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Chapter 1

Erica hadn’t slept in almost two days, but it would be worth it. This interview would change everything. After this, she would have a first-person witness. No one would question the atrocities committed at the mysterious ‘Happy Cow Husbandry’.

The witness even agreed to drive over to her apartment and answer any questions she had.

Erica was giddy. She wore her finest reporter outfit: a tight black suit, a low-cut blouse, and a miniskirt. She wore her best stockings and high heels with it. This was going on the Internet after all. If sensationalist headlines and cute girls didn’t get views, she didn’t know what would.

Erica wasn’t a hack, though. No news network was covering this, and she did care about getting the real, actual stories out into the world. This was the second girl who had escaped from this hell, and she deserved to have her story told.

Erica had a camera ready, her laptop, her clipboard, and a small suitcase. She also had some pens and paper along with a spare recorder.

Brianna, her subject and the victim of these supposed atrocities, sat across from her. She had insisted on complete anonymity, but Erica had been able to talk her down to a facial blur and a voice changer.

Hiding her body would’ve been a travesty. Brianna was pretty, maybe even gorgeous, despite her current…abnormalities. She was blond and had enormous breasts, two long cow-like ears, and patches of black and white fur across her body. The changes she had undergone disturbed and intrigued Erica, and she kept thinking about what she had endured to be so…changed. Transformed.

Brianna had said that the transformation process was humiliating but surprisingly painless. That the ‘husbandry’ portion was fairly nice, and that the cows and their masters were treated well. But Brianna claimed that this was all a facade to cover up the real atrocities of the company.

Brianna’s claims were nearly unbelievable, and Erica was thrilled to get it captured in 4K. Even if almost no one believed it, it would certainly get clicks. And clicks meant attention.

“So, Brianna, do you mind telling me how you got involved with this place?” Erica asked.

“Well, I was going to be a veterinarian,” Brianna confessed, “But I missed the deadline for financial aid. I needed a stop-gap job while I rode out the semester. I saw a posting for Happy Cow Husbandry online, and the pay seemed good, so I applied. I figured I would be helping other vet techs care for farm animals.”

“And that wasn’t the case?”

Brianna scoffed. “No. Definitely not. I should’ve known it was too good to be true. They have cows and other animals, that much is true. But they lured me there for a different purpose.”

She pulled down her blouse and exposed her breasts. Erica was momentarily stunned. There had been a slight pinkish hue to her cleavage, but other than that and the size, there was nothing too unusual.

That normality stopped with her breasts completely exposed.

For one, her breasts were pink. Not white, not pale, but actually pastel pink. Her nipples were half the size of a pen, and nearly twice as wide.

Erica heard her pen hit the page.

“They did this to me.” She said, her voice quivering. Her pendulous breasts were so large they almost fell out of frame. A pang of envy shot through Erica. Her own weren’t small, but as a reporter, she had resorted to using a bit of padding to keep her audiences’ attention.

“They stripped me. Showed me off to the staff. Stuck me full of chemicals. I can still feel all those men’s eyes on me.”

Erica tried hard to keep her face neutral. She had never been with even one man. The idea Brianna had the attention of multiple filled her with jealousy. Even part-cow, Brianna would have suitors lining out the door once the video released. And that was without even showing her face! Erica, meanwhile, only got comments saying she should ‘try smiling more’ if she got any comments at all.

In truth, her blog didn’t get many views. Less than $20 in ad revenue per month, actually. That was why she was so tired. Juggling her actual waitressing gig with her ‘real’ journalist job was exhausting.

Between the two, Erica just didn’t have time for men. Not that she had any suitors anyway. Any men she was interested in found her to be ‘too angry all the time’, or turned off by the fact that she ‘never smiled’. Erica was more than aware of her Resting Bitch Face but didn’t exactly know how to turn it off.

She wasn’t a bitch. She wasn’t even all that angry. Honestly, she was just tired.

It was hard supporting herself alone. Keeping a roof over her head and food in her stomach. Between that, all the chores, and keeping her dwindling dream of journalism alive, it was no wonder she was always exhausted.

There was always another responsibility.

“They took everything from me,” Brianna continued. “My freedom, my dignity, everything! They stuffed me in a barn and force-fed me when I refused to eat. I couldn’t do anything. When I tried to escape they shocked me with cattle prods! And when I tried to cover myself with spare bits of cloth they tore them away!”

No responsibilities, Erica daydreamed. She could imagine it in a heartbeat. Food brought to her by horny men just desperate to get a peek at her. A warm place to stay. A body that was appreciated. A place where she could rest - not just sleep for a scant few hours and do it again, but actually rest - and luxuriate.

“What did they do to you?”

“They had their way with me,” She said with a sniff. “Oftentimes more than one! And whatever they put in the food or injected me with turned me into this!”

“They forced themselves on you?”

“Well. No,” She confessed, unable to meet my eyes. “In truth, I-I don’t know. Maybe it was the food or the drugs, or the solitude, but…I just…I let them.”

“The drugs made you do it?”

“No, I just…”

Erica fumed. She had never had sex even once, and Brianna had multiple men practically fighting for the chance?

Lucky bitch.

Did she get double-teamed? More? Was that before or after food was just brought to her, and she got a full night of rest?

What freedom was she possibly complaining about, anyway? The freedom to be a debt-slave and work in food service her whole life? The freedom to stress about if she would manage to pay rent month after month?

I bet the boys just loved you, Erica thought bitterly. She had always had a bit of a gangbang kink, only rivaled by body worship and a bit of a lactation fetish. The idea of multiple men caring for, and fucking her threatened to turn her green with envy.

“Once I was a certain weight, they began to…run other experiments on me.” Brianna continued, oblivious to Erica’s raging jealousy. “They measured the unnatural growth of my breasts and hips, measured my…” She swallowed, “My privates, and even my production output.”

“Production output?”

“Yes. The amount of milk I produced.”

“You were pregnant?”

“No. It was part of whatever sick procedure they were putting me through. They planned on impregnating me but were saving it for when I was ‘a proper weight’, whatever that meant. I knew the techs were thumbing the scale.”

Erica’s mind spun. She was getting milked? It was like this bitch was living in her own private fantasies! Her shaking hands caused her clipboard to tremble as she asked, “What do you mean, thumbing the scale?”

“They planned to breed me once my milk output hit a certain level. But they never measured me right. The men would always…skim some from the top.”

Erica couldn’t take this. Her mouth went dry as she considered the toned, strong men feeling her up, kissing her, then squeezing her sensitive breasts. Licking them. Sucking on them. Tasting them. Tonguing them until small squirts of creamy milk dribbled on their tongues.

Erica was aware she was blushing. She hasn’t been this aroused in months. She felt a certain unwelcome sticky wetness between her legs. It caused her panties to stick to her desperate, unused pussy.

“What…what do you mean?” Erica found herself asking, already suspecting the answer.

“They would grope me. Squeeze me. Put my tits in their mouth and…suck. Hard.” She confessed, looking away. “Some days it was just to help stimulate me to produce milk, but other days…”

Erica was nearly panting. Her clit tingled, begging to be touched. She knew she must’ve been blushing bad now, but couldn’t stop. Not yet. Not until she knew everything.

Suddenly, someone bashed against her door! Erica and Brianna both turned at the sudden noise. Her door then exploded inwards with a mighty splintering of wood.

“What the f-” Brianna began, just as a dart sprouted from her left breast. She stood up, outraged, then missed a step before collapsing to the ground.

Erica screamed, shielding her face. Two more darts thunked against something.

Erica ducked under her table. “Stay back!”

“Or what?” A deep voice mocked, walking closer into the room.

“This is live-streamed, asshole!”

The man stiffened. Erica peeked out, eyeing the man.

He was huge. Easily over six feet. His hands looked like they could palm a basketball. He had the sharp, exacting look of a soldier or a general, but his haunted, cruel eyes spoke a different story. Erica couldn’t place his accent, possibly Austrian, or even Belgian.

A terrible smile crossed his face as he stepped on the unconscious form of Brianna. He lowered his face to Erica’s and gazed deep into her eyes.

“You’re bluffing,” He concluded.

Erica shielded herself with her clipboard, which she noticed now had two identical darts protruding from the front. “Perhaps, but, um, let’s talk about this.”

“Talk?” He shook his head. “Where we’re going, we don’t need you to talk.”

“Do you work for Happy Cow Husbandry?” Erica demanded.

The man lowered his gun. “Perhaps. I have multiple jobs. Today though, my job is just to take out the trash.”

“Wait, wait!” Erica begged. “Obtaining women must be a chore, right? Bribes to news outlets, silencing curious families? I bet you get a nice commission if you find a good one, right? Maybe someone a bit more compliant? Someone without family members to ask too many questions?”

“You’re too small.” He sneered. “And you can’t be trusted.”

“You expect me to believe those are her natural breasts?” Erica argued, pointing to the unconscious girl in front of her. “Come on. I know you have some method of enhancing, you know, this.” Erica gestured at herself. “You’re turning people into cows! Surely adding some weight and a bit of curve isn’t beyond you.”

“You’re too clever for your own good. And,” He shrugged, showing his gun’s empty clip. “I have no more darts. I couldn’t possibly risk showing you the location of our lab.”

“There’s a recorder on the desk!” Erica blurted. The man’s eyes went wide. “You might get out of this, but someone definitely heard you enter. Cops would’ve found that and heard what was there.”

“…You’re insane.” The man grinned, his eyes flashing. “I would’ve destroyed your laptop and equipment, but I didn’t even see the recorder. You just guaranteed yourself a shallow grave, and a fruitless investigation.”

“You need to kill me because you don’t have any darts left?” Erica asked, nearly hysterical. She yanked one of the darts out of the clipboard and held the point right by her neck. “Here. I’ll do it willingly, right here, right now. I just need you to promise something.”

“You’re my kind of crazy.” The man purred, kneeling in front of her. “What’s your name?”

“Erica.”

“Erica. Truly, a pleasure to meet you.” The man rumbled, and for some reason, Erica thought he meant it. “My name is Dr. Loyd. What is your request?”

“Make me like her!” She begged. “She was ungrateful, disobedient, and shunned the gifts you gave. If you let me, I swear I’ll be the best cow you’ve ever had sir. I’ll gain as much weight as you need. You can stick needles wherever you need, and your cock in any hole. I’ll always be wet for you.”

Erica risked laying on her back, showing off the small wet patch on her bright red panties.

“Please.” Her eyes shone.

“Where have you been all my life?” The Doctor shook his head. He crawled on top of her, interlocking his fingers around hers. Tenderly, almost lovingly, he caressed her cheek with one hand while pressing the dart into her neck with the other.

“You’ll…have me…?” Erica asked, her vision already starting to fade.

“I will, Erica. I promise. I’ll have you over, and over, and over.”


Chapter 2

Erica’s tongue tasted like new car leather.

She blinked herself awake. Her face was pressed into the seat of a car. The backseat, specifically, of a car she didn’t recognize.

She tried to push herself up, but other than making a pitiful grunting noise, she didn’t move an inch.

“How the hell are you awake?” A voice asked. She tried to form words, but her body felt like it was made of particularly uncooperative pudding. “Fucking redheads. I swear I need anesthesia specifically tailored for you.”

“Sorreh.” she mumbled, getting drool all over the seat. She tried to close her mouth or tilt her head, neither of which succeeded. She could talk a bit though, and blink, which she considered a success.

She was also clothed.

Why am I still clothed? She thought, peeved.

It’s probably a bit fucked up that I’m bothered by that, she considered. She had been drugged, totally at his mercy, and he had decided that what, she just wasn’t worth the time? Or that getting to his mysterious laboratory was more important than having his fill of her first?

She almost said something, but decided to try to think strategically. She didn’t want to piss this guy off, especially since he was her ticket to this new, incredible life. She did want to test him though, just to learn a bit more about him.

If he is going to be the one to own me, after all.

“Nice car seats.” She managed, struggling to look at him out of the corner of her eye. “Are you a car guy?”

“This does not require you to speak.”

“Where are you from? You’re white, but your accent sounds European. Are you, like, Romanian? Latvian, maybe?”

He turned and glared at her. “That’s not even close. Now hush, you’re not supposed to be conscious. When I bring you in, you’re to be completely limp and make no sound, or very bad things will happen to you. Do you understand?”

She managed a nod. His glare didn’t exactly leave his face as much as the subject of his ire changed from me to the open road before us.

“…But we’re not there yet.”

“How astute.”

“So, how did you get into this line of work, Dr. Loyd?”

He turned his glare back to her. “You’re not seriously trying to interview me, are you?”

“Beats taking in the sights.” She mumbled into the car seat. She peeked up at him, and could barely see anything other than the chair. “Though you do have very attractive shoulders. Very ‘tough guy’ muscles. Are you the muscle? Is ‘doctor’ more of a moniker, or do you actually have a degree?”

“I have muscle.”

They drove in silence for a moment.

“I felt like that didn’t really clarify anything,” She began, just as he swerved to the side of the road. He parked abruptly, causing her head to smack hard into his seat.

He parked the car.

“I have muscle.” He said again, slower and more deliberate. “I have people, strong people, to take care of minor, annoying, little talkative issues I might be having. I have muscle because although I am quite strong,” He lifted her off the seat by the back of her shirt so they were eye level, “I also earned my degree, and am more valuable to the company than just your chauffeur. So, you may address me as Dr. Loyd.”

He tossed her back to the seat.

She took a moment to catch her breath. “So, then why are you acting as my chauffeur?”

“A man needs his hobbies. And the pay for finding a good candidate can be generous. But you are not good.”

“Not good?” She asked, a bit hurt.

“No. Too talkative. Too small. I’ll need to cheat with you.”

He got out of the car, then opened up her car door. He then grabbed her legs.

“You have a secret.” He said, twisting her in a none-too-gentle manner until she was facing him. “You are too small to be admitted into the program. You’re just a desperate little slut who wants to be cared for.”

“Um. Okay?” She said. Normally she was a bit more bratty, but the bulge in his pants was making her reconsider.

If he’s not wearing a cup, he has to be fucking huge!

He used two massive arms to rip open her shirt, exposing her tan, front-clasping bra. The casual display of violence was so sudden it rendered her momentarily speechless.

“I have a secret.” He said, growling the words into my ear. She shivered. His voice was so low it sent tingles down her spine. He was so close to her that she could feel his body heat, and smell his masculine, somewhat clinical scent. “I want you even though you’re not to the HCH’s size requirements. I like needy little sluts that do as they’re told, and I know I can mold you to whatever size is desired.”

“Okay.” She nodded like a bobblehead.

Is this actually happening? Is he about to take me, right here on the side of the road?

“So, can you keep a secret, Erica?” He asked, pulling lazily on my bra until it snapped back against his cheek. He didn’t even flinch.

She was panting now, her C-cup breasts exposed for the world to see. Her tits had never been harder.

This is it. My shirt and bra are ruined, and I have no other clothes with me. The only way forward is through him. Dr. Loyd.

“Sure. Yes. Absolutely.” She confirmed.

He grunted, leaving her there gasping for breath as he went to the trunk.

She took a moment to collect herself, as he rummaged through, searching for something.

She stood. He came back and unceremoniously shoved her back down.

“We give this to our more vocal heifer in hopes that it shuts them up.” He growled, flipping up her skirt. “Hopefully it should work for you.”

She yipped in surprise as he grabbed her waist, yanking her into a better position. He tore off her panties, then wrenched her legs apart.

Fuck! She thought as the boulder of a man peered between her legs. She was definitely wet, but not nearly enough if he planned on using what he was packing between her legs.

He pried her apart with two massive fingers. Erica could feel her face heat up. No one had ever, ever, seen her like this, let alone inside her. She had talked a big game before, but now that it was actually happening she felt like she almost couldn’t breathe.

“Wait! Wait. Can, can you be gentle please?” She begged.

He looked up at her with all the mercy of a bull about to charge.

Then, he shoved his fingers against her.

“Ah! Owww!” She yelped as something hard pinched her right on her clit. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it was an extremely specific pain on such a small, vulnerable part.

“Don’t be a bitch.” He demanded, smacking her pussy with an open hand. She mewled, crossing her knees together in pain. “Believe me, this is the easy part. And don’t worry, you’ll like what’s to come.”

Burning tingles replaced the stinging pain on the skin near her pussy.

He retrieved a tube of something from his pocket and squirted a wet, glistening line on his palm.

“What are you doing?” She asked, her breath catching in her throat.

He merely smiled, showing her a thin white remote.


Chapter 3

Instantly her body went alive with sensation. The item on her clit came to life, buzzing with an intense vibration. Her back arched as she gasped, bumping right up to Dr. Loyd.

He shoved her back down, holding her in place by her breast. His hand was still slick with whatever gel he had acquired. He began to rub and squeeze her boob, smearing the wet glistening mixture all across her chest.

“Holy fuck!” She managed, squirming but unable to move. Not from the anesthesia -that had nearly worn off completely - but from the Doctor. The six-foot-five, two-hundred-and-sixty pounds of prime man holding her in place.

Erica’s clit drowned in pleasure as his hand fondled her chest. She had owned vibrators before, but never set them to a setting as high as this. She was struggling not to cry as he leaned in even closer. She felt his girth press upon her bald, aching privates.

“A-are you going to fuck me?” She stuttered, sounding like a desperate, cum-drunk whore even to her own ears.

“No.” He rumbled, starting on my other breast.

“…What do you mean no!?” She yelped, warmth rising between my legs. She needed something inside of her. She needed him inside of her.

“When we get to the facility, the first thing we need to do is to inspect you and take your measurements.” The Doctor explained, tweaking one of her nipples hard and causing her to cry out. “You need to be wet for this, and your breasts and ass must meet their standards. This gel won’t do much now, but applying it early and often should hasten the process.”

“W-wet?” She whimpered, wincing as he pulled her nipple hard. It really hurt. With the buzzing and the way he was torturing her clit she was already about to cum.

“It signifies how ready you are to be bred. Even if you’re a little underweight, we can thumb the scale and get you in the program. If you’re leaking my cum, they’ll know I interfered early.”

He grabbed both her breasts and squeezed. She could feel his hardness just beneath the fabric of his pants, pressing against her pussy. She needed it so bad I couldn’t even think.

“Please…your cock…!” She begged, her leg beginning to tremble.

“I just explained why that’s off-limits!” He unzipped his pants, unleashing his steel tumbler-sized rod. Just as she got whiplash from what he said and what he was doing, he smacked her across the face with his dick.

It hurt. It was sudden, humiliating, and immediately arousing. He smelled musky. Masculine. And from the precum that streaked across her cheek, she could tell he wanted her too.

Erica didn’t mean to, but that was also the first time she ever came with a boy. Empty, with a vibrating ring clamped to her clit, and his dick striking her across the face.

She let out a sheepish moan as she felt her orgasm wash over her.

“Did you hear me?” He demanded, striking me again.

“Can, can I at least taste it then?” She begged, drool oozing out her mouth.

Erica had no idea what she was doing. She had never taken a cock before in any way, and especially not orally. She didn’t know how to do it, especially not with a cock that large.

“Then take it, you desperate whore!”

He shoved it in her mouth. Hard. She gagged immediately, her eyes watering as his girth filled her up completely. It was everything she could do to keep my jaw open that wide. His taste flooded her mouth, fierce, salty, and hot. It was undoubtedly him.

Erica was seriously struggling not to gag. He thrust into her a few times until it became obvious she totally couldn’t breathe. He withdrew, then smacked her with his rod again.

“Tongue out.” He demanded. Erica was too stunned and lightheaded to register the comment. He grabbed her tongue and pulled it out of her mouth like she was a dog. “Tongue out, whore. All the way. And breathe through your nose.”

Then, slowly, he inserted himself back into her mouth.

He was still massive, but at least this time she could breathe in time with his thrusts. His cock slid down her throat easier than before, even more so when she tilted her head just right to match his angle.

Now that Erica wasn’t suffocating, she was really starting to like it. He was so hard, and she could feel how much he wanted herb with each thrust. She felt her walls try to close around anything as her clit buzzed relentlessly. She was going to cum again, and the way she was positioned she couldn’t even finger herself to get any relief.

Erica tried to beg him to finger her, but her feeble moans did nothing except titillate the massive cock ramming in and out of her mouth.

The waves of pleasure were becoming overwhelming, even with nothing inside of her. Tears ran down her face as she tried to beg for something, anything to help. He ignored her plight, gripping her hair hard. He forced himself faster and deeper down her throat.

He was all there was to her. He was all she could see, smell, taste, and feel. His sweat mixed with precum as his grunts increased in frequency.

He’s going to cum! I’m going to make him cum!

The thought was so exciting she could feel herself get close too.

He wants me! Not just another girl, but me, right now!

She started moaning, loud and hard right on his cock. He lost it and started to cum, shooting load after load of hot, sticky seed down her throat. She couldn’t help but cum too, wrapping her legs around his body and crying from the intensity of it.

Finally, after what felt like minutes, he withdrew from her mouth. She twitched, still recovering from the massive, world-shattering orgasm.

He stopped the buzzing on her clit, then none-too-gently took back the vibrating toy.

She took a breath, realized she still had a bit of cum in her mouth and swallowed.

“So, round two?”

“You’re only quiet when gagging on my cock.” He observed. “No, slut. I told you, we’re heading to the facility. They’ll see how much fluid you’ve leaked and see that, despite your other flaws, you would be a worthwhile candidate for the program.”

He slammed the door (or maybe just closed it? It was hard to tell with a man of his strength) and returned to the driver’s seat.

“So, that was just to make me wet?” She asked.

He had succeeded. She had been wet before, but now she was soaked. Her panties were beyond saving. She wasn’t sure if it was that gel he had used, the toy, or the idea that he had used her to make himself feel good.

I had done that. I had made him cum.

“Among other things.” He grunted. “You’re decent stress relief, whore.”

“I know you remember my name.”

His eyes flashed to hers in the rearview mirror.

“If you do not pretend to remain under the anesthesia, they will have suspicions.” He rumbled. “And your name will be irrelevant.”

“What about when I succeed?” Erica asked, repositioning herself in the seat so he got a good view of her ruined, drenched red panties. “What then?”

“Then, Erica,” he purred, getting back on the road, “I will make you a very happy cow.”


Chapter 4

Erica played the part. Dr. Loyd carried her in two massive, bulging arms through the gate, past row after row of armed guards. Erica’s eyes were closed, and she had made her entire body limp.

It was hard. She was still insanely aroused, and feeling the doctor’s warm, dominating hands on her small, nude body was almost too much to take. Combined with the knowledge that they were going to inspect her, it was everything she could do not to shiver with anticipation.

He walked with her for a very long time. Eventually, she risked a peek. They were in a chrome hall, one that looked like some sort of research facility, or perhaps a doctor’s office.

He opened a door and stepped inside. Three researchers were also there, waiting. Erica quickly let her eyes close.

“She’s thin.” One of the researchers noted.

“Good rack though.” Another noted.

Erica felt Dr. Loyd spread her legs. She bit back a whimper. It was still so new and raw being treated like this. Like an object instead of a person. She wanted to cover herself, or to moan at the erotic, violating touch. But she obeyed, like the good cow she wanted to be.

“God. Damn.” One of the researchers said. Erica could almost hear his jaw hit the floor. “Did you catch her while she was masturbating?”

“Just having good dreams, I suspect.” Dr. Loyd laughed.

“May I?” One of the techs asked.

“Go ahead.”

Erica could feel a cold metallic instrument hit the top of her pussy, then the second end hit the bottom. Then, the tech spread her open and measured her width, taking his time to admire her glistening, soaking-wet walls.

“Wow.” He murmured. Erica felt a gloved digit explore her folds, then pinch her clit.

She couldn’t help it. She moaned. Movement in the lab immediately stopped.

“Redheads, right?” Dr. Loyd laughed, breaking the tension. “I can’t believe she’s starting to come out of it. I’ll have to double the dose on the next one I use.”

“What if she wakes up during the procedure?”

“She won’t.” The doctor said darkly. Erica could feel something injected into her. “There we go. Nighty night.”

Erica felt her consciousness start to fade into a very, very deep place inside her. She felt like maybe she was asleep, or just very far away from herself.

The last thing she remembered was those large hands on her, groping her body with that same strange, tingly gel.


Chapter 5

Erica could see herself.

It was a very strange thing, and she didn’t understand it at first. She tilted her head and watched as her red hair fell to the side.

It took a few moments for her to regain lucidity and realize she was looking at herself. Especially given how she had changed.

For one, her tits were massive. Well beyond anyone she had ever seen or met. They weren’t quite udders, but they had a tinge of pink to them. Her tits were also much longer than they had been, more than human, but not quite enough to resemble a cow.

She also had a bit of fur on her chest and tummy, and two tiny horns protruding from her ruffled red hair.

She tried to touch her chest but realized that she couldn’t move. Looking at her arms and legs, she realized she was on some sort of table, completely restrained. The leather cuffs around her limbs were tight, but not painful.

“Hello?” She called out.

There was a mirror above her, which was how she could see herself. In her reflection, she could barely make out the restraints.

“Loyd?” She asked. She searched the mirror, but other than her bound form, she couldn’t see anything but the hay floor around her.

The door opened. She could only see the man from a top-down perspective in the mirror, but from his hulking size she knew it could only be one man.

“Doctor. Loyd.” He insisted, flicking off his gloves. One struck her right in the tit, causing Erica to flinch.

“I was a good cow!” Erica insisted. She felt something above her ass start to wag, like a tail. “I did just as you asked! You’re happy with that, right?”

“You were a bit vocal during the procedure.” He rumbled. “Even after I knocked you out - again - you insisted on moaning as we applied the ointment.”

“I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to.” Erica squeaked. She tried to sit up, or even move at all, but couldn’t manage it in the slightest. “You won’t hold that against me, would you?”

“It was frustrating.” He admitted walking around the table to glare Erica right in the eyes. “But I have a feeling you’re going to help me blow off that steam, aren’t you?”

“Yes. Yes!” I nodded, trying to sit up, spread my legs, or do anything. I just ended up vibrating the table a bit. The cuffs were totally unaffected.

“Look at those breasts…” He shook his head, a wide grin slicing his face. “We really are miracle workers here. Let’s see if these are just as sensitive as they were before, hmmm?”

He pinched one.

Erica’s tits had always been sensitive, but this was something else. A groan tore through her throat as he pulled and lightly twisted one. It felt amazing, primal, and needed. She hadn’t felt it before, but her new tits felt different than before. Not just bigger, but also, dense. Full, in a way they hadn’t felt before.

“A-are you going to milk me?” Erica murmured dreamily.

“Perhaps.” He mused, stroking her tit. A single drop of milk teetered at the edge of her teet, causing Erica to whimper. “Officially, you’re not due for milking for another week. I could just leave you here.”

“Please! I did everything you asked!” Erica begged. His fingers stroked her tit while the other pinched it closed, preventing her milk from coming. It was as delicious as it was painful. “Loyd! Dr. Loyd! Please!”

“Are you my whore?” He asked sardonically, putting his lips on her tit and starting to suck.

His squeezing prevented her milk from flowing, and the sensation was starting to become extremely intense. His lips were warm and inviting, and she could feel her tits harden in arousal.

“I’m your whore! I’m yours, I’m yours!” She writhed. “Please, milk me! Taste my cream! Fuck my pussy! Please!”

“That’s a start.” He mused. He released just a bit of pressure on her tit, causing a splash of cream to jet out into his mouth. Erica cried out in pleasure and relief, but just as quickly he snatched it away, pinching it even tighter.

“Owwwww!” Erica moaned, butterflies fluttering in her core.

Dr. Loyd couldn’t fuck her before since the others had to inspect her, but now that wasn’t an issue. She shivered, wondering if he would finally unleash that monster between his legs and fuck her raw.

“Please, please sir!” She begged, another tiny bead of milk exiting her tit. “I’m so full!”

“Denied.” He grunted, squeezing her tits even tighter. She cried out in pain and frustration. “This is what you wanted, after all. Isn’t it? To be owned? To have all your needs and wants decided by another?”

“Yes…” She squeaked out. She needed it so badly, but the total vulnerability and lack of control were also seriously turning her on. Dr. Loyd was standing between her legs, each of which was splayed and restrained like the rest of her limbs. Erica could feel the heat off his package, and she was certain at least a bit of her wetness had gotten on his pants.

“For someone else to decide when you get release?”

“Yes!” She confirmed as he released one of her tits, allowing a small, tiny trickle of milk to escape. She whimpered, needing so, so much more.

“You want to feel what that’s like? To be owned? To be nothing more than someone’s farm animal? To be abused by them and taken by them at their leisure?”

“Oh my god.” Erica was trembling all over. She heard him unbuckle his belt with one hand, while his other held her right tit in a vice-like grip. Her left helplessly dribbled down her pale tummy.

Then, she felt that gargantuan cock rest right against her lower lips. He was rock hard and deliciously warm against her wet core. His hands returned to both of her tits, squeezing and pulling each, but not allowing her to be milked.

“Please, master, please!” She begged. She could scarcely wiggle her hips, but she did so, trying anything she could to slip his dick inside her untouched, virgin hole.

“Are you my cow?”

“Yes!” She cried out. “Yes! I’m your good little cow! I’m yours to be fucked and milked! Please use me, milk me, fill me up, please god please!”

He finally released her tits, then squeezed and pinched them properly. She groaned as milk started following out. The feeling was orgasmic, heightened further from her increased sensitivity, then even more so as she felt his lips return to one of her tits. Instead of torture, he now drew in her pure, white cream. She moaned, shaking as she started to cum. She tried to beg him to slip his cock inside, but in her cum-drunk haze her request only came out as a loud, slutty moan.

“I’m going to take you now.” He growled. “I’m going to enjoy your tight, wet little hole.”

She whimpered as cream continued pumping out of her. Despite his words, he just kept teasing. He rubbed his giant nob up and down her drenched lips, occasionally bumping against her clit then down to her entrance, never going in.

“Master, please!” She begged.

“Moo for me.” He demanded.

She started to obey at the same moment he entered her, for the first time. It hurt, but the sudden unexpected pleasure totally overrode any pain. She lost her virginity at the same time she let out a loud, breathy ‘moooo!’ that could’ve been heard for blocks. Two thrusts later and she was cumming again, squeezing his cock with everything she had.

She couldn’t think. She could barely breathe. His cock filled her tight, unused pussy, and stretched her to her limit.

“God, look at your slutty face.” He laughed, sliding inside her at the same time he grabbed her by the chin. “I’m barely started with you. Are you already cumming?”

She nodded meekly, unable to move or even speak.

“Such a needy, defenseless whore.” He purred, thrusting into her again and again. It was like her brain left her body as his dick slipped in. She was in heaven, finally having actual hardcore sex with a ripped, dangerously gorgeous doctor. His cock felt amazing, if bordering on too large. He hasn’t hilted her, and she wasn’t sure her cervix could take it if he tried.

“You know what I’m going to do to you, right?” He continued, holding her leaking breasts as he rammed into her over and over. “I’m going to take you. Today, tomorrow, and every day. I’m going to take you until you’re nice and curvy with feed and until your brain is nothing but happy mush in your head. Then, I’m going to make your belly as full as your breasts.”

Erica barely registered his words. Every thrust was bliss, and the way he squeezed and pulled at her breasts hurt better than she ever thought possible. She didn’t care what happened to her if she could experience this daily.

“You’ll fuck me like this?” Erica begged. Her voice sounded needy and desperate, even to herself. Like a lovestruck whore.

She felt his cock twitch while it was inside her, and his pace quickened.

“You know it. You’re mine. Most cows are free-use here, but you? I’m going to enjoy having exclusive access to every single one of your sopping wet holes.”

Erica groaned as Dr. Loyd pounded into her, harder and deeper than before. Her poor cervix felt like it was getting punched in the most delicious way. The pain was intense, but the pleasure of his girth sliding and forcing her quivering walls apart overrode any discomfort.

“Are you going to cum inside me?” Erica pleaded. “Please Loyd, err, Dr. Loyd! Please cum inside me! I need it! I need you!”

Erica could feel the change in him when she begged like that. His breathing became ragged, and he stopped any attempt at being gentle. His thrusts became almost primal, and he bruised her pale skin with the force he gripped it. She felt his cock begin to pulse, and she started to lose it.

“You want it, you little slut?”

“God, yes! Please!”

“Moo for me. Moo when you cum.”

“Moooo!” She cried. Hot liquid spurted out of her in anticipation as her back arched as much as her restraints would allow. She was already cumming, her walls clenching around his monster of a cock, trying to squeeze it for all she was worth. She felt every delicious thrust and spasm like it was magnified until, at last, he burst inside her. Hot, sticky cum started filling her used, wet hole, spilling out of her as she started squirting again. He came for nearly seven seconds, seven seconds of utter ecstasy. Erica couldn’t tell if she was crying, screaming, both, or neither.

Then, it was over. The Doctor withdrew his cum-covered knob as Erica openly panted on the table. She was slick with sweat, exhausted, and cum-drunk by the best and only sex she had ever had.

“Call me…?” She managed with a weak, self-aware smile.

“Don’t you worry, little cow.” Dr. Loyd brushed a massive, meaty hand across her cheek. “I know where you live.”


Chapter 6

Dr. Loyd then took the time to explain how everything worked. How to access her feeding tube and water tube, when techs would come with hoses for ‘cleaning’, and the differences in her medications. The gel was for growth, while the injections facilitated her transformation into the beautiful, curvy, slutty cow she could be.

Her favorite concoction however was the aphrodisiac. Not only did it give her a delightful buzz, but it also gave her a delicious high that all but obliterated any thoughts or worries. It also removed the ache of lying immobile for hours. It made relaxing there extremely pleasurable.

She could barely remember her old life and its stress. Now she was beautiful, desired, happy, and got laid regularly. It was everything she wanted. If any of her coworkers had seen her, they barely would’ve recognized the red-head. Her body had completely changed, but it wasn’t just the physical changes like the giant udder or the spotted fur. It was the relaxed, carefree, blissful smile on her face.

Dr. Loyd visited her each day, sometimes just to fuck, other times to check vitals and milk production. After a week though, he visited her with a different, darker purpose.

Erica instantly started shaking as she heard the door creek open. The door opening often meant the Doctor was checking on her, which often meant sex. She could feel herself getting wet for him, a feeling amplified by the aphrodisiac. In moments she was nearly dripping to the floor. Dr. Loyd took a moment to admire her glistening pussy, then walked over to loom over her head.

“Such a beautiful, wet cow.” He purred. Erica smiled back, mooing with contentment. “Do you still remember our little secret?”

She nodded. Her higher functioning was limited, especially after so many medications, but was still partially there. Unlike many other of the cows.

“Yes.” She slurred, blinking prettily. “Are you still worried I’ll tell?”

“No. Not after today.”

A pang of worry shot through Erica, at least, before she saw the familiar ring in the Doctor’s fingers. At that special vibrating ring, she began twitching and shaking so much that the rack itself began to jiggle.

“Oh my god, please? Please?” She begged, a bit more drool leaking down her rosy red lips.

“Swear it.” He demanded.

“I’m your cow! Your dirty little whore! My holes are yours to take!”

The Doctor rolled his eyes, but couldn’t hide a self-satisfied smile. “No, slut, I mean the secret. Swear that it will remain between us forever.”

“Oh!” Erica nodded quickly, as much as she was able. “Of course Dr. Loyd, I swear.”

He lightly peeled back her wet, waiting lips, then attached the ring right to her clit.

Unlike last time, she didn’t cry out in pain. It still pinched, but the delicious anticipation was more than worth the cost.

“You want it, little cow?” The Doctor taunted, showing her the remote.

“Yes! Yes, please!” She begged.

“Swear it.”

“I won’t tell! I’ll never tell!”

He turned on the device. Instantly Erica went taut, then writhed in her restraints. She cried out, looking right at the doctor.

“That’s a rather hungry gaze.” He noted, casually leaning on her rack. “Is there something you want, cow?”

“Touch me, fuck me, milk me, please!”

He put his hand on her teet. She sucked in a breath in anticipation.

“Swear.” He commanded.

“Dr. Loyd, I promise from the bottom of my hea - ah! - heart that I will never, ever betray us. I’m yours!” She pleaded, nearly unable to speak from the fierce vibrations wracking her body. The drugs made everything so sensitive, and with his hand on her breast she was seriously already about to cum.

Dr. Loyd could see it.

“No cumming.” He demanded. “Not yet.”

“What?” She squeaked, just as he tugged long and hard against her tit. She cried out, a jet of milk leaking down her pink jiggly udder. She fought back against the sudden rush of ecstasy and release. “B-but why?”

“I want to be certain of your word.” He said simply, running his teeth over her other tit.

Erica squirmed, caught between pleasure and obedience. She wanted to buckle and cum, but she didn’t dare violate Dr. Loyd’s command.

“How can I-” Erica began, but lost her words as the Doctor’s lips wrapped around her teet and began to suck. Her legs went weak as hot creamy milk gushed out of her. His tongue was warm and inviting against her, and her tit was hard and extremely sensitive. She had to fight with everything she had not to cum right then and there.

“I’m going to fuck you, little cow.” He growled, right in her ear. Erica shuddered as goosebumps rippled down her nude, vulnerable flesh. “I’m going to stick my cock in your tight, wet pussy, and I’m not going to let you cum. Not until you convince me of your word.”

“Please, oh my god, please,” Erica begged, already so far on the edge she risked slipping off. “Doctor, Master, I won’t say anything! Please! I-I can’t hold it back!”

“No.”

“I can’t stop it!” She pleaded, tears forming in her eyes as he squeezed spurt after spurt of hot milk from her tits. It was too much. Each time she resisted the wave of pleasure, it grew bigger and bigger.

“If you cum without permission, I’m going to hurt you.”

“I swear it, I swear, I swear, I swear!”

He walked between her legs and fingered the vibrating ring attached to her clit. It was a step too far, and Erica couldn’t help but cum. She squeezed her eyes in humiliation as her body disobeyed her master. She gave a soft, shameful ‘moo’ as she came, hoping it would dissuade his wrath.

It did not.

“Bad cow.” He raged, fingering the ring. Erica could hardly focus as black bliss overwhelmed her senses. He tugged on that ring, still very much attached to her clit.

“Owwww!” Erica yipped, trapped between pain and pleasure. Him pulling that hard hurt, but she was still partially cumming.

“Swear. It. Again.” He demanded, pulling hard on each word.

The pain finally overrode the pleasure, and she started whimpering with each tug.

“Please, please, I won’t ever say a word to anyone! I-I can barely even remember what exactly we agreed!”

“It’s a shame you’re not going to be able to cum from this.” He said, releasing his rock-hard length from his black lab pants. Erica pulled against her restraints, trying her best to get just a little bit closer. “If you do, I’m going to do much worse to you than just pull your clit.”

“Please, please,” Erica’s voice was beginning to break. “What can I do to convince you?”

The Doctor said nothing, lining up his cock to her wet, hungry pussy. Erica began panting and pleading. She was openly crying now from the anticipation of it. She needed to be bred so badly that her arousal was starting to leak down to the floor.

“Swear.”

“I’m yours! I’m only yours! I’ll only speak to you, and I won’t say a word to anyone else! I’ll only moo, I swear! I’ll be a dumb perfect cow, except with you! I’ll only talk to you, Master! You and no one else!”

“And you’ll moo.” He said, purring the words slow and deep. “You’ll moo for me. Every single time I make you cum.”

“Every time,” Erica stuttered, “I won’t ever forget Doctor Loyd. I’m your little cow slut, your little secret, forever.”

“Damn right.”

He entered her. Erica groaned as he again filled every space in her tight young body. His dick still felt massive, but it was familiar now. Erica welcomed the pain that came with the stretching, and the way he bruised her cervix each time he tried to hilt her.

“I’m, I’m going to…!” Erica hesitated, unsure if she was allowed to climax.

“Do it,” He ordered. “Moo for me.”

Erica cringed as The Doctor’s assault continued unabated. She gave into the doctor’s raw pounding, finding what rhythm she could restrained as she was. She cried out again and again as her clit was ravaged by vibrations. Her udders leaked milk down her light pink skin. Her cries got higher in pitch and louder until she at last gave a long, relieved ‘Moooo!’ louder than she ever had before.

“Again!” He demanded, his thrusts coming faster and harder.

Pain and pleasure blurred. Erica could barely see through the stream of tears running down her eyes. Gall switched from tasting her tits to circling the ring on her clit. At any moment, she knew he could pull that ring and really hurt her. The thought of his utter, complete control over her combined with his relentless thrusting pace pushed her over the edge.

“Moooo!” She cried out again, her back arching as her leg began to spasm. It was amazing, better than anything she had ever experienced before. Her arousal combined with the aphrodisiac and her increased sensitivity made the experience almost otherworldly.

He collected some of the arousal dripping down her thighs on his thumb, then pressed it low, right against her ass. She jolted, never having even experimented back there before. She waited for the pain, for him to just shove his wet, five-inch thumb as deep as it would go, but he didn’t. He just left it there, pressing the digit against her vulnerable pink opening.

“Please,” Erica found herself begging. She had never experienced anal, but suddenly she never wanted anything worse in her life. She had to have him.

“Please what?” He demanded.

“Please put it in my ass.” She squeaked. “Please fuck my ass!”

“Are you going to moo from it?” He taunted, sliding just the tip of his wet thumb inside her tight back door.

“Yes, yes, oh god please yes!”

He slid inside her ass to the knuckle at the same time he penetrated her slowly, as deep as he could go. She mooed hard, feeling the vibration from the ring inside her core and in her ass. He thrust both his thumb and cock in her, alternating which was inside her each time. Him filling her ass made his cock seem even larger.

Hearing Erica moo, he began pounding into her even harder than before. She could tell he was getting close, and his thrusts in her ass began to match the ones in her pussy. She was stretched to her physical limit, past the point of pain as she mooed for him with all her heart.

At last, she felt his dick begin to twitch and pulse inside of her. Erica mooed, low and deep as she began to squirt just as he finished deep inside her. His warm, gooey seed mixed with her fluids.

Erica lay on her rack, filled with bliss and cum. She was utterly spent.

The Doctor withdrew his cock and digit and appraised the young girl currently dripping with his cum.

“I’m not just another girl to you, right?” Erica asked, suddenly nervous.

“Erica, there’s not a girl here as crazy as you. Of them all, I promise you’re my prized cow.”

She beamed with relief.


Author’s Note

Hello again you lovely lot!

Thank you so much for choosing to read Milked for Content! It means the world to me that you chose my book to read, and I hope you found it as fun, creamy, and spicy as I intended.

If you’re enjoying the story, I would be incredibly grateful for a review! Your feedback is invaluable and helps me grow as an author.

And if you’re ready for more of Dr. Loyd and his assortment of beautiful Hucows, the next Domesticated by the Doctor releases next month!

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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“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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