in her view. At once fresh-faced and glowing, and then haggard and wilting. The woman was draped in ornate silver jewelry; she jangled as she walked, slowly inching her barrow forwards.

“Hello, my dear,” the woman said as Sally approached. “You look full of rage.”

The truth was stated so plainly, so simply that Sally was shocked into pausing for a second.

“I-well-I,” Sally falteringly said.

“Do not worry. I have the very thing for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“An end to your anger, an end to your rage. An end to the problems that plague you.”

Sally gawped at the woman. Who was this woman who had such insights into her? Surely, this was just cold reading or educated guessing? Sally had approached with a foul look on her face. It would be a simple thing to guess what she felt like and extrapolate. She must be being worked here. Right? Sally smiled, spreading her hands wide, “I’m not angry.”

“Oh, you are my dear. Every time that John asks you about a family, you get a red spike of rage, right in the center of your chest?”

She wasn’t wrong.

“How. How do you know John?”

“Oh, I know many things, my dear. It’s what I do. I know people’s problems and I fix them.”

“Fix them? How can you fix this?” Sally asked. She felt compelled by this woman’s presence. A solution to the rage, a solution to the constant family questions. God, it was tempting.

The woman reached into her barrow, pulling out a crystal, milk-white, the size of a fist. It pulsed in the dark parking lot with white light. Sally stared.

“A simple wish,” the woman began, “A simple wish, and all your problems will go. Unlock your deepest desires, my child.”

“A wish?” Sally could feel her face unconsciously pulling into a sneer. “You can’t be serious? A wish?”

“Oh, I am deadly serious, my dear. A wish upon a rock. A wish to let your heart’s desires come true. A wish to change everything.”

“Everything...”

“A wish is a powerful thing. A wish in the right place, at the right time. Why it can change the world. Are you ready to change the world?”

The woman raised the crystal to Sally’s eyes. The light from within came pulsing out again and again. Sally realized that it was mirroring her breath. In. Out. In. Out. Sally had to admit, the idea was tempting. To unleash her deepest desires, to stop being so angry all the time. So tempting. But this wasn’t real. This wasn’t a thing that could happen.

“Take it.” The woman’s voice wheedled, insisted.

Sally reached out and took the crystal, holding it before her in both hands. The pale light cast long shadows across the parking lot.

“Will you make a wish?” The woman asked.

“I don’t want to do this. This is fake. You somehow know all of my problems and you know -”

“It is not fake.” The woman’s tone was serious as she interrupted.

“Are you my shrink or my therapist?” Sally asked. “What is this supposed to prove?”

“You need to make your wish, to let your desires come true.”

“My desires?”

“It is your wish, my child. Make it.”

“This is just...”

“It is real. Make your wish.”

Sally wanted to do this. She needed to do this.

“Okay.”

Grasping the stone tightly, Sally closed her eyes.

“I wish that I wasn’t angry and that my deepest desires come true.”

The crystal erupted in a shower of white light. Even through her closed eyes, Sally felt the light pouring out of it, scattering the darkness. The crystal vibrated in her hands; at first a low hum of movement. Then, growing, changing becoming more violent. It shook harder, faster. Sally opened her eyes, unable to see beyond the light that cast forth from the crystal. The vibrations were getting stronger by the second, more powerful. It was harder and harder to hold onto the crystal.

Soon, it became too much. Sally let go of the crystal. It stayed fixed in mid-air, spinning faster and faster. Somewhere beyond the light, the woman was laughing, triumphantly.

“Oh, this is a big one!” The woman crowed somewhere impossibly far away.

The light overwhelmed.

Sally collapsed to the floor.
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Chapter 3- A whole new world.
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Sally awoke on the floor of the parking lot in front of the diner. There was no sign of the woman. Her head felt muzzy. Wasn’t the world supposed to change or something? Weren’t all her problems supposed to have been sorted out?

She had one problem she noticed immediately as her stomach growled hungrily. Her appetite. Sally suddenly noticed how ravenous she was. All she could think about was food. From her position on the floor, she could see the diner, and visions of pancakes, slathered in butter and syrup danced through her head. Bacon. Coffee. Creamer. Perhaps a milkshake. Sally’s mouth watered. Milk. A cool glass of refreshing milk. Her mind cycled through food after food, but it kept returning to milk. So white, so pure. Thick. Creamy.

Sally was determined. Breakfast time. Had she been there all night? She rose on wobbly legs and dusted herself off. She was still dressed the same as she had been, her long-sleeved t-shirt, dusty jeans, and sneakers. Everything looked in order as she quickly checked her reflection out in a car window. Nothing had happened. She’d wanted something to happen, hadn’t she? Was there some sort of promise? She remembered a rock and she remembered being angry. Strange. She wasn’t angry now and couldn’t even consider being angry, truth be told. Sally reflected on the fury she was in the previous night. It was definitely her. She knew that, but she couldn’t quite make the idea fit with who she was. Huh.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





