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Chapter 1

She had him by the balls.

Detective Williams had been working this case for months. Ever since that first phone call came into the LAPD regarding that first missing girl. She hadn’t connected it to the strange, mutilated Jane Doe until forensics got their hands on her teeth.

Well. Mutilated wasn’t quite right. Her face was still there, but every other part of her had changed. She had udders instead of breasts, and fur along her body. She even had little nubs growing out of her head, like horns.

Whoever did this was a seriously sick fuck. It struck Detective Williams deeply, especially since she was sort of into it. Not the murder part - obviously - but the idea of turning into a cow. It was something she fantasized about on lonely, long stake-outs, where her only companion was a cup of black coffee. That is, if she was lucky.

If she wasn’t lucky, it was Adams.

Adams wasn’t a bad cop. Well, he was, but he wasn’t the worst of the bunch. His blundering incompetence mostly resulted in paperwork errors. His particular brand of racism was content with basketball and rap jabs, then boasting that he had a black friend.

Lakisha Williams was not his friend.

But he was far from the worst. The worst were the ones patting down kids (kids!) in her neighborhood just because they had the audacity to live there. Williams felt utterly useless in a broken system, but also like she was the last bastion between the force and much more blatant crimes.

She didn’t want to be there. Frankly, she would rather be a cow. A nice farmyard pet, without the burden of systemic pressures and long nights alone.

She wished she was alone now. She sat in an unremarkable car on the outskirts of the city, watching a broken-down warehouse. Her partner was in the passenger seat beside her, trying to goad her into some kind of response by insulting the WMBA.

She wished she was alone. She had some videos saved on her phone of some cute hucow girls, and buff farmhands. She likes watching those videos, especially on those long, lonely nights. She liked imagining herself as that cow, with no worries or responsibilities. It would be the ultimate form of mindfulness. Just bliss in the moment, until a handsome farmhand decided to use her for some stress relief.

Williams felt a warmth in her core at the thought. Long hours and a healthy distaste for men meant that any relationships wilt within weeks. The jokes at the precinct made it all the worse, especially regarding her breasts. She wore bras so smooshingly tight she could pass for just having double D’s. She hated the attention they brought on. How people automatically assumed she was the type to sleep to the top.

She was not. In fact, Lakisha hasn’t slept with anyone.

It wasn’t a fact she would ever admit. She didn’t discuss sexual things at work, period. No matter how much she craved someone, anyone, treating her like that loving cow she wanted to be.

Anyone but Adams, that was.

“Titillating conversion.” Adams grunted after a long silence. Williams gave him her usual glare. “Well, as much fun as it’s been watching this warehouse rot with you, it’s 2:00 am, and I’m leaving.”

“This is the best lead we have.”

“I have a family, Williams.”

“You have an ex-wife and two kids that don’t live with you.”

“Hey, bottom-shelf whiskey is still whiskey.” He shrugged. “Besides, you can watch the night slowly pass without me here. I’m getting an Uber.”

“Fine.”

She wasn’t actually mad. Honestly, she was sort of ecstatic to be rid of him. She waited until his ride drove him off before pulling up one of her favorite videos.

Lakisha dimmed the backlight on her phone and double-checked she was alone. The video wasn’t particularly lewd, at least, as far as naughty videos went.

The scene opened with a serene green pasture. The camera panned around the lush field, the wooden fences, and the barn in the distance. The scene shifts to the inside of the barn, where a well-endowed black woman wearing a cow-print leotard lies bound face-down to a table.

A man in a red flannel shirt and overalls walked up to the woman. He inspected her from all sides before peeling back the thin fabric covering her. Lakisha blushed as her breath quickened. The farmhand’s movement was so sudden and so… demeaning. He didn’t so much as ask. He just peeled back the covering between her legs, revealing her pussy and the edge of her ass. Her labia was dark, and the woman’s lips glistened in the stage lights.

The man licked his finger.

Lakisha shuttered and looked around conspicuously. It was the dead of night, and no one was around. Her heart beat hard in her chest, and she could feel the light flutter of arousal low in her belly. She knew it was wrong to watch such things on the job, but who else would be the wiser?

She slunk further in her seat, licking her finger. Just the tip, and just enough to tease herself. Just a bit. Just enough to keep herself awake until she could get home and care for herself properly.

She resumed the video. The man slid his moist finger across the woman’s folds. Lakisha let out a shaky, muffled moan just as the woman in the video did. They didn’t even show her face. She was just a piece of meat. Just an animal to be shown off, and used for pleasure.

Lakisha slid her hand down her toned, smooth abs, past her waist, and down her police-issued black trousers. Underneath she wore a pair of spotted black and white panties, similar to the woman in the video. Detective Willams gave a small, muffled whimper as her fingers slid across her own sex. She was already wet and impatient for the teasing she knew was in store.

“What a good cow,” The man in the video purred, smacking the woman’s ass.

Lakisha shuddered. The man spread the woman open at the same time Lakisha’s own wet finger began stroking her clit. The camera zoomed into the woman’s dripping insides, just as the farmhand inserted a finger inside her. The woman let out a low, satisfied ‘Moooo!’ as the digit slid in.

“Fuck.” Lakisha whispered. She had just started, but already she didn’t want to stop. This was meant to be a low-commitment naughty video. More teasing herself than outright masturbating. But even more than other hucow videos she watched, the dehumanizing way the farmhand treated his cow was almost hypnotic. Lakisha made an effort to slow down and enjoy herself, but it was hard. She was already so wet at the thought of someone doing that to her. It was easy to imagine, as she gently stroked herself.

Someone tying her down. Maybe even tearing her cow-print panties right down the middle. Touching and commenting about her voluptuous body. Not talking to her, but about her. After all, as a cow, what would she understand?

The man stopped rubbing the woman’s clit and circled her again. This time he stopped at her pendulous breasts. The table was constructed in such a way as to leave a hole for each, so her breasts hung straight down. The woman, who was both blindfolded and gagged, gave a surprise grunt of pleasure as the man found her tit.

“Fuck,” Lakisha whispered. She was getting way too hot. She was trying not to cum, but the way her fingers caressed her neglected, needy pink button was too much. Combined with the video, she was seriously about to send herself over the edge.

The man squeezed the woman’s nipple. A single creamy bead leaked out of her overly-full breasts as she let out another throaty ‘Moooo’. Lakisha fought against the rising crescendo of pleasure inside her. Her other hand felt her breast and squeezed.

It was too much. She was going to cum. She was going to cum in her dress pants in her state-issued under-cover car, and she was in no place to resist it.

Then, something crashed outside. Lakisha yanked her hand out of her pants and turned off her phone’s screen in an instant. She had the big, deer-in-the-headlights eyes of a girl caught mid-fingerbang behind the school bleachers. She looked outside, squinting into the darkness. The lust in her loins demanded attention, but it was now tempered by fear.

Outside, the night was still.

Then, suddenly, she saw a man exiting the warehouse. It must be him. The perp. The sick twisted fuck who was making and likely murdering his own hucows.

Not on her watch.

Lakisha drew her pistol and opened the door.

“Freeze!” She shouted, her voice booming with authority. “Get on the ground! Now!”

The man turned to regard her.

The first thing she noticed was that the guy was freaking huge. He had to be nearly seven feet tall and had the muscles to match. Lakisha couldn’t make out his features in the dim lighting. She couldn’t even tell his race. All she saw was a brief look of confusion, followed by a cruel, predatory smile.

He went for his side-arm. She was faster, squeezing off three rounds before he had a chance to draw. Two went wide, but the third struck him in the gut. The man reeled, diving back through the warehouse’s open door.

The vague fatigue Detective William felt was gone, replaced with white-hot adrenaline. Her eyes darted at the dark, open door, then at the window beside it. She shot out the window, then kicked and scuffed the ledge as if she was trying to climb inside.

Then, she entered through the same door he had.

Detective Williams felt the dart hit her neck before she even heard the gun discharge.

“Awww, the pig thinks she’s clever.” The man said in a deep, mocking, sing-song voice. Lakisha took a faltering step forward. She instantly realized she was under the influence of some sort of sedative. “Oh! My apologies; I didn’t get a good look at you while you were skulking and shooting me outside. You’re surprisingly lovely. I think we just might have a place for you-”

Lakisha stumbled forward, ripping the dart from her neck before plunging it into the psychopath’s chest.

“Aaaargh!” He howled, ripping out the dart and backhanding the detective. “You fucking bitch! You’re dead! You hear me? Dead!”

Lakisha wasn’t sure the third bullet hit any longer. He certainly didn’t move like someone that had been shot. Still, it looked like the dart was doing something. Lakisha fell to her knees while the man grabbed an iron filing cabinet, clearly fighting hard to remain standing.

“You… won’t hurt anyone else…!” Lakisha managed, lining up a shot. The man flinched behind the cabinet, and two bullets ricocheted off the cabinet. The third went wide as her hand slackened, and her vision slowly began to go back.

“There’s more than a tranquilizer in this, you stupid girl.” The man spat, holding himself up through sheer will. “I didn’t design this serum for a male body. You’ve inconvenienced me, which means I’m going to do terrible, terrible things to you.”

He staggered over to Lakisha. Her vision tunneled, revealing only blackness save for the man’s hate-filled sneer. She felt him riffle through her pockets, finding her wallet and badge.

“Detective Lakisha Williams.” He forced out a chuckle, fighting through the effects of the sedative. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy hurting you.”


Chapter 2

“…heavy sleeper. Probably worked days and nights. Just give her a bit more time and she’s sure to-”

The voice stopped. Lakisha slowly peeled her eyes open. The world was a blurry white, with too much light and chrome. It was far too bright. She didn’t feel hungover, which was a blessing, but she did feel a certain fog in her thoughts. Though, that could’ve just been waking up from sleep.

“What the…?” She muttered, her eyes adjusting.

She was in some sort of medical cell, with white linoleum floors and harsh, unrelenting LEDs above. A few medical trays filled with disturbing surgical tools were just feet away.

Lakisha also noticed she was bound, and that she was nearly completely nude. Chains bound her wrists to the ceiling, making it impossible to cover her modesty. Her large, voluptuous breasts hung down her frame.

“Well! Good morning, my newest little chocolate cow.” The deep voice from before purred. Lakisha peered out, and could just barely make out the man from before. His white lab coat blurred with the white light, making it difficult to see straight. “Did you sleep well?”

Lakisha lunged as far as her bindings would allow, trying to bite the scientist. She didn’t quite have the leeway though, causing the man to scoff at her efforts.

“Nice try, Detective Williams.” The large man leaned forward, inches from her bite range. “We’ve already been acquainted, but perhaps proper introductions are in order. My name is Dr. Loyd, and my associate here-”

“You think I care about your stupid name? Get me the fuck out of here!” She demanded, rattling her chains hard. “Now!”

“Not as compliant as the others you’ve brought in.” The assistant noted, scribbling something down on a clipboard.

“She’ll come around. They always do.” The Doctor boasted, before returning his attention to the bound woman before him.

“Fuck you.” She spat. “You’re a monster!”

“Accurate, though that’s a harsh judgment for someone you just met.” The Doctor said calmly. He walked around her, assessing her body with his gaze. “You shot me first, you know.”

“You kidnap and murder women!”

“Kidnap, sure,” He acknowledged, “And it’s true, not all our candidates are viable. Such is the cost of scientific progress. But I wouldn’t call it murder. We try to keep our misses to a minimum.”

“Then you’ll need to kill me too because I’ll never submit to whatever twisted, fucked up plan you and your little fuckboy over there have planned!”

“Never is a very, very long time.” The doctor rumbled her cheek with a finger. She chomped at it, barely missing the digit. He smiled. “For hating me so much, you sure do seem to be a fan of my work.”

Her face flushed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Dr. Loyd’s assistant began to laugh. The Doctor drew out his phone and snapped a picture of the bound, near-helpless detective. Then, he showed it to her. She saw herself bound to the ceiling by her wrists, wearing nothing but her panties.

Her slightly stained, cow-print panties.

“They were on sale.” She argued, lashing out a foot to kick the doctor. Without any leverage, the blow went wide and caused her to twist and dangle around.

“This rather sexual video on your cell phone would seem to imply otherwise.” Dr. Loyd retrieved her phone from a nearby medical tray, opening up the video. It was the first thing on the screen, shamefully saved slightly beyond the halfway point. “This isn’t your work phone is it, detective?”

“No!” Lakisha shot back, before realizing that proclamation was just as incriminating. “It was, I mean, I needed to research what kind of proclivities the serial killer was into. Get in his mind.”

“I think you did more than that.” Dr.Loyd’s eyes sparkled. “I think you got a taste for it. I think you like the idea of being turned into a cow.”

“You’re sick!”

“Am I?” He demanded, going nose-to-nose with his new prisoner. “After all, you let them turn you into a pig, didn’t you? Was being a cop what you dreamed of when you were a little girl? Being a good little bootlick who signed off at all the minor atrocities of the good ol’ boys in blue?”

That hurt. Lakisha tried not to let it show. She had wanted to be an art teacher, at least, until she learned how much she got paid. Being a cop wasn’t even on her top ten choices for a career, but she needed to eat. And if not her, someone worse could’ve taken the badge.

At least, that’s what she told herself.

Dr. Loyd could see he struck a nerve. He grinned a terrible rictus of a smile.

“I think you liked what you saw in that video.” He hypothesized. “I think you liked the idea of giving up the badge. Giving up being Lakisha, the responsible cop burdened by your morals, and the weight of your sins. I think, at the end of the day, you’d much rather just be a simple animal. A cow, for someone else to rut. Sleep when you want, with plenty of food around. No worries. No late nights. No mirrors to remind you of how much of a shitstain you’ve become.”

Lakisha was silent. She didn’t trust herself to respond. The Doctor went in for the kill.

“I don’t like wasting talent.” He said, gesturing to the detective’s ample chest. “And as monstrous as I might appear at first, I can assure you I’m by far the lesser of two evils. I don’t want to waste you, Lakisha. The world may see you as nothing more than a waste of space at worst, or just another cop at best. But not me. I can see actual, beautiful potential in your body.” His eyes scanned from her clavicle to the tips of her large, dark areolas. “So, here’s my question to you. Would you rather rot out there, constantly disappointing that little girl in the mirror? Or would you like a chance, however slim, of actual happiness? Relaxation, contentness, without guilt or remorse? No more bills, no more work, and no decision ever, ever again?”

“…That was a decent pitch.” She admitted after a moment. “How many girls have you gotten with it?”

“A few. For most, however, I introduce them to the pleasure before I start with my pitch.” He said, gesturing to a collection of tools behind him. On the tray were scalpels, shots filled with a strange strawberry liquid, and a bunch of other stuff. A vibrator, some kind of tape measure, and part of what she recognized as a milking machine. At least, the suction cup part. She couldn’t see the rest from her current position.

“…Why treat me differently?”

“It’s always a delightful treat when one of my girls is already interested in our little procedure.” He purred, stroking down the spot where her long, floppy ears would one day grow. “And I want the special privilege that comes with breaking you in personally. Ripping off those panties. Plunging myself inside you while gripping your horns. Running my hands through your smooth black and white fur, and hearing you moo for me. A moo untainted by the stress and ‘what-ifs’ of life. A moo of unbridled, unrestrained lust, of happiness, and true contentment.”

Lakisha considered that for a long moment. “You would… make me happy?”

“Dear, I would obliterate anything that wasn’t happiness. Shame. Guilt. That nagging fatigue that your third cup of coffee can’t quite remove. Your disappointment in yourself.” His piercing blue eyes drilled into her. “I’ll replace it all with a blank canvas of lust and bliss. I’ll take your already generous assets and turn you into a true work of art. Each time I tug on your tits, it’ll feel like the best, most relieving orgasm of your life. People will pay thousands to drink from your sublime, creamy udder. And when you climax - and I will force you to climax - it will rival anything you have ever experienced.”

She was silent for a long moment and refused to meet his gaze. The doctor studied her for a long moment, then a bemused smile crossed his face.

“You haven’t been with a man, have you?” He asked. If it had been anyone else asking, the question would’ve almost been considered gentle.

She didn’t answer.

“Darling, what are you doing?” He asked, shaking his head. “Struggling to get by day by day while hiding your stunning form from the world? You’re a canvas! Unworked clay, waiting to be molded. You’ve witnessed the limits of your own abilities, and the chains your so-called ‘free will’ has imposed. You could escape here, return to the force. But would you truly be free? Or just another debt-slave doomed to make meaningless choice after choice? What freedom is there in choosing to work or starve?”

He had her attention. Dr. Loyd took a step forward, and Lakisha could smell his strange, alluring cologne. It was spicy and sweet, with just a hint of musk.

“Are you ready to make an actual, meaningful choice?” The doctor asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “You can’t straddle the line, Alice. It’s madness or misery. The choice is yours.”

“Okay.” Lakisha heard herself say. She shivered, then with increased conviction, said, “Fine. If you can do all you’ve claimed…I’m in. Whatever it takes.”

The doctor shot a self-satisfied smirk at the tech. The tech just shook his head in disbelief.

“Informed consent, check.” Doctor Loyd grinned, drawing a tube of gel from his coat pocket and squeezing the contents on one of his massive hands. “You made the right decision, Miss Williams. The process is much easier with willing subjects.”

He then began smearing the gel on her breasts.

Lakisha flinched. No one had ever touched her before, not intimately, and certainly not like this. His fingers glided up her squishy, supple flesh, then back down to her dark, hard nipples.

Lakisha wasn’t aroused. She was far more terrified than horny at the moment. But, she also happened to be half-naked in the rather cold laboratory. It caused her nipples to go stiff and sensitive. It was also partially responsible for the unintended moan she gave as his large, warm hands caressed her.

“You’re going to be an excellent, obedient cow.” The doctor rumbled, pinching and squeezing her tits. He rolled them through his fingers. The warmth radiating off the man combined with the novel, pleasure pull drew another gasp from the detective. Now, a certain familiar warmth was growing in her core. One that she had only ever felt by herself. She had never had a partner, and the sensation across her skin was entirely new.

The feeling was mixed with the humiliation of also being the only naked (well, nearly naked) person in the room. Both Dr. Loyd and the tech were fully clothed, but their gazes were anything but chaste. As the doctor massaged the strange, warming gel into her breasts and tits, the Tech couldn’t help but stare at her ass.

Her ass was a marvel. Squeezed into a pair of LAPD slacks it was impressive, but its girth couldn’t be appreciated in such clothing. Wearing just the cow-print panties, she looked spectacular.

The curve of her back descended into her tight, round bottom that stretched the custom-ordered panties to their limits. Her hips stuck out on either side, curving deliciously down her long, toned dark legs.

The tech practically salivated as Dr. Loyd gripped those panties and tore them off her as easily as brushing aside a piece of paper. Lakisha drew in a breath, now utterly exposed. Her ass jiggled as she dangled helplessly before the two sadistic men.

“Spread your legs for us, dear.” The doctor ordered, grabbing one of her perfectly sculpted cheeks and rubbing more ointment on and around her butt. “Just a bit now. We’re not looking to anything untoward.”

“Not yet, at least.” The Tech added.

“Not yet.” The Doctor echoed with a cruel smile.

Lakisha did what she was told. She shivered, feeling terribly exposed in the cold air of the lab. She had to make a conscious effort not to squeeze her thighs together. It felt so wrong being nude in front of these strangers, but it also tickled a voyeuristic part Lakisha she didn’t know she had.

The doctor squeezed another handful of gel on his hands and began rubbing it into her tits, firmer this time. He stroked under them, then to the side, gripping and squeezing each while ensuring every inch was covered.

Lakisha found herself breathing hard. Was she about to lose her virginity here, with these two strange men?

“Should y-you be putting that gel on me without gloves?” She blurted.

Dr. Loyd rumbled a long, slow laugh.

“Probably not.” He admitted, waggling his overly-long fingers on his baseball-mitt-sized hands. “But whatever symptoms I’ll experience from it pale in comparison to what you did by sticking that dart in my chest. That little bovine RNA virus is in us both now, dearie. I’m not really sure what will happen.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry love. Soon you won’t be.”


Chapter 3

“Drink.” The doctor ordered, holding up a small glass of a strawberry-colored liquid.

“What is it?”

“If you question each act we’re about to perform, this is going to take much longer.”

“You want me to consent to putting something I don’t know inside me?”

“Darling, you already agreed. And the bovine virus will do much more for you than this enhanced muscle relaxant I developed.”

She swallowed. In for a penny…

She drank. Almost instantly, the pain and fatigue in her shoulders from holding up her weight eased into nothingness. In fact, all her aches and pains - from the slight twinge in her neck to her back - felt totally fine. Better than fine, even.

“Whhh….?” Lakisha attempted, but her voice came out slurred. She wasn’t sure what question she wanted to ask anymore. Her mouth tingled funny.

“Better than alcohol or marijuana, isn’t it?” The doctor boasted. “All the delicious tingles, and none of the anxiety, hangover, or other nasties. Just a little designer drug to show you I’m serious. Now, don’t you struggle. We’re going to make you nice and comfortable.”

Lakisha wasn’t sure she could struggle even if she wanted to, but she didn’t.

The Assistant unhooked her from the ceiling and caught her limp form. He struggled for a moment before the doctor’s large, warm hands gripped her tight. Then he placed her on a metallic table like she was nothing more than a doll.

It was shockingly cold. She felt her nipples harden, and goosebumps run down her arm.

The assistant rearranged her on the table, both arms at her sides, then her legs slightly spread apart. Both the assistant and the doctor took a long moment to appreciate her dark, alluring lips.

Lakisha felt her breathing pick up as the men openly gawked at her. She was used to getting looks, but nothing as lascivious as this. No man had been this close to her at first.

She always figured her first would be with a respectful man. The type to insist on a visit with his parents or family before broaching the subject of sex. Someone who valued her for her mind, her abilities, and saw her for more than her body or occupation.

She never imagined it would be like this.

Dr. Loyd’s assistant held out a strange metal contraption, which the Doctor took. He then put his hand on her upper thigh and gently pried her open just a bit further, giving the Doctor time to work.

Lakisha hissed in surprise as Dr. Loyd pressed the device against her labia.

“…Shit.” The assistant hissed as he watched the Doctor work. “She’s too narrow, isn’t she? What is that, half an inch?”

The doctor smacked Lakisha’s ample ass. She yipped in surprise.

“You think that’s narrow?” He barked a laugh. “No, she’s just feeling a bit shy. Watch this.”

A bit of gel later, the Doctor spread Lakisha open for the first time. Lakisha let out another gasp, shock, and arousal warring in her mind. It felt so clinical, so wrong, and yet, it was hotter than any video she had ever seen. Were they really running experiments on her, or was this for their own sick pleasure?

She quivered as the Doctor’s digits found her small, sensitive bud. As soon as he touched it, it was nothing at all like touching herself. She didn’t know if it was the strange, strawberry-like serum, or the Doctor’s skilled ministrations, but it was incredible. In seconds she found herself panting. She even lifted her hips as much as she could manage to press herself further into his touch.

“So predictable.” The Doctor ground his fingers against her while carefully, gingerly pressing his thumb against her entrance. Lakisha tensed. She had never had anything bigger than a thin hairbrush handle inside herself before. Dr. Loyd’s thumb was far bigger than that. Despite herself, she craved it. He knew just how to toy with her, keeping her back from the edge she craved. She wanted to know what it was like to feel him from the inside.

“This is all you wanted, isn’t it?” He taunted, driving his thumb inside her. Lakisha moaned as he slid inside, arching her back just a bit off the table. “To be a pure, cute, brainless toy? To be a powerless little cow?”

She wanted to deny it, but the Doctor wasn’t playing anymore. He drove his thumb in just the right way to drive her mad with desire. While two of his fingers continued to press and massage her clit, his thumb rubbed that special rough spot on the roof of her tunnel. She tried to speak, but it came out in moans like a cat in heat.

She was going to cum. A part of her tried to hold back, but the doctor was going to force it, one way or another. Her moans became louder and more desperate, and her eyes locked with the cold, calculating eyes of Dr. Loyd.

“Ah, ah!” Lakisha cried as she started to climax.

“And there we are.” He said smugly, withdrawing his hand. Lakisha whined with betrayal. He again drew the metallic device and measured her entrance. “Two and a half inches.”

The Assistant whistled.

“Why…did you stop?” Lakisha managed. Her walls spasmed around the device as it held her open, but kept her empty. Her tiny orgasm was as unsatisfying as it was short-lived.

“Awww, do you want more, little cow?” The Doctor mocked, watching her insides tremble. “I have many more patients to see, and it’s going to be some time before you’re in milk. You’re going to have to wait.”

“Please…!” She whimpered. The metal device holding her hole hostage caused a bit of her arousal to leak on the table. “You can’t leave me like this!”

The Doctor pretended to consider her offer as his assistant just grinned.

“And you won’t cause any more trouble?” The Doctor pressed. “You’ll agree to anything we ask?”

“Anything!” Lakisha begged. She tried to sit up, but the sedative prevented all but a fraction of the effort from going to waste.

“Good. Since the moment I saw you I’ve wanted to fuck that ass.” The Doctor growled. “You should be nice and relaxed now. And I intend to enjoy it.”


Chapter 4

Dr. Loyd pushed Lakisha further up on the table, keeping her legs splayed. He then unzipped his pants and let his cock slide across her wet folds, lubing himself up for what was to come.

“Wait, you’re not going to actually-” Lakisha began, but her voice died in her throat. She felt the Doctor’s warm, lubed tip press against her back entrance. Lakisha felt her face light up. She realized she was about to lose her anal virginity before she even got laid normally! She moved to protest, but the only thing that came out of her was a throaty moan as the Doctor slid in about an inch.

“Relax, cow.” He ordered, starting with slow, shallow thrusts. The awkward discomfort in her ass slowly blossomed into something new. She could feel his hard, unyielding length slowly explore more and more of her. He pierced far deeper than she thought herself capable.

She had never done anal before, but she was rapidly becoming a fan. With every thrust, she felt her sedated body sluggishly respond. Her muscles loosening up and allowing the doctor’s cock deeper and deeper inside her. Lakisha’s eyes squeezed shut, her mouth forming a silent scream of pleasure.

“You don’t mind if I use that mouth for something, do I?” Dr. Loyd’s assistant asked.

“Be my guest.”

Before she could register what was happening, the Assistant had his cock out. He pressed against Detective Williams’ dark red lips. As she groaned at Dr. Loyd’s continual pounding, his assistant slid his cock through her velvet lips and down her warm, wet mouth.

“Fuck,” the Assistant said with sublime relief, sliding his dick in and out of the helpless, prone woman. Dr. Loyd continued ravishing her ass. He gripped her dark, jiggling cheeks in both hands and rammed inside her again and again. Lakisha was caught in the middle of these two ripped, gorgeous strangers, spit-roasted in the most humiliating way possible. Her neglected, unused pussy slowly leaked down her body. Her swollen, red clit begged to be touched. If Lakisha could move properly she’d likely be rubbing that special spot like her life depended on it.

As it was though, she was little more than a plaything for the sadistic strangers having their way with her.

She tried to beg Dr. Loyd to finger-fuck her again or rub her clit. Anything! But all she could manage was a muffled groan against the Assistant’s cock.

Her mind started to go blank with overstimulation. All she felt was the Assistant’s meaty, salty cock sliding down her throat, and Dr. Loyd’s own Goliath dick in her ass. It hurt with the most delicious, alluring pressure she had ever experienced. With no way to speak, she couldn’t express that though she loved assplay, she wasn’t sure she could actually cum from it.

The Doctor fixed that. With one hand still gripping her ass, the other pinched and held onto her clit. She yipped in pain and pleasure, causing the Assistant to shudder with delight. He was getting close, and with the Doctor’s inconsistent pressure on her clit, she knew she was too. Her moans were getting louder and louder, and tears stung her eyes.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight!” The Doctor groaned, giving a savage smile as even more liquid leaked from Lakisha’s wet, glistening pussy. He knew she was close. He wanted to feel her squeeze every last drop of cum, and fill her ass with his seed.

Lakisha felt the cock in her mouth begin to twitch and then tasted the salty, tangy cum flow into her mouth. Pleasing her first partner combined with the Doctor thrusting in her ass proved too much for her. She came at the same moment she felt him explode in her mouth. The Doctor groaned as he felt her back entrance squeeze him for all she was worth, and he unloaded in her butt.

Hot, sticky cum leaked out of both her ends. Both men withdrew, and the Doctor gave her clit one last squeeze for good measure.

“I didn’t expect you to fuck me there,” Lakisha panted, once she had the air to do so. “So, um, what now?”

“Now? Now we make your dreams come true, Detective Williams.” Dr. Loyd gave her a predatory smile. It may have been the lighting, but she could swear he almost looked like he had horns growing out of his skull. “Now, we turn you into the perfect cow you’ve always dreamed of.”


Epilogue

It had been two weeks since her first day of captivity at Happy Cow Husbandry. Since then, Lakisha had each of her holes violated numerous times per day and had countless different medical procedures. She had gone from a defiant, proud young woman to a submissive, docile, free-use slut who craved the attention of anyone she could get.

In those two short weeks, her body had changed greatly. Her curly black hair now sported two tiny, nubby horns, and she had two floppy black and white ears to match. Her chocolate skin was still present but faded to the same black and white spotted pattern across her breasts, tummy, and underside. She also sported a small, thin tail. She had also gained a few pounds from her happier, more sedentary, and less stressed lifestyle.

Her breasts had also increased in size. They had already been quite a handful, but now her plump flesh was truly a sight. They weren’t quite udders - not yet - but each of her dark brown areolas was roughly two inches long. Both grew each day, especially now that she could produce milk.

“And how’s my favorite cow today?”

Laki, as she had been nicknamed, bucked and squirmed in her restraints. Four leather cuffs held her wrists and arms, while four more restrained her ankles and thighs. A spreader bar trapped her at just the right angle for everyone to get an excellent view of her pussy and ass. One last belt held her waist tight to the table.

Typically a strap also held each hucow’s head down to prevent any possible neck damage during breeding. In Laki’s case though, the Doctor couldn’t bear to miss her dopey, excited smile each time she saw him.

She mooed, again shaking the table as if she could scoot the entire thing just a few inches closer. Her visible, exposed pussy was already starting to dampen. She waggled her ass enticingly at the Doctor.

“Good girl.” He walked around her and gave her some nice head scratches, between her horns. It wasn’t where she wanted to be petted at the moment, but she preened at the attention nevertheless.

She had taken to the aphrodisiac better than some other heifers. She could still speak a bit, but typically choose either mooing or moaning, depending on the moment.

To Lakisha, it was bliss. She was restrained physically, but her mind was more free than ever before. She floated high, far above any worries, doubts, shame, or guilt she had in the past. She was happy where she was, with who she was, which was a wholly new and deeply pleasurable sensation.

She loved her new body and the things it made her feel. She loved all the doctors, medical staff, and everyone that gave her attention. But most of all, she loved Dr. Loyd - her first, and the man responsible for her newfound, wonderful life.

“Mooo?” Laki asked, trying to scoot her hips a bit to give the Doctor better access to her needy privates.

“In time, in time.” The Doctor smiled. Instead of his normal routine - spreading the gel over her body before fucking her senseless - he brought in some type of machine.

A part of Lakisha’s mind knew what the device was, and she started to go wild with anticipation. She shook so much that the table began to rattle, starting at the new contraption.

“You seem pretty excited for your first milk.” The Doctor observed, setting the device beside the newly minted hucow. She squirmed with excitement, nodding enthusiastically. “Good. Me too. Officially you’re not due until next week, but I always find it better to ‘prime the pump’ before official recordings begin. Don’t you agree?”

Laki mooed in agreement as the Doctor’s hand found one of her elongated nipples. She groaned as he gave it a long, smooth pull, and a small spray of milk spilled from the tip.

“That feel good?” He teased, pinching and pulling and watching the thin trickle leak down her glossy brown breasts. Laki nodded like her life depended on it. “Good.”

Then, he put the tip of that nipple in his mouth.

Laki had never been milked before, and certainly not like this. His warm tongue made that feeling of release even more intense as her cream flowed into the doctor’s mouth. It was delicious and rich. She moaned as he sucked, drinking mouthful after mouthful of the exquisite elixir.

The feeling of relief and the warm lapping, biting, and sucking was too much for Laki. As the Doctor switched to the other teet, he continued tugging and milking the first. A familiar heat rose in her core. Laki’s leg started to spasm as she came, hard, feeling his warm, wandering tongue against her creamy tits.

“That’s a good girl.” Dr. Loyd patted her privates, which were now sopping wet. Laki pressed herself against him as much as she was able, mooing and urging him forward.

The first time he had taken her ass she had struggled to cum. He wondered if she would have the same difficulty with weeks of aphrodisiacs. Her thick, plump butt allured him, almost as much as her glistening red pussy.

He decided to try both.

He unbuckled his belt, unleashing his large, forearm-width cock. Laki started going wild, bucking and mooing and pulling at her restraints. It was clear that she was more than ready to be bred.

The Doctor granted that wish.

He started by sliding his giant rod across her waiting needy folds, rubbing his tip against her tiny, hard nub. Then, when it looked like Laki would tear out of the restraints, he began rutting her in earnest.

Laki groaned and mooed as he slid in and out of her tight, soaking wet tunnel. He pounded her with all the frustration he felt at the bitch for daring to shoot him and shove his own dart inside him. Dr. Loyd knew that the same transformation affecting her would, slowly but inexorably, affect him as well. He didn’t care. He fucked her with the rage of that untamed alpha bull he was becoming, an animal of passion, hunger, and primal instinct.

Laki couldn’t help but cum, squeezing his cock with everything he had as he continued pounding into her. He didn’t relent, even as she began squirting on his cock as he again grabbed and milked her tits as he rammed into her.

Then, he stopped.

Laki panted, nearly spent, but the Doctor wasn’t nearly done yet. He aimed his rod, covered in her arousal, at her smaller, tighter opening. Her small pink star tensed at first, but unlike last time she knew how to stop resisting. His dick slid inside, just a bit at first, but soon the entire thing. She was just as tight as the first time, but this time, she knew what to expect. Instead of clamping down, she instead relaxed into the sensations. Soon the Doctor was back into it, pounding her in his rapid-fire, vengeful way, like he was punishing her for her sins. She loved it. She loved feeling owned, powerless, vulnerable, and wanted. She moaned and mooed again and again, driving the Doctor to the edge.

Then, she came. It was her first anal orgasm, and it started in her feet, traveled up between her legs, and settled in her tummy. It was a powerful, raw, warm buzz that, once at her stomach, traveled up her spine and throughout her limbs. Her hands clenched and her toes curled as she cried out in ecstasy.

In hearing his heifer’s orgasmic moo, the Doctor joined her. With three decisive thrusts, he erupted inside her, filling her ass with his warm, gooey cum. She collapsed back on the table, a content smile on her glistening, sweaty body.

“Good girl.” He smacked her ass, watching it jiggle. She gave him a satisfied moo.

He watched her for a moment, sweaty and spent on the table. She was so relaxed she was almost asleep, without a care in the world.

“Was it worth it, Detective?” Dr. Loyd mused, more to himself than to her. To his surprise, Lakisha opened a single caramel eye and regarded him.

“Fuck. Yes.” She answered.


Author’s Note

Thank you so much for reading! I really appreciate you for trying Domesticated by the Doctor out. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review - they help out a ton!

I’m super psyched about my next series, but I’m also a bit nervous! It’s the largest series I’ve written yet at over 60,000 words in total, over six books. I’ve never done something like that before, but I wouldn’t be a proper harlot if I let something as small as size intimidate me! 😛

If you want to find out when my next book releases, feel free to join my newsletter or follow my author page on Amazon. I hope to keep you entertained for a long time!

Love,

Heaven ♥️
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Heaven enjoys writing about girls transforming into free-use hucows, big leaky udders, ABF, and scary medical experiments. She writes erotic horror and science fiction erotica, and loves sharing her naughty, lewd milking fantasies.
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[image: ] https://www.amazon.com/author/hucowheaven
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“You fantasized about being bred like a cow?”

Bianca is well on her way to becoming a Sister. A nun. Her faith in the Lord is unshakable, except for one small, private kink. She wants to be milked. She wants to be bred, spanked, and taken like a farm animal. A plaything for her master.

She had a plan. Confess, and trust God to lift the dark perversions from her soul. But the priest she found there was anything but holy. He worshiped something darker, a twisting, tentacled mass that promised absolution, redemption, and freedom, at just one cost.

Her young, vulnerable body. And it doesn’t intend on being gentle.
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