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Chapter One




“Whoa!” The sound of panicked coughing
filled the increasingly smoky interior of the car. “Stop already!”
A pair of hands could be heard beating blindly at the door. “You
locked the windows, you dumb ass. Pull over!”

“Oh, yes, why didn’t I think of that?”
Driving blind down a rural highway, Ben smartly slowed the car
rather than just slamming on the brakes and fishtailing wildly. He
couldn’t remember exactly how much shoulder he could risk before
tumbling into the cornfields so he eased the wheel until he could
hear the noise of gravel crunching over the sound of the radiator
hissing.

The moment he shifted the car into park,
the doors automatically unlocked. The two men threw them open and
tumbled out into the darkness.

While Shane stumbled around, cursing and
shouting about their predicament, Ben slipped away from the car. He
sat down on the shoulder, far enough behind the car that he could
still see the red tail-lights bleeding through the cloud of steam.
The rental car was brand new, a fancy crossover that handled the
rural roads with ease. With less than a thousand kilometers on it,
it had run like a dream.

Until now.

Their tires must have kicked up a stone
that punctured the radiator. Either that, or maybe they’d run over some field rat and
it knocked a hose loose. One minute everything had been fine, the
next the temperature was in the red, warning lights were flashing,
and steam was billowing everywhere.

Which meant they were stuck.

In the middle of nowhere.

Without cell service for the last hundred
kilometers.

“Damn.” He picked a rock from the ground
and threw it at the car. Fuck the deductible. They were well past
that. The rock bounced off the trunk with a dull plunk. Given the
way his year had gone, he really shouldn’t have expected anything
more out of this trip, but he would have liked to at least have
made it home.

For him, it had all started seven long months ago when his
wife passed away.

The big C.

Cancer.

For Shane, it had all started just over a week ago when his
wife left him.

The little C.

Cuckold.

Despite the circumstances,
Ben had been excited about
flying out to British Columbia. He hadn’t seen his best friend in
years, and he’d always wanted to see the coast. They were only
supposed to spend a few days packing up Shane’s stuff and getting
it shipped back to Ontario before flying back, but Shane’s wife had
one last present for her cuckolded hubby.

Her international stud, her Italian bull,
had arrived in Canada already infected with the virus that seemed
to be shutting down the world, one border at a time. With the two
of them fucking in every room of the house, leaving sticky evidence
of their passion for Shane to see, it would have been a miracle if
the two men them hadn’t caught something.

Thanks to the coronavirus, the medical
screening had disqualified them from the flight home. They were
supposed to remain in town, quarantined for two weeks, but Shane
had just wanted to get far away. Plus, no hotel would take them -
at least, none that didn’t promise worse diseases than a flu virus
- so they decided to make the long drive.

“I’m no mechanic, dude, but that don’t look
good.” Shane crouched down beside him, too fussy to get his pants
dirty. “Sorry I made you drive through the night. You were right.
We should have pulled off and napped at that gas
station.”

“You think?” he snapped. “But no, you had to
put another couple of hundred kilometers between you and your
fucking hotwife, as if distance would somehow take away your pain.”
He forced a laugh, pushing the anger deep down, where it could
simmer and fester with all his other suppressed emotions. “It’s not
that easy, Shane. Trust me.”

The two men couldn’t have been more
opposite. Where Ben had put on fifty pounds since his wife’s death
put an end to all their marathons and mountain biking, Shane was
still a lean, mean, well-muscled machine. They were of a height,
only a year apart in age, but Ben liked to hide in the comfort of
cargo shorts, loose t-shirts, and old sneakers while his best
friend insisted on long-sleeve, button-down casual shirts, starched
chinos, and casual slip-on shoes – no matter the how hot
weather.

“So, what do we do now?”

Ben laughed to see his friend shading his
eyes against the night, as if it would help him gaze beyond the
thin, flat, black line of the distant horizon. “Sit down. All we
can do at this point is wait for the morning and hope that somebody
comes by.”

“Really? That’s your plan?” Shane was
bouncing anxiously on the toes of his shoes. “You just want to sit
and wait? I say we get up, push the car to the nearest hill, and
then ride out the momentum. See where that gets us.”

“Um, Shane?” Ben waved a bare arm in a wide
circle. “We’re in the middle of the fucking Prairies. It doesn’t
matter which way we push, there isn’t a hill for days.”

“Right, but how many cars have we passed in
the last few days?”

Damn. He had a point. “Not counting
tractors, combines, bailers, and wagons?”

“Exactly.”

Ben took the extended hand of peace and
allowed Shane to help him to his feet. “You washed that lately,
right? Soap and water? Twenty seconds?”

“Fuck you, pansy.”

The other man laughed. “I don’t remember
the last farmhouse or dirt road we passed, so I say we keep walking
forward, see who or what we find.”

“Well, as plans go, it’s not like we have
any better.”

 


“What’s up, Kim?”

The blonde, busty farmer’s daughter paused
her pacing and looked up from the tablet in her hand. She was
swiping between cameras, one showing the broken-down car that their
security team was quietly removing from the roadside - having put a
bullet through the radiator to disable it - and the other showing
the two men dragging their feet down the long road that paralleled
the farm.

“Car is a rental, with receipts from gas
stations and restaurants all the way back to Kamloops. They left
their cell phones in the car, not that there’s any coverage out
here anyway.” She smirked. “Even without our signal blockers. One
is an Ontario number, the other British Columbia, so definitely not
local. There are divorce papers in the glove box for one of the
men, and a laminated obituary for a woman stuck to the driver’s
visor, presumably for the other man.”

The plump, ebony-skinned woman leaned over
the blonde’s shoulder. She placed two fingers on the screen and
spread them, zooming in on the men. “So,” she mused, “two handsome
men, far from home, cut off from outside contact, days from anyone
who might remember them, with the likelihood of anybody who might
come looking for them reasonably low?”

“Yes.” As Kim leaned back into the soft,
warm globes of flesh that were cushioning her head, she felt
something harder but just as warm press against her ass. She
wiggled against it, welcoming it into its accustomed place. “I can
do some more digging once the car gets here. Check those phones,
look into their social media, and see if anything might risk
pinging with the police. Make sure nobody’s going to be popping by
with questions.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself.” Long pink
nails intertwined with even longer orange ones. “We need fresh
flesh if we’re to ramp up production, but you know as well as I do
that it’s not always so easy.” She licked Kim’s ear, and then bit
down on the thrice-pieced lobe. “Not every man has what it takes to
be bred, no matter how soft and helpless we make them.”

Kim giggled into the nibble. She put down
the tablet and turned for a kiss, revealing the nine-inch cock
standing proud beneath her skirt. “Mmm, but it makes me so hard to
see them try.”

 


“Thanks again for the help. It’s a good
thing you spotted us.” Ben hadn’t looked - really looked - at
another woman since Jennifer passed away, but he was looking now.
There was something about these women that just called to him. They
were so beautiful, so powerful. All he wanted to do was kneel down
and kiss their heels as they walked so proudly, arrogantly even,
before him. “We walked right past that dirt road,” he told them. “I
have no idea how we missed it. If not for you, we’d still be
walking.”

The tallest of the three - Chantal, she
said her name was - smiled as she helped him through the fourth
electric fence they’d encountered since the road. “Well, that’s
kind of the point. We’re a very specialized farm out here.” It may
have just been his imagination, but Ben felt as if she deliberately
let the gate smash against Shane’s knee as he trailed behind them.
“It’s easier to keep secrets when nobody even knows to look for
them.”

“How many acres did you say you have here?”
Shane rudely interrupted, looking extremely uncomfortable as he
rubbed his knee. At first, Ben thought it was just guilt or
embarrassment, coming on the heels of his cuckolding, but it was
more than that. The other man seemed to be on his guard, almost as
if he was afraid of the women. Every time they reached for him,
whether it was to help him over an obstacle or keep him on the
path, he flinched away from the touch.

Ben was on guard too, of course - just a little bit - but that
fear thrilled him. He felt a deep need to please them, to impress
them with his behavior, and he was worried that Shane’s behavior
was going to reflect badly on them both.

“Be very careful. That kind of question
could be considered prying.” The tiny Asian woman, the first one
they’d spotted coming down the road, softened her sinister tone
with an amused smile. “Nearly eight-hundred acres,” she told them,
“but we actively occupy a fraction of that. The rest is just
buffer, coverage, and camouflage.”

“Buffer for what, exactly?” Shane was being
abrupt to the point of being rude. Ben scowled at his best friend,
but he seemed oblivious to the silent warning.

Before things could take a turn for the
worse, Ben attempted to
salvage the moment. “Please forgive my friend’s rudeness, ladies.
He’s coming off a bitter breakup, and I fear he’s taking it out on
any woman within shouting distance.” He pointed a beseeching glare
Shane’s way. He had no idea what was happening here, but he needed
it to continue building. “We’re grateful for your assistance, and
we certainly don’t wish to intrude.”

 


Alerted by a series of beeps from the
tablet, Kim looked down and squealed with delight. “Look at that!”
She broke away from her passionate embrace with Roxanne. “Chantal
already tagged the plump one.” She pointed to the bright green
digital label floating over the man’s head.

PRIMED FOR BREEDING & FEEDING

Roxanne nodded. “I’m not surprised. Look
at his body language. He’s a natural submissive. Not just obedient,
but completely
subservient.”

Kim kept one hand on the other woman’s
cock, stroking and squeezing, as she used her other to tap on the
monitors along the right side of the display. “Nothing but airborne
pheromone exposure, the mere smell of futa in the air, and he’s
well on his way to being cock-drunk. I bet we could lead him
directly to the barn, hook him up, take him without lube, and he’d
be mooing his gratitude.” She giggled and cooed as she raised her
damp hand and licked the other woman’s precum from her
fingers.

“It’s a shame you’re needed
here” Roxanne groaned, “or I’d
have you on your knees right now.” She rubbed her cock against
Kim’s, enjoying the feel as much as she enjoyed the moans coming
from her employee. The white shaft was longer than hers, but she
was nearly twice as thick, and her head was mushroomed where Kim’s
was more flared. “That other one,” she frowned, “is going to be a
problem.”

“I know. He’s not just fighting the
pheromones, he’s acting as if he’s allergic to them.” Her fingers
danced across the display. Floating over his head was a dark red digital label that
flashed angrily.

FORCED BREED REQUIRED / FEEDING HIGH
RISK

“He’s deliberately keeping his
distance, and he refuses
to meet the eyes of any of the women.” She refreshed the display,
but it didn’t change anything. “I don’t like him, but I do want to
break him.”

“Well, since you’re being such a good girl,
I think that can be arranged.” Roxanne slapped the tablet out of
her hands. She spun the other woman around, pressed her against the
table, and flipped up her skirt. “Speaking of breaking, I’m done
waiting.” She reached down and dragged her fingers from the base of
Kim’s cock, through her wet pussy, and up to the ring of her ass.
“It’s time you stopped being the ‘new’ girl and started being the
‘next’ girl.”

“Oh, but you’re so big,” Kim moaned. “I’ve
never been fucked by anything that big.”

“But you want it, don’t you?” She slid her
cock up and down the other woman’s slit, lubricating it with the
evidence of her own arousal. “You want me to fuck that tight little
ass and fill it with my hot, thick, creamy futa cum, don’t
you?”

As that cock began circling her hole, Kim
cried out in need. She turned over and threw her legs in the air.
She reached up to grab her ankles and forced her ass cheeks to
spread wide. “Take me, Mistress.” She bore down, forcing her ass to
open. “Please, make me one of yours.”

“Oh, you were already one of us.” A
high-pitched scream, part pain, and part lust, filled the room as
she thrust inside the other woman’s ass. More than an
inch-and-a-half of fat futa cock disappeared into that tight, pink
opening. “But now you’re about to be mine.” She leaned forward and
pressed more cock inside. “Fuck, but you’re one tight little
bitch.”

“And you’re one huge fucking monster!” Kim
wiggled her ass and pushed against it, welcoming more of that cock
inside her. “You’re going to split me in half!”

“Then I guess we had better give you time to
adjust.” With an evil glint in her eye, Roxanne plowed that white
ass with everything she had, roaring her triumph when she felt
twin, quivering ass cheeks smack against her thighs. “Sit up and
put your arms around my neck.”

“What?” Kim’s questions didn’t stop her from
following orders. She hugged the other woman tight and then
shrieked in surprise when Roxanne slipped her hands under her ass
and lifted her from the table. She instinctively wrapped her legs
about her Mistress, allowing her to lift her, to carry her, to take
all of her weight on that big, thick, beautiful cock.

“You’re going to ride me through my
rounds,” Roxanne whispered into her ear. “You’re going to be so
full of cum by the time the boys are settled, you’re going to look
pregnant.” She nipped at the ear, just hard enough to draw blood.
“Just like that nasty new piggy you’re so excited to break
in.”

“Mmmm, lucky us.”




Chapter Two




“If you don’t mind me asking, where are you
taking Shane?” Ben watched his friend grow increasingly resistant
as Chantal and Sato each took an arm and led him away. “I know he’s
been rude, but he’s had a rough week. He’s really a good
guy.”

“Don’t you worry your pretty little head.”
The full-figured red-head dazzled him with her smile. God, she was
so pretty. They all were, but she reminded him of his Jennifer.
“Sometimes, new boys need a little education.” She stopped abruptly
and kissed him, hard, right on the lips. “And, sometimes, we get
lucky and find boys who are naturals.” Her body pressing against
him was the most wonderful thing he’d ever felt. “Boys,” she
whispered, “like you.”

“Thank you.” He blushed, feeling the heat
of flushed skin all the way down his neck. “You said something
about helping out in the barn? Paying for our keep?” He was eager
to please, excited to have her tell him he’d done a good job.
“Whatever you need, I’m your boy, I swear.”

“Oh, I know you are, sweetie.” She led him
into what looked like a barn stall, only cleaner, shinier, and
cushioned in pink. “Remove your clothes and get on all fours, right
in the middle of the pink circle, please.”

For somebody who was normally so shy about
his body, Ben stripped his clothes off in record time, not the
slightest bit concerned with the hang of his belly or the
embarrassing stiffness of his cock. It felt good to be naked. It
felt right to be on display before this beautiful woman. He knelt
down on the pink cushion and moaned in pleasure. He’d never felt
anything so soft in all his life. Like a good boy, he leaned
forward and waited on all fours, as instructed.

“Ouch!” He jerked at the feel of something
sharp poking his ass, but then this wonderful warmth suffused his
body. He relaxed as it spread, welcoming the paralysis it brought
with it. He and Jennifer used to play bondage games in the bedroom,
and he’d come to love being tied up and restrained, but this was
even better.

“You’re going to be one of our best cows, I
can already tell.” The beautiful woman lifted his right arm and
bent it at the elbow. She curled his hand into a fist and then
began painting it with a sticky, shiny pink liquid. “This,” she
explained, “is a high-grade latex polymer that will help to shape
your new hooves while still allowing the flesh inside to breath.”
Before the latex could dry, she pressed a solid wedge of hard
plastic against it, slightly darker than the pink of the latex.
“There. Such a perfect, pretty hoof.”

Ben thrilled to her words almost as much
as the look of his new hoof. It really did look like a cow’s
hoof - except for the
color - and as she lowered it back down to the cushion, it felt
like one too. He wanted to thank her, to tell her he liked how
pretty it was, but he couldn’t speak any more than he could
move.

She quickly repeated the actions with his
other hand, creating a second hoof, before switching to his feet.
He couldn’t move his head to look, but he had enough feeling to get
a sense of what she did. She lifted each leg and arched the foot
with the toes pointed down, the pose reminding him of the extreme
ballet boots that Jennifer had perpetually teased as next year’s
anniversary present. She coated them with the same latex liquid,
but they received three coats compared to one of his hands before
she pressed a pink plastic heel into place.

“Now, my pretty little moo cow, you may
feel this next bit, but I promise I’ll never hurt you.” She kissed
him on the forehead, and
then gently pressed his head down so that he could watch what she
did next.

His eyes went wide as he watched her
slather a sounding rod with lube. That was another implement of
kink his wife had teased him with, but never actually introduced
into their lovemaking. He saw it slide into his urethra more than
he felt it, but what he saw made him think of things cold and hard.
She didn’t press it in far, only about an inch, just enough to make
sure it stayed there on its own.

“Oh, my. Getting a little aroused, are we?”
She laughed at the way his cock struggled against the paralysis to
remain erect. “That’s good, right there.” With his cock half-stiff,
she quickly painted it with the same pink liquid latex, encasing
his balls, shaft, and head with the rubberized material.
“Perpetually captured on the cusp of arousal,” she whispered, her
fingers tracing over the drying sheath, “yet never allowed such
masculine pleasures ever again.”

Ben whimpered softly, but she was quick to
soothe him. “Oh, don’t worry, my pretty little cow.” She began
withdrawing the sounding rod, twisting it as she went to
keep the latex sheath
from tearing, and leaving him a perfect hole when she was done.
“You’ll be cumming plenty, I promise, and it’ll be better than
anything a mere boy can experience.”

He smiled. That was all right, then. He
trusted her. He believed her. If she said it would be better, then
he wouldn’t question it.

“Now, before your sleepy juice wears off,
we have one last thing to do.” He watched, bemused, as she opened
his mouth and manipulated his lips until they forced a perfect ‘O.’
He felt just like some perverted sex doll, and that excited him to
no end. The liquid latex tasted harsh where she painted his lips
with it - inside and out - but it felt good. It reminded him of the
gloss with which his wife used to paint his lips, staining them red
for days afterward. If it looked like it felt, then he knew his
pursed sissy lips would be sexy and naughty and kinky as
fuck.

Especially since she layered it on, one over
the other, giving him big, fat, bee-stung cocksucker lips. The
weight alone felt obscene and he knew he must look like a
whore.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

“Moo.” He laughed at the noises coming from
his mouth, but his laugh was a ‘moo’ all of its own. That seemed to
be the only sound he could manage with his lips coated as they
were, but that was all right. If it was good enough for cows, it
was good enough for him. “Moo. Moo!” He felt so alive. Just being
around these women made him deliriously happy, and hearing her
approval was the best thing ever. “Moo-moo-moo.”

“Oh, I almost forgot your tail.” The
paralysis must have begun wearing off because he felt the wet lube
coating his ass, the hard rubber plug forcing its way inside, and
then the surprising ‘pop’ of the flared base sliding in to press
against his prostate.

“Moo!”

“Yes, ‘moo’ indeed,” she chuckled. “I can
see your pretty little sissy clit leaking already.” When she patted
his ass, he felt the barest sensation. “Now, you just rest here
while all that sleepy juice works its way out of your system. You
have such a big night ahead of you, but I want you to feel every
single moment.” She trailed her fingertip around the perfect pink
‘O’ of his mouth. “You’re going to want to feel it too, I
promise.”

Ben let out another contented “Moo” as the
red-haired beauty removed her finger and smothered his face in her
ample bosom, squeezing him in an erotic hug, before he felt her
back out of the stall.

As he heard the stall door latch behind
her, he wondered how Shane was getting along.

 


“What the fuck is this?” Shane stumbled
into what looked like a barn stall, only the walls seemed to be
made of stainless steel and the floor was cold, hard concrete. It
was tight. It was
sterile, It was confining. With the lack of windows, it was already
making him feel claustrophobic.

And the rings embedded in the floor weren’t
exactly helping with his anxiety. This looked like the kind of
place where they locked up troublemakers until they died of
starvation.

“I see where you look.” The small Asian
woman stood to one side of the door while her taller blonde
counterpart came in behind them, a leather bag dangling over her
one shoulder. “Behave yourself, and those will not be
necessary.”

The implication of what might happen, were
he not to behave, was clear.

“Oh, Sato, don’t go all Ninja on him quite
yet.”

“I keep telling you bitches, Ninjas are
Japanese.” The tiny woman spat onto the floor. “I am Chinese.” Her
smile sent a chill through Shane’s body. “You may call me Empress
Sato, if you like, new girl.”

“It’s not new girl anymore,” the blonde
responded. “It’s just Kim.” Both women’s eyes met above him, conveying some
information that was beyond his comprehension. “And Empress? I
hardly think Mistress Roxanne would go for that.”

Sato’s silence spoke volumes about the fear
they both held for this mysterious Mistress.

Shane stepped back as the taller woman
advanced. She looked like a sweet farmer’s daughter, but she gave
off dangerous vibes. For every step she took, he took two stumbling
steps backward. Not that there was anywhere to go. “Look, we don’t
want any trouble. Let my friend and I go, and I swear we’ll never
say a word about this place.” He offered a nervous shrug. “Hell,
I’m not even sure where we are. It’s not like I’d ever be able to
find it again anyway.”

“Don’t you like us?” she pouted. “Don’t you
find us beautiful? Don’t you want to make us happy?”

Before he could stop himself, he blurted
out, “You all scare the shit out of me.”

“Such language.” When he turned to watch
Sato advance, he felt something poke him in the thigh.

“Ouch!”

“It will be nice when you are silenced,”
the smaller woman laughed, her voice high pitched and cruel, but he
was too focused on the tall blonde with the syringe to pay her any
attention.

He wanted to ask her what she’d done, what
she’d injected him with, but he couldn’t seem to make his mouth
move. Shane thought about turning to run, but his body wouldn’t
respond. He was paralyzed, trapped in his own body, and that was
almost as terrifying as the fear of what these monstrous women were
planning to do with him.

Suddenly, something was covering his eyes, leaving him blind
as well as unable to move. He was so frightened that he pissed
himself.

“Oh, these piggies stink.” That sounded
like Sato.

“I know. So much more acrid and rank than
their pretty little sissy cousins.” That was Kim. “I love the
little sissy dribbles. They taste so sweet.”

Although Shane couldn’t move, he was aware
of every movement they forced upon his body. He felt himself being
stripped naked, washed, and manipulated into a crawling position.
It was all so weird, and not being able to see just made it more
disorienting. He wanted to cry out and beg them to stop, to promise
them anything if they’d just let him go, but he couldn’t do more
than make a gurgling, hissing sound in the back of his
throat.

“Ugh, what an ugly sound. I so prefer a
sissy ‘moo’ to that.”

He felt his mouth being shaped closed
around some cylindrical object. It felt like an oversized straw. He
tried to spit it out and open wide, but it was useless. He gagged
as they began spreading some thick, viscous goop across his lips,
but he was powerless to stop them.

Just then, he noticed the same wet feeling
on one of his hands. He’d been so distracted by his face, he hadn’t
realized they’d done something to his hand, squeezing and twisting and shaping his fingers
into a fist that they were now painting with that same liquid crap.
There was nothing he could do as they repeated the process with his
other hand, then moved back and did something similar with his
feet, which they forced into an awkward pointing stretch that hurt
the tendons in the back of his calves.

“Pathetic. Just look at this.”

“I’ve seen bigger on a newborn.”

Shane didn’t know what they were talking
about until a hand grabbed his cock and pulled, stretching its limp
flesh. He wanted to protest that this wasn’t fair. He wanted to
assure them that he was bigger than average when fully erect. He
wanted to assert his masculinity, to demand they recognize how
unfair it was to judge him when he was cold and scared, but he’d
have never admitted to those feelings . . . and he doubted they’d
care anyway.

The feeling of something cold and hard
being pressed against the head of his cock terrified him. Before he
could stop himself, he let loose with a stinking stream of
piss.

“Oh, disgusting!”

“I warned you about these piggies.”

Whatever it was they had been planning to
stick inside his cock they beat him with now, landing hard, sharp
strokes across his ass. Inside he was crying out for mercy, but all
he had to show for it was the tears welling in his eyes.

“If he didn’t need these for processing, I’d
castrate piggy right here and now.”

He felt a tug on the blindfold. The sudden
light was blinding but he soon adjusted.

Not that he liked any of what he saw.

“We were going to do this the easy way,” the
blonde whispered in his ear, “but I decided I’d rather you watch.”
She pushed his head down until he was staring at his cock. “I want
you to see what’s about to happen. I want you to sweat.”

Shane screamed silently inside as she
forced a long metal rod inside his cock. Kim stepped back as Sato
began slathering the wet, viscous, oily-smelling goop being over
his cock and balls. Being able to see didn’t make him feel any
better about the situation. If was like they were painting him into
some sort of cage, one that would prevent him from ever being able
to prove his masculinity.

That bothered him more than the
paralysis.

The feel of something heavy and solid
landing in the crack of his ass should have made him jump, but he
couldn’t even manage a flinch.

“You’re going to do that now?” He wasn’t
sure whether Sato sounded more shocked or amused. “I thought you,
of all people, would want to wait until he can feel it.”

“I’ve just about had it with this piggy.
The sooner he’s broken the better.” Whatever it was on his ass, it
was moving around now, leaving him feeling slimy. He didn’t like
it, and he was sure he wasn’t going to like whatever came next. He
just had a feeling.

“You should at least let him see what he’s
dealing with.” He Sato’s
hand grip his chin, but the other woman stopped that
cold.

“No!” Kim sounded like she was breathing heavily. “Let me get
inside. Let him wonder.” Whatever she had back there was sliding
between the cheeks of his ass. It felt warm and kind of rubbery.
“Then show him and let him make the connection.”

Shane wanted to ask what the hell they were talking about, but
any questions were driven out of his mind by the foreign object
being driven inside his ass. Paralyzed or not, that hurt! There was
a burning, tearing sensation around the ring of his asshole as it
was stretched impossibly wide. He tried to fight it. He tried to
push back against it. He tried to pull away. He managed none of it.
All he could do was take it, crouched on all fours, like a fucking
animal!

“Listen to him grunt and oink.” Sato
slapped his cheek. “I kind of wish they could squeal sometimes, but
then I remember how the first batch screamed, and I’m so happy for
the silence.”

Whatever had been pressing into his ass
popped fully inside him. It pressed uncomfortably against the walls
of his rectum, rubbing what he imagined must have been his
prostate, while his asshole quivered and twitched around it. It was
like nothing he’d ever felt. Shane wondered if she had her whole
fist in there. Maybe this was some dark, twisted aspect of their
livestock fantasy.

If it was Kim’s first, she wasn’t
satisfied with just that. She kept pressing, kept pushing into him.
If that was her arm invading him, then he expected to feel her
elbow poking between his cheeks soon. The feeling was utterly
humiliating. It was degrading. It was perverse and animalistic. He
wanted so desperately to pull himself away, to crawl forward and
get it out, but he still couldn’t so much as twitch a
finger.

“Now?” he heard Sato ask.

“Let me pull out.” Kim was still breathing
heavily, but sounded like she was enjoying whatever she was doing.
“When it’s just the head inside, then you can remove the
blindfold.”

As much as it had hurt going in, Shane felt
some small measure of relief, some weird, disgusting pleasure as it
withdrew. It left him feeling strangely empty inside, as if he’d
been forever stretched and would never find his true shape again,
but that was fine.

Anything to feel it pop out.

Except it didn’t.

It stopped, just inside his ass, and
paused.

He wanted to struggle as Sato slowly
pulled his head up. He wanted to fight against whatever it was they
wanted him to see. He might as well have wanted the world to stop
turning. What he saw before him was confusing. It was too close,
too blurry. At first, he
thought it was the other woman’s fist, showing him what Sato had
inside him, but it looked wrong. It didn’t have the right shape. It
looked more like . . .

Oh, god, no.

It couldn’t be.

It wasn’t possible.

It looked like a cock, like a really big
cock, and it was bobbing up and down before his face.

“Oh, listen to those piggy oinks! It almost
does sound like he’s squealing.”

“Step back,” Kim panted. “Step back so the
piggy can see.”

As that cock pulled away, giving him a
look at the body to which it was attached, he saw hips and a waist
that looked extremely feminine. He saw long, smooth, hairless legs
that looked like those of a woman. Suddenly, there were a pair of
breasts dangling in his face, with his view of the cock framed
below them.

At that moment, the anal intruder forced
its way back in, and he understood that Kim was fucking him. She
was fucking him with her cock. There was a cock in his ass and it
belonged to some monstrous freak of a woman!

“We are what is known as futa,” the breasts
before him said. “We’re just like women, only better. We’re
stronger, faster, and healthier, but with bigger cocks than any man
has ever seen.”

That other cock plunged in to the hilt
again. He thought it was going to split him in half!

“We also have far deeper, far tighter
pussies than any man has ever found between a woman’s legs. We’re
the best of both worlds. We fuck better and we’re better
fucks.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Kim barked. “Tell the
piggy what matters before I cum.”

The perversely-hung Asian woman grabbed
his head. She yanked it up so he could see her face. “Why you are
here, piggy, is because of our cum. Our wonderful, magical,
miraculous cum!” She looked so excited, and all he wanted to do was
throw up.

“One drop of our yummy
nectar,” Kim added, “can
cure any disease. Avian flu? Swine flu? Mumps or measles? H1N1,
COVID-19, or HIV? Cancer? The common cold? Anything you silly
humans can suffer, we can cure.”

He was having trouble paying attention.
The feel of Kim’s cock pistoning in and out of his ass was
distracting him. It was driving him crazy. He didn’t want to feel
anymore. He didn’t want to hear anymore. He didn’t want to
understand. He just wanted it all to end!

Sato flicked his nose with her
finger. “Long story
short, piggy, we can cure anything, vaccinate against anything, but
there are side effects.” She smiled, but there was no humor in it.
She looked cruel. “Pure futa cum tends to make people cum-dumb.
It’s addictive, and it tends to make them our slaves.”

“Like, total slaves,” Kim added with short,
excited breaths. “Forever and ever and ever.” She slammed her cock
in deep. “We cum inside you.” She withdrew until just her head was
inside. “Your body absorbs it, and it changes you.” She plunged in
again. “Your worthless little cock stops producing weak boy cum and
start processing our superior futa cum.” She withdrew again, but
only halfway this time. “Then your little cock leaks it out . . .”
In and out, harder and faster, deeper and deeper. “And,” she
screamed, “then we collect it!”

Shane felt it. He felt her cum inside his
ass. It was a feeling like he had never felt before. Futa cum was flooding his ass,
filling him to bursting with the bitch’s never-ending discharge.
This was so wrong! He couldn’t scream or yell or shout, but he
could cry, and that’s what he did.

“If you were a sissy hucow,” the
Asian woman told him, “this
would feel sooooo much better.” She wiped the tears from his
cheeks, and then she licked them from her finger! “But you’re a
stubborn little piggy and that means you struggle.” For a moment,
he was afraid she was going to make him suck her cock next, but
then he remembered his mouth had been permanently
sealed.

If there was one positive
in this experience, that
was it.

“There’s more to the story, of course.” Kim
sighed as she slowly withdrew her cock. “Hucows and piggies are
imperfect creatures, at best. You can’t handle the power of our
cum.” The feeling of her cock popping free of his ass was the most
wonderful thing ever. It was such a relief - except she immediately
shoved something else in its place, sealing all that cum inside.
“Your bodies process our cum to make it safe, but in its diluted
form it can heal only one thing.” She leaned across his back, her
wet, still-frighteningly hard cock pressed against his flesh. “Your
filtered cum can only heal whatever it is that makes you
sick.”

And then it hit him. If he and Ben hadn’t
been sick . . . if his
ex-wife’s cheating fucking bull hadn’t infected them . . . the
women would have likely had just let them go on their
way.

Here he was, halfway across the country, and
the bitch was still fucking him over.

“Such a pathetic piggy.” He felt Sato’s
hand squeeze his cold, sheathed balls. “Even with such a tiny cock,
you’ll probably cure a hundred people with your
sickness.”

He didn’t quite pass out, but all sense of
conscious reasoning left him.

“Should we tip him over?” He heard voices, but they seemed to be
coming from far away. “Put him on his side or
something?”

“No. Let nature take its course. Let him
feel the tiredness and the strain as the paralysis wears off. Let
him experience that moment where lack of control gives way to an
inability to control. Let him feel ashamed and useless when he
collapses into a puddle of flesh.”

“You’re a cruel one, Kim.”

“Only to useless piggies.”

“Hey, you wanted to break him. You leave
the sissy cow alone?” The other woman laughed. “They love
Chinese.”

As they exited the stall, Shane was dimly
aware of the sound of the door latching behind them.

 


“Well, hello there! Aren’t you a pretty
little hucow!”

Ben smiled up at the tall, buxom brunette
who entered his stall. She was so beautiful! He wanted to serve
her. He wanted to make her happy. “Moo!” He bounced on his new pink
hoofs to show his excitement.

“My name is Gretchen,” she introduced
herself, “and my sister here is Helena.”

“Hello, sissy.” The two women could have
been twins, except Helena’s hair was so white it was almost
silver.

He wanted to serve her too. He wanted to
make them both happy! “Moo, moo!” He wiggled his ass and waved his cute little
tail. This was amazing. He’d never imagined he could feel so happy,
so full of pride and purpose. It was like serving his wife all over
again, only a thousand times better.

“We bought you pressies, little hucow.”
Gretchen produced a pair of pink, frilly, ruffled panties that just
screamed sissy. He had never seen anything so pretty! “Lift up your
hoof, pretty sissy, and help me put these on.”

 Ben lifted one
hoof at a time and shivered with delight as she pulled the soft,
sexy material up his legs and over his ass. They felt so soft and
so slippery, it was like somebody had found a way to weave
femininity. He hadn’t seen it when they were in her hands, but the
panties were crotch-less beneath all those ruffles. His pink sissy
clit was allowed to dangle free, and the teasing tug on his tail
told him his asshole was just as exposed.

“Now, this is just temporary, honey,”
Helena said as she twirled a pink bra around her finger. “I
promise, you’ll soon be so big enough to fill it properly.” He
raised his front hoofs so that she could slide them into the bra.
It was heavy, a bra more designed for comfort and support than mere
appearances. There was plenty of lace on the outside of the cups,
but it was just decoration. When his wife had played their
occasional feminization games, he’d never worn anything so proper
and purposeful.

And the idea that he could come to fill
the cups properly had him mooing in delight.

“And one last thing.” Gretchen crouched
down before him and showed him what she held in her hand. It was a
wide collar, bright pink, with SISSY written across it in
rhinestones. It was absolutely beautiful, but it was the padlock
that made his sissy clit
leak with excitement. The feeling of it around his neck felt so
wonderful, it was like he’d been waiting his whole life to wear
it.

And when she snapped that padlock
closed?

“Moo!” He nuzzled his head against her,
desperate to show his appreciation. The tall brunette laughed as
she stroked his head.

“Since you’re already there, sis, do you
want to take care of the feeding?” Ben felt the plug being pulled
from his ass. He thrust himself backward, following it as if he
could somehow stop her from removing his tail. “Oh, don’t you worry
your pretty little ass, sissy. I’ll be putting something back
inside there in a moment.”

“Moo.” He didn’t like feeling so empty, but
if it was only temporary, that was okay, then.

“Now, I have a very special treat for you,
sissy.” Gretchen continued stroking his head. “It’s okay if you’re
a little bit scared, but I promise you’re going to love
it.”

Curious, he watched as she began popping the
buttons that ran down the side of her denim miniskirt. As it fell
to the ground, his eyes widened. There was a bulge in her panties
that he initially thought didn’t belong there. She stepped forward
and ground that bulge over his face, and suddenly it seemed odd
that he ever doubted how perfect it was. The heat was so wonderful,
and the scent was like the most exquisite perfume. He couldn’t lick
or suck like he wanted, not with his lips sealed, but he could
nuzzle and smell. Her cock filled his senses.

“Do you want it?” She asked him.
He mooed in delight and watched
her tug down the waistband to reveal a big, fat, swollen mushroom
head. “Are you sure?” she teased. He mooed as he nuzzled it, and
the trail of precum it left on the tip of his nose made him wish
his tongue was long enough to escape his pink latex ‘O’ and lick it
off.

“Well, since you’re being such a good sissy
. . .” Ben felt his sissy clit leaking again as she placed the head
of her cock inside the ring of his lips. It barely penetrated, just
enough to rest on his lower lip, but it was enough for him to get
his tongue in there, licking around her head and wiggling inside
her slit.

That taste! It was delicious! It was the
best thing he had ever tasted in his life! He had to have more!

“My, what an eager, greedy little sissy we
have here,” she giggled. “You should feel the way his tongue is
attacking my cock, sis. I swear, give him enough time and he’ll be
fucking that tongue inside me!”

“Then perhaps you’d better remind him who’s
in charge here.”

Oh, he liked the sound of that! With a
muffled moo, he
reluctantly withdrew his tongue and waited.

He didn’t have to wait long.

Her massive cock began pushing inside his
mouth. It was so big! She filled his mouth, and she was just
getting started. But, just as she reached the back of his tongue,
just as he started to gag deliciously on her head, she paused.

“Have no fear, my pretty little sissy.
You’ll get more in a moment. First, you have to let momma’s cum do
its work.”

Helena chose that moment to remind him of
her presence. He couldn’t turn to look, not with a mouth full of
cock, but he instinctively knew the warm liquid pooling inside the
ring of his asshole was cum. It felt like magic. It settled there.
His body soaked it in, as if it were feeding on it. He could feel
his sphincter relaxing. He could feel it loosening. Even before he
began pushing outward, falling back on what he’d learned during his
wife’s pegging sessions, his ass was opening all on its
own.

“Oh fuck, I love new sissies!” The
white-haired beauty pressed her cockhead inside him. There was a
brief moment of discomfort, and then he immediately adjusted. His
body welcomed her inside. It shifted to accommodate her. It made
room for her massive size and waited patiently for more. “Feeling
their asses learn how to take futa cock is the best thing
ever.”

His other goddess chuckled softly. “I think
he’s ready to learn what else he can do.” She ran her fingers down
the side of his face, caressing the bulge her cock made in his
cheek. “Look at me, sissy. Point those pretty eyes up here.”

Totally in love with both of these women,
Ben looked up. He felt himself melt before the power of her
smile.

“This is going to feel weird, just for a
moment, but then it’s going to feel so good.”

He accepted that. He believed her. He
trusted her. He would do anything for her.

She began pushing forward again, and her
cockhead slipped down inside like his throat was made for it. There
was no pain, no discomfort, no gagging, just the bliss of being
filled. The well-hung beauty kept pushing, and he kept swallowing.
The only thing that got in her way, the only thing that gave her
pause, was the tightness of his collar, but she easily pushed past
that. By the time his nose found itself squished against her, he
had a good eight inches of cock down his throat, plus the four
inches inside his mouth.

It should have been impossible. Instead, it
was inconceivable that he’d never felt such joy before.

She held her cock there, letting him
become used to the feeling of it being inside him, while Helena
continued training his other end. He felt the massive mushroom of
her head, nearly twice as fat and wide as Gretchen’s, push past the
soft, tender button of his prostate. That filled him with so much
pleasure! He felt his sissy clit leaking again. She didn’t stop,
though. She just kept pressing forward, driving inch after inch of
glorious cock inside him.

“Well fuck me, sis, you were right.” The
white-haired goddess was breathing heavily with her arousal, and he
knew he was responsible. That made him feel so good, so happy! He
wiggled and pressed backward, helping her deeper inside. “I do
believe . . .” she kept pressing, “that he’s gonna . . .” she kept
pressing, “take the whole fucking thing the first time!”

Ben felt her hips slap hard against his
ass and he knew he had done it. He’d taken what had to be fourteen,
maybe even fifteen inches of cock inside his ass, and it felt like
every one of them belonged there. This was what he was meant for.
This is what he was made for. He never wanted anything more out of
life than to feel himself being filled and fucked by these futa
beauties. This was it. He had found paradise, heaven, and nirvana
all at once. He was home.

“Ready, sis?” Gretchen placed her hands on
either side of his head and held him tight.

Oh, but he liked that!

“Oh, I’m so ready.” Helena laid her hands
on the cheeks of his ass and dug her fingers in.

Oh, that hurt so good!

He saw the woman before him nod, and then
his body was blown apart. His life changed forever. Both massive,
monstrous, magnificent cocks began a slow withdrawal. He felt every
inch of glorious flesh sliding inside him. He felt his throat and
his ass constricting in the absence of cock. He tasted a river of
precum flowing down his throat, and he felt the same coating the
inside of his ass. It was the single greatest moment of his life,
the most incredible pleasure he had ever imagined
feeling.

And then, at some silent cue, they stopped
at the halfway mark before they began pushing and pressing in
again.

That, he would have sworn, was the single
greatest moment of his life, but then they buried themselves to the
hilt at the exact same time, squishing him between them, and that
surpassed it . . . as did every move to follow, every sensation
that came after. Each one surpassed the one before it in an endless
string of incredible pleasures.

Ben was nothing more than an animal, a
sissy hucow, to be used for their pleasure. He was spit-roasted
like no man had ever been before, so deeply impaled by futa cocks
that he felt like they could have lifted his hooves from the ground
and spun him around in the air. He was still desperate to serve,
though, still anxious to please, and he began finding ways to
become an active sissy. He used his tongue to caress Gretchen’s
cock, and suctioned his cheeks to provide her with a tighter,
hotter, better fuck. How a cock in his mouth could feel and taste
so good was incomprehensible, but it was glorious - and the freely
flowing precum was so delicious it was truly
intoxicating.

The cock inside his ass was a delight of
an entirely different beast, a constant movement of orgasmic
pleasure. He squeezed himself around Helena as she withdrew, his
body begging her not to go, and he bared down to open himself wide as she pressed back
in, begging her to somehow take him deeper and harder than the last
time. He’d been pegged before, and he’d enjoyed it, but this was
pleasure on a whole other level. It was living, breathing joy, and
it felt infinitely better than any mere pleasure he’d ever taken
from his sissy clit.

He was glad it was covered and
restrained.

He didn’t need it

He didn’t want it.

What he needed was their cocks - real
cock, futa cock - deep inside him, from now until the end of
time.

The two women matched one another with a
synchronous rhythm that seemed too perfect to be natural. They
played his body like an accordion, squeezing and pulling at his
holes, and driving him insane with pleasure. He moaned and groaned
and mooed between them. His eyes rolled so far back inside his
head, it was a wonder he couldn’t see Helena behind him. He felt
like he was experiencing one long, continuous, never-ending orgasm
that consumed his entire body.

And then they came, and he understood what
true pleasure really was.

“Oh, you fucking incredible sissy!” The
cock inside his mouth exploded. There was no other word for it. He
felt the shaft twitch and grow along his tongue, and thought he was
prepared for what came next, but there was no preparing for your
first taste of futa cum. A fire hose of hot, wet, sticky, slimy sperm unloaded inside
his throat. It was so strong, he felt like his throat was being
bruised! Gretchen quickly withdrew, and as she did so, as that cum
began splattering inside his mouth, he could finally taste it - and
it was like nothing else in this world. It was all he could do to
keep up with the torrent, but the pink seal of his ‘O’ ring
prevented any of that precious nectar from escaping. Ben swallowed
hard and fast, each load tasting better and going down smoother
than the one before it.

The taste itself was orgasmic. There was no
other word for it.

“If you thought that was good,” Helena
groaned, “wait until you feel this!”

The feeling of that first hot load of cum
being unloaded inside his ass was so intense, Ben raised himself up
onto his ballet-boot toes with the force of it. The only thing that
kept him from leaving the floor was Gretchen’s cock holding him in
place! If he thought she’d filled his mouth, her sister was
positively flooding his ass. He’d never imagined somebody could cum
so hard and so long before, but he loved it. Each fresh spurt
brought with it a spike in endorphins, adrenaline, and hormones
that propelled his pleasure higher and higher. His prostate was
twitching in response to those spurts, and his sissy clit was
running like a faucet.

No orgasm had ever felt like this. He never
wanted it to end.

The two women were cumming so hard and so
long, he expected to feel the streams meeting somewhere inside him.
He was guzzling down Gretchen’s sperm so hungrily, he felt his
belly swelling with the weight of it, and that made him feel so
sexy. He had no idea where the cum inside his ass was going, how it
could keep filling him without gushing out all over the floor, but
he was a greedy little sissy and he wanted it all.

Finally, and yet far too soon, they
finished cumming. A pair of heavy, half-limp cocks slipped out of
his body with a wet plop, and he collapsed in a puddle of sissy
bliss between them. He was drunk with cum, intoxicated with semen,
and all he could do was moo and moo and moo and moo with utter
contented mindless bliss.

The women said something to him, he was
sure of it, but his mind and soul were soaring somewhere far beyond
his body, riding heights of pleasure he’d never
known were possible. He
did feel them lay a super soft blanket over his sweaty, trembling
body, and then . . . he sank into dreams of happily drowning in
cum.






Chapter Three




Kim could smell the terror and the
confusion on the angry little piggy as she stepped
back from having attached the
appliance. She hadn’t really wanted to milk him, but she’d asked to
break him and Mistress Roxanne held her to it. She trailed her hand
lightly over the piggy’s ass and down its back as she slowly walked
around to its head. She felt it shudder as she lightly grazed its
neck. The animalistic grunt it made when she grasped its chin and
raised its head to look her in the eyes flooded her with pleasure.
Her cock was spent from an afternoon mounted on her Mistress, but
her pussy provided ample dripping evidence of her
arousal.

“Do you feel it yet, piggy?” The blonde
farm girl sat cross-legged on the floor before it. “I’m sure it
must be very confusing to you. I’m sure you must be fighting it so
very hard.”

As she watched, the piggy suddenly began to
twitch. Its head snapped up in shock and its eyes rolled back into
its head. It was always so cute to watch a piggy fight the
transition. She loved the way it pulled back, as if it could
somehow distance itself from the feelings, even as its bony ass
thrust forward, instinct demanding that it should be fucking
something to be cumming so hard.

“Oh, yes!” She slipped a hand inside her
pussy as she watched. “Look at all that cum leaking out of your
little piggy cock. It always amazes me that such tiny, pathetic
little specimens can handle the torrent that’s trying so hard to
force its way out of you.”

The piggy was panting now, a sheen of
sweat covering its entire body. Its half-glazed eyes fixed on her,
as if a mere look could possibly convey what it must be
feeling.

“If you were a pretty little sissy hucow,”
she told it, “I’d be reassuring you that you’re a good sissy. I’d
be praising you for your pretty little sissygasm. I’d be sitting
here, sharing in your joy, with my cock halfway down your throat as
we celebrated your pleasure together.” Kim was rubbing that magic
spot between the base of her cock and the opening to her pussy,
coaxing her own pleasure to build slowly. “If you were a sissy
hucow who responded to our pheromones, who was compatible with
our scent, you would not
just be experiencing this bliss, you’d be accepting it, welcoming
it, luxuriating in it.”

She shuffled closer. She grabbed the
piggy’s ugly black latex
hoof and forced it into her pussy. As she began humping herself
onto the reluctant piggy, feeling that thick, hard, slippery hoof
rubbing inside her, she felt a fresh flood of juices begin leaking
from her pussy. Collecting some of those juices in the palm of her
hand, she brought it up and smeared the girl-cum across the piggy’s
cheeks. She laughed devilishly as it recoiled, a look of disgust
fighting with the confused pleasure it was still
feeling.

“What is happening right now,” she
explained, “is that your futa-bred piggy prostate is desperately
trying to expel all that hot, thick, potent futa cum from your
body. It’s simply not something the human body can contain.
Instead, like calls to like, and with the vibrating butt plug
stimulating your prostate, your body is desperately trying to
process my cum through that glorious little gland, expelling it
from your body as piggy semen.”

The piggy was trembling now, its entire
body responding to the strange sensations caused by the foreign
substance being forced through it. She could feel those vibrations
through its hoof, and that propelled her even closer to orgasm.

“There is, of course,” she giggled, “far
more to it than that, but all you really need to know is that every
time your useless asshole gets bred, your pathetic little piggy
cock is going to cum harder and longer.”

The sudden flash of hatred in its eyes
pushed her over the edge. She came hard around its twitching hoof.
She screamed in orgasmic delight as pussy juices ran down its piggy
leg, causing it to recoil, to pull back, to rip the hoof from her
grasp. “Oh, yes!” That was exactly what she was hoping it would do.
As that hoof rubbed her G-spot, jerking upwards as it popped free,
her cock exploded too. Big, thick spurts of futa cum arced up into
the air.

The piggy acted like it had been scalded
as those drops rained down across its back. It made the cutest
grunts and groans of fury and fear, and that just made her cum
harder. Kim wrapped two hands around her shaft and stroked out the
last few explosive spurts, aiming her cock so that they shot
directly across the piggy’s face, plastering it with cum. The way
it shook back and forth, desperate to rid itself of the cum, turned
her on even more, causing her pussy to let loose with one last
orgasmic flood.

“Oh my,” she cooed. “There’s really nothing
more intoxicating than taking part in a piggy’s first
processing.”

The piggy was losing control. It was
thrashing against the walls of the pen, clearly desperate to escape
what it was feeling. She could see that it was approaching the
breaking point.

“There are two ways this can go.” She began
wiping her cum from its cheeks, making a show of enjoying the taste
as she sucked her fingers clean. “What your body already
understands, and what your mind is beginning to fathom, is the fact
that your orgasm has just begun. Even though you’re an imperfect
creature, and the processing of cum largely inefficient, you must
know that there’s an awful lot of futa cum inside you. When you’re
bred, you’re flooded with potent futa sperm.” She continued
cleaning and sucking, as if they were having a casual after-sex
chat. “At the rate your little piggy cock is leaking processed
sperm, it could be hours before you’re done.”

The guttural, animalistic howl that escaped
the piggy’s breathing hole was music to her ears.

“For good piggies, for the ones I like, the stimulation becomes
so intense, their bodies can’t handle it. They usually end up
having a stroke or a heart attack. Of course, we bring them back.
As I told you earlier, futa cum can heal or cure anything.” She
watched understanding flash in its eyes. She saw the moment it
realized there was no escape. “What I like even better,” she told
it, lowering her head to whisper in its ear, “is when a piggy
breaks, when its mind snaps, leaving it a catatonic husk for semen
recycling.”

Kim licked its ear as she reached down and
wrapped one hand around its latex cock-sheath. She began stroking
it, adding to the sensations of its prostate orgasm. It responded
so quickly, she barely had time to pull her head back before it
bucked, throwing its head back in one last guttural howl, forever
trapped between the mental anguish of fear and shame and the
physical torment of impossible pleasure.

She saw the light flash from its eyes as
its entire body settled and she came again, only this time she
opened her mouth to catch every succulent drop. There was no point
in wasting it on this piggy. He was broken-in and just plain
broken. He’d serve his purpose for another few months, maybe as
long as six, before his body expired. Its production would never be
the same without the awareness of what was happening inside its
body, and its processed cum wouldn’t be as potent as that of its
cute little sissy hucow friend, but that’s why the farm sold to two
different markets, at two different price points.

 


Ben had no idea how long it had been since
the two women left, but he was beginning to feel uncomfortable -
although deliciously so. His chest had ballooned into DD-cup
breasts, complete with hard, pointy nipples that were screaming for
attention. It was hard to tell, and it may have just been sweat,
but he swore the
dampness growing across the cups of his tight-fitting bra was
coming from his nipples. He mooed in delight as he swayed this way
and that, watching his breasts wiggle and jiggle beneath him. The
movement, though, forced him to notice another new sensation, one
that was harder to place and even harder to see.

“Moo?” Cum-drunk and confused, he
rolled onto his side,
cushioned by the soft, pink pillow of his stall, and spread his
hooves wide. “Moo!” What he was between his legs was so bizarre it
took a moment for him to recognize it. His balls were swollen to
many times their normal size, so full and so heavy with cum that he
could barely see the pink-tip of his sheathed cock poking out from
between them.

“Oh my, somebody has taken very well indeed
to his first breeding!”

Ben smiled at the tall, buxom blonde who
had stepped into his stall. She was so pretty, and her voice was
like country music played from heaven. She reached down and
unclasped the nursing cups of his bra. When she squeezed one of his
nipples, a stream of hot milk shot into the air, arcing back down
to land on his lips. “Mooooooo!” He tasted so good, so sweet, so
wonderful.

“I knew, the moment I saw you walking in
with the girls, that you would be special, but I don’t think even
Chantal could have imagined just how naturally primed you were for
breeding and feeding. It really is remarkable.” The beautiful
farmer helped him flip back over onto his hooves. “Now, while I
attach your milking equipment, I’m going to tell you a little
story.”

The story she told was wonderful, a tale
of magical women called futas who possessed incredible healing
powers. Their very presence was toxic to some humans - men like
Shane, he realized - and gloriously addictive to others - sissies
like him. Their cum was as wonderful as it was yummy, able to cure
anything in the whole wide world, and in doing so make the person
being cured a happy, devoted, horny little slave. But, she
explained some people didn’t like that - which he totally could not
understand! - and so their cum needed to be processed and refined,
filtered through sissy hucows like himself.

At some point, he zoned out, lost in the
glorious music of her voice and the wonderful feeling of all the
milking equipment being prepared, but he heard enough to
understand. He was special because he came to them with a disease
that needed a cure, and he could help them cure others without all
the lovely feelings of submissive intoxication. He cried at that,
thinking he had failed her, and that there was something wrong with
him, but she reminded him that not everybody wanted to feel the
love he did, so he was actually helping them.

Once all the equipment was attached,
adjusted, and ready to be turned on, she finished her story. She
explained all about the wonders of sissy milk. Some of the words were too big for his
silly brain to understand, but his milk could stop people from
getting sick. It had the same wonderful effects as his filtered
cum, which must have been why it tasted so super yummy, and it was
in high demand.

“I’m going to switch on your plug first.”
She patted his head, and he nuzzled against the touch. “This might feel a bit weird,
but it’s a good weird, I promise.”

Ben felt a hum growing inside him, kind of
like when Helena flooded his ass, only it was a more sustained
pleasure. It shot up and down his body, circled around inside him,
and then came back to his balls . . . which shook and jiggled and
pulsed like they were being squeezed! “Moo! Moo, moo,
moo-moo!” He felt his
sissy clit begin pulsing next as long, gentle squirts - squirts,
not spurts - of cum leaked out to be gently suctioned by the tube
over his sheath. It was like cumming, only it was a million times
better and it felt like it would never ever end.

“You like that, don’t you?” His farmer
kissed his forehead as she stroked the cheeks of his ass. “You like
being milked. You love feeling all that hot, powerful, futa cum
churning through your body. It’s changing you even as you change
it.”

“Mooo…” He did love it. He loved it so
much. He’d thought being fucked by those monster futa cocks had
been the greatest experience of his life, but this . . . well, it
wasn’t necessarily better, but it was wonderfully different.
Ben humped back against the
pulses, as if he could somehow draw them in deeper and hold them
inside of him.

“Now, that’s different, but not necessarily
new.” She sat down before him, her legs crossed, with her
cock poking straight up. She
giggled when he moved to place his mouth over it, but stopped him
with a gentle push. “You’ll get more of that later, sissy. For the
moment, I want you to focus.” Her smile lit up his heart. “This is
going to be special.”

Ben saw her push something on her cell
phone, and then slide her finger up, like she was adjusting the
volume. For a moment, nothing happened, but then it did. The cups
she’d attached over his breasts were beginning to suck. It was a
strong sort of suction, one that came in waves. It would suck, the
milk flowing from his breasts an exquisite pleasure, and then it
would release, the pause an equally exquisite pain.

Suck, flow, release.

Suck, flow, release.

And, all along, his cock continued to
squirt.

“Moo.” Ben was in love. He was in love with
this, he was in love with these women, he was in love with his
purpose, and he was in love with his new life. He didn’t want this
milking to end, and yet he couldn’t wait to get fucked and filled
all over again.

“You’re such an adorable little sissy
hucow.” The beautiful blonde put the phone aside and began stroking
her cock. “You may already be my favorite.” Her shaft was so large
she needed both hands to stroke it, and he could already see precum
welling up at the tip. “Because of that, you’re going to get a
treat.”

He moved again to place his mouth over the
tip, and this time she stopped him with a word.

“No, just be a good sissy hucow and wait
for your treat.” She was stroking faster and faster. The precum was
wiggling like a big drop of Jell-O atop her cock. It was hypnotic,
and the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. He’d already had two futa
cocks cum inside him, but he’d never actually seen one
cum.

“Moo.” Ben trembled with all of the
sensations, the joy of his cock being milked, the delight of his
breasts being drained, and the beauty of her cock about ready to
explode. He could smell her cum in the air now, a sweet smell that
overpowered even the heady musk of her pheromones and the spiciness
of her hormones. He pouted when she stopped stroking, afraid he was
being denied his treat, terrified he’d done something wrong, but
then it happened.

Her cock exploded.

Not just came, not just spewed, it
exploded.

The sight of that first ivory rope of cum
jetting into the air was a work of art. He’d never seen anything
like it! As wonderful as it was, though, the feel of it landing on
his face was pure bliss. It felt so hot and sticky and thick and
heavy he wanted to bathe in it, to drown in it. He kept watching,
tracing every single arc until the cock was finally exhausted.

And so was he.

Some time later, a blissful eternity that
came too soon, she said, “Good sissy. Good hucow.” With a tap of her cock on each of
his cheeks, the blonde reached down for her phone and turned off
all the equipment. “I’ll unhook you, and then you can have a
wonderful nap while my cum dries on your face and my sperm gives
you sexy dreams.”

“Moo.” He butted his head up against her
shoulder and nuzzled his thanks.

“If only they could all be like you. If only
we didn’t have to deal with ugly, mean-spirited little piggies like
your friend, Shane.”

Shane? The name sounded familiar, but if he
was ugly and mean, then Ben didn’t need to remember. He let it
slide from his cum-drunk mind.

“I hope you last us a very long time
indeed.”

As he settled into the comfort of his soft,
pink - and slightly damp - cushion, he hoped so too.

By the time she left the stall, he was
fast asleep, already
dreaming of when the women would return to wake him up.

 


 


The End
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