“The Lusty Cow”


Gerda walked cautiously through the dark woods, holding an oil lamp in her shaking hand. It was dark and cold in the forest; she was walking through them in the inky blackness of the night. She could barely make out the worn forest path in the weak light of her lamp. This road was old and seldom used for a reason: it led to a witch.


“Ah, finally,” said Gerda as she made it into a clearing. “I’m out of this creepy forest.”


Far into the clearing, Gerda could see a hill. The clouds rolled away to reveal the full moon, which bathed the clearing in moonlight. Upon the very hill was a house. Only the foolish and brave had dared to set eyes upon this house. Inside this house lived Old Carmelita, who was said to be a witch. 
The townspeople said that she had been expelled from the town long ago, for allegedly cursing the daughter of a past mayor, making her ugly and undesirable. They even used her existence into frightening the children of the village into good behavior, telling them that Old Carmelita would take them home and make them into stew if they misbehaved. No one had made a journey to her house in ages.


However, Gerda was desperate. Thinking that she was a witch, she thought that maybe her magic would be potent enough to solve the problem that she had. She began walking up the hill, intent that there was some glimmer of hope that the witch could offer her. When she had at last reached the top, she walked slowly towards the house with a raised hand, prepared to knock the door.

“Come in!” called a voice from inside the house.


Gerda was stunned. Without any further hesitation, she opened the door and entered the house. Closing the door behind her, Gerda looked around: the room was dark, being only lit by the fireplace that was blazing further inside.


“Don’t be afraid, my child. Come sit by me.”


In the dim light of the fire, Gerda saw a chair, and from its side, she saw a frail hand beckoning her over. With a mounting suspense inside her, she crept slowly towards the chair. At last coming into full view, Gerda and the witch looked at each other face to face.


“Welcome! Have a seat,” said the woman sitting in the chair.


Gerda had a dumb look on her face. She was filled with all sorts of feelings: chiefly among them were disappointment, relief, and annoyance. Old Carmelita was a kindly-looking old woman who looked like she’d rather bake you cookies rather than eat children. She had gotten worked up over a sweet old bitty like this? She walked over to the other cushioned armchair in the room and sat in it.


“Would you like some tea?” asked Old Carmelita.


“Yes, thank you,” said Gerda.


She leaned over to the table that rested between her and the girl and poured a cup. Receiving the cup, Gerda gave her thanks.

“So,” began Gerda. “Did you know that I was coming? You’d answered the door before I knocked.”


“Well, it wasn’t that hard. You walk like a freaking bear; I could hear you coming a mile away.”


Gerda was shocked by the old woman’s brazenness, which made her chuckle. The old woman laughed as well.


“I’m sorry to come to you so late, but I didn’t want my friends to know about me coming up here. You see, I need your help.’


“Of course, dearie,” said the woman as she continued to sip her tea. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, you see,” began Gerda. “I happen to have the fortune-- or misfortune it seems-- to live with the town’s most beautiful girl, my best friend Kaley. She’s beautiful, she’s popular, and all the men in town fawn over her. They all follow her around town, run her errands, and they even buy her gifts. It’s always been this way since we were little kids.”


“Hmmm…sounds like you’re a little envious.” Old Carmelita observed.

“Envious, jealous, whatever…” said Gerda. “Look, I’m desperate. I heard that you do…you know…magic…”


“’Do magic’?” asked Old Carmelita with an amused look on her face. “One does not simply ‘do magic’. Sorcery is a complex and wondrous art form that requires many years of discipline, patience, and practice.”


“So, you can do magic…I mean, practice sorcery.”

“Yes, my child, I do. You have no doubt heard the rumors about me in your little village. I was born there myself, but forced to leave after I cursed mayor’s daughter.”


“You really did that? Why?


“Well,” said the crone. “His daughter had taken my son into her bed, for she was very promiscuous. That night, her father had discovered them making love, and in his rage, accused him falsely of raping and deflowering her. As punishment, he chopped off his…you know…My son soon lost his will to live, and died.”

Gerda’s eyes widened at the appalling tale. “So did you really make her ugly?”


“In a way, yes,” said Old Carmelita. “I waited until her wedding night, which was about a month after my son died. As soon as her husband carted her off into the wedding bed, I cast a spell to give her what my son had lost.”


“You mean…she grew a…”


“Precisely,” said the old woman with a widening grin. “Right in front of her husband, I made it happen. The whole town could hear the scream that he gave. I knew that it was a matter of time before they found me out, so I left, and I’ve been here ever since.”


“Well,” said an impressed Gerda. “If you can do that, then surely you can cast a spell on me, too; maybe, something to make me the most beautiful girl in town.”


“I don’t know; it’s been so long.”


Gerda slid off the chair and onto her knees on the floor. Crawling towards Old Carmelita, she grasped at the hem of her dress.

“Please, ma’am, I’m desperate!” she said with her eyes welling up with tears.


The old woman looked down at Gerda, her eyes filled with sympathy and sadness. She began to rack her brain for anything that help. What could she do?


“Well, I don’t know about a spell…but a potion might help.”


“Yes,” said Gerda. “I’ll take anything, please.”


The old woman looked down at Gerda with a smile, patting her on the cheek. She raised herself out of her arm chair, and hobbled over to the other room, signaling Gerda to follow. Entering the room, Gerda saw many bookcases that held scores of books, jars, and other things that she had never seen before. Under the lone window was a desk, where the woman lit a candle and began walking around perusing the shelves.


“Let’s see, let’s see…vengeance potion...potion to cure blindness, potion to cure the plague…love potion, no, not looking for love…ah!”


“What is it?” asked Gerda.


“This,” said Old Carmelita as she pulled a dusty bottle from her shelf, dusted it off and handed it to Gerda. “This may do the trick.”


Gerda looked at the label, but she could not read the strange language on it. “What does it say?”

“It says: ‘Drink this, and be desired by all’. It might be exactly what you need. I got it long ago, from a very beautiful woman, I might add. Perhaps she took some of this potion, and in her generosity, made more so that other women could benefit. Take it, it’s yours.”


Gerda, giddy with excitement, swooped over to give the woman a hug. “Oh, thank you Carmelita! I’ll never forget your kindness.”


“Yeah, whatever,” said Carmelita, pushing away from the embrace. “You’d better go now, it’s late.”


Gerda ran from the house, still thanking Old Carmelita. The old woman walked back to her chair, chuckling at herself. It was nice to have a visitor, even though it was for a short time. She was content from her good deed, feeling warmth that did not come from the fire.

 
Arriving home, Gerda tiptoed to her room. She heard a man’s snoring coming from Kaley’s room as she passed; she must’ve brought home another of her lovers. Sitting on her bed, she took the bottle from her pocket and looked at it in the faint candlelight. Inside was a liquid as pink as cotton candy, and she hoped that it tasted the same. Opening the bottle, she put it to her nose, finding the smell to be quite enjoyable, like apple pie.

“Well, here goes,” she said before downing the entire bottle. She then felt a warm feeling overtake her body, as if someone had wrapped her in a warm blanket. Wearily she nodded her head, becoming groggy and sleepy. At last she succumbed and fell back on her bed, completely asleep.


The next morning Gerda awoke, her sleep being interrupted by a sudden sensation in her chest. As Gerda rubbed her chest, she found the strange feeling growing steadily in intensity. And, for some reason, it was so warm. Why was it so warm? She heard a knock at the door.


“Gerda, are you awake?” 


She recognized the voice of Kaley. “Y-yeah…come on in.”


Kaley strode into the room, and to most people-- including Gerda-- the room seemed to be illuminated upon her very arrival. She was a shapely young woman with flowing blonde hair that was now tied up in two cute pigtails. She wore a nice checkered dress which served to accentuate her curvy hips, her perfect, round bottom, and her large, perky breasts. She strode into with a pleasant smile.

“So,” she said. “I was going to Tabitha’s house for a quilting bee, and I want you to come. Oh, Tabitha’s such a slut, but I heard she’s going out with that rich...” She looked down at her roommate in a realized concern; she looked very strange and slightly wan. “Gerda, are you all right?”

“I…feel funny…” said Gerda. “Oh, it’s warm…so warm…”


“Well, get up and get ready to go. Once you’ve had some fresh air, you’ll feel loads better,” said Kaley, getting up and walking towards the door.


“You’re right,” Gerda said weakly. “Maybe I...OH!”

While getting up from her bed, Gerda felt a sudden itch in her chest, plus it was still getting warmer in here. She clutched at her breasts and began to scratch at them through her dress. It felt like something was growing inside of them, clawing to be free.


Kaley was worried. “Gerda, are you okay?”


“Oh…I can’t take this…I need to be free!” moaned Gerda. Kaley watched Gerda grab at her dress and ripped it in two. Where had she gotten the strength for that? Gerda quickly ripped off her underwear with one hand, as if it were made of paper. Kaley raced over and grabbed Gerda’s shoulders, recoiling slightly as she felt her friend’s high temperature.

“Oh, Gerda, why are you so hot? You’re burning up like you’ve got a fever!” exclaimed Kaley.


“Don’t know…oh, it’s hot…so hot…” she stammered.


Kaley winced as she heard Gerda let out a yell and grab at her tits. Wailing loudly, Gerda looked down at her chest, seeing her nipples twitching wildly. They were starting to lengthen! The strangeness didn’t stop there, for now Gerda could feel her chest getting heavier in her grip. The two girls looked on in fascination, as Gerda’s modest breasts started to swell. To them it looked like they were two water skins that were slowly being filled with water.


“Oh, my god, Gerda,” said Kaley. “What’s happening to you?”


Gerda could only stand there and groan, rubbing at her tits as they started to look like two melons that were drenched in dew. Kaley saw her friend’s nipples darken as they continued to pulsate, now resembling two tiny, well cooked sausages. Kaley could only stand there in awe, hypnotized by the rhythmic throbbing of the nipples, oblivious to her friend’s plight. The nipples still entranced her, especially that she could see the nipple opening, which looked like puckering lips.


Gerda then let out a yelp as she let out a spurt of milk from her teat, which struck Kaley in the face, blinding her.

“Ah! Gerda, what the…!” she screamed as she staggered back and wiped the milk from her eyes. Blinking away a majority of the milk, she was now able to see. Gerda fell back on the bed, heaving in such a way that it made her gourds rise and fall emphatically. Kaley looked down at her friend, still confused by her violent transformation. She then bent over and tried to pry Gerda from her bed.


“Oh, you poor thing,” said Kaley. “You’re burning up; I’m going to get you into a nice, cold bath.”


Slinging Gerda’s arm over her shoulder, she helped her walk to the tub. Gerda’s eyes were barely open, and she was still breathing heavily. Reaching the bathroom, Kaley placed her roommate inside the tub as gently as possible and turned on the water. Seeing the water slowly rising to envelop Gerda’s body, Kaley was pleased.

“There, hopefully you’ll be feeling better in no time.”


While she waited for the tub to fill, she decided to get this milk off of her face. Looking in the mirror, she licked her lips. The milk was so sweet! Kaley grabbed a towel, wiped the remaining milk off and looked herself over. Pleased with the way she looked, she then looked down at the towel, which was slightly damp. For some reason, she felt the strangest compulsion to lick it.


Looking back at her friend, who was apparently napping, she began to suck at the towel, still hoping to find some lingering trace of the milk that she could taste. What am I doing? She quickly yanked the towel from her mouth and threw it away. She looked over her shoulder, and noticing that the tub was adequately filled she turned it off. She left the bathroom, went to her room and changed her dress, which still had lingering traces of the milk.


Exiting the house with her basket in hand, she began to revel in the bustle of everyday life in the village. There was a policeman strolling about on patrol, the children running off to school, and the workmen heading out of their houses to begin their labor. Walking down the streets, she was greeted by almost all of the townspeople, especially the men and boys. She finally came to the house that belonged to her friend Tabitha. Tabitha, a slender girl with short, black hair, smiled as she ushered Kaley into the house.

Inside were many pretty young women, all perched inside the sitting room, squawking like geese. Joining in, Kaley quickly became the iconic queen bee, and all conversation topics were chosen at her whim. While working on the quilt, Kaley soon felt a strange craving for something sweet. It was small at first, but over time it lingered, slowly becoming an irritation. Her mouth soon began to moisten, signifying her desire to quench her sudden desire.

“Who wants milk and cookies?” asked Tabitha as she walked into the room, carrying a plate of freshly-baked cookies and a pitcher of ice cold milk. It certainly seemed convenient to Kaley.


“Oh, great,” said Kaley as she got up and ran towards Tabitha. “I was craving a sweet treat.”


Kaley grabbed two cookies from the plate and bit them ravenously. Tabitha looked on with the other girls, slightly amused. Then Kaley suddenly stuffed both of them inside her mouth, feeling the craving had been assuaged. The girls looked briefly surprised, and then shrugged as they all helped themselves to cookies and milk. Just about 15 minutes later, Kaley felt her mouth water as the strange craving returned, greater in intensity.


“Um, Tabitha, do you have any more cookies?” she asked, seeing that the plate was now empty.


“Sorry, that’s the only batch. I’m all out of ingredients.”


“Do you have anything sweet, anything at all?”


“Well,” said Tabitha, racking her brain. “I did make a pitcher of lemonade, but…”


“Perfect!” exclaimed Kaley, jumping up from her seat and running into the kitchen. Looking around frantically, she spotted the glass pitcher sitting on the countertop. She ran over and grabbed it, seeing Tabitha enter the room over her shoulder.

“Hey, I just wanted to show you where the cups were,” she said.


But it was too late, for Kaley had taken the pitcher with both hands and raised it to her lips. Tabitha watched in shock as Kaley drank the lemonade, which trickled slightly from the corners of her mouth, slightly wetting her dress. After downing the entire pitcher, Kaley placed it back on the countertop and gasped for air.


“Um…Kaley…are you okay?” asked Tabitha.


Kaley looked over at Tabitha with wide eyes. “Erm…yeah…I…I need to go. Thanks for the drink!”


She promptly ran into the next room, swooped up her basket, and left the house. She had resolved in her mind to get herself down to the bakery and buy several pastries. Walking briskly into the store, she wiped off the loose drool and approached the counter.

“Good afternoon, Miss Kaley,” said the baker. “How are you…?”


“One chocolate éclair, one sugar-frosted cupcake, and a lemon tart, please!” she demanded.


The baker stood there stunned. The three other customers stared at Kaley, whose eyes were wide and her body rigid. After an awkward silence, the baker collected himself and attended to her order. She paid the baker, snatched her purchased goods, and began to eat them hastily. The confections were delicious no doubt, but they didn’t fill her need!


“Oh, that’s not it!” Kaley screamed as ran out of the store. The candy store was next on her mind, for perhaps they would have something tasty for her. She ran inside and ordered her favorite candies, but still the craving nagged at her. What was it that she wanted? Kaley trudged down the street in a stupor, combing her brain for what she needed.

“Oh, I need to lie down,” she said to herself. “Maybe Gerda’s awake and…”


Her face fell upon reaching this glorious epiphany: she was craving that strange milk that Gerda had squirted on her face! Realizing this, she raced home; she needed more of that milk.

At last, she could see her home in the distance. She was almost there! She swung the door open, ran inside, and locked it shut; she couldn’t afford any interruptions.


“GERTA, WHERE ARE YOU?!?” she bellowed.


“I’m in my room,” Gerda called out from somewhere in the house.


Gerda, oblivious to her friend’s delirious state of mind, was standing nude in front of her mirror admiring her new breasts. A few hours ago, she’d awoken inside a tub full of water. It was probably Kaley helping her to bring down her fever. After waking up and getting out of the tub, she caught a reflection of herself in the bathroom mirror. Her breasts were huge! 

That potion had worked; she’d have to find someway to thank Old Carmelita. Soon she’d have all over the men staring at her new and improved chest. First would come dates, then eventually an engagement to some rich, young bachelor, and finally a married life as a pampered, big-breasted trophy wife. After leaving the bathroom, she went to her room, where she was again transfixed by her reflection in her bedroom mirror. Raising her arms above her head, she swung her large udders playfully in front of the mirror.
Suddenly, she heard the doors bang open and wheeled around. There in the doorway stood Kaley, her hair slightly disheveled, eyes narrowed, and her mouth brimming with saliva, giving her the look of a hungry beast.
“K-Kaley…what’s wrong?” Gerda asked timidly as she tried to cover her chest.

“Milk…I need it…”

“What do you mean?”

Gerda’s heart raced as Kaley stormed over towards her and pushed her hands away from her chest.

“Just shut up and let me drink!” she yelled before putting her mouth to Gerda’s enormous teat and sucking furiously.

“Ow! Oh, Kaley, please!” yelled Gerda.

Kaley bit furiously at Gerda’s erect nipple and squeezed her breast. Oh, the flavor was so intoxicating! As the milk flooded her mouth, the pleasure it gave flooded her other senses, sending her into a state of euphoria. After the flow became more constant, Kaley lessened her suction on Gerda’s breast, which was somewhat of a relief to Gerda. Gerda moaned in pleasure, even though in some part of her mind, it seemed wrong somehow that she was breast feeding her friend like this.
“Oh, how…how am I doing this?” asked Gerda.

Kaley looked up and unlatched herself from the gushing nipple. “I don’t know, but I like it” She fondled Gerda’s tit gently. “It’s so tasty; it’s like happiness has a flavor somehow…more, I want more.”

She put her mouth to Gerda’s breast again and drank. Gerda cocked her head back as she put her hand on Kaley’s head and pulled her closer to her body. Why did nursing someone feel so good? Now she could feel Kaley licking at her taut areola. The pleasure was surging up her spine in a series of white-hot jolts.
Kaley took her mouth away from the mammary, watching the torrents of milk fall on the floor. They were like two bulbous sacs, sending cascading showers of milk all over her body. Kaley looked down at herself, and seeing that she was damp all over she decided to take off her dress. Lifting the damp dress over her head, she threw it to the floor and sipped at the stream of milk.
“Oh, Kaley, aren’t you full yet?” Gerda asked.

“No, not yet,” Kaley said licking her lips. She kicked off her shoes, and slid her panties off, feeling them starting to become tight and riding up into her crack. She knelt under the showers of creamy, white goodness, simultaneously rubbing it into her skin while letting her mouth hang open to let it fly in. She felt like she had been walking for hours in a desert without a drink, and now she had come upon the best oasis in the entire world.

Gerda looked down at her friend basking in the downpour of milk; she looked like she was in heaven. Her eyes narrowed as she surveyed Kaley’s body. Her backside was slowly ballooning, becoming more rounded and fulsome. She could see it from the front!

Finding herself sufficiently covered in milk, Kaley leapt forward and resumed her suckling at Gerda’s massive breasts. The two stood in a puddle of breast milk that was slowly growing across the bedroom floor. Milk dribbled from the sides of Kaley’s mouth and down to the floor.

Kaley then grabbed at her own breasts and began to fondle herself. Why she did this, she didn’t know, but felt compelled to do it nonetheless. Overcome by a sudden rush of feeling, Kaley tilted her head back and issued out a moan.


“Oh, Kaley, what’s wrong?” asked Gerda, looking down at her friend with worry.


Kaley said nothing, but continued to touch herself. Gerda watched Kaley’s bosom beginning to bulge, just like her buttocks had done before it had become bigger. Now it was getting bigger! Kaley sat there naked, kneading her burgeoning tits with both hands as if they were made of expanding yeast.

“Kaley…your boobs…they’re so big…and they’re getting bigger!” she cried out.


“Ohhhh, yes…I can feel them…so heavy…” she moaned.

“Well, maybe we should get you a bath. After that, I’ll put you to bed, and then I’ll clean up all of this milk.” Gerda said as she looked down at the floor. Her own breasts were still shooting milk on it.


“NO!” Kaley yelled. “I want more milk!”

Kaley charged at Gerda like a bull. With a newfound strength, she grabbed her frightened roommate, threw her on the bed, leapt on top of her, and drank her milk. Gerda was afraid, but that fear was quickly washed away in ecstasy. Perhaps she could nurse Kaley a little longer…just this once. What could happen?

Amidst the milk that came pouring out of Gerda’s own breasts, the two women were unaware of the tiny droplets of milk that began to form on Kaley’s nipples. Within a few minutes, she too began dripping small amounts of milk onto Gerda’s sweating body. She let out soft moan into Gerda’s giant chest and sat upright. Gerda looked up wearily at her friend as she began pinching her darkening nipples and tracing circles around her coaster-sized areolas. She felt a strange compulsion to lick at them.
Kaley hummed with pleasure as she began milking herself, sending cascades of her own milk onto Gerda’s body. Gerda licked off a drop of the milk from her bottom lip to find that it was actually very good. Her mouth hung agape to receive the blessed rays of succulent milk that soared through the air.
“Oh, it’s not enough!” she wailed, sitting up to suck on her friend’s enlarged tit.

Feeling a sudden suction upon her leaky breast, Kaley gave out a groan of relief; finally her large, milk-laden jugs would be relieved of their burdens.
“Oh, Gerda, suck my titty!” Kaley cried.

Gerda happily obliged her; she hadn’t eaten anything all day, if you didn’t count Old Carmelita’s potion. The two girls continued to nurse each other until their respective stores of milk were dry and they were both fast asleep. There they sat on the bed, their bellies full of warm milk. It was as if they had eaten a savory, three-course meal. The milk was strangely nourishing.

Gerda awoke first, wondering to herself how long she had been asleep. She looked down at her nude, sleeping roommate. She looked so beautiful, especially with her lovely, new breasts. Gerda gently brushed a loose lock of hair from Kaley’s placid face. Was it possible that she was dreaming about her next meal?

Getting off of the bed, Gerda looked around in her drawers for something to wear. After pulling out several of her casual house gowns and trying them on, she found them to be very constricting to her new breasts. Once again, Gerda looked at herself in the mirror, cradling her mammaries. It was like having two pregnant wombs on her chest! Her darkened nipples stuck out like two giant chocolate candies, on teacup-sized areolas.
“I guess I’ll have to sew myself a new outfit,” she muttered to herself. “After that, I’ll go down to the tailors and see if I can…oh!”

Gerda suddenly felt a pinching sensation in her nipples. She began flicking them with her index fingers, hoping to will the feeling away somehow. She watched in the mirror as they began to pulsate once again, as if they each had a heartbeat.
“Oh, no,” she said to herself. “Not again.”

It seemed to her that after she had said that, her already gigantic udders began to swell. She bent down as she tried to balance herself in an effort to support her increasingly cumbersome bust. The breasts expanded and rounded like two burlap sacs that were being filled. They had already grown past her waist! In the mirror, Gerda could see her pepper-shaker sized nipples already dripping with milk that was eager to escape.

“No, no, no,” she wailed. “No more milk, please.”

Her pleas were useless; she could already feel the milk beginning to build up her mounds, just aching to be free. Oh, she just had to get this milk out, but where? Gerda hobbled out into the hall, and started over towards the bathroom. On the walk over to the bathroom, she tried holding the milk in. There was already enough on the bedroom floor, and she’d be damned if it messed up any other parts of the house. 
“Oh, I need to let it out!” she cried.
It felt like she had drunk an entire river, and was holding back a very large piss. With a tremendous effort, she hefted both of her heavy breasts into her bathtub. She bent her knees slightly and rested forward on the jiggly, milk-filled breasts. At last she let out a sigh as she released her load into the empty tub. Immediately milk came shooting out of her pulsing nipples, filling the tub.

“What are you doing?”

Gerda turned her head to see Kaley standing in the doorway. Still nude, she strode inside and peered into the tub, watching her friend relieve herself of her precious load. She sat on the toilet, flinching slightly at the feel of the cold porcelain on her bare skin.

“Did you sleep well?” asked Gerda.

“Like a baby,” replied Kaley. “Does it hurt your breasts, squirting all that milk?”

“No, it’s actually nice. It’s like going to the bathroom, I guess.”

Kaley smiled as she eyed the milk longingly. “Oh, if I wasn’t so full, I’d drink all of that milk. It’s a shame that it’s going to go to waste.”

“Actually,” said Gerda. “I stopped the drain. I plan on bottling it. Between you and me, I don’t think that we’ll be buying milk for a long time.”
Kaley giggled as she looked down at her own chest and shook breasts playfully.

“So, any idea what happened to us?” she asked Gerda.

Gerda blushed, recounting her trip to Old Carmelita to her friend. She was especially careful to leave out the part about being jealous of Kaley’s beauty and popularity.

“So, will my breasts be like that?” asked Kaley, pointing down at the tub, in which Gerda’s monstrous breasts were immersed in milk.

“I don’t know.” Gerda said. “They seemed to have grown after you drank my milk. After that, you yourself started lactating.”
“It’s actually not that bad,” said Kaley as she squeezed her breasts, making tiny milk droplets form at her nipples.

The next two days, Kaley & Gerda walked around town, their hands laden with baskets that carried bottles of milk. The men whistled and goggled at the two of them, who were wearing pretty, cotton sundresses that displayed their ample cleavage. Their bountiful breasts bounced with every step as they skipped through the town streets, handing distributing a bottle to every household. They even stopped at Tabitha’s house, the bakery, and the candy store to offer apologies for Kaley’s behavior, explaining that she had eaten very strange eggs which had sent her into a mild delirium. They bought it!
“Well, that’s all of the milk,” said Kaley as the two walked home after their deliveries were done.

“Good,” said Gerda, clutching her chest. “Let’s hurry home; I’m starting to grow again, and I need to be milked.”
On the Monday morning of the following week, Kaley heard a knock at the door. Opening it, she came upon a wondrous site. There was a multitude of men, women, and children standing outside the house. They all looked up at Kaley with drooling mouths, and each of them had some sort of cup, container, bowl, or bottle in their hands. They were all clamoring for the mysterious, intoxicating milk that they had sampled a couple of days ago.
Kaley raised her arms, signaling for the crowd to hush. “Alright, you all need to form a line. We will be charging a fair rate of fifty cents per person. I’m going to let ten of you in at a time”

At once, the maddened crowd struggled to form some semblance of a line. Some of them ran home to either get money or larger containers Kaley let the first ten people in line enter the house: five men, three young girls, and two women. They each handed Kaley their fee.
“Right this way,” Kaley said as she led them towards Gerda’s room.
The customers walked briskly, their mouths watering and their faces sweating. Reaching Gerda’s room, Kaley opened the door and ushered them inside. There they saw beautiful Gerda, her massive tits now each about the size of a sheep. She lay on the bed, wearing naught but her underwear. She looked up at the newcomers red-faced, straining to hold back the milk that was building up in her chest.

“Please,” Gerda pleaded. “Milk me before I burst!”

Kaley watched as two men ran forward and put their pails under Gerda’s cucumber-sized nipples. With a pained groan, she released her milk into the pails, filling them in a matter of seconds. The men muttered their thanks to Gerda and turned to leave.
“Wait,” Gerda said as she regained control over her milk. “How about a kiss for me?”

The two men looked at her with joy, and then each of them gave her a deep, passionate kiss.

“Alright, you guys break it up,” Kaley said forcing the two men out of the room. “We’ve got to keep this line moving, Gerda.”

“Just have them come all at once; my tits are gonna explode!” Gerda cried.

“Okay,” Kaley said to the remaining eight customers. “You all go in at once. Gerda, when they get there, just let it all out. I’m gonna bring in two more people. Boy, this line sure is long! ”

Gerda watched as the eight people came forward and positioned their receptacles under her nipples. Gritting her teeth, Gerda let the torrent of milk shoot of from her nipples. The customers all took turns in filling up at her seemingly never-ending stores. It was much better this way, in her opinion. Kaley came back a short while later with an old man and a young boy.
“Gerda, you’re doing great. At this rate we’ll…HEY! Get away from there!” she yanked at the ponytail of one of the young girls, who was trying to put her mouth to Gerda’s swollen nipple. “You’ve had enough milk, missy. Get out of here.”

The sullen girl left the room. Kaley let the new arrivals fill their containers, ushered the others out, and let more people in. The line moved at a gradual pace. Some folks had even decided to come back. Kaley didn’t care; as long as they paid, they could have all of the milk they wanted.

By midday, the line was gone. Kaley and Gerda sat on the bed, counting all of the money that they had earned. It was natural that they would split it between themselves, 50-50. Each of Gerda’s breasts, momentarily relieved of their milk, had shrunken down to a more manageable size.
“Look at all this money!” Gerda exclaimed. “I think we’re going to have to find a good hiding place for all of this.”

Kaley chuckled, “Pretty soon, we’ll have enough to buy our own property, with a big house. We should go on a shopping spree.”

“Now, Kaley, we should be careful with our money. I’ve been thinking that we should use some of it to help the town. The school needs a new roof; we could give some to the orphans; and we could create a fund to get the town vagrants back on their feet.”

“Yeah, I guess.” Kaley said. Gerda was ever the idealist. “But, it wouldn’t hurt to treat ourselves to some nice things. Maybe we should spend some money on fixing up the house, for starters.”

Gerda nodded in agreement. “I guess you’re right.”

“You know, Gerda that was a smart plan: giving out samples of your breast milk to the town. I guess that since they’re hooked on it, it’s only fair that we should give back to community. After all, we…Ow!”

“What’s wrong?” asked Gerda.
“Man, do my tits hurt!” Kaley said as she rubbed at her breast. Kaley could feel her nipples beginning to harden, becoming erect. She also felt milk beginning to make them wet.

“I think I need to lactate; I haven’t done it all day.” Kaley unbuttoned the top of her dress and pulled out a large, meaty tit.

“Oh, let me suck them for you. I’ve hardly eaten today.” Gerda said.

“Be my guest.”

Gerda crawled over and laid herself on Kaley’s lap. Taking the nipple into her mouth, Gerda gently sucked at her friend’s teat and closed her eyes. Kaley cradled Gerda’s head in her arms, and gently stroked her chest. 
