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Chapter One

Tossing her purse into her computer chair, Selene flounced onto the bed, kicking off her heels. She sighed as she turned over and stared at the ceiling. Her fake, plastic demon wings were getting crushed under her, but she just didn’t care.

Why did they have to be so mean? Sure, it wasn’t the best outfit, but it had taken her over a month to scrounge the parts together, and she had thought she looked cute.

They had mocked her petite form, jeering at how some of her clothing was ill fitting. Of course it was, did they think she earned that much money from working as a waitress? Assholes.

Brushing away some of her brown hair, she pressed the back of her hand against her forehead. “This sucks,” she said petulantly, groaning to herself. “This absolutely, totally sucks. I wish I had a smoking hot body to taunt them with, but instead all I have is this.”

She ran her hands over her chest, where the small lumps of her breasts sat. Short and flat. A double whammy. It was little wonder that nobody looked at her twice.

It didn’t matter how much time she spent on makeup, when there wasn’t much to show off. This was bad. She was starting to develop a serious inferiority complex.

Sitting up, she placed her hands on the filmy white fabric hiding her thighs. Well, there was something she could do to make herself feel better.

Spreading her legs apart, she lifted up the bottom of her dress, revealing her pure, white underwear. Pulling it down, she tilted her hips up to reveal her fat pussy lips. Yes, masturbating for a while would definitely help her to take her mind off things.

She shuffled over to the edge of the bed, ignoring the messy, wrinkled sheets as she stuck a hand into her purse, shuffling the objects around. Her phone had dropped to the bottom, in the most awkward possible place to retrieve it.

Just like always. If her life wasn’t shitty, it wouldn’t be hers, would it?

She had dropped out of college after failing a couple of classes. After finding a roommate, she had joined the dreary working world, trudging through day after day of bleary sameness. Her only hope of salvation was to find someone to lift her out of poverty, but with her poor physical characteristics, that wasn’t too likely.

All she really had left was her dreams, and the sparse joy she derived from posting her lurid fantasies online.

She wasn’t the best writer, but her ideas were fun and erotic. At least, that’s the feedback everyone gave her when she asked for it, like a needy slut.

She grimaced, unlocking the phone and tapping through to the browser. Her libido was getting the better of her again, the urgency of her needs sapping her desire to do anything else.

She supposed it was better than eating a tub of ice cream. Short, flat, and fat was a look that she wanted to avoid at all costs. If that happened, she might as well give up on her kinky ideas entirely.

She tapped through her favorites, loading up a familiar link. An image appeared on her screen, a bulky, male body manipulated to look vaguely devilish, with a red hue to his skin. He had long, black hair falling over his shoulders, an angled face with a strong chin, and straight horns that sprouted from both sides of his head.

This unknown bull-headed man combined her favorite fantasies, tacked onto a humanoid form. In this image, he was wearing little clothing, but in the next, there was nothing, his thick length sprouting from between his stocky legs.

She lowered the phone onto her bed, placing a hand between her legs. Rubbing her thumb over her clit, she took in a deep breath as she spread her inner lips wide. It was a bit of a ritual, this. She would start with some self stimulation and allow her thoughts to flow freely.

She imagined being held in the man’s arms, being told that everything was going to be okay. That he would take care of her, that they would spend forever together.

Oh, yes, that was getting her wet. All of her money issues, solved. Nothing to worry about except what dress to wear the next day, to look irresistible.

He would shower his affection upon her, and she would reciprocate with her loyalty. The two of them, a loving couple.

There would be an expensive marriage, and then she would fulfill the promise she had made to her mother all those years ago—to marry a man who was bull-headed and strong. In this case, of course, it would be more literal than her mother had meant, but it did mean that she was holding true to the literal words of the agreement!

Lowering her other hand, she pressed her index and middle fingers inside her wet snatch, sighing with happiness as she continued to stroke her clit. Her body was responding, as it always did, rewarding her with the comforting rush of endorphins that let her know that everything would be okay.

While she stroked herself, she went over the fantasy again, going through the details in her mind. The structure of a new story came to her, piece by piece. The bull-headed man would kidnap her and take her away to become his breeding slave, working her body until she was his, permanently.

She imagined the intensity of his gaze, the pulsing need of his dick as it crashed through her gaping lips, sliding into her until it filled her, completely.

As he took her, her body would be transformed into his plaything, growing massive breasts, leaking with milk as he filled her with his seed. Her belly would grow as she became pregnant with his brood, his breeding bitch.

Her muscles began to clench as her pussy throbbed. She was so close to climax! Just another minute or two, and she would have the delicious orgasm she sought, followed by a marathon writing session as she stroked herself off once more.

It was going to be a marvelous time, and by the end of it, she would have forgotten completely about stupid Rudy and how poorly he had mistreated her at the party!

Her phone beeped, a text message appearing in a box at the top of the screen, interrupting her flow. It was from Dani, her best friend. The text mentioned something about a ritual?

She sighed. This wasn’t the best time, but she had already lost her thread of thought, and the orgasm was remaining elusive.

Besides, she had to confess that she was at least a little curious about what her friend might be babbling about.

She popped open the messaging app, her eyes sliding past a sea of emojis to get at the nugget of real information. Her friend had a tendency to sprinkle them around like syntactical sugar, but the gist of the message was surprisingly short.

There was a link to a website with a dubious address, but Dani claimed that she had already vetted it. “You should really try number four, it looks pretty simple!” she exclaimed, with lots of hearts and exclamation points.

Selene rolled her eyes, but she was already hooked. Tapping the link, she waited patiently for the site to open, and was immediately dismayed at what she found.

Dancing pixelated animations, colored text, and spinning pentagrams? This looked like something out of the nineties! How could there possibly be anything interesting here?

Scrolling down to the bottom of the page, she checked the last updated time. It was recent. That  stunned her more than the archaic design. Shrugging, she returned to the top, sighing as she tried to parse through the dense text.

Entrancing your lover, stated the heading in bold letters, with a lusty looking demoness cavorting next to it. No, that wasn’t the sort of thing she was looking for. She didn’t really care about hexing the meter maid, either. She had sold the car and took public transit these days, so it wasn’t really one of her biggest concerns.

She kept scrolling, stopping as she noticed an unusual image. Summon the Bull Moon.

There was an intensely red moon with a shadowy bull’s head hidden in the center. Just another image manipulation, for sure, but it seemed pretty haunting to her. What did the text say about this?

Those who lust after a full, voluptuous body should call upon the demon king Hygraxus, the potent bull of fertility. With his blessing, the erotic body you desire shall be yours!

There came a few more blandishments, followed by the ritual formula. The pentagram would be simple enough to draw out in the backyard, but there were also intricate patterns she would need to make with salt on the interior. It looked tricky, but doable.

She frowned. Was she seriously thinking about doing this? Her roommate would hit the roof if she found out that Selene had ruined her herb garden.

But what if… it actually did something? Nothing ventured, nothing gained, right?

If it made a mess, she’d apologize to Roxanne later, but with any luck, it would be easy enough to smudge into the dirt after she was done.

Suddenly not in the mood, she slipped up her panties and let her dress fall back into place. She was on a mission, now, and she wasn’t going to let anyone stop her!

Grabbing a pair of tennis shoes, she put them on and palmed her phone, trotting out of her room and down the stairs into the shared living quarters. It was dusk, the sun crawling below the horizon as brilliant colors shone through scattered clouds.

There would be enough light to get this done, at least, but she was going to need salt, and the quantity remaining in the salt shaker wouldn’t be enough. She opened the spice cupboard, sorting through the various supplies.

Ah, there it was, right at the back. Was it sacreligious to use kosher salt for a demonic summoning circle?

Did it matter if it was? She shrugged, letting the curious thought fade away. For someone like her, it was far too late to be worried about such things, anyway.

Tucking the box under her arm, she trotted past the kitchen table, crossing over the threshold of the tiled floor in front of a sliding glass window. Pulling it aside, she opened the screen door, stepping out onto the concrete back stoop.

The second floor deck above her obscured her view of the trees that bracketed the house, though she couldn’t see much through the privacy fence anyway. That was for the best, as she didn’t particularly like the idea of prying eyes watching her as she put this ritual together. They already thought she was weird, and she didn’t much like the idea that they might call her out as a modern day witch.

It wasn’t that she particularly disliked the label, but she knew how mean others could be, and didn’t want to give them an excuse to make problems for her roommate. There was no way she’d be able to afford this place on her own, and she didn’t want to give Roxanne any excuse to toss her out.

She padded outside onto a wooden deck, passing by a rack filled with bows and various other weaponry. The yard was long enough to have an archery target at the far end, and it was a safe place to practice because of the forest beyond. Nobody usually went back there, as there was a sudden drop off into a ravine.

She glanced at her phone again, a bad habit she was trying to break herself of. There had been no buzz, no notification, no message, so why did she keep checking the screen? Maybe she needed to go on a digital detox for a while.

That was only an idle thought, and she let it go. She’d probably end up even more depressed if she was forced to browse all her favorite time wasting sites on her desktop computer. She’d be distracted, and that would slow down her writing further. That wasn’t going to work for her. Becoming an author was her dream.

First, she’d start out with writing porn, but then she’d branch out into fantasy, and write the next bestselling novel! That would prove all of her haters wrong.

So far, though, she’d had issues getting past the porn part. It was just so easy to write, though she had to confess some parts got tricky while working on it one handed.

That was easy enough to solve with some sex toys, but it could be rather distracting to adjust them while pouring her dirtiest thoughts onto the page. What she really needed was something that could detect her arousal and adjust automatically, but that was totally science fiction. Mmm, but maybe that was a good idea for her next story?

Stepping out into the yard, she stretched her shoulders, looking for a suitable spot to start the pentagram. There was a blank, newly weeded area between the dahlias and the peonies. Roxanne must have done that before she had left on her week-long vacation.

Perfect. If she did this right, there wouldn’t be any evidence of the ritual left to find.

Walking over the red brick surrounding the garden, she began to trace out the pattern of the pentagram in the wet soil, making it large enough so that she could stand in the center. Mud stuck to her foot, but she wiped it off in the grass. So far, so good. Now, for the hard part.

Crouching down, she popped open the metal chute on the box of salt, sprinkling it onto the pentagram in the prescribed pattern. Every so often, she stopped and consulted her phone, doing her best to get it as accurate as possible.

When it was done, she set the box down on the red brick border and took a photo of her work. Stepping into the middle of the finished symbol, she tilted her head up, looking for the moon in the sky above her. It wasn’t yet fully dark, but it was still clearly visible, a bright dot filled with craters and valleys.

She always marveled at how large it seemed to the naked eye, but how small it was on camera. Why did everything have to be so confusing?

Tearing herself away, she glanced at the phone, reading the last line of the ritual.

Bull’grovny Hygraxus Bos Taurus Venire!

A tingling sensation ran down her spine, and she suddenly felt cold. She frowned, studying the moon for a long moment, but nothing happened, the sky growing progressively darker.

She sighed. It was foolish to wish for more, she supposed. The ritual must have failed, as they all seemed to. Time to go back inside and complain to her friend.

Gathering up the box of salt, she plodded back to the house, feeling morose. This time, she truly thought she might see something cool, but it was just another fake.

Stomping her feet on the concrete pad, she slipped back inside, returning the box to the cupboard. Pulling out her phone, she texted her friend, sending her the photo she had taken earlier.

“I did what the website said, but nothing. Big sad.” She followed this with several crying emojis.

Not waiting for a reply, she slogged back to her room, deflated. This wasn’t the first time she’d performed a ritual, but she was feeling more tired than usual. Yawning, she tossed her phone onto the bed, unlacing her shoes and jamming them into a corner.

It was nighttime, but it was still a tad early to go to bed. She didn’t feel like writing, though, and her libido had dropped through the floor. Perhaps she’d have a short nap and see what she felt like later.

Oh yeah. She hadn’t cleaned up the pentagram, either. She’d need to go back and do that later, but there was no hurry. Her roommate wouldn’t be back for another day or two.

She yawned again. Wow, she really was that tired.

Leaping onto the bed, she grabbed a body length pillow and moved it around, sandwiching it between her legs as she snuggled into it. She really needed an animal to cuddle. A cat, perhaps.

Her eyes fluttered for a moment, and she jerked back awake. The shadows on the walls had moved, highlighted with a bloody red light. She frowned. How long had she been asleep?

Her phone buzzed, and she picked it up, reading her friend’s latest chat message. It was in all caps, which was highly unusual for Dani. “GO OUTSIDE NOW AND TAKE A LOOK AT THE MOON.”

The phone beeped again, and a photo appeared. The sky was wide, with a fuzzy image of the moon front and center. It was a malevolent, dark red, with a faint shape in the middle that she couldn’t make out.

Her breath caught in her throat. She couldn’t believe it. Had the ritual actually worked?

Shaking, she at least had the presence of mind to put her shoes back on before running down the stairs, taking them two at a time. Running through the kitchen, she rushed out the sliding glass door, slapping it shut behind her.

As she stepped out onto the grass, her body was bathed in an intense, red light. Looking up in suspense, she gaped at the sight that greeted her.

It was the moon giving off that spooky glare, and right in the center was the smoky dark figure of a bull’s skull. As she stepped forward, it appeared to wax and wane, fluttering in shadow.

That… couldn’t be real, could it? This must be some kind of elaborate hoax being put on by her friend.

Before she knew it, her feet had led her back to the ritual circle, and she stepped inside, feeling some trepidation. If this was real, then she must have summoned something, and she’d need all the protection she could get.

She was very careful not to break the border, but her heel caught on some of the salt, mixing it up. She gulped, but shrugged. That shouldn’t be a problem, right? It was the outer barrier that mattered most.

Her warm breath hissed out as steam into the cool, night air, and she shivered, looking back up at the moon. The skull was still there, its empty eye sockets looking rather sinister. She traced her eyes over the long horns, shuddering as her mind buzzed. There must have been something she had missed on that site.

Opening her phone, she tried to load the page again, but all she got was a spinning loading icon. She glanced at the signal strength. No service? What was going on here?

She glanced back at the moon, getting seriously uncomfortable. She felt an urge to call her friend, but without service, that was useless. What was she going to do next? It was too cold to stand in the circle all night long.

Her brain ground to a halt as she noticed something changing. The lurid, red light was somehow becoming more intense, the dark eye sockets of the bull’s skull lighting up with a malevolent glow.

Frozen on the spot, she didn’t know what to do. It was probably an illusion, but it felt as though the skull was watching her, probing her with its gaze. Testing her.

A hissing sizzle sounded from below, and she jumped, slamming her knees together. The traces of salt were burning, yellow flames tickling at her heels.

Panicked, she tried to leave the circle, but she slammed into an invisible wall, her nose and knees taking the brunt of the force.

“Ow!” she exclaimed, rubbing her nose as she desperately tried to process what was going on.

The flames were flickering out, thankfully, but the ground felt soft, as if it was mixing with water. That was insane. There couldn’t be quicksand in their backyard. It was dirt. Solid dirt!

Nevertheless, a hole was opening up in the center of the pentagram, the ground crumbling beneath her feet. She moved to the edge, but the hole was getting larger, the invisible barrier still solid.

She cried out as she lost her footing, her body dropping into the hole, and she was falling, falling.


Chapter Two

She pressed a hand to her chest as the sensation of movement began to slow, gulping as she tried to make sense of the strange colors around her. At first, she had thought that she had dropped through a sinkhole, but that was very much not the case.

The dark air around her was bubbling with an orange hue, filled with fractal patterns that danced just out of her field of view. Was this what it was like to die? She thought for certain that everything would just go black, permanently.

As she slowed to a halt, there came a sucking pop, and reality jolted around her. The orange hue intensified as the fractals moved in closer, shards of the world shattering as they were subsumed by the moving patterns.

It was highly disorienting, but also pretty. She smiled at the display, giggling to herself as her fear boiled off, leaving her with a strange fascination. She kept watching the fun lines as they drew near, needing to understand.

And then, they faded away, the bright sparkles vanishing in her vision, as if they had never existed in the first place. If she looked closely, she could see an orange hue glimmering about her shoulders, but the sheen of energy dissolved just an arm length away from her.

She jumped as hands settled on both of her shoulders. “This one hardly looks appropriate,” snorted the figure on her left as her fingers clamped down.

“What was Hygraxus thinking?” questioned the other, a thick horn slicing through her field of vision.

She wiggled in their grip, but their hands were like iron bars. “Who are you?” she shrieked, her legs feeling wobbly.

“Calm down,” admonished the feminine voice. “You’ll hurt yourself.”

She blinked, adjusting to the change in light level, her heart fluttering. “Where am I?” she asked, trying to regain her bearings.

The two women shuffled back, snorting as their hooves clacked against the wooden floor. “You’re in the court of Lord Hygraxus, the Bull King,” declared the one on the left. “We are both His cows.”

“Cows?” her jaw dropped as their unusual figures finally resolved.

First came their angled heads, with petite horns curling up the sides. Shaggy hair spilled around their horns, framing their vibrant faces. Demons!

They had extended muzzles, with wide lips, a thick ring pinned through their noses, with tall collars locked around their necks. Further down, they were wearing skimpy leather outfits that barely covered their privates, and, oh goodness, there was so much that needed covering!

She couldn’t imagine having breasts of that size, and they had two pairs! Even with the tight bras they wore, creamy flesh was spilling out of the tops, making them look awfully like udders.

This impression was further enhanced by their heavily muscled legs, which had knobbly knees like ungulates, terminating in wide hooves at the bottom. Delicate gold chains were fastened around the tops, containing various small decorative charms.

Each woman had a different coloration. The one on the left was brown with white spots, while the other was simply pale all the way through.

They really were cows. “Whoa!” she exclaimed, suddenly feeling woozy.

The cows stepped forward, grabbing her arms so that she wouldn’t fall. “I don’t… think I understand what just happened,” she complained.

“It’s not that difficult,” muttered one of the cows. “Are you humans stupid or something?”

“You shouldn’t be that hard on her, Cozy,” murmured the other cow. “She’s still dealing with the effects of spatial displacement. You’ve seen how difficult that can be during other acquisitions.”

“Yes, Rosie, but most of them managed to put up some kind of a fight. This one seems like she’s about to collapse!”

Selene pulled herself together. “I’m not naturally aggressive,” she hissed. “I think you’d react the same if our positions were flipped! Have either of you put together a ritual that resulted in you dropping through a hole in the ground and appearing in front of creatures you’ve never seen before in your life?”

Cozy blinked. “I can’t say that I have, but we both grew up in the stables on the castle grounds, and almost anything can happen in a demon’s court!”

“Well then, to you the unusual and unexpected is a Tuesday, but to me, it’s a big deal!”

Balling her hands into fists, she pushed the two of them away, standing up on her own legs. “Now, I’m not a shrinking violet, and I want to know what the hell is going on here! Tell me everything!”

The two of them looked at each other, their soft brown eyes winking. Sudden, knowing grins grew on their faces as they turned back to Selene, their horns dipping towards her.

“In doing your ritual, you made a call to this realm,” declared Rosie, her thick shoulders shrugging, enormous breasts bouncing in her top. “He answered that call, and now you are at his mercy. He will meet with you and decide your fate.”

“Depending on how much you satisfy him, it could be a good one,” continued Cozy, a long tongue briefly visible between her lips. “Either way, you’re going to moo for him. We all do.”

“Excuse me, what?” she shouted, backing away. “I don’t want to meet this Hygraxus. Send me back to my world, and I’ll forget that this ever happened!”

The cow women approached, their horns suddenly appearing more devilish than before. “I don’t think you understand,” hissed Cozy. “You don’t have a choice. Hygraxus rules here, and he will make the final decision. Our duty is simply to prepare you for his presence.”

She gulped, stopping as she hit the edge of a bed. “And what kind of preparation is that?”

Their hands reached for her, and she leaned away, delaying the inevitable.

“You know what? I don’t have to take this!” she shouted, dropping to the bed and sweeping a leg to smash her heel against the knee of one of her assailants.

The cow woman grunted, going cross eyed as she lost her concentration. She stumbled into the woman next to her, the two of them smashing into a dresser.

Selene wasn’t going to wait around to be captured by them again. She leapt to her feet and dashed towards the door. Maybe this wasn’t the realm of the demon king, and they were simply dressed in an elaborate cosplay. Was her friend involved in some way?

She gulped. If that was the case, where the hell had they found such an ornate palace to rent out?

She stepped through a curtain, finding herself in a wide, open room, with tall ceilings held up by a series of marble columns. Natural light shone through rows of skylights, illuminating a series of trickling fountains that dotted the periphery.

Pathways wound around the water features, with unusual looking benches mounted nearby. This all led up to a large throne emplaced in the center.

It was upholstered with plush leather, the armrests and back decorated with spiky protrusions. Between tall vertical posts was an enormous bull skull, suspended by its enormous horns. The face was hollowed out into a mask, leather straps hanging from the rear.

A bit spooky in some respects, but even without context, it smelled like authority. A chair fit for a king, perhaps. Maybe it was this Hygraxus the cow women were babbling about?

She didn’t plan on waiting around to find out. Getting her feet under her, she ran straight for the throne, her feet skipping over the white marble floor. If she climbed onto the throne, she should be able to get some height with which to gather her bearings and find an exit.

Feeling tense, she slowed as she approached the seat, scooting around the enormous horns. Were these cast offs from the king? She discarded the thought, trying to focus. The demonic cow women would be looking for her, and it would be easy to spot her over here. She needed to be quick.

Breathing deep, she lifted a hand to her forehead to ward off the intense light from above. The walls of the room were high, with metal catwalks tracing the ceiling from which various lights hung.

She traced her eyes down a central pathway towards a set of immense double doors, three times as tall as she was. They were closed, and probably locked. It wasn’t likely they were for daily use, anyway.

Her gaze drifted over small gardens, stopping to rest on various rounded alcoves. They were filled with what looked like pastel colored mattresses, but that couldn’t be right. Her brain was probably just trying to make something alien look familiar.

She groaned to herself. There had to be another exit, but she was running out of time, her head feeling dizzy. She breathed deep, but that only made her body tremble more.

Whoa, that was weird. Why was she feeling so funny?

A strange euphoria blossomed in her head, and she giggled, letting her hand drop to her side. Her legs were far too wobbly to remain standing, so she got down onto her ass, propping herself against the back of the seat.

She sank into the cushion, feeling the leather conforming to her butt. It was warm, soft, and oh so inviting.

So this was the kind of view a king possessed. It would be rather nice to see the room filled, making pronouncements and passing laws. What would it be like to be in charge?

She was in no fit state to rule over anything at the moment. There was something about this place that was affecting her state of mind, and she couldn’t understand it. She felt light, like a balloon, happy and free.

There was also an element of heat that was snaking its way through her thighs, her breasts throbbing in sympathy as they dragged her down. She was getting terribly horny.

She grabbed at one of the horns mounted to an armrest, chuckling to herself. No, not that kind of horny.

One of her hands gravitated towards her crotch, and she didn’t have the fortitude to stop it. Her body was telling her that she could feel even better if she gave her inflamed pussy a little touch, and she couldn’t figure out a reason to stop.

Her view was suddenly overshadowed by the two cow women, their faces looking down at her with amusement. “She ran right for his throne, bathing herself in his musk,” remarked Cozy, grinning. “Perhaps she’ll make for a good cow after all.”

She caught an eyeful of a heart shaped tattoo emblazoned over the cow woman’s womb as Rosie reached in and grabbed her arm. “You can’t pleasure yourself now,” she admonished Selene. “You must be prepared to meet the king, and then you can let yourself go.”

Selene protested, but she was in no fit state to try and escape again. There was something about this place that was dulling her mind, making her docile.

She tugged against the woman’s grip with little strength. “I want to stay here,” she whined, twisting her head back to look at the throne as she was pulled away.

“It’ll only be for a moment,” murmured Rosie in a low voice, consoling her. “The king will be here soon, and we don’t have much time.”

Cozy grabbed at her ass. “What she means is that you’re going to have to get moving. Breathe in that deep musk and embrace your desires. Feel them build up inside as we make you presentable.”

It was probably just her current mental state, but they were sounding really convincing. She giggled again, skipping as they led her back through the curtain, into the side room.

There was a large pot of oil sitting on the bed, the surface glistening a golden olive color. Her eyes widened as she guessed what they were going to do with her next.

She halted. “I don’t wanna undress,” she said petulantly, crossing her arms.

“You don’t have to,” said Rosie, patting her shoulder. “We’ll do it for you.”

Cozy grabbed the edge of her dress and pulled it up, lifting it over her hips. Rosie helped with the arms, and within moments, her cute costume had been removed and tucked away into a bundle on the bed.

She made small noises in protest, but didn’t try to stop them as they stripped off her underwear and bra, revealing her petite form. Folding her hands over her chest, she did her best to hide her breasts, her face blushing.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed,” said Rosie. “Most of the newcomers are lacking when they first arrive. Lord Hygraxus will sort you out.”

That’s rather what she was afraid of. “What if I don’t want to be sorted out?” she asked in a small voice.

“Then you shouldn’t have summoned Him,” retorted Cozy. “Stand still, we’re going to make you smell nice.”

She dipped her hand into the pot, gathering up a pool of oil in the palm of her hand. Selene noted her neatly manicured nails, her rich, brown skin glowing in the soft light.

She worked her jaw. “I hate to break it to you, but I don’t think some oil is going to make me more attractive. I just don’t have any natural beauty to enhance.”

Cozy traced her hand in a lazy circle around Selene’s back. Selene hissed as she leaned into the cow woman’s hand, surprised that the oil was warm. The strange haze that had overlaid her thoughts deepened as her arousal grew.

“The oil won’t change you,” explained Rosie, dipping her hand into the pot. “That’s up to Lord Hygraxus. It’s our duty to prepare your body for him, and that’s what we’re going to do.”

She advanced on Selene with determination, placing her hands under Selene’s armpits. “Move your hands,” she commanded, slipping her nails inside, spreading the warm oil upwards.

Reluctantly, Selene let her hands drop, reasoning that there wasn’t too much to expose. Her breasts were petite, though they had a nice symmetry to them. Besides, the demonic woman seemed determined to do her job, and stalling wasn’t going to help her get through this.

Rosie immediately placed her hands over the top of Selene’s nipples, squeezing her fingers together. Oil gushed between the cracks, the backsplash jumping into the sloping curve between the woman’s top pair of breasts.

Distracted, an immediate question popped into Selene’s head as the cow woman began to manipulate her breasts. “Why do you have four?”

Rosie chuckled. “We’re cows. Have you ever seen one with less?”

Selene struggled to put another thought together. It felt so nice to have the other woman touching her. This was the sort of service she’d gladly pay for if she had known how good it would feel!

“I know, you have… horns,” she sighed, biting her lower lip as her nipples tingled with delight. “That’s not what I meant. I guess—you don’t seem to act like cows. You know, mooing all the time and chewing incessantly.”

Cozy moved down to her ass, making sure to thrust a liberal dollop of oil between her butt cheeks. “You’ve only been here a few minutes. Just wait until you see us being taken by a bull!” she chuckled. “You’re not a cow, yet, but even you will moo if Lord Hygraxus decides to take you.”

“Is that… a forgone conclusion?” she asked, her mind sliding away from the topic. “I just arrived here, and I haven’t had any time to acc… acc… get used to the situation.”

“You think too much,” said Rosie seriously. “Just let your thoughts slow down, and feel. Lord Hygraxus will show you what he wants from you when he sees you. Until then, allow the warmth of the oil to caress your thoughts and soothe your worries. Getting aggravated about pleasing him will only rile you up.”

“She’s right, you know,” nodded Cozy, working around her thighs. “You should be more like us. Relax, and focus on your basic needs. Resting, eating, and fucking. It’s what cows are meant to do. Oh, and milking and breeding, but I don’t think you’re quite ready for either of those yet.”

“Milking?” She groaned as Rosie squeezed her swollen breasts, trapping her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. “Do you really have to do that?”

“No, but did it feel good?” asked Rosie, giving her a smirk. “That’s all that matters, you know. You don’t have to worry about the past, or the future. It’ll all be taken care of for you.”

It would certainly be nice to no longer have to worry about rent, or her next trip to the grocery store. It felt like she was being treated like an infant, though.

Perhaps she was a child compared to these two. She had no idea what life was like here at this demon’s court, and she should really be trying to find out more information while she had the chance.

Rosie was focusing around the sides of her chest, and up and down her arms now, spreading the oil on thick. Heat throbbed through her body, a reddish rash appearing where some of the oil had been spread. “It’s not an irritant, is it?” she asked, alarmed.

“No, it’s an aphrodisiac,” announced Cozy, laughing at how she jumped when she touched a finger to Selene’s clit.

“It’s a what?” sighed Selene, eyes bulging as she glared at the cow demon.

“It’s going to make you feel good and want sex,” explained Rosie.

“I’m not an idiot. I know what an aph… aph… feel good juice is for,” she burbled, having a hard time finding her words. “Ah, why do I feel so dumb?”

“The estrus is taking hold of you,” announced Cozy. “Your pussy is wet, inner lips inflamed, nipples hard, needs untamed. It won’t be long before Lord Hygraxus evaluates you, and your body is ready for him.”

They weren’t lying. She felt hot, her stomach flipping as her internal muscles clenched. Something about this place was so arousing.

She opened her mouth, and realized she didn’t have anything intelligible to say. “I… need,” she choked out, her body shuddering with desire.

“That’s okay,” replied Rosie, patting her on the shoulder. “We’re almost done here. You just need one more thing.”

Grabbing her arm, she turned Selene around. “Wait just a moment.”

Cozy ran her hands up her thighs, giving her a sharp smack on the ass. “You’re short, but you have good hips,” she declared. “You also resisted Lord Hygraxus’ musk longer than anyone else we’ve trialed. That’s a good sign.”

Getting to her feet, the cow demon touched her shoulder. “I wonder… no, it’s not my place to say. We’ll have to wait and see what the Master thinks of you.”

Selene wasn’t paying attention to her. Her body was on fire, and she couldn’t stop herself from touching her breasts. They were hot and slick, her nipples slipping out of her fingers when she tried to hold onto them.

Giggling, she barely noticed as Rosie came up behind her, a thick weight being closed around her neck. She made a little peep as the two halves of a steel collar snapped shut with a solid click.

“What’s this?” she asked dumbly, touching the thick metal and giving it a tug. It didn’t budge.

“All new cows need to be collared, lest they run from their Masters,” stated Cozy, as if this was a completely normal turn of events.

Rosie gave the chain that was attached to a ring on the front a sharp tug. “Come, cow, it’s time to greet your Master.”

Rosie took a hesitant step forward, and a jangling sound came from her neck. She hadn’t spotted a bell earlier, but there must be one integrated somewhere into the collar.

She took in a deep breath to calm her troubled mind. A sweet smell infiltrated her nostrils. It reminded her of blue skies, summertime breezes, grass fields, and barns filled with hay. She calmed down, her heart feeling light.

She was probably smelling more of the demon king’s musk, but she didn’t care. It was helping her to feel better, and that was all that mattered to her at the moment.

The demon cows led her back through the sheer curtain, brushing it aside to reveal the king’s court once more. Her breath hitched as she took in a vast array of newcomers who had spread out all over the room.

They were a multitude of cow demons, male and female, grouped together in couples. Bulls and heifers, scattered over the furniture in various forms of repose, fucking each other gently.

Her eyes widened as the purpose of the odd looking furniture became clear. These were sex benches, meant to accommodate the revelers who visited court.

They were using all kinds of different positions, many of which she hadn’t thought possible. The masculine bulls had tremendous muscles, allowing them to lift their partners with ease, opening them up to all sorts of different styles and methods.

She licked her lips, which had suddenly gone dry. They were doing it in public, and they didn’t care if anyone was watching. None of them even looked up at her presence.

“Do they do this all the time?” she whispered, suddenly feeling jealous of their apparent freedom.

“Yes, it’s expected,” explained Rosie, tugging her chain to keep her moving. “These lustful displays please the Master, and keep everyone out of trouble. His court is the perfect example of bovine magnificence, and he expects that his subjects should be fruitful and multiply.”

Selene winced at the low moos that began to shower over them as several of the heifers writhed in pleasure, clearly lost in the throes of orgasm. Wet slapping and rough grunts filled the air, the smell of sex permeating her nostrils.

She had to admit it was affecting her, increasing the heat within her loins. There was so much man flesh around her, she couldn’t stop herself from staring, taking in their massive dicks, thrusting and pushing.

If only it could be her in the place of that cow, leaning up against that bench as her sopping wet hole was taken by a dominant bull. The intense need hit her so hard that her legs wobbled, making it difficult for her to keep standing.

Fortunately, the cow demons had halted, situating her next to the throne. “I don’t know if I can contain myself,” she admitted, her fingers resting against her oiled thighs.

Rosie smacked her fingers away as she reached for her clit. “None of that. The king is about to arrive.”

A great hush came over the cow demons in the room, the bulls slowing to a stop as they slid their great lengths out of their partners. Horned heads slowly turned as one, pointing at the huge double doors at the front of the room.

“Hygraxus. Hygraxus! Hygraxus!”

The crescendoing shout pulsed at her ears, caressing her nipples. She was definitely ready for him. What would the demon king be like?

A series of bells and chimes sounded throughout the room and the chanting stopped. The tall doors cracked open, a bellowing roar coming from the entrance of the hall.

Huge muscles bulged at the neckline of the massive bull who was pushing the doors open with brute strength. Wicked looking horns jutted out from either side of his head, a waterfall of golden brown hair flowing around the sharp projections.

The doors were probably oiled heavily to make this kind of performance more feasible, but she was impressed with his strength nonetheless. She was even more impressed by how little clothing the bull wore.

His chest was visible, showing off his impressive musculature, a golden chain hanging from his neck. A flowing cape was wrapped around his shoulders, a strip of purple fabric running over his right breast with a field of medals spilling down the center.

He stomped down the pathway with stocky legs, his hooves crashing against the floor in a sharp, drumming rhythm. Furry, brown hair ran up to his knees, the excess neatly shaved off at his thighs, leaving room for the enormous bulge contained within a tight leather pouch.

Most of all, the bull exuded charisma, his force of will seeming to push everything back from his presence as he regally greeted the couples on either side of him with a flashy grin.

As he passed, they placed their hands over their hearts and gave him a respectful bow. The heifer’s breasts wobbled during this maneuver, but none of them seemed to care that they were naked.

This must be an ordinary day at court. She was the only odd woman out, the only human in attendance.

She swallowed as she became nervous about her status, worrying quietly as she watched the bull headed man approach.

It could have been worse, she supposed. The king looked fairly human, with a strong jaw and a rough beard. His well formed face was pleasingly symmetrical, with wide eyes and sharp brows. Most human women would certainly consider him attractive.

She counted herself among them, or maybe it was the sharp tang in her nostrils? The intensity of the smell was increasing as the king approached.

She quailed, trying to figure out what she should do. Would it be out of place for her to bow like the other demons, or would a simple curtsey do?

Rosie or Cozy might know, but the king was almost upon them, and she didn’t like the idea of relying upon them for everything.

Taking a step forward, she raised a hand in salute, giving him a grave nod. “King Hygraxus, I presume?” she asked, sweat beading on her neck.

Her libido was running rampant, but now that the immediacy of the situation had been thrust upon her, she found herself in full control, the strange haze from earlier clearing away. It was funny how one’s body worked when it was flooded with adrenaline.

His nostrils flared as he looked over her petite body. “Who is this?” he asked abruptly, looking at the demonic cows as he folded his thick arms. “She looks like a toy.”

An instant fury seized her limbs. He had pulled her here, and now he was going to dismiss her? Intolerable!

“I’m not a toy,” she said defiantly. “I am the one who summoned you.”

A look of surprise darted over his face. Perhaps he wasn’t used to such assertiveness. That was his problem. He might think himself high and mighty, lording over the pitiful fools who found themselves in his court by accident, but that’s not who she was.

Her fear was dissipating as the situation became clearer. Arousal tickled at her loins as she studied his magnificent body. There was only one thing she wanted from him, and she wasn’t going to let his unusual form stop her!

One of the demonic cow women shrugged, unable to explain this sudden change of heart. “We found her in the summoning cell,” explained Rosie. “She seemed confused, and we thought it best to prepare her for an audience with you.”

He snorted, his hoof stomping against the floor. “She is most certainly not like the others. Those were wilting violets, nothing like what I am looking for.”

“Excuse me?” interrupted Selene. “I’m standing right here. You don’t get to talk about me like I’m a lump of flesh.”

Hygraxus glared at her. “Am I not king?” he asked. “Do I not deserve respect?”

Selene shook her head. “I don’t know you, and I sure as hell can’t respect you until I get familiar with you.” She licked her lips, scanning his hunky body one more time to make sure of her decision. “I could certainly get to like you if we… you know… had some fun with each other.”

Her heart lurched at how brash she was being, but not many people got to live out their fantasies in real life. She had been dreaming of something like this forever, and she was damned if she was going to let it get away from her!

A wide grin appeared on his face and he barked out a laugh. “I like this one. She has enough spirit for two people!”

Laying a hand on her shoulder, he clamped down with uncomfortable strength. “Her body might be ugly, but I can fix that.”

“Ugly?” Selene protested, struggling with the solid weight of his arm. “Well, sure, I guess I’m not exactly well endowed, but I’m not ugly.”

He squeezed her arm again, letting her go. “Your earth beauty standards are all over the place,” he declared, grinding his teeth together as he stepped up to the throne, turning to sit. “Tiny bodies, useless breasts, and worst of all, you refuse to breed.”

Her eyes flashed. “What do you mean?” she choked out, stamping her foot on the stone floor. “Aren’t I naked and horny in front of you? I want to breed.”

The bull raised an eyebrow. “And so we shall, but first I must acknowledge my subjects.”

He raised a fist into the air, and all of the curious murmuring from the other cow demons stopped. Grabbing a horn mounted to a hand rest, he popped it off, lifting the sharp end to his lips.

A pure note rang out through the hall, forcing her to clap her hands over her ears. The cow demons shuffled their feet, gathering close around the throne.

Hygraxus set the horn down, getting to his feet. “We have another visitor from Earth,” he announced. “Unlike the others, this one is a potential candidate. Bring up a bench!”

The crowd shifted in the rear, a squad of four bulls lifting a solid piece of furniture over their shoulders as they marched towards the throne. Selene watched with curiosity, a bit adrift. Her body was buzzing with excitement, as she was starting to get an inkling of what might happen next.

They set the wooden bench down in front of the king, with its back towards the throne. It was something like a couch, but it had been highly modified.

The right side had a wooden box built into it, with a wavy hump in the middle, the top upholstered so that it would be comfortable to lean against. A rounded bulge had been built into the back on the other end, allowing it to accommodate the bulk of a large body.

She gulped, clenching her thighs together as her imagination ran wild. A sudden thought seized her—she could wait for the king to summon her, but then he would be calling the shots. If she took the first step, she’d show everyone here the measure of her courage.

She shivered, taking a step towards the couch before Hygraxus could take control of the situation. She was definitely afraid, but if she treated this like a fantasy world, she found that she had the audacity to proceed.

This was her time. This was her hour.

Climbing onto the plush leather, she laid herself over the curved side like a slice of cheese, letting her hips settle into the purpose built hump. Leaning her shoulder over the edge, she did her best to relax, but it was a difficult battle.

The cow demons were murmuring to each other, snorting like bovines as their horns clashed together. She had to stop thinking of them as other. They were just people, like anybody else.

The problem was, that didn’t help too much. She had never had public sex before. This was going to be her first time.

It would have been a huge libido killer, if not for the tall, dark giant that loomed over her. An amused huff escaped his fat lips, jangling the thick, golden ring that hooked into his nose. “Given your prurient behavior, I am almost convinced that you are a spy, sent to seduce me.”

She quailed internally, clenching the side of the sofa until her knuckles turned white. “Uh,” she said dumbly, swallowing hard as her mind spun like a hamster in a cage.

“My enemies are legion, and it wouldn’t be that difficult to arrange for someone to get herself summoned here,” he continued, his brows drawing down in anger. “From there, she could inveigle herself into my good graces, seducing me gently, waiting for the right moment to strike. A dagger, perhaps, or maybe poison, depending on how bold you are? Tell me, what is your real reason for coming here?”

She pulled herself back into the couch, her earlier boldness forgotten as her eyes filled with tears. “I don’t know!” she wailed. “I didn’t think it would actually work! I’ve been doing these rituals for ages, looking for an escape from my shitty life, and usually nothing happens!”

Cozy appeared next to the king, her voluptuous breasts bouncing in her leather top. “I don’t think she’s lying,” she said gently. “The poor thing was completely clueless when she first arrived, didn’t even know where she was.”

The blatant unfairness of his accusations rolled through her mind, gutting her. She couldn’t hold back her tears, blubbering as she sniffled. “I wanted to do something daring, sexy in my life for once, instead of just writing about it!”

Rosie nudged his shoulder. “I think you should apologize. You’ve clearly made her feel even worse about the situation.”

The demon king looked uncomfortable, grimacing as he tried to figure out how to regain control of the situation. He turned to look at his court, where everyone was staring at him as if he had grown a second head.

“Everything’s fine,” he bellowed. “Go back to your fun!”

They shuffled away, apparently fearful of his wrath. This made Selene feel slightly better, as that meant she was no longer the center of their attention. She was free to bawl her eyes out, indulging in her emotions.

Hygraxus sat on the bench, blocking them from view. Reaching out, he touched her shoulder. “I don’t think you’re a seductress,” he said finally. “If you are, you’re going about it all wrong.”

She rubbed her hands over her eyes, drying them. “Thanks,” she said sullenly. “It’s good to know that I went through all that for nothing.”

She folded her arms over her chest, feeling closed off. “What did you bring me here for, then, if it was just to accuse me of being a gold digger?”

“A gold… what?” rumbled the demon. “I’m not familiar with that term.”

He shook his head. “I didn’t bring you here. Not this time. You summoned us. You somehow found a way to bring our realm closer to yours, opening up a link between the two. It’s not terribly unusual. Outsiders sometimes figure out a way to open a portal to my realm.”

He grinned, showing off his perfectly flat teeth. “Most of them are not worthy of my attention.”

“And I am? What’s different about me?”

Her tears forgotten, she scooted up onto her butt, giving him an intense look. “What makes me worth your while?”

The bull demon grunted, the ridges around his eyes thickening as he studied her. “You don’t look the part, but you have the attitude,” he grunted, shifting his bulk until he sat next to her.

“Look at them,” he whispered, gesturing at the various demons taking up erotic positions on the furniture. “All they want to do all day is copulate.”

He nodded his head, a wicked grin filling his face. “All I want to do is copulate.”

He lifted a hand, tracing her lips. “There aren’t many here I’d want to do it with, though. They’re all so shallow, not an assertive bone in their bodies. As soon as I ask, they’d submit, and where is the fun in that? I want a firebrand. Someone like you.”

Startled, Selene pulled away from him, a shiver of excitement coursing through her body. Nobody had ever said such things to her before.

“I don’t believe it,” she blurted, her face red. “I don’t look anything like them. I’m small, flat chested, and frumpy. I might not be ugly, but I… don’t have any sex appeal.”

A low, huffing chuckle escaped his bulging lips. “All of that can be fixed, if you want.”

“It can?” she asked in a small voice, the idea wending its way through her brain.

“It can,” confirmed the bull headed man, wrapping an arm around her back.

She hunched her shoulders, not quite ready for this kind of familiarity, but she worked to smooth her ruffled feathers. She was just thinking about having sex with the man a few minutes ago, so why was this bothering her so much?

A lustful couple began to mate again on another one of the benches situated at a crook in the main pathway. The heifer squashed her dual pairs of breasts against the cushioned notch, her bare flesh flopping about as the bull rammed his length into her snatch.

Unrestrained, they moaned and mooed as they rammed their hips together, the sound of their coupling melding with the other cows into one unified chorus.

She had to confess it was starting to make her rather horny. The heat of the slick oil on her body and the smell of sex in the air was getting overwhelming, and she was having a hard time keeping her hands to herself.

Slanting her eyes, she took a quick glance at Hygraxus’ waist, gulping as she noted the size of his bulge. The bull wasn’t messing around. He appeared ready for action, simply waiting for her to make up her mind.

Wetting her lips, she weighed the options in her mind. If she refused the bull and asked to be sent back, and if he agreed with her, then nothing would change. She’d remain the sad woman who bemoaned her situation online, growing older and more regretful with each passing year.

But, if she convinced the king to get with her, she could possibly parlay that into some kind of prestigious position.

She didn’t really know what the consort of a demon king did, nor what she was letting herself in for. It was bound to be exciting, though, and she had experienced enough boredom to last a lifetime.

Not only that, but in the back of her head, an image of her friend was jumping and shouting, telling her to do it. She’d never get a better chance.

Glancing at the muscled, furry leg pressing up against hers, she took a deep breath. Was she really going to do this?

Pulling together a tremendous force of will, she laid her hand on top of his knee, trembling as she stroked his hair. “You’re… warm,” she exclaimed, surprised at the body heat radiating from within.

The bull chuckled. “It’s natural. We demons tend to run hot blooded.”

He placed a hand on top of hers. “You haven’t answered my question.”

“I don’t recall you asking one,” objected Selene, shifting her ass as she twisted her body to face him.

He tilted his head, eyes creasing. He seemed amused at her challenge, though as king, she imagined his forbearance was limited.

“Ok,” she said softly. “Let’s do it.”

His eyes lit up. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

He stood, his chest muscles flexing as he took hold of his leather shorts. He popped a few snaps, grinning as he let them fall to the floor, revealing his crotch.

She gulped as she stared at his erect dicks. There were two. That wasn’t something she had even thought possible!

He lifted the one on top, showing off its impressive girth and length. “Do you like what you see?” he rumbled, letting it fall free to smack against the second one below.

She laid back, studying the massive pair of balls swaying below both dicks, her pussy juicing as she imagined being taken by this beast. The logistics of the situation, though. How was he going to… unless?

Her face went pale. “No, absolutely not, I’m not into butt sex.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Very well, we’ll start out in a limited fashion.”

Setting a knee against the couch, he ran a strong hand up her side, caressing her hips. She shivered as he pushed the bulk of his body in behind her, squeezing into the curved back of the couch to give himself room.

“Just relax,” he admonished, his right hand creeping up to her shoulder. “This shouldn’t be stressful. We’re both going to have a good time.”

“We might,” grated out Selene, “If there weren’t so many observers.”

She stared daggers at Cozy and Rosie, who were covering their mouths as they giggled to each other.

Hygraxus froze. “If you don’t mind,” he said in an icy voice. “We have some business to attend to. Go occupy yourselves elsewhere.”

The two cow women blushed and backed away. “Sorry, your majesty!” squeaked out Cozy.

Turning, they stampeded away off to one side, out of view. Selene relaxed, feeling a little better about the situation. The tension was still there, though.

Fortunately, the immediacy of the situation was beginning to distract her. A thick bulge was pressing into her ass crack, and she knew exactly what it was. She was going to be fucked by a double dicked demon!

It was certainly not something she had thought was going to happen when she woke up this morning. Now that she was here, however, she had to admit that the idea had surprising appeal.

She breathed in deep, catching another whiff of the unusual scent that had aroused her earlier. “What is that?” she asked, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the earthy odor.

“It’s me,” grunted Hygraxus. “Are you ready, my dear? To become one of us?”

She made a noise in affirmation. It wasn’t like waiting was going to do her any good.

The warmth of his body pulled back for a moment as he readjusted, then he lifted her leg and a faint tickle came from her pussy. Gritting her teeth, she swiveled her head to give the bull an annoyed stare. “Stop teasing me and put it in,” she groaned, her tunnel quivering with excitement.

“There’s no fun in that,” chuckled Hygraxus, a devilish grin on his face. “We’re going to go nice and slow, until you confess to me exactly who your master is.”

She hissed, but his grip on her body suddenly intensified, anticipating her next move. “Naughty girl. I did say I liked someone with some spunk, but only one of us can be in control.”

His horns seemed to grow larger as the totality of the situation began to sink in. She had pushed him as far as she dared. It was time to let him be the one on top.

That didn’t mean she had to like it. She made a face, her fingers flexing as a new idea popped into her head.

“You didn’t say I had to be passive!” she declared, reaching down between her legs to touch her clit.

Hygraxus growled, but he didn’t attempt to stop her. He was pinned by her body’s location, and grabbing her arms would have forced him to reposition. His only options now were to let her stroke herself to orgasm, or ram his length into her. Either way, he’d be doing what she wanted. It was the perfect plan.

Or, so she thought. Hygraxus bellowed in anger, driving his erect dick into her pussy with a single, rough thrust. Her eyes crossed as her tunnel strained to contain his length, an unexpected jolt of pleasure sending her into a tizzy.

“You’re so thick,” she said dumbly, shattered by his girth.

It was like being mounted to a post, larger than anything she had experienced before. Better than anything she had imagined. She was stuffed full, completed.

Better yet, she could feel the thickness of his second dick right below the first, the throbbing length lying right over the top of her clit.

“Oh? You’re not the first to tell me that. Prepare yourself, it’s going to get more intense.”

Was that even possible? She already felt as though she was being cleaved in two. How much more pleasurable could it get?

She made a little squeak as he bounced his hips, sliding his dick out and back in with a burst of energy. That… felt legitimately amazing.

Not only did the rough friction of his swollen length set her off, but that second dick had bounced up to nail her clit. The momentary stimulation was unexpected, and all the more intense because of it.

She curled her toes, biting her lip as she purred, her body stiffening as a wave of pleasure shot through her. She felt like a cat, no, a cow, being speared by her bull.

Giving up on trying to touch herself, she melted into the padded cushion, cooing as she waited for the next thrust. The bull’s arm moved above her, his hand wrapping around her shoulder to clamp against her breastbone.

He wasn’t touching her breasts, but his warm strength was seriously arousing. With his other hand on her left hip, and her legs spread, she felt truly feminine for the first time in her life.

Some of the others she had experienced sex with seemed to be confident about their prowess, but none of those encounters had been like this! She could barely contain herself as he pulled out again, the rock hard head of his dick tickling the mouth of her vagina.

Her breath hissed as he lowered himself back inside, the second dick bouncing against her. “You’re driving me crazy!” she announced, groaning.

She had said she didn’t want it earlier, but now she was starting to wonder what it might be like if he filled both her holes. It was too large, though, it wouldn’t fit! Couldn’t fit!

That thought was academic, anyway. Here she was, being fucked, and she just couldn’t concentrate on it. Couldn’t enjoy it the way she wanted to. Stupid brain.

The bull’s hand pressed against her chest as he held her tight, right where he wanted her. “Hold on,” he said in his thick, dark voice. “As I increase my speed, you’re going to start experiencing some changes, and I don’t want you to be alarmed.”

“What do you mean by that?” she gasped, sighing long and low.

She couldn’t stop herself from moaning, but she didn’t think that was the change he was referring to. Her body was definitely on fire, and it was starting to become more difficult to think. She wanted him to speed up, damnit!

A strange thought occurred to her. If she acted like a cow, would that entice Hygraxus further?

It certainly couldn't hurt, but she paused anyway. Was she really going to be a cow for him?

He pumped her once more, pushing a whoosh of breath from her throat. It wasn't really any worse than dirty talk, right? Just a little bit of role play.

Clamping her lips together, she opened them and bellowed, letting out a good approximation of a hearty moo.

It felt so right to do, so satisfying. So much so that she did it again as he crammed himself into her, the call rising up to mingle with the sounds of the other cows. She didn't sound too different from them, did she?

Hygraxus let out a roar, the hand on her chest dropping to fondle one of her breasts.

There was something possessive in his grip, something so raw and erotic that she couldn't help herself, her pelvic floor clenching around his length.

He stopped after thrusting himself all the way in, spending more time working her breasts. She grunted, mooing at the unusual sensations.

Her breasts felt fat and heavy, soft and engorged. She was beginning to feel like a real cow, though her body looked nothing like one.

Unless… there was something different about her?

She tilted her head down, nervous as she spotted the swell of her breasts. Those couldn't be real! They were at least one size larger!

She gulped, arching her back to thrust them forward, into his hand. He accommodated her sudden movement by shifting his grip, pinching a nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

The tip was swollen and red, the definition and length of the nub of flesh startling to her. "What is happening to me?" she asked, groaning in pleasure. "I feel so hot, tight, and itchy.

"The rune of the bull is upon you," declared Hygraxus in a gruff voice. "More evidence of your true wishes. Only those mortals who want to be mine can experience this transcendence. It's further proof that I've made the right decision."

Well, he didn't have to sound so smug about it.

“What does that mean, though?” she asked. “Am I going to look like them?” She nodded at the heifers scattered throughout the room, their breasts heaving as their bodies rocked back and forth in carnal ecstasy.

“Not exactly. Every person is a little different, unique in their own way.”

“That didn’t answer my question. I’m going to be a cow, aren’t I?”

“Is that going to be a problem?” growled Hygraxus. “If you remain at my court, you must be one of my cows.”

She bit her lip as she considered this fact. She was feeling good, great, even. The sweat beading her brow wasn’t bothering her, and she had the energy to keep going for days. Would it be such a bad thing to acquiesce and give the king his due?

She couldn’t claim that she hadn’t known this would happen. She knew what indulging in sex with a demon likely entailed, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to concern herself with what was about to happen.

That being the case, why was she still hesitating? She should embrace what the bull was giving her, seize it wholeheartedly, and milk it for all it was worth.

“No,” she said in a low voice, gurgling her spit. “I want it. I want whatever you can give me. Turn me into your slutty moo cow. Breed me like one of your heifers!”

There was something different about her voice, something darker, more feminine, in a way she couldn’t define. Her toes were acting odd, too, feeling like solid lumps.

She moved a foot out to examine it further, and what she saw was disconcerting. The edges of her toes had flattened out, pressing against each other like rectangular blocks of wood.

She tried to flex them, but they were extremely stiff. It was just easier to relax and let them sit next to each other as the seams between them began to disappear.

It was all happening right in front of her eyes. She blinked, and a hard, rounded ridge appeared over the top of her toes, pushing out from her foot.

It didn’t take long for her to figure out what was happening. Her feet were being replaced with hooves.

She was having a hard time accepting this, but it was true. The demon king hadn’t been lying to her. She was changing into one of his beasts.

It was incredibly nerve wracking, but the bull was doing his best to distract her from how uncomfortable the process was becoming. “Don’t let it bother you,” he rumbled, continuing his thrusts. “It’s all perfectly normal, but it will take some time to finish. The itchiness can be a bother, but I’m here to help make you comfortable in your new skin.”

He meant to be comforting, but it was hard to settle down when a buzzing sensation was crawling over her lips! She mooed pitifully, swallowing as her tongue felt too large for her mouth. Everything was changing!

She closed her eyes, trying to ignore the disturbances, but her head felt heavy, too, with two pinpricks of pain seizing her skull near her temples. Grunting, she reached up a hand to touch her head, surprised to find that something small and hard was projecting from her skull. She wasn’t having a headache—she was sprouting horns!

This didn’t make her feel much better, but she knew complaining about it now would be pointless. “Fuck me harder,” she gasped out. “Drive me out of my mind!”

Hygraxus obliged, shifting his hips with more ardor than before. The slick pop of his dick rocking back and forth juiced her up, making the sex sloppy, wet, and hot.

Her core was burning, but in a good way, a pleasant tingle expanding from her thighs and spreading throughout her body. It was almost enough to help her ignore the effects of her transformation, but she couldn’t get over the fact that everything was changing for her. She couldn’t go back!

The thought jolted through her brain like a lightning bolt, but she rejected the implications. She didn’t want to go back. Here, she might make something of herself. She was being fucked by a king, for heaven’s sake. She had dreamed about that for ages.

Sure, it hadn’t happened in the usual way, and from an objective standpoint, it was occurring in a grossly accelerated fashion. It might not last, either.

Despite all that, she strongly felt that there was opportunity here, if only she reached out and seized it. That was never the case back home.

Gritting her teeth, she opened her eyes, ignoring the strange sensations coming from her body. If he wanted her to be a cow, she would be a cow, damnit!

She shook her chest and tossed her head, mooing with abandon as he kept ramming his engorged length into her body, his second penis flopping up and down as it smacked against her mons.

This only served to increase her pleasure further, and soon she wasn’t thinking at all, gripping onto the edge of the couch with all of her strength. Breathing, mooing, feeling. Was this what it felt like to be a bull’s cow? It was glorious.

The pleasure spiked, four spots on her chest feeling blazing hot as the orgasm took hold. She shook, speared on the bull’s dick, groaning and mooing her ecstasy for all the world to hear.

Her cries pulled the attention of some of the other couples, their horned heads turning to stare at her as she writhed on the king’s dick.

It was embarrassing how much being properly fucked had unstrung her, but she didn’t care what the others thought. Put any one of them in her place and they would likely react the same way.

Besides, there was just too much pleasure washing through her for any of that to matter. She threw her head back and sighed, letting go of all of the tension she had been holding.

She giggled, pressing her head into the corner of the couch as she looked over at Hygraxus. He seemed very pleased with himself. As well he should!

Moving his hand down, he rubbed her belly. “This was quite a pleasant interlude. Thank you.”

She wiggled her shoulders, pressing into his warm body. “I should probably be thanking you, but uh, I’m still feeling rather wobbly.”

He sighed, a gust of breath tickling swirls of black nose hairs in his thick nostrils. “Don’t thank me yet. Your journey has just begun, and you don’t yet know the destination.”

He smacked his thigh, sliding himself out of her. “Unfortunately, I have other matters to attend to. Cozy! Rosie! Come back here and attend to her needs.”

He climbed to his feet, giving her a lascivious grin. “If you’re amenable, I’d like to visit with you again later. By then, I’m certain you’ll be even more attractive!”

She frowned, suspicious as to what he was referring to. Was her body going to change even further? She didn’t think she was down with that. She wanted some time to get comfortable with her body again, damnit!

As he stalked off, she folded her arms over her chest, hiding her swollen breasts from the crowd. Raising her head in as regal a way as she could muster, she turned to look for the cow women who had attended her earlier.

She spotted them walking in from the side, their hooves clopping against the stone floor. “Could you get me something to wear?” she asked, gritting her teeth together.

The two cows covered their faces, eyes sparkling. “I’m sorry, but that’s just too funny!” exclaimed Cozy.

“Concubines in his court don’t wear clothing,” explained Rosie. “He expects them to be fully accessible at all times.”

“Concubine?” her heart dropped, pulse pounding as the reality of the situation began to set in. “How many of us are there?”

“Including you?” asked Cozy, looking up and to the right. “Hmm, I think that makes us close to fifty.”

“Fifty?” Selene gulped. Suddenly, accepting the bull’s offer didn’t seem like such a great idea after all.

“Yes, that’s right, but only a few of us are his favorites,” giggled Rosie. “Cozy and I know him really well. You should come with us, and we’ll give you a few hints and tips.”

She certainly needed some information to get her bearings in this unusual world, but first she needed to figure out how she was going to stand and walk on these… hunks of keratin.

Placing the rounded edges against the floor, she tried to activate the muscles that used to control her toes.

Nothing happened. It was as if her bones, skin, and muscles had been fused together into two solid blocks of wood, and there was no sensation in them. She couldn’t feel the floor at all.

Wobbling, she tensed her legs, lifting herself up. Leaning forward, she took a hesitant step, the rounded edge of her hoof clipping against the stone floor.

Stumbling, she almost fell, her arms flailing, but Rosie caught her before she took a tumble. “How do you walk in these?” she asked, totally flummoxed.

“We’ve seen this before,” nodded Cozy. “You just need to act like you’re wearing tall boots. I’m not sure what you earthers call them.”

“Oh, they’re like high heels or platforms!” exclaimed Selene, letting go of Rosie.

She took another experimental step. “That’s… actually not so bad,” she admitted. “I think it’s going to be awhile before I can run in them, though.”

“Don’t worry about it,” sneered Cozy. “The king seems to like you, so you’ll probably be spending a lot of your time horizontal. You might be a candidate for his next breeding heifer.”

Selene brushed the curtain aside as they all stepped back into the bedroom she had left earlier. “I don’t see how he’s going to have the time for that if he has fifty concubines to satisfy,” Selene muttered.

She frowned, turning around and sitting down on the bed so that she could stop balancing on her new feet. She felt exhausted, but there was something she had picked up on and wanted to prod at further.

“I get the sense that you don’t like me,” she said bluntly, leaning back to watch the two cows closely. “Is there something I’ve done to offend you?”

Rosie’s face screwed up, revealing a touch of resentment hiding within her gaze. She folded her hands and smoothed her expression. “We are both surprised at how gentle he was with you. He likes you.”

“And is that somehow a problem?” probed Selene.

She paused, but neither of them deigned to give her an answer. Cozy began examining her nails, while Rosie stared right through her.

She might be lacking in life experience, but the puzzle pieces clicked into place. “Ah,” she exclaimed. “You’re jealous. Now, why would that be?”

Holding up a hand to examine it, she stared at the roughened skin that appeared to be growing on the back. “It seems like I’m being transformed into an approximation of a cow, but I doubt I’ll be any prettier than either of you once it’s done, so that’s not it.”

She looked down at her chest, grasping her bare breasts, giving them a rough squeeze. “These guys are a little larger, but nothing to rival either of yours.” She sighed. “I guess I really don’t understand. I don’t get why my presence would challenge either of your positions.”

Cozy and Rosie glanced at each other, a dark looking passing between them. Rosie took a step forward, pressing her lips together. “Hygraxus is looking for a mate,” she said tersely.

“I get that much!” chuckled Selene, leaning back on her hands. “He certainly seems rather frisky!”

“No, you don’t get it,” hissed Cozy. “He doesn’t need another mistress. He wants a wife, and we’re all in the running. We’re competitors.”

Selene froze. “Ah. That’s where the problem lies.”

“Yes,” nodded Rosie. “But you don’t understand half of it. Hygraxus has effectively put us all on trial. He’s testing us to figure out who will be most suitable, the most compatible. Who’s the best lover, who’s the best breeder. If any of us fail to measure up, we’ll be swapped out. He doesn’t care about us individually.”

“You’d best remember that,” interrupted Cozy. “No matter what he says, he doesn’t care about you either. He’s just feeling the pressure to produce an heir to the throne. Nothing more.”

“Oh.” The statement was like a punch to her gut, and she did her best to hide her reaction.

He was just being kind, wasn’t he, so he could get what he wanted. That’s what all this had been about from the start. Both of them, using each other.

She balled her hands into fists and jumped to her feet. “I can’t accept that. I’m going to be the best cow ever, and prove that I’m the one he should choose!”

Wobbling on her transformed legs, she sat back down, grinning sheepishly. “I guess I’m still going to need some practice.”

Cozy stifled a laugh, shaking her head. “She still doesn’t get it. Well, don’t say we didn’t warn you. Come on, Rosie, if she wants to be a real cow, she’ll need to look the part.”

Rosie grunted, her expression grim. The two of them turned, trotting out of the room. The door clicked shut behind them, the telltale snick of a lock being engaged.

They didn’t trust her. Very well, she didn’t trust them, either.

Finally, she was by herself! This was a great opportunity to examine the room a little, and to try and understand what other changes were happening to her body.

The room itself was unremarkable, containing a king size bed, chest of drawers, mirror, and walk in closet. There was a single door in the back, which she assumed led to a bathroom.

Wobbling with each step, she bellied up to the chest of drawers, holding onto the edge as she stared into the mirror.

She… didn’t look like her old self, to put it mildly. Her ears had become wider, shooting out from the sides of her head on either side. Beige colored horns had sprouted from her forehead, forming a wide U shape.

She touched the tips curiously, running her fingers down their short lengths. Gripping one at the base, she gave it a sharp tug. It was definitely firmly attached. She didn’t think it could be removed with anything less than a hacksaw.

Her lips were wider than before, the base of her nose a soft, pink pad. She had never had the opportunity to examine cows closely in real life, but some of these features definitely reminded her of them.

Sighing, she folded her arms, jumping when she noted the unusual sensations coming from her chest. Lifting her hands, she gasped as she noted a twin pair of small lumps sitting right below her swollen breasts. Were those real?

They had little indentations at the top, looking remarkably like miniature nipples. She prodded at them, running her fingers around the edges, gathering them up to give them a little squeeze.

They throbbed with delight, her body warm with sudden arousal. Oh. She had better stop playing with them, or she’d lose herself in the pleasure.

What about her original breasts? She made a little jump, watching them as they wobbled up and down.

Yes, they had definitely grown, and they might actually be another size larger! With the way they sagged over the new breasts coming in, she could easily imagine having an enormous four pack, swollen and filled with milk, ready to be sucked. An udder.

Grasping their bulk, she played with them as a dumb smile grew on her face. Why did that idea seem so wonderful to her? Being in this place must be doing something to her mind. She was even starting to worry less about being one cow among many. If the bull king graced her with his presence from time to time, what did it matter?

Her thighs were wet again, feeling hollow. She hoped the demon king would finish his business soon and come back to fill her up. She found herself craving his dick, hornier than she had ever felt before.

She licked her tongue over her teeth, which appeared to be getting flatter. As each moment passed, she was looking more and more like a cow, and she loved it.

Pursing her lips, she made an experimental moo, enjoying the sound as it echoed from her voice box. The timbre was getting deeper, too, making her sound more like the others. In a couple of weeks, she’d probably be indistinguishable from the herd.

She frowned, staring at her eyes, which seemed to have a disturbingly brown tinge to them. Was this really what she wanted? To be a slutty carbon copy of the other cows?

If she wasn’t unique, like the bull king had mentioned earlier, he might see her as being the same as all the rest. He’d quickly grow tired of her and discard her. Her goals would be ruined.

But… she didn’t have any control over this process. Whatever was transforming her was entirely outside of her understanding.

Groaning, she took a step back, balancing on her new hooves. She was starting to get a little more used to them, though her legs still trembled. Sweat cooled on her face as her libido began to settle down, and she could tell that her thinking was growing more logical.

As long as she avoided touching her enlarged breasts, she could at least be rational, for a time.

Careful with her balance, she clopped over to the front door, giving it a try. Locked. They clearly didn’t want her wandering around.

Turning, she decided to continue her investigation. Opening the closet, she was unsurprised to find that there wasn’t a scrap of clothing inside, just a set of various drawers. Concubines don’t wear clothing, right.

She opened one of the drawers, gulping as she spotted the thick leather collars inside. Some of them had integrated ball gags, while others were extremely tall, meant to keep one’s neck upright.

Shoving it shut, she hesitated before she opened the next drawer. Was this a storage closet for bondage play, or did the bull king usually enjoy fucking his cows while they were locked up?

The next drawer wasn’t much better, filled with blindfolds, chains, and cuffs. The next contained long sleeves of stitched leather, which she could only imagine the use for.

And so it went—belts, ropes, chains, and straps. If she stayed here, it seemed likely that she would be put into some of this gear.

She had written about bondage a few times, but she was leery about experiencing it personally. To be bound and fucked was the ultimate trust one could give a partner, and she wasn’t yet at that level with Hygraxus.

Did she want to be?

Pressing her lips together, she shivered, unable to stop herself from grabbing her enlarged breasts and giving them a heavy fondle. Oh, shit, yes, she so wanted to be tied down and fucked by that bull. Taken, plundered, used. It would be the ultimate in erotic play.

Groaning with desire, she gave her nipples a painful tug, trying to banish the idea. It was all well and good to think about impending sex, but it wasn’t helping her to find a way to be unique.

She hadn’t opened the last drawer in the cabinet, which was a bit taller than the others. It had no label, but the drawer pull was made of brass, and was twice as wide as the others.

Giving it a tug, she paused, trying to figure out what the jumbled mess inside really was.

There were a multitude of leather straps which she couldn’t easily sort out, attached to a set of four large cups. Lifting it into her hands, she turned it left and right, spinning it about to examine it further.

Tubes extended from the front of the cups, with small, plastic looking set screws. The interiors of the cups had an enormous volume, with the four of them mounted to a rubbery back. Longer straps appeared as though they could be used to secure the device to one’s body. It must be a breast pumping device!

It was unlike anything she had ever seen on earth. Breast milkers you could buy off the shelf usually had two small flanges that attached to one’s nipples, feeding directly to small bottles which could be filled with the assistance of hand pumps. This one seemed a bit more automatic than that.

And yet, it wasn’t anything like a cow milker, either. Those had long, cylindrical silver tubes, with black caps at the end where they attached to a cow’s teats. Of course, human breasts didn’t work quite the same as cow udders. Their nipples just weren’t as long.

There had been at least one fetish porn site where they used goat and cow milkers on women, but they had looked extremely uncomfortable. This mechanism might be a compromise, allowing demon cows to comfortably gather milk for their young.

That was something she could easily imagine. If cow demons were as promiscuous as she thought they were, there was a lot of breeding going on, and likely a commensurate number of offspring to take care of.

Turning the device over, she pressed the cups over her breasts, noting with dismay that she was several sizes too small. She hadn’t expected her second set of breasts to fit, but had seriously thought that her original pair were done growing.

Sighing, she put the mess of cups and straps back in the drawer. There had been no pump included, but she imagined that was likely stored elsewhere.

Sliding the drawer shut, she shrugged. Although strangely arousing, that equipment wouldn’t help her now.

Turning, she frowned, noticing that a strange, orange aura had begun to fill the room.

It was subtle, a faint haze that appeared to be venting through the wooden grille on the door she hadn’t yet investigated. Breathing in, she tried to detect any unusual smells, but there was nothing interesting. Curious.

Trotting forward, she grasped the filigreed handle, hesitating. It was probably just a bathroom. Nothing to be afraid of.

Girding herself, she flipped it open, preparing to find almost anything.

Huh. It contained a wash basin and a mirror. Almost pedestrian.

The rest of the accommodations were rather primitive compared to what she was used to. There was a plank built into the wall, with an oval circle in the center. She pressed her hands against the lip and looked into the opening, spotting a small trickle of water. Clever.

The half circle curve of an open ceramic pipe was visible, tilted downwards into the dark depths below. This formed a sluice for running water that rushed down the incline. Any waste deposited would be carried away instantly, through whatever passed for a sewer system in this world.

Not primitive, but ancient technology. It was possible that the demons were borrowing ideas from elsewhere, given that people could be summoned here. Maybe there was open trade, or secretive raiding parties?

She couldn’t help but giggle at the thought. Demons raiding earth to steal ceramic tiles and piping? How pedestrian.

Well, this was all well and good, but it wasn’t going to help her. A hazy, orange mist filled the entire room, leaving her few clues as to where it was coming from.

Here, though, the color was a bit darker, and it appeared to swirl if she moved her hand through it. It must be coming from somewhere. Maybe if she kept stirring it up, she could detect a pattern?

She waved her hands back and forth, shifting the air into a hazy morass. Frowning, she took a seat, shivering in her nudeness as she stared at the mess dully. When were the other cows coming back? It seemed like it was taking them a long time.

A flash of bright orange light attracted her attention. It wasn’t coming from the center of the room, but from somewhere off to the side.

She lurched to her feet, still clumsy on her hooves as she shuffled over to the rear of the room. Here, there was an opening to a wide bath, built out of turquoise tiles.

The large basin was lit by a multitude of skylights built into the ceiling above, but she wasn’t interested in them. It was the area near the rear that drew her attention, for there appeared to be an orange glow in the lower section where the water would drain into, if it were turned on.

At the moment, the floor was dry, allowing her to access the tub via a short stairway. The tiles were flat and even, evidence of the craftsman’s mastery. This was a palace, so it only made sense. You wouldn’t want your guests to think that you were a cheapskate.

Moving around a curved pathway, she ended up in the secondary bathing area, her stomach churning as she located the source of the light.

It was coming from a large, rounded grate mounted in the center of the pool, sparks of light shimmering through metal bars.

Crouching down, she tried to get a better look, but there wasn’t much to see. Just a spinning, orange orb somewhere in the depths below.

Leaning back on her hooves, she sighed. She lacked any tools, and unless she could remove the grate with her bare hands, it seemed that this would be the end of her investigation.

Although… it didn’t look like the grating was welded to the floor or anything. Maybe she could move it?

Grabbing a few of the metal bars, she gave it a tug, surprised to find that it came up easily in her hands. She laughed at herself, setting it aside. Well, that was painless!

Now, what kind of treasure had she uncovered?

Leaning over the edge, she studied the orb. It had an orange core, with golden bands revolving around its center. Mysterious symbols appeared and vanished as the sphere wobbled, throbbing to an invisible beat as though it was a human heart.

A dark cloud whirled around the center, wafting up towards her. That must be the origin of the mysterious mist.

If she leaned over and reached into the hole, she might be able to touch it, but would that be wise? She didn’t know what it was, and given her experience in this world so far, she might turn into something completely different.

The opening was certainly large enough for her to fit her body inside, but would that be wise? She had no idea where or if there was an outlet, or how nasty it would be down there—even if she could squeeze past the globe without touching it.

“Earth girl?” came a voice from somewhere behind her. “Where have you gone?”

A perverse desire to jump in came over her, but she resisted it. Maybe as a last resort, but for now, she wanted to see if she could extract some explanations out of the cow demons.

Grabbing the grate, she slid it back into place with a grunt. The intensity of the orange glow increased for a moment before settling back down, tendrils of energy whirling around her. How curious.

Stumbling to her feet, she moved back the way she had come, nervous about meeting the others. She was still nude, oiled up, and her body was changing on her.

The simple act of trying to balance was difficult, as the weight distribution of her body was off. She could feel her breasts wobbling, grabbing at them to keep them in place. They seemed to have grown yet another size, the flesh spilling out of her hands.

She badly wished that she had a top with which she could hold them down. Didn’t they know anything about modesty in this place?

“I’m here,” she announced, exiting the bathroom. “I haven’t run off or anything.”

Cozy gave her a bright, fake smile. “That’s too bad,” she murmured, her eyes sliding towards the bathroom. “It would have saved us a lot of work.”

Rosie smacked her shoulder. “Come on, now. Don’t be like that.” She hefted the wooden box in her hand. “We have something for you. Would you take a seat on the bed?”

Staring warily at the box, Selene did as she was told, dropping her hands into her lap. The two demon cows had already seen her assets, so trying to hide them was rather a waste of time.

Rosie cracked open the box, revealing a red velvet interior. There were various metal rods nestled inside, barbells and other jewelry winking in the light.

Selene froze. “Are you going to… pierce my breasts?” she asked in a high pitched voice.

The two cows looked at each other and laughed. “A nice guess, but no,” snickered Cozy. “Piercing your nipples might interfere with milk production, and we can’t have that.”

“Not when you’re shaping up to be a fine breeding heifer,” added Rosie. “You’re going to have a gigantic belly, with huge, swollen breasts, full of precious milk for his young. We don’t want anything to get in the way of that.”

Cozy nodded her head. “If you prove fertile, he’s going to want a lot of babies. You’ll probably spend most of your days a swollen lump, gestating his offspring. A lazy life like that might seem pretty relaxed, but most heifers develop wicked morning sickness.”

Rosie held a hand to her chest, looking a little queasy. “We’ve had more than our fair share of messes to clean up, but never mind that. It’s a small price to pay to become a court concubine.”

She shook her head. “Let’s not talk about that. It’ll only gross you out, and you have a long, happy future ahead of you as a breeding cow. Look on the bright side—you’ll never be alone. Several attendants will be there at all times, attending to your every need while you wait for your babies to grow.”

“Just remember, being pregnant is a big turnoff,” chimed in Cozy. “Once that bump appears, sex will be off the table until you’ve given birth. Not many bulls like plowing a roly poly cow.”

She shrugged. “It can be a hard life,” she said sympathetically, “but that’s the way it goes with concubines. There’s always plenty around to slake his libido.”

“Don’t worry,” continued Rosie. “It won’t be all bad. You can spend time being a wet nurse, taking care of another cow’s babies. They are quite the cuties.”

Selene shivered, frowning as she reevaluated her future plans. Was that really how it was going to be? Long stretches of boredom, punctuated by the pain of giving birth, then day after day of taking care of youngsters?

Now that it was laid bare in front of her, it didn’t seem as appealing as it had before.

Rosie held up a U-shaped ring. “Before any of that, we need to get you fitted out. Hygraxus demands that all his heifers wear his rings, and you’re no exception. First, we’re going to start with your nose, then your ears, belly button, and… a few other places he’s requested. You do want to look your best for him, don’t you?”

Selene curled her fingers into her thighs. “Is that really the only option?” she sighed, tension building in her shoulders. “Is that really all I am to him? A breeding slut?”

A faint cry of delight infiltrated the room, from somewhere next door. Selene lifted her head. “What’s that?” she asked, a worried realization settling into her soul.

The two cow women seemed nonplussed. “Oh, it’s probably Hygraxus taking another heifer,” explained Rosie breezily. “We go into heat fairly often, you know, and he can smell it.”

“But he just… why?” she asked, her voice fading away.

Cozy barked out a sarcastic laugh. “Did you really think you were unique? That you were special in some way to him after talking to him for a few minutes and having a quick fuck? How innocent are you? Of course he’s slaking his thirst with another. That is the way of things in this realm. You had better get used to it if you want to be his cow.”

Selene trembled. Was that his so-called important business? Fucking another cow within earshot?

Was he trying to make her jealous, or did he not care about her at all?

The words of the other cows began to sink in, and despair grew in her heart. “Then… it was all for nothing, then,” she said, her lips quivering. “It doesn’t matter if he likes me. I’m just one among many.”

Both of the cows nodded. “Now you’re getting it,” said Rosie smoothly. “The sooner you understand that, the better.”

She closed the box with a click, setting it on the dresser. Grabbing a chair, she took a seat, crossing her legs. “I get the sense that you’re not ready for this, are you?” she said kindly.

Tears welled up in Selene’s eyes, and she crossed her arms below her breasts. They wobbled, reminding her that she was no longer human. “No,” she sniffed. “I’m not sure I could ever get used to it.”

Cozy circled around the side of the bed. “There is another option, then,” she purred. “If you’re willing to take it.”

“That’s right,” grinned Rosie, a smirk forming on her face. “You could just… leave.”

“I could what?” She blinked back her tears. “Is that even possible?”

“Yes, of course,” murmured Cozy, lowering her voice as she leaned in to whisper into her ear. “They don’t usually tell this to newcomers, so listen carefully. Every outworlder has what we call a Tether to their own world. As your transformation progresses, that tether increases in strength, stretching tighter and tighter until… it snaps, and all that’s left is a new cow demon.”

Rosie sat next to her, pressing her furry leg against Selene’s. “Until that happens, which usually takes a few weeks, you can use your Tether to travel back to your world. All you have to do is grasp the point at which it enters this reality, and wish to return. The Tether will do the rest.”

“Oh. Oh.” That’s what that unusual orange aura was. It was a Tether.

She squeezed her hands into fists. “I’ve already seen the termination point,” she announced, jumping to her feet. “I can go back. I can leave.”

The two cow demons nodded at her, giving her bright smiles as their spaded tails wiggled on the bed. “Then, what are you waiting for?” asked Cozy. “If you think this world isn’t for you, let’s go right away!”

Getting up from the bed, the two cows bracketed her on either side, hurrying her along with their arms behind her back. “It’s just a short leap,” murmured Rosie. “And then we can all get what we want.”

Selene trotted forward, swallowing hard as the woman’s meaning sank into her brain. Yes, of course. The cow demons definitely wanted her to leave. They saw her as competition for the attention of their master.

That wasn’t a bad thing, though. All of their motivations had aligned, and she was going to be given the opportunity to leave. She wondered how many others had been sent back in this way, and whether Cozy and Rosie would be punished for their role in her escape.

Well, she didn’t care. In their limited time together, Hygraxus had promised her more than he was willing to give. In the deepest parts of her mind, she believed that he deserved to be punished for making her hope for something better.

IIllusions dashed, she slowed as they neared the drain in the bathing area. “Do I really have to jump in?” she asked, watching as Rosie and Cozy lifted the grate, stirring up the orange tinge in the air.

“No, you can just stand there and stare,” said Cozy sarcastically. “Yes, you have to if you want to leave. Otherwise, you’re going to have to go back to the bedroom and get pierced. Choose.”

“Commit to it,” said Rosie strongly. “Believe in your mind that you will go back, and wish for your old life. That’s all it takes.”

Selene grimaced. This little dalliance was over, all the fun draining away. There was nothing she wanted at home, but she was under no illusion that life here would be any better.

The cow demons were only being helpful because they wanted her gone. If she stayed, it was inevitable that they would become increasingly catty, sabotaging her in any number of irritating ways.

Since Hygraxus viewed them as interchangeable, she couldn’t expect any help from that quarter. She’d be alone again, just like always. Far better to leave this fantasy behind and face reality.

Crossing her arms, she stood near the edge, facing the two cows. She curled her lips. “I wish you the best of luck,” she said, holding back her sharper observations. “I regret that I couldn’t meet your expectations.”

They had surely been expecting a docile cow, and couldn’t handle her strong personality. The same problem she had faced in school, and at work. The same problem everywhere.

The tears came back, but this time, she had no time for them. “I hope you two feel unique and wanted, but I don’t think you’re going to get what you want, either.”

She hopped forward, dropping into the hole, embracing the fear as her body began to fall towards the glowing orb below.


Chapter Three

Selene lay in bed and sighed, staring up at the ceiling. Dani hadn’t believed her when she had described everything that had happened to her since spotting the bull moon, and Selene couldn’t blame her. She wouldn’t believe her fantastical tale, either.

Her body had returned to normal when she had arrived in the backyard, cold and alone. The collar had vanished, along with the odd looking moon. There was no sign that she had performed a ritual at all.

She almost didn’t believe it herself. Maybe it had been a fever dream, brought on by a lack of sleep and overworking?

Either way, she had felt totally drained, unable to do much of anything at all since the experience. She would recover, in time, but her emotional state had been nothing short of frightening for a good while.

Dreams dashed, she had fallen into a deep sleep, waking up only long enough to call in sick at work. She just couldn’t deal with reality today.

After moping through lunch, she decided that she was done being morose. It was time to take some kind of action! But… what could she do now?

Her phone beeped, and she gave it a quick look, sighing. Dani wanted her to show exactly what she had done during the ritual, down to every slight movement that might have caused the bull moon to appear.

She tapped in a reply, trying to discourage her friend. There was no way she was going back to the other world, no matter how much she had dreamed of Hygraxus.

His strong chest and warm arms still glowed in her mind, a whisper of what she couldn’t have. Since coming back, she had avoided touching herself, too, worried that she’d spend the entire time imagining the bull’s thick cock.

She shook her head. This was just bad. She needed something to distract herself, before she descended into another bout of self loathing.

Clutching her phone, she pursed her lips. She didn’t have much, but there was an emergency fund, and this might legitimately count as one.

She screwed up her face, teetering on the edge of desperation. A hazy image of a strong man with bull horns swam through her vision, and she sighed.

There was nothing for it. Retail therapy it was.

Decision made, she dropped the phone to her bed and levered herself off the side. She purposefully focused on the tasks ahead, banishing all thoughts of a smooth, muscled chest from her mind.

Slipping out of her clothes, she noted the minute swell of her petite breasts. After her experience in the demon realm, they were twice as disappointing as before.

They did seem a little more sensitive than usual, however, and she could swear that they were a tad larger, but that was probably just hopeful thinking.

Annoyed, she very carefully avoided looking at herself in the mirror as she stepped into the shower. After a quick clean and rinse, she toweled off her short hair and skipped back out into the bedroom.

What was she going to buy? A cute top? Some underwear? The possibilities were limitless!

She didn’t want something boring or bland, though. It had to be risqué. Sexy.

Something she could wear at night that would emphasize her body and allow her to act out the fantasy that refused to leave her mind.

She groaned. Visions of cow demons were dancing in her head, and it was impossible for her to banish them.

She couldn’t look like them, but maybe something in leather, a low cut top or two? Maybe… she should go to that goth clothing shop she had been avoiding?

Her friend had suggested they should visit, but she had always begged off due to her money troubles. She shrugged. This was probably her best opportunity. The time to strike was now, before she started thinking more rationally about the situation!

Opening a drawer, she grabbed one of her generic bras and strapped it on, grunting as she lifted her arms, turning towards the mirror. It felt tighter than she had expected, her breasts barely contained by the cups. More wishful thinking? Or just the placebo effect?

She shrugged and grabbed a pair of slacks. It didn’t really matter. She wasn’t going back there. She wasn’t going to be a cow, wasn’t going to have enormous breasts, and she definitely wasn’t going to be the demon lord’s bride, no matter how much she might want to.

Blinking back tears, she finished putting on a blue blouse decorated with floral prints. It was odd attire to wear to an alternative fashion store, but she didn’t have anything better. Oh well. With how she felt now, she had to take some form of action, or she’d fall to pieces, and crying her eyes out wouldn’t help her to forget about what she had almost had.

Jamming her feet into tennis shoes, she grabbed her purse and phone, hesitating. If she went to the goth store without telling Dani, she’d never hear the end of it, but some of the things she was thinking of buying were embarrassing!

Screw it, this was the new her. She could do anything she wanted, including buying sex toys or any other taboo items, as long as it made her happy.

It was a pretty lie, but attractive. It was surprising how freeing it felt to let go, to let society’s expectations of how she should act slide right off her.

What did any of that matter now? She had no future. Might as well embrace the present.

Unlocking her phone, she texted her friend. “Hitting up that new ‘Dark Designs’ shop we were talking about. Wanna come with?”

Not waiting for a reply, she slid the phone into her purse, grabbing the straps and dangling it over her shoulder.

It was a cheap thing, made of artificial leather, but the green vine pattern over the surface contrasted well with the brown backing, creating the image that she was slightly more fashionable than she could afford to be.

It was amazing how much of the world ran on lies like this. People, masking who they really were, doing their best to fit in.

Well, she wasn’t going to fit in any longer. She was going to be out there, dressing in ways that made people look. She would own their attention.

At least, that was the goal. First, she had to figure out how she was going to get there. Even if she was willing to open her wallet, that didn’t extend to paying for a taxi.

Her phone buzzed, and she fished it out of her purse, hoping for a miracle. “Rly?” wrote Dani. “Girl, are you planning on taking public transit? No way. Hold up, I’m in the neighborhood. Do you wanna ride?”

Selene froze. What the heck was she doing here? Never mind, she didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was that rescue was on the way!

“Heck yeah! Pick me up outside!”

Folding her arms, she glanced around the neighborhood. Standard suburbia, with green lawns and retaining walls built from concrete blocks. Nothing ever interesting happened out here.

Except last night, when she had been stolen away to the demon realm!

She shivered, her shoulders tingling. Her breasts suddenly felt twice as heavy, as her traitorous mind brought her back to the moment when the demon bull filled her pussy with his tight cock.

Her lips felt thick, tongue wooden. She didn’t think she’d ever forget the effect of his masculine presence, and she longed for more. Just one more time, being held in his arms, smelling his scent, being filled by him.

Groaning, she pressed her thighs together, suppressing the wet heat that had lit up her loins. No, she wasn’t doing this right now. She could have fun with her body later.

Twin sharp honks from a car horn drew her out of her erotic thoughts, bringing a smirk to her face.

It was an old, beat up beetle, with a dazzling, psychedelic looking body, its engine purring as it rolled to a halt in front of her. The paint job might be wild, but the mechanics were solid. Her friend’s father wouldn’t have it any other way.

Dani leaned out the driver’s side window, her lips sparkling a shimmering violet. “Are you going my way, stranger?”

Her eyes crinkled, giving Selene a playful wink. Selene rolled her eyes and trotted around to the passenger side, crumpling her body through the small door onto a spongy seat.

Feeling suspicious, Selene crossed her arms and stared straight ahead. “Why were you so close by?” she asked, frowning. “You don’t usually cruise through my neighborhood unless you’re coming to see me.”

Dani tilted her head, giving her a toothy grin. The charms twined through her dyed black hair jangled, sparkling in the afternoon sun. “I was coming to see you.”

Selene stared at her hands, examining a chipped nail. “Why?”

The spiked leather collar around Dani’s throat flexed as she laughed. “Do you even have to ask that question?”

Gripping the knitted purple steering wheel cover with her left hand, she rested her other on top of the gear shift knob, which had been replaced with a grinning skull. Giving the car some gas, she pulled out into the road with a roar from the engine, rattling the knob as she shifted into second.

“The speed limit here is thirty,” muttered Selene, suddenly feeling uncomfortable.

Dani depressed the gas pedal further, rocketing them up to a higher speed. “That’s the problem with you, girl, you’re such a goody two shoes!” she exclaimed. “Live a little! Break some rules! You’ll be happier that way!”

Sullen, Selene pressed her back into the chair. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Dani made a curious noise, slowing down for a stop light. “That means there is something that happened to you after you saw the bull moon. Come on, spill it! That’s the whole reason I was coming to see you in the first place!”

Selene sighed. “I could, but you… wouldn’t believe me,” she said softly, her lips quivering.

Dani spun the wheel into a left turn, shoving Selene’s shoulder with her free hand. “Something happened to you after the ritual, didn’t it? Come on, I’m your supernatural bestie. You gotta tell me about anything spooky. It’s part of the code! Was it a sexy ghost, or some kind of beast?”

Selene deflated. “No, neither of those.”

Fear and trepidation boiled within her, but the desire to speak was becoming overwhelming. What could it hurt? Dani would call her an idiot, and then things would go back to normal. Wasn’t that what she wanted?

“I don’t get it,” said Dani finally. “If it was something weird, you’d be all over it. You’re acting more like you’ve lost a lover or something.”

Selene gulped. Her friend was pretty much on the mark, though there was no way she could have guessed what it was like in the demon realm.

“I think I was summoned,” she muttered, “or maybe I summoned myself.”

She straightened up, trying to instill some steel into her backbone. “Either way, I was taken away, to another world. The realm of demons.”

“Oh?” asked Dani, sounding rather excited, her hands clenched around the wheel. “Do tell. Are they succubi? Incubi? What kind of devil spawn did you meet?”

“They’re not cute like you’re imagining,” replied Selene in a dry voice. “They’re cow demons. Yes, just what you’re thinking. Bulls and heifers. Bimbo women with breasts that look like udders, so much flesh that they’ll spill out of your hands. Men with double dicks, useful for plumbing all of your depths.”

“Huh,” shrugged Dani. “You haven’t really given me a downside yet. Oversexualized demonspawn sounds like a lovely way to spend a short vacation.”

She hooded her eyes as she peeked at Selene. “They didn’t send you back with an obligation to return, did they? Maybe… you’ve been sent to kidnap your friend and introduce her to some wonderfully sexy bulls with bulging dicks?”

Her enthusiasm tickled her in just the right way. Selene could feel a burgeoning grin tugging at her lips, and she smirked. “You don’t know what you’re getting into with that one. They’ll definitely do it with you, if you want it.”

Dani’s head bobbed. “I do want. What does it take to make an appointment?”

Selene chuckled. “I don’t think it works like that.”

Her morose expression returned. “I kind of fucked things up while I was there, though. I’m not sure I can go back.”

Selene lifted a gloved hand from the steering wheel, her fingers peeking out through the cut off ends. “Hold up. You’re going to have to explain that one to me. What did you do? Insult his length? Tell him that you never wanted to see him again?”

“No, not really,” groaned Selene. “This is so stupid, though, you’re going to laugh at me once you hear what happened.”

“I promise you I won’t laugh,” replied Dani seriously. “You know, I’ve been trying to get you to come out with me to change your style for a long time, but you just wouldn’t budge! If you’ve changed your mind now, something must really be bothering you.”

“Okay, okay, let me explain!” She paused, trying to figure out the fastest way to get her friend to understand. “It’s all about jealousy,” she began, leaning back.

“I guess, it’s not really that complicated. Their lord, Hygraxus, took an interest in me. Some of the other concubines at court convinced me to leave.”

“Oh boy,” sighed Dani. “I think that’s a little too brief. You’re going to have to give me the long story.”

Selene started over, explaining how she had submitted to the demon king, about how he had betrayed her, and how his concubines had convinced her to return to earth.

This second telling brought up all kinds of questions she had ignored on the first go around, and by the time she was finished, she was uncertain that she had made the right decision.

This was made worse when Dani barked out a laugh, revving the engine as she turned another corner. "You got scammed, girl! They weren't going to let their meal ticket get away without a fight! Did you even see who that bull was fucking before you left?"

She shook her head, mute.

"Then you have no idea what was going on! You said yourself that there were a ton of couples at court. It could have been any bull in the next room over!"

She gulped. “I guess so,” she said in a hoarse voice.

Dani smacked the steering wheel. “Hey, it’s not your fault. I’m proud of you, girl! You actually tried to seduce that bull.” She furrowed her brow. “Look, not everything is lost. You could do the ritual again, couldn’t you?”

Selene shivered. “I don’t know if I could face him after ditching him like that. Besides, it might not even work.”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Dani, changing lanes between two tightly packed cars nonchalantly. “You’re just setting yourself up for failure. If you never try, you’ll never get what you want.”

Selene made a noncommittal noise, but Dani wasn’t willing to let it go. “I think you’re giving up too early,” she said decisively. “If it was me, I’d march back in there and push those whores aside, declare that you are taking over.”

She turned off the main road into a parking lot, expertly scooting the small car between the narrow white lines. “Don’t tell me you don’t have it in you. I know you’re not a shrinking violet. You just need some confidence, that’s all, and I’m going to help deliver it!”

She tilted her palms up, lifting them towards the store. “Welcome to ‘Dark Designs.’ Let’s get you some of your spirit back so that you can go face your demons.”

Winking saucily, she jumped out of the car and slammed the door. Selene followed, a little slower, but she had to admit that her friend’s enthusiasm was lifting her mood. The haze she had been stuck in over the last day was beginning to lift, replaced with a determination to get back on her feet.

This newfound optimism was quickly dashed when she caught sight of the store’s decor. Cobwebs were strung through the windows, black lights highlighting the mannequin in the display. A woman was dressed in leather straps and a ball gag, her wrists handcuffed together. This, combined with a corset and fishnet stockings, painted the store in rather a different light than she had anticipated.

“Dani?” she hissed as she froze on the sidewalk. “Is this place a sex shop?”

Dani laughed. “All the best fetish fashion stores are,” she proclaimed, scooting over to grab her wrist. “Come on, you look weird staring at the display from the sidewalk.”

Uncomfortable, Selene allowed herself to be led to the front door, which Dani pulled open with gusto, gesturing her inside. “Welcome to the dungeon,” she proclaimed in a sotto voice.

Selene passed through an elongated entryway decorated with signage reminding patrons that the shop was for adults only, complete with a pair of floggers on either side if the person didn’t get the message.

Her loins tingled as she was reminded of the sophisticated milking harness she had seen in the demon realm, though she doubted they had anything quite that… severe in this place.

That was a definite blessing, as her breasts still felt sore, and she was having a hard time telling herself that she wouldn’t give in to the temptation of trying the machine on for size.

As she passed through the secondary entrance, the ambience settled around her. The background music had a low thumping backbeat, which reminded her of the wet heat of sex. It was nice.

A wooden platform was built into the wall next to the front desk, with an unfortunate male mannequin locked into a set of stocks. His ass was being toyed with by a busty succubus with wicked looking horns, her sheer bust line visible. Down below, her shorts were sheer enough to reveal the twin shadows of her hips, which had been modeled with loving care by the artist.

If she hadn’t known better, she might have thought that she had stepped into a haunted funhouse built as a porno set.

“Every outfit and toy you see being used on the mannequins is for sale,” said the employee behind the counter, flipping her dyed green hair over her shoulder.

She was wearing a leather bustier, secured to her body with a plethora of leather straps leading up to a ringed choker at her neck, the front decorated with a silver skull.

Her eyes widened as she spotted Selene’s friend coming up behind her. “Dani! Good to see you back! Did your last purchase work out for you?”

Selene was surprised to find her friend blushing as she ambled up to the counter. “None of your damn business!” she declared cheerfully. “This time I’m not here for me. It’s my friend who needs some help.”

Selene looked between the two of them. “You know each other?” she asked, incredulous. “I thought you hadn’t been here! That you were waiting to convince me to come!”

This time, she blushed herself. “I guess that was a few months ago,” she mumbled, “so I shouldn’t have expected you to wait so long.”

“Exactly so,” nodded Dani. She leaned against the counter. “Zooey, today is on me. We gotta get my friend kitted out. The works. We’re going to try on a couple of looks and see what works best.”

“Sweet!” exclaimed Zooey. She screwed up her face, examining Selene’s current outfit. “I can see what you mean,” she muttered. “It’s rather generic. Not very interesting, but I wouldn’t expect that from someone new to the scene.”

Selene was starting to feel a little nervous at the woman’s intense gaze, but she soon straightened up, staring off into the distance. “Yeah, I think that could work.” A smile grew on her face. “Take her to the changing room, I’ll bring some stuff along.”

Zooey jumped off her stool, the top spinning as she trotted into the back. Dani grabbed Selene’s hand, giving her a glowing smile as she led her past the sexy mannequins.

Selene gulped as she noticed a wall containing a multitude of dildos of all varieties and sizes. Some of them were battery operated, while others were thick and long, with bulbous protrusions at both ends.

The implication was there, but she couldn’t imagine being brave enough to use one of those with her friend. Not when there was a suitable bull around.

An image of the demon king swam through her thoughts, diverting her back to the court of cows. Well, that was bad. Even here, in this new environment, she still had the sexy bull on her mind.

They approached another display, a six foot tall draconic monster with its claws raised. It looked like something out of a B movie, but a blindfold and ball gag were cinched tight around its head, its body dressed in a glossy black material.

She reached out to touch the metallic belt strapped around its waist, her face blushing as she spotted the fake bulge underneath a metal chastity cage.

“Do these demon cows wear fetish outfits?” asked Dani, letting go of her hand.

“No, they seem to prefer wearing nothing at all,” responded Selene, pulling away from the strange monster reluctantly.

“Hmm, are you sure?” mused Dani. “There might be an opportunity there.”

“Don’t you dare,” hissed Selene. “Given some of the restraints I saw, they’d probably use them… on us.”

They passed through a wooden door painted a solid black, moving down a short hallway into a door marked with a hanging sign. “Changing room,” it read, with an image of a girl wearing a white dress being transformed into a fishnet wearing, busty woman with flowing, black hair, a thick collar around her neck.

A succubus glowered over the two figures, giving them a knowing grin with sharp, pointy teeth as she waved a black, dildo shaped wand over their heads. Subtle it was not.

Selene glared at the image as Dani ushered her inside. “I hope you’re not intending on turning me into a gothic lesbian bimbo.”

“Oh no,” chuckled Dani. “Your choice in sexual partners is your own, though I certainly wouldn’t protest if you wanted to have a little play time with me. The other two, though? Well, let’s see what you think after I’m done with you.”

Folding her arms, Selene sat on a cushioned bench against the wall, trying hard to banish various intrusive images from her head. “I’m not sure how I feel about this,” she admitted. “But anything would be better than rehashing my mistakes.”

“That’s the spirit!” exclaimed Dani, a bright smile on her face. “Now, fair warning, I have no idea what she’s bringing out, but keep an open mind, and wait until we get to the finished product. You might like what you see.”

Selene grunted, staring at herself in the floor length mirror mounted to the side wall. She had to admit that she didn’t like what she saw there—running makeup, bleary eyes, and an outfit that was barely color coordinated at all.

It was a far cry from the leather crop top and dangling chains her friend wore. She had to admit that Dani looked sharp, and that wasn’t just because of the pointy studs that ran down to the tips of her boots.

Dani leaned against the wall, giving her a speculative look. “While we’re waiting, I want you to give me all the details about how you performed that ritual. Did you do anything special outside of the instructions?”

Selene blinked. “No, I really didn’t. I followed them to the letter, using the salt as instructed.” Leaning forward, she frowned. “Why the interrogation? Are you thinking of trying it yourself?”

Dani hooked her thumbs under her leather belt. “What do you think? My best friend somehow performs a ritual that actually works, and then she gets squeamish when it doesn’t work out exactly how she expected. No, I don’t want to do the ritual myself, I want to be there when you do it again.”

Selene shook her head, jumping to her feet. “No, I can’t. It was crazy enough when only I was involved, I can’t put you in danger, too!”

“Danger?” asked Dani, her skull earrings dangling as her eyes flashed. “Who do you think you’re talking to? If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were hiding something from me.”

“Not hiding,” choked Selene, collapsing back on the bench as she blinked back tears. She leaned over, hanging her head between her thighs. “You don’t understand. If I go back, I’ll put myself right in the middle of a jealous firing squad!”

“If you don’t, you’ll lose all self respect!” retorted Dani. “Come on, look at yourself. You’re a miserable wreck, and I bet you still can’t stop thinking about the experience. Wouldn’t it be worth it to conquer your fears? To reclaim something you’ve given up on since you dropped out of college?”

Selene clenched her fists, working through her boiling emotions. Damn. When she was right, she was right.

She slumped back in the seat. “Okay,” she sighed, feeling drained. “I’ll commit to it. I’ll go back and face my demons.”

“Har har,” snickered Dani. “This time, take me along and I’ll give that demon king a piece of my mind. How dare you reject my best friend!”

A quick knock came at the door, and Dani opened it, revealing the shopkeeper, her hands filled with various black and jangly articles of clothing. “I made some guesses based on your size,” she said, levering the mess onto a nearby shelf. “If you find something you like, but it doesn’t fit, let me know, and I can locate something that will work better for you.”

“Thanks Zooey, you’ve been a big help!” said Dani brightly. “Give us some time, my friend is a bit skittish and we need to figure things out.”

“Not a problem, we don’t close for several more hours. Bring whatever you like to the front desk when you’re done.”

Giving Dani a knowing grin, she sidled back out of the door.

“How well do you know her?” asked Selene, feeling suspicious.

“Well enough,” chuckled Dani. “I’m her best customer. My card’s on file, and this is my treat, so don’t be shy. Consider it payment for giving me the details about your little trip to the other side.”

“That’s not fair!” protested Selene, looking with guilt at the pile of clothing. “You know I don’t want to be a freeloader!”

“Right, and where have those principles got you?” asked Dani. “Alone, broke, and hopeless. Well, I’m going to help you change all that! We’re going to get you dressed up in a hot outfit, and you’re going to seduce that demon king! Hygiene, or whatever his name is!”

“Hygraxus,” corrected Selene, her lips twitching. “Fine. What has she brought us?”

Dani sifted the pile, gathering like articles of clothing together. “Collars, chokers, bras, bottoms, and a few different pairs of boots and belts. Where do you want to start?”

“I dunno, but I guess I should take off my clothes?” Selene gulped.

“I guess you should,” chuckled Dani. “What are you worried about? Zooey isn’t going to come back to take a peek, and we’ve seen each other naked often enough in the locker rooms at school.”

Yes, but it was the principle of the thing. That was impersonal, and this was far more intimate.

Grimacing, she removed her top, feeling cold and naked with only her bra to hide her modesty. Folding it up, she placed it on the bench, stiffening her spine. This was silly. If she got embarrassed every time she showed off her body, she’d never have the fortitude necessary to go back to the demon realm. The cows there didn’t seem to be worried about it, so she shouldn’t either.

On the other hand, they had benefited from growing up in that environment. Baring their bodies wasn’t anything unusual to them, and they couldn’t possibly understand what it would be like for someone like her to jump into a culture like theirs.

It all came back to what her friend had been talking about earlier—gumption, fortitude, and grit. She was going to need equal helpings of all of those if she intended on going back.

Grunting, she pulled off her pants and dumped them onto the floor, bracing herself for the next step. As she reached up for her bra, however, Dani made a surprised noise.

“Girl, have you been bulking up in some way, or have you found some kind of regimen you haven’t told me about? Your boobs are way larger than they used to be!”

Shame forgotten, Selene unhooked her bra, noting how her flesh sprung free from the restriction as the fabric dropped away. “You’re right,” she muttered, surprised at how they jiggled.

They never would have been large enough to do that before. She wanted to touch them, examine them further, but with her friend watching? No way.

“They feel a little swollen,” she admitted. “They’ve been bothering me ever since I came back from the demon realm. Do you think I should get them checked out?”

“Do human doctors know anything about supernatural transformations?” chuckled Dani. “No, I think you should be happy with the gift they’ve bestowed upon you, and buy a more suitable bra while we’re here.”

Selene nodded, an urgent thought seizing her. Was she still developing that second set of breasts?

Cupping the bottoms of her swollen breasts, she lifted them up and inspected her belly, a curious regret washing through her mind. “There’s nothing there,” she said blankly.

“You’re acting as though you thought there might be,” murmured Dani, sounding interested. “Well, we can only deal with the current reality. Here, try this on.”

It was a wodge of slippery material, feeling sticky in her hands. Pulling at each side, she realized that it was a bra, made out of the same glossy black fabric that she had seen the dragon wearing earlier. “What is it?” she asked, admiring the shine.

Latex,” replied Dani succinctly. “It’s probably not something you’ve experimented with before, given the cost, but it seems appropriate, since it can stretch quite a bit. If your breasts suddenly happen to gain another couple of cup sizes, it should be able to accommodate your new… circumferences.”

She made a half circle gesture under her breasts, making Selene feel self conscious. “Okay,” she said, turning the garment over. “It’s kind of cold and tacky. I’m not sure I like the idea of pressing this up against my skin.”

“Don’t be silly,” huffed Dani. “It might feel strange at first, but it will warm against your skin. Once you get used to it, you won’t even know it’s there. You’ll see.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Selene said wryly, unzipping the short zipper between the front cups.

Moving her arms under the straps, she set them against her shoulders as Dani moved around behind her, helping her to straighten out the back strap. “Uh, Dani? Did Zooey think I’m the same size as you? These cups are a little loose.”

“It won’t be a problem, I’ll just shorten the strap back here,” Dani announced, fiddling with the metal bits as Selene zipped up the front.

The way the material gripped her seemed uncomfortable at first, but the way it tickled at her skin was oddly erotic. She popped her hips as Dani pulled the strap tight, the cups pressing against her nipples.

“Whoa, that was unexpected!” she announced, lifting her hands to touch her hair as she spun towards the mirror.

The sight that greeted her was nothing short of erotic.

The material flexed against her skin, shimmering black orbs of perfection held tight against her chest, lifted and highlighted against her skinny frame. A tight seam around the bottom held everything in place, locking in a crease below her breasts that made them appear larger than they actually were.

For the first time in a long time, she didn’t hate how her chest looked.

Excited at the effect, she ran her fingers over the surface, sighing as the material caught against her skin. “What else do you have for me?” she asked, touching her bottom lip with her upper teeth.

“If you like that, you’re gonna love this,” announced Dani, handing her a pair of shiny panties. “They’re kind of like a thong, in the same material. Stretch them out around your hips and slip the center between your thighs. Any man who sees you with these on won’t be able to contain himself!”

Selene glanced at the pile, frowning as she spotted a second pair of the glossy panties, the insides bulging with cylindrical tubes. “What’s that?” she asked, wetting her lips.

Dani’s eyebrows rose. “The dildo panties?” She lifted them up, turning them over to display the air stems at the bottom with the attached pumps. “It’s kind of self explanatory, you know? I don’t think it’s appropriate for someone at your level, though. I gotta talk to Zooey afterwards about this,” she muttered, a blush rising through her cheeks.

“No,” said Selene abruptly. “Let’s give it a shot.”

“Really?” asked Dani, taken aback. “This is a step beyond playing with yourself. It’s the real deal.”

“Do you think I don’t know that?” groaned Selene, her voice cracking. “I can’t stop thinking about that bull, and now that I have this option in front of me, I’ll take it! Anything to distract me from my bad decisions!”

“Alright, you asked for it, so I’ll give you what you need,” grinned Dani, a licentious look settling onto her face.

Gripping the oval pump bulbs, she gave them a couple of squeezes, which served to lift the cylindrical tubes upright. The one in the rear had a tapered tip, terminating at a rounded bump on the bottom.

The flange must be meant to hold the plug in place inside her ass, whereas the other had a knobbly shape, for stimulation. The logistics of wearing such a piece were suddenly front and center in her mind. Was she really going to do this?

“Give it to me,” she commanded, squeezing her thighs together. “I want to put it on before I change my mind.”

Dani laughed. “You might be eager, but without the proper lube, you’re going nowhere.” Muttering to herself, she investigated the pile a little more. “That cheeky woman. She did include some. Did she expect us to have full on sex in here or something?”

She lifted up a long, flexible tube that had been hidden under the clothing, blushing again. “I definitely didn’t ask for this,” she claimed, shifting the double ended dildo to one side.

Taking a small bottle from the pile, she handed it to Selene. “Look, you can deal with this. Just apply some to both plugs before you put the panties on. I’m going to return this sex toy.”

Grabbing the dildo from the table, she bustled out of the room, closing the door softly behind her with a click.

Selene smiled to herself. Her friend might be constantly horny, but she wasn’t pushy. She’d find some way to satisfy herself later, but she would do her best to avoid making Selene uncomfortable. She was grateful for that much.

Now, what was she going to do about this? She glanced between the bottle of lube and the elaborate panties, gulping to herself. Had she bit off more than she could chew this time?

Well, the first part seemed obvious. Clicking the top of the bottle open, she tipped it over and delivered a generous dollop to the top of the ass plug, smearing it around with the cap of the bottle. She then swirled it around the sides in a spiral, concentrating more of it where the bulge flared outwards towards the base.

This accomplished, she added some to the dildo as well. That one probably didn’t require as much lube, and by this time, her hands were shaking. She hadn’t done anything like this before, and she couldn’t help herself. She needed to be filled.

Setting the bottle of lube aside, she grasped either end of the panties, lifting her feet through the holes. The dildos rattled against each other as she pulled them up to her waist, the cool end of the ass plug rubbing against her thigh.

Well, that was unpleasant, but she almost didn’t care. Her core was heating up with arousal, her body ready to be violated. She was really glad her friend had left for this part, but she didn’t know how long she would be gone. She couldn’t afford to hesitate.

She didn’t want to touch the plugs because they were wet with lube, and as a compromise, she reached around to the bottom of the panties, grasping the rounded nub where the hoses from the pumps penetrated through the rubbery material.

If she used her whole hand, she found that she could manipulate the internal plug a little, wiggling them closer to the center. She gasped when the tips touched the flesh of her privates, her insides flipping over as their presence became more real.

She decided to start with the ass plug, as she suspected that would be the most difficult to insert. She had never tested out anything like this before, never played in this way, and she didn’t really know what she was doing.

Pressing from the bottom, her ass quivered as she shoved the business end inside. It felt tight, but not too unpleasant, her rectum squeezing open to accommodate the burrowing head.

The smooth shape of the toy spread her wider as she worked it deeper, but she soon hit what appeared to be a wall. Ah, this was why it was so difficult to use these—somehow, she needed to get the large part of the dildo past her sphincter, so that it would properly sit inside.

After spending a minute or two trying to jam it in, she sighed and let go, her arms burning. Was it really this difficult to insert?

She shifted her grip and stretched her back, trying a second time. Maybe if she relaxed her internal muscles? She gave that a try, but it didn’t seem to be doing much.

Perhaps… if she flexed them instead.

Bearing down, she moaned as the upper length of the plug was pulled inside, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. She kept pushing, only relaxing once the flange popped through her sphincter, the bottom edge acting like a wedge to keep it from coming out.

It was an odd sensation, and not one she particularly enjoyed. She squeezed her muscles around it, feeling full. Maybe if she put the dildo in, too, the sensations would combine?

Leaning over, she sought out the second plug, concentrating on turning it until it was in the right position. This proved to be a bit difficult without removing the butt plug, but she eventually succeeded, slipping the soft end inside her tunnel.

The lube made it easy to insert, though playing with the butt plug had already made her tunnel incredibly wet. She moaned as it slipped all the way in, holding it in position for a moment to get used to the sensations.

Every small movement of her body jostled the twin plugs, sending her into a frenzy. Wow, that felt amazing!

Swallowing, she carefully pulled her hands back, grasping at the twisted sides of the panties. Unraveling the slippery material, she pulled it around her hips until the plugs almost seemed to lock into place.

Straightening out, she examined the look in the mirror, her pussy jumping as she noted the twin lines of the pumps that jetted out from between her legs. Her ass and pussy were completely plugged up!

Unable to stop herself, she grabbed at her breasts, giving them a rough squeeze through the rubber bra. The material caught at her skin, tickling her as it creaked. That felt way better than she had thought it would, but it still wasn’t enough!


She wiggled her hips, gasping as the plugs shifted inside her. She felt so full, and she was reminded of being reamed out by the bull. Was this close to what it would feel like if Hygraxus used both of his dicks simultaneously on her?

It was impossible to know for certain unless she went back to the demon realm, but at the moment, she cared more about getting herself off.

Reaching down, she tugged on one of the bulbs, hissing as the dildos bounced inside her. They might feel even better if she pumped them up, but did she dare risk it? Her friend would be coming back soon, and it would be extremely embarrassing to find herself in the middle of an orgasm at the same time she arrived.

The right thing to do was to concentrate on the rest of the goodies still on the table. Was there anything else she could put on that would make her look even more sexy?

Her eyes darted to the choker sitting off to one side. It was leather, black, and had a giant ring attached to the front. Into the leather backing was stitched a pentagram in red thread, giving it a dark aspect that she found appealing.

Well, why not? This had all been brought out for her. She might as well try it on.

Hands shaking with excitement, she undid the buckle at the back, lifting it up to her throat. The band was thicker than she had expected, and taller, too.

She slipped it around her neck, imagining herself kneeling in front of the bull king, pledging herself to him. She clenched her thighs around the plugs, moaning as she threaded the loop of leather through the buckle, securing it into place. A submissive collar, marking her as the bull king’s breeding cow!

Ugh, it wasn’t working. Everything she did reminded her of him.

His strong musk, his thick arms, the way his breath wheezed through those wide nostrils, and the huge horns that loomed over her, proclaiming his status.

Perhaps she was taking the wrong approach with all this. If she embraced these thoughts, used them to get off, then maybe their intensity would diminish?

She returned to the pile, looking for something more. Fishnet stockings? Yes, those would help her to imagine herself in chains. She would be bound at the demon king’s pleasure, waiting for him to return and breed her again.

She curled her toes as she dragged a stocking up her legs, leaning down to pull the attached knitted sock into place. She gasped as this position forced the dildos to shift inside her. She was quickly becoming unbearably aroused, and if she didn’t hurry, she wouldn’t be able to complete the look before she exploded!

Grimacing, she pulled on the second stocking, spreading the spiderwebs of thread wide as they slid up and over her knee. The elastic band fit tightly around her thigh, holding it in place.

When she stood and looked at herself in the mirror, she liked what she saw: a mysterious, erotic woman, who was confident and in control of her sexuality.

It was an utter fantasy, but one she desperately wanted. While she was here, by herself, anything could be true, as long as she imagined it.

There were a few more things to put on before this outfit was complete, however. She didn’t want to get lost in a haze of pleasure until everything was perfect.

Up next came a pair of glossy black boots, with two inch platform heels. There was practically no slope to the heels, which she was grateful for, and they were pre-laced, saving her a lot of effort.

Grabbing the tongue of the left boot, she slipped a foot inside, arching her heel to press her toes against the top. It was nice and confining, gripping her on all sides, just like her wet pussy was wrapped around the dildo inside her. Ooh, that thought was going to get her into trouble.

She finished with the other boot, clicking the toes together. The glossy toe boxes felt solid, weighty. She could march a mile in these boots, and look good while doing it.

Why hadn’t she tried on an outfit like this before? She groaned, remembering that this little trip was courtesy of Dani. All this stuff was likely far beyond the reach of her banking account, but she refused to feel guilty. Dani had talked her into this, so it was her fault.

There were only a few things left on the table, and she was feeling a bit leery about the harness and ball gag. There was another pile of polished black latex, however, and she was rather curious as to what else she could possibly fit on her body.

She lifted it up in front of her, letting the folded latex layers unfold. It was a knee length skirt, with a tight band around the top. With no zipper to undo, she’d need to climb into it, wrapping the stretchy band around her waist above the dildo panties to hold everything in place.

That seemed simple enough, but the implementation was more than a little tricky, with the bulbs dangling between her thighs. She tilted her feet, maneuvering her boots as carefully as she could to avoid catching the heels on the upper band as she stretched it wide.

It was inevitable that she bumped up against the panties, and she was forced to pause once or twice to let the jolts of pleasure subside. She could hold on for just a while longer. She was so close.

Sliding the skirt up past her hips, she let the band tighten over her waist, the extra material blending seamlessly with the panties below. The friction between them kept them both secure, locking them into one solid mass.

She tilted her body, impressed with how the ruffled edges of the skirt hung around her, hiding the pump bulbs entirely. If she walked outside, nobody would know that she was fully plugged up!

She was now very glad an internal vibrator hadn’t been included. Her sexy side wouldn’t be much of a secret if she couldn’t hold a straight face. She doubted members of the general public would be too happy with her if she started moaning and groaning like a cow in heat while dressed in this sexy goth outfit.

Maybe… that kind of embarrassment would be good for her. Shameless. That’s what she’d need to be if she wanted to be the demon king’s mate, and what better way to practice?

She trembled, the naughty thought giving her all sorts of twisted, erotic ideas. Ideas she doubted she had the ability to pull off, but ideas nonetheless.

Hissing at the sudden heat that had seized her body, she folded her arms and took stock of her completed outfit. It was pretty obvious that she needed some makeup to complete the look, but even without it, she looked plenty dark and mysterious. And sexy.

Despite her self doubts, she had to admit that there were plenty out there who would find her body desirable, even if she had always despised her tiny breasts. Not so tiny now, though, are they?

She gave them another squeeze, zoning out as she enjoyed the gentle friction. If she popped her hips, that stirred up the dildos inside her just enough to give her a sudden jolt of arousal. Combine that with smooth, stroking motions, and she was left with a low, rippling pleasure that hummed through her body.

It was enough to keep her satisfied, for now, without raising the floor enough to force her to push for an orgasm. It was just like her usual masturbation process—keep it low, keep it steady, and keep going for as long as possible.

She knew this wasn’t going to work long term. Sooner or later, her body would react to the stimulation by ramping up her arousal, and eventually, she’d drop over the edge with only the smallest amount of stimulation.

That could take a while, however, and until then, she was going to enjoy herself, arching her back and pressing her breasts into her hands. She tugged at the material, cooing as it entrapped her skin, tugging at her nipples.

Her imagination was beginning to run wild again. She was thinking about being a cow for the demon king, his slut, his whore. Thick lips, wrapping around her swollen nipples, licking and sucking without cease, forcing her body to respond.

A sudden release, a trickle of milk, and soon she was producing, giving the sexy man what he wanted, thrusting her chest forward as his twin dicks rammed into her most private spaces, violating her just like the dildos were doing now!

“Oh, yes!” She cried out, unable to stop herself.

A knock came at the door, and she gasped, dropping her hands as a blush grew over her face. “Come in!” she cried out, feeling sudden resentment at the interruption.

She had truly been heading for a massive orgasm, and she was being cheated of it. Remember where you are, you fool!

“Am I interrupting?” asked Dani, looking apologetic.

A grin grew on her face. “Yes, it looks like I am. I’d know that look anywhere. Hold up, you don’t have to be rude about it. I’m here to help!”

“Help?” repeated Selene dumbly, the ache in her loins beginning to override her good sense. “What is that?”

“Oh, this?” she asked, lifting the objects in her arms. “I brought a few things to help you out. I thought it was the least I could do for dragging you all the way out here.”

She bustled over to the counter, dropping a towel on top. “You could always say no, of course, but then you’d have to put off your pleasure and rub yourself to orgasm later.”

Selene stared at the rounded head of the device in her friend’s hands, the dull throb in her pussy distracting her. “You brought a vibrator?”

“It’s a personal massage device,” announced Dani, looking smug. “This is totally beyond company policy, but Zooey and I are tight. She’s letting me borrow it from her personal collection.”

Hefting it up, she clicked a switch, and the domed top began to buzz. “It’s battery powered, so it’s not as good, but it should still do the trick.”

She frowned. “Before that, put these on.”

She pointed at a pair of fingerless gloves that Selene had skipped over earlier, because she hadn’t been able to figure out what they were for. “They look like they’re for cleaning dishes,” she complained, picking one up and examining the palm.

There were pads of purple silicone fingers glued to the surface of the latex, running all the way up to the fingertips. If they weren’t for scrubbing, then… oh. “More sex toys?” she asked, suddenly eager to put them on.

She thrust her fingers through the opening at the base, tugging and squeezing the latex to get the glove situated over her palm. “I’m not going to feel very much through the bra, though,” she complained, working to get her ring finger moved properly into the next opening. There.

She frowned at the second glove. “I’m going to need help with that one,” she sighed, wiggling her fingers, which were covered with flabby silicone.

Dani giggled, putting the vibrator down so that she could use both hands to get the second glove into place. “You can play with yourself through the latex, but it’ll probably be easier for me to take off your bra so that you can enjoy yourself while I stimulate you down below.”

She paused. “Are you really up for this? I’m not being too pushy, am I?”

Selene raised her hands, looking at the wiggling pads. “It’s fine,” she smiled wryly. “We’re just having some fun, right? Besides, I don’t think I can stop at this point. I’m too far gone.”

“That’s the spirit!” giggled Dani. “Here, let me get that bra off so you can test them out.”

She moved in close, grasping the zipper. “Don’t worry, I won’t touch. I’m just here to make you feel good.”

Tugging it down, she popped it open, the tight latex springing free in her hands. “I wasn’t wrong earlier,” she announced. “Your breasts have definitely grown at least two cup sizes, and your nipples are so well defined! If we could figure out how to bottle whatever caused this, we’d make a fortune.”

“You already have a fortune,” protested Selene. “Why do you need another?”

“It doesn’t belong to me, silly,” sighed Dani. “My father dotes on me, but he is rather restrictive in what he will allow. If he knew what we were doing here, his toupee would fall off and he’d ground me for life!”

Pausing, she looked up at the ceiling. “Which would be rather a trick, given I’m a grown, adult woman.” She raised an eyebrow. “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Come on, let’s get this off.”

She forced Selene to bend an elbow so that she could stretch the latex around and over her shoulder. Moving briskly around her back, she retrieved the other side as well, leaving her exposed.

Blushing at the mirror, Selene moved her hands over her chest, pressing the silicone tips into her breasts. They felt a bit cool and unpleasant, like a thousand wriggling worms.

Dani had already moved on, dropping the bra back on the table and picking up the vibrator. She was acting like this was an everyday occurrence, which only raised more questions.

“How many others have you done this with before?” she asked, barely holding herself together.

Dani got down on her heels, squatting in her chunky boots. “Oh, it’s something I do quite often, actually,” she said offhand. “I didn’t think you wanted to be invited to our little club, though, so I didn’t bother asking. It looks like that was an oversight.”

Grabbing Selene’s left thigh, she clicked on the wand and pressed it into her mons, just above where the plug was inserted into her pussy.

The sudden explosion of endorphins in her brain took her by surprise, and she cried out, shoving her hands into her breasts as all of her nerve endings tingled with pleasure.

“What was that?” she groaned, shuddering as Dani pressed the cone into her, her internal tunnels buzzing around the intruders.

“Oh, stop,” she hissed, pulling back as she wiggled her hips.

Her muscles spasmed, clenching hard as a result of the sudden assault.

Dani waited patiently for her to recover. “I could make this more intense, you know, but it looks like you’re already on the edge. It won’t take much for you to give in to the ecstasy.”

“You’re right about that much,” blinked Selene, moving her hands experimentally. “This… actually feels better than I thought it would,” she admitted, enjoying how the fingers tickled at her flesh.

“I know, right?” chuckled Dani. “It seems like it should be gross, but it kind of lubricates your skin, tickling you just the right amount to keep that arousal going.”

She lifted the wand, an evil grin on her face. “You might want to get ready, I’m going to max this out and send you into a squealing orgasm.”

Selene spread her legs, the skirt twitching as the bulbs dangled below. She closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them, spearing her friend with an intense gaze. “Do it. I’m prepared.”

“They all say that, but they soon discover that what’s about to happen to them is far more than they expect,” she sighed, a look of utter joy on her face. “Pardon me. I just love watching when someone new experiences this for the first time.”

She reached out casually and gave the pump in front a squeeze. Selene grunted as a burst of air flowed into the dildo, increasing the pressure on her insides. “Don’t worry, you won’t pop, but it might feel like it for a moment. You’re being blown up like a balloon, your muscles stretching to accommodate this new girth.”

She waited a moment, then adroitly grabbed the other pump, squeezing hard. The plug in her ass jolted, her guts gurgling as the balloon expanded, nudging the other dildo. Together, they felt enormous.

Groaning, she wiggled uncontrollably. She couldn’t stop this. She was in the palm of her friend’s hand, completely under her control. It felt glorious to be used in this way.

She began to lose herself in the moment, unbound from time as her imagination fluttered. She wasn’t worrying about the here and now, however. She was visualizing the past, thinking about the bull’s stern face, his kind expressions and strong grasp. She wanted it to be him. She wanted him to be in control of her body.

Dani pressed the wide head of the vibrator firmly against the panties, right in front of the rubber hose. The resulting vibrations were transmitted directly into her pussy, and she completely melted, moaning with abandon.

She locked her knees so that she wouldn’t fall down, but it was a near thing, her entire body shaking as she tried to extract as much pleasure as possible from the orgasm, massaging her breasts with the soft gloves.

Dani tugged at the tubes, jostling the dildos inside her as she moved the wand around in concentric circles, making sure that every inch of her privates were stimulated to perfection.

Lost in her own world, she could do nothing other than moan over and over. Her breathing pattern made her sound like a seal as she barked out her pleasure, but she didn’t care, rocking on her heels as the wand dug into her.

She wasn’t certain how long she remained at that level of intensity, but Dani was persistent. She kept tugging, prodding, and pushing the vibrator into her pussy until her body could hold out no longer.

Selene backed off, pressing her back against the wall as sweat beaded on her face. “That’s enough,” she hissed,” her face white. “I can’t take it any more.”

Locking her knees, she bent over, clenching the wobbling gloves over her thighs as she took long, regular breaths, trying to regain her composure.

Dani approached, humming as she helped Selene to remove the gloves. She disappeared for a moment, returning with a water bottle. Selene took a drink, grateful for the relief

“Take your time,” Dani said kindly. “I know it was intense, and it can take a while to regain your bearings.”

Her body was beginning to calm down, though the aftershocks of the orgasm had left her trembling. She still felt bloated from the plugs inside her, and she lifted her skirt and made a face. “Do you mind?”

“Oh, sorry,” apologized Dani, leaning over to grab at one of the squeeze bulbs. She opened the valve, a hiss of air presaging the sudden sense of relief she felt within her pussy.

Dani proceeded to the other bulb, deflating the ass plug as well. Selene laid her hands over her chest, sighing in relief as the huge bulge inside her seemed to vanish.

“Do you want me to take them out?” asked Dani, shutting the valves.

That’s right. She had just had an orgasm. She was done. Wasn’t she?

Then why was she feeling so reluctant to take the panties off? Why did it feel so exciting to keep the plugs in?

“No, leave it alone,” she said, her lips moving faster than her mind could consciously keep up. “Uhh, I kind of like the idea of wearing this in public,” she admitted, blushing.

Dani giggled. “Naughty girl! I like it.”

Wrapping her hand around the bulb, she gave it a small squeeze. “If you’re going to keep them in, you need a little bit of pressure to help retention,” she explained, swapping to the ass plug to give it a few short bursts. “It should be a lot more comfortable once you let them sit for a while, but it will take some getting used to.”

Selene grunted, adjusting to the new pressure. It wasn’t as bad, but it was still quite distracting. She was game to try, though. She should consider this training, perhaps, prepping her to take larger sizes downstream.

A thought occurred to her. “You only filled me up a little while stimulating me to orgasm. Was that the max size those plugs are capable of?”

Dani shook her head. “No, not even close.” Eyes hooded, she gave Selene a mysterious smile. “Why? Are you planning on working with the toys to stretch yourself?

“The thought had occurred,” murmured Selene, a little embarrassed.

“Well, I wouldn’t advise it, but only because you probably want some supervision to make sure you don’t injure yourself by going too quickly. I will say that one of my friends has managed to expand one of the plugs to double or triple the size.” She shuddered. “You probably don’t want to go that extreme. It’s not very pretty, unless you have that kind of fetish, of course.”

She looked away. “Which, if you do, I won’t stop you, but it would be another new fact I learned about you today, which makes four. I certainly wasn’t expecting that.”

Selene shook her head. “Four facts? No, don’t confuse me, there were actually only three. Which ones were those?”

Dani handed her the latex bra, turning to grab a red ribbon from the counter. “Do you mind if I put this in your hair? I think it would look cute.”

Selene frowned at what appeared to be a deliberate distraction, turning the bra over in her hands to position it properly. She nodded curtly. “Sure. If I’m going all out here, let’s see what you’ve got.”

Dani disappeared behind her as she fiddled with the bra straps. She looked up at the mirror as Dani gathered together a lock of her dark hair. “You didn’t answer the question,” she grunted.

“Hmm, well, I can’t say they’re all that insightful, though it’s possible it might be difficult to see this from a subjective standpoint,” muttered Dani, twisting the ribbon around in an intricate pattern. “First, you’re head over heels in love with this demon bull.”

She raised a hand, pausing her work as Selene pursed her lips. “Don’t even try to convince me otherwise. You keep getting this moony gaze, and you’re not looking at me. It’s obvious who you’re lusting after.”

“Really?” asked Selene, clamping her jaw shut.

“Look at the dimples on your cheeks!” exclaimed Dani. “Yes, really. Okay, second truth—you’re really buttoned up tight, but when the toys come out, damn, you’re a voracious beast. I don’t know if that’s because you’re repressed, but given how you reacted to the latex clothing… you might have something of a fetish.”

“Really? I don’t, do I?” She spread the slippery material over her breasts, grinning at how it made them shine as the fabric stretched over her flesh.

“Look, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Everyone likes looking pretty. It’s just another tool in the box to make men fall at our feet.”

“Huh,” she said, pulling up the zipper and rearranging the strap under her bustline. “Then why do I feel just the opposite?”

“Because, despite how you like to posture yourself, you’re an utter submissive. You might try to go for the term power bottom, but really, you melt to pieces if anyone assertive takes control.”

“I’m not, no…” blubbered Selene, sighing as Dani finished with the ribbon.

Her friend took a step back, eyeing it critically. “There, that will do.”

“Ah, yes, thanks,” said Selene faintly, admiring the small flower her friend had tied in her hair.

“See? You like taking commands. Look, it’s not a flaw,” continued Dani as Selene glowered. “I think you can leverage it to your advantage, especially if you have a strong man to work with. You like to argue, but you’re also quick to give in. If you just lean into that impulse, you can press all of this demon king’s buttons, and make him fall for you even quicker.”

Selene straightened up. “You know, I haven’t committed to going back,” she said firmly. “I need more time. I know you think I’m being silly, but I just don’t think I’m ready to face them yet.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” sighed Dani. “I guess I should have expected it, given what I found out about you today.”

She shrugged. “Well, keep thinking about it, and try to get your heart in the right place. You never know when another bull moon might rise.” She smiled enigmatically.

Selene shook her head. “It shouldn’t happen, as long as nobody else does the ritual correctly at the right place and time.” She groaned. “Who am I kidding? It’s on the Internet, everybody knows about it.”

“Yeah, but there might be something special about you,” retorted Dani. “Otherwise, we’d be seeing a bull moon every night.”

Selene calmed down, her rational brain beginning to work again. “You know, I think you’re right,” she said speculatively. “The demon court would be flooded with new cows if just anybody could do the ritual. Maybe there’s something going on with my genetic heritage I don’t know about? Some forgotten family line filled with witches?”

Dani whirled about and touched her nose playfully. “A witch, you? You might dabble, but I kind of doubt it.”

She sobered up. “Still, it’s worth considering. Something definitely did happen to you.” She shrugged. “We’re not going to figure it out now. Come on, let me take you home.”

She grabbed the pair of latex panties off the table and gave them to Selene. “Take these, for when you get tired of being plugged up.” She gave her friend a knowing stare.

Selene shivered, but accepted them gladly. She glanced at the vibrator, pushing back the desires which seemed to be lurking just below the surface. At this point, she just wanted to go home so that she could play with herself.

Dani opened the door and trotted out of the room, twin ponytails swaying. Selene followed, not nearly as confident. With every step she took, the plugs inside her jumped, stirring up her insides.

The tight panties kept the wetness sealed inside, turning her into a stewing boiler of sexuality. She could feel her libido rising one more, but she tamped it down, trying to retain some focus.

It shouldn’t be ultra embarrassing to break down in front of her friend after being brought to orgasm by her, but she couldn’t help how she felt.

Her mind was still confused. She had been pushed to do things she couldn’t have imagined doing a few days ago, and she had liked it.

Her time in the demon realm had definitely changed her, made her more sexually free. That was a good thing, wasn’t it? She couldn’t be uptight about it forever. Not if she wanted to go back.

That tiny thought sparked a big realization. She did want to go back, didn’t she?

If that was the case, what was holding her back? Was she too ashamed? Too afraid?

The swirl of emotions threatened to carry her away, but her friend didn’t notice her distress. How could she? She was too busy giggling with the shopkeep, settling the details of the transaction.

That was unfair. Dani couldn’t possibly know the firestorm she had set off, and it wasn’t her fault, either. She should be grateful to her friend for helping her to unlock some of the latent desires she had hidden inside.

Dani returned, wrapping an arm around her shoulder as she helped her back out into the parking lot. “I saw you struggling back there,” she said sympathetically. “I think you’re brave for doing this, but you don’t have to go it alone.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, all the unfair things she had been subconsciously blaming her friend for evaporating in an instant. “That’s very kind of you,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “I guess I needed to adjust to the sun after being inside for so long,” she lied, trying to draw her face into a smile.

It wasn’t cooperating, and Dani could tell immediately.

“It’s overwhelming, isn’t it? Come on, I’ll take you home so that you don’t have to worry about embarrassing yourself in public.”

She helped her over the curb, unlocking the car and opening the door so that she could scoot inside.

Dani chuckled. “I didn’t think you’d cry so many tears from having a sugar mama! If I had known this, I would have bought you some racy outfits to ease you into this ages ago!”

This forced a laugh out of Selene. “You know I wouldn’t have let you. I don’t want to be treated like an invalid.”

Dani raised a fist. “I know, you’re strong, but not all of us can be strong all the time.”

She crossed around the front of the vehicle and slid into the driver’s seat as Selene closed the door. A cheshire grin spread across her face. “Hold onto your butt!” she exclaimed, turning the key in the ignition.

“No, no, oh no!” gasped Selene, reaching out for the grab handle as the vehicle shot out of the parking lot in reverse.

The plugs inside her wobbled, the pump bulbs rattling against the front of the seat as Dani slipped the car into drive, goosing it again as she laughed at Selene.

All that vaunted talk about helping her out, and this was how she was being treated? She groaned as the moving plugs juiced her further, the pleasure mixing with terror.

It was a heady mix, exacerbated when Dani put her foot down, accelerating the light car around the corner and up to the speed limit before she could protest.

Her teeth chattered as the ride smoothed out. “Are you trying to kill me?” she choked out.

“No, I’m trying to make a point,” said Dani, sounding serious. “Life is too messed up and short to worry about what others think of you. Everyone’s out there, trying to seize what they can. You shouldn’t let them stop you from getting what you want.”

Selene breathed hard, pulling herself off the chair with the strap to relieve some of the pressure in her privates. “You can stop with the theatrics, I’ve already made up my mind. I’ll try again next week.”

“Really?” asked Dani, her face suddenly animated. “Can I be there? I want to see it happen!”

Selene frowned. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea. What if you get taken, too?”

“Isn’t that rather the point?” asked Dani, spinning the wheel. “I’ve been talking all this time about seizing what you want, and I’m not exactly pure in all this, either.”

“What are you talking about?” groaned Selene, forcing her butt into the chair.

She was really starting to regret her spur of the moment decision. Those plugs were really working her, hard.

“I can’t let you have all the fun,” responded her friend, accelerating again. “You managed to get yourself summoned to another world filled with sexy males, and I’m jealous. Why can’t I find a harem of chiseled men to lust after me and tend to my every whim?”

This seemed somewhat presumptuous of her, as Dani already had a group of friends to play with, but she understood the sentiment. None of them could scratch that particular itch.

“I don’t think you understand,” hissed Selene, squeezing her eyes shut as a pothole in the road forced the plug deeper into her ass. “It’s not like that. If you go there, you’ll do as you’re told. You won’t be anything more than another cow to them. Just like me.”

Dani tapped her fingers against the steering wheel. “I know that.”

Her voice dropped to a low whisper. “I’ve been looking for a way into the supernatural world my entire life, and now that it’s right in front of me, I won’t give up, even if I end up a cow.”

She flashed a razor sharp grin at Selene. “They better watch out, though. They’re not going to have their way with everything.”

Selene believed her. If Hygraxus thought she was assertive, they’d have to revise their estimations when Dani showed up. She’d be a wrecking ball.

“Okay,” said Selene reluctantly. “I’ll text you when I’m thinking of doing the ritual again.”

A horrible thought flashed through her mind as Dani slowed the car to a halt. “You haven’t told any of your friends about this, have you?”

“No,” she said abruptly, looking down. “Well, I did discuss the bull moon and the ritual with them, but I didn’t tell them anything about your little journey.”

“Oh. I thought it was going to be much worse.” Selene dismissed the chill that ran down her spine. “In that case, let me relax for a bit and decide what I want to do.”

“Uhhh, I don’t know how much relaxing is going to be happening,” warned Dani, craning her neck. “I think your roommate’s home.”

Selene froze, shoulders rigid. “Is that right?” she asked, her lips thinning. “We should leave. I don’t want her seeing me like this.”

“Too late!” murmured Dani in a bright voice. “She’s already heading towards us.”

She killed the engine, and Selene rolled down the window, resting her hands in her lap. She was very careful to stay as still as possible—she didn’t want to reveal that the dildo panties were driving her crazy right now.

A scowling face appeared in the window. “Selene, is that you?”

Roxanne was dressed in a tight, leather bodice that ran all the way down to her hips, the top held against her breasts by a lace that was tied neatly in a bow. Golden armlets nestled near her shoulders, overlaying a vine-shaped tattoo that flowed over her collarbones all the way down to her fingertips.

Her flowing, blonde hair was threaded through a tall, decorated clip, gathered together in a long ponytail that dropped over her back. She was graceful, she was beautiful, she was deadly, and she was the last thing Selene wanted to see right now.

Selene sighed and crossed her arms, pressing her back against the seat. “Yes, it’s me. I just got back. I was having a conversation with my friend before she leaves.”

Her voice sounded harsh in her ears. That’s right, go away. Don’t look too closely at the glossy skirt and the tight bra. You see nothing!

Roxanne leaned in, forcing Selene back farther. “What the hell are you wearing?”

Selene groaned as the dildo jolted inside her. “Dani took me out for a fashion trip. I’m trying on some things she suggested.”

“You’ve got an odd idea about fashion,” sighed Roxanne, pressing a hand to her forehead. “Never mind, I don’t want to know about what kind of kinky nonsense you’re getting up to. I’m just here to tell you that I want you gone.”

Selene’s chest flipped, as if she had been punched in the gut. “I’m sorry, what?”

“You heard me right. You’ve crossed the line. I’ve tolerated your bad behavior long enough. Salting my garden is a step too far. You ruined all of the sunflowers I planted, and I’m going to have to dig up a good chunk of my vegetables to remediate the damage you’ve caused.”

She glared daggers at Selene. “I don’t know what the hell you were thinking, and I don’t want to hear an explanation. Your brand of witchcraft is no longer welcome here. Figure out a new plan, cause I want you out at the end of the month.”

Her eyes flicked over to Dani. “Get your rich girlfriend to take you in or something. I don’t care. Not my problem any more.”

She vanished from view, leaving Selene stunned, trying to figure out what had just happened. Closing her eyes, she rubbed her temples. “What am I going to do now?” she hissed.

Dani touched her arm. “You heard her. You have until the end of the month to figure things out. You don’t have to worry about it right away.” Her lips curled into a grin. “Worst case scenario, call your rich girlfriend.”

Selene rolled her eyes, but the pit of fear in her stomach subsided a little. “Thanks, I’ll consider it.”

She sighed. “I think, at this point I’m just overwhelmed. I’m going to hide in my bed for a while and try to think through my options.”

Opening the door, she grimaced as she took to her feet, working hard to retain her equanimity as her ass flexed around the bulbous plug. She knew exactly what she was going to do first. It was the only thing she could think of that might help her to forget about this shitty situation.

Dani leaned forward as she slammed the door shut, holding out a box through the open window. “Take this, it might help you to change your mind about the situation,” she said, a mysterious grin on her face.

Selene took the proffered gift, staring curiously at the neat red ribbon wrapped around the blue box. “I would ask what this is, but you’re not going to tell me, are you?”

The grin widened. “It’s not a secret, but it is a surprise. I’m just going to make a prediction that you won’t want to get out of bed for the next couple of hours.”

“Oh. Oh.” Her pussy twitched around the dildo.

“Anyway, when you get done having fun, give me a call, and we can make some plans. Don’t worry about anything until then,” she ordered, waving her hand. “See you soon!”

The air cooled engine roared to life, and the tires spun, squealing as she pulled out into the street. Selene waved halfheartedly, but her friend was already gone. A speed demon.

The metaphor was not lost on her, given her recent fun with the otherworldly. There was nothing supernatural about the heat in her privates, however, and she was determined to do something about that before she melted into a puddle on the sidewalk.

Girding her loins, she followed slowly after her roommate, being careful to keep her hips wide with each step. That way, she jostled the internal plugs a little less, but it was still a losing battle.

How could she have ever thought that this was a good idea?

She had been swept away by the fantasy, but the reality was a lot more awkward. She was sweaty, hot, tired, and unbearably horny. She suspected the present Dani had given her would help with that last problem, and she was seriously hoping she was right.

Hobbling up the driveway, she crossed past Roxanne’s meticulously weeded flower beds. It was so petty to throw her out over that gardening snafu. Roxanne didn’t understand what was at stake!

She hissed to herself as she mounted the front steps, forcing herself to slow down as the panties jiggled. Her hand reflexively clutched at the package, sweat making her grip wobbly.

The front door was unlocked, thankfully, and as she passed through the kitchen, she glared at the passageway to Roxanne’s room. Shaking her head, she crossed over the wooden floor and began the torturous march up the stairs.

At first, she thought that spreading her legs would prevent the plugs from moving too much, but this allowed the squeeze bulbs to shift back and forth, slamming against the interior of the skirt. This, in turn, sent vibrations up the tubes, throbbing against her sensitive flesh.

She suppressed a moan, looking down the stairs to make sure her roommate wasn’t watching. How embarrassing!

She quickly clamped her legs together, taking small steps and giving herself some time to adjust after each movement. This worked, but it was no good, either. Her roommate would definitely be suspicious if she took ten minutes just to get up a single stairwell!

There was nothing for it. She’d have to move as quickly as possible and deal with the consequences.

Squeezing the box hard, she pushed herself to start moving at a regular pace, soft sounds escaping her lips as the plugs tugged at her insides.

She frowned. It was actually getting a little easier to deal with. She just needed more time to get used to their presence.

If she pretended she was in training, that she had been locked into this belt by Hygraxus… mmm, that was an amazing thought.

Collared, chained, waiting for his command. Being told where to go and what to do. Remaining plugged until he wanted to use her. Spreading her legs, popping the plugs out, one by one, exposing her juicy flesh for him to plumb with his engorged dicks.

She shivered as heat licked at her loins. She was getting close to another orgasm, and she wanted to extract as much pleasure from it as she could.

Lost in a haze of fanciful thoughts, she almost dropped the package when her knees bumped up against the foot of her bed. Yes, she was finally here. Now she could see what her friend had given her.

But… only after she had shut and locked the door. Her roommate probably knew what she was about to do, but she needed some kind of soundproofing.

Shuffling back to the door, she clicked it shut, biting her lower lip as she shifted her attention to the package. The ribbon came off easily, and she discarded it onto the floor, too eager to worry about cleanup at the moment.

Her fingernails scrabbled at the packaging, tearing away the glossy paper. Excitement thrilled up her spine. Yes, this was exactly what she needed!

Hands shaking, she popped open the top, discarding the packaging. Grabbing the electric cable, she undid the twist tie, dropping it to the floor with the rest.

As the cable came free, she admired the plastic dome on top, locating the switch situated right in the center of its cylindrical body. It looked simple enough. Time to put it into action!

Bending over, she jabbed the pointy end into the socket, unspooling the cord as she sat on the bed, pushing herself back.

She immediately regretted this maneuver, as her ass settled into the comforter hard, pressing the plugs in as deep as they would go. She gasped, a little cross eyed as heat flooded through her body.

She savored the lingering pleasure, her lips lifting into a soft smile, but she knew this would only be the calm before the storm.

Lifting the edges of the latex skirt, she laid it reverently over her belly, peering down at the glossy panties that clasped her privates. The pump bulbs were right there, begging to be squeezed, her interior inflated until she burst.

First, though, she wanted to see how the vibrator would work. It appeared to have two settings: fast and faster. Maybe she should start with low power and work her way up? She wasn’t certain which setting Dani had used on her earlier, but she had heard that these things had the potential to get one off too quickly.

The wand made a solid click, the flexible dome on top beginning to buzz loudly. Huh, it seemed a little more noisy and vigorous than she remembered, but that was okay. It might help to mask the cries of pleasure she was about to give.

Watching the tip of the wand with determination, she moved it down towards her pussy, experimentally touching it to one of the rubber tubes. There was a light buzz in her pussy, but nothing to get too excited about.

She spread her legs, sitting up as she licked her lips. This was it. Time to take it to the next level.

Committing, she pressed the dome against her mons, shuddering as the buzz hummed against her pubic bone. It wasn’t really in the right spot to arouse her just yet, but the intense sensation suddenly seemed omnipresent. This was going to be like playing with fire.

She lifted the wand, considering how she was going to proceed.

Grasping the lower bulb in her left hand, she gave it a little squeeze to sit the butt plug more firmly in her ass. Her muscles activated, tugging it a little deeper inside. Good, it wasn’t going to budge. Now, for the other.

She pumped the bulb, once, twice, bucking her hips as the toy inflated inside her. Unlike the ass plug, however, the sides had nothing to grip on, and when she let go of the pump, the dildo bobbed.

She could work with this. If she applied the vibrator, she could also hold onto the base of the tube where it met up with her panties, tugging on it to increase the stimulation. Although she wouldn’t be able to get direct skin contact with the vibrator, it probably wouldn’t matter.

Tilting her hips, she lowered the wand into the notch where the tubing met the glossy panties, gasping as the buzzing returned, stirring the dildo inside as the rubber rubbed up against her clit.

Oh, yes, this was going to work, and it wasn’t going to take that much effort to accomplish, either. It was almost going to be a shame how little time she’d be able to hold out. With the vibrator, though, she ought to be able to go for a followup orgasm, as long as she wasn’t too numb from the first.

Squeeze, tug, buzz.

She concentrated on the mechanical motions, forcing herself to get into a rhythm. If she allowed herself to be carried away by the incessant buzzing, she’d lose track and stop stimulating herself. In her dysfunctional brain, that somehow seemed worse than drifting away on a placid sea of ecstasy.

There was only so far she could inflate the dildo, however, before it seemed like it would split her in half. Unwilling to give up the delicious, pleasurable torture, she swapped over to the second bulb, her ass tingling as the rubber balloon bloated her insides.

This was fun too, but her ability to take the pressure had tapped out. There was nothing left to do but stroke, stroke, stroke.

She couldn’t stop herself from groaning through her teeth, though she tried to hold herself back. The soundproofing between floors was pretty good, but Roxanne seemed to have an unnatural sense of hearing.

While holding at this level, however, she forgot herself, giving in to the buzzing tide of pleasure that tugged at her pussy, drawing her deep.

Soon, her eyes were closed, her breath coming in tiny hisses as she cried out her ecstasy, the slick wetness of the tight shorts gripping in all the right spots.

She dug the wand in deeper, and her world exploded.

Stars danced behind closed eyelids, her body writhing as she let out a long groan. She was experiencing an earth shattering orgasm, but somehow it wasn’t enough.

There was something ineffable, something missing from this experience that she just wasn’t receiving from all this self stimulation.

Laying back, she clicked off the wand and let it drop to the bed, letting out a long sigh as her muscles twitched, a warm languor settling over her body.

Her insides were so swollen, but she just couldn’t find the energy necessary to get up and clean herself off. She could reduce the pressure from her current position, though, which should at least give her some breathing room.

Tracing the length of tubing, she located the coin sized metal dial for the ass plug, smiling at the hiss of air being released as her body squeezed against the toy. Sighing again, she opened the valve on the dildo as well, feeling the wetness inside her as its fat length slimmed back down.

Task finished, she let her hands dangle, prodding at her strange thoughts from before. What could possibly be missing? Self stimulation had always managed to satisfy her in the past.

It wasn’t her pending eviction that cut at her the most. What she wanted wasn’t available here on this earthly realm. She wanted him.

Her breath caught in her throat as an image of the bull demon marched through her mind. His thick hips, strong legs and hooves, those muscled arms, and most of all, the long horns. He was the complete package. Nothing else would do.

Oh. This was really bad, wasn’t it? If she wanted a relationship with him, she was going to have to make the leap to that other world, and deal with the consequences of her presence.

She had been rather flippant with her friend earlier when she had told her she’d perform the ritual again, but it wasn’t as simple as Dani thought. It would literally be the same as going to a foreign country to find a husband.

The culture, expectations, living environment, and accommodations would all be completely different. There would be nothing familiar for her there.

Not to mention the fact that she’d probably end up turning into his breeding slut!

She shifted her hips, squeezing at the plugs. Yeah, that was true, but the idea didn’t seem so shocking now. Breeding was a natural thing to do with your husband, even if you had udders and mooed like a cow.

She kept circling back around to that word. Husband.

That’s right. She wanted to pursue him, to make that man all hers.

Damn those other cows. They might be satisfied with just being his concubines, but she was gunning for something more. If they wouldn’t get out of her way, she’d push them out of the way.

This newfound confidence might be fleeting, but her determination would see her through. Somehow. She just needed a plan.

She caressed the wand idly, twisting her lips. Well, she wasn’t going to make any progress sitting here. It was time to clean up.

That wasn’t nearly as exciting as playing with herself, though, and she found herself reluctant to get out of bed, her eyes lingering on the plastic dome of the vibrator’s head.

No, she couldn’t give in to her whims. She needed to get dressed in something a little more normal and try to beard the tiger in her den.

She frowned. Roxanne would be a tough nut to crack, but there had to be a way to convince her to change her mind. She didn’t want to fall back on Dani’s largesse if she could avoid it. She was not a freeloader.

But she definitely was a hot, wet mess.

Grunting, she got to her feet, lifting the skirt and tucking her thumbs over the lip of the latex dildo panties. Wait. If she pulled them off here, it would be a disaster trying to get the floor clean.

What was the solution, then?

Ah, the shower. Yes, that would allow her to clean her new outfit and herself at the same time! She just needed to remove this ribbon from her hair, like so, and she would be good to go.

She had read about the proper care procedures online—this was the beauty of a latex outfit. Although you needed to wash the clothing after each use, simple water wouldn’t hurt anything. You could even use a washing machine if you liked, though Selene suspected that would only get her in more trouble with her roommate. Former roommate.

She had best start getting used to the idea. In the few short months she had known the woman, she had gotten the impression that she rarely changed her mind.

Oh well. She was stalling again. Time to get this done.

Marching across the carpeted floor, she crossed over onto the tile, mincing her steps as the dildos became uncomfortable again. It was well and past time to take them out and soothe her sore ass.

Leaning over the tub, she turned on the water, waiting patiently for it to warm up. It would do no good for her to dance about while wearing slippery latex.

Humming to herself, she stepped into the rush of warm water, enjoying the sound as it battered at her bra, tracing rivulets over the skirt as it jetted off towards the drain.

There was something intriguing about the waterproof material, a false sense that it was bulletproof. A second skin, protecting her from the outside world.

It was a shame that she had to take it off, but washing it would give her time to admire the shiny material.

Unzipping the front of the bra, she slipped out of it, threading the material through her hands. She gulped as she noted her swollen breasts, marveling at their size.

She didn’t think they had grown again, but they were certainly large enough. It was a good thing the latex could stretch, or she might have experienced fitting problems. As it was, she suspected that her usual clothing would be difficult to wear. Was this a subtle attempt by her friend to get her to upgrade her wardrobe?

She dismissed the idle thought, though she couldn’t help but wonder whether her transformative experience in the demon realm was permanent. She dearly hoped it was, but only time would tell.

Turning the bra inside out, she gave it a good rinse, setting it over the top of the railing. Next time, she’d make sure to grab some hangers, but this would have to do for now.

She shrugged out of the skirt, wincing as she lifted her legs, careful of the plugs. It was finally time for them to come out, and she found that she was rather wistful. It would have been unthinkable a few short hours ago, but she suspected that she might actually miss their presence.

Well, if she decided to torture herself again, they would always be available. Her friend would probably even help her if she told her about the latent desires that seemed to be taking over her life.

Who was she kidding? They weren’t exactly hidden. After today, she was more or less an open book.

How did she feel about that? Was she still embarrassed at being brought to orgasm by her friend?

Surprisingly, no. There was even a subtle desire to play with her friend, to help Dani experience something similar to what she had just undergone. She raised an eyebrow, a little shocked at herself.

It was time to put all this introspection aside, the dildo panties were coming off.

Firmly grasping the waistband, she gave them a tug, but immediately stopped. Which end should she concentrate on first? Her pussy, or her ass? They were both so sensitive, she just couldn’t decide!

In the end, she made a logical decision to tug out the plug in her ass first, with the thought that the dildo would soon follow, since there was nothing holding it in place.

Her sphincter clenched around the toy as she gave it a firm pull, reluctant to give up what it had reluctantly received a few hours ago. Too bad.

She jerked harder, and it popped free, the dildo slipping out at the same time, leaving a sloppy, wet mess in her hands.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long to rinse, though she was unsteady on her legs. Her privates definitely weren’t too happy with how much stimulation they had received, tingling and buzzing with the pain of chafed skin.

She reached her hands above her head to drape the panties over the railing, turning to give herself a full rinse. She proceeded to use a gentle cleanser on the worst spots, gaining some relief as she continued to clean herself.

Her breasts turned out to be more difficult to deal with, as they were extremely sensitive to touch. This was rather unusual, especially since she hadn’t really squeezed them since coming home.

Curious at their volatility, she was careful to finish cleaning them quickly, grimacing to herself at how sore they had become. If she hadn’t known better, she might think she was still well on her way towards becoming a cow!

Shutting off the shower, she dried herself with a towel, frowning at the amount of water that had dripped off the latex onto the shower mat. Shrugging, she tossed the towel on top of the puddle, sopping it up with her foot.

What a pain! It would be so much better if she had someone to help her with these things!

Setting her shoulders, she grabbed another towel and dried off her hair. It wouldn’t be perfect, but it was good enough for now.

Stepping out into the bedroom, she opened the drawers of her dresser, trying to figure out what would fit. Not much.

She hemmed and hawed for a while, but finally decided she wasn’t willing to give up being completely naughty, putting on the extra pair of latex underwear Dani had given her.

She paired this with ripped jeans and a loose t-shirt, skipping the bra after she discovered that her breasts just wouldn’t fit into any of the ones she owned. It sucks to be right.

Putting on a pair of socks, she slipped back into the pair of boots she had worn home, then peered at herself in the mirror, giving herself a wan grin. It was pretty good, but not amazing. Her nipples were clearly visible through the white shirt, and she was sure to get comments on them, both good and bad.

Why was she acting like this, anyway? She had a bra that would fit, it was just hanging in the bathroom… and made of latex—which shouldn’t matter too much if she hid it under her shirt.

Giving in, she walked back to the bathroom, grabbing the bra and drying it off with another towel, which she then added to the pile of wet things. Yet another chore she’d have to do later, but at least she had something wearable.

Zipping it up, she noted that it felt natural to be wearing something so sexy. It also had the room she required, and it kept her new breasts in place, preventing them from flopping about. Much better.

Now, she just needed to clean up a little and… oh. Oh no. What was that?

She gaped at the window, where a soft wash of red light glowed through the panes, painting the wall a lurid color. No, it couldn’t be!

Yes, it was almost dusk, just like the last time she had performed the summoning ritual, but she hadn’t done anything special. It just wasn’t possible. The bull moon couldn’t be back!

Rushing to the window, she pushed it open to get a clear view through the screen. The backyard was below, shadows crawling along the ground in the intense red glow. Up above, a ghostly skull rippled over the moon, its blank eye sockets looking vaguely sinister.

The bull seemed to be looking for something, its gaze minutely turning as it locked onto its target. Her skin crawled as she realized that it wasn’t looking at her this time—someone else must have summoned it!

A solid weight settled in her gut as she realized who it must have been. Dani!

Since the ritual was online, it realistically could be anyone, but somehow she knew she was right. Her friend had been super interested in visiting the demon realm, and she had been encouraging Selene to try again.

It would only be a short stretch from there to try performing the ritual herself. Damn!

Her hands tightened around the railing. I hope you know what you’re doing, girl!

Deep down inside, she knew there was no way for her to get there in time to save her friend from being swept away, but she desperately wanted to support her in some way.

How long did a summoning portal last, really? She hadn’t been around to see after being pulled over to the other side, but the gateway in the garden could have remained open for a period of time. Could she piggyback off her friend’s summoning and re-enter the realm of demon cows herself?

Her breath caught as she spotted something else unusual. It was hard to see due to the red light cast by the moon, but a shimmering orange trail had appeared below in the backyard, snaking its way through the garden. A Tether!

She knew the telltale sign of its presence from her time in the other world. What was one doing here?

Mesmerized, she watched as it altered course, glimmering as it jumped up onto the second floor deck, dancing over the railing as it moved towards the house. It vanished for a few moments, then her vision was filled with its bright hue, the energy boiling through the window.

She breathed deep as the aura gathered around her, a sense of power snaking over her shoulders and cupping her breasts. It circled around and around, creeping down into her panties.

She imagined the tendrils penetrating her like solid plugs, but she felt nothing physical in her tunnels, just a warmth in her belly that continued to grow.

Rubbing her chest, a bemused smile appeared on her face. She knew instinctively what was happening: the Tether was welcoming her home, teasing and enjoining her to come back to the demon realm, to finish her transformation.

The heat spread, glowing in her breasts as the swollen masses appeared to grow again, pressing tightly against the rubbery breast cups. If she examined herself, she wouldn’t be surprised to find a second set of breasts budding once more.

Her soreness from earlier was gone, replaced with a new heat. The cow energy was starting to transform her again, and she didn’t want to stop it.

She had been a fool to give it up in the first place. It wanted her, and she wanted it. To embrace her new life as a demon cow.

Her mind made up, she knew what to do. Crossing to the bed, she grabbed the t-shirt and flung it over her shoulders. There was only one way she could think of to get to Dani’s place before the bull moon vanished, and it might take a little convincing to get her to agree.

Flinging the door open, she rushed down the stairs. Where could her roommate be hiding? She surely couldn’t have missed the red moon, unless it was a supernatural phenomenon that only those who had performed the ritual could see?

“Roxanne?” she called out, turning towards her roommate’s room. “Are you there?”

Discarding all niceties, she crossed the hallway and opened the door. The desk lamp was on, a lizard chilling out nearby in his terrarium, but the laptop on the desk was closed, a large sticker with a sword-like symbol covering the manufacturer’s logo. Besides a bed and the large stack of ancient looking thick hardcover volumes packed neatly into one corner, the room was empty.

Where could she be? Maybe she was out back, training?

Whirling around, she tramped back into the kitchen, her feet feeling itchy. She hoped the cow energy wasn’t accelerating her transformation. This wouldn’t be a great time to grow hooves!

She briskly moved past a counter, stopping with a jolt as her roommate suddenly appeared, opening the sliding glass door. Her face was grim, cool blue eyes spearing Selene. She held a compound bow in her hands, a quiver leaning jauntily behind her shoulders.

“What in the hell is going on?” she asked, grasping Selene’s hand. “Your face looks soft, and your ears are getting pointy!”

Glaring, Roxanne gave her a quick inspection. “It’s a demonic influence,” she sighed. “The faint, orange glow gives it away, and the type is obvious after seeing that bull’s head in the moon. Shit, normal people can be so oblivious as to what’s going on!”

She screwed up her face. “No, I blame myself. I should have seen what was happening earlier.”

Lifting her arms, she squeezed at Selene’s shoulders. “Listen to me. I need you to tell me, when were you last in a demon realm? Did you summon the bull moon?”

“Not this time!” blubbered Selene, blanching as she realized that she had already given too much away.

“Who?” asked Roxanne forcefully, almost roaring as she squeezed harder. “I have to know who summoned it this time!”

“It’s my friend!” squealed Selene. “Dani was talking about it when I was with her today, but I didn’t seriously think she would try without me!”

Roxanne let go, rolling her eyes. “You’re both fools for consorting with demons. You have no idea how persuasive, toxic, and destructive they can be to those who get involved with them!

Groaning, she tucked her bow under her arm. “Come on, let’s go. We have to stop her before she makes things worse. I cut my conference short for this, but it’s clear I wasn’t concerned enough.”

“Conference?” frowned Selene. “I thought you were away on vacation.”

“It was a vacation, of sorts, filled with fellowship and fun activities.” She brushed past Selene. “I’m sworn to secrecy. Don’t ask again.”

She paused at the front door. “Well? Are you coming?”

Surprised at this new revelation, Selene’s mind turned as she trotted towards Roxanne, more questions stirring in her mind. How long had Roxanne been going to these conferences, and why hadn’t she been more suspicious of the woman’s constant training regimen?

She hadn’t a clue as to what was really going on, but it wasn’t hard to guess. Given Roxanne’s sudden animosity and knowledge about demons, she must know more than she was letting on. Was she a demon hunter?

That would fit with everything she knew about the woman. Meticulous, persistent, and far too interested in everything around her. It was no wonder that she had spotted Selene’s summoning circle right away. It was probably documented in that stack of strange books she had spotted in her room!

Pulse pounding, she followed Roxanne out and around to the carport, where she was stashing her bow and quiver in the trunk of a red jeep. It had been sharp and flashy at one point, but time, scrapes, and mud had deteriorated its condition.

The damage was all cosmetic, however, and the engine easily roared to life as her roommate turned the key in the ignition. Feeling unprepared, Selene climbed into the passenger seat, uncertain whether this was a good idea.

“Where is your friend located?” interrogated Roxanne. “Direct me to where she would most likely perform the ritual.”

Selene placed a hand under her chin. “She wouldn’t want to make a mess at her dad’s place, and her condo, while nice, is a little too urban for her purposes.” She wracked her brain, trying to think of another place. “We used to go visit a park out in the woods as kids… Mapleleaf I think it was?”

“Great,” groaned Roxanne. “That’s acres and acres to search. The bull moon might be over before we even get close.”

Selene hesitated. Should she tell her roommate about the Tether? It would probably guide them directly to the portal.

A terrible idea grew in her mind as she considered her options, and although it seemed rather cruel, there was a certain sense of justice in it. Roxanne wanted to evict her? Well, she’d soon see that Selene wasn’t a wilting violet.

Her latex bra gripped at her swollen breasts, her flesh embraced by the tight material. She squeezed her thighs together, flexing her toes. This might not be the right path forward, but it was certainly the most erotic.

“I have a connection to the demon realm,” she announced suddenly. “It will take us where we need to go. Start heading towards the park, and I’ll warn you if it diverges from our path.”

Roxanne raised an eyebrow, shifting the vehicle into gear and punching the accelerator. Selene’s head bumped against the headrest, and she glared at the woman. She was just as bad as Dani, damnit!

The shimmering tether swirled in front of them, dancing down the road. As Roxanne made another corner, the glow strengthened, a good sign that they were getting closer to the portal.

She also was starting to feel better about her decision, as her body was becoming increasingly flush with arousal. If all went as planned, she’d be back in the demon realm tonight, chasing the bull down in his den. Roxanne probably would knock her out if she knew what she was thinking!

Well, it certainly wouldn’t be a fair fight if things got physical. Roxanne worked out every day, and Selene was slowly losing her mind as her body morphed into a cow.

She shivered, embracing the truth. Despite her brief respite in the human realm, there was no changing her fate. She would go back, she would be a cow, and that was final.

She stretched her face into a grin. Dani had felt the attraction, too, and couldn’t help herself. She had to do the ritual. With any luck, her fate was already sealed.

“What are you smiling at?” asked Roxanne, taking another corner at speed, the tires slipping with a squeal.

Her amusement faded. “If we find Dani, what is your intent?” she asked sharply, ignoring the woman’s question.

“If the portal is still open, I’m going to close it. If the demons have invaded, I’ll hold them off so that we can escape and regroup. If your friend is still on this planet, I’ll do my best to save her, but no guarantees.” She shot Selene a sharp look. “You’ve been to this demon realm once, so you already know the truth. Your friend is probably lost to them.”

Selene shrugged. “I came back. If she wants to, she could do the same. I don’t understand what the urgency is here.”

Roxanne’s eyes flashed. “You only left because they let you. If they wanted to hold you there, there’s nothing you could have done to stop them. You’re damn lucky you didn’t end up in one of the more dangerous realms. You might already be dead.”

“So?” retorted Selene. “I got lucky. They did let me go. Doesn’t that mean they don’t have the malign intentions you’re assigning them? What’s making you so eager to stop them?”

Her roommate’s shoulders tensed. “Of course you don’t get it,” she muttered. “You haven’t done the research I have. You don’t understand the eternal conflict between us and them. Our existential danger, the pacts, revenges, and constant battles over the millenia. So much is at stake, and you just don’t understand.”

“Maybe I don’t want to understand,” said Selene truculently. “All I know is that you’re trying to prevent us from finding true happiness in our boring lives.”

Roxanne slammed a fist against the steering wheel. “There can be no happiness with demons!” she hissed. “They are an abomination, and I will destroy them all!”

Selene drew back, aghast at the fanaticism that glowed in Roxanne’s eyes. This was something she hadn’t known about her roommate.

Well, to be fair, she didn’t know a whole hell of a lot. The woman seemed to spend all of her spare time training with various weaponry, but she had thought it was just an obsessive hobby!

Now that her horizons had expanded, she realized that there was probably much more going on than she had realized. If she had to be honest with herself, she probably would be happier not knowing.

Well, wasn’t this a problem? Roxanne wasn’t likely to let her go through the portal of her own volition, and she didn’t want to leave her friend alone on the other side. Her mind drew back to the wicked plan that continued to gestate. If there was an opportunity, she’d have to take it.

Her aura was growing stronger as they approached the park, confirming that this was where her friend had headed. “We’re on the right track,” she announced, frowning as she considered where Dani might have gone to perform the ritual.

It had to be somewhere off the beaten track so that she wouldn’t be caught. There were plenty of small stands of trees that screened the main path, some of them with fire pits and clearings where teenagers liked to meet up. It could be one of those, but somehow she doubted it.

A flash of inspiration lit up her mind. She wouldn’t!

Roxanne pulled into the parking lot, ignoring the sign that said the park would be closing soon. There were no other vehicles in the lot, but that didn’t mean anything. Dani had probably walked in from a different access point via a residential street.

“She’s here,” Selene announced, suddenly certain exactly what she had done. “She built her circle in the playground. We’ll find the summoning portal there.”

Roxanne shut the engine off and jumped out, going to retrieve her weaponry. Selene opened her door a little more slowly, remembering the past.

She had a lot of fond memories of this place. This was where she had first met Dani.

They had done all the usual things little kids do, making up stories about the future, about who they were going to be, where they were going to go, and what they were going to do.

None of that had become true, and in time, she had become more rigid and bitter than she could have ever imagined.

Marriage, though. To a king, no less. That was definitely a fantasy worth pursuing.

Leaving the jeep behind, she trotted off down the paved path, ignoring a sound of protest from Roxanne.

She could catch up, it wasn’t like she was going far. She wanted to see what the portal looked like herself.

Besides, she was being slowed by how strange her feet were feeling. She wanted to kick off her cute boots and go barefoot, but that would be a silly thing to do with all the potential rocks and twigs scattered over the trail, even if the light from the bull moon made it easy to see where she was going.

She crossed a curved bridge over a placid stream, passing a small building containing a set of bathrooms. The grounds were neat and trimmed, fresh ground bark beyond the concrete curbs. This was a rich neighborhood, after all, and it wouldn’t do for nature to be disorderly within a conclave of the wealthy.

That was the sneaky reason why her parents had brought her here. They had done their research, and they had wanted to make sure that she was playing in a place that was safe. Technically, it was a public park, so nobody could complain.

She smiled to herself at the brazenness of her parents, gone in the mists of the past. They had been supportive of her, but that had only gone so far. It hadn’t helped much after the evening they simply hadn’t come home.

No trace of them had ever been found. It was if they had vanished into another world, removed from time entirely. It was a brutal way to find oneself alone.

She sighed as she arrived at the wooden border of the playground, shaking off the grim thoughts. The aura of the Tether was so strong here, it was difficult to pick out where it led. There.

At the base of a slide, the ground seemed to twist away from her eyes. If that wasn’t obvious enough, she could spot sparkling orange glimmers spiraling into a hole in the ground, with the dull, black soot of burnt salt circling the spot. It was still open!

Her excitement spiked, but she held herself back. She wanted to open her mouth and moo in pleasure, but if she jumped in without doing something about Roxanne, her former roommate might end up doing something that would harm her friend. She would do anything to prevent that from happening!

Even if it prevented her from embracing her inner cow, which was becoming increasingly difficult to avoid. Her ears were tingling, sharp, painful spots glowing with heat on her forehead. Her breasts were barely being held back by the latex bra, and her ass seemed plumper than before.

She needed to be touched, needed to be fondled, milked, and fucked, and she couldn’t do anything about it because of her damn roommate!

Resentment boiled as she whirled about, trying to locate the other woman. Good, she wasn’t far behind.

She waved her arms. “It’s over here!” she shouted. “It’s still active!”

Roxanne approached, her lithe body moving like a huntress. She unlimbered her bow, her head moving minutely, probably looking for an ambush. That was silly. There were no demons on this side of the portal. Not yet, anyway.

Roxanne stopped next to Selene, looking at the portal with anger. “This shouldn’t be possible,” she hissed. “Who was irresponsible enough to post this online?”

Selene shrugged. “Dani didn’t know, and they didn’t leave any information on the page. Do they even have online access on the other side? I didn’t see any evidence of it.”

“That doesn’t mean anything,” groaned Roxanne, circling around the side. “They’re devilishly clever, and have no compunction about stealing technology from the mortal world. I would imagine they have spells that could mimic such access if they made the effort.”

Selene nodded wisely. “Ah, so you don’t really know, do you?”

Roxanne shot her a glare, spinning her bow around onto her shoulder as she took a knee next to the hole. “I know far more about the dangers of demons than you do. You should take a step back, you’re getting a little too close to the portal.”

So she had. While she was distracted, her feet were drawing her nearer, almost as though the swirling hole was magnetic.

“Sorry,” she muttered, backing up as she eyed the bull moon.

Her heart gathered in her throat. The skull appeared to be staring into her soul.

That was only to be expected, though, right? The supernatural phenomenon was probably just pinpointing the location of the portal, and they were practically on top of it.

“What are you going to do?” she asked, subtly altering her course to move her closer to Roxanne. “It will close on its own, right? How long do they last?”

“About an hour,” grunted Roxanne, scrolling through her phone. “I don’t want to wait that long, though. As long as it’s open, anyone or anything could pass through. It is part of our charter to limit the influence of demons on this world, and that includes shutting off any passageways as soon as we locate them.”

“Charter? So you do belong to an organization,” huffed Selene. “Is there some kind of secret handshake? Can anybody join?”

She closed the gap between them, eyelids lowered as her heart thumped with anxiety. This would be an irrevocable decision. Was she willing to take the risk?

“Yes, actually,” murmured Roxanne. “We’re always looking for more people with the right type of skill set, but not many accept because the rules are rather strict.”

She thumbed at the phone. “Got it. This matches the type of portal. Looks like it should be pretty simple to… hey, what are you doing?”

Selene had planted a foot against the huntress’ back, heat flowing through her loins as she gave the woman a sudden shove.

Roxanne lost her balance, tipping into the hole in the ground head first. Wide eyed, she cursed as her body disappeared, bow and all.

Selene shrugged. “So much for being an expert demon hunter,” she muttered to herself.

The weight on her head was growing more noticeable. Her horns were coming in, marking her as a demon cow. With that thought came a considerable amount of pleasure, and she sighed to herself, cupping a breast.

This was probably a direct result of her nearness to the portal, the corruptive influence of the Tether draping over her like a cloak. Her actions were outrageous, but they felt so right.

With Roxanne’s fall, there would be nobody left to stop her descent, and with her friend by her side, they would be a nigh unstoppable force!

“Watch out, Hygraxus, here I come!”

She raised a fist towards the moon, letting out a low moo in triumph.


Chapter Four

Her passage through the portal was less troublesome than the first attempt. The swirling orange aura of the Tether slowed her down as the sparkling energy evaporated, leaving her back in the same bedroom she had left over a day ago.

Well, that was rather anticlimactic.

This time, there was nobody around to greet her, and there was no sign of Roxanne.

She couldn’t possibly have been taken before Selene had arrived—but it was possible that her Tether had simply taken her back to where she had started.

Setting her shoulders, she put some steel in her backbone. This time, she wouldn’t wait for the demon consorts to show up. She would march out there and demand to see Hygraxus, immediately.

She took a step forward and gasped, her knee crumpling at the unexpected weight of her foot.

Lurching forward, she grabbed for the dresser to arrest her fall, groaning as she banged her shin against the drawer pull.

Wheezing, she tilted her head up, getting a good look at herself in the mirror. She still had on the same clothing she was wearing when she had entered the portal, but her head looked rather strange.

All of her proportions had been altered, giving her a softer face. Her lips were larger, swollen, nostrils flaring. Her ears stuck out straight from the sides of her head, the tips narrowing to points. Above all, a pair of horns had sprouted from either side of her head, curving up towards the ceiling.

She touched her chin, jaw wobbling. “I’m a cow,” she whispered.

As the throbbing in her knee began to subside, she pulled herself to her feet, steadying her hooves. She took in a long, shuddering breath, excitement building. This was really happening!

Rubbing her sweaty hands on her thighs, she took an experimental step. Yes, the muscle memory was starting to return. She just needed some practice, and she’d be able to smooth out her gait. She wouldn’t want to take a tumble in front of the demon king!

That wasn’t going to help her with her chest, however. Her boobs were feeling large and heavy, the bra barely containing their mass.

She reached her hands under her shirt, giving them a good squeeze, sighing to herself at how soft they felt. They were like pillows. If she pressed them into the demon lord’s chest and heaved her belly, he’d do whatever she wanted.

And what she wanted right now was him. Those twin dicks, plumbing her sweaty depths, filling her up just like the rubber plugs.

Now that she was here, she was really grateful for the dildo panties. They had acted like training, helping her to get over her reticence at being used in such a way. She now had a good idea of what it would be like to be filled by the king, and she wanted it so bad.

Speaking of which, she wanted to thank her friend for helping her to get this far. Where had Dani gone?

She frowned. She was still alone. Wasn’t there anyone here to greet her?

Concerned, she ambled towards the door. Opening it, she brushed aside the curtain, trying to figure out what was going on.

The king’s court was more or less how she had encountered it before, but a wooden platform had been erected in front of the throne. A crowd of bulls and heifers were gathered around, hugging each other as they watched the ongoing display with hushed worry.

Her earlier confidence suddenly evaporated as she noticed a pair of women locked into wooden stocks on top of the platform. It was Rosie and Cozy, the two cow demon concubines!

Sidling around the side, she joined the crowd, crossing her arms as she chose a cute heifer to approach.

The cow had a red ribbon tied around her left horn, a small bell nestled in the crook of her neck. Her full udder was bound tightly against her chest by a harness, her breasts covered by what looked like glass hoods. Plastic tubing led down to a series of small bottles propped against the swell of her pregnant belly.

“Excuse me,” she said, feeling shy. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but can you tell me what’s going on?”

“It’s an execution!” mooed the cow, her ears flicking downwards. “Lord Hygraxus was so upset that his new consort had disappeared that he ordered an investigation. It was found that these two conspired to have her put to death, and subsequently a similar punishment was pronounced upon them!”

How barbaric! Her eyes flashed. “Well, I don’t know who conducted the investigation, but they’re fools! I’m not dead!” she bit out. “I won’t allow them to be killed on account of me!” She turned on her hooves, marching towards the gallows.

“You? Who are you?” called out the cow demon.

This was soon followed by a cry of surprise. “It’s the new consort!” the cow demon mooed. “It’s impossible, but somehow, she’s still alive! She came back!”

The hushed suspense was replaced with a cacophony of whispers, but she didn’t care what they thought of her. She was going to stop this!

Fists clenched, she marched around the wooden platform, glowering at the two cows in the stocks. They both pleaded at her with brown eyes, but their mouths were filled with ball gags, preventing them from saying anything.

Their thighs and ankles had been chained together with manacles, and metal bowls had been placed on platforms in front of them. Her heart sank as she immediately understood the implication.

She didn’t know if she could save them, but she was damn well going to try!

She let her righteous anger build, hoping that it would give her the confidence to see it through.

“Who ordered this?” she demanded, rounding on the throne. “Why are they being punished?”

Hygraxus was sitting there casually, his cape draped over the side. A fist was set against his jaw, his horned head tilted as he watched the festivities. His nostrils flared as he noted her presence, but he didn’t get up.

“Who are you?” he growled, tapping his fingers against the arm rest. “How did you get past the security at the perimeter? Are you another whore, sent to tempt me into forgetting myself in front of my court?”

Selene choked, offended. “If I’m a whore, it’s because it’s you who made me one,” she spluttered. “You’ve already had your way with me. I can’t imagine you could do worse than what you’ve already done!”

Her voice trilled as she pressed her fingernails into the palms of her hands. She was starting to sound whiny again, and she hated being whiny!

“You sound like her, but that can’t be.” He frowned, straightening his back as he clenched his hands against the armrests. “The earthworlder is dead. She was convinced to follow her Tether to a bitter end. You can’t be her. Guards!”

Before she could protest, another bull standing next to the throne laid a hand on the king’s shoulder. “Brother, let us not be too hasty,” he murmured, his stentorian voice cutting through the chatter of the crowd. “There have been a lot of unusual happenings today, and I think we should consider them carefully before deciding on a course of action.”

Selene’s mouth dropped. She had never seen this bull before, but he was a hunk, just like his brother. Tight abs, bulging codpiece, and a hint of regality, though his expression was more reserved. That only made him more intriguing.

Hygraxus settled down. “I am not convinced that this isn’t an elaborate deception,” he rumbled. “There are many demons who could pull this off. Your counsel is wise, however.” He jerked his head at a group of bulls standing off to one side. “Bring in the prisoner.”

Selene watched as a group of guards trotted off. Had they found Roxanne? She hadn’t seen any sign of the huntress since arriving here, and it was possible that they had picked her up. If she wasn’t careful, they could accuse her of bringing a demon hunter to their world.

She took a step forward. “Look, I can explain!” she blurted out. “There wasn’t any time to do the summoning again myself, so I had to reuse the existing portal. My roommate brought me there, and I couldn’t just let her do whatever she wanted! I just recently found out that she’s a demon hunter so I thought… if I pushed her in, we’d be able to sort out everything here, once everything had settled!”

Hygraxus’ eyes flashed. “A demon hunter. Her? Don’t make me laugh! She’s nothing but a gold digger!”

“A what?” Selene shook her head, struggling to imagine Roxanne embracing the demon.

There was no way that woman would ever try such a thing, unless she was attempting to get close enough to stick a knife in his side.

She blinked. “Oh, I think I know who you’re talking about,” she sighed, a burst of relief flooding her limbs. “I hope she didn’t cause too much trouble.”

A gurgling mumble sounded off to her left, followed by two bulls dragging Dani across the floor. Her friend’s hands were bound behind her in a leather armbinder, feet buckled together with straps. A bright red ball gag had been placed between her lips, preventing her from saying anything intelligible.

The guards stopped in front of the throne, standing her upright as one of them removed the gag. She spluttered, a coy grin filling her face as she noted Selene’s presence.

“I protest!” she declared. “None of this is necessary! I simply want to hug, kiss, and be carried away in the arms of a hunky bull!” She ran her eyes over the king’s brother, puckering her lips to blow him a kiss.

Selene laughed as she noted the bull’s expression. He definitely wasn’t a disinterested party in this little drama. If her friend kept pushing, she might get exactly what she wanted—if they both weren’t locked in the stocks and executed!

She rushed over to her friend, grabbing her before she fell over. “This is my friend, Dani,” she said, wrapping an arm around her shoulder as she gave the bull king a fake smile. “She’s the one who gave me the summoning ritual in the first place, and her presence here is evidence that she managed to open one on her own.”

She tightened her hand around Dani’s shoulder, giving her a little shake. Her friend was acting strange, as if she had been drugged. If she was reacting to the bull’s musk, she was probably in heat.

Strangely, it wasn’t affecting her as much this time. Either her transformation had given her some form of immunity, or the amount of sex she had recently received had drained her excess libido.

“Summoned?” said Hygraxus softly, his body deathly still. “A likely story. About as likely as you surviving the trip back to your world. Do you know how many have traversed a Tether and lived to tell about it?”

Selene shook her head, a twinge of concern clamping around her belly. “No… but from your expression, I can tell it isn’t that many?”

“None. That is why I cannot believe your tale. That is why Rosie and Cozy are on the stand, ready to be executed.”

He stood, looming over her. “If you are not the woman I fell in love with, who are you? A spider shapeshifter from the Darklands? Or one of Mistress Alish’tan’s pets?”

Selene quailed, but she stood her ground. “I don’t know who either of those people are. I’m just a poor earth girl. I don’t have any idea what type of political games are being run here.”

Dani hiccuped. “You should believe her,” she giggled, her head lolling. “Selene couldn’t politic her way out of a paper bag.” She burped. “She doesn’t even know how to dress properly, much less how to get and keep a man.”

“Thanks,” Selene replied, tight lipped. “Should I tell them about your shortcomings, too?”

“Oh no, you don’t have to do that,” laughed Dani. “They’re already fully on display. I’m an open book, you know?”

She stared at the bull demon’s crotch, licking her lips. “I’m feeling pretty horny, and they know it. That’s why they have me tied up, so that I don’t pounce on them and lick every inch of their swollen dicks.”

“Dani!” protested Selene, blushing.

“She doesn’t really mean that,” she explained to the bulls. “She’s just in heat. Give her some time to adapt and I’m sure she’ll calm down.”

Dani shook her head. “If you can’t be crude in the presence of two hunks of prime beef, where can you be lewd?” she pointed out. “I wanna taste them, lick them, eat them whole, then ask for seconds.” She winked at them.

The king’s brother laughed, sitting back in his seat. “If she’s trying to seduce us, she’s doing a terrible job of it. I don’t think these are the spies you’re looking for.”

Hygraxus growled, arching his claws against his sides. “Dinochran, you are my brother, and I trust you with many things. However, you always find the best in others, which is not the best technique for self preservation.”

His eyes glowed black. “Fine. I will withhold judgment, until a more thorough investigation can be done. This time, I won’t leave it to others. The stakes are too high for anything less.”

He waved at the guards. “Take Rosie and Cozy back to their cells. The execution is canceled until this new evidence can be considered.”

The bulls clasped their hands over their chests. “As you wish, my king,” they said in unison, turning and marching towards the gallows.

Hygraxus sat back down. “Now, let’s start the questioning.”

“Right away?” muttered Selene. “What about her?” she tilted her head at Dani. “I’m not sure she’s in her right mind. Anything you ask of her will probably result in a mess of double entendres.”

Dani leaned into Selene. “You’re always my best girl,” she slurred, staring at Dinochran. “You’ve always had a good head on your shoulders, but I can see that you’re not the only one who has a head in the right place.”

Dinochran levered himself onto his hooves, unfolding a baton he had been hiding in a sash at his waist. Trotting up to Dani, he pressed the tip under her chin, forcing her head up.

Dani shot him a leer, her shoulders twitching at the attention. The bull ignored this, giving her large breasts a good once over. “I like her,” he declared abruptly,” sliding the baton shut. “If you determine that she’s not a threat, I think she’ll make for a good breeding slut.”

Her friend gulped, an unusual expression on her face. Selene was surprised. Nobody she knew had been able to shut her up like this before.

“There is plenty of potential here,” continued the bull demon. “After I tie her up and take her, she might even prove to be one of my favorites.”

Her friend’s feisty spirit came boiling back to the surface as she smirked at him. “You’d better get ready, handsome. You think you can handle me now, but once we’re running hot and heavy, we’ll see who can retain control. I’m a competitive bitch, and I won’t lose to anyone!”

Selene was shocked at her gutsy statement, but the male only laughed, retaking his seat. “See? She’s only proving my point. How could we possibly let such a spirited one go? We need heifers like her if we intend on doing more than just surviving in our little pocket of reality.”

“This is not a debate,” huffed Hygraxus. “I agree with everything you say—but I must know how she survived the Tether, or none of this changes anything. What makes her special?”

That was a good question. Why was she special? There was nothing immutable about her that could answer that question.

Or… was there?

She cast her mind back, trawling through old memories. Was there anything unique, anything special about her parents?

Her father liked to eat marmite on toast, which she considered barbaric, and her mother had a strange habit of pausing to sniff the air while her eyes flickered from side to side. Besides various other eccentric quirks, they seemed normal enough, nothing particularly remarkable.

Besides the fact that they had vanished without a trace, that is. There had been no evidence of foul play, no car crash. The police had suggested that they had driven off a bridge into a slough or a river, but the route they had been traveling the evening they had disappeared didn’t pass near any body of water large enough to hide a vehicle. It was a complete mystery.

A hollow pit opened up in her belly. “I don’t know. I’m not special. I… should be dead, shouldn’t I? Why do I even exist?”

In the midst of this crisis, she spotted movement up above that attracted her attention. There were light fixtures up there, and unless one of the lanterns was swaying, there shouldn’t be anything to catch the eye. That was unusual.

It took her brain a few moments to understand what she was seeing, and her chest lurched. “Watch out!” She shouted, jumping towards the king.

The bull raised his arms, and she saw something sharp glimmering within them. Too late!

Pain blossomed in her chest, and she gasped, her eyes going wide as her vision flooded red. “You stabbed me,” she groaned, slumping into him. “Why did you do that?”

Something long and hard thudded into her back, and her brain gave up trying to understand what was going on. There was a ringing in her ears and her consciousness washed out, her body filled with pain.

She didn’t know how long she floated in the void, but there was a pressure in her head, on her heart and soul. She was wrapped in orange, the aura of the Tether that had allowed her to slip through the summoning portals clinging to her like a cloak.

The aura caressed her body, turning her about. She could see nothing, her thoughts moving like molasses. Was this what it was like to die? Her consciousness stretching out into infinity?

At least there was no pain here, just existence. But staying wasn’t really going to solve anything, was it?

She didn’t have any idea how to get back, though, or what shape her physical body would be in if she succeeded.

Was there really anything she could do? She had struggled so much just to get this far. Maybe this would be a good time to leave it. The demon king had never really wanted her, anyway. She should just relax and let herself float away.

Her head nodded in agreement, and she sighed, closing her eyes. It wasn’t so bad, floating here in the warmth. It was a little like being held safe, in a womb.

She drifted, her limbs floating as her thoughts began to wink out, one by one. Popping like bubbles, they left her alone, her brain shutting down. She giggled, perhaps from a lack of oxygen as she neared the end.

A sudden pain surrounding her face dispelled the soothing blanket that had slipped over her consciousness. Ants were crawling over her cheeks, infiltrating her nostrils and tingling into her sinuses.

She opened her mouth and bellowed, a full throated cry. She couldn’t sleep through this! She was too angry to give up!

Her eyes flashed open, giving her a dizzying view of the ceiling. She growled like an animal, running her hands over her chest where she had been skewered by the king’s blade.

There was blood, yes, but not as much of it as she had feared. Her hand impacted a sharp point, and she shoved on it, popping it through her chest and out her back, ignoring the pain.

Vague warnings shot through her mind from her past life—sharp objects should be left in place until you can find medical help!

She growled, banishing this weakness. Why should she worry about such things when she was a perfect demonic specimen? She was not a frail mortal, to be concerned about every cut and bruise!

Such injuries were below a magnificent war cow like herself! She would trample them under her hooves, liquify their insides, bellowing her victory to anyone close enough to bear witness!

Grabbing at her chest, she ripped apart the shirt she was wearing, dropping the remains onto the floor. Tossing her horned head, she snorted through her bony snout, eyes blazing as she searched for her attacker. The two bulls standing near her seemed unthreatening, though one of them had an astonished look on his face.

The latex bra strung over her chest was inadequate to contain her massive breasts. Reaching up with a clumsy hand, she undid the zipper and tossed it aside. Anything that restricted her from embracing her true self must go.

“She’s a matriarch!” the younger bull shouted. “Give her room!”

The bull who had shouted dashed off to one side, out of her limited view. He was a gnat, not worthy of her attention.

The other gave her a gentle smile, raising his hands. “We’re not going to hurt you,” he said calmly. “The rage you’re feeling now is natural, and in time, you’ll learn to control it.”

She tossed her head, pawing at the ground with a blocky hoof. She wanted to say something, but her feelings were ill defined, and couldn’t be fit into normal speech. Instead, she gave him a low roar, snorting and arching her back.

This was soon followed by a biting sharpness in her right thigh. She lifted a muscled hand, bellowing her rage at being attacked yet again! This annoyance must die.

Gripping the arrow shaft with one hand, she yanked it out of her flesh, ignoring the superficial wound. Her skin immediately began to mend itself, the blood being reabsorbed by her body.

The mental image of a regal queen of the bulls was central in her mind. These physical wounds could not possibly overturn the iron force of will that glowed within her.

Her near death experience had unleashed her true self, and woe betide anyone who got in her way!

She lifted her head, staring at the woman drawing her bow up in the catwalk. Fool. Any true huntress should have realized that her weapon was inadequate to the task at hand. She should have retreated before she could be captured.

The woman let loose another arrow, which hit the top of her skull. The tip glanced off a bony ridge, deflecting somewhere up and away.

The rage inside her was growing. She dared to attack her? This was unacceptable!

Turning towards the throne, she took a heavy step forward and grabbed at the hand rest, pulling with all her might. The chair creaked, wood cracking where the back was joined to the vertical supports.

The sitting bull retreated into the far corner of the throne, his gaze playing over her body with appreciation as a large, wooden chunk came off in her hands. She ignored his obvious interest, wielding the side of the chair above her head.

She couldn’t directly reach the huntress from down here, of course, but unlike her, the woman wasn’t immune from physical attacks.

Moving her left leg forward, she stretched out her body, neck and arm muscles flexing as she imparted a great force to the improvised projectile. The unwieldy chunk cartwheeled through the air, denting the railing as it spun over the top.

The huntress was able to avoid being hit, but this unexpected assault interrupted her aim, forcing her to reposition. Selene wasn’t going to give her another chance.

Her peripheral vision faded into a red glow as she hyper focused on her target. She roared, springing into a run, her hooved feet impacting the ground with enough force to chip the stone blocks.

There was motion around her, but it was indistinct. None of that mattered. Nothing could stop her.

As Roxanne pulled another arrow from her quiver, she planted a hoof on a wooden bench, using it to bound upwards, towards the metal undercarriage of the suspended walkway. This would have been an impossible jump to make as a human, but she was a cow. She had strength and will and they were enough.

Her body flew through the air, her hands catching onto the edge as her body curled like an acrobat. She mooed as she whirled around, hooking her legs into the railing on the opposite side.

Using her momentum, she spun herself up and around, her thick ass planting on a metal tube, her gaze fixed on her antagonist.

For the first time since she had known her, Roxanne appeared afraid. As well she should be!

Grunting, she pushed herself off, hands outstretched to grab at the woman’s bow. Her knees slammed against the platform as Roxanne pulled back, sweat pouring from her brow.

Roxanne grabbed the bow at the bottom end, trying to bash Selene over the head with it like a club. A terrible use for such an elegant weapon!

The edge hit her skull, but she was barely even rattled by the impact. Roxanne tried to retrieve it for another blow, but the bowstring somehow got caught over the top of one of her horns. She shook her head like a crocodile, pulling the weapon from the huntress’ grip.

It spun around, hanging from her head like some kind of strange ornament. Balling her hands into fists, Selene punched Roxanne’s shoulder, surprised when the woman gasped and crumpled like a broken toy.

It was a trick, wasn’t it? She couldn’t possibly be that weak. It must be a feint!

The huntress’ legs tangled together as she fell, her shoulder banging against a railing. She cried out as she tumbled over the edge, falling head first towards the stone floor below.

Selene grabbed at the railing in rage as she watched her prey escaping her grasp, the metal tube buckling under her grip.

Fortunately for Roxanne, a group of bulls and cows had gathered below to spectate the fight, and they were able to catch the woman before she came to serious harm. That was unfortunate. Her bones must break. Her blood must run for this treacherous attack!

The rage had taken over, her lust for revenge overruling any attempt at a rational resolution to the fight. Before another thought darted through her head, she was over the railing, dropping towards the ground with a grim expression on her face.

She snorted and mooed as her head turned, looking for the huntress, but she was masked behind a murmuring crowd. More guards had arrived, hushed whispers and curious faces looking at her with pleased approbation.

That wasn’t right. She should be feared!

Lifting a hand, she slammed a fist into her breastbone, her mouth working as she tried to say something intelligible.

Nothing escaped her lips but another snorting roar, her mind regressing towards the base instincts of a rabid heifer.

Soft arms wrapped around her back. “Calm down!” whispered a familiar voice. “Don’t you think you’re overdoing it? You’ve won, there’s no need to fight further!”

She jerked away from the woman, but not with all her strength. Her rage was overpowering, but humans had fragile bones.

Another presence was suddenly there, this one masculine in nature. “Control yourself,” he barked, deep set eyes glowing.

She jerked, staring at his strong chin as she lifted her head. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, smelling his musk with appreciation. This was truly a male worth possessing.

Hands wrapped around her head. “Hold still, matriarch,” chuckled the male voice. “Let me remove this mask, so that you can truly see what you have accomplished.”

Mask? What mask?

She frowned, but the strong hands were gripping tightly, preventing her from moving her head. It was best to sit still and breathe in his strong scent as a peeling sensation rippled across her face.

A dark shadow cut off her vision for a short moment. As the bull pulled back, she gasped, realizing that what he had said was literally true. She had been wearing a mask, the bull’s mask that had been hanging above his throne.

Shaking, she folded her arms over her chest as she blinked in fear. “What just happened to me?” she asked in a harsh voice.

“You were graced by the spirit of the matriarch,” explained Hygraxus, giving the mask to his brother, who had sidled up next to him. “She has embraced you as her successor. You are now matriarch.”

He gave her a wide smile. “All of my questions have now been answered. There is no doubt in my mind. Within you there exists demonic blood, which has awoken anew after your arrival in my realm.”

“No, that can’t be right, my parents…” she muttered, looking down.

Stiff, wispy brown fur was growing out of the backs of her hands, her skin a mottled white in appearance. The texture of her palms had changed, with raised, spongy pads that made them seem more like cat toes.

The results were in. She definitely wasn’t human any more. That much was undeniable.

Whether her parents were somehow involved seemed immaterial at the moment, though a burning curiosity began to wind its way through her heart. Were they demons, too?

Family genealogical studies would have to wait. She had more immediate problems to deal with, like the terrifying rage that throbbed in her heart. She gulped. It wasn’t quite as bad as it had been while she was wearing the mask, but it wasn’t gone, either.

Her face and lips felt strange, and her body was just weird. She was having an existential crisis here!

“Is it always going to be like this?” she asked, staring at Hygraxus with beseeching eyes. “I can’t seem to contain myself!”

The bull moved in close to her, setting his hands on her shoulders. “She is with you. This is her rage, not yours. You need to learn to disassociate yourself from it, package it away for times when her strength is needed.”

She sighed, allowing her body to fall forward into his strong arms. The rage within her softened, biting less as she embraced him. “I think the matriarch likes you,” she grunted, pressing her forehead into his muscled chest.

“She always did see him as the golden boy,” snorted Dinochran. “It’s not too surprising her overbearing nature is blunted when faced with his chiseled body.”

Selene pulled back, tilting her head up and frowning as she pressed a fist against her chest. “She was your mother?” she asked, feeling strangely uncomfortable at that idea.

He nodded gravely. “Yes, and now she’s your mother too, though only in spirit, of course.”

His mouth broke into a grin. “If her rage is abating, that must mean she approves of this match.”

She grimaced at his words, but he was right. The unmitigated roiling fury inside her was subsiding, though it still burned at her heart. “What made her so angry that she’s holding onto so much hate?” she asked, feeling physical pain at whatever had injured the matriarch.

“Her husband was betrayed and killed by a demon from another realm,” sighed Hygraxus, his face creasing with pain. “He should have known the deal he had been offered was too good to be true, but he would have done anything for peace. His enemies knew this, using his better nature to lead him into a trap.”

“You’re not at war, are you?” she asked, a bitter taste in her mouth.

“No, we were forced to make a deal, and our influence waned. Thus, the reason why we need good heifers like you, to breed and make us strong again.”

His hands moved down her sides, strong thumbs curling under her breasts. She took a deep breath, enjoying the sensation, but she would not be distracted.

“That’s all well and good, but I want to know if we’re in imminent danger of being destroyed,” she said boldly, staring the man straight in the eyes.

Dinochran laughed. “She even sounds like her! Brother, you’ve got your hands on a monster. Best treat her with respect and give her the answers she requires.”

The bull’s eyes hooded. “If you want the truth, our future is insecure. We made a deal to be left alone, but along with that deal came… consequences. We are known for our strength, so raiding parties are sent from other dimensions to abduct our men. And yet, they fear that same strength, so a great disease was unleashed upon my people to curtail our population.”

Selene looked around, but none of the bulls and cows surrounding the throne looked sickly. “Disease? What kind of disease?”

“Infertility,” said Dinochran succinctly. “A certain percentage of our heifers are infertile, no matter how much bedroom fun we have with each other. That’s why the number of concubines at court is so high—we badly need a new heir.”

Understanding washed through her mind like a wave, bringing with it a whole raft of new questions. “If they can’t conceive, then why were they so cruel to me earlier?” she asked.

She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh, right. They’re worried that I will birth the new heir, putting them out of a job.”

“As well they should be,” growled Hygraxus. “Since you are from another dimension, the disease should have no effect on you, which means there is a high chance you are already carrying my baby. That is why they were sentenced to death.”

Selene reflexively placed a hand over her belly, but of course it would be too soon for anything to show up. What did she expect? She’d had consensual sex with a demon bull from another world—of course there would be consequences!

The glowing rage within her smoothed out, a sense of comfort gripping her body. Oh yes, you would really like that, wouldn’t you?

She glared, pushing back the echo of the matriarch’s spirit, for that is what it was—there was no sentience attached, no will, just vague impressions and desires from the long dead woman.

That meant she didn’t have to obey her every whim, and she wouldn’t. Even if she very much liked the idea of jumping all over the demon king.

They didn’t even have a proper relationship yet!

She squeezed her face together. “What am I to you, then? A prized concubine? A mistress, to use and discard at your whim once I’ve produced what you desire? Will you continue to be a womanizer, sneaking off for playtime with other women while I’m gravid with your young?”

Dinochran barked out a laugh. “You’ve got the man all wrong. He’s not like me. He hates the fact that he’s duty bound to be promiscuous. In fact, since he met you, you’re the only one he talks about any more.”

She cut off the hope rising in her breast. “Then who was he fucking the day I left this world, following my Tether?”

“Me?” Hygraxus glowered, letting her go and folding his arms. “I went back to my study. I had plenty of paperwork to do. I certainly didn’t have time for anything else.”

“I can vouch for him,” winked Dinochran, leaning against what remained of the throne. “He was a grumpy bastard that evening. He even wrote a terrible poem for you, but he trashed it before it could see the light of day.”

Hygraxus gritted his teeth, a long breath whistling through his nostrils. “I may not be good with flowery words, but I have heart.” He straightened his neck and pounded his chest with pride, his cape fluttering in response.

As well he should be. He was a fine specimen, and she couldn’t stop her eyes from creeping towards his crotch. No, bad spirit! She was still thinking with her brain here!

She sniffed, turning up her nose. “I’ll believe you. For now.”

Her heart was pumping wildly, but she wasn’t going to give up her superior position. Oh, how she wanted him to take control, and she would do anything to provoke him to that point. It was rather a game, one she badly wanted to win.

“What shall you do with the demon huntress?” she asked, the rage throbbing in her heart once more. “She tried to kill you. Almost killed me.”

The bull king shrugged, giving her a toothy grin. “We cannot afford to execute anyone who is suitably fertile. We’ll give her plenty of time to change her mind. Who knows? She might even decide that joining us is more compatible with her true nature.”

Selene very much doubted that, but it wasn’t her place to push, no matter how much she wanted to plunge her hands into the woman’s eye sockets and scoop them out.

She blinked. Although the rage came from the matriarch, the vindictiveness very much belonged to her. She would have to be careful not to allow her worst desires to take control.

Dani scooted up next to her, trying and failing to look innocent as she touched Selene’s arm. “I’m feeling left out of this conversation,” she interrupted. “As your friend, maybe you could properly introduce me to these two hunks?”

Selene prodded her friend in the ribs. “One of them, you can have, but the other belongs to me. I am feeling rather jealous, and I do not wish to share.”

Dinochran barked out another laugh. “You’re just like her, wiles and all.”

He angled his body, holding out a hand towards Dani, who stepped forward to accept it. “I apologize for the rough treatment,” he said smoothly, resting his other arm at the small of his back.

Dipping in, he gave the back of her hand a kiss. “We haven’t yet been formally introduced. My name is Dinochran, and although I lack the cachet of my brother, I can promise you that I possess double the charm.”

Dani giggled, her face going red. “Pleased to meet you, Lord Dinochran. I must confess I know little of royalty, and I care less for intrigue. Your station is not as important as your charms, of which I would very much like to get acquainted.”

Selene marveled at how easily she lied. There was no way she saw him as anything less than a ticket to the top, and whether she would be happy being the power behind the throne instead of on it, she very much doubted.

They were friends, though. That had to count for something.

And perhaps it was the spirit of the matriarch that was making her so suspicious. She had never been in conflict with her friend before. She had never had so much to lose before.

She dismissed the critical whisper, crossing her arms as she took a step towards Hygraxus. “Unless I miss my mark, the two of them are going to have a torrid affair. I don’t suppose that some of your brother’s charm has rubbed off on you?”

Hygraxus scowled, pawing at the floor with his hoof. “Discussions of this nature will have to continue in private.”

He turned his head to the crowd and raised his voice. “This audience is over. Go back home, everyone! My brother and I will interview the other worlders, and we will report back later!”

He tilted his horned head towards the guards. “The execution is called off, as the object of their crime is still very much alive. That does not absolve them of the attempt, however. Take the two prisoners and release them outside the castle walls. They are banished from my inner sanctum. I do not wish to see them again, upon pain of death. They are stripped of all privileges and anything of monetary value. They will start again, with nothing. Thus is the wrath of the bull king.”

Turning back to Selene, he gave her a curt nod, then whirled, cupping his cloak with one hand as he marched towards a door in the wall behind the throne. Boy, that looked cool, but she’d never tell him that!

She frowned, her head skipping between the king and his brother, who had gathered Dani in his arms and was whispering in his ear.

Dinochran stopped his seduction attempt and gave her a raised brow, his eyes skidding over her chest. “What are you doing? He gave you a clear invitation. Are you going to let him escape you a second time?”

The matriarch roared within her and she stood up as straight as she could, holding her arms at her sides with as much dignity as she could gather. This bared her full chest to Dinochran, of course, but a war cow cared little for the thoughts of those who were not her mate. She was a matriarch, damnit, and she would act like one!

Marching around the throne, she followed the bull king, her chest bouncing without care. Did she not have a wonderful udder? Her transformation into a full cow was complete, and no bull could ignore her magnificence!

She felt no embarrassment. This was completely normal behavior in the demon realm. Her assets were a great attribute, and she would use them as necessary to stir the desires of her chosen mate, or to feed their multitude of offspring.

Grunting, she increased her pace, following the king through an arched door into a large chamber with a high ceiling, past a series of fountains and over a set of bridges.

The foreign thoughts brought on by the matriarch were beginning to feel more natural. Her new body was the perfect vessel for a brood of calves, and she was secretly eager to get started. With any luck, a new heifer or bull was already growing inside her!

Her udder would swell, her twin pairs of breasts filling with milk for her newborns. She would ride the bull king until he exploded, breeding a new empire on the back of her fertile body. It would be rapture!

The family she had lost, the family she had been denied—she could make that family here, surrounding herself with the sons and daughters of a new dynasty. At that moment, it was the thing she wanted most in this world. She simply needed to convince Hygraxus that he wanted the same thing.

She stopped in stunned disbelief at the view over the last bridge. A long, swooping ramp led down several switchbacks to a large pond. The water from the fountains followed twin marble canals over land bridges on either side, curving around into a catch basin. From there, it overflowed into a small waterfall that fed the pond.

Rounded marble tunnels had been cut through the land bridges, allowing the water to escape leisurely out of the pond once it reached a certain level. How idyllic!

An enormous window with curved glass terminated at several tiers as it climbed the wall, giving her a view of an elaborate system of gardens beyond, with various pathways vanishing into the distance. The water from the pond likely fed through a series of aqueducts outside, and the window allowed sunlight into the room, effectively creating a huge solarium.

Down at the pond level, nobody would be able to see them from the exterior, giving them plenty of privacy for any… extracurricular activities.

There was no need to be prudish about it. She didn’t need to cloak her intent in niceties here in the demon realm, where they let everything hang out.

Fucking. That’s what it was. They were going to get down and dirty with it, and she hoped she’d be able to experience the fullness of the bull’s cocks as soon as possible. She was getting rather hot and bothered, and she needed to work off some of the nervous tension she had picked up when the matriarch had bonded with her.

She followed the king down to a bench that was mounted in front of the pond, slowing her steps as he sat down, his back facing her.

She jumped as he cleared his throat. “It would please me if you would sit next to me,” he rumbled, leaning forward to reach somewhere under the seat.

Frowning, she did as she was asked, snorting as she flipped her new tail through the open slats in the back. The strangeness of the situation was not lost on her, but she was becoming comfortable in her transformed body more quickly than she had anticipated. It was all a part of the magic, she supposed.

The bull’s chest rumbled as he turned to her, a small piece of paper in his hands. Was he… blushing?

Her eyes skittered over the unfamiliar script on the paper, and her heart lurched. “It’s that poem your brother was talking about, isn’t it?”

She turned towards him, pressing her shoulder against the backrest. “I’d rather like to hear it.”

His fingers clutched the piece of paper, knuckles white. “Oh, how the soul trembles in the presence of such spirit,” he began, his voice sounding strangled. “What words can capture the delicacy of such hands, the tilt of your hips, the sway of your bust? I can but poorly compare them to fruit such as melons, but the hardness of the rind does not match the softness of your body. The burgeoning potential of such udders makes me rock hard in response. I wish to caress your horns, to kiss your cheeks and stroke your hair…”

His voice drifted off, and he pressed a hand to his forehead. “It goes on in a similar vein for quite some time. I got rather off track while trying to find a way to describe your body, and I couldn’t figure out how to narrow it down.”

Selene folded her hands and blushed. “I thought it was rather sweet. I think it was brave of you to share it, but you had an ulterior motive, didn’t you?”

“Yes. Now Dinochran can’t fish it from the garbage can and use it for some bit of petty revenge in the future.” He handed the poem to her. “It’s yours. Maybe you’ll learn enough of our language one day to read it.” He quirked his lips. “It would please me very much if you did, but please don’t kill me.”

She glanced at the handwriting, noting the neat scribbles. If Hygraxus was anything, he was fastidious. An admirable quality in a king.

She was more interested in his other attributes at the moment, however. She set the poem on the bench, giving it a little pat. “I’ll save that for later. Isn’t there something else we should be doing?”

Hygraxus raised an eyebrow. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

She shifted a leg, pressing her knee into his as she hooded her eyes. “Shouldn’t it be obvious?”

A perverse urge tickled her loins, and she stood, feeling solid on her large hooves. “You’re going to have to catch me to find out!” she cried, jumping towards the pond.

Before he could stop her, she planted her foot on the sandy strip in front of the water, her hoof sinking deeper than she had anticipated. She tried waving her arms to regain her balance, but the ridiculous proportions of her body pulled her over, her knees slamming into the ground.

A soft chuckle came from behind. “Apologies, I didn’t mean to laugh at your misfortune, but you looked so self assured during that attempt! It’s cute.”

Strong arms wrapped around her shoulders, helping her back to her feet. “It’s a good thing you didn’t make it,” he rumbled in his deep, masculine voice. “You wouldn’t want to get your clothing wet, now would you?”

Grunting, she wiggled her ass, unbuckling her jeans and letting them drop to the sand. Her t-shirt and bra were already gone, leaving her mostly nude. She wasn’t ashamed, however. It only felt natural.

Hygraxus ran a thumb down her back, pausing at her underwear. “What kind of material is this?” he asked, tugging at the seam. “It’s stretchy, and clings to your curves so tightly.”

“It’s an earth material called rubber, derived from a milky white liquid called latex,” she explained. “There are all kinds of uses for rubber… how much do you know about earth technology?”

She hissed as he slipped his hands underneath, wrapping his strong fingers around her plump ass. “We know enough,” he growled, tugging the panties over her hips.

He stretched them as he slid them over her knees, and she lifted her legs one at a time to allow him to take them off completely. His nostrils flared as he lifted the sheer material, giving it a sniff with his nose.

She leaned back as he shook his head, his horns barely missing hers. “It’s very unique,” he exclaimed, a dubious expression on his face.

Shrugging, she snatched it from him, tossing it over his head towards the bench. “You haven’t lived until you’ve seen someone posing in a full rubber catsuit. She glanced down at her udder. “They don’t make anything in my world that can handle something like this, though.”

She touched her lower breasts and shuddered, a thread of heat sparking around the swollen orbs. All four breasts had expanded to the same size during her transformation, making her even more cow-like than before.

Her nipples were red and enlarged, begging to be touched and tugged on, but she couldn’t spare the time for self play while she was with the king. That wasn’t necessarily a problem, though, if she could enlist his help.

Squeezing her shoulders together to emphasize her bust, she tilted her body and gave the king a saucy wink. “Look at me, a prime heifer, all on my lonesome. What does it take to get some action around here?”

She reached out for his crotch, grabbing at the bulge of his manhood. The bull grunted, his eyes intense as he wrapped his hands around her shoulders. “Naughty girl,” he said in a low voice. “Have you ever heard of fair play? This would certainly be considered a low blow.”

She curled her fingers, trying to get a sense for his size, but the woven fabric deterred her attempt. She sighed, arching her back as she gave up, giving her breasts an enticing pop, letting them jiggle right in front of his nose. “There’s no blows involved,” she giggled. “I’m aiming for an erection. I’ll play as dirty as I like.”

Hygraxus huffed, running his large hands up her shoulder line until his fingers were wrapped around her neck. “You’re a bold cow, I give you that, but even a matriarch must know when she’s met her match. The bloodlust within me is boiling, and can only be satiated by the rough urgency in my loins,” he warned. “Are you ready to unleash my innermost beast?”

Selene seriously considered her reply, but the conclusion was inevitable anyway. She had never wanted anything more than to lie with this bull and mount his twin dicks. This body was insatiable, and she desperately wanted to find out what it would be like to be taken forcefully.

“I don’t really know what I’m doing,” she admitted, “but I can’t stop myself. There’s something so very hot about pushing this farther than I could ever imagine.”

Hygraxus grunted, giving her neck a soft squeeze. She shuddered, feeling utterly wet at his masculine strength, her inner submissiveness coming to the fore.

The matriarch, dominated. Displaying all of her naked glory in front of her man, submitting to the only strength that could tame her.

She wriggled in delight at that thought, leaning into the physical sensations. This was already far better than she had imagined, but it was going too slow for her tastes!

She punched him in the shoulder, pulling her blow. It wasn’t a serious challenge, just a way of getting his attention. “So far, you’re teasing me,” she accused him, shooting him a coy gaze. “I want to see that fire you have hidden within you. Treat me roughly, throw me down and fuck me. Show me what it means to be yours.”

He squeezed her again, watching her shudder. “The more you try to provoke me, the calmer I feel,” he growled. “Is this truly what you want?”

Selene rolled her eyes. “Haven’t I been completely transformed into a cow? Don’t I have a completely fuckable body? How many more dirty words do I have to say before you’ll give in to your base instincts? Your hesitation is insufferable.”

His eyes flashed. “Very well. I won’t hold back. I’ll show you everything I have to give.”

His hands moved in a flash, grasping at her shoulders. Spinning her around, he pressed down. “On your knees, cow, and spread your legs. Your taunts will be your undoing.”

She dropped onto the sand, pressing her hands into the soft surface. Her udder jiggled, nipples a bright red as the expanse of her creamy flesh spilled outwards. Oh, yes, she had finally managed to irritate him into action. She couldn’t wait.

And yet, she had to. There was a maddening delay as she curled her fingers deeper into the sand, her heart pounding with anticipation.

Her holes gaped open, waiting to receive his engorged dicks. She was suddenly rather thankful to her friend for the experience with the dildo panties. That training with the plugs had been perfect practice for this.

She could hear Hygraxus shifting behind her. He was probably taking off that loincloth, revealing his erection, but she couldn’t see anything in this pose. Maddening.

Well, she didn’t have to take that. Didn’t her new position mean anything? She should at least be able to prepare herself for what was coming.

Arching her back, she swung her ass into the air, swinging her head down until her horns plowed into the sand.

Damn. That didn’t work as well as she had hoped. She was only able to catch a glimpse of the bull’s wide hooves and well developed thighs from this position. It was almost worth the effort.

A sharp slap cracked against her butt cheeks, forcing a moo from her lips as she straightened out her body. “That’s right, present yourself,” growled Hygraxus. “Show me everything you have to offer.”

Skin tingling, she shuddered, smiling to herself as she pulled her head up straight, staring out at the pond, the water shifting and moving from the action of the waterfall. A rather charming display, which she found herself unable to appreciate.

On edge, she clamped her teeth together, straining for any sign of her lover’s dicks. There still was nothing.

Instead, a hand appeared over the small of her back, stroking, tickling, teasing. “I spent a lot of time thinking about what I would do if this day came,” explained Hygraxus, a purr in his voice. “Now that it’s here, I find myself soothed by your presence. The inner bull doesn’t need to come out and play when his mate submits.”

His voice became softer, his fingers slowing to a crawl. “Lest you think this means you need to act like a brat to get what you want, may I suggest that you wait and see what happens next? Let me show you what it’s like when I’m in full control.”

His fingers disappeared, but not for long. Soon, both of his warm hands were gripping her hips, shoving her forward. She mooed, swaying until her nipples tickled the sand, her hips tilting upwards.

She wanted to say something, anything to get him started, but she sensed that he was in control now. Any noise she made would break the mood, so she stayed silent, letting the tension build.

His hands moved up her sides, his body overshadowing hers. Stopping at her shoulders, he ran them back down, cupping the swell of her udder, fondling her transformed breasts.

She moaned, pushing herself into him, urging him on. He only spent a limited time tracing her nipples, however, before pressing his fingers into the warm crack between her dual pairs of breasts. “These have come in nicely. They’re beginning to swell up with milk. You’ll be a tremendous producer, like a proper cow should be.”

She wiggled her hips at the praise, stopping and frowning when she realized the implication. “Does that mean… I’m already pregnant?”

His hands moved again, this time resting on her lower pair of breasts. “Oh, yes, undoubtedly. There’s nothing to worry about, though. The birthing should go well. You have hips that are wide for easy calving.”

She froze, shock working its way through her body. This was the inevitable result of having relations with the demon king, of course, and she had rather expected it would happen—eventually.

This was just so sudden, though. She had wanted more time to get to know him, to experience courtship with him and have a fantastic marriage with him before her belly swelled up with his young. This was all out of order!

She made a faint noise in dismay, and he grasped her shoulders, lifting her from the ground. I sense your hesitation,” he grumbled. “What’s wrong?”

Her heart fluttered as he pulled her body against his, running his arm up through the crease between her breasts as he palmed one of her nipples. “Your body is inflamed, willing and ready. Why the hesitation?”

She clenched her jaw, trying to work through it. “Physically, I might be ready,” she choked out, “but emotionally, I’m a mess.” She grimaced. “Hold me for a moment.”

He stopped squeezing her breast, moving his arms so that he could embrace her fully, resting his chin on her shoulder. “Tell me about it,” he said softly.

“I’ve never been the subject of such interest before,” she said meekly. “Now that I have it, I don’t know what to do with it. To be desired—that’s something new. Are you only interested in me because my body has changed? Do you even care about the me inside, or are you only attracted to the superficial?”

Hygraxus let out a long, low breath, which tickled her neck. “Attraction is a hard thing to measure,” he sighed. “It’s a logical question, but the heart rarely follows logic. What can I say that would convince you of my sincerity? Probably nothing. I can only show you my devotion.”

Swaying his body, he waited calmly for her to respond. Misty tears sprung into her eyes as she stared at the shimmering waterfall.

“I’m feeling pitifully inadequate,” she finally admitted. “All my life, I lacked any sort of physical attribute that others would consider beautiful. I was small and pitiful. Once I reached my majority, I started receiving undesired attention in the other direction. Do you have any idea how it feels to be viewed as a child at my age?”

Hygraxus stroked her, but said nothing. The question didn’t need an answer.

She was grateful for his silence, working up the courage to continue. “I seriously feel like what I’ve experienced here is too good to be true. I finally have the body I’ve always wanted, and there’s this latent fear that it will all be taken away from me again.”

His belly rumbled as he gave her a solid squeeze. “No, I must confess that I do not understand this. I am not capable of understanding because I did not live your life. However, I can give you some assurances. This is real. You are my cow. I will protect you with my life.”

Her belly fluttered at the words, and she sighed, some of the tension releasing as the cow matriarch’s wild spirit mooed within her. A sense of freedom expanded in her mind, a vision of bright fields and waving green grass greeting her, along with cavorting cows, prancing without a care in their minds.

The cow mother was instinctively trying to soothe her. How cute.

Not only that, but the bull’s embrace was warm, protective. While he held her, she could almost forget the fears that assailed her. It was nice.

None of this was what she really wanted, though. Her heart quickened as her desires came to the fore, her body tingling as it buzzed in anticipation.

There was only one way to banish her inferiority complex. She would have to replace her bad memories with good ones.

“Take me,” she whispered. “Help me to forget. Make me your cow. Give me what I’ve been seeking all my life.”

He hugged her, pressing his crotch into her butt. A thick, springy rod was jammed between her ass cheeks, rubbing against her puckered hole. She squealed, making a little jump, but he held her back.

“Are you ready for this?” he asked with calm determination.

She leaned her head back, resting the crown of her skull against his forehead. “Yes.”

His belly expanded as he drew in a sharp breath. “Then here it comes!”

Bending his knees, he rubbed his chest against her back, sliding down far enough so that he could grab his dicks and tilt them upwards. He smacked at her ass as a swollen length rammed into her pussy. “This is going to be pretty sloppy. If you don’t want me to keep slipping out, you’re going to have to help.”

Taking his meaning, she sighed, bending forward into a doggy position. “Promise me you have time for cuddling after this,” she said sharply, resigning herself to being fucked at an awkward angle.

“Oh, don’t you worry, I have plans,” he growled, lifting his second dick into place. “First, though, we breed. I want to make very certain my seed has taken.”

He grunted, increasing the pressure on her ass as he levered himself farther in. “Hot, wet, and tight, just how I like it.”

She was glad he was enjoying himself. Her body was still warming up, however, and she felt rather bloated by his presence, her gut gurgling in a disconcerting fashion.

Rolling her eyes, she bleated, a wetness beginning to gather in her pussy, natural lubrication catching up. After a few rocking thrusts, it started to feel good.

She swung her body forward, helping him to keep up the rhythm as they both settled into a satisfying rut. Sweat rolled over her hips, and he gave her a light slap on the ass, cracking it with every thrust.

The stinging area soon became numb, offset by the pleasure that was climbing up her spine. Her inner muscles clamped down, squeezing his twin dicks as they worked her, thrusting and pulsing in a mutual symbiosis.

“Look at that tight ass,” huffed Hygraxus. “A big breasted udder, cute horns, and a thick body. You’d make any bull cream himself in jealousy, and that’s what we’re going to do. You’ll be on display, my breedable slut, my wife. Others can look but can’t touch. I’m going to turn you into a prime heifer. You’re not going to just breed my family, you’re going to breed a whole race of new calves to fill out our numbers. My little cow.”

Eyes wide, she mooed. It was the only thing she could do in response, his dirty words crawling into her ears and marching through her brain. A cow breeder. A cow slut.

“Fuck, yes!” she moaned, sloppy wetness trickling down her thighs.

Her breasts swung lower, swaying in response to their motions, nipples tight as bullets. She wanted to touch them so bad, but she didn’t have the upper body strength to keep herself in the right place if she did.

She had to satisfy herself with drooping forward, tagging the tips of her nipples against the sand until they were raw sore. She mooed again as the feeling of fullness increased, a white trickle appearing near the areolae. She was expressing milk!

How could that be? Everything she knew about breastfeeding suggested that this shouldn’t be happening until after birth!

Oh, but that was a foolish thought! She wasn’t a human any more, so trying to measure herself against humans was pointless! She was a cow, and cows produced milk.

She began to squirt as Hygraxus rocked against her, his breathing becoming more husky. “Look at that, you leaking slut,” he grunted. “It’s just like a breeding bitch to get her milk in early. How useful! You can work as a wet nurse until we get you some little bulls of your own to feed!”

She groaned, pressing her breasts against the sand, letting them take up some of her weight. Her arms were just so tired!

Hissing, she cried out as more milk seemed to explode from her nipples. Rivulets of thick cream squirted out from under her copious, fleshy orbs, carving tiny channels through the fine grains of sand.

“There’s so much!” she complained, suddenly feeling the full weight of her udder. “What are you turning me into?”

“I’ve done nothing,” retorted Hygraxus. “I’m simply the catalyst to turn on the latent machinery you’ve been equipped with. Don’t try to back out now. Your body loves this.”

He was right, damn him. She was losing what little control she had, the twin dicks pumping in tandem as they plundered her holes. They were so large, she could barely contain herself, her hips lurching as her muscles clamped around his girth.

Her body was being reduced to a pleasurable puddle in the sand, and she couldn’t stop him, didn’t want to stop him. As he slammed into her, she moved her elbows under her udder to support her breasts. Going limp, she dug her horns into the sand.

Her body shuddered as she climaxed, her moos coming faster and longer as she cried out her pleasure. There was no stopping them—she was filled with joy, filled by him with so much cum!

Her pussy and ass were overflowing, filled to the brim, past the point at which she could contain his volume. She groaned, unhappy at her endurance, displeased with her weakness. She could do better!

Would do better, once she had spent more time with him. A grin grew on her face as she went through all the kinky things she wanted to do with him.

Oh yes, time was something they now had, and she wanted to spend all of it with him. At least, as much as she could without annoying him too much.

She licked her lips, waiting for him to finish. Oh yes, she would be his bitch, all right. She’d make sure he was satisfied. As long as she was around, there would be no wandering eyes, no midnight assignations. He would belong to her, just as much as she belonged to him.

Hygraxus rubbed her ass as he pulled out with a wet pop. “You took that better than I had anticipated,” he remarked, his voice filled with suspicion. “It’s almost as though you’ve practiced.”

Selene laughed, turning as she dropped onto her ass. “I did, but not with someone else. My friend, Dani, introduced me to a wicked pair of panties with twin inflatable plugs. She sent me home with them, and I played with myself until I exploded.”

She sighed, laying back, her breasts jiggling as she gave him a saucy grin. “I think I was already under a demonic influence at the time, but I didn’t pick up on that. It gave me an advanced taste of what it would be like to be filled completely.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m really happy that it worked. It was difficult at first, but once I warmed up, it was no trouble at all.”

Hygraxus snorted. “We should find a supply of these… toys and distribute them to the other heifers. If it would ease their first time, it would be a boon to all cowkind.”

“You should ask Dani,” grimaced Selene. “I left my pair behind when I traveled back to this world. Taking them with me wasn’t exactly at the top of my mind when the bull moon appeared a second time.”

She cocked her head. “Say, what is my rascal of a friend getting up to? She’s a bundle of trouble if you don’t keep track of her.”

Hygraxus snorted, tossing his head. Leaning over, he gathered her up, pulling her thick body against his. “Don’t worry about your friend. My smooth talking brother is investigating her situation. You should focus on me. We’re not yet done with each other.”

“Aren’t we?” she narrowed her eyes. “What else did you have in mind?”

He kissed her cheek. “How about a little swim?” he asked, tickling a hand down her back. “I haven’t yet fulfilled all of my desires.”

Her pussy lurched, arousal tugging at her clit once more. She reached out and grabbed his upper penis, giving it a possessive squeeze. “Oh, is that so? Let’s explore what else you have to give.”

They mashed their lips together in hunger as the two of them slipped into the warm water.


Chapter Five

“How angry do you think she will be when she finds out?” rumbled Dinochran, raising his eyebrows as he rested his head against his hands.

Dani rolled her hips, pressing herself onto the bull’s crotch. “You’re assuming that she will find out. I’ve taken measures to ensure that she never does.”

She stared him down, leaning forward over his chest. “You’re not going to tell her, are you? Are you going to renege on our deal?”

Her attempt at intimidation should have been less effective due to the restrictive bondage outfit she was wearing, but Dinochran blanched anyway.

“And face the wrath of my brother? Are you a fool?” He shook his head. “He will never find out that I made a deal with a witch to locate a suitable candidate for his bride. He’d blow his top!”

Dani shot him a toothy grin, her head held up straight by a tight posture collar. She grunted, shifting her shoulders in the leather armbinder. “Then you fulfill our deal. I become your bondage fuckpuppet, and in return, you give me everything I desire.”

“That was the deal,” grunted Dinochran, shifting on the leather seat. “I rather thought that I was going to be the one in control, but so far, you’ve done everything yourself.”


“That’s the only way I can be assured that I get everything I want,” sighed Dani, her features softening as she bit her lower lip, pushing his dicks into her holes as far as they would go. “I never thought my experiments would lead to this.”

Dinochran sighed, his cocks flexing inside her. “I’m rather glad it did,” he said in his rich voice. “It was rather fortuitous that your friend possessed demon blood, or it wouldn’t have worked out. How did you figure that out?”

“That was the easiest part of the whole plan,” grinned Dani. “After setting up the deal with you, I designed a variant of the summoning ritual so that it would only work for those with demonic affinity. If she was a bog standard human, absolutely nothing would have happened.”

“What was your plan if it didn’t work?” he asked, clasping her hips. “You do recall that if you hadn’t delivered a demon to me, I would have taken you as fair compensation.”

She shook her head, twin tails swishing back and forth. “I wasn’t worried. I grew up with her, and the telltale signs were all there if you knew where to look. Her parents had been circumspect, but they hadn’t been able to hide it entirely.”

She scowled. “Of course, I didn’t count on her coming back to earth after I sent her to your realm. To be fair, it wasn’t a result I could have foreseen. I didn’t think she’d actually do something that stupid.”

Dinochran nodded his head. “So you proceeded to steer her back here, am I right? All is well in the end, so I won’t fault you for that.”

She cooed, her shoulders straining as sweat beaded on her brow. Pushing off with her knees, she began rocking harder, squinting as a droplet ran into her eye. Her breasts jiggled in the latex harness, giving Dinochran a rousing show.

“That’s right, it did turn out fine, because I planned it that way. There were some minor inconveniences, but at least it gave me the opportunity to put my friend through some sex training with the dildo pants. I prepared her for this. The experiment worked.”

Dinochran frowned. “I’m not sure she’d like to hear that she was your experiment.”

Dani shrugged, her eyes glimmering purple from the mystic energy inhabiting her body. “Who cares? It got her what she wanted, didn’t it? If I had done nothing, she would have lived a hollow existence for the next ten, twenty years, working a dead end job and holding out hope for a hero, who would never arrive. What a waste.”

She blew a strand of dyed hair out of her eyes. “Instead, she’s a demon cow, soon to be married to the king, carrying lots and lots of his children. She’ll be a happy breeding slut, which is all she’s ever wanted.” Her face slid into a smirk. “Someday, I’ll show you some of the terrible, lurid fiction she was in the habit of writing.”

“Please, no,” groaned the bull, laying his head back into a cushion.

The custom built furniture forced his hips up in a little arch so that Dani could ride him easier while being bound. A rope was tied from a large ring at the bottom of the armbinder, forcing her arms up and her chest forward. Anyone watching them from afar would think that he was the one in charge, which was just how she liked it.

Anyone who wanted to be the face of power was a fool. The real power behind a throne was that of an advisor, tilting the balance, whispering the words that changed the fate of nations. Just how she liked it.

With Dinochran at her side, she felt confident that she could navigate the web of this court’s intrigues, elevating the demon king to a true player in dimensional politics. Then, she would possess the power she had lacked on earth.

Pity her poor father, who had tried to set her up with some rich oil magnate. She wouldn’t play second fiddle to anyone, not unless she found the arrangement mutually beneficial.

She ground herself forward, leering at the moaning bull. The chains dangling from her harness jingled. “Are you enjoying yourself? I forgot to ask—when will our wedding be?”

The bull visibly paled. “I don’t recall that being a part of the deal.”

“Why not? I’m a fertile earth woman, I’m reasonably attractive and available, and after we’re done here, I’ll be a demon cow, just like all the others. I don’t see any reason why not.”

He gulped, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “You’re just as assertive as ever,” he groaned, his body jolting as she slammed herself into him. “But I never make decisions with my dicks, and I’m not as hasty as my brother. I’d like to have some time to get to know you better before tying any knots that are difficult to remove.”

He nodded his head, as if he was agreeing with himself. “Besides, you might find another bull at court more to your liking. I wouldn’t want to get too involved, just to get sidelined in the end.”

Dani cursed. “You’re just as bad as my friend. Fine, I’ll give you your time, but fair warning—I will pursue you with everything that I have at my disposal.” She gave him a cagey grin. “How about another deal? After you publicly declare our betrothal, every time I fuck you, I summon another human from the mortal realm? I have a group of friends over there who would be very interested in taking a sex vacation to the demon realm. I bet we could convince a lot of them to become cows. Together, we could solve the fertility issue in one fell swoop!”

A flurry of strange expressions flew over Dinochran’s face. “That’s an extremely enticing idea, but I won’t commit to anything until I’ve discussed it with my brother.”

She tossed her head, tugging at her restraints. “Whatever for? You’d have to tell him about the deal you made with me, and then we’d both be in trouble.”

His face clouded. “We’ve already agreed to that. I won’t reveal all of your secrets, but I must alert him to any more summoning we might be planning. His court is on high alert, and if he discovers that we’ve been creating illicit portals, we might be labeled as traitors and then our heads would roll.”

He sighed. “You don’t know this, but it was summoning in secret that got us into this mess in the first place. Now that we’ve found him a mate, I’m not desperate enough to take the same sort of risks without his approval.”

Making an annoyed noise, she stretched herself forward, rubbing her mons against his hairy pubes. “Asking for permission? How boring. Fine, if I can’t convince you, finish me. Fulfill the bargain.”

Eyes hooded, he lifted his back from the seat, revealing the strappy device he had palmed in his hand. “Let’s get this on you, I think you’ve said quite enough.”

She grimaced as he placed a thick red rubber ball in her mouth, wrapping a set of straps over the top of her skull and around her twin ponytails. Linking them together behind her head, he pulled them taut, cinching the buckles closed with deft skill.

Biting down on the ball, she made an unintelligible noise through the gag. “I have my own contacts,” he rumbled. “I know all about your proclivities, and I have done my research on the proper restraints for someone with your kinks.”

He chuckled. “Perhaps you have finally met your match.”

She wiggled her shoulders and eyebrows, but he didn’t relent. She grumbled to herself internally. With her mouth gagged, she couldn’t nudge him with her powers. It served her right for mouthing off, but if you didn’t push, you never got what you wanted out of life.

Perhaps this was for the best. She didn’t want to fall into the trap of relying on her powers for every little thing. The two of them needed to trust each other. Messing with his head would be the fastest way for her to ruin the burgeoning romance she was determined to kindle between them.

Fortunately, he couldn’t very well move away from her in the position he was in, and she could sense that his dicks were very close to exploding. All she needed to do was ride him a little longer, and she didn’t need to say anything to do that.

Determined, she began to work him like a machine, lurching and jerking her ass as she milked at his cocks. This had never failed to work in the past, and she doubted the bull had any particular resistance to this scheme. He would cum, and then they would haggle again. Simple.

Except, this time Dinochran didn’t seem too disturbed by her attempts to speed up an orgasm. He had raised his hands, his breath forming into a deep chant. She recognized the power rising in his eyes, similar to her own. Was he a mage?

Worried now, she slowed down, but it was too late. Power erupted from his fingers, an orange glow that expanded to wrap around her torso, tickling at her breasts. He gave her a knowing grin.

“Dani, witch of Earth, accept this gift of demonkin, as we agreed,” he rumbled, his words licking over her limbs like a warm, rough tongue. “Embrace your true self, and become what you have always wished to be.”

She tilted her head back and groaned as her body suddenly felt too small, her muscles and skin rippling as her internal organs rearranged themselves. There was little pain involved, but she felt so strange. Everything was changing, her muscles twitching, breasts tingling.

The gentle pull against her arms increased as her upper torso widened, making the existing restraints a little too small for her enlarging body. The latex bra creaked as it stretched, doing its best to contain the size of her growing breasts. A second pair was coming in, too, but these simply flopped free, as there was nothing to support them.

Her lower body was changing, too, her hips widening as her belly grew, giving her a chunkier appearance. More like a cow demon.

She could barely sit still as her legs bulged, sudden fur sprouting from her shins. Her toes had fused together, hard material growing in a curved ridge over the top of her feet. She had hooves.

She let out a shattered cry, but it soon turned into a moaning, drawn out moo. Her pussy squirted as she bellowed out her true nature in an exhalation of joy.

His penises jerked in unison as his voice joined hers, the two of them locked together in perfect harmony.

She peaked as she noticed a set of curved horns peeking out from either side of her head. Their weight forced her head lower, but her neck was held firmly in place by the collar, forcing her back to arch.

Slobbering, she mooed again and again, jerking against her restraints as she danced to his tune. Well played, mage. You’ve bested me this time.

She couldn’t be angry at him. This was the way the game was played. Besides, he had consummated his part of the deal, so she had little room to complain. It didn’t matter that it was at a relatively inopportune time for her.

Ambition fulfilled, she stared down at her lover, both of them quivering as pleasure suffused their bodies. The wheels in her mind began turning yet once again. He thought he had won? There was always another goal to strive for.

As a demon heifer, there were so many more options, too! The road to power was long, and fraught with perils, but now she had all the tools she needed.

She grinned internally. He would regret treating her so cavalierly! The next time they butted heads, she would be the one on top—both figuratively and literally!


Epilogue

The golden door to the milking quarters loomed in front of her, the cast figure of a brass bull with enormous horns projecting from the front. As she approached, she crossed her arms and dipped her head in reverence.

The statue was an homage to the great bull kings of the past, their sigils embossed in a half circle above the great bull’s head. The likeness was of the first king, which all subsequent kings claimed their lineage from.

By all accounts, he was a kind king with a firm hand, though so much time had passed since his reign, and so little remained of records from back then, that few knew much about how the old empire operated. Still, this remained as a reminder of their power and wealth, though both had become tenuous lately.

No more. With the help of her and her friend, things were starting to turn around. Unaffected by the fertility curse that had struck the kingdom, she had already birthed a set of beautiful twin heifers, Annabelle and Clarabelle.

The two of them were quite needy, and she spent most of her spare time taking care of them. Even they were not hungry enough to drink all of the copious milk her body was producing, however, which is why it was still necessary to come here and drain off the excess.

This was not a burden, however—it ensured that her milk would not go to waste. Despite the population drop, there were still more babies than one would think that needed nutritious milk, since this world lacked the manufacturing capability to produce a simulacrum.

Milk substitute was a remarkably complicated substance, and even back on earth there were shortages sometimes. Here, it was simply easier to donate one’s milk, like donating blood, ensuring that there would be plenty to go around.

She stepped forward onto a rectangular platform, the cow next to her chuckling as she rubbed a hand over her swollen belly. A crack formed down the center of the bull’s head, the two halves separating, sliding far enough apart for them to enter.

The other cow rested a hand on her shoulder, holding her back. Dani smiled at her, a thick golden ring resting on her upper lip. “This is my first time coming here,” she confessed, jiggling her swollen udder. “Unlike you, my milk came in late, but I’ve finally been assigned a session. I must admit I’m a bit nervous. Is there anything I should know?”

“You? Nervous? I don’t believe it,” chuckled Selene, taking her arm. “Come, walk with me. I’ll show you how to attach the harness and get yourself secured for milking.”

Her hooves clopped over the wooden floor as they moved deeper into the complex, passing through a long, arched tunnel. She glanced at Dani’s udder, which was bound tight against her chest by a quadruple cup bra that kept gravity from jiggling her breasts around too much. “I guess I was under the mistaken impression that you’ve been here before. Your udder certainly looks engorged enough.”

Dani sighed, stretching her shoulders. “I know. Dinochran has been making comments that I should go for a week, but I kept putting him off until we had sex and I ended up squirting milk all over him. That was the final straw. He wouldn’t allow me to delay any longer, even though we’re in the middle of finalizing our plans to bring over more participants for the program.”

They both proceeded into an atrium with a wide, glass window at the top. Sunlight bathed over a multitude of pathways that led through a miniature garden, where heifers relaxed with their tops off, free of any fear that they would be accosted by bulls.

It was an idyllic place, meant for cows who were preparing or had finished with their milking sessions. No others were allowed besides the attendants, who took care of the visitors, bringing cool drinks and snacks while they rested up.

Dani stopped and looked around, a curious look on her face. “This seems relaxing. It’s almost like a day spa. Why didn’t anybody tell me about this before?”

“It’s a perk of being a milking cow,” shrugged Selene. “It’s not a secret, per se, but it’s a reward for being bound and forcibly milked for an hour. Duty, pleasure, then relaxation.”

She gave her friend a coy smile. “Guess who suggested this idea after going through a few sessions herself? These gardens are such a delight, and they weren’t using any of it!”

Dani frowned. “Are you telling me this was even worse before you got involved?”

Selene tossed her head. “Unfortunately, yes. I told Hygraxus in no uncertain terms that we should be treating our milkers better after I realized just how barbaric the process actually is. Yes, it can be quite arousing, but a woman needs special care to soothe her physical pains after being brutally pleasured. We’re literally the future of this nation, and we should be treated as such.”

“I like the sound of the brutal part,” Dani said, squeezing her arms around her chest and shivering. “When do we get to that?”

“Masochist,” accused Selene, prodding her in the ribs.

Dani hooded her eyes. “Don’t tease me with a good time,” she riposted, squeezing her thighs together. “You know I like it rough.”

“You don’t have to tell me. It’s your fault I’m such a bondage slut,” sighed Selene. She frowned. “I suppose I should blame Hygraxus for some of that, too. He’s a wizard with ropes.”

“Really?” asked Dani, sounding extremely interested. “That’s a hidden talent I wasn’t aware of. Could you help convince him to give Dinochran some lessons? His brother hasn’t learned how to tie me up properly. So far, I’ve always been able to struggle free.”

“Done,” confirmed Selene, steering her friend to the left. “Now, up ahead are the changing stalls. We should be able to get ourselves dressed and go in together.”

They crossed over a small canal and through a stone gateway, flanked on either side by two bronze statues of heifers, their enormous breasts spilling over their pregnant bellies.

“The culture has been changing since we arrived here,” remarked Dani. “I recall a time when everybody would wander around nude, but now that I introduced leather and latex, they can’t seem to get enough of it.”

“It’s become somewhat of a status symbol,” groaned Selene. “Have you seen the colored bells on their collars? They’re using them as markers of status. Importing that sort of thing from the human world can be expensive—there aren’t that many mages out there who can even open a stable portal. Someone has found a way to profit from this, and I intend to find out who.”

“I don’t notice you wearing a collar,” Dani said, raising an eyebrow. “Are you intending on avoiding this trend?”

“Unlike them, I don’t need to advertise my status,” sniffed Selene. “Besides, I refuse to wear the wretched things when I’m in public. They make me look like a slave.”

Dani smirked, but said nothing, glancing down at the golden collar wrapped around her neck. When she looked back up, she was stone faced. “Don’t ask. I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I was only going to say that you look cute in it,” sighed Selene, shaking her head.

She knew better than to press further. Her friend’s relationship with Dinochran was adversarial, but the two of them seemed to get along most of the time, if the wild sex they were constantly having was anything to go by.

They had arrived at the changing area, a long room with a series of built-in stalls. A mirror ran along the wall, removing any sense of privacy.

Selene gestured at the mirror, where several of the women inside the stalls were visible. “This might seem invasive, but we treat this area like a locker room. We must know what everyone in here is doing, as when you’ve finished putting on the restraints, you’re effectively helpless.”

Dani breathed harder as her eyes locked onto a woman dressed in a dark purple straitjacket and hobble skirt. Her arms were locked together in front of her, framing the large holes built into the chest area which exposed her enormous breasts.

A molded rubber hood hid her head, holes punched through it to allow space for her intricate horns. A bell was locked around her throat, ringing as she moaned in anticipation.

Her friend moved towards the stall to examine the woman further, but an attendant stepped in. “Best not to get involved with that one, friend,” the heifer warned, crossing her arms over her oversized udder. “Ever since she broke down, she's been a lascivious beast, completely insatiable. We don’t want to encourage this behavior, so she’s bound very strictly during milking sessions.”

“Ah. Well, I don’t want to disturb her, I was just interested in her outfit,” explained Dani.

The attendant grinned. “That won’t be a problem. You’re new here, aren’t you?”

Dani nodded, and Selene could almost swear she could see her friend’s mind working.

A cagey look appeared on her face. “What would it take to give one of those outfits a try?”

The attendant appeared unruffled. “Not much. What you’re seeing there is a grade four milking harness, used for cows that like to be controlled during milking. We used to only have three grades, using ropes to bind those who wanted it, but we came up with more variations once certain trade routes were opened to the human realm and demand climbed.”

She gave Dani a little curtsy. “Much of these interesting outfits were created due to your influence, Mistress. We owe you a debt of gratitude we can’t repay.”

Dani flicked her fingers, making a little giggle. “I’m sure you could have come up with something similar, given time and access to the human realm.”

The attendant looked like she wanted to say more, but Dani was pushing on. “Do you have a set I can try?” she asked, looking around. “I can see a couple of free stalls down the line, would those be appropriate?”

“Yes, any of those will do.” She looked at Selene with concern. “We don’t have anything specifically for royalty here, your highness. We treat everyone with equal respect in the parlor.”

Selene blushed, feeling embarrassed. “Not at all. In fact, why don’t you show me what these grade four restraints are all about? I’m kind of curious to see what they will feel like.”

Dani held out a hand. “Are you certain? Being bound in rubber can be pretty intense.”

“Like having all of your holes filled by a pair of dildo panties?” retorted Selene. “I know that this is different than that, but it looks like fun. Besides, I’ve already worn the lower grades, and I’m interested in spicing things up a little. I’ve been thinking about doing this for a while, and with you here, it seems like the right time to take the plunge.”

“You’re even kinkier than I thought,” muttered Dani, but a smile was tugging at her face. “Fine, I admit I’m curious to see what you’ll look like done up in a straitjacket.”

“Well then, choose a stall, and I’ll call up some more attendants,” replied the demon cow, giving the two of them a small bow. “I have my hands full with this one, but I’ll see you all at the milking parlor!”

Selene rested her hands on Dani’s shoulders, steering her towards a stall a few units down. “I won’t be able to be with you while you dress, but I’ll be in the stall next to you.”

Dani gave her a smirk. “That’s cute. When did our roles reverse? Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine. I’m used to this sort of thing.”

Selene squeezed her shoulder. “Don’t be dismissive. Despite our past history, I’m the one who has the most experience with milking. Feel free to rely upon me if you have any questions.”

Her friend tilted her head, showing off her long horns. Grabbing at her udder, she gave a pair of her enormous breasts a hefty squeeze. “I appreciate your concern, but at this point, I just want to be bound and milked. The pads I inserted into my cups are positively soaking, and if I don’t do something soon, I’m going to start leaking all over the floor!”

“Hmm, is that so? You didn’t pre-milk?”

Dani frowned. “What are you talking about?”

“Ah ha!” grinned Selene. “Miss know-it-all is already being caught out!”

Her friend sighed, wide nostrils flaring. “Just tell me. I don’t need to be patronized right now, I’m feeling on edge.”

“Sorry,” apologized Selene. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. It’s not that complicated, really—whenever the pressure starts to get too much to handle, simply play with yourself. The milk should come naturally, and it shouldn’t be too difficult to clean up. Yes, it’s a waste, but sometimes you just need a couple of hours before you can come here to deal with it properly.”

“I’ll remember that,” blinked Dani, her brown eyes growing wide. “I think we had better cut out the chit chat, or I’m really going to start leaking.”

She hobbled over to her stall, a cow attendant winking at Selene with her arms full of glossy latex as she followed her friend inside. She admired Dani’s thick ass as her mottled tail flicked over her bleached, white skin, finally settling on a large, black spot on her thigh.

Her skin had changed as well, settling on a warm, tawny color that matched the tufts of fur that had sprouted from her ankles. The rest of her hair had followed suit, which was a little disconcerting.

Thankfully, she had been spared from receiving even more hair. She rather liked the look of her smooth skin, and she didn’t want to have to shave herself all the time!

Crossing over into her own stall, she grinned to herself, thinking back to how disconcerted her friend had looked when she had realized she was unable to contain her milk. The discomfort she was facing now could easily have been remedied if she had reached out sooner, but of course she just had to be so self reliant that she inadvertently made things ten times worse for herself!

A tinkling sound drew her attention, and she turned around, nodding at the attendant who had arrived with another grade four milking outfit. Her eyes were soft, a light blue, her hair drawn into a wispy, upturned ponytail, a shock of brown hair running down her back.

The collar at her neck marked her as belonging to one of the lower houses, and she tilted her head down in deference as she approached. Selene clapped her hands, smiling as the cow looked up in surprise.

“None of that,” she said boldly. “I didn’t come from royalty, and we’re all here to be milked. There’s no need to treat me any differently than your other patrons.”

“Let her do her job as she likes,” interrupted Dani from over the wall. “You’ll only slow her down if you confuse her!”

The cow’s demon’s pointed ears fluttered, and she made a cute little blush. This was soon replaced with professionalism, her delicate hands moving quickly to split out the various elements of the milking outfit.

Selene’s smile wavered as she took in the glossy material and thick straps. This was going to be rather an adventure. With her friend doing this along with her, however, she didn’t want to show any weakness.

She couldn’t back down. She would show Dani that she had the strength to match anything she could do.

It was a rather silly competition, but there it was.

Unclasping her bra, she examined the thought further. No, it wasn’t silly. In the last few weeks, Hygraxus had been hinting that he wanted to try something a little more hardcore, but she had been putting him off. This would be good practice for her, and might allow her to open herself up to some of his more… adventurous ideas surrounding bondage based sex.

She supposed that was the larger driving factor—she wanted to please her husband, far more than she cared about one upping her friend. That’s why she didn’t blink twice as the attendant spread out the hobble skirt on the stool next to her, revealing the rounded open panel in the back that would allow others access to her sex if she bent over.

She gulped, taking off her skirt and panties as the attendant handed the rubber skirt to her. The band around the top was suitably elastic, making it easy to pull up and over her legs until it settled tightly about her hips.

It seemed rather easy to wear, but the attendant knelt, scooting around behind her. “This will seem rather tight, at first,” she warned in a demure voice. “Give it some time. You will adjust.”

Grabbing the ends of the rubber skirt around her upper thighs, the attendant yanked them together and hooked them into a zipper. She then proceeded to pull it all the way down, forcing her legs together until her hooves touched at the heels.

She tried to shuffle backwards, but the latex didn’t yield very much. Selene grunted, realizing that she wouldn’t be able to do much more than waddle at this rate. And this was only the beginning! What else lay in store?

The attendant returned with a large, red straightjacket, the arms wobbling in her hands. The ends terminated in large, black rubber gauntlets, molded in the shape of large hooves. Once bound onto her upper torso, she’d be turned into a literal animal. How exciting!

There was a large cutout for her udder, with rubber flanges around the edges to softly cup her breasts and keep them upright for milking. She suspected she knew what was going on top of that, but she’d just have to wait and see.

Holding her arms out, she waited patiently as the attendant opened the back of the jacket, whipping it open to reveal two dark arm holes. “How are you doing over there?” she asked her friend, flexing her fingers as they bounced against the rubbery sides of the tight tunnels.

“About how I expected so far,” grunted Dani, desire threading through her low voice. “They’re not messing around with this costume—we won’t be able to do anything ourselves once it’s cinched up tight.”

“That’s rather the point,” chuckled Selene, holding her fingers together as her hands dropped into the rubber mitts.

The attendant tugged on the exterior, ensuring that they were in the right spot before she produced a set of thick straps to wrap around her wrists, buckling them into place. It would be nigh impossible to remove them herself, removing practically all of her dexterity.

She couldn’t walk, she couldn’t touch—she could only feel.

The implication roused her pussy, a wet trickle leaking from her inner lips. It was a shame she hadn’t been locked into a pair of dildo panties, but that would prevent them from teasing her sex during the milking, which was rather the point of all this.

The attendant arranged her arms behind her, attaching the wrist straps together with a small lock. Being bound in this way forced her chest forward, which would facilitate the next step.

The cow took this opportunity to give her a wide grin, leaning over to lock her lips around one of Selene’s swollen breasts. She grunted, giving the woman a low moo as she suckled at the nipple, drinking a portion of the milk that was screaming to be set free.

“You did say I should give you the normal service,” murmured the cow, swapping to her other breast shamelessly.

The attendant jerked her head up, watching with those blue eyes as she ran her tongue around in a tight circle. What a delightful woman! She’d have to commend her performance after the milking was over!

Mooing loud, she tugged at her restraints as joy suffused her core. “Stop that,” she exhaled. “I can’t afford to squirt all over the floor.”

“Can’t you?” chuckled the attendant, giving her a dark look. “I’m the one in charge here. I can do whatever I want, as long as I deal with the consequences.”

Selene mooed in protest as the woman gave her lower breasts a sharp tug, but she was just reminding her of the situation she was in. Bound, at her mercy. As it should be.

Done with the teasing, she produced a large harness with a flexible panel containing four cutouts to contain Selene’s breasts. Large cups were integrated into the panel, leaving room to contain her breast flesh as the entire device was pulled tight behind her back.

Groaning, she arched her back as the attendant tugged on the straps, making sure that each section was properly fitted into place and was air tight. This would be important once suction was applied, but for now, the domed enclosures squeezed her flesh, driving her crazy with anticipation.

Small amounts of milk trickled from her nipples, gathering in the bottom of the cups. This was not a big problem, as nothing could leak out. She could feel the warmth of her fluid sloshing back and forth with every move she made, making her feel deliciously engorged.

“How does it feel?” she gasped, wondering whether Dani had been secured in a similar way. “Doesn’t it make you want to scream in delight?”

Dani made an aggravated noise, but otherwise said nothing. She must have already been hooded and collared, making her blind and dumb. It was her turn next. She shivered, rubbing her thighs together as the attendant lifted up a rubber cow mask.

It was greatly exaggerated, meant to reshape her face into that of an earth based cow. They had probably acquired it from earth, too. She had no idea what that supply line looked like, despite the efforts she had made to find out. Someone was keeping secrets from her—how gauche.

She couldn’t argue with the result, however. Once the mask had been applied, a panel gag could be inserted, making her unintelligible. Her body would be completely under their control.

A terrible thought flew through her mind—had her husband anticipated this experiment of hers, providing these extra supplies on purpose? No, that was impossible. Her husband was many things, but malevolent, he was not.

His brother, though. She could believe it of him, oh yes, and he would love to take Dani down a peg or two.

Her worry immediately grew, but it was far too late to do anything about it. The edge of the latex mask was already being stretched over her skull to fit her horns through the provided cut outs. It was soon drawn down, down, down, until it encompassed her entire head in slick tightness, everything turning black.

Snaps popped, and she could suddenly see again, the attendant working to get the rear of the hood zipped shut around the nape of her neck. “How many cows usually get milked at grade four?” she asked abruptly, her voice muffled by the mask.

The attendant gave her a devilish grin, slipping a black mass into the mouth hole, twisting to lock it into place. She gurgled around a bulbous dick, frowning as she hissed her frustration through the openings for her nostrils.

“Milking cows don’t ask questions,” the attendant said strictly, turning to retrieve another object. She made a noise as she spotted the thick collar in the demon’s hands, but it was useless. She could pull back, but where would she go? She was at her mercy.

The cow wrapped the metal collar around her neck, a solid click sounding from somewhere in the rear. A leash was attached to a solid ring of metal that extended from the front of the collar, and the woman gave it a short tug. “Come, cow, let me show you what’s in store for you.”

The attendant braced a hand on her shoulder as she guided her forward. Selene was grateful for the support, as her body didn’t seem to be working the way she had expected. Her field of view was limited through the mask, and she could only make mincing movements in this dress.

She could navigate, given enough time, but she wouldn’t be anything more than slow. The possibility of escape at this juncture was nil.

That made her arousal shoot through the roof, and she began to sweat, her pussy trembling as she imagined all sorts of sexy scenarios.

She was steered into a turn out of the stall, shifting motion on her left drawing her attention. A second cow was next to her, wobbling as her legs pulled against the thick rubber of her hobble skirt.

Another cow had been brought on, dressed in dark, purple rubber. In all other ways, they were indistinguishable, faces hidden under tight masks, collars and chains tugging them forward as they rubbed their thighs together in delight.

She shuffled closer to the cow, wanting to tease her by bumping hips, but she paused and frowned as she glanced at the mirror. She was startled to see a third cow flanking her on the right, making her uncertain of her original assumption. Which one was Dani, and which was the cow they had seen earlier?

The attendants tugged at their chains, forcing them back into line. “Shh, bessies, calm down,” ordered the one who had taken care of her. “Nobody gets special treatment here, as you requested.”

Selene rolled her eyes, but it was true. She had asked for this.

She chewed on the gag, moving forward slowly, following the chain that was directing her with constant pressure. The milking parlor wasn’t far away, but in this getup, the trip was going to be torturous.

The attendants halted them at the exit, approaching with blindfolds. Selene made a noise in protest, but she was ignored, a black, rubber pad being snapped over the top of her mask.

Her breath rushed in her ears, her pulse throbbing at her throat as the chain went taut again. Without any visual cues, keeping her balance was far more difficult, forcing her to use all of her mental acuity to avoid falling forward.

She ran through the route in her head. It was a straight shot down a short ramp onto an elevated walkway above the milking stalls, giving the cows below a good view of any newcomers.

Usually, this was a good place from which to get a nice view of everyone being milked, but this time she wasn’t going to see anything at all. Worse, the spiral ramp at the end of the walkway would be impossible to navigate without help.

There was nothing she could do about that but to keep moving forward, leaning back against the chain as she took one step after another, tilting her hooves downward as they crossed onto the first ramp.

A muffled cry came from her left, followed by a rustle of activity. Was that her friend who had stumbled? She had no way of knowing.

A hushed breath whispered in her ear as the chain at her neck clanked. “Don’t worry, she’s okay,” huffed the attendant. “She’ll need a moment to calm down, though. We expected some of you to have trouble with your first time, so we’re going slower than usual.”

A hand slipped into the hole in the rear of her skirt, tickling at her butt. “Amusingly, the only one of you not having issues is the one who struggled the most with her first milking.”

Selene frowned to herself, jumping as the hand slipped into the crack of her ass, the finger moving forward until the tip of the attendant’s nail touched her inner lips. She moaned, straightening her neck as her shoulders twitched, desire wending its way up her spine.

“Sensitive, aren’t you,” murmured the attendant. “I wish we were allowed to use toys on you, but we have special directions.”

Selene shook her head, groaning into the gag. “Oh yes,” continued the demon cow. “This isn’t going to be your normal milking session, no matter what you requested of us.”

She laughed. “How could that possibly be the case, when the two most important cows at court are being milked together?”

She removed her hand, tickling her fingers up Selene’s back. “As directed, we’re going to tease you until you get milked, and then the fun will be up to them. Until then, try to comport yourself like Roxy—she’s had a lot of experience with grade four milking.”

The hand disappeared, the chain tightening again, leading her onward. She strained with her legs, stretching at the latex as she inched her way forwards, the ground straightening out as they entered the suspended catwalk.

Her mind whirled as questions darted through her head. Roxy? Did that mean that it was her former roommate Roxanne who was calmly trotting down the catwalk next to her? No, that was impossible.

They had taken the huntress captive after the little dustup at court, but she couldn’t imagine such a strong willed woman agreeing to become a milking cow.

She had convinced the king to ban any cruel and unusual measures for such conversions, so unless the woman had possessed some kind of deep seated desire to experience life as a cow, she just couldn’t see it happening.

Someone so deep into a demon hunting organization should have put up a tremendous fight. What had caused her to give in?

She suddenly wanted to talk to the woman and explore her rationale. If she had done this under duress, she would have a couple of choice words for the king!

With the strict gag in her mouth, that wasn’t happening right now, though, and she doubted she’d have much mental energy to worry about such things once the milking started.

Her body was already swollen with milk. The touch of the attendant had set off a low boiling flame within her that needed to be satisfied, lest she explode with unrequited pleasure.

Fortunately, she had to concentrate on her balance, forcing her arousal to take a back seat as she dealt with practical matters. The walkway was suspended from a multitude of cables, which gave it stiffness, but there was still a bit of sway with each step that could easily throw her off without visual references.

The attendant allowed her to slow further, though this was a double edged sword. Yes, that meant she could make progress with confidence, but the lowing of the cows being milked below was spurring her on. She wanted to be down there with them, getting her enormous mammaries pumped. The longer she took up here, the worse her neediness was going to get.

The humming, sucking sound of pumps filled the air, hissing clicks and mooing caressing her as she took dainty steps. Her breasts bobbed in the harness, warm milk sloshing as she marched ever closer to the machines that would give her satisfaction.

Her frame of mind flipped as heat blossomed in her pussy. An ongoing tickle of pleasure worked her interior, bringing her arousal up to a delightful level. With every step, the latex outfit caressed her, tugged at her skin, rubbing at it with tickling sensations that brought every little move into stark relief.

She was literally being edged just by moving, and it was the most glorious state she had achieved yet. She wished this could last forever.

If this was what Roxanne had experienced every day in her grade four milking suit, it was no wonder she had broken. It was a unique experience, one she never could have imagined until being bound in this outfit. It was no wonder her friend gushed so much about latex!

The full body caress was giving her indescribable pleasure, but everything had to come to an end eventually. With her, this came when they arrived at the ramp, her focus returning to foot placement.

While the bridge had been unusual, she had quickly adapted to the sway, but here, the sloping turn was too much to enjoy. Her brain hummed as she started to come up with new ideas. Maybe we could put together a series of long routes through which cows could simply be marched until their nipples explode with delight?

Slobbering through her gag, a wide grin took over her face. Dani would surely be willing to help her brainstorm more possibilities after they had finished their milking session. She was extremely eager to find out how her friend was reacting to all this.

It was really impossible for her to know, as the sound from the milking cows was masking the creaking sounds of their rubber outfits. They had to implicitly trust that the attendants knew what they were doing.

Which, to be fair, they were doing a good job. Part of that might have something to do with how Selene had advocated for them once she had seen their appalling working conditions.

This had turned into a rather large argument with the king, where she had convinced him that they must put more resources into milking and caretaking. Their future generation was the lifeblood of the country, and what little remained of their future must be treated with care and respect.

There hadn’t been a good counter argument, and the king had moved quite quickly to ensure that they were given everything they had requested. She had to give him credit for that.

There was always the possibility that there remained some disgruntled elements, however, which allowed room for disquiet in the back of her mind. These indistinct thoughts silenced when her blindfold was finally removed.

They were facing a large bay she had never seen used before, surrounded on all sides by raised platforms where cows were tied to racks of metal bars. Their foreheads pressed into cushions, necks locked into metal collars that allowed their udders to fall free, their hands strapped behind them.

As the pumps worked, milk spurted from their breasts into a series of plastic tubes, being collected into tanks mounted on the floor in front of them. From there, a series of pipes led along the floor to the far side of the room, beyond which there was a set of large tanks.

Somewhere else within the complex, there was a dispensary, where needy mothers would gather to receive their daily rations. If desired, they could use the provided feeding facilities before they left, a comfortable chamber where volunteer nursemaids were on hand to assist, if necessary.

The operation was industrial in scale, requiring technology that didn’t exist in this reality. The king had spared no expense while importing the equipment and expertise over the years, though this had been challenged by the need to use cutouts and intermediaries.

It was all rather complicated and over her head, but the result was magnificent. None of this was what she was looking at now, however.

The open area had been filled with a series of rubber harnesses dangling from the ceiling, with a block in the center where various tubing and equipment had been situated.

It didn’t take a genius to recognize what this was for—it was a milking setup complete with sex harnesses, so that women could be used at the same time they were being pumped.

This was highly unusual. Normally, bulls wouldn’t be allowed anywhere near the milking operation. This was considered a sacred area for heifers, and everyone else was strictly prohibited.

Was this a one time thing due to her presence, or were they considering relaxing some of their policies? She wasn’t certain whether she liked that idea—this was supposed to be a place where heifers could be themselves, a stress free environment built for relaxation.

Not that her opinion was going to matter for the moment, as she was being led toward one of the harnesses by an attendant. She made a frustrated noise, but she couldn’t move her hands, and her chest was becoming unmanageable. She needed to be hooked up to a pump, immediately, and any further protests would only delay the inevitable.

Her upper body was forced into the bondage device, straps strung under her shoulders and above her breasts. A belt was fastened around her waist, more straps being attached to integrated rings. This was soon followed by a padded restraint that ran under her udder, buckles tightened across her back as more strips were added to turn the suspension device into a full harness.

The attendant waved her hand, and vertical lift was applied, raising her hindquarters from the ground and tipping her forward. This positioned her right in front of a mirror angled at a forty five degree angle, giving her a wide view of the entire area.

The other attendants were working on the other bound cows, strapping them into similar harnesses. She watched with curiosity as cuffs were attached to her ankles, more straps being hooked to both sides via dangling metallic rings.

This was soon followed by an inexorable pressure lifting her legs apart until they were tilted just so, exposing her ass for inspection by anyone passing by.

Suspended in midair, she could do little but moan into her gag, feeling the heat as her body became ultra aroused. If a bull appeared right now to fuck her, she wouldn’t blink twice, but the attendant weren’t finished hooking her up.

The cow demon lifted a set of plastic tubing from the floor, the tips capped with silver cylinders. These looked similar to what would be used on an earth cow’s udder, but the attachment points were a little different.

She slipped the ends over the pointy tips sticking out from Selene’s milking harness, twisting them until they clicked into place. As she let go, Selene could feel the weight of them as they sagged towards the floor. It was another reminder of what was going to happen to her next.

This part of the process never failed to turbocharge her arousal, but when placed on top of the strict bondage, she found herself in almost another world. She had been missing so much, and couldn’t wait to talk about this experience with Dani.

Wiggling in her restraints, she let out a long breath, feeling pleasantly bound. The pumps should start up soon, carrying away her copious milk, and then the pleasure could truly begin.

Only—the attendant wasn’t stepping away. What else were they planning for her?

Moving behind her back, the cow demon unstrapped her arms, which immediately made her feel a little disappointed. What was the point of all this work if they were simply going to undo it all?

The attendant gave her exposed ass a smack. “Calm down, cow, you can try out being milked in a fully bound position another time. We’re only doing as ordered, and you should enjoy this just as much.”

Selene creased her brows as her entire body was lowered towards the ground. When the tips of the rubber hoof gloves rubbed at the sandy floor, the movement stopped. In this position, her feet were almost touching the ground as well, but she had no purchase. No matter how much she moved her limbs, she could do nothing other than wiggle. It was a brutally diabolical position to be in.

The other cows seemed to agree, wobbling back and forth as they tested out their bonds. The attendant folded her arms under her breasts, studying Selene with a critical gaze.

After a moment, she nodded firmly, satisfied with their predicament. “That will do. Occupy yourself for a few minutes, cow. The others will arrive soon, and then the milking can begin.”

A few minutes? Surely she was jesting. She needed to be pumped immediately!

She groaned as her attendant met up with the others, chatting among themselves as they exited off to the side, their latex hotpants winking as they trotted away.

Curse them! Couldn’t they see that they were needy sluts that needed servicing?

She moved her limbs uselessly, swaying back and forth in the hopes that her harnesses would slip a little, giving her some stimulation. The other cows must have had a similar idea, as she could hear their muffled cries as they pawed at the ground.

It was a nice try, but it wasn’t really working. She croaked, giving up for the moment as wetness streaked down her thigh. She would have to treat this like training. Surely, they meant to give her what she needed, if only she was patient.

Patient, patience. Ugh.

It was all well and good to think it, but it was in sorely short supply. As the demon matriarch, she was used to getting her way in most things, even if the king forced her to back down sometimes when her ideas were blatantly wrong.

That she was forced to hang here for an indefinite period of time smacked of his doing. The cheeky bastard.

She groaned to herself as the sound of clopping hooves drew her attention back to the mirror. Sure enough, a small group of three bulls was approaching, with Hygraxus in the lead.

She recognized Dinochran next to him, which sealed the deal. Of course it was his doing! She would need to have a long heart to heart with Dani after all this was over!

The third bull, she didn’t recognize, but based on his horn arrangement and decorations on his vest, he was possibly a high ranking general in the armed forces. A distinguished gentleman, he rested one hand inside his vest as he approached, frowning at Hygraxus.

“See, Tormand?” grinned the bull king. “They’ve all been prepared, just as I asked. They never expected this to happen because the parlor is a sanctuary for them.” He smirked. “However, nothing is inviolate. I made a deal with the Head Mistress to allow us access as a personal favor to me, on account that it is my wife’s birthday.”

Birthday? Was it her birthday?

She had spent so much time in the demon realm that she had rather lost track. If she hadn’t remembered, how did he know?

“I’m still not sure I agree with this,” replied the bull named Tormand, “but I couldn’t turn down the chance to see my favorite cow.”

The woman dressed in deep purple latex began to wiggle more wildly, making a strange squealing noise, while the cow in black didn’t appear to react at all.

That made perfect sense. If her guess was correct, the one in purple was Roxanne. But how had she met this Tormand, and how long had she known him?

The bull ambled over to the bound cow and gave her a sharp slap on the ass. She squealed into the gag, her body vibrating. Her feet scrabbled against the ground as she tried to push herself into him, but her body simply swayed in the restraints.

“She seems suitably eager,” he observed. “Has she been milked yet?”

“No, they’ve been kept as is until we arrive.”

The bull grunted, leaning over to examine the harness attached to her breasts. Wrapping a hand over one of the solid domes, he flicked another with a finger. She jerked, rewarding him with a low moo.

“It seems pretty advanced,” he remarked. “I’m impressed. How long have these been in production?”

“We began with a prototype shortly after we discovered the curse,” explained Hygraxus. “We’ve been working on the design since then, with input from our cows to improve the fit, comfort, and pleasure induced while milking.”

The bull chuckled. “I’m sure the cows were appreciative of that. How’s our stock of milk supplies looking?”

Dinochran cleared his throat. “We’re still a little low, but it seems to be stabilizing. If we acquire a few more cows, we might be able to turn it around.”

Hygraxus raised an eyebrow. “I still haven’t agreed to your plan. Convincing more earthers to emigrate to our realm is going to create a whole new set of problems for us to deal with.”

Dinochran shrugged. “If we don’t do something soon, our population will collapse, and then our situation will be critical. You’re going to have to pick your poison.”

The demon king waved his hands. “Yes, I know,” he said testily. “I just want to spend more time thinking through our options before I commit to a path.” He snorted. “It’s hard to know where some of your plans originate. You spend much of your time plotting with your wife. The two of you are thick as thieves, creating all sorts of trouble.”

Dinochan looked obstinate. “If it wasn’t for our plans, we would have died out ages ago,” he retorted. “Sire, I understand your reluctance, but the situation is becoming dire. We need to act soon.”

Hygraxus growled, but she could tell that he agreed with his brother. He had already told her in private that he didn’t see another option.

In her opinion, it was the only logical choice. Bringing in fresh blood was the only way to break the curse permanently. She had to admit that she liked the idea of helping more kinky women discover the joy of becoming bondage cows.

He raised his hands, shaking off his annoyance. “Let’s table the discussion until tomorrow. Today is meant to be a celebration! Come, let us have fun driving our lovers crazy.”

Selene gurgled, skeptical at what he was suggesting. She was already feeling crazy enough, thank you very much!

Hygraxus stepped up to her, caressing her side. “The attendants did a good job. I will make sure to commend them to the Head Mistress.”

He slid his hand around, stroking her latex coated belly. “Soft, stretchy, and glossy. I love seeing your fit form bound tightly,” he whispered, his words tickling at her ears.

He leaned over, stroking up towards her breasts, which were restrained in the milking device. Wrapping his hands over the molded domes, he pressed in, forcing the cups against her body. She moaned, straining against the straps.

“I’m going to put another baby in that beautiful body of yours,” he whispered. “Our daughters need more playmates. Many playmates.”

“Hygraxus?” broke in Tormand with a raised voice. “I hate to interrupt you, but I’m a little lost here. I don’t mind spending some time teasing my cow, but should we be doing anything in particular?”

Hygraxus straightened up and made a hearty laugh. “Tease her all you like, there’s only one way this is going to end. They’re going to be bred.” He wrapped a hand around Selene’s neck. “I do have a bit of a surprise before we begin, however.”

“It took time and a lot of digging, but we finally made contact with a demoness who was willing to help. She’s still in the middle of putting her empire back together after a long struggle with malicious malefactors, but she assigned some of her staff to do the necessary research.”

He looked down into the mirror, seeking out her eyes. “My dear, they’ve been found.”

She made a gurgling noise through the mask, not understanding what he meant. Who was found? What did he mean? It was all rather vague.

He frowned at her non-reaction. “Your parents. I’ve located them.”

Selene froze. They were alive? If so, how could they have deserted her for so long?

She made a noise of distress, shaking her head. He rested a solid hand on her back, calming her down. “Hush, dear. Yes, I know, it was a surprise to me as well. Apparently they had been forced into captivity, working for a demoness named Alish’tan. Once she was captured, they were remanded into Raemonica’s care, and are currently working as accountants at Her court.”

A bizarre mixture of emotions fluttered in her heart, but eventually, excitement won out, and she made a little cry, lifting her head as far as she could. “Yes, it’s true,” confirmed Hygraxus. “I’ve already arranged for you to meet with them later, as my birthday gift to you, but first you’re going to get serviced and pumped, at my pleasure.”

He gave her ass an idle slap. “Incidentally, that’s the reason why you were able to travel via the Tether. Your parents are confirmed demonkin, which means that you have demon blood flowing through your veins. That’s why your transformation was so quick and final—your bloodline was vying to take its rightful place.”

He moved his body behind hers. “Dani, unfortunately, is quite mortal, so there’s no way she can go back, but she hasn’t expressed an interest in doing so, has she, brother?”

Dinochran tossed his horns. “No, she’s perfectly happy with our arrangement,” he grinned. “Though sometimes she wishes she has more control than she actually does.” He grabbed at her ass, causing Dani’s body to twist and writhe.

Lining himself up, he casually undid his loincloth, revealing his erect dicks. Grasping the swollen cocks in his fist, he rubbed the tips over Dani’s snatch with a practiced flick of the wrist.

Her friend trembled, holding her breath as she readied herself. Dinochran didn’t tease her for long, inserting both of his dicks with evident ease. Dani moaned into the gag as she took him without trouble.

How much practice had Dani been doing to achieve that? Maybe she still had more to learn—it always took her some time to work her way back up whenever Hygraxus decided to give her both barrels.

She smirked to herself, pleased for once that she was masked. Nobody else could see the various array of emotions running across her face—desperation, fear, and embarrassment at being publicly milked.

It was all silly stuff, of course. The others were probably feeling just like her, but once they were claimed by their bulls, all of the extra fluff would burn away, leaving behind the raw mechanics of pleasure.

Her udder jolted as a familiar hiss and pop sounded from somewhere off to one side, a tugging sensation suddenly appearing at one of her nipples. This soon alternated to another, then another, in a completely random order. The pumps had started!

The milk that had collected up to this point began to drain, being hungrily gulped down the plastic tubing, carried away into the silvery tanks beyond. Built-in rollers around the sides of the cups clamped onto her breasts, slowly compressing her flesh as her nipples were sucked into the tips, extracting the milk with inexorable pressure.

Pop, hiss, tug, squeeze, spurt.

The pleasure of settling into this familiar rhythm stroked her mind. She sighed as the harness jerked and rattled against her, forcing her body to adapt to its presence. She was being treated like a four cylinder engine, but instead of producing power, she was producing milk. Oh so much milk!

While she was distracted with this, Hygraxus joined in on the mayhem, ramming his crotch into her exposed butt. Her eyes crossed as his dicks split, one of them being pushed up, the other down, until the full length of her ass crack was filled with his presence.

She moaned her objection, annoyed at being teased. She wanted him inside her, damnit, and this was no substitute. A breath wheezed out of her nostrils as she looked with jealousy at Dani, whose body was jerking and spasming with her first orgasm. That could be her!

Or, perhaps, she could be the third cow, tingling and jumping under the talented fingers of the cow general. She shuddered. What a terrible fate to be teased to orgasm!

The cow appeared to love the attention, however, great spurts of milk exploding from her udder as the straps jingled. The bull certainly knew how to extract the highest production from the former huntress!

The general grabbed at the back of her head, unzipping the hood and stretching it over her horns. As it slipped free, her mouth slurped against the dildo gag, saliva dribbling from her lips.

Selene was shocked to see the face of her former roommate, her hair cut into a strict mohawk, dyed red. Large earrings dangled from her ears, a tag dangling off to one side with a number embedded in the surface. There was a large tattoo of a bull on her neck, and her eyes were a dull brown.

She opened her mouth and gave the general a moo, pouting at him.

“You’ve been holding out on me, cow,” Tormand hissed harshly. “So far, you’ve accepted every degradation without complaint, save for one—beg me to put a baby in you. Beg me.”

Roxanne licked her lips, sucking up the excess saliva. She looked at the bull with barely hidden adoration. “This cow lives to serve,” she said in a high pitched voice that sounded very unlike the roommate she used to know. “She apologizes for being so stubborn, but she cannot obey. Breeding is strictly regulated by the convent, and I cannot go against their wishes.”

She strained against the milking harness. “I want so badly to submit,” she groaned. “I just… can’t. It is not for me to decide.”

Realization dawned as Selene examined the woman’s belly. No telltale sign of pregnancy there. Of course. Her strange cult-like bonds of loyalty to her family must extend deeper than she realized. Even though her physical body was in another world, they still had a hold over her mind.

Tormand gave her a cruel smile. “You wish, but cannot? Then, as before, I shall withhold myself from you, as we cannot reach an agreement.”

He whipped off his loincloth, revealing his gigantic penises, flopping in the air. “See these? How could you not wish to have them within you, pounding your holes until you cry out in pleasure?”

Roxanne licked her lips, her eyes cloudy. She extended her neck forward, but Tormand remained stubbornly out of reach. “You are not a cow,” he said in a calm, but disappointed voice. “You’re just a poor copy of one. How long will you continue to tease me?”

Selene frowned in her mask. This was hard to watch. Roxanne was still straining, her mind overloaded, but Tormand wouldn’t allow her to touch him. He scratched under her chin, moving to rub her neck. He sighed. “It is a pity, but you are not ready yet. You will not be forced. You must want this, or all is for naught.”

Selene grunted as Hygraxus made his move, spearing her pussy with one of his cocks. The other soon followed into her ass, his body rotating in a slow circle as he slid in half way. She clamped down on the gag, so badly wanting to reassure the other woman.

It’s not a bad thing to hold back, until you’re ready. Until you’re sure.

Having a child with Hygraxus was the best thing she had ever done, and she hoped to have many more. How could she get through to the woman, to tell her just how much she was missing?

But how could she hope to convince her when the beliefs of her cult were so deeply ingrained? Not even an expert like Tormand had been able to budge her distorted thoughts.

If only she could open her mind to the absolute freedom of being a cow! Was there any way she could show her?

Mumbling into her mask simply wouldn’t do it. Hygraxus was unlikely to unbind her like Tormand had done for Roxanne. Why would he? He was enjoying being in complete control.

There was something he didn’t know, though. The orange aura, the Tether that had led her back to this world, hadn’t completely faded during her time here.

In fact, since becoming matriarch, its power had increased in ill-defined ways. She could exert a subtle pressure on others, showing them faint visions of what they wanted.

It wasn’t enough to change someone’s mind if they didn’t want it to be changed, but it could help to tip the balance when she found the need for persuasion. She had practiced this with Dani, who was more than a willing subject. Sometimes, she thought her friend was a little too willing.

Never mind that. This time, she could use the powers she gained for a good cause—releasing Roxanne from the useless strictures that bound her to another world’s cult.

Unfortunately, it meant that she couldn’t savor the pleasure of being fucked, for Hygraxus was damn good at it. Her teeth rattled and her jaw chattered as the bull reamed her out, plumbing her wet holes as her muscles struggled to keep up.

The raw friction was driving her crazy, but she couldn’t afford to lose her head. Instead, she used the spiraling pleasure, feeding it into the boiling spirit of the matriarch in her soul.

As of late, the old beast had quieted down, likely due to the influence of her newborns, but if she needed to pull on the latent wrath, it wasn’t far away. This time, that was a blessing, for it provided her a shortcut to enhancing her aura.

A great thrumming pulse burst through the chamber, coloring everything a rich orange as she gasped, milk jetting from her nipples. It was more intense than she had anticipated!

Hygraxus grinned at her in the mirror, not bothered by what was going on. A burst of love flowed from her heart, covering her like a blanket, her arms tingling as the heat ran out to her fingertips. He understood and trusted what she was doing—the best kind of love there was.

The glowing cloud of energy contracted, getting brighter as she concentrated on forming a set of images for Roxanne, slices of her life in bas-relief. First, here she was, playing with herself, alone on a bed. Sitting at the computer, typing with one hand. Sighing and relaxing with a wistful expression on her face. Lonely.

The image twisted into that of the bull moon, showing her surprise and alarm at being pulled into the demon realm, the shock of her transformation, the sadness at giving up her dream and returning.

She fast forwarded to her relationship with Hygraxus. The loving care he had shown her as her twins had grown, the pains of birthing, and the utter joy that followed.

Starting a family, here, in a loving environment, where their young would be cherished and supported as they grew? What person wouldn’t want to experience something like that?

She held up her life as a mirror to Roxanne, hoping beyond hope that she would somehow get through to her. Could she see that her refusal to bear a child was tantamount to giving in to a death cult?

There could only be sadness in a world where there was no family. She firmly believed that.

Unable to hold the image for any longer, she gave it up, a pounding wave of pleasure rolling through her as she succumbed to a sea of sensations.

It washed over her, delighting her, caressing her as an orgasm seized her body. Hygraxus held himself there, waiting as she squealed out her delight, her thighs quivering.

He had trained himself to hold back, slowing when he needed to keep himself from exploding. In doing so, he had managed to figure out the key to unlocking shattering orgasms within her, and he exploited it at every turn.

Chewing on the gag, she burbled out a cry of sloppy happiness, letting herself marinate in the warmth of ecstacy. She wrung every erg of joy out of it, then relaxed, waiting for the bull to start again. This was how it always went with her king.

She took this opportunity to glance into the mirror, her eyes hooded. What had Roxanne thought about all this? Had she gotten through?

The other cow certainly seemed more alert than before, her eyes blazing instead of dull. Her inner beast had been awakened. Would she seize this opportunity for herself? She waited, barely daring to breathe.

Roxanne twisted her shoulders, a long moo escaping her lips. “I can do this,” she whispered. “I can be different. I can be free. I just need to embrace what’s in front of me.”

She gave Tormand a look of concern. “The past keeps chasing me, though. Can you accept this? It’s a part of who I am. I do not know any other way to be.”

Tormand smiled at her, wrapping his hands over her shoulders. “The past haunts us all, but it’s not what you did then that matters. It’s what you do now that counts.”

Leaning in, he gave her a solid kiss, low murmurs passing between them.

Selene’s face went red as she refocused her attention on the milking machine. It was out of her hands now, but she thought that she might have made a difference in their relationship. At least, she hoped so.

Hygraxus chuckled, stroking her butt as he began to pump into her again. “That’s my girl, acting as matchmaker. You’re actually rather good at it,” he rumbled. “I should hire you to start a breeding agency.”

He groaned. “But first, let’s head to the finish line. I want another set of twins.”

Greedy bastard! She wanted it too, though, and she couldn’t wait to grow their family further.

The breast pumps increased their speed, keeping up with her king. She mooed, her body prepared for his seed. Milk trickling, body rocking, her arousal skyrocketed out of control.

She had never recaptured the highs of an orgasm this quickly before, but her body didn’t care. It was pushing her forward, ramping up towards a second climax.

This time, he was going to finish within her, and she would accept it. Accept their life together, accept him. She was a cow, and she was his. She was happy.

His dicks lurched, and she squirted out her pleasure for all to see.


Author’s Notes

Be careful what you wish for.

It is a common refrain pounded into our heads while we were young, but there’s nothing like experience to teach us the admonitions of the old.

And yet, we can’t stop wishing for something else. Something prettier, something nicer, less weight, more weight, a nicer body, a nicer house, a nicer car. Some of these can be achieved through hard work and saving, while others cannot.

That’s why it’s so attractive to seek out easy solutions to our problems via arcane rituals. Deep down, we all believe that we deserve better.

Unfortunately, this world is hard and cold, and doesn’t care about us. We would do well to think twice about attracting the attention of malevolent beings.

Be careful what you wish for.
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