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MY LIFE AS A SISSY HUCOW AT THE HANDS OF SHEMALE MISTRESS PART 1: CHAPTER 1


THE TRAIN I was on sped through the rolling hills, twisting and turning through canyons as it pushed ever closer to its destination. Loud tourists in other train cabins cackled from beyond the walls at each passing bush as if they’d never seen one before. I simply let out a sigh and rolled my eyes at the familiar scenery as it passed me by for the hundredth, if not thousandth time.

I pulled out my phone and opened the last email from Beatrice, enthusiastically inviting me over to our old family farm as some kind of college graduation gift.

Yeah fucking right, I thought, this is definitely going to be one of her ridiculous pranks again, I know it.

Beatrice was quite the character. As a close friend of the family she’s known my parents for years. They sold her the farm some years ago when they retired to a beach front in Florida… lucky bastards.

But since then I haven’t heard much from Beatrice. When we were more in contact with one another we’d often play pranks on each other. The problem was that our pranks always increased in severity. At one point, I thought she pushed it too far when she plastered pictures of porn stars, completely in the nude, on a spot of my motorcycle I couldn’t see, but other drivers could… took me a while to figure out why I was getting so many honks on the road…

And if I thought that was too far, what I did next put that to shame when I put itching powder inside of her dry shampoo. She itched for a few days after that to the point she was about to go to urgent care when I had to admit it was me… yeah, maybe that was a tad too far. But it did wear off not long after that and honestly, it was well-deserved. I mean, she let me drive to work on that motorcycle! And to be fair, we always forgave each other after each incident.

Maybe I could come up with a prank before she gets me this time?

Just as I was about to lean my head against the window in thought the train shook on the rails, causing my forehead to smack the glass instead. “Ouch, Fuck!”

“Are you okay?” An older woman asked, peaking her head around the seat.

“Oh, yeah, sorry if I was loud just now,” I said, rubbing my head, “I’m perfectly fine though, thanks…”

She walked forward, holding the hand of another girl who I’d guess had to be about my age. “No problem, sorry if I’m being nosy. I’m a nurse and I sometimes can’t help myself when I hear someone who might have hurt themselves,” she said with a slight laugh. “May we?” She asked, showing her tickets as if I cared and gesturing to the seats opposite me.

“Um… sure, I guess…” I trailed off as they sat down. They were pretty cute from the looks of it. Though I’d say the older woman was more sexy than cute. Either way, sexy and cute was a combination I was definitely okay sitting with.

My eyes moved between them and yeah… they were hot. The older woman had to be twenty years the other girl’s senior, at least, and even though she had gray streaks going through her brunette hair she looked amazing. The other girl had straight silky black hair… and… and… holy shit, what was up with her breasts?!

I watched in absolute amazement as the girl’s massive breasts jiggled at even the slightest bit of movement. They were the biggest breasts I’ve ever seen… even bigger than what one might find in porn. And although she was thin, the T-shirt she wore had to be custom-made to be able to fit around such large-sized mounds.

“Thanks, we’ve just spent a lot of time on the observation deck only to find out that someone else was sitting in our designated seats,” the older woman said. “Oh, I’m Grace,” she added, holding out her hand.

“Adam,” I replied and shook her hand. She gave me a firmer grip than I would expect a nurse to have and I could feel callouses on her hands as if she worked some labor-intensive job. I looked over at the other girl who had been quiet so far.

“Evelyn,” the younger girl said in a voice I could barely hear and just kept her arms folded beneath her breasts.

I nodded.

“So what brings you out to the boonies, Adam?” Grace asked.

Ugh, I hate when people call it that… but I suppose they aren’t wrong. “I uh… am actually from here and just visiting a family friend after having graduated college.”

Evelyn perked up when I said that, her pair of mountains jiggling once again as she did, and I could swear there were small dark wet patches around her nipples that pushed up from under her shirt. “You graduated college?” A small smile gracing her lips.

“Mmhmmm,” I replied, trying hard to make it look like I wasn’t eying her tits. “Though it doesn’t seem like the job economy is all that good. So I decided to come back here for now.”

She nodded in response. “I just graduated too, but um…” she looked down at her breasts, her face turning a slight red. “Something else came up I suppose.”

I’ll say, I thought.

“Oh, no need to be so modest Eve!” Grace nearly shouted. “You know what really came up!” She exclaimed, pointing to her breasts.

“Shhhh, Grace! It’s embarrassing!” Evelyn said in a hushed voice. She playfully pushed Grace. “You alway do this!”

I smiled watching them tease each other, kind of amazed at their audacity to do this in front of a stranger, but definitely wasn’t complaining as I got to watch the show every time Evelyn’s boobs bounced under her tight clothes.

“Don’t pretend you don’t enjoy the attention. Look, even Adam can’t keep his eyes off you!” Grace said.

“Eeek!” Evelyn said before throwing her hands up over her eyes.

“What?! No I am not!” I reflexively retorted and looked out the window.

Also… Eeek? Was that supposed to be a real scream? Glancing out of the corner of my eyes I noticed a small smile form under her hands.

Grace laughed. “Don’t worry about it! Newfound attention was something she was well aware of when she joined the experiment. In fact, I was the one who helped her get into it.”

“Experiment?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “You mean those aren’t real?” I asked, pointing at Evelyn’s tits.

“Oh no, they’re definitely real.” Grace replied. “They’ve just been enhanced through a new scientific process. And we’re currently en route to an institution that will help monitor her results.”

“I see…” I said, looking back over at Evelyn again who, putting her hands down, now seemed even redder in the face than before.

“And how does this experiment of yours work exactly?” I asked. “Does it work on anyone?”

“Hmmm, I’m not sure if it works on anyone, but we’ve tested it enough to know it’s not dangerous to take and if you stop taking it the effects are reversible.” She explained and then pulled out a small orange bottle with some pills in it. “See for yourself.” She said, placing it on the table.

I grabbed the interesting medicine container and peered through the transparent plastic before putting it back down on the table. “Interesting.”

Looking over at Evelyn I wondered for a brief moment what it would be like to have such large breasts and whether it was even possible before shaking my head… no way, Adam, impossible… though it would be a great prank. I thought with a smile.

“Indeed it is interesting… always a wonder what science will come up with next!” Grace exclaimed.

We spent the next couple of hours just talking about things to do around town. I was able to recommend them a hotel to stay at for the next couple of days before heading to their next destination until at long last, the train screeched to a halt at our final stop.

“Well, it was nice to meet you, Adam.” Grace said. “Maybe we’ll see you around!”

“Yeah, nice meeting you both,” I replied, watching them as they walked out.

As I started to gather my things I noticed they’d left the small orange bottle on the table by mistake. I picked it up and rushed out of the cabin.

“Hey, I think you guys forgot this!” I shouted as I held it up and looked around… yet they were nowhere to be found. Looking back at the small bottle I smiled. “She did say the effects were reversible…”

I opened the bottle and dumped one of experimental pills onto my hand.

As I stared at the anatomy-enhancing capsule in my palm I wondered if this was really a good idea. But shook my head and pushing the palm of my hand to my mouth I swallowed the pill. It didn’t taste or feel like anything as it went down.

It’s highly unlikely anything happens anyways as I’m not some girl with massive tits, I thought to myself as I picked up my bags and exited the train… plus, I can’t wait to see the look on Beatrice’s face if this does work.


CHAPTER 2


IT TOOK A couple hours from the train station by bus to get to the stop nearest my parent’s old farm. And I wasn’t sure if it was because of the capsule I took, but certainly, it felt as if my nipples had somehow become slightly more sensitive. They hadn’t grown or anything like that… not that I expected them to in the first place, but I couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed that this was all that was going to happen to them.

“Guess I’ll have to think of something else for a prank then,” I uttered to myself as the bus pulled to a stop. “Would’ve been a good one too… damn.”

“Adam!” Beatrice’s familiar voice shouted from the sidewalk as I got out. “It’s so good to see you again!” She exclaimed, running up to me and squeezing me with a tight hug.

“Ouch! What the FUCK!” I blurted out as a, well, I wasn’t quite sure what to call it. Sudden pain? Pleasure? Whatever it was it hit me square in the nipples when she pressed up against me with her own in the tight embrace. And it was most definitely beyond the sensitivity I had felt earlier.

“What? What! Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. Are you okay?” She asked, releasing me.

I folded my arms over my chest, still feeling the pulsating pain. Maybe the thing I took was working?

“Oh um, sorry… that wasn’t you that was uh…” my eyes darted around frantically as I searched for an excuse. “My workout earlier! Yeah… that’s it… I just must’ve worked my pecs too hard earlier if you know what I mean.”

She frowned as she looked at me for a few seconds.

Fuck, was that not a good enough excuse? I wondered.

“Well… if you say so.” She replied. Then her expression softened. “Anyways! How does it feel to be back to your old roost? I bet you’re hungry… want to grab something to eat?”

It was then that I felt moisture beneath my light gray shirt and looked down, eyes widening as I realized my nipples were starting to leak. And it being summer meant I didn’t have any kind of jacket to cover them up so I brought my folded arms higher, wincing as the sensitivity returned like fire. “Um… if it’s alright I’d like to get some rest to be honest. It’s been quite a long journey and well… I’m exhausted.”

She nodded. “You have probably had a long day. Why don’t we head home and get you some rest then?”

The rest of the way home was a nightmare of trying to remain calm as my nipples leaked every once in a while, causing a pleasureful purr from beneath my chest. I tried to distract myself by looking over at Beatrice and bringing up smalltalk.

“So, how’s life been at the farm since you took it over?” I asked.

She smiled. “I think you’ll be surprised at all the changes that have taken place since then.”

“Oh?” I replied, slightly unnerved at the smile I knew all too well… what was she planning?

“Yep. I really wanted to show you around tomorrow, but unfortunately…” She said with a sigh. “I’ll be out for most of the day running errands and getting more supplies and whatnot.”

“That’s alright. I’m sure I’ll survive.” I replied with a laugh.

I could tell that age had begun to encroach on her face, but even with that near-white, wavy hair of hers she managed to maintain a semblance of beauty, sexiness, and fashion. I admired that about her. She was always able to bring out the best in herself and those around her given her strong independent nature.

All of a sudden I shivered as I held my arms to my chest, my shirt brushing up against my nipples.

“Are you cold?” Beatrice asked in a concerned voice as we pulled into the front of the over-sized mansion of a farmhouse.

It looked bigger than I remembered…

“No, I’m okay,” I replied, trying to relax myself.

“You sure you aren’t running a fever or anything?” She asked, putting her hand to my forehead and ignoring my question. “Your parents would kill me if anything happened to you while you were here for vacation.”

I just nodded. “Thanks Beatrice, but I think a good night’s sleep is all I’ll need.”

“Well… let me know if anything changes. I’ve left your old upstairs room untouched, thinking that you might like to sleep there in the event you visited.”

“Thanks! You didn’t have to do that.”

“Nonsense! It was the least I could do after I got the place for the price that I did.”

As we walked up the steps to the large front doors I could swear my arms were now wet from the leakage and all I wanted to do was get upstairs and go to bed. I didn’t really care to look at what had changed on the inside as I rushed up the staircase to my room and plopped down on the bed.

“Wow, you weren’t really kidding when you said you were tired. You sure you don’t need anything from me at the moment?” Beatrice asked.

I stuck my thumb up in the air with my head buried into the pillow. “All good for now. Thank you though.”

“Alright. Oh, there will be various farmhands out and about tomorrow as there are every day. If you need anything, feel free to ask one of them for help. I’ve let them know you’re visiting for a bit.”

“Will do!”

As she shut the door I felt myself drift off into a deep, undisturbed sleep.


CHAPTER 3


THAT NIGHT I dreamt of something warm and wet… very wet. It was as if I was swimming in it— floating in this pulsating liquid and when I sunk into it I was overwhelmed by a sweet taste. It was almost intoxicating as I sunk further. I couldn’t even see anything either. I just felt something pressing heavy upon my chest.

As I sunk deeper into the delicious flavor of whatever liquid I was in I suddenly jerked upwards, feeling as if I was being pulled by my nipples. But there was no pain as I floated higher. Then a small light far away in the dark lit up my consciousness.

Wait a minute… where was I? Wasn’t I supposed to be meeting Beatrice later? That’s right… I was supposed to be going back to the old farm for vacation and… right… I took that experimental pill as some kind of prank.

What was I thinking? What an incredibly stupid idea! I thought as my body got lighter and lighter until it suddenly sunk with full force and it felt as if I hit the bed.

I gasped for air as if I had been drowning in actual water only to feel the bedsheets beneath me that were dripping with… something moist.

“Ugh, fuck, my head… and why does my chest feel so goddamn heavy?” I said to myself in a groggy voice. My entire body felt like it’d just been dumped off of cloud 9 and I was somewhat annoyed I’d woken up.

My head hung low as if it was still weighed down by whatever fog was in the process of lifting when I decided I would try to get out of these bizarrely wet sheets and into something dryer.

As I stepped off the bed however, I lost all semblance of balance and hit the hardwood floor with a loud thud.

“Fuck… OUCH!” I said, my voice still raspy as my mind fully cleared.

A mixture of pain and pleasure shot through my chest and it was then that I realized that despite laying fully on the ground, my head was still a good foot from it.

“What the… fuck?” I questioned, pushing myself up with a groan as something hung beneath me.

After managing to stand up and catching myself before I stumbled over once again I looked down at what was causing all this difficulty to notice two large peaking things hanging where my nipples should be… they were breasts!

“Oooh, FUCK!” I shouted louder. “FUCK FUCK FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK ARE THESE?” I was now basically yelling at the top of my voice.

My shirt stretched tightly over the large mounds, and though I was grateful I’d fallen asleep in my large light gray… well, now dark gray… T-shirt, it barely fit over the tops of my new adornments.

“No way, it actually fucking worked?”

Out of pure curiosity I lightly pushed my breasts together and let out a high-pitched moan that surprised even me as they shot out milk, dousing my shirt with another squirt of the warm substance as pleasure shook through me.

“Holy fuck.” I groaned, feeling the weight of my massive tits as they jiggled.

I was still in shock that the pill I took had actually worked. And on a guy like me no less!

Well shit, I doubt any of my clothes are going to properly fit me now.

Another shiver went through my body as my over-sized tits brushed against my cold shirt. I decided I would have to find a gown or something of some sort. Maybe I could find something like that in another room or closet somewhere?

After putting on a new pair of pants I tip-toed out to the hallway, which normally, isn’t something I would have to do… but given the situation I was in and aware of the fact Beatrice mentioned last night there being farmhands on the property throughout the day, I wasn’t going to take any chances.

Each step was just as aggravating as it was pleasurable. My new tits slapped against my abdomen each time I walked as if they had a mind of their own and were trying to get me to fall over on purpose.

I made it to the next door over which I knew was a closet and opened it hoping to find something… anything that would fit these overgrown peaks.

Upon looking inside the closet I found what appeared to be some kind of white leather jacket…

“No wait… what is this?” I asked myself as I pulled it out. “Some sort of cloak? Maybe even a gown? Who makes a gown out of leather?”

I held it against me to see if it would fit and to my surprise, it looked like it would. Grabbing my shirt from the bottom I pulled it up over my head, letting my breasts hit me with a flop, accompanied by another wave of pleasurable tingles hitting me. This was the first time I’d seen my enlarged nipples bare and they were truly a marvel… almost alluring. It was impossible to resist touching them right then and there, but I had to get them covered.

“Now for this thing…”

Not really sure how to put the piece of clothing on I simply lifted it over my head, slipping my arms through the long sleeves before pushing my head through. It fit me like a glove. Even my breasts seemed to fit snuggly underneath the thick gown that stopped just above my knees. Only…

“Nnngh, fuuuck. Why is this rubbing so hard against them?”

My back hit the wall and I slid down to the floor, feeling a surge of pleasure hit me that could only be described as approaching the edge of an orgasm. But I wasn’t even doing anything. My breasts were just so sensitive that the slightest brush against the jacket I was wearing caused them to react in an instant.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I moaned as I began to unbutton my pants. I pulled them down my legs and tossed them to the side along with my boxers. “I can’t hold it in anymore.”

I reached between my legs for my cock, but something felt off. It was still there but somehow didn’t feel near as big and I couldn’t grab it the normal way so I just started to rub it wildly as I massaged my breasts.

Pain and pleasure clashed against each other within me as I proceeded to masturbate like crazy. With one hand on my breast and another palming my cock I rolled my hands over each, applying more and more pressure as I worked myself into a frenzy on the floor.

The new sensations were overwhelming and I easily pushed myself over the edge as the pleasure overtook the pain, sending me writhing into that incredible abyss of lust and desire. I could feel my nipples leak and the cum on my hand from my cock… no doubt I must’ve made a mess on the floor, but I didn’t care.

I laid there panting for a few moments. The sound of my juices dripping on the floor were like the sounds of rain drops hitting a puddle. And as I listened to the relaxing aftermath of my orgasm I dozed off into a peaceful sleep.


CHAPTER 4


“WHAT IS A cow doing up here again?! And look at this mess!”

My heavy eyelids blinked open to the sound of a harsh woman’s voice, the blurred vision becoming clearer as three different sets of boots came into view.

“We’re not sure ma’am… all of the cows have been accounted for already.” A rough male voice replied.

“That is indeed, correct…” Another man added.

Cows? What were they talking about?

“Are you two blind? Then what do you make of this then, huh?” She replied. I suddenly felt a hand on my shoulder. “Hellooo… earth to cow!”

When my vision finally cleared I could see the face of a woman with short curly hair looking back at me. Her lips were painted a bright red and she wore a long white dress that stopped just below her knees. A white belt with a gold buckle wrapped around her waist and on top of her head was a matching hat.

“Cow? What are you talking about?” I asked. “My name’s Adam… what… what’s going on here?”

The two men behind her stood tall and intimidating. Both of their faces were rugged and their white button up shirts tightened around their chests as their muscles bulged.

“Adam?” She replied with a raised eyebrow. “Well, that’s certainly not typical of a cow’s name…”

“What’s all this talk about cows? Wh—where’s Beatrice? I need to talk to her.” I said.

The woman’s eyes widened as if something clicked. “Wait a minute… Adam… Ooooh that’s right! Beatrice did mention someone who used to live here dropping by for a stay. I have to say though, I was expecting a man, not a girl…”

“What are you talking about? I am a man.”

She burst out laughing as the two men behind her stifled small chuckles. “Dear, men don’t have breasts as big as yours.”

“No, seriously!” I let out a groan as I reached for my wallet in the back pocket of the pants I tossed to the side earlier and pulled it out, my breasts leaking milk just as before. “Here’s my ID… just look!”

“Ma’am,” one of the men began, “If you like we can take her to intake… I’m pretty sure we have a spare jacket—”

She held up her hand behind her to silence the man as she looked at the ID card then back at me. After doing that a few more times she spoke… “You’re… Adam?” She asked with her head tilted at me.

“Yes, for god’s sake, that’s what I’ve been telling you!” I nearly shouted, startling myself at how high my voice sounded.

Flipping the ID around she held it close to my face. “This! This is you?”

I nodded my head, this time beyond confused and starting to ache from being on the ground so long. “Yes, of course it’s me! Why are you asking such a stupid question?”

She shook her head and took out her smart phone. With nails as red as her lips she tapped on the device and then held the screen up to my face with the camera pointed at me so it was like a mirror. “Because assuming you’re not lying and didn’t get some kind of plastic surgery before the last time you updated your ID, you look… somewhat different shall we say.”

My eyes widened when I looked at my alleged face in the mirror. “But… this… that’s not right.” I trailed off, feeling my face with my fingertips. It was smoother, softer. And I knew I had fair skin already, but it somehow looked even brighter than before. And my hair… it had somehow grown even longer. She was right! Though there was a semblance of the old me, I looked very different! “But… I added, it was just supposed to be a prank!”


CHAPTER 5


HER FACE LIT up when she heard the word prank and she burst out laughing again. “Oh my my my, what a fun little cow you are. You took our experimental product, didn’t you? And all for what, to prank Beatrice?” She paused. “Well, can’t say I’m not impressed by your determination.” She put her phone back in her pocket. “That old bat and her pranks would probably drive just about anyone to their limit. I mean, even I’ve thought about—” She shook her head. “Nevermind, not important.”

Heat flushed through my cheeks. Here I was, sitting in the remnants of my orgasm from earlier as this woman and two other men behind her stared me down like I was cattle.

“Well I…” I began, “I heard the effects were reversible and thought it would be funny so—”

“So what… You thought it’d be funny to suddenly have a massive pair of cow tits?” She asked. With her hand she motioned to the two men behind her and they walked away and back down the stairs. “This has turned into an interesting experiment indeed. We’ve had plenty of women jump at the chance to try out this revolutionary treatment of ours and while I’ve heard it may be possible for a man to acclimate to it I would’ve never thought to see it happen so soon. Albeit, you’ve gone about it in a very unorthodox way.”

A shiver crept up my spine when she grinned. “What?… What’s so funny?” I asked. “Where’s Beatrice… this is a joke on her part and you’re all in on it, right?”

She laughed again. “Oh no, dear… this is very real. You clearly knew that when you took that capsule. And come on, you don’t find this the least bit funny? That in your effort to prank our Beatrice, bless your soul, you went so far as to take an experimental treatment?”

Now that I thought about it I realized I hadn’t put much thought into the consequences of my actions and it was pretty absurd of me to take some untested pill as a prank.

Was it really just for the prank… or did you want more? A voice whispered in the depths of my consciousness.

“Well, I suppose it’s kind of ridiculous.” I replied, my face now burning hot with embarrassment. At the same time I could feel something twist in my gut… a desire that demanded it be explored.

“Here’s the thing little cow,” she said, putting her hand on top of my head. “While I’d love nothing more than to see the look on Beatrice’s face to find out one of her favorites has been turned into willing livestock, we have a few protocols around here for those in your situation. Well, in this case, your unique situation.”

I gulped. And while anyone in my situation might immediately want to back out of it there was something pulling me forward. “Which are?” I asked with curious trepidation, unsure why I felt the need to see where this went.

You know what curiosity did to the cat, right? Another annoying voice tugged at me from within.

“Well, you have a couple options. Of course, the effects are reversible and we could accommodate you however you wish as you go back to normal. I’m sure Beatrice would still get a funny shock seeing you in your current state when she gets back later tonight. Or…”

I could feel my heart skip a beat as she paused and pulled out a riding crop. The jacket chaffed against my breasts, causing them to leak once again as I listened to her continue.

“You could fully commit to becoming one of the patients here, or as we like to call them, cows… you would be placed under strict supervision, your holes and tits would undergo frequent inspection—thorough inspection—and you’d have to obey every staff on site while the changes to your body are evaluated. I’ll admit, it’s not an easy thing to commit to, but for those who do…” She said, licking her lips. “They find themselves in a new life of fulfillment they could’ve never imagined.”

As she finished her explanation the two men returned. One of them held a straitjacket while the other carried what appeared to be a pair of iron cuffs and a collar with a bell attached to it.

My heart was at full speed now, pumping as fast as it could as I considered my options. One option was easy. I’d still be able to get the reaction I’d wanted out of Beatrice and then would simply go back to normal. But the other… offered something much more extreme.

And enticing, don’t you think? Again, the voice called out from the abyss in my stomach. It was hard to ignore.

“And…” I started, feeling my voice go dry as my body ached with lust. “If—if I chose option two, for example… could I back out at any time?”

At this a wicked smile spread across her face. “Of course! Though most choose to remain in their stations, we have had some that have moved on after a while. We run a fully above board research facility here. Patients’ rights are absolutely respected.”

My eyes darted between her and the two men that stood like guards behind her as my thoughts went crazy. Was I really going to agree to become a research subject here? How did this go from prank to… whatever was happening?!

Ultimately however, it didn’t matter because I already knew that I held the answer to those questions deep within me.

Yes.

I nodded my head. “Then um… if you’ll have me.”

“Good little cow. Of course we will!” She said, gesturing for the men to step forward. “I knew that’d be the option you would pick. By the way, I’m a nurse here and my name is Lisa. But you can also call me Mistress.”


CHAPTER 6


THE TWO MEN made their way forward and each of them grabbed me by the shoulders as they lifted me to my feet. They were surprisingly gentle as they steadied me.

“This next part will require putting you in some restraints. It’s just part of the protocol. All cows wear them.” The nurse explained.

A sudden burst of air rushed through the hallway and under my current outfit. It brushed up against my crotch, sending a shock of pleasure through me. I looked up at the two tall men and nodded as I stood there, trembling from tingles that wanted to turn into ferocious waves.

They held my arms above my shoulders as they pulled the leather gown-like garment I’d put on earlier off of me, causing my breasts to flop out.

“Oh my… you really do have some big knockers. Perhaps some of the biggest ones I’ve ever seen.” Lisa said, bending her head down. “And you call that a cock? It doesn’t look like much of one anymore. But perhaps that shouldn’t be surprising considering the pill’s effects.”

I stood silent as the men who I could now only see as guards pulled the straitjacket over my head. It was a tight fit as they stretched it around my tits, but to my surprise they plopped through two openings in the front.

“Wow, ma’am,” one of the men commented, “This jacket barely fits!”

She didn’t reply and just gave the men a glare as they quieted down, continuing about their business.

I guess that answers who’s at the top around here, I thought.

“Mmmm,” I said in a quiet moan as they crossed my arms underneath my colossal breasts and pulled the sleeves of the jacket tight around my back. My arms pushed my breasts even higher and further out, completely exposing them.

“That’s better,” the nurse said, taking her riding crop and lightly flicking the end of one of my nipples with it which caused me to moan again. “How does that feel?”

The nipple squirted out some milk as it went fully erect. It clearly didn’t take much to excite these new parts of my body and they seemed to get even harder as the men tightened the straitjacket around me.

“It feels—oh shit,” I blurted out as one of the men pulled the final strap of the jacket tight between my legs and locked it in place. Warm juices trickled down my thighs as I felt another rush of pleasure. “Fuuuuuuck.”

“I take it that means good?” She asked, lightly flicking the other nipple.

I lurched forward as the nipple surged with pleasure and more juices leaked out of it. Feeling this much pleasure and sensitivity from my breasts was introducing me to an entirely new kind of edging experience. One that kept me on my toes and wanting more. And somehow, being secured into these strict restraints seemed to only heighten my sensitivity.

The guards kept a firm grip on me as they proceeded to lock heavy metal cuffs on my ankles and attached a thick chain between them. They then secured large industrial locks on each cuff.

With each passing moment I could feel myself grow more and more aware of the approaching orgasm, but I instinctively knew that without help I would never reach it.

My breasts began to slowly leak milk as the thick cold, tempered-steel collar was placed around my neck with a loud click and lock. The bell gave a light jingle as it swayed for a moment before falling into place.

“Now, you are officially a cow of the establishment.” Nurse Lisa said as she attached another thick chain to the collar and gave it a slight tug, pulling me forward and causing the bell to let out another jingle. “Let’s get you through intake.”


CHAPTER 7


I HAD TO really focus on putting one foot in front of the other as we walked. The chain between my ankles rattled and the bell rang out, their respective sounds bouncing off the walls. The stairs were particularly noisy and difficult, but as they pulled me to my agreed upon fate, and even when surrounded by strangers—all of which gave off domineering auras—my arousal only seemed to intensify as it leaked like a stream down my legs.

“And here we are… the intake facility.” The nurse said after what felt like forever walking even though we’d only gone some twenty feet in total.

I raised an eyebrow as she opened a plain looking door. “This is the…” I paused, looking around and taking in the darkened room. Various metal hooks and chains hung down from the ceiling. A couple monitors adorned the walls and there was a medical bed in the middle of the room. “…Intake facility?”

This room must’ve been an addition Beatrice added because I certainly didn’t remember it being here before. On the far side of the wall was another door that had a window overlooking the wide open field out back.

“Yes, well, I can agree it’s not much,” she said, pulling me into the room, “But it gets the job done.”

She turned around to face me and what I saw in her eyes whispered to my very soul… it was pure, unfiltered lust. The kind that told me she was going to do whatever she wanted to me right then and there… and I knew I would let her.

“You two,” she said, pointing to the men, “I’ll take it from here. Search the grounds to make sure no other cows have wandered outside their areas. Don’t want another surprise like before.”

“Yes ma’am.” They both said in unison before turning around and walking out. I could’ve sworn I heard one of them grumble in frustration that they’d wanted a shot at me before closing the door behind them.

“You’ve had patients, I mean cows, wander off before?” I asked. I let out a slight moan as my arms pushed up against the underside of my breasts and pull up on the strap between my legs.

She nodded and gave my chain leash another tug, bringing me even closer to her. “Yes. Though to be honest, they seem to do it on purpose in an effort to either annoy us because they think it’s funny or get punished… the latter of which has been an odd development to see, though not entirely unexpected.”

“Oh, I see.”

With her fingers she lightly brushed my bangs. “You sure do have a pretty face. How about we start that oral inspection?”

“Oral inspection?” I asked, feeling more of my own edged out juices sliding down my legs. Whatever was going to happen, I knew it wasn’t going to be a normal checkup.

“Yes, first, you get on your knees like this…”

She pushed me down on to my knees, not that it took much force to do so. With her hand she grabbed the hem of her dress and lifted it up, tucking it underneath her belt.

My mouth dropped when I saw what she’d been hiding under that uniform of hers… beneath a pair of red silk panties was an already-stiffening cock. As it grew its head peaked from under the top of her panties, a bead of pre-cum already glistening from its tip.

“Normally, Beatrice often does this part, but honestly, the thought of the look on her face when she finds out the boy she invited to stay over decided to become an obedient cow that was then face-fucked by me well… let’s just say it fills me with joy!”

Wait, did she say Beatrice often does this part?

Her cock continued to grow until it was an unimaginable length and no longer fit inside of her panties. Its tip was just inches from my lips and I gulped hard, feeling a deep pounding in my chest. Was I really just about to do what I knew I was going to?

“Now, cow subject 2501, also known as Adam… do you formally submit to this establishment after everything you’ve already been told and been through up to this point, with the knowledge that this is your choice?”

I assumed this was the facility’s way of confirming a patient’s intentions. And as I looked at the cock that now dripped pre-cum from its tip only inches from my face, I could feel its warmth and smell the musk emanating from it.

It was clear that this was now or never. I could back out, retreat to a comfortable bed and maybe even rub these new tits together while I still had them… or I could see where this pleasure-seeped road went.

“Y-yes nurse.” I said, my arousal now leaking from both my tits in addition to my pathetically small cock.

“That’s yes Mistress to you, little cow.” She retorted, inching her cock closer until its head touched my lips. The warm pre-cum coated my mouth as she held it there.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied with no less than a shaky voice as adrenaline started to take over. I tried to stretch my arms, but the straitjacket held them firmly in place underneath my breasts.

“Good cow, now open up those pink lips of yours.”

She pushed her cock forward as I opened my mouth. In an instant the warmth of the thick member overwhelmed me. The salty pre-cum coated my tongue in waves as she slowly began to thrust in and out of my mouth.

“Nice and tight… just like I thought it’d be…” She mumbled to herself.

Never in my life did I ever think I’d take cock in my mouth. Yet here I was, at my old family’s farm no less, sucking the cock of a woman I’d just met. With each inch of it I took my old self seemed to wither away to the pulsating warmth that flooded my cheeks. My breasts were now nearly squirting milk out and there was no doubt in my mind that I was approaching the edge of an orgasm.

“Fuck, that’s it,” she said, bucking further into my mouth as I choked and gagged on the thick, hard shaft. “Oh, that felt good… do that again.”

“Mmmph.” I moaned around the velvety member when she pushed it in further, eliciting another gag reflex that caused my throat to tighten around it. Warm juices dripped down my throat as I clenched around the entire shaft.

“Perfect,” she purred and started to increase the speed of her thrusts. “A few more like that and I think this oral examination will be concluded. As much as I’d love to fuck you all day, we should get this intake process done. Still have to fit you into a few other things.”

The cowbell on my collar clanged hard with each savage thrust. My tits flailed wildly as they continued to spray milk like fountains.

That edge I thought I stood on grew higher until I overlooked an abyss… one that promised pleasure, pain, and everything in between. I knew instinctively that if I jumped into the shadow world below, I would not even want to crawl back out.

“You know,” Mistress said, pushing all the way in and holding me there for a second, the head of her cock filling my throat completely, before she resumed her thrusts. “There’s often another underlying reason people choose to become research subjects here. And that’s because they know they’ll get treated just like this. Due to the nature of the research, we have to examine how the body reacts and that means inspections just like this. Is that why you joined, little cow? To have your lustful desires fulfilled?”

As I sucked on her thick warm member her words pierced the veil of my inner thoughts. The more this went on the closer I could feel myself walking to that ledge. Perhaps there was more to this than just a simple prank I’d come up with…

She suddenly gripped the hair on the back of my head and was now bucking as hard as she could in and out of my mouth. Each time my lips kissed her crotch strands of cum and drool splashed onto my face and I could feel the tip of her thick dick stretch my throat hole.

“Here it comes, my little cow!” She exclaimed, pulling my leash tight and dumping her hot, thick seed directly down my throat.

It was at that moment between me throating her entire cock and her shooting her cum into my stomach that I found myself dangling a leg over that precious, sacred edge. It didn’t even take much effort for me to step off, falling into the deep black hole of unsanctimonious, shameless lustful desire. And I knew it was a decision I would never come to regret.

“Mmmmmmph!” I yelled into her cock as I convulsed in my orgasm beneath her grip, her warm, hot cum still pumping down my throat as if it was a fire hose.

With one last thrust, pushing ever so slightly deeper into my mouth she grunted, dumping the last bit of her seed into me. “Aaah, that’s better.” She said with a sigh, pulling out her long cock.

I took a deep breath of air as the cock plopped out of my mouth, ropes upon ropes of cum and drool falling all over my face.

“Ooops, better not spill any,” she touted, wiping the entire length of the warm shaft across my eyes, nose, mouth, and cheeks. “There, that’s better. All glazed up like a good little cow should be. Now, what do you say?”

I swallowed the cum that lingered in my mouth as her juices fell down my face. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Good. Not bad for your first time… Let’s get you ready for the barn.”


CHAPTER 8


MISTRESS SHOVED HER cock back into her panties and put her dress back in order. “Up up up.” She said as if she was talking to an animal and pulled my leash upwards until I was on my feet.

I groaned as the collar pushed up against the underside of my chin and my arms once again rubbed underneath my overstimulated breasts. They were absolutely throbbing as she pulled the leash until I was on my tiptoes and then wrapped the end of it around the hook on the ceiling.

“Next, we’re going to get you into some chastity,” she said, pulling out a pink rubber-padded, steel chastity belt that wrapped around the waste and through the legs. “Let’s just unhook these…”

She proceeded to undo the strap of the straitjacket that went between my thighs. It was hard to balance as I moved around on the collar. Every time I felt like I was going to fall over I didn’t as the chain held me in place.

Bending down she undid the locks to the chain on my ankle cuffs which gave me a slight reprieve as she threw the chain to the side.

“Come on, put your legs through this. We haven’t got all day.”

It was difficult to lift my legs in that position, but I managed to get both of them through the chastity belt after a couple of tries. With cum still plastered all over my face it was sometimes hard to see as it continued to drip downwards.

I moaned as she reached with her hand and felt my cock which was still wet from arousal. “Hmmm, your cum seems to have the consistency of what one might expect from a vagina. Interesting. I’ll have to put that down in your file.” She said, wiping the cum on my left tit, eliciting a shock of both pain and pleasure.

“What does that mean exactly?” I asked as I groaned again.

“It’s interesting, but will require further investigation.” She replied, pulling the chastity belt the rest of the way up. “Wow, your cock is so small you fit a woman’s chastity belt just fine. I wonder if you’ll end up with a real pussy after this?”

It was dumb, but something I would never admit is that I had wondered the same thing. The feeling of euphoria I felt as I sucked her cock. That overwhelming pleasure constantly coming from my tits and crotch… it was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before and I also had to question whether or not I would turn into a woman completely.

Moving over to a box in the room she pulled out what looked like an over-sized pair of cuffs. “Next, we’ll lock these around your thighs like this...”

With a click the cuffs were locked snug around my upper thighs. She then threaded multiple chains through their loops and connected the chains to both the chastity belt and my ankle cuffs, applying heavy-duty locks on each loop as she did so.

Including the chain she re-locked between my ankles, I now had five total chains added to this restraining outfit. The two additional chains for each leg that jangled on their outer and inner sides added a lot more weight than I was expecting. They were also much more noisy with any slight movement.

“Just a few more things and we can move you to your new station!” She said with a smile and held up what looked like a rubber hood. She lowered me slightly to the ground, but kept the chain leash wrapped around the hook. “Bend your head down, dear.”

As I lowered my head she brought the hood over the top of it and for a moment everything went pitch black as she fit the tight rubber hood around my face. The light returned as my eyes found their respective openings and my mouth and nose fit through theirs. I could feel the cum from our oral inspection now pressed tightly against my skin, a permanent reminder of which Mistress got to me first.

“Then we pull your hair through the two holes on the top like this and… there! Now for the gag.”

The gag she pulled out was an entire head harness with a panel at the front and a large hole in the middle of it.

“Open up.” She demanded.

When I opened my mouth she pushed a large metal ring hidden behind the panel gag into it and proceeded to strap it tightly around my head. The straps went around my nose and over the top of my head. They criss-crossed under my chin and finished at the back of my neck. Every time she finished pulling on a buckle she added a lock to it… there must’ve been at least ten locks by the time she was finished with just the harness itself.

“Mmmph.” I moaned, flicking my tongue through the metal ring. It stretched my mouth about as wide as I could possibly stretch it.

Her lips formed a smirk. “Feels good doesn’t it? But we’re not quite done yet!”

My eyes widened when she pulled out a long rubber cock with a handle on the end of it. She brought the tip to her mouth and sucked on the head before bringing it up to the hole of my panel gag and pushed it through.

I let out another muffled moan as the cock with her saliva on it easily made its way into my mouth and down my throat. It barely tickled the inside of my throat hole when she gave it a twist and locked it in place.

“This should help train your gag reflex.” She said.

And she wasn’t kidding. Every time I swallowed it felt like my gag reflex wanted to activate. Each time it dared to I could feel arousal flare up within me. How could something like this feel so incredible?!

What she pulled out next was even more shocking. It was a thick metal hook with a ball at the end of it attached to a chain. She then squeezed lube out of a small bottle and rubbed it all around the ball as she walked behind me.

“Now, you may feel a slight chill as I push this in, but just take a deep breath and relax.”

I closed my eyes in anticipation as I felt the cold, slick metal ball press between my ass cheeks. But nothing could’ve prepared me for the earthquake of pleasure that would hit me as she pushed it in, stretching my tight bud.

“Mmmmmmmmmmph!” I yelled, bouncing around on my semi-suspended leash. The cowbell rang out as I squirmed around in both pain and pleasure. If I didn’t know any better I’d have thought that I’d just climaxed, but I knew I’d only barely just been brought to the edge once again.

“Hold still,” she said, grabbing me by the shoulder as she pushed it all the way in and pulled the chain up to the back side of my collar, locking it in place around a D-ring at the back.

I moaned even louder as I felt the metal ball get pulled right up next to my prostate. A mini orgasm hit every muscle in my body as I came, the juices seeping through the holes of the chastity belt and dropping to the floor. Thanks to the straitjacket, my breasts were in constant motion as well and in a consistent state of erection themselves.

“There, that’s better.” She said, giving my ass a slap and sending me in a slight swinging motion as I put most of the weight of my exhausted body on the chain holding me up.

Just as I began to wonder if we were finally finished she walked around to the front of me with two large golden rings in her hand.

“Guess what these are for? Go on… guess!”

“Imp domph nomph…” I said between panted breaths.

“Bzzzt, wrong!” She exclaimed and took one of my nipples into her mouth, licking and sucking on the hardened milk dispenser.

Another loud moan passed around the rubber cock in my mouth. Drool seeped out of the gag and down my chin as I squirmed in the blissful embrace of this nurse’s application of her tongue. When she moved over to my other tit to do the exact same thing I moaned again and louder, with less grace than an actual cow, as she sucked and played with it until it squirted out even more milk into her mouth.

Then she released her mouth from my breast and licked her lips. “For now, these rings won’t pierce you. Beatrice should do the honors of that… and while I do enjoy toying with her… let’s just say I’m not that desperate.”

She clipped both rings onto my nipples at the same time and the pain shot through me instantly. But it wasn’t just pain. With it came a jolt of pleasure straight to my groin that sent my arousal leaking down my legs again. This time however, I barely had the energy to let out a stifled moan, let alone scream… so I let my nipples jiggle there as I felt the sensations hit me one after another.

“Okay,” she said stepping back and brushing off her hands. Reaching up she grabbed my chain leash wrapped around the hook and pulled it off. “Let’s get you situated into your stall, shall we?”


CHAPTER 9


MISTRESS LISA PULLED on my leash. “Come along, little cow.”

As she opened the door I was suddenly hit by bright sunlight that caused me to momentarily close my eyes before opening them again. And what I saw when things came into focus was a scene that I never thought I’d see in my life.

Women, or in this case, cows, as the nurses here seem to call them… or us… were being lead around on leashes just like mine. Some were in straitjackets and chains like my restraints as they were walked around the large open field. Others wore armbinders and were in full-body harnesses pulling what looked like carts behind them as Mistresses directed them with whips.

What the fuck had Beatrice turned my family’s farm into? I thought, still feeling the cum leak down my leg. And why was this making me so aroused?

“Stop gawking now and let’s get a move on.” Mistress Lisa commanded and started walking forward.

The sun beat down on my bare breasts as we walked. Each step created a flurry of rattling chains and bell sounds. From the rings on my breasts, to the rubber cock in my mouth, and the anal hook in my ass… every moment was a reminder of the predicament I was in. The predicament I’d put myself in.

“You’ll notice there are a variety of different facilities on site,” Mistress explained as we walked.

My eyes widened when I saw someone being pulled along in a straitjacket with a full belly, indicating she might be pregnant.

“All facilities serve a specific purpose here,” Mistress continued, “And while you are expected to obey the staff during your stay as a cow… we make it a point to tend to your every need and desire as well.”

“Come on Eve… I mean, cow subject 2500!” I heard a familiar voice shout. “Remember, you signed up for this!”

I turned my head and my eyes widened when my eyes fell on Grace pulling along another cow who must’ve been Evelyn from the train. Her outfit was almost the same as mine, except on her feet were latex boots with hooves at the end of them and instead of only two nipple rings, she had an additional third one hanging from her nose with a chain going between all three. A nose hook had also been placed in her nostrils and pulled up and over the bit gag harness she wore.

“Oh, hey Lisa!” Grace exclaimed as she waved her hand and walked over to us, pulling Evelyn along with her. “Is that a new cow you got there?”

I looked down in the hopes of not being recognized.

“Yep… and this one’s a real special one.” Mistress Lisa replied.

“Oooh?” She asked, turning her head to look at me. “Do tell…”

“All in due time, Grace. For now I need to get this one into their stall before Beatrice gets back from her errands.”

Grace nodded. “I must get this one to their inspection myself. Well then… tata!”

Without another word Mistress tugged on my leash and we started walking in the opposite direction. For a split second, my eyes locked with Evelyn’s and I thought she might’ve actually recognized me.

I hope not.

We finally made it to the entrance of what looked like a large metal barn.

“And here is where you’ll be staying for now.” She said, opening the tall doors and pulling me inside.

It was actually cleaner than I was expecting. The ground was made of concrete and stalls lined both sides of the wide open area. A lot of them were empty, save for a few where women had their heads poking through one hole with their tits going through two bigger ones beneath that. What looked like giant milking machines were attached to their nipples and they made loud sucking noises as they worked.

We walked a little further, the sounds of my chains and bell reverberating even louder throughout the large space.

“And here is your new home, little cow.” Mistress Lisa said, opening the side door to a stall and tugging me into it.

Hay covered the floor on the inside of the stall, and at the front of the stall was a small leather table that sat just beneath three holes.

“Now come over here and straddle this sybian on the ground beneath the table over here.”

I walked over to where she indicated and straddled the hard leather pillow looking thing and looked at her.

She rolled her eyes. “On your knees, cow!” She exclaimed, putting a hand on my shoulder and pushing me down so that I sat on top of it with legs on either side.

She then took two additional chains hanging from the wall and attached them to each of my ankle cuffs, securing them to respective metal rings that had been nailed to the floor.

Afterwards, she left me straddled on top of the sybian and walked out, still holding the leash as she moved around to the front of the stall. To my surprise she opened half of the front panel of the stall upwards like it was a stock or yoke.

“Lean forward,” she said, giving my leash another yank. “Your head will go through the top hole and your breasts into the other ones.”

I moaned as my arms rested on the leather table, pushing my breasts up so they fit within the lower half of their circles. My head rested on a slightly raised lower half circle so that it was effectively above my breasts.

“There we go. Just going to lower this like so…”

The upper half of the stock was lowered just above the collar around my neck and then tightened around my breasts.

“Mmmmph.”

My breasts squirted out milk almost instantly as the wooden stock part of the stall squeezed around them, eliciting jolts of pleasure to shoot from each. I had effectively been locked into a stock, but instead of my head and hands sticking through it was my head and breasts.

She gave each breast a squeeze which just made me moan louder. “Don’t worry, little cow… you’ll get used to it.” She said, as she connected the leash to the locking mechanism of the stock and clicked a large lock around it.

“Now for the final touch.”

I was so focused on my breasts being squeezed and swallowing around the cock in my mouth that I barely noticed Mistress Lisa attach two large suction cups around my nipples. The cups were attached to a large mechanical machine via transparent hoses, the exact same one the other cows were attached to.

“With this machine we’re able to monitor any potential changes in the milk you produce.” She explained.

Flicking a switch she turned the machine on and it erupted into a powerful sucking motion. Each cup sucked hard on my nipples as the machine pumped. I could see and feel my nipple rings being pulled hard from the cups as they vacuumed the milk up the moment it shot out.

If I thought I’d hit the bottom of the abyss with my last orgasm… this situation I was in was about to teach me that there is no limit to the depths that lust can reach. With each passing second I squirmed on that table and the suctions pumped, I could feel myself reaching the top of a mountain even higher than the last ledge I jumped off of…

“Oh, we’re not done yet, little cow.” Mistress Lisa said as she pulled out a leather blindfold and strapped it around my eyes, completely blocking out my vision.

I then heard her walk around and open up the door to the stall. She stopped behind me. All I could hear were the sounds of the suction cups doing their jobs until I heard the flick of another switch and the sybian below me started vibrating!

“MMMMMMMPH!”

“There, now you’re all ready for Beatrice to find you.” She let out a light snicker. “Who would’ve thought our first sissy cow would arrive in such an unorthodox fun way!” I could hear her walk away before the sound of her footsteps stopped. “Oh, and don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of company in here if you need anything. We have round-the-clock staff on site that check every hour or two. See you later.”

As her footsteps echoed off into the distance and I heard the door to the barn open and close, I was left there to wallow in my predicament and life choices. My entire body was alight with pain and pleasure as the sybian vibrated between my knees and my tits were sucked and pulled on by the fierce suction cups as they garnered their milk like a hungry beast. Occasionally, I would hear the sounds of other cows in a similar predicament let out long, pleasure-filled moans above the sounds of the machines… but eventually, they intermingled with everything else.


CHAPTER 10


THERE WAS NO telling how much time had passed locked up in the stall as I was. Every once in a while, I’d hear a staff member walk by and replace my suction cups, but not before teasing my nipples or slapping my ass with a crop. Occasionally, they’d take out the rubber cock from my mouth and shove their own cock in, have their fun, and then put the dildo back into my cum-filled mouth.

I’d lost count of the amount of staff members that walked by to inspect me. Some were men, most were women. They never removed my blindfold so losing track was easy as my mind focused solely on the wide variety of sensations that ravaged my body. My arousal was a constant stream down my legs, but the vibrations from the sybian were set at just the right intensity that I’d get close to an orgasm, but never go over the edge.

“Adam! What in the blazes are you doing here?!” I suddenly heard Beatrice shout as her footsteps stopped in front of the stall. But her question didn’t seem to come from a place of concern as I heard a slight laugh. “Imagine my surprise when I come home to Lisa telling me how she found you upstairs.”

“Mmmmmph…” I moaned as I felt her remove the suction cups from my breasts. The rubber cock in my mouth tickled my throat.

“And wow, she wasn’t kidding either! These really are some impressive tits.” She said, massaging both of them with her hands, causing me to let out continuous moans. “And from the looks of things, you seem to be enjoying yourself. Hard to believe you’d intended this as a prank. But that does explain how your were behaving last night. And here I was worried you were getting sick. To think instead you’d taken our experimental pill!” She ended her sentence with another chuckle and tugged on one of my nipple rings. “And I see Lisa has set you up nicely here.”

As milk leaked from my nipples drool leaked down my chin. My moaning seemed to only encourage further actions as she pulled on my other ring. The difference in her demeanor had me feeling like I’d walked straight into one of her deviant plans even though it was my prank to begin with!

“Are we certain the cow really meant it as a prank?” I heard Grace chime in. “Maybe she just really wanted to have massive breasts…”

“Hmmmm, yes, I suppose that’s a possibility.” Beatrice replied, removing my blindfold. “Though in all honesty, I had intended to at least introduce her to the program. But I guess she beat me to it, ha!”

Did they refer to all cows as “she” or was this their idea of taunting me, I wondered for a brief moment, blinking as bright light flooded my eyes and the two women came into view. Grace was wearing the standard white nurse uniform while Beatrice wore a black leather top, pants, and boots like she’d just got done hanging out with some biker gang.

Beatrice stared into my eyes for a second before a mischievous smile formed upon her lips, dripping with a taunt of victory. “And what do you have to say for yourself, cow subject 2501?” She asked, pulling the rubber cock out of my mouth and replacing it with two of her fingers. She started to thrust her fingers in and out, pressing down upon my tongue as she did so.

I wasn’t sure how to respond as my tongue instinctively licked her fingers. The bell on my collar rang out as my breasts heaved up and down, responding to Beatrice’s motions. I could tell from Beatrice’s eyes that she was having a lot of fun… perhaps the most fun I’ve seen her have in a long time.

And what did I have to say for myself? Even I didn’t have an answer to that. What I’d intended to be a prank had turned into something much more real and now I was at the whim of every staff member on site. And as Beatrice continued to play with my tongue my body grew hotter. I wanted her touch. I wanted her to be the catalyst that sent me back into that pit of depravity. Deep down, as I gazed into those small green galaxies within her irises, I knew that she knew she wanted the same thing.

“Are you ready for your next inspection by us two gorgeous ladies?” Beatrice said as she removed her two fingers. When she stepped back I noticed a growing bulge underneath her pants and between her legs.

It was then that it dawned on me that this whole time I’d been close to Beatrice I never knew who she truly was. That she’d hid the biggest part of herself behind societal norms. But the looks she gave me now as she peered down at my straitjacket encased visage with dominant, piercing eyes sent tingles all throughout my body. There was no doubt in my mind… she was about to show me.

Drool seeped down my chin and landed on the floor as I nodded in response to her question, feeling that desire well up within me, soaking up the lust-filled adrenaline that had started to swell.

“Good,” Beatrice said as she walked around and opened the side door to the stall. I heard her step behind me and I let out a moan as she removed the anal hook from my ass. “Grace, you can take the front.”

“Yes ma’am.” Grace said with a smile. She walked over and put her hand on my head. “Tsk, tsk, tsk, Adam. If you’d wanted to become a cow all you had to do was ask when you were on the train with us before. But to think you’d sneak a pill like some addict… for punishment we’ll have to go with this.”

Grace pulled out a nose hook, similar to the one Evelyn had on earlier, and placed it into my nostrils. As she pulled upwards and latched the other end to the back of my collar I heard Beatrice unzip her pants from behind and put the warm head of her cock between my ass cheeks.

Already, my internal temperature was skyrocketing. It seemed as if my senses also became acutely aware. The heat in the air, the straitjacket confining me, the collar around my neck and cuffs on my ankles and thighs… all of it gave me a heightened sense of my predicament. That edge I’d grown accustomed to diving off of was rapidly approaching. And I wanted nothing more in that brief lucidity to feel those cocks in my holes.

“Yes, Adam, I’m not really sure you understand the point of a prank. It’s supposed to be applied to the person you’re pranking, not yourself.” Beatrice added in response to Grace’s comments. “Then again,” she continued with a grunt as she pushed in, stretching my rose bud and causing me to let out a long moan, “Per Grace’s point, maybe you wanted this to happen.”

Lifting up her skirt Grace pulled out her own hard cock and slapped my face with it before pushing it through the hole of my panel gag and into my mouth. “Yes, ma’am, I think she just wanted to be fucked like this if I’m being honest. The prank thing was likely just an excuse.”

“I’mph amph mamph!” I attempted to say, but with Grace’s cock buried down my throat couldn’t get out a single coherent consonant. She had already started thrusting in and out of my mouth, her pre-cum drizzling onto my tongue.

“What was that? Did you catch what she said Beatrice?” Grace asked in a taunting manner as she grabbed my pigtails that had been fashioned through the rubber holes on the top of my hood.

Beatrice slapped my ass as she synchronized with Grace’s rhythmic thrusting. “I think she said something about being a man.” She replied, burying herself all the way into my ass.

A loud muffled moan escaped through my lips around Grace’s cock in my mouth as Beatrice held herself deep inside my ass.

“But the thing is hon,” Beatrice said with a grunt, beginning slow thrusting movements. “From our perspective, you have bigger tits than would typically even exist on a woman and honestly…” she trailed off as she started to pick up speed. “This tight back hole of yours feels more like a pussy than anything else. I think Lisa was right to refer to you as, what did she call it in our short meeting earlier? Oh, right, a sissy hucow.”

Their warm thick pulsating cocks pistoned in and out of my mouth and ass. I could feel their warm pre-cum trickle down my throat and coat my anal walls. Every once in a while Grace would take her cock all the way out of my mouth and smear my nose with it, coating me with her scent, made easy by the nose hook that now held my nostrils open like a pig.

My eyes rolled towards the back of my head as the ecstasy from the ferocious spitroast hit me. The sybian beneath me only seemed to increase the intensity of its vibrations and Beatrice’s fierce poundings managed to push me even closer to that edge.

And as I peered over that edge I expected to see nothing but the familiar abyss. But instead I saw a reflection of myself in a dark pool of water, occasionally lit up by the electrical impulses of pleasure that surged through my very being. What I saw wasn’t a man, but someone beautiful. It was someone I knew I wanted to be.

“You still in there, cow?” Grace asked, pushing herself all the way down my throat and then pulling back out in another heavy thrust.

“Mmmmmmph!” I yelled, tasting even more pre-cum as Grace continued to mouth fuck me. The straitjacket kept my tits pointed upwards as the pleasure raged through me. A drop of milk hit the middle of my reflection in the obsidian water I stared into and I jumped off that ledge, letting myself dissolve in the shameless solution of pain and pleasure.

“Hey, did you just cum?” Grace asked, taking her cock out of my mouth and smearing my nose with its pre again. “Bad cow!” She exclaimed, putting it back in, pushing its head directly against my cheeks.

In an instant I was already finding myself at the forefront of another orgasm. The bell on my collar was like a wind chime as the Mistresses owned me with their massive cocks. Beatrice was now thrusting at a rapid pace, slamming all the way into me as her balls hit my crotch with quick slaps.

“Ah, cut her some slack, Grace.” Beatrice said, giving my ass another slap. “We’re supposed to be recording that data anyways and—ahh fuck, there we go!”

My eyes widened as Beatrice pushed her thick cock all the way in and up against my prostate. She jetted her hot sticky load of cum straight into me. And even as she held me there at the base of her cock as she continued dumping her load I was sent over the edge again… feeling another orgasm race through every fiber of my being.

“Hey! She just did it again! Fine, if that’s how it’s going to be…” Grace said, gripping my pigtails harder and bucking herself all the way down my throat. “Have some of my own!” She exclaimed and proceeded to dump her warm thick load into my throat as well.

As they both continued shooting their respective loads into my holes my mind went blank. It felt as though my spirit had left my body and I was somehow floating somewhere else in the room. But as the warmth of their cum brought me back down to earth I realized that I’d just had the biggest orgasm in my life after getting spitroasted!

It felt like I’d been held in that position for an eternity. I was held in place by two thick cocks dumping their hot seed into me.

But then they both finally removed their cocks from their respective sheaths. Long, thick strands of cum roped out of my mouth as Grace wiped it across my nose for a final time and I could feel the warmth of Beatrice’s sticky juices seeping out of my asshole.

“Not a bad inspection, cow 2501,” Beatrice said, slapping my ass and replacing the anal hook. It slid right in without much effort as her cum acted as an effective lubricant.

“Agreed, ma’am. But much to work on if she’s to be a competent resident here.” Grace replied, replacing the rubber cock in my mouth and latching it in place on the panel gag.

I let out a moan as my holes were instantly refilled, the Mistresses’ cum still warming the insides of my ass, stomach, and mouth. In fact, all I could smell or sense at that point was cum as it dripped off my nose and down my face.

It was then that Beatrice reappeared in front of me and bent down. “Well, Adam, hmmm…” She trailed off, seeming to be deep in thought. “We should probably change your name. How’s Ariel sound? Let’s go with that for now.”

Still riding the ecstasy flowing through me I nodded. She could call me Daisy and turn me into a flower for all I cared at that point. I’d already accepted my new station in life.

Beatrice reattached the suction cups to my breasts, but this time I hardly felt a thing. In comparison to what I’d just experienced, the suction cups were almost nothing.

“So Ariel,” Beatrice began again, “Or should I say cow subject 2501. I have to say… this has been an amazing prank. Maybe next time I’ll have you on all fours walking behind me as I parade you around on a leash as my trophy cow—that could be fun. But for now I’ll leave you with this.” She said, rubbing her dripping wet cock all over my face. “As for what I’ll tell your…” She paused for a moment before shrugging. “Meh, I’ll just tell them you’re assisting me with research.” She added before pinching my nipple which did cause me to moan that time.

And then I could see nothing as she replaced the blindfold and started up the suction cups again. More cum slid over my nostrils and down my face as I moaned into my cock gag, feeling Beatrice’s seed slowly seeping around the anal hook in my ass and down my legs.

Their footsteps became distant until they disappeared from sound, leaving me to contemplate in that darkness. Every sensation was amplified while the straitjacket held me in place on the leather table and the sybian tormented my crotch with its vibrations. But as my head hung low in that pitch black void, hearing the sounds of the other cows in stalls like mine, being treated like me… I knew that we were all there for a reason and that my life as a sissy hucow had only just begun.


MY LIFE AS A SISSY HUCOW AT THE HANDS OF SHEMALE MISTRESS PART 2: SURROUNDED AND OWNED: CHAPTER 1


EVERYTHING WAS BLACK before a momentary spark flashed before my eyes. Then a wide open field of vibrant green grass opened up before me. In the middle of a bright blue sky the sun cast its rays down onto the earth below. It was somehow a familiar scene, like I’d been there before though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. I could even feel the warmth of the sun beating on my chest.

Speaking of my chest, why did it feel so heavy? I wondered. The thought itself was interrupted as I tried to move my arms but couldn’t. In confusion I looked down, only to not see anything but the grass I was supposedly standing on. How could I feel the grass between my toes and yet not see my legs?

Was this a dream?

Nothing felt real and as I tried to walk I realized that my movements were incredibly slow. It was as if something was holding my feet to the ground. Each step was an impossible movement and for some reason all I could think was how frustrating and pointless the endeavor seemed.

A moment later and my world was black again, only this abyssal darkness felt fresh in my mind and as my consciousness regained lucidity I realized I was still in my stall and all the memories of the last few days came flooding back to me. The moaning of other women could be heard echoing throughout the barn-like stables that acted as our individual cells.

I let out a muffled moan myself as drool dripped down my chin. It was hard to say when my last checkup had been, but I must’ve dozed off for a while and I wasn’t sure if I should be relieved or weirded out by the fact I was actually able to get some sleep in this predicament. Admittedly, I was surprised at how fast I was able to adapt to this new environment.

“And here is our latest subject, cow subject 2501,” an unfamiliar woman’s voice said as a group of footsteps and feminine murmurs echoed across the barn. “You can also refer to her as Ariel. As you’ll see from your reports on this one, she decided to enter the research program under unusual circumstances.”

More murmurs and hushed voices followed before someone asked a question. “Nurse Brooks,” they began, “How has the subject responded to being at the facility full-time and to your treatments? It appears that according to the report she’s only been here a few days, yet she looks like she’s been undergoing treatment for longer than that.”

“Excellent question, Nurse Ackers. This subject took it upon herself to take our experimental product outside of research protocols and when offered the choice to join the research program, she chose just that.”

“She willingly took it outside of the recommended guidelines and ended up like that despite who she was before?”

“That is indeed correct.”

Another flurry of hushed voices rose from the group. It was a very strange feeling being talked about like some kind of curiosity or attraction. But I had been informed by Beatrice that these would be a common occurrence throughout my time at the facility. At least, she said as much the day before as she tightened my restraints and performed another inspection. She also mentioned something about being pierced later and I recalled the intense wave of pleasure that hit me as she did. It seemed like any suggestion got my libido’s attention and it was one of the hardest things to get used to.

“As you can see,” Nurse Brooks continued, “This cow in particular has had a very marvelous transformation.” Her footsteps got closer until I could smell her fresh, almost fruity aroma. She placed her hand on my head and gave the nose hook Mistress Grace had put on the day prior a playful tug. “She’s progressed much further and at a much faster pace than our other subjects so far. About the only other subject that might be comparable to her is probably cow subject 2500, also known as Evelyn or Eve, who, just like Ariel here, is a recent addition to our facility. Granted, her changes are somewhat different shall we say.”

That’s right, I thought, Eve was also a subject here. I recalled the first time meeting her on the train and then later seeing her dressed in full restraints. And though her manner of restraints had differed from mine, our positions as subjects here were the same. I wondered how her experience had been so far and what she thought about it.

I let out another muffled moan as the nurse pulled my nostrils upwards via the nose hook, the rubber cock in my mouth keeping me from making any intelligible sounds. As I swallowed around the shaft I became intimately aware that my nipples had begun leaking, triggering the sensors of the milking machine to start pumping.

“She’s leaking just from that?” A curious onlooker asked.

“Yes,” Nurse Brooks said, “Our cows are under constant pressure from various devices and accessories they wear and our facility was just this week updated with these new milking machines that can automatically start whenever a cow’s arousal reaches a certain point and their breasts start to leak milk. Though this one’s nipples have yet to be pierced and her current rings are fake, she is in a state of perpetual arousal so that even the slightest pull on something she’s wearing…” She paused, giving my anal hook a nice tug.

“Mmmmmph.” I replied, feeling my arousal leak through the chastity belt and down my legs as the machine continued pumping my nipples without stopping. Even though I couldn’t see anything I could feel the eyes of the group that watched and analyzed every move like I really was some cow to be examined and experimented on… and the thought only made me even hornier.

“Turns her into a proper source of milk and research material.” She added, twisting the rubber cock gag in my mouth and pulling it out. “Isn’t that right, sweetie?” She asked, putting two of her fingers on my tongue. “Who’s a good cow? That’s right, you are!”

The way she talked to me, like I was some kind of pet to be pampered was almost enough to push me over the edge. I licked around her fingers as I squirmed in my restraints, the stock’s tightness around my breasts and neck causing me to leak milk and arousal even more.

She spat in my mouth. “Who wants to see and take part in a demonstration?”


CHAPTER 2


THE SOUND OF footsteps loomed closer and I heard the side door to the stall open as they surrounded me on both sides. Tingles raced across my skin as the heat from the group encircled me, their lust-filled stares engraving my soul with their desires. But the encroaching warmth wasn’t the only thing I felt as a musky scent suddenly filled my nostrils and the tip of a cock pressed against my nose, its pre-cum smearing across both nostrils.

“Now ladies and gentlemen,” Nurse Brooks said like some kind of announcer, “I will give you a demonstration of how we handle our cows at this fine facility of ours.” She dragged the head of her cock down, rubbing it against my lips as she did before she pushed it into my mouth. “Nurse Ackers, if you’d like you can take her back side.”

“Mmmmph.” I moaned, tasting the thick cock that made its way down my throat.

Nurse Ackers removed the anal hook from my ass. “With pleasure.” She replied.

Warmth spread throughout my cheeks as Nurse Brooks’s cock started to thrust between my wide open lips. “As for those of you watching feel free to take part as well. You’ll see on the walls that there are various items you can use. It’s all part of the protocols every cow agreed to when they became subjects of this research program.” She explained, thrusting her cock all the way in and causing me to choke and gag on it before pulling back out again.

Excited whispers swirled around me as Nurse Brooks continued pushing in and out of my throat. Her cock’s pulsating heat and thickness filled my cheeks with an absolute certainty. I could hear the clamor of objects as people grabbed them off the walls and then returned.

While Nurse Brooks was busy fucking my mouth, my eyes widened as Nurse Ackers’s warm cock pushed against my bud between my ass cheeks. She swirled it around a couple times, tickling my hole with her pre-cum before she pushed in, stretching it as she did.

“Mmmmmph.” An uninvited moan passed through my lips as pleasure started to build. As if being surrounded by this many people wasn’t enough, I could feel their heat and lust dance across my skin in tingles while Nurse Brooks and Ackers started spitroasting me.

It was slow and steady at first. The two women were gentle with their thrusts, but it wasn’t long before they were going at it in full force, slamming in and out of both holes as if nothing else mattered in that very moment. But as I was pistoned between the two within that purposeful darkness that I found myself, their pulsating warmth, taste, and fullness began to overwhelm me. The pleasure that had only just begun to bloom moments prior was now intensifying in rapid succession.

“Why does her ass feel like a tight pussy?” Nurse Ackers asked with a loud grunt as she pushed all the way in again, leaking more of her warm pre-cum straight into my ass. “God, it feels fucking amazing!”

“That is something we are looking into.” Nurse Brooks replied between panted breath, her cock not slowing down as her balls slapped against my chin. “But for now the results are inconclusive.”

“What’s this do?” Another voice to the side of me asked. I heard the sound of them flipping a switch which roared the sybian I was on to life, causing me to writhe even more atop the bench in my straitjacket.

Fuck, how could I forget I’d been straddling that this whole time? It was almost impossible to keep track of everything going on at once. Every second that passed seemed to introduce another sensation for my body to focus on. All to keep me in that state of “perpetual arousal” that Nurse Brooks had mentioned. Well, it was definitely working.

Something whisked through the air and landed on my ass with loud crack, causing me to yelp into Mistress Brooks’s cock behind a searing pain. It was a riding crop. The user holding it rubbed its leathered edge against the sensitive spot she just hit which only enhanced the pleasure being felt by Nurse Ackers’s hard shaft that pounded away at my ass.

“Wow, this cow really is sensitive!” Someone exclaimed.

“Do that again,” Nurse Brooks said, shoving her cock all the way down my throat. The musky scent of her crotch was strong and damp as it infiltrated my nose. “Her throat tightened around me when you smacked her with that.”

“Yes, please do.” Nurse Ackers added, bringing her hand down hard on my other ass cheek. “She clenched hard over here as well and clearly likes it.”

“Not a problem.” I could almost hear the unfamiliar voice lick their lips as they brought the riding crop down on my ass again, hitting the exact same spot they had only a second before, causing an intense pain to flash through my ass. Even though the pain seared, my body didn’t act in the way I might expect it to. Instead, pleasure replaced the pain with an unusual gentle warmth and brought me even closer to an orgasm. I stuck my ass backwards, feeling Nurse Ackers’s cock go even deeper, and pushed it up slightly in the hopes they’d honor my request to be hit again.

“Fuuuck!” Nurse Ackers said with a chuckle. “I told you she liked it!”

“Mmmmph, mmph, mmmph!” I let out slutty, ecstasy-filled moans as both cocks pulsated deep inside of my mouth and asshole. They were warm and covered in pre-cum as they went about their work. Time started to disappear as I was ravaged by these two nurses, the only remnants of it recorded in the form of my bell ringing out each time a cock slammed into one of my holes. But being between these two… Mistresses, as they might prefer to be called, was like being stuck between two giant forces of nature. And while I wasn’t sure they wanted to be called Mistresses and was literally in no position to ask their preferences, I just had a feeling…

As if encouraged by the slaps they witnessed, other people started to poke and prod at various parts of my body while Nurse Ackers and Nurse Brooks fucked me as hard as they could. A couple of them focused on my tits, pinching and pulling at the sensitive parts as milk continued to pour out of them into the pumping machine.

This was the most attention I’d ever had since agreeing to become a part of this research program. And while I was made aware of these exhibitions to outsiders and what might occur, the reality of what was currently happening to me was nearly impossible to comprehend. But the pleasure… oh yes, the pleasure… was on a level that seemed to transcend consciousness itself. My brain could barely process what was happening as the variety of different sensations hit me all at once.

Slap. Crack. Pinch. Vibrate. Slap. Crack. Pinch. Vibrate.

It was as if the people in the group found their respective roles and had entered into a rhythm as they pinched, prodded, and slapped the different parts of my body. Within the pain of my ass and tits, Mistress Brooks and Mistress Ackers continued to thrust in and out of me. I wasn’t sure how much longer I’d be able to last as I was milked, fucked, slapped, and pinched. The bell on my collar chimed out even more wildly like someone calling for supper to begin as I moaned in the overwhelming sensations that jolted through my muscles and bones.

“Feeding time!” Mistress Brooks exclaimed as she slammed her cock all the way down my throat. I choked and gagged on the thick shaft as it stretched my Adam’s apple and proceeded to dump its hot sticky cum down into my stomach.

Almost as if on cue Mistress Ackers also lodged her cock deep inside my ass and held it there. “Yes, I can’t hold it in anymore either!” She exclaimed with a grunt as she ejaculated her own hot seed straight into me.

As the two held me between their thick, cum-covered cocks and shot their loads into the depths of my being others in the group continued their relentless slaps and prodding of my body like nothing was happening. I writhed atop the bench and let out more loud muffled moans as my stomach and ass filled with warm salty cum. The two forces of nature that had been fucking me up until this point turned into a hurricane, filling my insides with the ferocity of a whirlpool beneath their torrential storms.

Then without warning my orgasm rocked through me like a natural disaster. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt as my mind went entirely blank with ecstasy and lust. I was now in the eye of this massive ferocious storm. Warmth and tingles spread throughout every fiber of my being as my orgasm concluded. My arousal streamed down my legs, a seemingly never-ending river of my own juices.

“And that, ladies and gentlemen,” Mistress Brooks said as she took her cock out of my mouth and graced my nose with its musky tip, wiping the rest of the come across it and my face. “Is how we take care of our cows here at this establishment.”

An applause erupted from the group and as Mistress Ackers also removed her cock from my ass I let out a moan, my entire body still feeling like it had been overloaded with pain and pleasure.

“And what do you say, cow subject 2501?” Mistress Brooks asked me, her breath caressing my mouth.

“Hanmph oumph imphremph oomphsh.” I tried to say through the bubbles of remaining cum that formed on my lips as I did, though I doubt anyone could understand what I was saying. I wasn’t even sure I did.

“Awww, would you look at that. They’ve even trained you to call us by our proper titles in such a short time. Can we get a second round of applause for our cow here?” She exclaimed, giving my head a couple pats.

Another applause broke out from the group with people commenting like they were somehow impressed I was able to speak in unintelligible sounds.

“Would anyone else like to try?” Mistress Brooks asked, giving me a final pat on the head and my nose hook another tug. “I’m sure this cow still has a lot left in her!”

In truth I couldn’t deny what she’d said. Excited footsteps moved around me like musical chairs with people taking up new positions on the sides, front, and back of me. My body wasn’t given a moment to rest as their hands continued to rub, pinch, and poke all over it while they moved and it wasn’t even a moment later that I was standing back on the edge of yet another orgasm. I squirmed as my mind begged for release and as two new cocks entered into my mouth and ass I knew it was only a matter of time before that release would come.

It was impossible to tell how long I’d been in that position. A couple women would get into their positions, thrust inside my holes for a bit before releasing their seed, and then it wouldn’t be long before two fresh cocks were thrusting in and out of me. The cycle was relentless. After orgasming over and over again, my entire body ached with pain, pleasure, and the fullness from the velvety shafts that occupied my holes. And if I was being honest with myself, I’d never felt more alive despite the fact I was nothing more than an exhibition unit to these researchers to toy and play with.

Perhaps that’s why you like this so much?

“Okay everyone, we should give this cow a break. She’s completely covered in cum and will now need a wash.” Mistress Brooks said, shoving the rubber cock back into my mouth and latching it to the ring gag.

I guess they didn’t want me to say anything this time. Not that it necessarily mattered since my mind was a jumbled mess anyways. I probably wouldn’t have been able to form proper words at all even without the gag.

Are cows supposed to speak at all anyhow?

“I’ll say,” Mistress Ackers added, easily plopping the anal hook in my now well-lubed ass thanks to the cum filling it and giving my ass another hard slap. The pain barely registered due to all the other sensations that jolted through me. “We came inside her so much her stomach looks like she’s pregnant!” She exclaimed with a laugh. “And judging from how wet the sybian underneath her is, she came just as much!”

“Mmmph.” I let out a moan as I shifted in my position, the restraints causing another shock of pain and pleasure to shoot through my entire system. And they weren’t kidding about the cum. Every slight movement—I felt it. It filled my ass, it filled my stomach… hell, it still filled my mouth. It dripped all over my body like sweat. It was all I could feel and smell. And my heart pounded from the heat it generated, making it feel like I was on the verge of yet another orgasm.

“Yes well, this one in particular has had a very active time since joining and I’m sure is still getting used to all these new sensations. Though her juices will be collected as samples and sent to the lab.” Mistress Brooks replied.

Another muffled moan passed through my lips as I heard the group exit the stall. They each slapped my ass cheeks on the way out as they left, causing me to lurch forward each time, my bell making a slight jingling sound as I did.

“You all do a great job with your research here, Nurse Brooks.” Mistress Ackers complemented. “Perhaps we can have some of your cows visit our facility as well?”

For some reason I shivered at that question… as if it had been asked while she stared directly at me and licked her lips. I know there’s no way I could possibly see any of that, but the instinct was so strong I just couldn’t ignore it.

“That could be an option,” Mistresss Brooks replied, the sound of the group’s footsteps becoming more and more distant until I heard the door to the barn open. “A joint research collaboration could be very interesting indeed. I’ll have to bring it up to Nurse Beatrice.” She confirmed before the door creaked loudly and then closed.


CHAPTER 3


AS THEY LEFT me there to stew in the remnants of my repeated orgasms I was able to have some time to think to myself, well, as much as I could between the torments coming from both the vibrating sybian and the milking machine no one bothered to turn off. Every move I made still felt like cum. Every taste. Every scent. It was all over me like I’d walked through a rain storm of the stuff. And my tits and ass absolutely throbbed.

But when I wasn’t on the verge of another orgasm I was able to think, even as the frustrated muffled moans of the other women could be heard, almost taunting me with their own lustful desires.

What, exactly… was this place researching?

That was the biggest question I had. I knew that I joined this program under my own volition and that the tight restraints they put me in were all a part of the protocols… but why? What were they trying to achieve here? Was the end goal to see how many willing sluts they could make?

Mission accomplished there. I tried to shake away the intrusive thought, though that didn’t make it any less correct. I had so many questions and knew that really the only person I could trust with them was Beatrice. But even then… she seemed to be among the most excited to have me here. Didn’t this originally start out as my prank towards her? Why did it somehow feel like I lost this time?

Admit it, you wanted this… really.

“Mmmmmph!” I let out an excited moan as a hand was suddenly brought down on my already beaten ass, breaking me out of my thought cycle.

“How are we today little cow?” The familiar voice of Mistress Grace said. “I see you’ve gotten quite a lot of action today.”

As if I didn’t know that, asshole.

“I’m sorry, what was that?” She asked, walking back over to my front.

Whoops, did I say that out loud? I was still gagged with a cock in my mouth though, how could she possibly understand?

“You know, I could always leave you here in this mess.” She pulled the rubber cock out of my mouth and smeared the saliva and cum solution covering it over my face. “Would you like that?”

I mean, yes? I shook my head again. Stop it brain, damnit!

Before I could respond a thick, warm pulsating cock entered my mouth. In an instant it had pushed its way to the back of my throat. I didn’t know if my senses were just in overdrive or what, but tingles spread throughout my body in an instant as the cock began to thrust in and out. It was clear what my body wanted and even though intrusive thoughts sometimes interrupted the feelings I had, deep down inside my consciousness I knew that even my brain agreed… that I, specifically, wanted all of this.

“Though as much as you may deserve punishment for what you just said to me, one of your Mistresses,” she said, emphasizing that last word, “That will have to wait for now.”

“Mmmmmph!” I groaned and my lips vibrated around the shaft. I choked and gagged on it as it once again reached to the absolute depths of my throat and then pulled back, but not before dumping some warm sticky pre-cum down my throat. It was absolutely massive and definitely the biggest cock I’ve had inside of me so far. The cock itself reached further down my throat than any other cock had previously and from what I remembered, Mistress Grace’s cock hadn’t felt this long before.

Great, now I’m beginning to identify people based on cock thickness and length. What the fuck was happening to me? And why couldn’t I get enough of it?!

Mistress Grace snapped her fingers. “That’s enough for now. It should be good for her.”

Enough for what? I wondered.

All of a sudden blinding light filled my vision as my blindfold was removed. When my vision cleared my eyes widened at what I saw: Eve, clad entirely in skin-tight latex. Literally, her entire body, even her massive breasts shone obsidian black under the white light of the building. A hood wrapped tightly around her head and neck. It acted like a posture collar and even covered her mouth. Her nose and nipple rings nearly sparkled.

But that wasn’t what held my attention in that moment. What held my attention was the only thing the latex didn’t cover: an insanely long, thick cock between her legs that glistened with my saliva covering its shaft.

What the… did she have that when we first met? What was going on here?

Questions assaulted my mind as she almost playfully swung the thing in front of my face, letting it grace my lips a couple times before pulling it back. I looked up at her and her eyes seemed to smile. Her black silky hair had been pulled through a latex cylinder tube at the top of her hood into a ponytail and it bounced as she swayed from side to side. Her arms were still bound behind her back in an armbinder.

“Surprised?” Mistress Grace asked with a smile, suddenly throwing her face in front of mine. “Evelyn’s been, eh-hem, I mean, cow subject 2500 has been going through some changes of her own.” Without warning Mistress Grace lifted the stock that trapped my head and clenched around my breasts and helped me to my feet.

“Mmmmph!” I yelled through the ring gag as a sudden sharp jolt of pain and pleasure hit me from my breasts as the pressure was suddenly released. They squirted out their last bit of milk as she pulled off their suction cups, leaving behind erect nipples with rings hanging from them.

I stood there panting as Mistress Grace held me for a moment. I must’ve looked like an absolute mess with my hood still wrapped tightly around my face and a nose hook constantly pulling at my nostrils. It was then that I once again became aware of the chains that connected to my chastity belt, thigh cuffs, and ankle cuffs. I’d somehow completely forgotten about those, though it wasn’t surprising given the position I’d been in for so long.

“Okay, let’s get you lifted onto cow subject 2500.” Mistress Grace said as she pulled my anal hook out and disconnected it from my collar altogether.

My eyes went wide as I looked back at Eve who towered before me in her thigh-high hoof-like boots that were shaped like cow hooves before I snapped back at Mistress Grace. “Whampth?!”


CHAPTER 4


WITH SURPRISING STRENGTH Mistress Grace lifted me off the ground and straddled me over Eve’s cock. I knew I was a lightweight but damn, I didn’t think I was that much of a lightweight. My back now pressed against Eve’s stomach and my head sank in-between her breasts. I could feel the chains dangle to the ground from my metal ankle cuffs and for a moment I wondered when she undid them from the floor… But I shook my head.

That’s what you’re thinking about? You really are a slut. A voice echoed in my head.

“I’ve been wanting to try something like this for a while now given how tall and strong Eve is…” she trailed off as if saying it to herself. She didn’t seem to realize she didn’t mention Eve’s subject number and called her by her real name. “We’ll take these straps and bring them over like so…” She said, grabbing pairs of straps that seemed to come from Eve’s back and bringing them over each of her shoulders, strapping their ends tightly to loops on the straitjacket of my own shoulders respectfully.

“Unghph!” I let out a moan as she pulled something from Eve’s back that lifted me higher via the straps. My head now rested almost directly under Eve’s chin and her cock teased my ass between its cheeks. Had she been this tall and strong when we first met? It was hard to imagine and felt like it was a long time ago even though I knew it couldn’t have been that long since then.

“Can’t forget these legs of yours can we?” Mistress Grace asked rhetorically as she bowed both of my ankles backwards until they touched the bottom of my thighs. She then wrapped my ankle chains around my thighs, holding my ankles securely behind me before she brought the remaining lengths of the chains around Eve’s back. “And we’ll just lock the chains back here nice and tight. Alright cow subject 2500, you know what to do!” She exclaimed, attaching a leash to an O-ring on my collar.

Eve let out some weird muffled squeal and it sounded like she was full of delight as she arched backwards, pulling me up slightly before letting me down directly on top of her fully erect cock. What followed was the most intense feeling of fullness I’d ever felt and that was saying a lot given everything I’d experienced up until that point. I was already panting just from the thickness that now penetrated my ass. My eyes went wide with shock as the flared tip of her cock swelled even more inside of me, eliciting a high-pitched muffled moan that I didn’t realize I could make.

“Shall we go my lovelies?” Mistress Grace said with a smirk as she looked back at the two of us and gave the leash a decent pull.

We started to walk. Eve’s cock pushed deeper inside of me and began to thrust without much effort as every trot forward heaved her cock up and down, stretching my anal walls to their max. Each step she took was another descent I made into the torrential madness that the onslaught of pain and pleasure hit my mind with. If the two Mistresses before had been giant forces of nature, then Eve was a Titan straight out of the Greek myths.

I tried to focus my mind elsewhere, but all I could hear as we got closer to the barn entrance were the muffled sounds of women echoing throughout the room which only served to intensify the ecstasy within me.

Mistress Grace let out a chuckle as she pushed open the door to the barn and looked back with a wink, revealing a wide open green field before us. “It’s still hard to imagine that only what… a week ago maybe, if that, I’d just met you on that train. Watching you eye Eve’s tits and try to act like you weren’t interested was the cutest thing ever. It’s interesting where life takes us, isn’t it?” She taunted, giving my leash another tug to pull Eve forward.

“Mmmmph, mmph, mmph, mmmph…” It was impossible for me to respond as muffled moans passed through my lips with every step and my tongue flicked wildly through my ring gag as if it was confused at the fact my mouth had nothing filling it. As Eve was pulled along and trotted along the grassy field her cock squelched deep inside of my ass with every thrust.

I tried to set my focus towards Mistress Grace, thought it didn’t seem to help at all. The gray streaks that highlighted her brunette hair shone like silver under the radiance of the sun and the strong smell of grass and musk permeated through my nostrils.

It was like I felt everything and nothing at the same time. The heat from the sun beat down harshly upon my naked, well, mostly naked body. Cum still dripped all over me from the exhibition party—at least that’s what I’d decided to call it—in fluid motion. Eve’s thick velvety cock rammed right up against my prostate each time she lifted up one of her legs, sending wave after wave of pleasure crashing throughout my body, making it damn near impossible to think, let alone process anything.

Looking around all I could see were other cow subjects engaged in various activities about the farm. Some were crawling behind whichever nurse or Mistress held the end of their leash. Others wore straitjackets like I did and even pulled carts from behind them. Still others were put into short metal stocks on the ground that kept their heads planted in the grass and their asses up. They moaned wildly as guards and Mistresses alike fucked them from behind.

But none seemed to be in the exact position I was: strapped and chained to another cow as she fucked me with every step. My arousal was unending as it trickled down my thighs and eventually intermingled with Eve’s own pre-cum that leaked from my ass. It was hot… both literally and sexually.

All of a sudden I felt Eve convulse as her cock pulsated deep within my anal canal, her hot, sticky cum filling my insides. She let out a pleasurable muffled moan and bucked in a near vertical position as if she jumped off the ground, yet didn’t break her stride at all as we continued walking.

I also thought that might push me over the edge into that orgasmic bliss I so desperately wanted, but instead I just found myself pushed right to the ledge of it and let out a moan of frustration as her cock remained hard as ever, still thrusting in and out as we walked.

Was I really that much of a slut that even THAT didn’t do it for me at this point?

“Holy hell, Grace!” I blinked at the familiar voice that let out a laugh. “I can’t believe you actually went through with that!”

“Well, I wouldn’t have been able to do it without your permission, Nurse Beatrice!” Mistress Grace exclaimed with a smile.

Mistress Beatrice stood before us, her leather-clad body practically shining in obsidian black under the rays of the sun. It somehow made her fair skin glow even brighter than I’d remembered and it made her look younger despite being fifty years old. Her white hair was a blinding platinum as she walked up to us, looking as confident and sexy as ever as her hips swayed.

Putting her hand up to my cheek she caressed it, her touch soft and gentle. “How’s my special cow doing today?” She asked with a slight chuckle. “You look like you’re about ready to pass out from all the fun you’re having.” She added, giving both of my nipples a tug.

I let out a muffled moan as butterflies fluttered in my stomach… or was that just the rising steam from all the cum they dumped inside of it? It was honestly hard to tell. But having known Beatrice for years it felt like her hand touched my heart for a moment.

Eve also bucked upwards with an excited muffled moan, her cock going even further up my ass and making me squeal and close my eyes.

Mistress Beatrice laughed again. “And I can’t possibly forget about Grace’s special cow either now can I?” She added, giving Eve’s tits a couple mighty slaps. She turned around and held out her hand towards Mistress Grace who gave her my leash. “Let’s get you both inside and cleaned up.” She clicked with her tongue like she were calling a horse and tugged on the leash. “Come on you you two.”


CHAPTER 5


EVE LET OUT a muffled screech in an almost frustrated protest as they unstrapped me from her body and pulled me off of her massive cock. They then unwrapped the chains that had been locked behind her back in order to keep my legs in place.

“Oh, don’t worry, cow subject 2500.” Mistress Grace said as she patted her on the head, though she had to stand on her tippy toes in order to do so, “You’ll get plenty of more chances with your new cock sleeve friend.”

I was not prepared for the rush of cum that came flowing out of my ass and down my thighs once Mistress Beatrice had set my trembling legs on the ground. Had Eve really orgasmed that much inside of me? There was no way I could know how many times her cock nearly sent me over the edge myself, yet I almost never seemed to orgasm somehow myself. I also let out a frustrated muffled moan in response, but knew it was futile.

Mistress Beatrice snapped me out of my annoyance by giving my nipples a tug and sucking on one of them. “Mmmm, hard to imagine you taste this good now given how you were before this all happened.” She said as she grabbed my chain leash and pulled me into what looked like a white room with mirrors at the other end. She hadn’t bothered reconnecting the chains to my ankles so they dragged behind me, making loud rattling noises along with my collar’s bell chime that echoed off the walls. “We’ll just put you over here for now.”

My eyes widened when she dragged me in front of a massive mirror that reached to the ceiling, showing the complete slutty mess I’d become since my arrival. She made quick work of spreading my legs and chaining them to O-rings that had been nailed to the floor as I studied this unfamiliar visage which was clearly my own reflection staring back at me.

It was hard to believe it was me. The hair they had pulled into pigtails through the holes in my hood were jet black, yet somehow seemed to shine under the bright white light. Has my hair always been such a fine, silky color?

The nose hook pulled my nostrils all the way up and in combination with the ring gag made my hooded face look more pig-like than cow-like, but I suppose the particular details in that regard didn’t matter to my new handlers. But my tits… they stuck out the most as they seemed even bigger than they were the last time I could properly see them, if that was even possible.

“Alright, now that your legs are spread nice and wide and chained to the ground, let’s get these off,” Mistress Beatrice said, removing my ring gag, nose hook, and hood in rapid succession. I stretched my jaw for the first time in ages. “There, it’s been a while since I’ve seen that pretty face.”

My mouth dropped. With the hood on it had been hard to tell, but even my face had somehow changed in subtle ways. What I thought was fair skin before was now even softer and brighter. My cheeks even blushed a slight pink without any makeup on. And my hair fell down below my shoulders in almost a cute, shaggy mess.

“Beatrice, I—mmmph!” I’d started to say when she shoved a giant red ball gag in my mouth and strapped it around my head.

“Shhhh, sweet one,” she replied, stroking my cheek with the back of her finger, “Now is not the time for talking. Besides, you know cows don’t talk.” She chuckled. “You trust me, don’t you?”

I looked her in the eyes, seeing nothing but genuine sincerity. A calmness swept over me. There was no doubt in my mind that I could trust her. Though that didn’t help the endless amount of questions that raced through my head. Something told me however, that even if I was able and in a position to ask them I wouldn’t get any sort of satisfying answer. So I nodded.

“Good girl,” she cooed as she reached above her head and pulled down a hook. She then grabbed the end of my leash and wrapped it around the ceiling attachment a few times before locking it in place with an industrial style lock.

Again, butterflies filled my stomach. The way she’d called me good girl made me feel weightless, like I was hers. So I didn’t even notice when she’d removed my straitjacket, shackled my wrists to chains dangling from the ceiling, and spread them as wide as my legs so I was spread-eagled. In fact, I hardly felt a thing when she let go of the hook and I found myself pulled up, suspended off the ground by about a foot in the air.

She smiled. “I knew you’d understand. Now, don’t go anywhere,” she said with a wink, “I’ll be right back.

I heard her walk somewhere behind me and mess with a few things. Looking back at myself I was still in awe at how I looked. It was as if I was a damsel in distress in some movie, granted, I’d never seen any kind of damsel with breasts as big as mine. But seeing myself spread-eagled nearly a foot off the ground stirred something within me and I convulsed in my restraints as a light orgasm hit my insides.

“Did your bell just go off because you came just now?” I heard Mistress Beatrice ask from behind as the sound of something heavy being dragged followed her footsteps. “Bad girl.” She added in a tone befitting a pet and owner relationship.

“Perhaps we should cut her some slack?” I suddenly heard Mistress Grace say. “She’s no doubt been on edge for soooo long…” she trailed off in a taunting manner.

Oh, right, Eve had been here with me. Though again, how I managed to forget such a thing when I was just riding her cock was a mystery to me, but I looked around for my massive friend anyways. My eyes moved to my right and in the reflection of a mirror about five feet away I saw Eve’s fantastic figure displayed in a spread-eagle fashion just like me. But unlike me, she had that massive cock which was still somehow erect and throbbing. It dripped pre-cum from its tip and stretched almost up to the cleavage of her tits. I swallowed around my gag. I can’t believe I was on top of that thing only moments before.

She gave me a slight wink when her reflection looked back at my own eyes which sent a whisper of ecstasy straight down my spine and caused even more arousal to leak from my chastity belt. She wasn’t done with me by a long shot.

When Mistress Beatrice reappeared before me I blinked in surprise to see her without any clothes covering her breasts and carrying a massive hose with her hands under them. Like many of the cow subjects I’d seen so far she also adorned her nipples with rings, though these ones seemed much larger than ones I’ve seen up to this point.

“Like what you see?” She asked, playfully swaying her tits from left to right. “I like what I see too.”

Without warning she turned on the hose and a rush of cold water hit me at full power. I gasped as the air in my lungs disappeared and squirmed in my chains. She slowly aimed the hose over the entire length of my body. It was like being hit with the force of a waterfall and when she made her way over my sensitive tits I yelled loudly into my gag as an ice cold pain rushed through me like waves.

“That was a nice moo sound you made there.” Mistress Beatrice said with a smile as she brought the skin-numbing water over my face.

It was as if I’d been thrown into the northern most regions of the ocean and pulled completely under the frigid waters. My entire body felt like it was on fire despite it being ice cold.

“There we go.” I heard her say from behind me and I blinked in surprise as she turned off the hose.

When did she go back there? I shook my head, figuring that I must’ve been too focused on the water hitting me to not notice her finish my backside.

“Now, you be a good cow for me for a couple minutes and drip dry, okay?” She said as her footsteps disappeared behind me.


CHAPTER 6


DRIP. DRIP. DRIP.

The sound of the water dripping off my body and echoing off the tiled floor was worse than the ticking of a clock during an important exam. In order to distract myself from the metronome of droplets as well as my shivering I tried looking elsewhere, only to find Eve looking back at me in her reflection again with what I could only assume was a smile behind that ball gag of hers. Despite being covered in the ice cold water herself she seemed completely fine and kept taunting me with her massive cock.

And I want it.

“How’s our little cow doing?” Mistress Beatrice asked after what felt like forever just hanging there spread-eagled. She pulled a metallic table on wheels to her side and placed it next to her. “I’m here to give you a reward for being such a good cow for us, Ariel.”

My stomach fluttered at her words. For some inexplicable reason I enjoyed being called a good cow. I didn’t even feel the need for a reward after being called that.

“Now that you’ve had your fake rings on for a while I thought it was time we’d give you some real ones.” She said. “And today I’m going to give you a very special pair,” she added as she took my rings off.

“Mmmph… mmmmph!” I moaned and winced as the rings were removed, causing electric shocks of pain to shoot through my nipples. It felt weird having them removed. Like I was somehow even more naked without them if that was possible.

“There there now.” She massaged my breasts, each of them squirting out a little bit of milk as she did. “The good thing about the fake rings is that they kind of already do most of the work. So all I really have to do is put the real ones in.” She explained, wiping down my nipples down with some kind of soap. I pulled against my chains as sharp tingles rushed through my body. Heavy breaths passed around the ball gag in my mouth as my tits continued to throb with pain. I tried to find solace within Mistress Beatrice’s hands and focused on the small hints of pleasure nestled under the occasional painful bursts.

As it turned out, my solace would be short lived when I saw her take off both of her massive nipple piercings. My eyes widened when she brought the first one over to my left nipple. I could feel my heart rate skyrocket as I realized what she was about to do.

“Now, bite down on that ball gag if you have to, okay? You trust me, right?”

I looked at her confident expression and without even thinking about it found myself nodding in agreement. This was Beatrice we were talking about here. And even though I called her Mistress Beatrice now she was still the same Beatrice I’d always known. There was no way I couldn’t trust her. Though that didn’t necessarily ease the adrenaline that spiked as sharply as the piercing jewelry she was about to attach to my nipples.

“Good,” she smiled and pierced my nipple with the large ring.

An unbelievable amount of pain hit me all at once. I arched backwards in my restraints, feeling all of my muscles tense and writhe as the sharp jolts of hot pain surged through my body.

“And for the second one.”

“MMMMMMMPH!” I screamed and bit down hard on my ball gag as another hot rush of pain shot from my other nipple, combining with the throbbing pain of the first. A kaleidoscope of varying degrees of pain mixing in with each other raged throughout my body.

The pain began to subside, though it never really fully eased off. I hung there with all the strength from my limbs and muscles exhausted, barely able to even lift open my eyes. Air left my lungs in the form of heavy breaths. But just as soon as it seemed like my energy had left me, a warmth spread throughout my body. When I opened my eyes to see the cause of it I felt my pupils dilate at the sight of Mistress Beatrice standing behind me and reaching around with her hands to my front, rubbing both of my massive tits together. Their new large gold rings bounced up and down on my nipples while she toyed with them. They were pretty pieces of jewelry, shining vibrantly under the white light of the room.

“There we go. See? I told you you could trust me.” She said, pinching and squeezing my erect nipples and causing them to squirt out milk.

“Mmmmph, mmmph!” I moaned, my breasts now feeling even more sensitive than before, no doubt encouraged by the new rings my friend-turned-Mistress Beatrice had given me.

“It’ll take a while to get used to them. In addition to being much larger, they are also quite a bit thicker than rings our cow subjects typically wear. But I knew you could handle it.” She beamed a smile at me in the mirror. It was incredible that her head was even level with mine given the fact that I was suspended about a foot in the air. “Oops, looks like you’re leaking even more milk now!” She exclaimed with a laugh.

I arched backwards again, feeling her own naked breasts press against my back as she continued her massage. The way my nipples squirted out milk now was like a fire hose, completely unhindered by anything thanks to the piercings that kept me even more aroused and on edge than I had been previously. I couldn’t believe there was this big of a difference between fake and real nipple rings.

“You know what the funny thing is Adam—I mean Ariel… sorry, sometimes still have the tendency to call you by your previous name.” She paused, making sure to make eye contact with me before touching her lips against my cheek. “I had originally wanted to get you into this program myself, but to hear that you openly volunteered was a surprise and it was really cute how you thought it made a good prank. But at the same time it made me so happy when I heard about it...” Her lips caressed my skin as she kissed my cheek, moving to the side until she was kissing my lips and ball gag. “That I immediately went out and bought these rings for you because I wanted you to be mine.”

Her lips were like fire on my own as they touched and for the first time I found myself actually looking deep into her irises. They shined like piercing emeralds and caused another flurry of flutters to hit my stomach. I was being drawn into her as she continued to kiss me, feeling her breasts rub against mine at the same time. The familiar scent of her flowery aroma flooded my nostrils and it was like nothing else mattered in the world in that moment except her. She wanted me to be hers and I knew that I wanted the exact same thing.

“Do you want to be mine, my sweet, cute little cow?” She asked at long last.

I nodded.


CHAPTER 7


MISTRESS BEATRICE STEPPED back. “Alright then, let’s finish this thing!” She exclaimed and circled around me a few times. She nodded as if appraising her work before she settled at my backside again. It was then that I noticed in the mirror that she’d unsheathed her cock from her leather pants and it was now fully erect directly underneath my ass. But this time a large silver piercing glinted from the tip of it, its thick round metal surface already covered in pre-cum. Putting her hands on my shoulders she looked my reflection directly in the eyes and cooed into my ear “Thank you for giving me everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Tingles electrified the surface of my skin as I felt the thickness of her warm member spread my ass cheeks wide. The extra piercing made the head of her cock feel even thicker as she pushed in, making it seem like she entered my ass twice.

“Mmmmmmmmmph, MMMMMMPH…” I moaned and tensed, stretching backwards in my chains as the warmth filled my ass and explored deeper until it pushed right up against my prostate, nearly taking my breath away in the process.

“I’m curious, do you still feel that tiny cock of yours that may as well just be a swollen clitty struggle inside of that woman’s chastity belt we put on you?” Mistress Beatrice asked as she started thrusting, not breaking eye contact with me in the mirror. “Or does it just feel like you don’t have a cock at all?”

Unable to respond I just let out a grunt and heaved with her cock inside of me. My tits bounced up and down with each filling thrust of her velvety shaft. Every time she reached my prostate I felt as if I was about to go over the edge, only for her to keep a firm grip on my shoulders and pull her cock back at just the right moment like she knew I was close and was taunting me with it.

“Because if I’m being honest,” she continued, gripping my shoulders even harder as she put more force behind her already heavy thrusts, “You don’t look anything like the man you were before. Not that I’d necessarily have called you a man in the first place. With the feminine features you had always possessed I was curious to see how well you’d respond to our treatments and I can’t say I’m surprised at the end result.” She said with a smile on her face.

I clenched around my new owner’s cock and let out wild moans as her thrusting increased in speed. The sound of her balls slapping against my ass along with the resounding bell of my collar bounced off the walls. And even as her relentless fucking continued I pondered her words. They struck deep down to my core, unveiling something within I hadn’t known was there, but somehow, the woman that now ravaged my insides had always known.

This is where you belong.

“You really are cute, you know that?” Mistress Beatrice said, kissing me on the cheek again as she continued ramming my ass even harder. It was downright impressive how she could keep up the pace and still have the energy to talk and perform other actions. The opposite was true for me since with each strong thrust she hit me with the pleasure within me grew bigger and bigger.

I winced in the mirror as her flared head pulsated within me, the full length of her shaft having been lodged all the way in.

A look of pure delight spread across her face at my disheveled and helpless look. “The fact such a beautiful girl is now mine makes me so happy!”

It was hard to hear her words over the pounding from inside my chest. It felt as though my heart wanted to break free from my ribcage. Pleasure fluttered both inside of me and across my skin, filling my entire body with warmth even as the pain from her cock hit me hard when she thrust into me.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum into that tight ass of yours!” She exclaimed with a loud grunt and pushed her cock all the way in. With her nipples pressed firmly against my back she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me even closer as she shot her thick load of cum into me. “Be a good girl for me and take all this in.” She cooed, her warm breath brushing against my ear.

I let out a loud muffled squeal as warm, sticky juices hit my insides. My arms and legs tensed and pulled at their chains with a surprising amount of energy. As the heat spread from my ass to my stomach my hole constricted around her shaft which only served to edge her on further, her cock now fiercely pulsating and shooting out more cum.

“And what if I do this?” She asked, grabbing both of my nipples as she held me tight on her thick shaft and began to pinch them and pull on my new rings.

“MMMMMMPH!” I yelled as the pain and pleasure from my nipples in combination with the pierced flared member lodged up against my prostate pushed me over into that familiar abyss of pure ecstasy. The orgasm raged through me, sending me into a wild fury of convulsions in my spread-eagled position. My ass clenched even tighter around her shaft, causing my eyes to go wide as she pushed even harder in.

“Fuck, Ariel! You’re going to make me cum again if you don’t calm down!”

But calming down seemed impossible as she continued to drain herself within me. The warmth spread through every muscle fiber and nerve ending in my body. I looked up at her in the mirror to see a massive grin on her face as I hung there with hardly any energy left. If I moved, it was because I was still on her cock that gave me a few more thrusts as it finished filling me with its load.

Mistress Beatrice laughed. “Yeah, you are definitely the best little cow anyone could ask for!” She praised, scratching the top of my head with her fingernails and slightly messing up my hair. “That said, just because you are my personal cow does not mean you get to ignore the other guards and Mistresses on-site, do you understand?” She pulled the entire length of her cock out of my ass, causing me to squirm in pleasure one final time.

Now I really had no energy left. All I could do was look at her in the mirror and nod in affirmation to her question as she cleaned her long, thick cock off and shoved it back into her pants.

As she walked around to the front of me I felt pride begin to take root inside of me. I was hers. I wondered if all cows had special Mistresses like me. After all, Eve seemed to be Mistress Grace’s special cow. Though in the end, it probably didn’t matter whether they did or not. All that mattered was that I was now owned by Mistress Beatrice.

“Good girl, I knew you’d understand.” My Mistress said, unlocking the leash from the hook above and undoing the chains that pulled my wrists towards the ceiling. She gently set me down on the floor and I nearly fell over, but she caught me and held me tight to her naked bosom. “Careful there. It seems my little cow has run out of juice.” She said, brushing my bangs with her fingers.

“Mmmph.” I replied.

I didn’t want to leave her warm embrace. It was inviting… like a soft cozy blanket and a cup of hot tea at the end of a long day. All I wanted to do was curl up in her arms and fall asleep. But I knew she had other plans and thinking about what my await me sent a rush of ecstasy through me and a little bit of arousal leaked down my thighs.

So much for being out of juice.s

“Is my girl ready to go back to her stall?” She asked, pushing my saliva-drenched chin up with her thumb and index fingers.

“Moooomph.” I replied, shocked that I even made a sound like that.

She laughed. “Very good. Let’s get you back. I’m sure some of the other staff would be delighted to use you as well. And I need to figure out how to proceed with your treatments from here on out.” She reached for the straitjacket and undid my wrist cuffs.

When the straitjacket was back on me and everything else was locked in place it somehow calmed me even more. Like this was just the natural order of things. And as Mistress Beatrice tugged on my leash I realized that I’d fully accepted my place here as not only her personal cow, but also a research subject to be used by everyone else.

And I couldn’t be happier.


MY LIFE AS A SISSY HUCOW AT THE HANDS OF SHEMALE MISTRESSES PART 3: CERTIFIED HUCOW: CHAPTER 1


MISTRESS BEATRICE AND Mistress Grace hurried about the office. Files, which I could only assume were subject documents, flew like leaves in the wind as the Mistresses rushed back and forth.

“Did you check the pages for cow subject 1539’s release?” Mistress Beatrice asked, her silver hair flowing behind her as she whipped her head around.

“For the final time Beatrice, yes.” Mistress Grace replied in a tone indicative of exhaustion. “The subject has informed us that she’d like to conclude her time here and the papers have been signed. She’s already halfway out the front door.”

“Good. I know I say this all the time, but we want to keep ourselves above board. Otherwise, it’s a problem.”

From what I’d gathered based on their conversation, subject 1539 had been here for almost two years and requested to be released which appeared to simply require verbal confirmation. After that, you were out once reversal protocols had been completed and observed. The document signing was more so a formality kind of thing that also helped finalize the entire process from start to finish. Though of course, some cow subjects seemed to be here on a more permanent basis under similar agreements.

Two years though… Damn.

I hadn’t even considered how long I might want to be here. Everything happened so fast and then I was just kind of… in it thanks to the consent I’d given about a month ago. How long did I want to be here? It was a hard question to answer. Initially, this had been a distraction after graduating college, but now? Pfft, I hardly recognized myself and the very idea of going back to my old life and looking for a professional job sent a shiver down my spine.

Be honest with yourself, you don’t want to leave. You want to be a permanent addition to the facility.

Perhaps that voice in the back of my mind was telling the truth. I’d already been here for a few weeks and not once had the thought crossed my mind that I even wanted to leave. If anything, the desire to see how far I could take this experiment grew every passing day.

“Is that on-site audit still arriving on-time today?” Mistress Grace asked, her gray-streaked brunette hair bobbing up and down as she opened and closed various file cabinets.

“Fuck, don’t remind me.” Mistress Beatrice groaned. “I know we’ll be fine like we always are, but it never keeps these regular occurrences from being stressful as all hell.”

“Tell me about it.” Mistress Grace paused and then shot a wide grin in my direction. “But at least we know how to relieve some stress afterwards.”

“Now now, Grace. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. You know that Ariel is part of today’s audit procedures. But then again, Ariel probably wants that herself. Don’t you my favorite little cow?”

I looked up to see both pairs of their eyes staring at me with lust in the heart of their irises. It was nice not having the blindfold and hood on for once, but that also meant I was very much aware of when anyone looked at me and their gazes were always that of a hungry need… an insatiable desire to use me how they see fit.

And I fucking loved it.

“Mmmph,” I moaned as drool seeped around the familiar rubber cock shoved in my mouth. I could swear that every other time they put it back in and secured it with the ring gag that it grew thicker and longer, exploring its way ever further down my throat.

“I think that’s a yes, Beatrice.” Mistress Grace said as she walked towards me and bent down. She brushed her fingers through my straight black, silky hair that now ran just past my shoulders and for a moment I wondered how long it would continue to grow. Her lips brushed my cheeks with a soft kiss before she stood back up. “But I’m sure we could find other ways to have fun once this audit is done.”

“Can you do a once over on her cage and restraints?” Mistress Beatrice asked.

“Sure thing! Can you try moving for me, Ariel?”

Another muffled moan passed through my gagged lips as I tried to move and found it impossible. The cold embrace of the iron-barred cage they’d placed me in held me in place. Its wheels made high-pitched squeaking sounds as I tried to move various parts of my body and the bell on my collar made an almost pleasant jingle as I squirmed. The cage they’d put me in was rather small, barely big enough to fit my body.

Mistress Grace nodded and walked around me. She tapped her nails on my ass that hung just outside a hole in the back end of the barred box.

Another shiver passed through my muscles, causing them to tense and flex. While normally, I at least had on some kind of straitjacket or restraint that somewhat covered my upper body, today I was completely naked with my hands stretched out to my sides and my wrists locked through small holes on opposite sides of the cage. But just like the stable I’d been kept in up until this point, my head had been secured in a hole at the front while my still-growing breasts draped out through two holes below it. They were fuller than ever, a trace of milk beading at the ends of both nipples. Along with their new increased size came an even stronger desire to have them pumped from the milking machine I’d so often been attached to.

“Everything looks good here, Beatrice.”

“Mmmph!” I exclaimed in muffled surprised as I felt a tug on my anal anal hook. The familiar chains wrapping around my legs and connecting to my metal thigh cuffs and chastity belt rattled as I squirmed on my knees inside the metal confinement. They combined with my cowbell to create a symphony of sorts… one that signified my status at the hands of these very confident, strong, and intimidating women.

Mistress Beatrice laughed. “That’s very good, Grace. I’m sure the auditors will be very pleased with Ariel today.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what today’s audit would entail, but if it was anything like the demonstration I’d been a part of with that research group from before, then I had a pretty good idea of what to expect. And based on the arousal dripping down my thighs already, my body did too.


CHAPTER 2


MISTRESS GRACE PUSHED me down the hallway like the cage confining me was a shopping cart. Its wheels squeaked every so often on the hard slick tile as they slipped to grab traction. Cool air washed over my body, giving me an occasional brush of chill. They seemed to like it extremely cold indoors.

Up ahead, Mistress Beatrice swayed her hips while she walked, her floral scent wafting through the air behind her. As we approached a white door at the end of a corridor I’d never seen or remembered existing before she stopped. “Now Ariel,” she said, the hint of an edge in her voice, “It’s important that this goes well for us. Be sure to only speak—” her eyes moved down and met my own before she let out a small cough, “Well, as much as you’re able to, when addressed directly by one of us or the auditors. We will only be using your subject number during the process. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded and swallowed around the rubber shaft filling my throat. The tension in the air between the two Mistresses was palpable and seeped into my skin like a thin coating of sweat.

“Good, as long as you follow instructions everything should go smoothly.”

“I hope we get good auditors this time.” Mistress Grace added thoughtfully. She brushed the end of her nails on my bare ass which made me flinch and wiggle my toes. The bars my knees rested on dug slightly into my skin and I knew they’d be leaving red marks afterwards. “They like to spur random things on us. That cow last time didn’t see it coming at all.”

I’m sorry… what? I thought, feeling a sudden spike in my heart rate. Though truth be told, I couldn’t be certain if the beating in my chest was from what she just said or the fact she’d moved onto playing with my anal hook. She twisted it around in my ass with one hand while keeping her nails scraping against one of my cheeks with the other. I wanted to writhe, but tried to keep as still as possible instead.

“Yes, well…” Mistress Beatrice replied before trailing off, tending to what was clearly her own anxiety by flicking my nipple rings.

I let out moans of frustration as the two mistresses played on either end of me and a moment of silence passed between them. They seemed to pay the noises I made no mind and continued their absent-minded, small torments as if they were tuning a radio and trying to find the right station.

“Everything they’ve done has always been within protocol, though some like to test things that would only come up in very niche circumstances.” Mistress Beatrice said at long last.

“No doubt just because they can and almost never get to within their own circumstances. Lucky pricks.”

Mistress Beatrice chuckled. “To be fair, you did get to see Ariel riding Eve’s cock like a cock-sleeve which was something we hadn’t done before. Maybe we just need to do more things like that.”

“Yes, that was a marvelous sight. I don’t think I’d seen such a shocked face on Ariel and an even more excited one on Eve before that. The two of them really are turning into marvelous subjects that will no doubt further our research.”

“Indeed. Well, Nurse Grace,” Mistress Beatrice took a sudden formal tone to her voice and gave my nipple rings one final pull. I bit down on the gag to keep from making any further noise. “Shall we go in?”


CHAPTER 3


THE ROOM BEYOND the white door was a lot bigger than I was expecting. As usual, the floors were tiled pure white and the ceilings were vaulted with long white LED lights shining from overhead. It smelt like a mixture of rustic metal and chlorine and glittered like someone had just sanitized the place.

“Welcome, Nurse Agatha, I hope the trip over here went well.” Mistress Beatrice said as she lead the way in.

“Hmph,” a lower-toned, yet silky female voice replied up front, “I don’t understand how you people manage to live way out here in the boonies. If I had my way all of our facilities would be within metropolitan city limits.”

“Oh, don’t be like that Agatha.” There was an air of familiarity in the way Mistress Beatrice talked to her. “Stay for a while… I’m sure you’d come to love it!”

“Me? Stay here?” Nurse Agatha let out a sarcastic laugh. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am. We have plenty of room for you and your assistants.”

“Please, you can’t possibly expect me to believe you have space in this dum—”

“In the stables.”

The following silence was so thick it could be cut with a knife. A chill blew threw the air, filled within an electric tension moving between everyone and for some reason settling on me… as it always did.

These people really need healthier avenues to release anxiety, I thought.

Mistress Grace stifled in a chuckle behind me after what felt like forever.

“Something funny?” Nurse Agatha inquired.

“No, sorry… I was just reminded of the time we first met.”

Now I was really curious as to what kind of past all three of these women seemed to share. It was clear that their dominating auras conflicted with one another, though it could’ve just been simple rivalry. But call it a gut feeling… something just nagged at me deep down that there was something much more to this than a simple competitive feud.

“Is that the subject?” Nurse Agatha finally asked.

Mistress Beatrice stepped aside and gestured towards me with her hand. “Yep, cow subject 2501.”

My eyes widened at the site of the woman who now walked up to me in long confident strides. Her dark obsidian skin was a stark contrast to the reflective white surfaces of the room we were situated in. Black leather hugged her body in a harness-like fashion. It crossed around her stomach and between her corset-clad breasts, ending in a skirt that was well above the knees. A thick shiny bulge pressed from under the tight fabric between her long, thigh-high booted legs and I thought I saw it pulsate as she walked up, stopping just before the bulge itself was inches from my face.

“She’s been here for about a month and has made astounding progress if I do say so myself.” Mistress Beatrice noted.

“Hmph, I’ll be the judge of that.”

All of a sudden a pair of bright amber eyes stared directly into my own, the intimidating nurse now bent over and cupping my chin between her fingers. She moved my head from side to side as if inspecting me for flaws. Her scent was like that of spring—a refreshing aroma of roses just after a rain storm.

She brushed her wavy jet-black hair behind her ear and stood up. “I’ll admit, I thought it was a joke when I first heard that a man had managed to undergo such a transformation with our experimental product.” She grabbed the back of my hair, her grip strong as she pushed my face against the bulge under her skirt. She continued to speak casually as if rubbing someone’s face against her crotch was just a normal thing to do. “But looking at the cow now, it’s impossible to tell that she was ever a man in the first place.”

The bulge started to expand against my nose that now pressed against its warmth. A musky scent intermingled with the spring aroma that hung in the air. She reached down and removed the rubber cock gag that stuffed my mouth through the ring gag locked around my head. Strands of drool fell to the floor as she wiped my face with the rubber appendage. “Huh, longer than I would’ve expected,” she said, tossing the dildo to the side. “I guess I can at least commend you for that.”

“Yes well, we always try to make sure their gag reflexes are trained to perfection.” Mistress Beatrice replied.

“Hmph, we’ll see. You two,” Nurse Agatha added, snapping her fingers behind her, “I want to make sure she’s thoroughly tested and knows how to give proper pleasure and service to those in her charge. Of course, her milk will need to be tested as well.”

My eyes followed two of her assistants that walked along either side of the cage, though it was difficult thanks to the inflating bulge that kept interrupting my vision as the Mistress pushed my face harder against it. They both had long dark brown hair and wore white skirts with collared tops.

The assistants stopped right where my hands poked out through their locked holes. Anticipation bloomed within me, a warm tingling sensation slowly working its way through my body.

“I take it this cow knows what to expect from our procedures here?” Nurse Agatha asked.

“Yes, she’s fully aware and can handle anything you throw at her.” Mistress Grace replied this time.

I wished I could say I was as confident as Mistress Grace’s voice in that moment, though it was nice being complemented like that. But no matter how many times I’d experienced this exact situation since becoming a cow here, the repeated encounters never made me any less nervous. A mixture of adrenaline and ecstasy crashed through me in ever-increasing waves while the nurse and her assistants got ready.

“She can handle anything we throw at her, you say? Really now?” Nurse Agatha mused, her shaft now rock hard against my face. “She’s at least making a solid masturbation rag so far.”

Warm thick shafts suddenly pushed against the palms of my hands.

“Grab hold of our cocks, slut.” The assistant to my right demanded. Even though I couldn’t see her face, I knew her eyes were looking at me like sharp daggers into my skin.

“And don’t you dare try to squeeze harder than necessary.” The one on the left added, her voice dripping with temptation as if daring me to do the opposite of what she commanded.

I held the cocks with a firm but gentle grip in my hands. The assistants started to thrust back and forth, their shafts already moist as they began leaking arousal.

But even the assistants’ cocks and taunts weren’t enough to distract me from the way Nurse Agatha pulled up her skirt with the grace and confidence of a powerful queen. The amber of her eyes seemed to grow an even deeper gold with each passing second like she was somehow gaining a deeper understanding of the world just from lifting up her garments.

My eyes widened when she finished and I now barely registered the wet cocks squelching between my fingers at my sides.

Wrapped in black transparent laced panties was a long thick, chocolate colored cock with a bead of pre-cum already forming at the tip as it peaked out above the waistband. A strong musky, warm scent infiltrated my senses when she pulled her panties down and pushed her wet tip against my nostrils. The familiar adrenaline running through me spiked higher. My mouth started to water as I stared at the cock… almost as if it was a delicious treat.

She moved her cock down and pushed in-between my lips. “Ung, fuck… surprisingly so tight even after that other cock was still in your throat.” Nurse Agatha said with a grunt and gave a graceful buck into my mouth. The taste of warm salt was already strong on my tongue, the velvety shaft now gliding smoothly across it and the only resistance being in the form of the occasional contractions of my throat that just spurred her on further.

“We always try to make sure our cows and their holes are well maintained, Nurse Agatha.” Mistress Grace commented. “Perhaps now you’ll believe in our integrity here and that what Mistress Beatrice is doing is excellent work.”

“Perhaps.” Agatha replied with a chuckle. “Or maybe my cock’s just that much bigger.” She began to put more force behind her thrusts, causing a mixture of drool and cum to splatter across my lips and nose.

“Well, her handjob skills might be adequate, but they definitely need some work.” An assistant remarked as she pulled her cock out of my hand and walked around to my backside. She pulled the anal hook out of my ass. “I wonder how tight this hole is?”

“Oh, let me join you!” The other assistant exclaimed and removed her cock from my other hand, my fingers dripping with sticky pre.

“Look up at me, cow!” Nurse Agatha exclaimed in a sharp tone, yet somehow her voice was still as velvety as the cock she fucked my mouth with. I strained to look upwards as I choked and gagged on the veiny shaft, drool and cum now covering my entire face as she only increased the intensity of her thrusts. “Good girl,” she complemented like an owner would their pet. She stroked my cheek with the back side of her finger, “All cows must be able to look their Mistresses and Owners in the in the eyes while they’re fucked.”

Flecks of fire seemed to flare up in the depths of the gemstone eyes that looked down at me. They moved up and down, sparkling just above the breasts that heaved with them over each thrust. It was like looking at two suns rising and falling over mountains. Her cock pulsed in my mouth, every once in a while dribbling bits of hot cum down my throat. The chime from my cowbell grew louder, its clinking sound echoing off the tiled walls.

A warm sensation suddenly graced my backside as one of the assistants placed the tip of their member between my ass cheeks and prodded at my bud. “Yeah, this might be a bit of tight fit.”

They gripped my ass with their nails and pulled me onto their cock. “Mmmmmmmph!” I let out a wailing moan into Nurse Agatha’s pulsing shaft as my spitroasting began, both cocks now stretching my holes with an immense amount of pressure and force. I could feel my pupils convulse as they dilated from the onslaught of pleasure and went wide as saucers.

“Yes, that’s it!” Agatha exclaimed. “I love that look! The look when a cow can’t help but give into the desires as they’re fucked. The lights of your eyes in particular are especially brilliant, shining even brighter than most cows at this point. That’s what separates those who derive pleasure from being fucked and those who get it from doing the fucking.” Her words spilled out of her mouth like the pre-cum from her cock; hot and sticky with thick lust sprinkled between them.

Muffled moans expanded from the back of my throat like gargling sounds each time Nurse Agatha slammed herself into my depths. Both her and the assistant at my backside would push in at the same time as if taking cues from each other and hold me tight between them before pulling back out. The surrounding world melted away while the two massive cocks impaled me. Every once in a while I thought I could hear the sounds of muffled voices, but I was too focused on the shafts to care what was being said, their thrusts sending me further into the depths of ecstasy. Even my cowbell sounded faint despite it clanging harder than ever.

“You think this moaning slut could fit two cocks back here?” The other assistant asked as she gave my ass a firm slap, bringing me somewhat back to reality.

“Good question. I suppose we could try.” The one fucking my backside replied.

“Perfect! Just step aside and make a little room.”

Before I could even consider what was about to happen I felt a second cock push its way between my ass cheeks and up against my hole. It started to push, stretching my asshole even more as it rubbed up against the cock that was in the middle of pulling partway out before it was inevitably thrust back in.

“Mmmmmmmph, mmmmmmmph!” I yelled again, the pitch of my moan rising and falling with each thrust of cock. As the assistants behind me began picking up the pace of their thrusts, Nurse Agatha wasn’t slowing down her bucking anytime soon either and was making loud grunting noises every time she lodged herself deep in my throat.

The cocks occupying my ass stretched it beyond my wildest imaginations, the two of them constantly slamming up against my prostate, not giving me a break as they worked in opposite thrusting directions from each other. Something deep inside of me was swelling with the intense pain and pleasure that coursed through my muscles and I knew I was a volcano about ready to explode.

“Holy shit, I can’t believe she can fit both of us back here at the same time!” An assistant damn near yelled, exasperated breaths of pleasure set about between each near-breathless word.

“You’re telling me!” The other assistant excitedly replied. “Can we take this one home with us? She’d make a perfect cock-sleeve exhibition unit.”

Agatha let out a chuckle. “Oh you two, you’re always so easily entertained. You do realize this cow here isn’t the only one that can take two cocks like that, right? That said,” she added, gripping the hair on the top of my head hard as she arched my head back and shoved herself even further down my throat. It felt as if a thundering boulder had taken the place of my Adams apple, causing me to choke and gag with my lips wrapped around the base of her shaft. “This is a rather unique specimen… I’ve certainly never seen one with tits as big as these. It pains me to say that you’ve done a pretty good job with this one, Beatrice.” She gave one of my nipple rings a thoughtful pull and I let out another guttural, choking moan in response.

“Thanks, but I can’t take all the credit. The cow did most of the work.”

“Always so modest. We both know that below that exterior front you put on like a cloak is a lot more than what you allow people to see.” My vision started to blur as Nurse Agatha held my head steady, her fingers curled between strands of hair, and began to thrust between my lips again. Cum dribbled out of my mouth like drool, the occasional bubble making a quick, fleeting appearance before it popped. “I can already guess what your real plans for this cow are.”

What her real plans for me are… what could that mean? I wondered. Though the thought was quickly replaced by the never-ending throbbing waves of pleasure coming from both of my ends.

“Yes, well… anyone can make guesses. But that’s all they are in the end.” Mistress Beatrice’s voice sounded impatient as she walked over. “Now are you and your assistants just going to stand there forever with your cocks stuffing my prized cow’s holes or are you going to finish so that we can get to the real reason you’re here?”

“Tsk, tsk, tsk… so impatient.” Nurse Agatha replied. “You really ought to enjoy the finer things in life.”

“And we both know you’re just dragging this out to see how long the cow can take your cock.”

She shrugged. “Guilty as charged. Alright you two, you heard the old lady, let’s fill this cow to the brim!”

“Old lady? Agatha, you’re just as old as m—”

I let out a muffled yell as the two cocks in my ass and the one in my mouth pushed all the way into their respective holes and shot thick loads of hot sticky cum straight into me from both sides.

“Fuck she’s clenching back here even harder now!” One of the assistants exclaimed with a raspy grunt.

Nurse Agatha ignored the remark as she focused on dumping her own load down my throat, her grip on my hair strong enough to hold me at her base as her cock pulsated between loads. Cum continued to spill out of the sides of my mouth despite my efforts to swallow around the shaft, which often times just resulted in me choking and gagging on it even more.

The sensations were too much and I felt my eyes roll to the back of my head. I spasmed into what seemed like thousands of orgasms. For a moment, it was as if nothing else but the cocks in my ass and the cock in my mouth existed, their liquid spilling into my stomach and filling it to the point I knew it had to be a few sizes bigger by the time they were done. I squirted cum out of my pathetic cock through the holes of the chastity belt like it was nothing more than a swollen clit. Perhaps that’s all it really was now. I hadn’t had a proper look at it since becoming a cow after all.

I wasn’t sure how long I had been in that state—accepting cum like I was some kind of personal incubator—but it felt like hours. But I knew it couldn’t have been more than several minutes at most. My insides felt like they were completely stuffed with hot cum and it was all I could taste. A thick mixture of salty and musky scents hung in the air all around me. The heat shared between us was as intense as a steam-filled sauna and I couldn’t help but pant heavily with Nurse Agatha’s cock still jammed down my throat.

“There we go, I think I’m finished now.” Nurse Agatha said at long last. I choked and gagged on the shaft one last time between gasps of air as she pulled out of my mouth. Loads of cum bubbled between my lips as ropes of it fell down my chin and to the floor. “Now now, we can’t have you making a mess now can we?” She asked rhetorically before lifting her cock and rubbing it all over my face. Somehow, even more cum slid off of its shaft and into my mouth, activating my gag reflex again as it went down my throat.

I was so exhausted and too busy swallowing cum that I couldn’t even let out a moan as the two behind me pulled out their cocks. Hot cum seeped out of my ass in thick blobs. It also clung to my face and hung from my nose with my stomach feeling full like I’d just finish consuming three full-course meals.

“Better plug this back up.” I heard one of the assistants say.

“Actually, I have a better idea.” Nurse Agatha added and pulled out what looked like a long transparent plastic tube.


CHAPTER 4


“AAAAAAND, THERE WE go.” Nurse Agatha said. She had just finished threading the tube through the ring gag into my mouth and locked it in place. It was secured to the bars at various points of the cage via zip ties, passed through a small metal box with buttons and lights on it, and wrapped around behind me, the other end having been lodged firmly into my ass. “This will help suck out all that extra cum. Now you won’t miss a drop of any of our valuable seed!” She added, her eyes flashing with golden flecks of triumph.

Mistress Beatrice clapped. “I’ve gotta hand it to ya Agatha, you really are creative with these things. It’s like a work of art!”

I was admittedly surprised to hear such admiration come from Mistress Beatrice given the obvious tension I’d felt between the two ladies earlier, but maybe at the time I was just over thinking it. Though in retrospect, it didn’t make sense to be focusing on them when my entire body felt like an inflated balloon after having been fucked by three people at once.

Nurse Agatha patted my head and slapped my face with her cock. “Yes well, you were right about this cow, Beatrice.” She walked around to the other box and flipped on a switch. I lurched forward, or rather, my breasts did when I flinched anyways as a heavy sucking sensation came from my ass, only it was clear that it wasn’t sucking in air.

“I hate to say I told you so, but I don’t.”

“I know. You’ve always been like that, Beatrice. Confident to a fault, yet somehow manage to portray this fake modesty you have from time to time.”

“You only think it’s fake because you need to learn some humility Agatha.”

The two women bickered back and forth like that for a while and just as I was about to roll my eyes a warm almost second-hand salty flavor hit my mouth and shot down my throat with explosive force. I choked on the steaming sticky cum that had been sucked from my ass. It rushed down into my stomach completely unhindered and the noise I made caused the two women to stop their bickering and turn their heads over to me. A wide grin flashed across Nurse Agatha’s face, sending a wisp of tingles down my spine.

“This is a marvelous contraption!” Mistress Grace exclaimed to my side. I’d almost forgotten she was there. “And this small box does everything?”

Nurse Agatha walked up and nodded. “Indeed it does. The liquid is filtered through this ingenious machine where a variety of settings can be set. You can even alter the flavor of the substance, here watch…” She trailed off as she hit some buttons, the machine beeping in response.

“Mmmph!” I moaned in surprise as the salty flavor of the cum increased tenfold like it came directly from the Pacific Ocean itself.

“I see…” It was Mistress Beatrice who spoke this time, having walked up and stood next to Agatha on the opposite side of Mistress Grace. “This could be a decent form of punishment for when the cows get sassy.”

“Yep!” Enthusiasm dripped into Nurse Agatha’s words like candy. “You can also obviously turn it back down like this…”

The saltiness of the sticky liquid seemed to dissipate like magic. It even appeared to have a sweet tang to it now and was much easier to swallow. In fact, I’d go so far as to say I liked it… Not that I didn’t like the taste of normal cum of course. The satisfaction didn’t last long however, as the cum turned back into its hot, normal taste.

“Mmmph…” I let out a moan in protest as more of the seed was pumped into my mouth. It wasn’t that I didn’t want the cum itself, but it was hard to let go of the previous taste in my mouth and I couldn’t deny that I wanted more of it.

“Awwe, I think she liked it.” One of the assistants said, giving my ass a slap.

Mistress Beatrice chuckled and reached over to rub my head. “Yes well, I think for now the couple swallows she got of that was good enough. Gotta keep our cows on their toes at all times.”

“Not to mention on edge,” Mistress Grace added and walked around to my front. She grabbed my hair with both hands and began to separate the ends on either side into equal bunches. Her touch was soft and graceful like her name. As the pump continued to stream cum into my mouth she took a couple zip-ties in her hand and used them to fasten my hair into a pair of pig tails.

“Can’t say I’ve ever seen someone use zip-ties in place of elastic hair bands before. Not bad.” Nurse Agatha complemented.

“Yes well, just another way we love to humiliate our girls.”

I flinched at hearing the word girl as a thick glob of cum went down my throat, sending my stomach into wild flutters. It had been odd getting used to being called a cow, but somehow, being called a girl still managed to set my heart alight. But then, I’d seen myself trussed up and fucked by Mistress Beatrice in the mirror before and thinking back on that image made me realize that I couldn’t exactly be called a man either.

“Speaking of which,” Mistress Grace continued and pulled out a strap that had what looked like a few nose hooks dangling from it. Small bells with pretty pink ribbons were attached to each hook. They jingled like reindeer bells when she shook them.

What is it with this place and its obsession with bells? I thought briefly before another wave of hot cum entered my throat and made quite the loud swallowing noise to accommodate it as if I was thirsty as hell.

“Let’s add this shall we?” She said. Taking the main strap that the hooks dangled from she wrapped it around the top of my head, locking it in place with a click. Each bell on the hooks chimed out when she put them in my nose. The main one went in the middle and pulled up on both of my nostrils when she tightened it. The other two went into each individual nostril, pulling them to the side and making it feel as if my nose was now flat against my face. It was certainly much easier to breath now that my nose was stretched to its max. But that also meant I could smell the thick musky scent that still clung to my face a lot more now.

I moaned as more cum seeped through the tube, moving my head around as I did so. The small bells added a tiny accent of chimes on top of the big cowbell that rang out on my neck.

“There! You could be our own little alarm clock!” Mistress Grace said with a snicker. “And your face looks cute with your extra adornments.” She winked.


CHAPTER 5


NURSE AGATHA NODDED in approval as she walked around me, the pump still removing cum from my ass and filtering it into my mouth. It had to have been twenty minutes since the tube was installed and I was shocked at how much they had been able to dump back there. I thought for sure by now there would be nothing left, but it still seemed like there was more to go than I realized. She stopped just in front of me, her cock having been concealed back under her skirt. “Now, shall we perform the taste test?” She inquired rhetorically. “That will conclude today’s audit.”

One of her assistants brought over what looked like a smaller version of a milking machine on wheels. They attached a couple of tubes to two holes and then brought the other ends of the tubes up to both of my nipples, suctioning them on around my nipple rings with a strong twist that caused me to wince as they pinched at my skin.

Another warm wave of cum went down my throat as I watched the assistant flip a switch. I felt my muscles twitch and tingle due to the pressure both pumps exerted on my nipples as they began to suck and pull on them. My nipple rings were tugged with the suctioning air as milk started to flow from my nipples, through the tubes, and into the metal machinery.

“Impressive, she’s already leaking milk like that.” The other assistant said.

Nurse Agatha chuckled. “Well, we did just fill her up with three cocks and her stomach is bloated bigger than a blimp balloon. Her body probably thinks she’s ready to produce milk just by those standards alone.”

I choked on even more cum as it slid into my mouth, the bells hanging from my nose hooks and collar jingling in response. My body was once again being pushed closer to an orgasm and my oversensitive nipples weren’t helping the situation.

All of a sudden the machine beeped. Nurse Agatha walked over, hot and confident, and placed a glass cup into a recess of the machine. It looked like something seen in a coffee maker with a small opened nozzle on the top. When she pushed a button milk started to pour out of it and fill the glass. “Let’s see how this tastes,” she said, and brought the glass up to her lips, taking a light sip.

I licked my lips as I watched her savor the flavor. That’s my milk she’s drinking, I thought. For a moment I wondered what I tasted like before another load of cum seeped through the tube and down my throat, interrupting my reverie. It was somehow still hot as ever, like it’d just been ejaculated from a warm, pulsating cock.

Was that even possible?

“There there, cow subject 2500, that’s a good girl,” I heard a familiar voice coo from behind.

My eyes widened as Mistress Grace pulled an armbinder-restrained Eve to my side along with the other end of the tube connected to what looked like some kind of masturbator attached to Eve’s cock. I must’ve been so focused on the milking that I hadn’t noticed when Mistress Grace removed the tube from my ass.

I looked up at Eve in complete shock and as if noticing that I was looking at her she looked down at me, her eyes squinting slightly as her lips curled an awkward smile behind that bit gag of hers, causing me to shiver. But why wouldn’t she smile? She was releasing as much cum from the tip of her cock as my nipples were expelling milk, if not more! The masturbator vibrated wildly on Eve’s shaft, milking it for all it was worth.

“Sorry, I had to step out for a moment,” Mistress Grace said, “What did I miss?”

“Well,” Mistress Beatrice replied, “As soon as Nurse Agatha finishes that second glass of milk of hers, I imagine we’ll be passing with flying colors once she’s concluded her taste test.”

Did she just say second glass?

I looked back to Nurse Agatha who seemed to be choking down a cough. She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb. “Of course,” Nurse Agatha said, still coughing a bit, “For now I’ll say it’s adequate.”

Mistress Grace raised her eyebrow. “Adequate?”

“That’s her way of saying we did an amazing job.” Mistress Beatrice replied, then added, “Agatha can never seem to bring herself to give full praise to people. Has to be hardcore Agatha all the time.”

“You’re one to talk!” Nurse Agatha exclaimed. "You’re just mad you’re not as young as beautiful as me.”

Mistress Beatrice’s face flushed slightly red. “Agatha, for the last fucking time, you’re the same age as m—”

Eve let out some kind of high-pitched muffled squealed as her cock shot upward and pulsated rapidly several times, pumping a huge, quick load through the tube. It slithered its way through the transparent route like a bullet train until it reached my mouth and shot straight down my throat. My eyes watered as the liquid hit my stomach, adding to the overall heat that warmed my insides.

And then out of nowhere it happened… I shook and yelled a muffled cry of pleasure into the tube as the orgasm sent me flying into another dimension. It felt as if the world faded to black as my entire body convulsed, the bars of the cage tightly encasing my body and the sounds of my bells being the only indications that I was still somehow grounded in reality. I could still feel the pull of the tubes on my nipples and the stinging pain elicited from the rings. Cum leaked down my legs in a hot and heavy stream.

When my vision finally cleared I found all the women in the room, assistants included, staring at me. Their looks were more out of curiosity than anything else. And Eve… well, as usual, was clearly smiling behind that gag of hers as she looked down at me and I shuddered again. More cum pushed through the tube and into my mouth. It was a perpetual stream of hot, sticky juices.

Nurse Agatha nodded and for the first time I thought I saw a look of genuine approval flash across her face. “And that concludes our audit.” She walked over and pulled out a rectangular yellow tag from one of her pockets. It appeared to have some kind of QR code on it. “With this, cow subject 2501 is hereby certified.”

A slight tinge of pain sparked from my ear when she clicked the tag to my earlobe like a piece of jewelry. Now I really felt like some kind of pet in this facility. That said, I was certainly curious what kind of information could be gleamed should someone scan my QR code. There had to be some kind of specific reason for it…

“Thank you Agatha,” Mistress Beatrice said. “I’m glad you’re able to see how much we are progressing research here.”

For once, Nurse Agatha didn’t seem to reply with snark. “Indeed, I am also interested in this one here,” she gestured towards Eve with a look of inherent interest, “She seems... bigger than the other ones you have.”

“We can talk all about that in a bit.” Mistress Beatrice replied. “I think for now these cows deserve a reward.” She said, walking over and giving my nipples both a pinch, making me wince.


CHAPTER 6


YOU KNOW BEATRICE, I pondered as the inside of the barn we’d just gotten to bobbed up and down with my own movements, when you said “reward” this isn’t exactly what I had in mind.

Another warm mouthful of cum slid down my throat as I clenched around the shaft now occupying my ass.

Eve let out another squeal as she bucked into me, her cock pushing even harder against my prostate as she walked. I had been placed back in a straitjacket and then attached to Eve in the similar manner I had been before: like a cock-sleeve.

My legs were folded against their thighs in a frog-like position with chains holding them in place which had been wrapped around Eve’s body and then locked at the back. Hooks attached to the shoulder loops on my straitjacket were pulled up over Eve’s shoulders via even thicker chains and also locked at her backside. It was basically impossible for me to move even an inch.

Additionally, small golden chains now pulled at my nipples, my rings having been connected to Eve’s own nipple rings. The chains and rings glistened in the natural sunlight of the barn we were in.

With my neck pushed firmly between Eve’s massive cleavage, I could barely see the ground before us as her tits loomed out like the plains beneath my chin. Every once in a while our nipples would slap against each other, with mine hitting hers from the bottom, and their respective rings clanging against one another as she walked.

A transparent tube was also still secured to the ring gag in my mouth, only instead of the other end being attached to a masturbator, it was attached to a heavy-duty rubber casing around Eve’s cock that acted almost like a cylindrical condom, trapping the cum whenever she ejaculated before sending it through the tube itself.

Nurse Agatha looked back, giving the reigns attached to Eve’s bit gag another tug with a grin on her face. “You should see the look on your face, cow subject 2501.” She said, her grin widening as her eyes ran over my body. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself quite a bit.”

Another high-pitched moan escaped through Eve’s gagged mouth as she lifted one of her knees, her cock once again pressing itself hard against my prostate. If not for the bindings holding me in place I would’ve lunged forward. Instead I simply bounced on her cock in response, letting out a loud muffled moan myself as more cum is shot through the tube and down my throat. The bells on my nose hook and the giant one hanging from my collar let out soft jingles with every step Eve made.

“And of course I couldn’t forget about you, cow subject 2500.” Nurse Agatha added. “You and cow subject 2501 make quite the pair.”

“They do don’t they?” Mistress Grace added to the right of us as we walked. She occasionally tapped Eve’s ass with a riding crop. “You know, if not for the fact these two became cows, they probably would’ve become girlfriend and boyfriend at some point.” She said, looking up at me with a smirk.

“Oh really?” Nurse Agatha replied. “I didn’t realize they had a history before the facility.”

I thought back to the first time I’d met Mistress Grace and Eve on the train. It seemed like it was so long ago and yet, it really wasn’t. That didn’t change the fact we were all so different now, however.

“Oh yes. And this one here…” Mistress Grace reached up and pulled on one of my nipple rings which caused me to let out a moan and snap me out of daydreaming. “Well… let’s just say she is very familiar with this place.”

Just as I was about to let out a sarcastic moan in response another bit of cum hit my tongue and slid down my throat. Its warmth sunk into my bloated stomach like hot milk.

“How are my favorite cows doing,” Mistress Beatrice’s familiar voice rang out from our left as we continued walking, “Enjoying your rewards?”

Nurse Agatha laughed. “Whose reward is this exactly?” She asked, looking back at us, “I mean, I could see how cow subject 2500 my enjoy having another subject ride her cock like that, but we all know this reward is really just for you—”

“Nonsense!” Mistress Beatrice smiled as she cutoff Nurse Agatha’s words. She looked directly into my eyes and stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. It was amazing that she was practically eye level with me even though I was off the ground by at least a few feet. “You enjoy this just as much as cow subject 2500, don’t you, cow subject 2501?”

I looked down at the Mistress who used to be just a simple friend, but now controlled literally every aspect of my life. Something glinted behind those dark eyes of hers. It was, as usual, pure confidence in the face of overwhelming pressure. She always had a knack for leading people and being in charge… and now she was in charge of me.

I swallowed another load of cum and nodded at her question. There was really no point in denying it. Despite the sass and backtalk I sometimes gave the guards and Mistresses of this place, I knew it had awakened something deep inside me that needed to be explored.

“Good girl,” Mistress Beatrice cooed and brushed my bangs with her fingers, “I knew you would agree.” She leaned up and gave me a kiss on the cheek that sent my stomach fluttering.

“Mmmph!” I replied, feeling Eve push further into me once again as she lifted up her knee and moved forward. I was in a constant state of bouncing up and down atop her cock, always aware of its presence deep inside of me.


CHAPTER 7


“AND WE’RE HERE,” Mistress Beatrice said all of a sudden, causing Nurse Agatha to loosen her pull on Eve’s reigns and stop.

I blinked at the sight before me.

We had arrived at a large circular open field enclosed by a metal fence, much like what a rodeo arena would look like. The smell of dirt and iron filled the air.

There were other cow subjects within the enclosure walking around, only they weren’t typical of the ones I’d seen in stables up until that point… they looked like Eve and even had another cow subject strapped to them like myself!

“This is where we like to let certain subjects walk around and get some exercise.” Mistress Beatrice added. “Though some subjects might be better referred to as stallions than cows… like Eve here.”

Eve let out a gleeful sounding grunt. Her cock pumped inside of me as I clenched around her shaft and another load of cum squirt into my mouth. I choked on the warm sticky texture as it slid down my throat. It felt as if I could pass out any minute, but instead tried to focus on the field before me. For some reason, I was more curious than I was tired about what I was witnessing.

Mistress Beatrice laughed. “That’s a good girl Eve,” she said, patting her on the head.

My eyes wandered the field before us. The cows that were strapped to their stallions, as Mistress Beatrice put it, also had similar yellow triangular tags with QR codes dangling from their ears. Their muffled moans could be heard as they bounced up and down on the cocks that thrust into them when the stallion subject they were strapped to walked.

What is going on here exactly?

I couldn’t fathom it. My mind was running in absolute circles. I looked over to Mistress Beatrice to see if she had anything else to say beyond it being ‘exercise.’

But what I saw instead had me choking on the next load of warm sticky cum that just pushed its way into my mouth: Mistress Beatrice and Nurse Agatha were making out! Their arms were wrapped around each others’ necks in a passionate embrace.

“Mind if I join you ladies?” Mistress Grace asked, stepping up so that she was almost between the two women. They broke their kiss to let the third Mistress in and then all at once kissed each other in an intense triangle of lust and passion.

I reflexively clenched around Eve’s cock, causing her to let out another squeal and felt the thick shaft pulsate within me again, unleashing a load of cum that coursed through the tube and into my mouth.

“Mmmph!” I yelled as I gagged on the hot liquid. Despite my stomach feeling like a massive hot air balloon below my tits my body somehow felt light as a feather. The perpetual pleasure from Eve’s cock kept me on the edge, though it seemed to stop just before plunging me into the abyss of euphoria.

The women finished their intense make-out session and then turned to us with smiles on their faces. Mistress Grace and Beatrice walked up to where we stood, well… where Eve stood anyways.

The first one to talk was Mistress Beatrice. “I can’t believe we’ve finally gotten to this part.” She looked at me with that wide smile of hers and gave one of my nipple rings a tug which allowed milk to seep out and had me wincing at the slight pain. “You’ve done such a great job Ariel.”

“Yes, she has.” Mistress Grace added. “But let’s not forget the lengths Eve went either. Both of them will make an excellent pair from now on.”

Wait, what did she mean by that?

Before I could finish processing the question Mistress Beatrice did something surprising and reached up and removed Eve’s gag. “Thank you so much for your part in this Eve and for taking such good care of cow subject 2501 here.”

“You’re welcome, Beatrice.”

Drool from the released gag and her mouth fell onto my face.

Then it occurred to me: Hold on… Beatrice? Not… Mistress Beatrice?

“Yes, you’ve done a phenomenal job,” Mistress Grace said as she started to undo the armbinder and take it off, letting Eve’s arms go free. “Not sure we could have gotten this far without you.”

They didn’t seem interested in assisting me out of my own restraints. Not that it mattered as I could barely think. Eve’s cock in my ass also didn’t help.

“Hmmm,” Mistress Grace eyed me for a moment and I couldn’t tell if it was out of concern or curiosity. “I think cow subject 2501 is missing something...” She trailed off and walked behind us. I could hear her rummaging through something before she returned with a long, belt-like leather strap. “This should work.”

My arms tensed as she brought the strap underneath my restrained arms and pulled on it from behind Eve, giving it a tight fit and locking it at Eve’s backside. I was now pressed even more firmly to Eve’s stomach.

“Thanks Grace,” Eve said, putting a hand on my head which caused me to wince and let out a small moan as I slid down on her cock even more, “I could tell this one was getting a bit loose.” She started to play with the various nose hooks. They let out small jingling sounds each time she tugged on them and let them snap back into place.

She definitely picked that habit up from Mistress Grace, I thought.

Mistress Grace laughed. “You sure that’s not just because this isn’t the first time she’s been on your cock like that?”

“Mmmmph!” I let out a muffled moan as Eve swayed thoughtfully, her cock going further into me like it was a cork plugging up a wine bottle.

“Hmmmm,” Eve thoughtfully murmured, “No, I don’t think so. She always feels pretty tight no matter how many times I penetrate her.”

“That’s because,” Mistress Beatrice added, “It appears that our research has lead to some very interesting results regarding elasticity of certain shall we say… orifices.”

Nurse Agatha nodded. “Yes, I’ve read that happening in certain subjects too. Though of course, it requires further study.”

Eve shivered all of a sudden as her cock vibrated deep inside of my ass. “Fuuuuck, sorry. just happened again.”

Another stifled moan escaped my lips as more cum seeped into my mouth via the tube.

“There there,” Eve cooed in a soft voice and patted my head like she owned me. She gave my nose hook another hard tug before letting go again, the small bells chiming out in a mellow ring.

“Well,” Mistress Grace said, walking over to the gate of the enclosure and swinging it open. “You two have some catching up to do, so why don’t you stretch your legs and get some exercise?”

Mistress Beatrice nodded. “Yes. Grace, Nurse Agatha, and I have some…” She paused and looked at the other two ladies. “Things we need to take care of.”


CHAPTER 8


EVERY STEP EVE took into that circular, rodeo-like enclosure was more jolting than the last. I could hear the gate swing shut behind us with a loud bang and click as it was locked.

“You two have fun now!” Mistress Grace shouted.

Eve turned her head slightly, though I could still only see what was in front of us. “Oh trust me, we will!” Her head straightened back. “We will…” She whispered into my ear and stroked my cheek with longer nails than I was expecting. “Just me and my cock-sleeve.”

I squinted my eyes as she continued forward, feeling the force behind each natural thrust as she walked. Her cock managed to slam into my prostate with amazing precision and it felt like a well-oiled piston sliding in and out. As we continued forward she started to hum Take Me Home, Country Roads by John Denver. The bells from my collar and nose hooks jingled almost in rhythm along with the song.

The scene before me was absolutely unreal. Several other cow subjects like Eve were walking around the dirt field. The thigh-high boots they wore transformed their feet into hooves. The majority however, still had armbinders and gags on and their occupants—or perhaps, cock-sleeves—made wild moaning sounds in their straitjackets and gags as the stallion subjects walked.

I wondered why Eve seemed to be the only one walking around without any restraints at all. But that could’ve just been me trying to distract from the fact another load of cum was about to enter my mouth… which it did… and I swallowed… hard.

“Psst, open your eyes, hon.” Eve whispered.

I hadn’t even realized I’d closed them, but they went wide when I saw my reflection in a large mirror that had been nailed to the fence at the far side of the dirt yard. It was the first time in a while I’d gotten a look at myself and even without the gag in I would’ve had no words to describe it to any sane person.

My hair was still tied via zip ties into pig tails that draped just below my shoulders. Specks of cum and drool still clung to my face and glistened under the soft light, made even more humiliating by the belled-and-ribboned nose hooks that stretched my nostrils as far as they could possibly go. The ring gag held my mouth wide open for the tube that had been attached to it.

“Don’t you look simply adorable?!” Eve exclaimed and pulled my cheek. “Oh, I have an idea! What if I do this?” She took my pigtails and brought them around her neck, tying them to one another and put her hands on her hips. “There! Now it looks like I’m just wearing a piece of jewelry haha!”

“Mmmph,” I replied in an exhausted moan as she swayed side to side. I twisted on her cock in the opposite direction whenever she swung the other way.

And despite my exhaustion I could feel myself step ever closer to the edge of an orgasm. But even though I was close, it felt like it was so far away at the same time.

“Shhh, it’s okay.” She whispered with a smirk and dragged her nails across my face. “It’s a lot to process, I know.”

I couldn’t help but take in the rest of our visage in the mirror. My breasts were somehow bigger than Eve’s and yet hers managed to have so much more pull on the nipple chains to the point that mine surged upwards whenever we even slightly bounced. A mixture of pain and pleasure surged from my nipples at the slightest tug. Milk was a steady stream out of both of our breasts, though I got the brunt of it since Eve’s milk trickled down the nipple chains onto mine.

And then there was my stomach which was so big it looked like I was pregnant! Just below that, arousal constantly seeped through the holes of my chastity belt and thanks to my slightly arched position, I could see the base of Eve’s cock buried in the depths of my back hole behind the leakage.

Eve continued to sway in front of the mirror as if admiring herself like I was nothing more than one of her daily outfits she wore. She smiled. “Get a good enough look at yourself yet?”

“Mmmph.” I softly replied.

It was beyond a lot to process… it was surreal seeing myself essentially chained and strapped to Eve as I was. The fact I could even be locked to someone like this was insane, especially considering I’d always considered myself to be average height. But seeing the differences this close between me and Eve for the first time made me realize just how much taller, more muscular, and confident she really was. By contrast, my figure was small, fragile, and vulnerable. I guess being five feet five inches tall didn’t mean all that much when the person you’re chained to is a giant, no doubt over seven feet thanks to her thigh-high hooved boots.

“Seeing us together like this really is quite amazing isn’t it?” Eve asked.

“Mmmph.” I moaned again, taking another load of cum into my mouth. How was she able to remain so calm while ejaculating? She hadn’t even let out a grunt.

“It just,” she continued as she stroked my bangs and ignored my moan, “Makes me so glad that I left that bottle in your booth on the train that day.”

My eyes went wide.

She chuckled. “What, you thought we left that there on accident? Oh no sweetie, in fact, we’d hoped you’d take the bait and I’m so glad you did.”

I let out some unintelligible sounds as I thought back to that day I first me her. She left the bottle I’d found in the booth that day on purpose?

Eve started to pace back and forth in front of the mirror. “You see, I’ve had my eyes on you for quite some time now.” She said and lifted her knees higher than usual as she walked, making me bounce even harder on her cock than before. “I knew from the moment I first saw you on campus that I wanted you.”

I winced as she kicked her knee upwards again and I slammed back down on her shaft. “Bumph whmph meamph?” I inquired, still trying to wrap my head around everything.

“But why you, you say?” She pulled on one of my nipple rings which sent a mixture of pain and pleasure surging through my tits. “What a silly thing to ask. It couldn’t be anyone else but you. I knew that deep down you were unfulfilled and I didn’t want such potential, such beauty, to be extinguished by working a boring 9-5 and losing that spark I saw in you before you even turned twenty-three.”

“Bumph… Mimphremph…” Beatrice I tried to say, but hot cum entered into my mouth as I was about to and I choked on that instead.

“Oh right, Beatrice… what was it they told me?” She asked herself, giving one of my nipples a flick with her nail, causing me to wince. “That’s right, you were originally trying to prank Beatrice by becoming a cow.” She arched backwards and let out a laugh, her cock thrusting into me with each cackle and my bells ringing out in synchronous harmony.

I could feel my eyes roll back with ecstasy as I nearly came, but her laughing suddenly stopped and I snapped my eyes forward to see her smirking in the mirror.

“Make no mistake deary,” she continued, “Every choice you made was yours. From your decision to swallow that capsule to officially becoming a subject here. We simply provided you with various options along the way. Or what,” she added, pressing one of her fingers to the tip of my nose and rolling it around, “Does my little cow-piggy turned cock-sleeve deny it?”

Another moan passed between my gagged lips as my ecstasy-teased mind went into overdrive. Thinking back to the very beginning, I realized that I couldn’t deny it. Every choice to push forward had been mine alone. I could’ve backed out at anytime and yet I kept going. The restraints I wore and the predicament I was in were simply the culmination of the affirmations I gave along the way.

“Mmmmph, mmmmph.” I simply said as a trickle of cum went down my chin. After all, what else was there to say besides that?

“I thought so.” She leaned in so I could feel her warm breath on my ear and whispered. “In the end it turned out just like Beatrice said it would.”

“Mimphremph?” I replied as everything came into place. This whole time I had been dancing in the palms of their hands. But even now, as I looked at my disgraced form in the mirror, I knew that if I had an opportunity to go back in time I’d make the exact same decisions.

Eve nodded. “Yes, slut… Mistress.” She leaned down and whispered. “I am now just as much your Mistress as Beatrice is. Oh and one more thing…” She thrust hard into my ass and I yelped into the tube as the pleasure hit me. “No cumming without my explicit permission.”


CHAPTER 9


“HEY EVE,” A cheery voice said to our right, “What’s up?”

Eve turned, my clenched ass spinning atop her cock slightly as she did. My eyes widened when they landed on the woman who, like Eve, did not have her arms bound behind her back or a gag in her mouth. And just like Eve, there was a cow subject strapped to her body in a straitjacket with chains enveloping her legs and disappearing around the woman’s body, most certainly locked at her back.

“Oh, hey Jen.” Eve replied. “Graduated from restraints I see.” She added, thoughtfully bucking her cock into me. I closed my eyes, feeling her flared head tense inside of me and desperately trying not to fall over that ledge into an orgasm.

“Mmmph!”

I opened my eyes at the unfamiliar high-pitched muffled moan I’d just heard. It came from the straitjacket-bound girl fastened to Jen’s stomach, her head between her breasts and resting under her chin. She had beautiful platinum blonde hair and bright sky blue eyes. A large red silicone ball gag filled her mouth. Her muffled cry of pleasure, I surmised, appeared to be from Jen’s cock that stretched the folds of her pussy through the unlocked open hole of the chastity belt that encircled her hips and went between her legs.

“Indeed.” Jen said, her eyes moved over me and she covered her mouth as she chuckled. “What’s with the plastic piping you got going on?”

Emeralds seemed to sparkle from within her eyes as her pink painted lips curled into a smile and it was then I realized that Jen was absolutely gorgeous herself. Her long red hair cascaded down her shoulders and around her massive breasts, intermingling with the blond hair of her cock-sleeve. Two large glinting silver rings hung from her nipples. Her skin was tanned an even golden honey color. She was a perfect contrast to the girl with fair skin beneath her.

“This little thing, you mean?” Eve asked, giving one of my nipples a slap. “Just trying out something new.” I winced as more cum slipped onto my tongue and down my throat.

“Mmmph!” I shouted when Eve twisted one of my nipple rings. Even though the nipple chain pulled on her breast when she did, Eve didn’t even seem to make noise at any kind of pain or pleasure.

“Wait a second,” Jen said and stepped closer, bending down slightly as she did. I could hear a faint moan come from the cow subject strapped to her. “That’s the rumored subject everyone is talking about isn’t it? The one that used to be a college boy?”

I’m known as the used-to-be-college-boy now?

Eve laughed. “You could say that. Hard to imagine, isn’t it?”

“I’ll say. What an intense transformation the cow’s had!”

“Yes, you could say that.” Eve said, tracing my face with her fingers. Her thumb brushed across the cum that trickled down my chin and then wiped it across my nose, its potent warm musky scent invading my nostrils. “What about that one,” she added, “Is she new?”

Jen stood back up. “Hmmm, well Hannah here—,” she cut herself off with a cough, “Cow subject 2540 I mean…” She paused and grabbed hold of one of Hannah’s nipples and rolled it between her fingers. The girl squirmed on top of Jen’s cock, squirting out milk in the process. “She wanted something more fulfilling in life than working at some crappy bar in a shady part of town where she lived. So she found her way here a couple weeks ago.”

Eve stepped closer to Jen and bent down a bit which also meant that I got more of her cock sliding into me. I breathed heavily through the tube like it was some kind of medical breathing apparatus to keep me from going over the edge. “Hmmm…” Eve finally said, “It certainly looks like she’s fulfilled now.”

We were so close I could hear Jen’s cock make a squelching sound within Hannah’s folds. “Indeed. She’s certainly adapted well.”

When Eve stood back up my nipples brushed against Hannah’s, causing the both of us to let out synchronized moans. And as I looked into Hannah’s eyes it felt like I was looking at myself even though I knew she was someone completely different. The soft features of her disheveled face were not much different from my own and even when she struggled in her straitjacket it felt as though I was doing the same thing. Hell… I probably was.

“Oh I know!” Eve suddenly exclaimed with a jump.

“MMMMPH!” I yelled with an exasperated muffled tone as her cock stretched my ass with a quick push. At this point I had only one leg dangling off that orgasmic edge and I was trying not to cum even though I couldn’t stop the constant arousal leaking down my legs.

“Sorry sweetie… well, not really.” Eve chuckled. “Jen… I have a proposition.”

“Oh?”

“What if we had a sort of competition where whichever one of our cock-sleeves cums first, they win?”

Jen’s eyes lit up at that. “That sounds wonderful! And I’m sure our cock-sleeves would agree.”

Eve pinched my cheek. “Of course, you agree don’t you Ariel?” She asked.

I nodded… I’d agree to anything at this point if it meant release into that abyss I’d been craving.

The humidity in the air seemed to increase ten-fold as Jen and Eve got even closer each other. Heat from all of our bodies intermingled with one another and a gamut of musky scents filled the air. It was as if a thick layer of lust had discharged from our very skin and settled around us like an invisible fog.

“Well?” Eve asked. “Our cocks aren’t going to fuck themselves, sluts!” She gave my ass a hard slap.

Before I could think about anything else I started bouncing up and down on her thick shaft. My bells rang out alongside Hannah’s own cowbell as she’d also apparently started bobbing up and down on Jen’s cock. We both let out loud moans that echoed throughout the enclosure, bringing the attention of the other stallion subjects that had been walking around. They paused whatever they were doing with their cock-sleeves and circled us to watch.

“Would you look at that,” Jen noted, “You girls have an audience now.”

I could feel Eve’s lips touch my ear. “Yes,” she cooed loud enough for Jen and Hannah to hear, “Why don’t you two show everyone else here what it’s like to be proper sluts for your Mistresses?”

For some reason that sent me into overdrive. It wasn’t even about winning for me. I just needed that sweet release. To taste the freedom I knew that pleasure-filled chasm inside of me would bring.

Yes, you are a slut. You were made for this… to be nothing but a pleasure device for your Mistresses.

The voice inside my head only served to push me harder onto Mistress Eve’s cock. It finally seemed appropriate to call her that… Mistress Eve. She wasn’t the same girl I met on that train. She’d gone through just as much transformation as I had recently, albeit in a much different direction.

“Mmph, mmph, mmph, mmph!..” My moans started to overtake the other sounds I was hearing. Even Hannah’s high-pitched yelps sounded more distant. Each of Mistress Eve’s thrusts took me further and further into that void within my soul. Then again, maybe void wasn’t the best description. There was certainly something in it. It beckoned me each time I felt Mistress Eve’s bulbous tip hit my prostate.

“Hey Jen! No fair!” Eve shouted.

I looked over while keeping my bouncing strides to see that Jen had started thrusting into Hannah as she bobbed up and down on top of her.

“You snooze you loose, Eve!” Jen laughed.

“Fine then! Two can play at that game!”

“MMMMMMPH!” I yelled into the ring gag as Mistress Eve suddenly slammed into my ass with amazing force just as I was about to go down on her cock again. In less than an instant I was back to approaching that bottomless pit. And this time I knew that it wasn’t a void at all. It was something more akin to oblivion. It wasn’t the end, but it wasn’t quite the beginning either. It was an oblivion that offered the salvation of pleasure.

Eve whispered into my ear, her breath hot on my skin. “That’s it, keep pumping on Mistress’s cock, sweetie.” Her cock lightly pulsated within my ass and a bit of pre-cum dribbled into my mouth via the tube. “I’m getting close too!”

Hannah and I continued to bounce on top of—and be pounded by—our Mistress’s cocks. I could feel the sweat on my skin and the muffled moans pass through my lips with each hard thrust.

Mistress Eve’s shaft was monstrous inside of me and still managed to stretch me more and more every time I slid down to her base. My ass was sore as hell, but I didn’t care. If anything, the pain worked in-tandem with the nipple chains that pulled on her breasts whenever I even slightly moved, heightening the pleasure that only folded in on itself over and over again, waiting for the match that would set it ablaze.

And then it happened: with the essence of my spirit used as a striker strip, it was lit with a spark and I fell into that beckoning rift that promised me euphoria.

It was like falling upward at the speed of light. My entire body convulsed and shook. I could barely hear the faint sound of chains and bells rattling. And what I thought might have been a void turned out to be full. I clenched around it, the warmth freeing my soul with boundless flight.

“FUUUUUUCK!”

The sound of Mistress Eve screaming was barely audible. It was as if she was light years away from me, but I knew she was right there. A hot sticky, salty flavor entered my mouth in thick clumps. I choked and gagged on the substance as it made its way into my stomach. My ass muscles still clenched tightly around Mistress Eve’s cock, but I could already feel myself falling back down to earth and I blinked as my vision cleared from the ecstasy, seeing an exhausted Jen and Hannah before us.

“We did not…” Jen began, panting heavily, “Just all… four… climax at the same time…”

“Ummmm…” My Mistress replied as if lost in thought, twirling a strand of my hair with her finger. It was a somehow calming, gentle touch.

“Mmmmph…” I moaned as another load of cum went full throttle into my mouth and I gulped it down.

“So who won?” Jen asked.

“I think it was a tie?” My Mistress replied with uncertainty.

They both started laughing.

I looked at Hannah who seemed to be in her own little world. It was clear that she’d definitely had a good time from the looks of her messy hair and the exhausted smile around her gag. So why did it feel like I was ready for another round?

Jen stood up a little straighter. “So how do we determine the winner?”

“Technically, I think they both lost.” My Mistress said.

“How do you figure?”

“Both came without permission.”

Fuck. I thought. Though in all honesty, I almost didn’t care.

“So what should we do next, then?” Jen inquired.

“For now…” My Mistress trailed off and then my vision went dark as she locked a leather blindfold tightly around my head.

“Mmmph…” I moaned.

“Shush sweetie, this is for your own good. You’re a certified cow now so act like one. You’ll listen to what your Mistress says, right?”

I nodded, the blackness intensifying the fullness I felt from my Mistress’s cock in my ass.

“Good girl,” she cooed into my ear and then continued her previous conversation with Jen, “For now, let’s head over to where Beatrice and the others are. They’ll want to know of our progress.”

“Sounds good to me.” Jen replied.

Another glob of cum entered my mouth as I felt my Mistress start to walk, her hoof boots hitting the dirt as she walked. All I knew was that I was moving slightly up and down with her shaft still firmly stuffing my asshole. Occasionally, I could hear soft moans from Hannah beside us, but otherwise they walked in silence.

Though I knew where they were headed I did not know what to expect in the next chapter of my life as a certified sissy hucow. But I was confident my Mistresses would guide me every step of the way.


END CREDITS


THANKS FOR READING! I hope you had as much fun reading it as much as I did writing it!

Additionally, if you love stories that involve more sissy hucows with intense BDSM themes then checkout the stories down below!:

	I Accidentally Unsealed a Shemale Demoness and Became Their Sissy Hucow?! (A First-Time Hucow Sissification Extreme BDSM Story)
	Tricked Into a Sissy Hucow Farm Ran by Shemale Mistresses
	From Gamer to Sissy Hucow: Under the Guidance of Futanari Mistresses


Here are also a couple bundles that feature sissification, bondage, shemale mistresses, and more!:

	TRANSGENDER Erotica Bundle! 7 Gender Transformation and Feminization Stories!


	SEVEN First-Time Sissification and Transformation Stories BUNDLE Featuring SHEMALE MISTRESSES, AGE GAP, and EXTREME BDSM Themes!


You can also sign up to my mailing list here! I will never spam your inbox and you can always unsubscribe if you would like to! I will be publishing new books frequently though and if you like what you’ve read it’s a good idea to stay updated with new releases!
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