The next morning, Cona’s udder was engourged all over again to her shock and dismay. It had barely been twenty-four hours! 
Groaning, she reached down to attend to it, when her eyes snapped wide open. She couldn’t reach it beyond her belly! Her fingers could merely brush the mass, but could make it nowhere near the teats.

Cona stared at the ceiling, deeply breathing for a while. Trying to shake away her shock, she climbed slowly out of bed. “Mmm...” 
The taut udder bobbed painfully beneath her belly, and she tried to hold it still the best she could, her spine aching, and belly feeling as though it would burst outwards as she tried to navigate awkwardly around it. Still, she was nowhere near touching the nubs. She could feel droplets of milk getting on her clothes.
Cona entered the living room, and lowered herself to the couch, spreading her legs the best she could to make more room for the mounds. For the majority of the morning, she remained there, grunting, and shifting in pain. By the time Webber arrived, it was already noon. He immediately noticed her predicament, tilting his head to the side. He simply knelt down beside her, propped her nightie over her udder, and proceeded to milk her.
Cona’s face reddened, but she didn’t resist. “Ohh, mmm.”

“What?”

“Mmm...”

“Come again?”

“Mmm.”

“Mm?”

“Mmoo.” Cona gasped, shocked by what had come out of her. Her face turned crimson, her jaw hanging slack, but as Webber’s rhythmic ministrations continued, it happened again. “Mooo...”

She was mortified by the time it was over. She couldn’t even look at him for the rest of her exam.

“I have an appointment tomorrow, so I won’t be around,” Webber mentioned, packing his things as though nothing unusual had transpired. Cona watched him leave, her lips drawn. When the door closed behind him, she dropped her head and covered her face with her hands. As the day progressed, she could feel her udder begin to swell up again with milk.
When Cona got up the next morning, she was aching all over. She climbed arduously out of bed, and clutched the wall, carefully easing her belly forward, navigating it toward the bureau and feeling much like a car without headlights. In her mirror, she lifted her nightgown and stared at her condition. Her udder was again tight, bigger than it had previously been, and looked ready to burst. Straining under the pressure of its contents, it dribbled milk at her feet, trembling and bobbing about as she breathed. Cona groaned. “Mmm...” She impulsively reached out to attend to the mound, frustrated when her fingers could barely brush the rubbery surface, her massive belly triumphing yet again. Nevertheless she tried and tried, wobblingly as she stood there, her face reddening from her struggles. After several minutes, Cona finally gave up and had to sit down. She lowered herself to her bed, legs spread wide, and grabbed a blouse out of her night table. It was a massive tent-like thing Webber had found for her somewhere.
As Cona worked her way out of her night clothes and into the blouse, she noticed how sore her breasts were, propped higher than ever on her growing gut. She gently pressed her first pair of breasts together, but immediately regretted it, taking a sharp intake of air. It was almost painful. They were so plump, so round and tender. She gently rubbed the sides of them, unaware of how she was stimulating them. Her nipples were so fat by then. Cona closed her blouse, which was getting increasingly snug around each of the unwelcome bulges.
She pulled on some pants, but there were no hopes of concealing her udder, where it bulged over the waistband and out in the open, the nubs continuing to consistently drip. She feebly reached for them, and duly failed.

Cona heavily rose and moved out of the bedroom, her belly swaying before her and leaving her off-balanced. She’d been skinny. She’d been cute. She could have had any guy she wanted. How had this happened to her!? She began to sink into one of her regular bouts of hopelessness.

Over the course of the day, her udder trembled and bulged, tightening and growing. She was whimpering by nightfall, squirming in discomfort, and resisting the urge to cry. “Mhmmm...” It took her hours to get to sleep.

When she awoke the next morning, she immediately cried out in pain. The udder was significantly larger, having fattened between her thighs, rudely spreading them apart. She could barely get up, and didn’t especially want to, but Cona forced herself to her feet, moaning all the while. She could hardly walk with the mass between her thighs, but did her best to hobble from side to side. 
Whereas in the past she was able to heave her udders up, now they were left to sink and sway freely while attached to her. She couldn’t reach them.
Cona managed to pull on a pair of pants, but it barely helped, the udder so heavy it sagged within them, yet so fat it still managed to bulge over the waistband. She staggered to the living room, her cheeks soaked in frustrated tears. Where was Webber? She needed Webber!

By the time he arrived that afternoon, her udder was pulsating, and she was grunting in turn with the throbbing. “Milk me!” she cried, as he entered the house looking surprised.

He lowered the groceries he was carrying, and she didn’t need to ask him again. Her clothes were already yanked away from the mound, leaving the udder at full exposure. She watched Webber briefly stare at the taut mass, before he grasped two nubs and began to meticulously milk her. Webber seemed amused by her increasingly cow-like moans. By the time it was over, she was gasping for breath.
Webber simply moved on to examining her belly, measuring it. “Six inches since my last exam.”

Cona was barely listening. She was still dazed from the milking as he unbuttoned the front of her blouse, lifting and examining each of her four breasts. Her cheeks burned as he idly massaged each areola. “Almost ready,” he mused.
She didn’t know what that meant but was too exhausted to inquire.

Over the next few days she had daily milking sessions with Webber. She’d inquire about his progress with her condition, but always got open-ended responses. He was supposed to be her last hope, and she was becoming frustrated with sluggishness.
She was eating more than ever, and her belly was duly swelling, always gleaming with sweat and filled with a growing prevalence of those weird squirming sensations.

Her breasts were momentous – basketball-sized – and regularly trying to smother her in her sleep. Her belly refused to collaborate with her, tugging her forward when she turned too swiftly. Her knees trembled beneath her, but her mobility persisted, which was quite a feat, considering the fact that she looked like she’d swallowed a baby elephant.
But it was only a few mornings later that she realized she couldn’t get up.

Didn’t want to get up. Not that her body would indulge her with the concept of moving – or the surreal idea of her body being able to lift the ton-heavy boulder crushing it.

It was time to consult a doctor.

“Ridiculous,” said Webber. “You’re doing fine.”

He had a convoluted definition of “fine.”

The latest exam had been taken to her bedroom, for obvious reasons. With time, her condition only exacerbated. Cona inhaled. He had just finished milking her.

“I need a doctor,” she said.

“I am a doctor.”

“Mm-medical attention,” she disagreed. She glared at he massaged her udder.
“I disagree,” said Webber.

“Are you going to help mmm...me, or not?”

Rather than responded, Webber simply continued the exam. Cona stared blankly at he pressed the stethoscope to her belly for a few moments, before moving on to examine each of her swollen breasts. She blushed and winced as he handled her nipples, rubbing each between his fingers for some reason. Finally he collected his things and left, but not before leaving several snacks within her reach.

Cona stared after him, speechless. The asshole! If he thought she was helpless without him, he had another thing coming! Cona grabbed the phone on her night table.

The line was dead.

She blinked, confusion slowly turning to apprehension. She remained frozen for a while, feeling stunned, before deciding she had to make contact with the outside world, regardless of the obstacles.

Crying out in pain and discomfort, she forced herself to a sitting position, remaining that way for a while, using all her spare energy just to hold herself upright. Gasping for breath, she swung one of her legs over the bed, followed by the other. She yelped as her udder was pressed between her thighs. Even though it had just been milked, it was still considerably swollen. As of late, it was taking mere hours for them to become engorged again. She had come to realize all the stimulation from milking was just worsening the matter.
Cona leaned forward, her belly resting on her lap, causing her knees to ache and her udder to sag as low as it could where she was perched there on the edge of the bed. Leaning against her busoms, she remained in that position for a while, not wanting to move. After another while, she tried to straighten, but decided it was too much effort.

Cona stared at the floor, sweating.

This wasn’t going to be easy.

Her hands planted on the mattress to either side of her, and feet firmly on ground, Cona groaned as she tried to stand, raising herself just slightly off bed, but she immediately went back down.

Her face had turned red from the single exertion. She puffed and wheezed, trying to catch her breath. Her belly trembled, her innards squirming, as though her massive body disagreed with her efforts.

But she couldn’t give up. She couldn’t be left at Webber’s mercy! And now her phone line was dead. The more she got to know the scientist, the more wary she grew of his intentions.

With a stubborn cry, Cona tried to stand again, this time succeeding, but hanging in a bent-over position. Grasping a wall, she arduously straightened, her legs trembling but refusing to give way. She gasped for breath, her gut and breasts pushing forward as they were reacquainted with gravity. Her belly burned, feeling as though it would burst open.
Grunting, Cona took one step forward, and then another, all while leaning heavily on the wall. She slowly made her way to the living room, and then to the front door. Enough was enough! She didn’t care if the whole world saw her this way! She just needed help!

Cona swung the front door open, and wobbled forward, but cried out, nearly loosing her balance when her belly connected with the frame. She stared at it, gasping, and clutching her massive gut.

It was only then that she realized Webber had widened every doorframe in her house except for the front door.

Her bout of energy and resolve exhausted, Cona felt a particularly powerful squirm, and began to buckle beneath the weight of it all. She couldn’t stay upright. It was too painful! She began to sink, managing to lower herself safely to the ground. The front door swung closed, and she was again isolated and alone. What the hell was she going to do?
On her behind, Cona somehow managed to work her way back to her bedroom, mostly by kicking her feet out, and not without garnering a considerable amount of rug burn. Once there, she was unable to climb back into her bed, so simply leaned against it, angrily stuffing her cheeks with snacks. She remained positioned there until the next morning when she awoke to someone opening her blouse.
Cona jerked away from him as soon as she realized who it was. “What did you do to my phone lines? Get the hell away from me!” she yelled, ignoring the soreness in all her mounds.

Webber duly pulled away, holding his hands submissively in the air. “You’ve sure worked yourself up,” she mentioned, indicating her chest.

Cona looked down to see her blouse was open, and all four of her breasts were seeping milk from her stinging nipples. She cursed under her breath, trying to cup them, but gaining no effect on the flow. The mounds heaved with her heavy breathing, milk rolling down her mammoth belly. “What did you do to me?”
“I did nothing. I’m just freely observing, from a scientific standpoint.”

“You said you would help me!”

“No. I said I would monitor you.”

Since the growth was getting so fast, she was too heavy to bring herself onto the bed, with or without Webber’s unwanted assistance. She could do nothing as he examined her again, except swat his hands aside until she tired herself up. He didn’t even bother to mention her growth after he measured her belly, he just smiled and pattered it thoughtfully. Her shoulders trembled in fury.
Webber fashioned some sort of nest for her on the ground, a messy collection of sheets and towels, which she would only lower herself to upon his departure, usually lying on her back spread-eagle to make space for her udder. She’d spend the night panting from the pressure of the mass above her, wondering when it would crush down on her pelvis or lungs. At times she was turned upright or to her side, each position more uncomfortable than the last. Webber would heave her back up to some semblance of a sitting position upon his return, then go on to examining her.

She became hostile toward Webber, despising the control he had over her. She would lash out, cursing at him, hitting him when she wasn’t too exhausted to. In response, he would neglect to milk her udder, and initially, she wouldn’t care, and continue to curse his madness, but in only a matter of hours the rubbery mound would grossy bulge, even the teats fattening and swelling, until it was skin tight and only tightening, aching, and shuddering. She would be reduced to violent sobs and compulsive mooing, as she begged the scientist to milk her.
He’d be all but happy to oblige, moos becoming content ones as he did so.

She was captive in her own home, and growing and growing out of control. Surely she had limits. Her body was so abused with growth, her belly feeling as though it would burst at any moment, but it only shifted outward as she grunted and begged the gods to make it stop.

Her busoms too were growing and heaving up exponentially as of late, continuously leaking and leaving her clothes damp. She distractedly pressed them down as their mass grew closer and closer to her face. 
Webber would thoughtfully watch as she rubbed circles upon what she could reach of her belly, usually when the squirming sensations got too intense. Soon enough, she couldn’t even produce a m-word with emitting one of those bizarre moos. What the hell was happening to her?
Soon enough Webber’s milking her didn’t yield results at all. Her udder remained endlessly swollen, as though it was producing milk just as quickly as she was exuding it. Cona would moan, and cry, and beg Webber to keep milking her, but it was useless. She was left to her suffering, the udder growing and growing against her like all the other mounds.

Her appetite was increasing, and measurements leaping. She could see the secret excitement in Webber’s eyes, as though he was awaiting something. She remained frightened and oblivious, but deeply breathed, telling herself she’s get through it. Someone would surely find her!

But her terror of one of the masses finally rupturing just grew and grew alongside her burden.

One morning while feasting on a container of mayonnaise, Cona choked, her body suddenly overridden by pain. She dropped her spoon, her belly stiffening and limbs trembling. She clutched the mass, so taut, it felt as though it was time to burst. When the pain abruptly escalated, she screamed.
This was the end. One of her organs were surely surrendering to her mass.

She stared as her belly shifted slightly downwards, trembled, then shifted some more, pressing her udder, and making her yelp. The pain dimmed, then escalated again. Cona fell into sobs, tears streaming down her cheeks. What was happening to her!?
“Mmmm...” She sunk to her back, clutching her abdomen, huge like a massive boulder. She watched it tighten, and shift outward, causing her to moan in pain. Now was not a time for growth spurts. 

The pain dimmed again for a few moments, but then returned, bringing with it another few inches of growth. It was so heavy, she could barely breathe. She was going to die here. She was positive of it.
Her udders and four breasts too were experiencing growth, seeping generous portions of milk, but she was in too much pain to notice.

Suddenly she heard a key turn in the lock.
“Mooo?”

She heard someone walk through the livingroom before pausing in her doorframe. Webber stared at her, looking shocked. He hurried over, pulling down her pants. She groaned as he lifted her udder, feeling confused. “W-what’s going on,” she asked, unable to see beyond her bulk.
Webber reappeared, and dabbed her forehead with a cloth. “You’re doing great.”

“What?” she wheezed. She didn’t understand.

The pain intensified, and she cried out. Her belly again shifted lower on her abdomen, making more room for her swollen bosoms, which was just slight a relief beside all her agony. Webber quickly returned to her udder, again lifting it, as though he was looking at her- At her-
“You’re almost ready?” he told her.

“Ready for what?” she sobbed.

“It’s time!”

She screamed when she suddenly felt something shift within her. Something was – descending. It was time. It was time!?

“Push,” said Webber, and she did so, if just because she was in too much pain to disagree.

Her muscles braced and she struggled to breathe, all of her mounds heaving with her exertions. Her belly felt as though it was going to explode. So tight, <i>so fucking tight.</i> She couldn’t do it! She felt her hips bulge outwards at her flanks, something inside her shifting toward her opening. She choked in agony as it reached her vagina, and proceeded slowly out of it. Something large. Something <i>alive</i>.
Had she been in denial all along?

It finally slid completely out of her, and she gasped to catch her breath, still unable to see passed her still-massive belly. She was soaked in sweat by then, each of her mammarys relentless gushing.
Cona could only stare as Webber reappeared, revealing the fluid-covered thing he had gathered in his arms. It squirmed lethargically as he dried if off and wrapped it up in a towel. Cona shook her head she he placed the bundle beside her. She felt herself tremble. The thing was large, about the size and shape of a three-year-old child. It had huge, doleful eyes, and other inhuman attributes – floppy ears flanking its skull, and tiny horns protruding from the top of its head. It also had a tail, hooves, and a black patch over its eye, like one of the spot patters on a – cow.
“You did a great job,” said Webber, as Cona simply stared at the creature in horror.
It managed to remove itself from its bundle, and crawled up to her. The thing latched onto one of Cona’s lower breasts and began to suckle. “M...mmooooooo,” she moaned in protest.
“Get ready,” said Webber.
Just when she thought it was over, the pain returned. Cona’s moan caught in her throat, to be replaced with a scream.

“I’d say six or seven to go,” said the scientist, again lifting her udder.

