When it was over, she was weak, exhausted, and drenched in sweat. She couldn’t put up much of a fight to the – things, each of their greedy mouths sucking keenly on her breasts or teats.

Webber left her alone with them, for what he called “bonding time” – or something weird like that. She really just wanted to escape – or to murder Webber – but mostly to escape the- the creatures!
“Moooo,” she moaned as nine infants continued to suckle from her. But she only had four nipples and four teats, meaning one was always fighting for a nub. Sprawled on the ground, Cona was buried under them.

What was she going to do with them? She couldn’t put them up for adoption – they weren’t even human! Was she even human anymore?

Her belly was no longer a massive bolder, but had shrunken down to the size of a honeydew, and was rather squishy and deflated-looking. Meanwhile, her mammaries were growing and dominating torso, swelling to keep up with demand of milk. Cona grunting as milk was extracted simultaneously from every available source. “Mmooooooo...”
- - -

“Bonding time”...wasn’t as bad as it had started.
As she stared, teary-eyed at them, she couldn’t help but notice that the – creatures were kind of cute, even as they avidly ravaged her mammaries. When their little bellys were full to capacity with milk, they became sleepy and sluggish, nuzzled up against one of her mounds before falling to sleep. Sometimes one climbed upon her, burying its head in her cleavage and using her breasts as pillows as it drifted off to sleep.

Cona could only breathe, remaining otherwise unmoving.

All the infants were sleeping, and her udder was sore. The babies sucked it dry, but then they had sucked <i>yet more</i> until she was groaning in pain and didn’t know what to do. Eventually they retired, but already Cona could feel a tingling sensations spreading across her breasts and udders, a subtle tightening within them she was uncomfortably familiar with. If she’d learned anything in the past several months, it was that her breasts and teats would always oblige to the ones it was preparing to feed. The mounds were sure to get yet bigger by daybreak when the creatures would be back for more.
What would she do when her high school started questioning her lengthy leave? Or when her parents returned from their work in Europe? What was she supposed to do with the creatures?  Could she abandon them? But where? And what of her own changes? Her four gigantic breasts and the massive udder attached to her pubic region? She was a freak!

She tried to control her frantic breathing. The children began to squirm.

...was she really beginning to think of them as children? Her young? With their floppy ears and swinging tails, they weren’t even human. One even had a cow’s square nose.
Cona tentatively placed hand on the back of the infant on her chest. By then it’s head was nuzzled under it’s chin, brushing her neck with its breathy snores. She inhaled.

- - -

It was weeks later that she finally began to emotionally recover.
She was in better shape, and – walking around again.

But the mounds had gotten huge.

She clutched the fleshy mass that was her udder when she walked about, so it wouldn’t painfully swing or bump into her thighs, the gallons of milk within continuously gurgling up and dripping from her teats.

Her bosoms were massive melons that dominated her torso, still perk, and bloated, stacked on her chest, her four nipples perpetually fat and erect.
Most mornings she woke up aching all over. Only recently, she had lifted her udder the best she could and leaned over it, wrapping her lips around one of the nubs.
She froze, momentarily stunned with herself, but took a draw, her eyes opening wide, astonished by the taste, agonized by sensation.

Cona pulled back, staring at the seeping teat, before finally leaning in again.

She indulged, all of her teats and breasts beginning to leak as her body acknowledged the sensation of suckling. Her draws had become more and more ardent, until she was audibly slurping and her teat was aching. The milk was addictive. She was beginning to understand the infants’ fondness for it.

As if on cue, the first of the babies awoke. Cona gasped as another of her teats was latched upon, followed by another, and soon her four breasts were being attacked, the squirming creatures climbing all over her. She surrendered to them, pulling back, lowering herself, and providing them with breakfast. She was at their mercy for most of the day.
It wasn’t long before even her teats were getting thicker and fatter, pouring milk rather than just dripping it, keeping up as the children got stronger, their suckles more aggressive, and Cona’s body, sorer.

Though she had returned to her petite frame in only a short time, minus her engorged mammaries, she was getting slightly chubby again. She couldn’t determine whether it was from her increased calorie intake as her body too struggled to keep up with the nine children, or if it was just from all the milk she had been drinking as of late, particularly when the children weren’t around to protest.

It was a guilty pleasure of hers, one she was having difficulty with surrendering.
One day she watched Webber examine one of her children.

“Eight boys and one girl,” the scientist said. “How extraordinary.”
She absently nodded, standing behind him. They were in his lab, and on an exam table was one of her young, playfully grasping at the scientists hand as he attempted several standard examinations.

“They all seem perfectly healthy. Absolutely normal – well, except for the cow thing.”
Speaking of which, “How did this happen?” said Cona.

“My studies focus on genetics, and the potential to engineer human biology by introducing the genes of other species’.”
“Yes, I understand that part – but why on earth were you studying cow reproduction?”

“I suppose reproduction was the – easiest means of these <i>splices,</i> so to speak. The cow sperm was really just to experiment on and study. I never expected it would produce a...successful trial.” Webber began to walk.
Cona eyed him as she gathered up her child and followed, but her attention quickly drifted to the scientist’s weird contraptions and several gook-filled jars scattered all about the room. She walked awkwardly with her child held to her hip, and her free hand clutching her udder as it jiggled within the front of her spandex leggings. As usual, half of the mound protruded over the top of her waistband, and patches of moisture were beginning to develop in the fabric. Above, she wore an ill-fitting blouse, diamonds of skin appearing between the buttons, and through them, folds of tightly-pressed cleavage.

“Cows, because I was always found them to be – noble creatures,” Webber continued.

Cona snorted. <i>Pervert.</i>

He casually threw an arm around her shoulders. “Come now Cona. You can’t tell me you’re unhappy with the outcome?”

Cona looked down. She loved her children, and wouldn’t have traded them for the world – but that didn’t mean she had wanted to become some sort of cow-person! <i>Or</i> to have to have undergone such a lengthy and painful pregnancy. The worst of it had been the fact that she’d been left oblivious! She hated Webber for that.
Cona sighed. The child was becoming fussy in her arms, squirming to reach her four breasts. She tried stroking his stomach, but it proved useless. Struggling, she one-handedly managed to undo the top few buttons of her blouse, revealing her two pair of breasts fitted in two large strapless bras, from which they were beginning to bulge. 
Plucking one of her lower breasts out of her bra, Cona clutched the child in front of her, allowing him access, and grunted uncomfortably as he began to fervently suckle.
She rubbed his back as he did so. It was getting hard to handle – all <i>nine</i> of them. On top of that, she was beginning to worry that they were overeating. All of them were gaining weight expeditiously, and had become chubby pudge-balls, adorable ones at that. Cona continued to rub her child’s back, hoping to encourage him to slow down. She hadn’t decided on names for them yet, still overwhelmed by everything else.
Sighing again, she looked up, only to notice Webber staring. The scientist quickly looked away, and they resumed walking.

“Why did Jenny do this to me?”
“I admit, implanting you with biologically-altered cow sperm was a rather – sadistic – thing of my little sister to do, but I suspect she had no idea of the consequences.”

They finally reached the den, and opened the door. All the room’s occupants looked up from the carpeted floor. Pacifiers dropping unceremoniously before them, eight chubby cow-children began to crawl toward their mother’s mammaries, but Cona simply detached the child on her breast and placed him on the floor with the others. She then quickly closed the door, and leaned against it, deeply breathing. Her bosoms wobbled before her, her blouse hanging open, and one of them still seeping milk. Readjusting her bras, Cona began to distractedly button her blouse, but these efforts seemed increasingly futile, her bras’ tightness becoming more and more pronounced.

She could never help but feel guilty the times she ignored her children when they were hungry.

But then, they were <i>always</i> hungry.

“Off we go,” said Webber cheerfully, again throwing his arm around her shoulders and lugging her off. Cona reached down to clutch her bobbing udder.
The reached a new room, a more private room, and he allowed her entrance before following her through. It was Webber’s bedroom. She turned to him.

One of her buttons arbitrarily popped off.

Webber took the liberty of slipping the blouse off her shoulders, eying her two strapless bras which were beginning to look increasingly measly on her, even her pink areola beginning to bulge over the cups by then.

The massive mounds were wider than her shoulders, dominating her torso. Cona’s face was flushed, her temple sweaty. She looked completely exhausted. She heaved up the beach ball-sized udder as she attempted to take a seat on the bed. It spilled completely out of her pants and sat on her lap, trembling and gurgling unpleasantly.
Somehow amused with her struggles, Webber sat beside Cona and wrapped his arms behind her, unhinging her bras one by one. He ignored as she grunted, and how he squeezed her breasts together in the process. Rather than withdrawing, he kissed the crook of her neck.
“They’re a getting greedy,” she mumbled. “Mmmm...maybe I should try switching them to – solid foods?” She sighed.

“They’re not even six months old yet,” said Webber, moving his lips to her upper breasts. With his free hand, he idly massaged her udder, and it gurgled some more.
Cona moaned. “There’s <i>nine</i> of themm, and – and they just eat <i>so much.</i>”
“They have some competition them,” said Webber, wrapping his lips around one of her nipples.
“No Webber, please don’t, I- I’mm...mmmooooooo...”

“What was that?”

“I’mmmm soooo full...”

“Then let’s work on that.”
The END
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