

Sky Trained

by Caroline Waters


Sky Trained by Caroline Waters

Copyright © 2022 by Caroline Waters. All Rights Reserved.

Cover by Caroline Waters, using the free font Excluded by Foyez Uddin, available online at: https://www.fontspace.com/excluded-font-f43356

Contact the author at halfshim@gmail.com

Visit the author’s blog at: shimmed.blogspot.com

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or, if real, are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title
Copyright
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen
Chapter Fourteen
Chapter Fifteen
Chapter Sixteen
Chapter Seventeen
Chapter Eighteen
Chapter Nineteen
Chapter Twenty
Chapter Twenty One
Chapter Twenty Two
Chapter Twenty Three
Chapter Twenty Four
Chapter Twenty Five
Chapter Twenty Six
Chapter Twenty Seven
Epilogue
Author’s Notes



Chapter One

A rumbling thump hit the airplane as it flew through a pocket of turbulence, the wings shaking up and down wildly. The ‘fasten seatbelt’ sign lit up on the overheads, accompanied by a ringing bell, and a handful of passengers in the aisleways returned to their seats.

The public address system clicked on, the calm, feminine voice of the captain filling the cabin. “We’ve hit a pocket of choppy air, here, folks. You should expect some shimmies and shakes, but it’s nothing to worry about. We’re talking to air traffic control to see if we can find a higher altitude with less turbulence, but in the meantime, buckle yourselves in, and hold on tight.”

Allison sighed, her stomach lurching as she connected the belt loops of her seatbelt together. She had rather expected this to happen, but had been hoping it was going to be smooth sailing. Why were all of her experiences with flying bad?

“Are you doing okay?” asked the woman in the seat next to her, her puffy blonde hair shifting as if touched by a soft breeze. Her t-shirt barely fit over her enormous chest, the image of a bottle of milk cheekily embossed in the center.

“Yeah, sure, Kara,” Allison said, swallowing heavily. “I just need to take some ginger to settle my stomach.”

She knew from past experience the other woman would keep digging if she tried to get by with a noncommittal answer. That’s why she both loved and hated her simultaneously. She was still her best friend, though.

Allison tossed her head towards a smaller, mousey woman scrunched in the corner who was peering out the window. “You should be asking her, instead! She hasn’t said a word for most of the trip!”

The petite woman barely turned her head, tracing a pattern on the window. She was wearing a drab, gray hoodie, which made her look rumpled and formless. Her shoulder length, muddy brown hair was drawn up into a ponytail which laid limply around her neck. She pursed her lips, lifting a clenched fist into the air.

Kara laughed. “Suzy’s fine. We’d better not annoy her too much, or she’ll beat us up. I still can’t believe what she’s capable of.”

Allison couldn’t quite believe it, either. While not a wrestling champion, Suzy had at least joined the club and seriously practiced, unlike either of them. Allison didn’t really want to admit it, but she was more of a homebody than anything else, content to stay in her dorm room and surf the web.

Their paths would likely not have crossed at all, but for the fact that all three of them had attended high school with each other. Becoming firm friends, they had chosen Raytown University so that they could attend college together as well.

That they were close was an understatement - they had made sure to select all of the same general education courses, and they met at least once a week to watch movies.

That didn’t mean they all had similar personalities. Far from it.

Suzy mostly cared about her physical sports, spending little time on her studies, though you couldn’t tell that by looking at her. There were quite a few men who assumed that she was an unassuming intellectual, and were quickly left in the dust.

Kara had been pretty reserved during high school, but all that had changed during her first year at college. A late bloomer, her breasts and butt had grown a surprising amount recently, making her incredibly popular with the guys. She barely needed to start a conversation and they were fawning all over her.

Finally getting the experience she needed, Kara had become more and more comfortable with expressing herself. That left Allison a little jealous, because she felt as though she couldn’t be as carefree as the other girl.

Her own assets had matured early, leaving her with enormous breasts by the time she had entered high school. She remembered very clearly the ridicule she had experienced during exercise classes where she had been forced to run.

At the time, she didn’t know very much about binding them down, so they tended to flop around and make her back muscles ache. Worse, her classmates called her a ‘cow’ behind her back.

By the time she had started to attract serious male attention, she had retreated thoroughly into emo fashion, and refused to entertain the idea of partying with the popular guys. She knew she was using it as a wall to keep herself isolated, but she couldn’t help herself.

Gothic attire was starting to become cliché, so she tried to avoid wearing it, but she couldn’t help her desires. She loved dressing in leather and straps, spending a lot of time online looking up risqué outfits.

More advanced gear was out of her college student budget, so she made do with an old leather vest and torn jeans. To complete the ensemble, she had dyed her hair blue and cut it into a mohawk.

Her parents hadn’t supported these aesthetic choices, especially when she had expressed her desire to get a septum piercing. In the end, it had been Suzy that had leant her the money and took her to the tattoo parlor. Kara had backed her up when her mother had gone ballistic.

In the end, it had all been sorted out, but her family life had settled into an uneasy peace. It was a relief for both her and her parents when it was time for her to be shipped off to college. She couldn’t complain too much, as they were paying her board and tuition. All she had to do was keep her grades up, which wasn’t too difficult for her.

She hated to claim that she was a genius, but it was clear that her brain simply worked differently than others. She caught on quicker, solved problems faster, and in general, could skate through exams. This could have made college incredibly boring, if not for the time she spent with her friends.

That brought her to the reason they were all on this plane together. Last month, Kara had introduced both her and Suzy to a sweepstakes run by the college, encouraging them to join. If any of them won, they would be allowed to bring their closest friends along with them on an all expenses paid trip to Isla del Fántastico.

Kara had explained that it was some sort of organization run by a trust setup by the progenitor of the college. It was supposed to increase their opportunities to network or some such bullshit. As far as Allison was concerned, it was more likely that it was a sneaky way to inundate them with propaganda to encourage them to give to the alumni fund once they had all graduated.

There were minimum grade requirements to enter, but that hadn’t been a problem for any of them. Although Suzy and Kara were at two ends of the personality spectrum, that didn’t mean either of them had been completely ignoring their academic work, even if Suzy did play it close to the edge.

In the end, it was Kara who had called her and Suzy with excitement. “We won!” she squealed over the phone, the wooden floor of her dorm room creaking as she jumped up and down.

“Huh?” grunted Allison, not really able to process what Kara was talking about.

“We won the drawing!” shouted Kara. “Get ready to pack your bags at the end of the quarter! I’ve got our tickets right here in my hot little hands!”

And so here they were, the plane bouncing in the chop of turbulence over the wide open sea, headed towards the unknown paradise of Isla del Fántastico. She sure hoped she’d have the opportunity to relax for a while once they had arrived.

She shuddered as the plane rumbled under her feet. She disliked flying under normal conditions, and this made it exponentially worse. Looking down, she noticed that her hands were shaking. She clenched them into fists, her palms sweaty.

This wasn’t going to get better without some help. She needed her medication. Turning to look at Kara, who seemed serene, she cleared her throat. There was no way she was going to get past the other woman’s long legs without some help. “I need to go to the bathroom.”

Kara’s eyebrows rose. “In this? Okay, girl, I got you.” She unbuckled her seatbelt and stood, giving Allison room to get past her.

Allison lurched to her feet, her breasts held secure inside her crop top. She turned to one side, navigating her chest over the tall seat backs.

Blindly finding her way down the aisle towards the back of the plane, she peeked out at the left wing, just as the entire plane shimmied to one side. She rather wished that she hadn’t, as the winglet was bouncing up and down farther than looked safe. She knew intellectually that the plane’s wings were super strong, and this was nothing to worry about, but that didn’t help the sinking feeling in her gut.

She dry heaved, stumbling as she made the last few steps to the bathroom. “Are you okay?” asked a flight attendant, peering at her with sympathetic eyes from her backwards facing jump seat.

Allison held a hand over her mouth, nodding quickly at the woman as she passed her on her way to the lavatory. The flight attendant’s white regulation uniform had a high collar, with a blue kerchief wrapped around it. A small circular pin with wings arching out over an island sat proudly on her chest, declaring her years of devotion to the airline. Below that was her name tag: ‘Alice.’

Fumbling at the latch, she escaped into the bathroom, turning the lock behind her. Shivering, she reached into her pocket, pulling out a plastic bag. At the very bottom was a solitary white pill, rectangular in shape. The exterior was scored in case one wished to cut them into a smaller dosage.

Opening the bag, she took out the pill, her hands shivering. The plane lurched heavily, shoving her towards the toilet. Crying out, she lost her balance, placing her hands against the wall to avoid diving into it.

The lights flickered momentarily, shadows being cast over the toilet below. To her dismay, she spotted the lone, white pill drifting in circles around the metal bowl. “Fuck,” she swore succinctly.

She wasn’t quite desperate enough to try and salvage the medication. It wasn’t that she needed it, but it really would have helped. Cursing herself, she sat down on the porcelain rim, preparing to piss.

That was the last one from the prescription she had been given when she had first started coming to college. She did need to figure out what her life looked like without them, but this really was the worst possible time for her to run out.

Or maybe… it wasn’t? She was about to have a two week vacation on a tropical island. How could it possibly be that stressful? She’d spend some time on the beach with friends, drink fruity drinks, and forget about the conflicts she was having with her parents. She would put herself back together, make a new her that wasn’t bothered about what others thought of her.

Finished relieving herself, she hit the lever to drain the toilet. She pressed her lips together as she washed her hands, squinting her eyes as she looked at herself. She wasn’t half bad looking, really. There was no reason for her to be so self conscious.

She tried out a smile, but it quickly faded. No matter what she might tell herself, she still had the same personality flaws and defects. It wouldn’t be easy to overcome her problems when they were so deeply ingrained.

Sighing, she wiped off her hands and turned towards the door. As she was reaching out, the plane suddenly tilted downwards, causing her elbow to hit the wall.

Ouch! What the hell was going on here?

She fumbled at the lock, feeling light headed as she clicked it open. She wanted to be back in her seat right away.

Her egress was blocked by a tall woman. It was the flight attendant she had spotted earlier, but her outfit had changed. The white blouse and pants had been removed, revealing what had been hidden underneath - a purple rubber catsuit.

Allison’s breath caught. She had spent hours looking at similar fetish clothing online, but had never seen anything like it in real life. Why was the flight attendant wearing something so revealing?

The suit had a long, plunging neckline, terminating at the deep cleft between the woman’s breasts. They were held together, upright, by a tight leather bra which wrapped around her chest, cupping her breasts securely. Leather straps ran up and over her shoulders, terminating somewhere behind her.

Her rouged lips smiled brightly beneath a half mask, a tube connected from her mouth to a suitcase sized box hanging under her left shoulder. She offered a second mask to Allison, stretching the straps attached to the plastic molded cup with one of her hands. “Put this on,” she commanded brusquely. “The plane is experiencing a decompression event.”

Frowning, Allison shook her head, her brain overwhelmed with extraneous details. She backed up a step, taking in the woman’s shiny black boots, metal buckles drawn tightly over her ankles. Her breath hissed loudly in her ears. She felt dizzy. What was wrong with her?

Allison closed her eyes as her head spun, her last image being the flight attendant stepping forward with the clear plastic mask, lifting it up to press it onto her face.


Chapter Two

Rebecca grunted, looking around suspiciously at the other women sitting in the seats around her. They were all young, college aged, in the prime of their lives.

She was, too, but she was slightly older than the rest of them, being in her late twenties. Her school days were far behind her, a distant part of her checkered past. She hadn’t had the luxury of ignorance the rest of them possessed at that age, anyway.

She knew from very early on that she was special in some way, but not how. Her Talent had been picked up during a high school aptitude test, but the professors running the program had no way of knowing what she could do.

That hadn’t stopped them from trying to figure her out. She had been shuffled off into a series of special classes that meant to do just that.

In the end, they had failed. By every measurement, she should be quite powerful, but they had been unable to derive a method to discover her abilities.

This had hardly made her popular with the other girls. She had been bullied mercilessly, called the ‘powerful nobody,’ and other such insults. Their insufferable behavior continued until the day the class was assaulted by The Mad Hatter.

As was usual, villains tended to choose the most insufferably grandiose and cliched names. That was probably a result of whatever unfortunate events had led them down the path towards evil in the first place.

Bad luck? Bad childhood? Why not retreat into a permanent fantasy and name yourself after a character who seemed like they had some sort of control over their life?

Belonging to an underground villain organization, The Mad Hatter had been looking to steal away the most talented students for nefarious purposes. They didn’t know exactly who his targets were, but suspicion landed on the class valedictorian, Nova, who had been found to have the ability to fire beams of directed energy from the palms of her hands.

Capturing someone with a Talent like that would have been a powerful coup for the villains, but they hadn’t counted on someone like Rebecca being present.

When the sharply dressed man had stepped into their classroom, pressing his white gloved fingers against his spectacles, she simply looked at him with curiosity. He laughed maniacally, taking off his top hat to reveal a spinning, multi-colored disc attached to his head.

The other students had been instantly mesmerized, slumping in their chairs, including Nova. Her pale, blue eyes had taken on a white sheen, her long eyelashes fluttering uselessly as she made a silly noise.

Rebecca had been confused, as she had found nothing particularly interesting about the device. It made the man look like a complete idiot, in her opinion.

Taking her math textbook, she had rushed him, smacking his strange contraption with all the force she could muster. She quite clearly remembered his eyes, open wide, confusion settling onto his face as his technological marvel was smashed into a million pieces.

After that, they didn’t call her a nobody any more, but being lionized by her classmates was just as painful. She didn’t want to be seen as special.

After she had finished her schooling, she had been picked up by the Blue Stars, an unorthodox hero organization that specialized in infiltrating villain operations. They had spent a long time with her, figuring out her Talent, until they knew the exact scope.

As it turned out, she was a mental null. Nothing was capable of breaching her mental defenses. They had tried an unbelievable number of techniques to get through, but nothing had worked. She was literally a brick wall.

This made her a top candidate for secret agent work against certain villains. Even if captured, it would be impossible for them to control her in any way.

This job was perfect for her, as she preferred to work alone. She had barely seen any of the other heroes in the last five years. That was good. There were fewer chances for them to bother her unnecessarily.

This brought her wandering mind back to the present. If she didn’t want the other heroes to interfere, she had damn well figure out what was going on before they became involved.

The Blue Stars had recently gotten wind of a situation that they suspected to be human trafficking. As part of their tracking network, they trawled raw sources of big data from all over the globe. One of the most useful data sets was air travel.

Normally, knowing who was on what plane was impossible, but they had access to hacked data sets from airlines, as well as web crawlers constantly looking for information about VIP movements. Not only did this allow them to keep track of where many of the most important people were at any given time, it also showed gross patterns of movement.

Over the last few years, more and more trips had been booked to a particular island, Isla del Fántastico. It was a small, normally unremarkable land mass, located in the Caribbean, but for the number of important people who seemed to visit it regularly.

Politicians, billionaires, and influencers had all been there, but strangely, there had been no posts on social media about the place. There was a complete media blackout, which was incredibly strange given how people loved posting about their trips online.

As they turned their eyes towards the activities of these people, the case appeared to unravel further. They were not the only people visiting the island - many mainland colleges were running sweepstakes and sending their students there on vacations. Primarily female students.

It was a difficult situation to nail down for certain, because none of these potential victims had been complaining. They simply vanished for a week or two, coming back happy and pleased - with a few extra body alterations, mainly having to do with increased breast size.

In theory, the island could simply be a prime vacation spot with an attached plastic surgeon clinic, but the amount of elites involved was terribly suspicious. Blue Stars suspected some form of brainwashing was involved, and she was tasked with checking it out.

Rebecca was certainly no college student, but Blue Stars had contacts in many prestigious universities, and were able to sabotage one of the contests accordingly. She had received an invitation in the mail a week after the operation had gone into motion.

Given that she would know nobody on the plane, and her credentials would be suspect, she would have to do her best to blend in. That would prove to be difficult, as she had never attended college herself, and lacked an appropriate wardrobe.

In the end, she had been forced to ask her sister, Jasmine, for tips. She had been lucky the other woman was in town visiting their parents by chance, as she was often too busy to get time off for the holidays.

After she had been put through the wringer, though, she rather wished that she hadn’t caught up with her sister. Jasmine wasn’t one to bandy words about.

“You look terrible,” her sister exclaimed, examining Rebecca with narrowed, hazel colored eyes.

“What’s wrong with this?” asked Rebecca, playing with the red ribbon tied around her neck.

“You look like an office lady, not a college student,” declared Jasmine, her black hair shifting as she looked over Rebecca’s long slacks and button up shirt. “They’ll stare and gossip about you if you wear this.”

Rebecca sighed, glancing over her sister’s outfit. Jasmine had chosen a demure purple dress with a high neckline for herself, a small circular silver pin sitting over her heart. A small palm tree arched out from the top, giving it a tropical vibe.

Her dress didn’t hide the fact that she had enormous breasts. They had filled out considerably during high school, and by this point they could uncharitably be called ‘melons.’ Rebecca was secretly a little jealous.

Overall, her sister’s attire certainly wouldn’t be mistaken for college chic, but that wasn’t the point - her sister was dressing appropriately for her job.

Probably. Rebecca didn’t really have any idea what her sister did. Like her, Jasmine had been singled out for having a special Talent, but they hadn’t been put into the same classes. After they had graduated, they had gradually grown apart. Rebecca assumed that Jasmine had been picked up by a hero organization, but her sister never really talked about it.

Mind wandering, she had been about to ask what her sister’s Talent was, when Jasmine had interrupted her, taking her by the hand with her expertly lacquered fingernails. “We have a lot of shopping to do,” declared Jasmine. “You’re going to need to look like you’re attending a school this century.”

With that, she had taken Rebecca to the mall, dragging her through a whirlwind of stores. They had purchased denim jeans, fluffy scarves, and cotton shirts. By the time they were finished, Rebecca had to admit that she more or less looked the part.

Here she was, a few months later, feeling a bit self conscious about how she looked. Did she really look okay in this clothing, or was she an older woman, grasping for a youth she no longer possessed?

She kept telling herself to remain calm. As long as she acted chill, it wasn’t likely that anyone would call her out. A lot of older people were attending college these days, retraining their skills or learning new talents. She would simply pretend to be one of them.

“Are you okay?” asked the woman sitting next to her, looking at her with a concerned face. “You seem awfully gloomy.”

Did she? Rebecca tried to smooth out her features, giving the other woman a small smile. “Sorry. I was just thinking about my parents.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the other girl, shaking her head up and down in an exaggerated fashion, her blonde ringlets bouncing. “You can’t always please them, and they still want to tell you what to do even after you’re an independent adult!”

Rebecca’s smile widened. The college girl looked like a bimbo, having enormous breasts barely contained by her pink sweater, but her comment was surprisingly astute. She must possess the well developed social skills that Rebecca lacked.

This would be a good opportunity for her to make friends. If the other woman opened up to her, she’d be able to get more intelligence about their destination.

Rebecca held out a hand. “My name’s Rebecca. It’s nice to meet you.”

The other girl bobbed her head again, taking Rebecca’s hand gently with pink fingernails. “I’m Sally. Likewise!”

“Oh!” Sally exclaimed, her soft lips pursing. Turning to her bag, she shuffled around inside, retrieving a few plastic wrapped packages. “Do you like peanut butter crackers?” she asked, offering one to Rebecca.

This was going to be easier than she had anticipated. “Sure!” she replied, accepting the snack.

She tore it open with her neatly trimmed fingernails, taking a small, delicate bite of the cracker. She didn’t want to look like a glutton in front of her new friend.

Sally wasn’t paying any attention to her. She had torn open the package and crammed the entire contents into her mouth, her eyes closing as she chewed. “Yum!” she declared, sticking the wrapper in the seat back.

Rebecca reconsidered. Maybe she didn’t need to be as careful around this girl as she had thought. She seemed like a remarkably carefree individual.

“What are you majoring in?” she asked, trying to feel out the other girl with a safe topic.

“Animal Husbandry!” Sally declared brightly, sitting back in her seat. “I grew up on a farm, and I’d like to take over the family business someday. My father taught me all he knew about caring for animals, but never had a formal degree.”

She raised a hand, imitating her father with a low voice. “Sally, one day I’ll be gone, and all this will be yours. I want you to study and understand the latest technology and techniques out there so that we can keep this farm in the family.”

Rebecca frowned. “Did he just assume that you wanted to take over from him?”

Sally giggled. “Oh no, not at all, I’ve wanted to do that from a young age. I just hated the idea of going to a stuffy academic institute. In retrospect, I just didn’t know what it was going to be like. Of course there were going to be practical courses.”

Rebecca nodded, not knowing anything about how an agricultural school was run. “How exactly does that work?” she asked. “Do they have you muck out the stables, or something?”

“No, silly!” laughed Sally. “Taking care of the animals is part of it, of course, but we also need a good grounding in business management. It does no good to have perfectly healthy animals if the farm goes bankrupt.”

That was true, and quite practical. She suddenly found herself becoming more interested in the girl, which was rather curious in and of itself - it was very rare that she took an interest in anyone outside of her missions.

“How about you?” Sally asked, leaning forward. “What are you studying?”

Rebecca was prepared for this question - it was a part of her cover story. “Computer science,” she replied. “I recently took a class on programming in assembly. It was tough, but interesting!”

Choosing the nerdy major was a calculated choice. Not many other women would be in the major, so it wouldn’t appear odd that she didn’t know anyone else here. Additionally, it would explain some of her secret agent skills if she was caught messing with something at the resort.

Unfortunately, she suspected that this would shut the other girl down. Not many other people cared about the intricacies of computers. They just wanted them to work, full stop.

“Really?” asked Sally, her face bright. “That’s so cool! I just don’t have a mind for numbers, I’m afraid. I find it difficult to get through the accounting classes.”

Her face fell. “I really wish that wasn’t the case. Keeping a farm running is more than just playing with animals.”

Rebecca considered. “Well, maybe you just need to hire somebody who has that aptitude. You don’t need to take everything on yourself, you know.”

Sally flashed her a brilliant smile. “You’re right, of course. No sense in worrying about that now. I have a wide open future ahead of me. I gotta focus on grinding through all the rough spots so I can make papa proud of me.”

Rebecca couldn’t help but return her smile. There was something infectious about the other woman, an innate charm that lowered your defenses. That could be very dangerous if she was dealing with another agent, but this was an innocent young college girl. There was nothing to be worried about.

The plane lurched, its nose tilting downwards. The engines roared as a loud chime sounded in the cabin, masks dropping from above. Air rushed around her, a loud hissing noise assaulting her ears.

Caught by surprise, Rebecca looked around in alarm. The girls in the next aisle over were panicking, fumbling with the masks as they drew the elastic string around the back of their heads.

The seat back screens flickered on, filled with a kaleidoscopic display. Overloaded with sensory stimulation, she found her eyes drawn to the display, her pupils widening as they took in the scattered patterns.

A cold shock ran down her spine and she shook off the mesmerization. She wasn’t too worried about that. It wouldn’t be able to hold her attention, given her innate Talent, but it had distracted her long enough that she wasn’t able to properly evaluate the situation.

Was this a trap? Had they modified the gas being supplied by the masks to drug everyone on the plane, or was this an actual emergency?

She had better make up her mind soon, as everybody else on the plane was putting their masks on. It would look terribly suspicious if she didn’t follow suit, and she was beginning to feel light headed. That, at least, wasn’t her imagination.

Taking hold of the yellow cone of the mask, she pressed it over her mouth and nose, slipping the elastic band over the back of her head. She took a sample breath of the gas, trying to discern if it was any different from the pure oxygen it should be supplying.

Indeed it was. Typical oxygen shouldn’t be tasting like bubblegum in her mouth. As she had expected, there was definitely something nefarious going on here.

She looked at Sally, not at all surprised to find that her head was slumping back into her chair. Looking around, the other women on the flight were doing the same thing. She had better mimic them, or they’d pick her up as an anomaly immediately.

She lifted her seatbelt up a little so she could shift her butt downward in the chair. She perched the back of her skull carefully on the headrest so that she could watch the aisle with slitted eyes. If what she suspected was true, their assailants would soon reveal their true motives.

Her eyes widened minutely as she spotted a team of flight attendants working their way down the aisle. They were taking it row by row, moving along with a cart that would normally be used to dispense drinks, but it was obvious that they weren’t passing out refreshments.

In their current attire, it would be difficult for a normal person to see them as flight attendants at all. Each of them was wearing a skintight purple rubber catsuit that clung to their bodies, showing off their curves.

As one of them bent over to do something with the passenger in the row ahead of her, her eyes skipped over the woman’s fingerless gloves, landing on a tight upper bust corset that cupped her breasts.

This was fetish gear, not something you’d be wearing anywhere but a brothel or a nightclub. Definitely not what she had expected to see, but as she considered it carefully, it all made sense. Villains had a strange propensity for doing such things.

Many henchwomen might object to dressing up like a sex object, but that was less of a problem if you had them under mind control. The Blue Stars were right in sending her here. She was probably one of the few people in the world who could properly investigate this case without losing her mind.

As long as they didn’t discover and imprison her. She would have to pull off one hell of a performance to prevent them from getting suspicious. She slowed her breathing, staying loose. Fighting would be pointless - there was nowhere to escape to. Probably a big reason why they started the indoctrination of their victims here.

The attendants finished their work with the row in front, unlocking the wheels of the cart and moving down next to her. Their shiny black ankle boots caught her eye as they stopped, a leather bound toe pressing against the wheel lock.

One of the attendants looked at Sally, breathing calmly through her portable mask. The box it was connected to must not have the special mixture they were feeding the passengers, as she seemed perfectly in control of herself. Leaning over, the woman placed her fingers under Sally’s breasts, taking them firmly in her hands.

“This one is on the special list,” the attendant declared. “We’ll keep her off the drugs for now. Still, she has the necessary attributes for joining Block A. I will take her numbers anyway, in case Mistress changes her mind later.”

The second attendant nodded, pursing her rouged lips as she watched over the first attendant with piercing eyes. Her hands clutched a stylus and a tablet computer. As the first woman rattled off the numbers, she recorded them with precision, the back of her stylus resting against her latex glove.

Special list? Rebecca didn’t like the sound of that. She kept her breathing regular, having a sneaky suspicion as to what was coming next. She needed to get through this so that she could find out exactly what they were doing on that island.

The attendant moved on to her, her plastic mask looming over Rebecca. It wasn’t meant to be particularly intimidating, but it certainly did give that impression. She hid a shiver, pressing a fingernail into the palm of her hand as the attendant ran her fingers underneath Rebecca’s breasts.

The attendant clucked her tongue as her latex clad breasts bobbed in front of Rebecca’s nose. A label attached to her chest declared that her name was ‘Alice.’ This organization didn’t appear to be as secretive as Rebecca had expected - or they didn’t care if their victims saw them, as they were planning on thoroughly brainwashing them.

Her body shivered uncontrollably as Alice’s hands groped at Rebecca’s breasts, handling them expertly. “This one isn’t on the special list, is she?”

Rebecca could hear the other attendant flipping a few pages, and she held her breath. If they caught her here, this would end up being a pretty short mission.

“No,” replied the other woman. “I can’t find anyone on the list with her name.”

Alice hissed in frustration. “I can’t imagine what the selection team was thinking. She has neither of the attributes we’re looking for.”

“They must have seen something else in her that caused them to promote her. We should trust the selection committee,” said the other attendant in a measured tone, with utter confidence. “Administer the drugs. They always know what they’re doing.”

Alice stopped playing with Rebecca’s small breasts. “Very well,” she sighed. “I just wish they wouldn’t keep me out of the loop when making these decisions. It’s very confusing.”

She turned, pulling open a drawer on the cart. Rebecca tilted her head very slightly, gazing up at the woman as she flicked her finger against a hypodermic needle. Her eyes widened as she took in the fluorescent green liquid inside the attached vial. It was glowing.

What the hell was the woman going to inject into her?

As the woman leaned back over, that question was quickly replaced by another. Where was the woman injecting her? Didn’t she need to use a sterile pad to clean off the injection site?

Without any ceremony, the woman stretched out the fabric of her jeans, jamming the needle directly into her outer thigh. The stab of pain was so sudden and intense that she was unable to prevent a small cry of pain from escaping her mouth. Had she given the game away?

A rubbery hand patted her shoulder as the needle slid in deep. “There, there, little one. You’re going to start feeling good very soon.”

Rebecca carefully pressed her head back and moaned, pretending to be subdued. Damn, that thing hurt! Why did the woman have to move it around while she was injecting the contents? Sadist!

She sucked it up, trying to count numbers in her head. After she reached twenty, the sharp sensation abated, the needle being withdrawn. Her thigh was sore, but she couldn’t do anything about that. Any voluntary movement would instantly be picked up by the attendants. Her only hope was that they were done and would be moving on.

She cracked her eyes open a little, letting her eyelashes mask the fact that she was watching them. The attendant named Alice bent over, dropping the empty syringe into the bottom most drawer of the cart.

Her black hair was done up in a neat bun, giving her a severe appearance. She couldn’t say for certain, but the woman’s motions looked practiced. She had been doing this a long time, and was completely comfortable in her rubber outfit.

Alice grabbed something from another drawer and moved over to Sally, slipping small ear buds into her ears. She turned her glossy purple body towards Rebecca, giving her a good view of the deep crease between her breasts.

Rebecca didn’t really appreciate the view, closing her eyes as plastic ear buds were pressed inside her ears.

They fit her perfectly, as if they had been made just for her. A strange hissing sound infiltrated her brain, as if she was listening to a white noise machine. She thought she could hear something hiding in all the static, but she didn’t bother trying too hard. This was probably another brainwashing method they were attempting to use on her.

Both flight attendants turned their backs to her, resuming their duties with the row across the way. Doubtless those girls would be processed just as efficiently.

There wasn’t anything Rebecca could do for them just now, and the odds were low she could do much once she got to their final destination. That wasn’t her goal anyway - her plan was to keep a low profile, record as much information as she could, and call in the heavy hitters to get the job done. If she had to sacrifice a few of the other girls along the way to accomplish that goal, she wouldn’t hesitate for a moment.

That’s what she kept telling herself, anyway. Peering at Sally through her shuttered eyes, she felt a pang in her heart. She hated it when innocents got involved in the plots of villains. Hated it sooo much. S’much.

She let out an exasperated breath, realizing that she was experiencing double vision. The world around her looked like a slideshow. She giggled involuntarily.

She hissed, trying to catch herself, unsuccessfully. That drug she had been injected with was affecting her far more severely than she had anticipated. What had they used on her?

Her heart began to race. This was alarming. No kind of drug she had used before had ever done anything like this to her. She felt dumb, unable to say words properly in her mind.

Dumb, dumb, silly, dumb. It felt strangely good to be dumb.

She chuckled to herself, stumbling over a few more words, the seat back display catching her eyes again. This time, she was unable to look away, her thoughts dancing in delightful patterns as her brain turned off.


Chapter Three

Allison stumbled down the aisle as she breathed from the mask, her arm held tightly by the flight attendant dressed in purple rubber. She would normally have questioned this strange turn of events, but her senses were overwhelmed by the apparent emergency.

The plane’s nose had tilted downwards, and it seemed to be accelerating. This was more than sufficient for her to want to get back in her seat immediately, whatever the flight attendant was dressed in.

Besides, she was feeling a little funny, her throat tasting like bubblegum. Far from removing the lightheadedness, breathing in the gas seemed to enhance it. By the time she had reached the row with her friends, she could barely stand at all.

She was quite happy to get some assistance from Kara to buckle herself back in. Feeling a little bit like she was stoned, she laid back in the seat, breathing deeply through the mask.

Feeling docile, her eyes suddenly caught the display on the seat back. Her lips twitched upwards into a smile. Pretty.

As she stared deeper into the swirling lines, an image began to appear. There were two ghostly, jiggling breasts, metallic domes attached to the front of them. As the silvery domes jumped, a creamy milk spurted from the tips, running down plastic collection lines into spherical glass orbs, where the collected milk sloshed happily.

From there, the milk drained away, the process repeating. Pulse, drain, pulse, drain.

It seemed to be in a perfect infinite loop, as the animation never stopped playing. After a while, she felt a little bored. As with anything experienced long enough, the erotic display was becoming normalized, no longer special.

That was probably the entire point. If she accepted this, then she would be willing to accept even stranger displays. Wrong. This was all wrong, but she just didn’t care.

It was all very logical, but it was as though her logical brain had been split off from her conscious control. It continued to spin, thinking, but none of those thoughts informed her actions.

Worryingly, she thought that she was beginning to like this airy feeling of not caring. What other truths would be fed into her brain while she was in this receptive state?

Hands pressed against the back of her head, fiddling with the elastic straps of the mask. The strap was pulled over her head, the mask being pulled away. For a moment, she panicked, needing the sweet bubblegum gas like a pacifier, but it wasn’t gone for long.

A bright orange cone was pressed against her face, a new strap returning at the same position on the back of her head. She vaguely registered that her mask had been swapped as she took in a new breath of the gas, her eyes fixed on the display.

This was right and correct, of course. She needed to be plugged directly into the airplane’s gas supply. The portable container must have a limited capacity. She was pleased that the attendants were so forward thinking.

Feeling secure that everything would be okay now, she settled down into watching the display seriously. The cream colored breast flesh pulsed in front of her, being drawn into the silvery domes by the suction. With every pulsation, it appeared as though the breasts were being shoved closer and closer, until they filled her vision

The twin globes were so engorged, so fertile, unlike hers. She was starting to become jealous. Whose breasts were these, and why were they taunting her so?

Frowning, she stared at the silver cups. What was hidden under there? Smooth, soft, suckable flesh?

Her lips puckered and she stuck out her tongue, her imagination running wild. What would it feel like to drag her wet tongue over a pert nipple? To heft the breast flesh in her hands and lock her mouth over the top, suckling like a child?

She had never really had these sorts of lewd thoughts before, but now they were terribly arousing. She creased her forehead. This wasn’t her. She was being made to want this.

Closing her eyes, she shut out the screen for a moment, shaking her head as a lassitude settled over her body. She felt really woozy. Letting out a heavy breath, she pressed her head against the headrest, opening her eyes as she looked towards Kara to see if she could be of any help.

Kara wasn’t in much better shape than she was. Her head was tilted forward, her lips pursed as she stared at the display. Her chin wobbled as her mouth slowly opened, seeking something invisible.

She wanted to say something to her friend, to lift her out of her stange malaise, but her words tumbled away from her as two women dressed in purple latex turned around, looking over them with searching eyes.

She hadn’t noticed them there earlier, too distracted by the hypnotic display. She smiled brightly as she recognized the one to the right, admiring her shiny boobs cupped tightly by the skintight rubber. It was Alice, the nice flight attendant who had helped her back to her seat earlier.

Realizing that she had just been primed for this, she worked hard to pry her eyes away from the woman’s breasts, resting them instead on her apple red lips. The gloss the attendant wore caught the light from the overheads, shining invitingly as her lips curled up into a smile.

The woman was looking past her at Suzy. “Ah, here we are. At last, some proper candidates. I was worried that we’ve been pulling from the bottom of the barrel lately.”

Suzy blinked back at her with dopey eyes, squeezing herself as far into the corner as she could. The woman slid in front of Kara, leaning over Allison to pull Suzy’s sweater up over her chest.

“Just dreadful,” Alice declared in a strong voice. “Why hide away your perfectly sculpted muscles? You should be declaring your level of fitness to the world! There are far too few like you out there.”

She dropped the sweater. “I don’t need to take your measurements. You’re clearly a Block B girl if I’ve ever seen one.”

She reached out a hand, and the second attendant placed a glowing, green vial into it with an attached hypodermic needle. “We’ll get you sorted out soon enough. Once you’re in harness, you won’t care what anybody else thinks of you. You’ll delight in the pure energy of pulling.”

Suzy made a small chirp in alarm as the attendant spurted a little of the glowing green liquid out of the tip of the syringe, a drop falling to the floor of the cabin. Tipping the end over, the woman braced a hand against Suzy’s thigh. “Don’t worry, girl, I’ve given hundreds of these. Just a little prick, and it will be all over.”

She jabbed the end of the needle into Suzy, gripping her thigh tightly. The girl whimpered, trying to avoid looking at the vial as the attendant applied pressure to the plunger. Suzy’s eyes snapped back to the screen and they widened. She made a little gasp, her legs stiffening for a moment before her entire body relaxed.

The attendant pulled the needle from her leg, looking over the drowsy woman with satisfaction. “You handled that well. I can’t see any reason why you’d fail the training program, but I’ve been wrong before. Welcome to the island, ponygirl.”

Ponygirl? Just what kind of island was this? Did that mean that she was going to be trained as a beast of burden as well?

She wanted to get up, to flee, but, of course, there was nowhere to run while they were in the air. Besides, her legs felt like wooden lumps, stuck to the floor. She was completely at the mercy of these strange flight attendants.

Alice handed the empty syringe to the other flight attendant, her eager eyes dropping to Allison’s enormous chest. “What have we here?” she asked, pleased.

Allison wiggled a little in her seat as the attendant reached out and dug her fingers into her crop top, but she took another breath of the sweet tasting gas and relaxed. This was weird, but it would be okay. Her thoughts circled around, chasing themselves pointlessly. Weird, strange, but okay.

The flight attendant pulled her top down, exposing Allison’s bra. She ran her manicured fingers down the sides of Allison’s bulging breasts, wrapping them underneath to give her flesh a good squeeze. Allison wanted to protest, but the words wouldn’t come to her lips, her thoughts still locked in a vicious circle.

Chuckling, the woman withdrew her hands, returning with a tape measure, which she used to take a few measurements. The yellow tape was cold against her skin, but the ordeal was soon over. The flight attendant rattled off a series of numbers, trading the tape measure for another syringe of the glowing green liquid.

Allison’s hands batted uselessly at the fabric of her top, unable to chain her thoughts together into an action that would cover up her breasts. Alice ignored her distress, firmly jabbing the needle into Allison’s thigh.

Stunned, all she was able to do was to make a silent shriek, her mouth opening in pain. One of her hands thrust outwards at the woman, trying to push her back. Alice dodged her instinctual attack, taking a firm hold of her arm and pushing it down.

“This is a feisty one!” the flight attendant declared. “The liveliest cows always generate the most milk. Cool on down, there, girl, you’re not on the farm just yet!”

There came an uncomfortable grinding sensation as the woman’s gloved hand pushed down steadily on the plunger until all of the liquid disappeared inside her. Alice pulled the needle out, patting her on the thigh. “You’re all done, for now. Enjoy yourself, and pay special attention to the indoctrination video. It will teach you everything you need to know about your new life.”

The woman efficiently pulled her top back into place, giving one of her breasts a goodbye squeeze. “Just relax,” she advised. “You’re not going to need to use that brain of yours much in the future. Let yourself go, and feel good.”

Allison did as she was told, her back sinking into the chair. She took a deep breath, and giggled. Whoa, why was her head spinning so much?

She looked up at the ceiling, imagining herself standing outside the plane, on the wings, her arms outstretched. She pressed her head into the headrest, grinning at the silly idea.

Suddenly seized with the urge to share, she tilted her head over to look at Kara. Her lips burbled, unable to form words, but it didn’t matter. Kara didn’t look like she would care what she had to say at the moment anyway.

Her friend was calmly removing her top, wriggling her body as she pulled it up over her head. Allison was shocked to discover that Kara hadn’t been wearing a bra underneath - instead, a hard plastic shell cupped the bottom of her breasts, holding them up like a shelf, with cups attached to circular loops in the front. A myriad of straps wrapped around her back and over her shoulders to keep the device in place.

Allison’s addled brain wasn’t entirely certain what it could be for, but it looked awfully like some kind of milking harness. Had her friend gotten pregnant without telling her?

No, that wasn’t possible - her friend’s belly was still just as flat as ever. As Kara sat up in her seat, she could see the woman’s nipples pressing farther into the cups attached to the harness. At the front of each cup, a small, stubby attachment port poked outwards, looking a little bit like nipples.

Allison’s eyes widened. This must be some kind of fetish device that assisted her friend with milking herself.

Why hadn’t she told Allison about this? Kara knew that Allison was into all kinds of kinky sex toys.

Allison had even tried to introduce a few of them to her - though they had both sworn off using large butt plugs after they had tried out the ‘Ass Blaster,’ an enormous plug that, in the end, hadn’t actually fit either of them. They hadn’t felt normal down below for a few days, and worse, she had ended up with both of the darn things hiding in her closet!

This harness certainly explained why Kara’s breasts were looking bigger lately, but she still couldn’t quite connect the dots. Was her friend actually producing milk, or did she just use the pressure of the sucking sensations to get herself off?

Kara stared at Alice with an adoring grin, her face bright, like a puppy. “I’ve been good. I brought my friends, as ordered,” she said in a low voice. “When will I receive my bonus?”

The flight attendant flicked one of the cups on Kara’s harness, grinning. “It’s good to see you again, Cow Forty-Seven. You will be duly rewarded, if they turn out to be useful recruits. It might even be time to consider giving you a promotion.”

Kara wiggled her head, jiggling with excitement, her eyes fixed on Alice. “She’ll fit right in. She loves using toys and sex machines, just like I do. She’ll be a good little cow.”

Alice glanced at Allison’s breasts. “I tend to agree. Your friend will make for a fine heifer.”

Kara reached her hands up to her harness, pressing the attached glass cups into her breasts. A subtle hint of whiteness expressed from her nipples, dribbling onto the bottom of the rounded domes. A rubber gasket around the edge of the cups prevented the fluid from spilling out onto her chest.

“Please drain me,” breathed Kara. “I’m feeling extremely full, and I’ve been unable to pump in front of the others.”

The flight attendant threw her head back in a barking laugh. “I take that as a subtle hint, my little cow? Very well. I won’t keep you waiting.”

She turned back to the cart, unlatching a black box from the side. Sitting it down between Kara’s knees, she opened the top into two halves. Inside was a collection of black rubber tubing, two plastic bottles, a single, outwards facing rubber nipple, and a large dial.

The attendant slipped the end of a rubber tube over the nipple on the box, unspooling its length until she arrived at a T-intersection. From there, she attached two short rubber tubes to either end of the junction, the ends flopping towards the floor.

As the assembly proceeded, Kara stared at the equipment with desire, her tongue resting against her lower lip. Allison still wasn’t quite sure what she was looking at, but an overall impression was beginning to form. This was mobile milking equipment! Was her friend actually producing?

She watched carefully as the twin bottles were securely attached to the ends of the nipples on Kara’s harness via a set of more tubes. There was some kind of yellow, rubbery inner membrane inside the tubes that connected to the attachment port, with another connection jutting downwards from the bottom.

The twin black rubber tubes connecting to the machine were attached to these ports, and the assembly was complete. Kara reached out a hand towards the machine, but was unable to bend far enough with all of the equipment in the way.

“Relax, Forty-Seven,” murmured the attendant. “Lay back and be a good cow. I’ll take care of you.”

The flight attendant bent her knees, her purple latex outfit flexing as it bunched up around her thighs. A single zipper pull nestled against her crotch, dangling enticingly.

Her gloved fingers gently touched the dial on the rectangular box attached to the machine, turning it up a notch. The machine immediately jerked to life, a hissing pop coming from it as it evacuated the air in the system. Kara jerked, pushing her chest out as she moaned in pleasure, her hands wrapping around the glass milking cups.

This was hardly necessary, as the cups had sealed themselves over her skin, pulling her nipples farther inside them with each pulse of suction. Droplets of creamy milk gushed from her breasts, flowing down through the tubing and dribbling into the collection containers dangling from her chest.

Her eyes widened as she watched Kara squealing with pleasure, trying to work out how the system functioned. Each time the machine cycled, it pulled air out of the rubber tubing leading to the collection bottles. An inner rubber membrane sitting inside the tubes flexed towards the walls of the tubing as the air withdrew, causing negative pressure within the line attached to Kara’s nipples.

In turn, this pulled Kara’s breasts into the cups, suckling her swollen teats and drawing out her milk. The mechanism was quite simple, but cleverly built, preventing any milk from entering the pumping machine while it worked at her breasts.

After a few more pulses at the current level, the attendant turned the machine up another notch. The sucking action ramped up, occuring at shorter intervals. Kara closed her eyes, a continuous moan uttering from her throat. It sounded like nothing other than a satisfied moo.

The flight attendant stood, resting a hand over Kara’s shoulder. “I dare not increase the pressure further, as we don’t have enough staff to monitor everyone efficiently. Enjoy yourself, cow, and I’ll be back to check on you in a little bit.”

Kara nodded, not opening her eyes. She was completely lost in a sea of bliss, controlled by the pumps suckling at her milky nipples.

The two flight attendants rolled on, working on the next row back. The immediate excitement over with, Allison turned her head back to the seat back display, which was becoming more insistent. Her mind wandered as she took in the mesmerizing lines dancing in swirling circles.

Did they intend for her to become another cow, like Kara? What did she really think of that idea?

She began to fantasize that she was Kara. Her body, locked in bondage, enormous breasts hooked up to a relentless milking machine. Swollen, veiny nipples drawn inside suction cups, bursts of white liquid being squeezed from within her mammaries. Her milk!

The idea of being a bondage cow was actually beginning to feel incredibly arousing. She tried to clamp down on her imagination, to prevent it from running wild, but it felt as though her inhibitions had been removed as she stared deeper into the display.

She could feel the straps that held the milking harness against her breasts, her flesh becoming incredibly tight as it was pulled into the cups. Milk squeezed from her with every jolt from the machine, the pressure inside her being relieved slowly, drip by drip.

The clicking popping sound of the mobile milker infiltrated her mind. It worked like a metronome, ordering her thoughts in the direction the buzzing display wanted to take her. Click, pop.

The mosaic images of twin breasts covered in shiny cups reappeared on the screen. She watched as they jerked, gorgeous creamy milk splashing into the collection bottles. Click, pop.

She barely noticed as earbuds were placed into her ears, a white hissing noise worming its way into her brain. Click, pop.

A chime sounded in her ears, and she gasped, suddenly brought out of the strangely erotic fantasy. She made a low sound of disappointment, but the screen had already cleared, redrawing itself with colorful, cartoonish graphics.

“Welcome to your new life at The Homestead,” began a sultry female voiceover as a circular logo dropped over an image of palm trees and sandy beaches. “My name is Joan. I am here to teach you what you’ll need to know before you arrive, so that you can better acclimate yourself to your new lifestyle.”

The logo faded, replaced with the image of a young woman, dressed in a black latex bodysuit. Her brown hair was drawn up into a ponytail, her feet locked into platform boots that contained wide, rounded bases in the shape of large hooves.

She was standing on a white background, making her feet look as if they were floating in mid-air. “There are many opportunities on the island, though as you go through this assessment you will find yourself being sorted into one of three categories.”

She raised her gloved hands to one side, an image appearing of a woman with a shaved head moaning into a ball gag as her enormous breasts were pumped by silvery cups. “Those who enter Block A will become milking cows. The milk they produce for us is ten times more nutritious than cow’s milk, and has far more applications.”

She smacked the fat ass of the cow, the nose ring in her septum dangling as she mooed. The bound woman faded out, and the presenter moved her hands to the other side of the screen as her body shifted to the left.

A small box on the screen sparkled and another woman appeared. This one was wearing a full leather harness layered on top of a blue latex bodysuit, a low neckline revealing her plump assets.

Her breasts were not anywhere near as huge as the cow from earlier, but they certainly appeared to be larger than average. Some of this could be an optical illusion, as her breasts were tightly gripped by a heavily boned corset.

She was standing patiently, her feet locked into hoof boots that looked the same as Joan’s. Her hands were also bound, thrust into hoof shaped gloves that were locked tightly around her wrists, preventing her from touching anything.

Her legs lifted in a trotting motion, strands of black hair attached to her ass swishing back and forth. She whinnied, her cool, blue lips wrapping around a rubber bit gag as sweat beaded on her brow.

An intricately decorated metal plate covered her forehead, straps attaching to blinders on either side. Fake ears jutted up from the blinders, her brown hair cut into a mohawk to imitate a horses’ mane.

As she slowed to a stop, Joan wrapped a hand around the woman’s thigh, pressing her fingers into her well muscled flesh. “This magnificent specimen is a prime example of Block B, our beasts of burden, ponies of The Homestead.”

She paused for effect. “I must confess I’m a little biased, as I graduated from Block B myself.” She smiled widely, looking directly at the camera. “That’s right, I’m a full blooded ponygirl. I can’t imagine myself doing anything else.”

Closing her eyes for a moment, her cheeks flushed a bright red. “When you’re put into harness and all you have to do is pull, it’s the purest pleasure in the world. Nothing from my old life compares.”

She lifted a leg, pointing her toe downwards in her hoof boot. “This might look strange to you, as a new recruit, but I promise that you’ll get used to the modifications rapidly. Humans are nothing if not resourceful and adaptive.”

“You may have noticed that I don’t look exactly the same as this ponygirl. That’s because we’re individuals! Each of us is allowed minor discretion over our own fashion choices, as long as we always look fabulous for our clients!” She leaned over and kissed the ponygirl on the cheek, the other woman soon fading from the screen.

Her form enlarged, taking up the entire display. She held up her gloved hands like a shelf, pointing both left and right as two stock photos appeared. The one on the left contained a smiling male, dressed in a plaid shirt and overalls. He was bending over a cow girl, attaching tubes to her milking harness.

The other image was of Alice, the flight attendant smiling with her arms folded. In the background, there were rows upon rows of seats, the occupants slumped over as they stared intently at the large screen in front of them.

Their brains were captured by the display, hypnotic words trickling into their brains from the headsets they wore. Lungs pumping as one, they could think of nothing else. Just like her.

She squeezed her thighs together. Why was seeing them being brainwashed like that causing a faint tickle of pleasure to stroke her inner lips?

“The third category is termed Block C. Block C candidates are trained to perform the necessary functions to keep The Homestead running.” Joan nodded her head gravely. “The Homestead always needs more staff, as individuals on this track are often promoted or move on to other jobs.”

Her face relaxed into a plastic smile. “It’s not all work, however. On their time off, staff are allowed to spend time and have fun with the ponygirls and cows as they see fit. Some of them might even opt to eventually join them!”

She turned her head to the right, looking at the image of a man rigging a harness onto a cow woman. “It’s true that most of the staff working on The Homestead are female, but we are not exclusive. We are always looking for appropriate candidates, bringing in new recruits whenever required to keep operations running smoothly.”

Looking directly at Allison, the woman dropped her hands to her sides as the images vanished. She lifted up her leg, taking a confident step forward in her hoof boot. The camera pulled back, keeping her in focus as she continued walking, her latex outfit creasing around her shoulders and chest with each step.

“As you can see, there are many opportunities awaiting you. Our scouts have chosen you to be our newest recruit. It just remains for you to decide where your heart lies. Do you love the idea of being drained constantly? Do you desire to increase your strength? Or do you like to serve? It’s all up to you.”

She lifted out a hand towards Allison, blowing her a kiss. “Who knows, maybe we’ll even be stablemates! I hope to see you soon!”

Joan faded out, the entire screen blanking for a few moments. Allison wanted to see how the other girls around her were faring, but a strange hissing in her ears kept her glued to the screen. She couldn’t stop herself - she needed to know what would happen next.

A lilting female voice began to sing in her ears, lifted up on a susurrus of blowing wind and scattered strings. At first, she thought the woman sounded sad, but as the rest of the orchestra came in, the tune shifted from a minor to a major key.

Low brass notes turned hopeful as the vocalist sang about renewal, of joy, of the future. As the music crested, the screen lit up with a blue circle that pulsed in time with the slow rhythm of a backing beat that began to throb in her ears. Allison found herself being dragged in further, seeking more meaning from the lyrics.

For a moment, she thought she understood, but then the song faded into the background, the circle expanding to fill the outer edges of the screen. A question in blocky capital letters appeared in the center, a woman’s low voice tickling her ears.

WHAT IS YOUR DARKEST SEXUAL FANTASY?

The letters pulsed in time to the beat, an animation of a white line chasing itself around the edge of the circle. Her mouth dropped open as she faced some internal resistance for the first time since being masked.

It wasn’t that she didn’t know or understand her fantasies. Oh, she knew them all too well. She just wasn’t comfortable telling anyone that what she really wanted was to be bound and fucked hard.

Not by just anyone, of course, but she had never found that special someone to share her deepest desires with. She was still hoping it would happen eventually, but she didn’t currently have any prospects.

Admitting that was so embarrassing! She definitely didn’t want to tell the machine what she was thinking. She kept her mouth shut and said nothing, listening along to the lilting voice of the singer.

The screen flashed and she took in a deep breath, her mouth dropping open. Her eyes were spinning around the circle now, her head nodding in time to the throbbing beat.

With every pulse, she got more into it. She needed to answer the question. She would answer the question truthfully. Staring directly at the screen, her lips moved without any conscious thought.

“I want to have sex while being tied down,” she said, blinking rapidly, not quite believing that she had just blurted that out.

The screen didn’t give her a chance to process what had just happened, the question clearing and being replaced with another.

ARE YOU GOOD WITH NUMBERS?

She frowned. It was clear that this system was surveying her, trying to slot her into one of its categories, but she wasn’t sure how her proficiency at math could possibly matter.

“Yes,” she said, almost on autopilot. “I love analyzing data.”

HAVE YOU EVER TRIED PET PLAY?

Her forehead relaxed. This one at least seemed more straightforward.

“No,” she replied honestly. A frisson of excitement tingled around her shoulders. “I would like to, though.”

DO YOU LIKE PHYSICAL WORK?

She rolled her eyes. “Of course not. What do I look like, a day laborer?”

DO YOU LIKE BEING HUMILIATED?

Her off the cuff answer was ‘no,’ but that wasn’t really what the system was asking her. Somehow, she instinctively knew that it didn’t care about how she felt about strangers. It wanted to know if she’d find it exciting to be degraded by a sexual partner. That certainly would make sense, given the current line of questioning, anyway.

She paused, thinking hard about what it would feel like to be treated poorly in the bedroom. “Maybe?” she answered, hesitantly.

HAVE YOU EVER WON A RACE?

Her mind immediately went back to her aborted attempts at track and field in high school. That was a rather humiliating part of her life. “Hell no,” she said firmly.

ARE YOU AN EXHIBITIONIST?

She was about to reply to the question with a knee jerk reaction, but she stopped herself. She was a pretty private individual. Had she ever really had the opportunity to test out whether being sexually embarrassed was exciting?

“I… don’t know,” she said slowly. “I’m not sure.”

The system seemed to accept that answer, moving on to the next question.

HOW MANY SEXUAL PARTNERS HAVE YOU HAD?

“I’m a v… v… v…” Her lips pursed, but the lie wouldn’t come out.

“Fine,” she gasped, hissing through her teeth. “Th.. three since high school.”

In some ways, making the admission was a relief, but she was embarrassed that her friends might have heard her. Not even they knew about Billy.

She breathed fast, her heart racing. Perhaps it wouldn’t matter. They were likely occupied taking their own exams.

HAVE YOU EVER TRIED MILKING YOURSELF?

What kind of a question was that? Sure, she had spent some time in self exploration way back when, but she had never considered it seriously.

She did spend a lot of time online watching others indulging in their fantasies, but she had never believed it was realistic for her to participate in any of them. “Not really, but I wouldn’t mind trying it.”

She never would have considered saying such a thing aloud, but if it was just to the computer, that was okay.

She felt heavy. These questions really were getting to her! What else would it ask?

The screen flashed, and the questions continued, lightning quick. By this point, her brain was completely exhausted. As they scrolled on, she lost herself in the music, her lips replying without any conscious thought.

Finally, the screen blanked and the circle returned to the center, wavy lines pulsing. The beat bounced in her mind, light flashing in her eyes as she stared at it for an unknown amount of time. Eventually, it cleared, the circle widening again.

She held her breath, suddenly apprehensive. What would it do next?

Glowing letters appeared, burning themselves into her mind.

BLOCK A2: STAFF COW

What did that mean? Due to the way the categories had been presented, she had initially thought that they were mutually exclusive. Was she going to be designated as some kind of hybrid? Or, worse, was she going to be a cow that was used by the staff?

She hated vagueness, and wanted to know more, but the screen didn’t appear willing to give her an explanation. The letters faded out, leaving her alone with the mesmerizing bouncing lines, the mysterious woman’s lyrical voice caressing her mind.

She stared at the patterns, breathing deeply from the mask. Blinking regularly, she found herself thinking about nothing at all as a low voice told her what to do.


Chapter Four

Mistress Moon groaned as her body shifted slightly across the table, a thrill of pleasure blossoming in her loins. The friction of her suit was sufficient to keep her in place while her lover’s dick worked her tunnel like a rabid beast.

“Faster,” she demanded, her purple armored hands pressing against the wooden table top. The carbon fiber plating creaked as she rocked back and forth, her breasts pressing into the built-in milking cups which pulsed in time to the man’s thrusts.

“So demanding,” gasped her lover, sweat pouring off his dark brow. “Which one of us is in charge here, anyway?”

Frowning, Mistress Moon immediately pulled herself forward on the desk and flipped herself over, rocking onto the armor plates that covered her ass. She clicked a switch in her glove, and armored panels snapped shut over her privates, narrowly missing nicking the man’s dick as he pulled back with a gasp.

Leaning forward, she grabbed her lover’s cloak, preventing him from getting away. She pulled on the shimmering material with her enhanced exoskeleton until his shoulder pressed into the molded gap between her breasts, his elbow slamming into her hard armored exterior.

His eyes screwed up in pain as she whispered into his ear. “One of us is a Mistress, and the other is not. Don’t you forget it.”

She shoved him and he stumbled, grabbing hold of a computer desk to prevent himself from tumbling to the floor. “Shit,” he breathed. “I’m starting to think it was a bad idea getting involved with you.”

“It was mutually beneficial,” snorted Mistress Moon, rolling her eyes as she jumped off the desk onto her booted feet. “Wipe off that sad expression. You’re Dark Cloak, man of a thousand faces, with the connections to match. Pull yourself back together.”

The man’s face rippled, his petulant expression vanishing as he chuckled darkly. “You know me so well, Mistress,” he said, his voice deepening into a purr.

Shadows darkened over his visage, despite the bright lighting above. It was impossible to tell what he was thinking while his face was a buzzing mask. Just as he liked it.

Mistress Moon knew that, at its core, theirs was a relationship of convenience, though it seemed to be evolving into something else, as of late. It certainly did have its good points, at times. The sex was spectacular, when she was in the mood.

She wasn’t really in the mood any more. Her face darkened as she thought about the niggling irritations that threatened to derail her operation. Many of them were mere distractions, really, and her body was starting to become one of them. She wouldn’t allow her bodily needs to ruin her plans.

She tapped a code into the interface built into her glove, and the pulsing pumps attached to her breasts stepped it up a notch. She bit her lip as the suction pulled at her flesh, streams of her milk being efficiently extracted and stored in the tanks on her back.

She glanced at a gauge built into the neckline of her suit, and grunted. Almost full up. She’d have to drain off the excess soon. Not right now, though. For now, she’d enjoy the sensation of being milked.

Closing her eyes, she breathed in and out slowly, letting the steady pumping take her to the next level. Her body jiggled as pleasure sparked from her nipples, warmth washing through her body. She gasped, turning off the pumps as her muscles clenched in orgasm.

“Are you quite done?” asked Dark Cloak in a neutral voice, tapping his fingers on the desk as he leaned back nonchalantly.

Now that she had cleared out the cobwebs, it was time to get down to business. Sighing, she refocused on Dark Cloak. Although he didn’t show it, she knew he was furious inside. Denial was good for him, though. It allowed her to keep him on a short leash.

He was a villain, and villains couldn’t be trusted. She kept this firmly in mind when dealing with him, although sometimes she found herself letting down her guard.

“She’s here,” she said abruptly, changing the subject. “The Blue Stars have finally sent an agent to take us down.”

Dark Cloak stopped tapping his fingers, his shoulders stiffening. “So soon? I thought we had done a pretty good job of keeping our operations under the radar.”

Mistress Moon frowned. “It was inevitable. People talk, and our client list has been growing. We did what we could, but this was bound to slip out at some point. She’s probably just poking around for now, though I imagine they’re already putting a team together to shut us down entirely.”

The blur obscuring Dark Cloak’s face faded, showing off an evil grin. “I’d like to see them try. They don’t know all the contingencies we’ve put into place.”

Mistress Moon turned and looked at the screen, scanning through the various camera feeds showing scenes from all over the island. “Yes, but will it be enough? It’s my neck on the line, not yours, and I certainly don’t like the idea of being put into a prison for villains.”

Dark Cloak carefully smoothed out his expression. “I’ll always be here for you, my Mistress, though it pains me to say that I cannot provide much support on my own.”

She grunted. “Of course not. At the first hint of danger you’re going to run, like you always do. It’s what you’re best at.”

Dark Cloak folded his hands. “I’m sure you wouldn’t expect me to put my fragile constitution up on the front line against their heaviest hitters.”

Mistress Moon snorted. “Of course not, but I bet I wouldn’t catch you squaring off against their weakest ones, either.”

He made a noise of disagreement, but she plowed ahead. “Don’t even bother pretending, it’s unbecoming of you. I know quite well you’re better suited for clandestine activities.”

He nodded gravely. “Very well, then, what would you like me to do?”

“Stay out of the way, and assist when you can. I’m very well aware of this agent’s Talent, and I think I have the leverage I need to convince her to join us.” She lifted an armored fist into the air. “I can be very convincing, when I want to be.”

“I’m quite aware of that,” rumbled the dark villain, his eyes widening slightly. “I’m simply surprised on two fronts. How do you know this agent’s Talent, and why are you so certain that you can turn her? We would be taking an awfully huge risk.”

Mistress Moon took a step forward, touching the tip of her armored finger against her chestplate with an audible clink. “Me. I’m taking the risk, not you.”

Dark Cloak waved his hand in the air. “Yes, yes, but this is a joint operation. The Society won’t be pleased to hear that you’ve thrown away what we’ve gained in a gambit to get a hero on our side.”

“They’re not going to know about this, are they?”

“Aren’t they?” asked Dark Cloak, frowning.

“They aren’t,” reiterated Mistress Moon, pressing the button on her suit that slid back her armor plates, revealing her sopping wet privates.

“They aren’t,” agreed Dark Cloak, looking at her with unbridled lust.


Chapter Five

Allison woke up. At least, it felt like she was waking up. She was staring at a screen on the wall, without any immediate memory of how exactly she had ended up here. For a moment, she was alarmed, but as she teased at her mind, vague recollections began to surface.

She had packed, excited to be going on vacation to a tropical island for once in her life. Her family hadn’t exactly been poor, but they had always opted for road trips during her father’s limited time off when she had been growing up.

Boarding the plane had been that special mixture of annoyance and frustration from dealing with security. It had been nice to meet up and settle down with her friends, but then… nothing. She simply couldn’t recall the flight, the landing, or anything else leading up to now.

She creased her forehead, but nothing came to mind. If she tried hard, she could detect a fuzzy spot, but that was it. She must have been a lot more tired than she had originally thought.

Casting around, she noted her suitcase sitting on a desk, opened with some of her clothing strewn about. Looking down, she noted that she was wearing a perky short sleeved pink shirt and denim shorts.

She was certainly dressed for the occasion. She had even opted to discard her usual aesthetic in favor of casual colors.

She sighed. That all seemed fine, but why couldn’t she remember getting dressed? Every time she poked at that fuzzy place in her mind, there came static, and a sensation of a broad stretch of time.

The screen in front of her chimed, lighting up with the smiling face of Joan, the ponygirl. As the woman’s hands folded together, a jolt tingled up Allison’s spine. She shouldn’t know this woman, but somehow everything she needed to know about her was in the front of her mind.

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” said the ponygirl cheerfully, the brown tail dangling from her butt swaying back and forth briskly.

“You’re acclimating very well so far! I wish I could be there with you to see how the trials go!” Her lips twisted into a pout. “Unfortunately, that’s not possible, but I can help you out. Since you’re already presentable, simply proceed outside and follow the digital arrows. They’ll bring you to your destination!”

She waved a hand, trotting off the screen. “See you later!”

Allison frowned as the door beeped and slid open. She supposed she probably would see her again, though it was difficult to tell whether or not the woman was simply an automated system keeping tabs on the guests.

This was an all expenses paid trip, but this was far more hospitality than she had expected. Were all high class resorts like this?

Shrugging, she stepped out into the corridor, which gave her a futuristic vibe. The hallway had an arched ceiling constructed from steel and wide glass panels, brightly lit by the early morning sun.

To her left, she could see all kinds of tropical plants, while to her right, there were palm trees and rugged undergrowth swaying in a breeze. Further out, she could see golden sand and gleaming waves leading to the horizon.

She had certainly arrived. Excitement began to pump through her limbs as she followed the lit arrows on rectangular signs attached to the walls.

Her strange circumstances wouldn’t prevent her from enjoying herself! She padded forward, heart pumping with anticipation.

A susurration of voices came from ahead, just around the next corner. Speeding up, she clenched her fists together as she entered a wide open space, a shining steel dome overhead supporting large rectangles of glass.

Like the hallway, the enormous room was lit by the sun, sparkling light dancing over the rows of occupied tables below. The voices from the crowded tables were a low murmur, punctuated by laughter and exclamations as they ate. Her eyes ran back and forth, looking for her friends among the multitude of women.

“Over here!” shouted a familiar voice, drawing her attention.

There was a waving arm, her friend Kara perched comfortably on a stool. She walked over to her quickly, spotting Suzy slumped next to her in another seat.

Her mousey friend was chasing scrambled eggs around her plate with a fork, taking an unenthusiastic bite. “What’s wrong with her?” asked Allison as she slowed her steps.

Suzy grunted, not looking up. “Aw, don’t worry about her,” exclaimed Kara. “She’s still tired. She isn’t a morning person, and she’s bummed she can’t go to the beach yet. She was really excited earlier!”

Suzy laid her arms on the table, resting her head on them as she turned to look at Allison. “That’s not it,” she said in a low, unhappy voice. “You’d be unhappy, too, if you discovered you forgot to pack your swimsuit after arriving at a tropical paradise.”

Ah. That explained a lot. For someone so physical, the prospect of being stuck on the beach would be torture. Allison considered. “I have a spare, you know, but… “ her words trailed off as she peered at Suzy’s bust.

Suzy waved a hand lazily. “Don’t even bother. It can’t possibly fit. I’m nowhere near as stacked as you are.”

Allison shrugged, taking a seat across from her friends. “Maybe we could ask someone here if there’s a shop. They seem oddly accommodating, though I’m not sure why I’m getting that impression.”

She frowned. “I haven’t exactly asked anyone for anything yet.”

Kara laughed, her breasts jiggling under her tight shirt. “Don’t put yourself out. It’s not going to be a problem. I’ve already contacted the commissary with her measurements, and they’ll get her sorted in a day or two. She’s simply going to have to wait.”

Allison rolled her eyes. “Why didn’t you tell me that to start with? Here I was, all worried.”

Mumbling to herself, she peered at Kara’s plate, which was almost entirely empty, crumbs and sauce decorating the white surface.

“Where can I get something to eat around here?” she asked, her stomach suddenly rumbling.

“It’s super simple,” declared Kara, shifting her plate to one side. “Just tap here on the table, and it’ll pull up the menu screen.”

Allison looked more closely at the table, which had a transparent laminate top overlaid over black painted wood. Situated right in front of her was a built-in screen, which was currently showing an 8-bit picture of a beach.

Mimicking Kara, she touched the screen, and the display vanished, replaced with a stylized menu. She ran her eyes down the list, finally settling on a full English breakfast. For some reason, she was feeling unaccountably hungry.

The menu item flashed, and the screen blanked, then lit up with the image of a conveyor belt moving a tray of food from left to right. Convinced that this was going to take some time, she settled back into her chair and looked up at Kara, who had a slight smirk on her face. “What?” she asked, frowning.

“Just wait and see,” replied her friend, twiddling her thumbs.

Allison smoothed her face, conscious that frowning all the time could cause wrinkling. Her eyes drifted downwards, landing on Kara’s enormous bust. Her friend was wearing a bright, striped top today, the dark gap between her breasts barely visible in the V-shaped notch.

Her frown came back, unbidden. She got the feeling that there was something she should know about her friend’s breasts, but she couldn’t imagine what that might be. Was she an unconscious pervert?

The table dinged, and she jumped. Kara laughed lightly as a rectangle opened up in the center of the countertop, a tray lifting until it was flush with the surface. The smell of hot food assaulted her nostrils, awakening her rumbling belly.

“Are you feeling a little piggish today?” taunted Kara, snorting through her nose.

“Shut up,” grumbled Allison, grabbing her tray and wrapping her hands around a cup of hot tea. She closed her eyes, savoring the faint hint of mint in the steam. “We’ve had a long trip, and I feel like I haven’t eaten in days.”

Suzy leaned in, elbows on the table, her brow also creased in a frown. “Me too! I couldn’t stop myself from wolfing down my hash browns. Something else is strange, too - I can’t remember our plane flight over here!”

Kara took a sip from her cup, a knowing look in her eyes. Allison squinted at her, taking a bite of a grilled tomato. “You know something, don’t you?” she asked, suspicious.

Kara shrugged. “I have a pretty good idea. I’ve been here before.”

Allison dropped her fork, the plasticware bouncing off a sausage. “You what?”

“Do you have rocks in your ears?” teased Kara, a light smile gracing her face. “I’m pretty sure I know what the next event will be, because I went here for vacation last year.”

Suzy, who up until now had remained morose, stiffened her back. “Well, then, are you going to tell us?”

Kara’s smile grew, mysterious. She shook her head. “Not telling.”

Allison rolled her eyes, jamming a wedge of toast into her mouth, barely chewing before she swallowed. She knew it would be useless to question Kara further. When her friend got into this sort of mercurial mood, it didn’t matter what they did to her - she wouldn’t change her mind.

“Well, then, it’s a mystery,” Allison grumbled. “Do we have to play twenty questions?”

“You could ask, but my lips are sealed,” replied Kara. “Besides, I doubt we’ll have to wait long anyway. They don’t want us to get restless.”

Allison wanted to ask the obvious question, but she refrained, working on inhaling the rest of her breakfast. Crunching on a rasher of bacon, she washed down the remainder with a blast of hot tea. The herbal aftertaste hit the spot, a feeling of wellness blossoming in her chest.

The murmur of the cafeteria rose, a few shouts of excitement and curiosity punctuating the din. “What’s going on?” asked Suzy, looking around.

Kara inclined her head. “They’re here,” she said in a low voice, which sounded rather more ominous than it should have, coming from her.

This time, Allison couldn’t stop herself. “Who’s here?” she asked, rising from her seat.

Motion from outside the glass wall caught her eyes as a stagecoach pulled up just outside a set of double doors. The red coach would not have been too out of place in Victorian London. How odd.

What was strangest was not the unorthodox means of conveyance, however - it was the women pulling it.

There was a team of eight, dressed in all white latex, their hoof boots pawing at the dirt road. Some of them tossed their heads, their blinders glinting in the sunlight.

It was impossible to see their features, as their heads were covered with horse-shaped hoods, making them indistinguishable from each other. A flowing mane made out of strips of leather draped over the back of their hoods, terminating at their necks, where long lines of the material covered their backs.

Their hands were held out in front of them, bound in hoof shaped, black gloves, wrists dangling downwards. These were locked in position by strict harnesses, which had been polished to a fine sheen, leather straps digging into their chests.

Clearly, they were well taken care of, and trained perfectly. Not one of them had been out of step during their approach.

Sitting above in the driver’s seat was a woman dressed in a red latex bodysuit with a black corset. She sat stiffly, her hands light on the reigns, booted feet resting against a rail. Her eyes were cool and clear, watching her charges carefully from under a cap that looked vaguely militaristic in nature.

Allison blinked, barely able to believe what she was seeing. This couldn’t have been done on the spur of the moment. There was real organization behind this. What had she gotten herself into?

The door to the carriage opened, and two women stepped out, dropping to the dirt road on black platform boots. They were both smartly dressed in latex, the leader in purple, the other in blue. The trailing woman carried a clipboard and a sheaf of paperwork.

She choked as the leader approached the double doors. She knew this woman from somewhere. Sitting down, she pressed her hands against her forehead. A name was bubbling up from somewhere deep within her brain. Alice!

She knew this woman, but how? She couldn’t recall going to any clubs where the dress code was fetishwear.

The buzzing in her brain faded away, the sharp edge of her lost memories cutting into her conscious mind. “Shit,” she said softly, as she began to realize just how much trouble she was in.


Chapter Six

Rebecca’s eyes snapped open, staring at a gray wall. She blinked a few times to clear the feeling of grittiness. As she sighed, a feeling of tension coiled within her breast. Something was wrong.

Letting her hands drop, she looked around the small room she was in, expecting it to be a cell. She was surprised to find a futuristic chair tucked up under a large desk, the far wall occupied with a king size bed. These were hardly the amenities she was expecting from a prison.

Her tension didn’t ease. That didn’t mean she wasn’t in a prison, just that they treated their inmates nicely. She glanced around, looking for cameras, pleasantly surprised when she found none - though, of course, they could simply be cleverly hidden.

A screen buzzed on the wall next to the door, lighting up with the image of a girl dressed in a bondage harness. Frowning, she approached the display hesitantly.

The woman raised a hand, her latex top flexing over her breasts as she waved cheerily at Rebecca. “Good morning!”

The woman frowned at her. “You’re up later than the others, so I’m afraid we can’t offer you breakfast. However, there are some snacks on the desk if you’re feeling hungry.”

Rebecca returned the woman’s frown with a glare. “What time is it?” she asked sharply.

The screen blanked, replaced with a digital clock. It was after ten.

There was definitely something wrong. She never overslept, especially not when on a mission. What had they done to her?

She turned to the desk, sliding a few nutrition bars to one side in favor of looking over her locked luggage, which sat on top. At least they hadn’t bothered breaking into her supplies. Thank goodness for small favors.

Turning her back to the screen, she fished out a key attached to her necklace, making quick work of the lock. Unzipping the bag, she slipped out a pair of black gloves, putting them on with efficiency. Reaching back inside, she retrieved a small, black hard case, tucking it under her shoulder.

Taking a deep breath, she mentally readjusted. Her arrival here had some anomalies, but that didn’t change her mission, since it appeared that her cover hadn’t yet been blown. She based that conclusion on the fact that prisoners weren’t generally given access to their own luggage.

If they were suspicious of her, that was fine. She was suspicious of them. It was time for her to go off grid and get to work.

She marched up to the display screen, balancing her hard case against the wall as she popped it open. The interior was filled with foam, with various small cut outs to hold her tools.

She retrieved a flat head screwdriver, working it around the edge of the screen. “Tell me, computer, why didn’t you wake me up sooner?”

She didn’t really expect an intelligent response, but the time disappeared, replaced with an image of the harnessed ponygirl. “New arrivals to the island do not always adjust to the training as expected,” she explained calmly. “Leeway is built into the schedule to accommodate this.”

Rebecca grunted, popping off a silver rectangle of plastic and letting it drop to the floor. She turned her head, examining the screws hidden underneath.

As she worked, she tried to think of another question that would help her to get a feel for the intelligence of the mind behind the display. It didn’t appear to be human monitored, or the woman would have shut her down already.

“What does the training consist of?” she asked, swapping her screwdriver to a Philips head. “Why all the secrecy?”

The woman shook her head at Rebecca, her fake ears swiveling back and forth. “I’m sorry. I’m not at liberty to share that kind of information. Details on operation of ‘The Homestead’ are restricted to level three access.”

“I’ll bet,” Rebecca groaned, taking out the last screw.

Tugging around the edge, she managed to pull the display from the wall. It fell forward, dangling from a wiring harness.

Sorting through the colored wiring, she found the data cable, pushing down the tab as she pulled it from its socket.

The display made a muffled noise, then died. That was fine by her, as it meant fewer interruptions. Since the computer couldn’t give her the answers she needed, she’d just have to take them by force.

She grabbed a modified tablet from her case and plugged the data cable into it, waiting impatiently as it worked to establish a connection. Once the icon turned green, she launched a command shell, booting up her network sniffer.

Usually this part of the process took a while to complete, but it came back with a red error message immediately. “Unknown network name or unreachable,” it proclaimed, dumping her back to the command console.

She tapped her fingers on the screen, considering what to do next. They clearly had these screens locked down. If she wanted to breach their security, she would need to find a server or ops room with elevated permissions.

She sighed. Hacking into the system here would have afforded her more privacy. This wasn’t an unexpected complication, however. She wouldn’t give up just yet.

Unplugging her tablet, she reconnected the cord to the room’s display. It remained fuzzy for a few seconds before lighting up again, the ponygirl appearing unruffled.

An orange warning stripe appeared around the edge of the screen. “We have received an alert that the console in your room has been damaged,” declared the woman, a serene expression on her face as she clasped her hands together.

Her eyes flicked to one side. “A maintenance unit has been tasked with fixing the problem. Please leave the premises so that this problem can be resolved.”

“Enjoy your stay on the island!” As she bowed low, the double doors quietly eased open.

Rebecca snapped her case closed, annoyed that her hacking attempt had gone so awry. The computer had probably alerted the authorities to her attempt, which meant they were probably looking for her already.

She looked both ways before stepping out into the corridor, half heartedly expecting a goon squad to show up and arrest her. She hadn’t exactly been all that surreptitious so far.

She frowned. This wasn’t like her. She preferred to be calm and quiet, not in your face. The tension must be getting to her for some reason. Time to disappear.

Reaching into her pocket, she clicked a button on a cylindrical device she had hidden there at the bottom. The jammer beeped once softly, indicating that it was active. Now she wouldn’t have to worry about being tracked by any pesky cameras.

She ignored the digital sign on the wall in front of her which had an arrow pointing left, immediately turning right. She wanted to see what they were hiding in the places normal guests wouldn’t go.

She resisted the urge to press up against the wall. That would make her look extremely suspicious to anyone she met while snooping around, and wouldn’t hide her from any electronic surveillance if her jammer failed, anyway.

Instead, she straightened her spine and set her eyes forward, doing her best to look disinterested, as if she had a definite goal in mind. Looking inconspicuous would be the key to her success, as it had been on so many jobs in the past.

The hallway up ahead split at an intersection, the path forward blocked by a heavy duty security door. Rebecca perked up when she saw it, keeping her head straight as her heart pounded. This looked promising.

Her mind was whirring, speculating what might be hidden beyond, but she quickly shut it down. She would keep an open mind so that her emotions would not affect what she saw. Her mission was simply to record as much as she could before calling in backup.

Crossing the intersection in a few long strides, she took a quick look in both directions. It was clear, for now, soft sunlight beaming through the large glass windows. She would need to work quickly to avoid any possible interference.

Snapping open her case, she took out a card and slapped it against the reader, holding her breath. The red dot on the reader flipped to green as the reader beeped, the door lock retracting with an audible click.

The excitement tingling up her spine increased. So far, the intelligence had been good. She wasn’t certain how they had managed to get their hands on a working security card, but the odds were good that they had nabbed someone who worked at this facility.

At any rate, she was in. She slipped inside, letting the door click shut behind her. The air inside was calm, but warm. She strained her ears, but heard nothing.

In front of her was a long hallway, with no windows. The doors lacked windows as well, instantly arousing her suspicions. Whatever was going on here, they wanted to keep it hidden.

Creeping over to the first door, she pressed her ear against the metal exterior. A low hum came from inside, giving her the impression of running equipment. Still, she had no idea if the room was occupied. Better to be safe than sorry.

Setting her hard case on the floor, she opened it again and retrieved a fiber optic camera. Connecting it to her tablet, she slipped the business end under the door, wiggling it around to get a better idea of what she was looking at.

Studying the display, she caught a glimpse of a diamond plated walkway and a railing. Pushing it a little further inside and tilting it up, she gasped when she saw the scale of the facility.

The room was as large as a football field, and at least four stories tall. Large, stainless steel tanks were crowded into the center, the domed tops nearly touching the ceiling. A network of pipes were attached to the tops of the tanks, leading off to somewhere else in the facility.

She was unable to read the writing on the tanks through the miniature fisheye lens, but she could confirm that the room was otherwise empty. Curiosity piqued, she decided that she had seen enough. She needed to get into that room.

Putting the camera away, she shrugged and grabbed the door’s handle firmly. This was always the most nerve wracking part of the job, but she loved it. The thrill of discovery, the fear of being caught, wrapped up in a cocktail of adrenaline.

Heart pounding, she cracked the door open, ready to flee at any sign of another person’s presence. It was empty.

Taking a deep breath, she moved inside, her rubber sneakers silent on the metal grating. The raised walkway was attached to the wall, terminating at a darkened room built into the far wall. Mid-way down the walkway, a staircase was attached, providing access to the floor.

Leaning over the edge of the railing, her stomach lurched. The depth was deeper than she had initially guessed. Falling to the floor would be a good way to end her mission early.

She lifted her eyes, putting that out of her mind as she examined the writing on the tanks. She squinted, realizing that it was more of a logo than a label. A large, colorful circle was painted on the side of each tank, an image of an island with the words ‘The Homestead’ printed in an arching green font.

Below that was a slogan, which could only be read if the red words on each tank were chained together into a sentence: “Pure, Fresh Milk Is Our Guarantee.”

That provided her some much needed clues. This area was storage for a dairy farm, but it was a mighty odd place to raise cows. Unless these cows weren’t bovine.

This strange thought shot through her head like a bolt of lightning. The evidence was beginning to mount, especially if she thought back to the strange experience she had encountered on the plane ride out here. What if this place was brainwashing women into becoming dairy cows?

She shook her head. That couldn’t possibly be the case. She was jumping to conclusions, surely.

But what if she wasn’t? Her eyes narrowed. She needed more evidence, and this would be an excellent place to gather it.

She walked nonchalantly down the walkway, taking the staircase to the lowest floor. At this level, the rounded bottoms of the tanks were welded to inverted cone structures that were bolted down. The front of each tank had a small tap, the end poking out over a sink.

Next to each sink was a flat steel table, containing a collection of glass flasks and scientific equipment. They must be sampling the output and testing it for purity, or evaluating it against some other unknown metrics.

Her eyes lit up. She could do the same!

Examining the top of a rounded flask, she peered at the bottom to make sure there wasn’t any residue from another chemical. Satisfied that it was clean, she put the rounded edge underneath a tank’s tap and slowly screwed it open.

A viscous, white liquid spilled out, layering on top of itself as it filled the flask half way. She screwed the tap shut, curious at the warmth emanating from the fluid. Was it being pasteurized?

Taking a deep breath, she brought the end of the flask to her lips, tilting it back a little to give it a taste. A faint sweetness washed over her tongue, rolling over her lips.

She immediately set the flask back on the table, spitting the sample into the sink, her imagination running wild.

A sudden bout of vertigo caused her to drop to the hard, concrete floor. That definitely wasn’t cow’s milk.


Chapter Seven

Allison watched, unsettled, as the woman dressed in purple latex strode to a podium situated at the front of the room. Taking the microphone gently with her gloved fingers, she bent the tip towards her lips, then folded her hands neatly over the wooden platform.

A name slashed through Allison’s mind. Alice. She had seen this woman on the plane. She was a flight attendant, wasn’t she? A flight attendant dressed in fetish wear.

Her heart pounded as her memories continued to return. She remembered being put into a trance by the seat back display, being quizzed, being measured. She remembered how Kara had been hooked up to a pumping machine, and how she had not been bothered by any of the strangeness.

She flicked her eyes over to her friend, her face flushed. “What do you know about this place?” she hissed.

Kara blinked. “You’re talking to me?” she asked in a hushed voice.

She shrugged. “Well, it really isn’t my place to explain. Listen to her speech first, and then you can grill me.”

Allison squeezed her hands into fists under the table, glowering at her, but her friend refused to budge. She returned her attention back to the podium as the fake flight attendant cleared her throat.

“Welcome to The Homestead!” declared the woman, her rouged lips giving each capitalized word a special emphasis. A large, blank screen descended from the ceiling behind her, blocking out the sunlit view of a patio.

“I’m sure you’re all quite confused right now, but don’t be concerned. We will address all of your questions momentarily. First, I should introduce myself,” she declared, nodding her head towards the crowd. “My name is Alice. I am the director of the induction program here on the island, and it is my duty to ensure that you all are acclimated accordingly.”

The screen behind her lit up, the logo of The Homestead shining brightly. Allison found herself staring at it, her eyes circling around the sparkling edge. She was suddenly having a hard time focusing on the woman as she continued to speak.

A whispering murmur grew in the crowd. “You have all begun the program already,” the director explained. “This is evidenced by the fact that you are unable to look away from the logo. From here, only a small push is required to return you to the proper state of suggestibility.”

The crowd hushed as they found her words to be the truth. Allison tried to tear herself away from the screen, but couldn’t stop herself from staring. What had they done to her?

The logo began to swirl, dissolving into a colorful mass that pulsed and twirled. Allison’s mouth dropped open as she studied the patterns. It was so intricate.

“Any concern you may have felt about this is now ebbing,” continued the director in a soothing voice. “Don’t worry. You will be well taken care of.”

Taken care of. The words dropped into a crevice in her mind, finding purchase. She began to feel better, the tension in her neck fading away.

“Now, to begin, let’s split you up into smaller groups so that you can begin your training,” smiled the pretty director. “Both Block A and Block B participants will be further subdivided into smaller classes, each having their own trainer.”

She retrieved the sheaf of paperwork from the woman dressed in blue latex, who was standing patiently next to her. “As I call off your name, I want you to come forward and stand next to me. You will continue watching the screen as you do so.”

The director’s lips began to move, but Allison wasn’t listening. Her conscious mind was being held back, carried along by the swirling visual. It wasn’t as though she had lost control of herself… she simply didn’t care what was going on around her. She was so focused on what the screen could tell her that she couldn’t concentrate on anything else.

After a few minutes of staying in this holding pattern, she jumped when her name was called. Continuing to stare at the screen, she stood automatically. She barely noticed as her feet took her to the front of the room, her lips unable to put her thoughts into words.

There were others gathering around her, but she couldn’t turn her head to look at them. The room was getting fuzzier, a sparkling mess eating at her field of view, giving her tunnel vision.

“Many of those who experience their first session at The Homestead are eager to return,” said the director kindly, from somewhere outside her gradually narrowing consciousness. “Don’t be shy. If you ever find that you’re doubting yourself, please ask them. They have a wealth of experience which can help you to adapt to your new life here.”

Allison closed her eyes for a long moment, feeling a little dizzy, as if she was experiencing a head rush. She coughed in her mind, an imagined echo rattling around inside as she struggled to pull herself back together.

When she opened her eyes, she gasped. The cafeteria had vanished, replaced with a college classroom filled with rows of desks. Her shoulders twitched as she suddenly came back to herself, dropping the tablet she was holding to the desk with a clatter.

A hand waved in front of her face. “Are you awake?” asked Kara, smiling brightly at her. “You went completely under for a while. You looked hot.”

Allison blinked, still feeling a little bit woozy. “What happened?” she asked thickly.

“Brainshock,” explained Kara. “It happens to a lot of the newbies. It’s quite unsettling at first, but after you settle into the patterns and let them guide you, it becomes less severe.” She beamed. “I’m pleased to say that this time it barely affected me at all.”

Allison frowned at her, an obvious conclusion drifting through her mind. “You… belong to them,” she said slowly. “You’ve been theirs all along.”

Kara nodded, a twinkle in her eyes. “Since last year. I’ve been training with them since then to become a better cow.”

“A better what?” Allison asked, a little taken aback.

“I’m a cow,” said Kara matter-of-factly, nodding eagerly, as if this was a totally natural thing to say. “Cow Forty-Seven!”

Her friend ran her hands around the sides of her breasts, squeezing them gently together. The crevice between her breasts deepened, emphasizing the image on her shirt of a milk bottle being crushed between them.

“Moo,” she said with a little smile, pursing her thick lips together.

Allison’s mouth dropped open. She wasn’t quite sure how to respond. Her friend had gone completely off the deep end!

The classroom’s door closed with a slam, startling her. A smiling man with kind, blue eyes walked briskly to the front of the room, setting his briefcase on the table. He was wearing denim overalls, paired with a red plaid shirt that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a ranch. Golden brown hair spilled over his shoulders, peeking out from under a cowboy hat.

Taking off his hat, he put it next to his briefcase. “Welcome, everyone,” he said in a chocolatey warm voice, sending a tingle down her spine. “My name is Steve, and I work at the milking parlor.”

He spoke with a slight twang that she was unable to place. A farm boy, perhaps.

His eyes roved over the room, stopping to look at Kara, who was still fondling herself. “I realize that some of you have already heard this speech, so please bear with me. It’s useful to have you here to lead by example for our newer initiates.”

Kara nodded, perfectly happy to make an erotic display of herself. The man’s eyes continued to roam, resting lightly on Allison’s nervous figure. “For many of you, this is an entirely new experience, and you’re wondering why you’re feeling so passive.” He picked up a remote, turning on a projector.

Allison looked away, worried that her mind might be captured by the display. Kara winked at her, mouthing a word. Staring at her lips, Allison realized that she was simply saying ‘moo’ again, really slowly. She shuddered, but didn’t leave her seat.

She looked past her friend at the woman behind her, startled to find that she didn’t know her at all. Quickly looking around, she felt tension building in her neck. No, she definitely wasn’t here.

She refocused on Kara. “Where did Suzy go?” she hissed, alarmed that she hadn’t missed her friend earlier.

In response, Kara grinned wider, blowing her a kiss. Allison wanted to get up and shake her out of her complacency, but soon thought better of it.

“You might be wondering why you’re not trying to escape,” continued the man, ignoring their little drama. “It’s quite simple. You’ve all been thoroughly brainwashed.”

Allison’s eyes bulged. She wasn’t expecting him to admit it so directly! Their methods of control must be quite effective if they weren’t worried about their reaction to this news.

It did make a certain sort of sense, however. Even though everything around her was changing quickly, she was adapting to the strangeness more rapidly than she had thought possible. She hadn’t even thought about trying to escape!

A murmuring sound of panic echoed around the small room. Steve’s voice rose above the clamor, trying to tamp it down. “That does sound bad on the face of it,” he admitted, “but please stay with me.”

She caught her breath as she realized that she had unconsciously looked back towards him, but fortunately, the display was only showing a screensaver. She watched him carefully, trying to get the man’s measure.

His shoulders were well muscled, barely contained by the shirt he was wearing. He certainly wasn’t an office worker. She idly began to wonder what he might be hiding down below.

She blinked rapidly, tearing herself away from her fantasies. This definitely wasn’t the time.

Steve pressed his hands flat on the desk, leaning in towards them, his face open. “Please believe me when I say that we will do nothing to you that you do not want to do. If you say no, we will abide by your wishes.”

“First, however,” he muttered, turning over his briefcase and clicking open the latches, “before we can proceed, we must discover what you want.”

Opening the lid, he started pulling out a series of milk bottles, stacking them neatly next to each other. “Cow Forty-Seven,” he said, glanced at Kara. “Please come and distribute these to your classmates.”

“With pleasure!” agreed Kara, jumping to her feet.

Her friend skipped to the front of the room, her chest shifting oddly under her t-shirt. Leaning over, she gave Steve a good view of her breasts as she picked up a handful of the small, glass bottles. Turning, she distributed them to the desks closest to her.

One of the young women who had received a bottle looked at it as if it was a snake, but she couldn’t seem to stop herself from unscrewing the lid and taking a swig. She gasped in pleasure, her black curls bouncing as she leaned back in her chair and looked at the ceiling. After a moment of contemplation, she took another drink, moaning in delight.

The other women weren’t nearly as introspective as her, chugging the contents of the bottles with abandon. Grinning, small smears of the liquid decorated their lips as they watched the display on the screen with dopey eyes.

As Allison watched, woman after woman drank the substance and became somnolent without any protest. It was really rather freaky to watch, but she couldn’t find it within herself to become overly bothered. They were doing what was best for them, as she would do what was best for her.

It just so happened that the best thing for her was to sit here and wait for her friend to get her some tasty milk. Her shoulders sagged as she watched the display, knowing somewhere deep within that she had been hypnotized again.

It was insanely easy for them to capture her mind at this point. They barely even had to try.

A bottle clanked down on the desk in front of her. She tilted her head up, seeing Kara looming above her. “Drink up,” she said softly, giving Allison another wink. “I can’t wait for us to be herdmates.”

Allison groaned, but found herself unable to respond, her hands automatically wrapping around the bottle. It was warm.

Cranking her head down to look at it, she mechanically unscrewed the top, peering inside the small neck. It was an off-color white.

The more she stared at it, the more she thought there was a hint of green mixed in, but she couldn’t quite tell. Was she really going to drink this?

Her hand moved automatically, bringing the edge of the bottle to her lips. She pursed them, tasting a sip. Sweet.

Mesmerized, she tilted her head back, moving to a long gulp. It wasn’t too thick or too watery. It was just perfect, as if she was sitting down after coming in from a frosty winter day. So satisfying.

Her throat bulged as she took a swallow, the warmth of the liquid coiling inside her belly. She wanted more, but there was little left to be had, the bottle rapidly becoming empty.

Tipping it up farther, she savored the last drop, chasing it around her mouth with her tongue before letting it slide down her throat. Gasping, she set the bottle back down with a clank, staring in wonder at Kara.

Her friend giggled, bouncing up and down as she grabbed at her bouncing breasts. Allison’s eyes narrowed in on them, but her thoughts were abruptly scattered when the man spoke up again.

“Now that you’ve all had a taste, I can explain what that was for,” said Steve in his tenor voice. “This drug removes all inhibitions. It allows us to get at what you truly want, without any unhelpful emotions getting in the way.”

“Let me demonstrate,” he said, moving around in front of the desk and sitting on the edge. He gestured at the college student in front of him. “Come on up, and present yourself to the class.”

The woman stood slowly, her legs shaking as if she was a newborn colt. She turned, nervously smoothing out her blue blouse. “My name is April,” she said, facing the class wide eyed. “Nice to meet you.”

“April,” said Steve in a kind voice. “Please, tell them your deepest sexual desire. Hold nothing back.”

She immediately blushed. “Do I have to?” she asked in a small voice.

“Don’t worry,” soothed the man. “We’re going to go through this exercise with everyone.”

“That doesn’t make this any better,” said April, staring off into the distance as her mouth worked mechanically. “It’s embarrassing!”

Steve waited patiently, his hands resting on the table. Her breathing was a little thready as her pink lips parted. “I want a man to take me roughly,” she admitted. “He approaches me from behind, a sinister apparition. His breath tickles my ears as his hands seize my breasts, fondling me while I beg him to stop.”

As she talked, her eyes became increasingly unfocused. “My clothes are stripped. He leans me over and takes what he wants from me. I collapse in a wet, satisfied puddle.”

“Good!” exclaimed Steve, standing up and moving behind her. “I wonder, would that look a little like this?”

His hands suddenly thrust out in front of her, the bottom edge of his pinkies pressing under her breasts. Rolling his cupped hands over, he pulled her body into his as he clamped his hands brutally over her fleshy orbs.

She leaned back into him and moaned, her eyes rolling up into her head. “Do it to me!” she shouted, her body going limp as if she was a doll.

Steve chuckled deeply. “See? She’s so primed for this fantasy, it takes almost no effort at all to push her over the edge. If I wanted to, I could take her here and now without any protest - because she wants it.”

He stopped groping her chest, moving his hands under her shoulders to support her better. He leaned his head close to hers, whispering into her ears. “I recognize that this only partially fulfills your needs. We don’t have time for anything more, but I can promise that if you follow your desires, you’ll have a place with us.”

She nuzzled up against him like a pet, but he took her firmly and stood her back on her feet. “Please put yourself back together and sit back down.”

The woman whined a little, looking regretfully at the teacher, but did as she was told.

“Now, as you may know, you’ve been assigned to Block A,” the teacher continued, ignoring the adoring eyes the college student was sending him.

Picking up the remote, he clicked a button and the display behind him changed, displaying a set of enormous, bare breasts, with pert nipples. The large globes were encircled by large, round rubber rings, which were attached to the straps of a harness. “Block A is all about production. Milk,” he said bluntly. “That is the purpose of cows.”

The breasts on the screen were hidden for a moment as rounded transparent domes were fitted over them. A smaller acrylic cup was attached to the interior of each dome, slipping over the woman’s cherry red nipples. Her flesh flexed as suction was applied, a milky white substance trickling out into the cups as they pulsed.

“Many of the women assigned to block A deny that they wish to be milked, but we find that is only true for a small percentage of our trainees. You might tell your friend or your neighbor that you don’t want to be a cow, but you shouldn’t reject something outright until you’ve tried it. It might be quite enjoyable.” He winked at the college student he had just molested, who almost swooned under his gaze.

He looked down the row, his eyes landing on a petite woman half way down. “Some of you might be thinking that you’re poor candidates because of your current breast size,” he continued. “Don’t be concerned. Our revolutionary new procedures ensure that those of you with less well developed breasts can be transformed into milking cows with excellent yields. You won’t fall behind because of that.”

The woman he was looking at burst into tears. He got off the desk, padding over to her. Taking her arm, he squeezed it softly. “What’s your name?” he asked gently.

“J… Joyce,” she said, her voice cracking.

“Joyce,” he repeated firmly. “Why are you crying?”

She sagged, her lips trembling. She folded her arms over her chest, hiding them behind the flower patterned fabric of her blouse. “I’m not suitable,” she moaned. “Don’t look at me.”

The teacher stroked his fingers over her arm soothingly. “You look perfectly fine to me,” he asserted, sighing broadly. “Let me guess - you’ve been taunted and ignored by the boys, haven’t you?”

“They say online that they’re fine with f…f…flat women, but that’s not true!” she wailed, hiding her head in her hands as her chest heaved.

Allison recoiled, thinking back on her own school days. She had experienced quite the opposite of this woman - garnering too much attention due to her well endowed chest. It wasn’t quite the same thing, but she could easily sympathize with Joyce’s position.

Steve patted her shoulder, letting her cry it out. He raised his voice to talk to the rest of the class. “This is what can happen when someone has a negative self image. She thinks that she’ll never amount to anything.”

“It’s impossible to change that impression on the spur of the moment. We’ll have to convince her that her time here will be different. First, let’s start with an example of what we can accomplish at The Homestead.” He lifted a hand, pointing at Kara. “Remove your shirt, cow Forty Seven.”

“With pleasure!” her friend declared, grasping the bottom of her shirt.

With a single jerk, she brought the shirt over her enormous chest, her face hidden for a moment as she pulled her arms out of the sleeves. Her breasts wobbled as they popped free of the constriction, her swollen nipples pointing out straight, like miniature bullets.

Allison’s eyes bulged. She wasn’t wearing a bra!

She could see every detail, including the small, brown freckles that dusted Kara’s skin. Around the side of her left breast was a circular blue tattoo, a number stamped in the middle. Forty Seven.

She gasped. Her best friend had been branded - as a cow!

Kara didn’t seem to be fazed by all the attention. Instead, she wrapped her hands under her breasts, playing with them a little. As she worked her fingers up to her nipples, a small amount of creamy, white liquid discharged from her mammary glands.

The teacher moved over to where she was standing, batting one of her hands out of the way. Encircling one of her breasts, he squeezed his hands together. Breast flesh spilled through his fingers, demonstrating just how large they had become.

“Cow Forty Seven has been receiving injections of our lactation drugs for twelve months. In that time, she has grown several cup sizes.” He rounded his fingers around the tip of a nipple, squeezing gently to extract more milk. “As you can see, she is currently quite ready to be pumped.”

He released her breast, slapping it gently. Allison watched raptly as her friend’s flesh wobbled. “When a good cow goes through our program and her breasts are enhanced, they become udders. Udders are excellent for milking.”

“And sex!” exclaimed Kara with excitement.

Steve rolled his eyes. “That’s all you can think about, but yes, that’s true, too. We’ve done sensitivity studies, and have found that some participants who were unable to have breast orgasms before, are now quite capable of experiencing them with their udders.”

He turned back to Joyce, who was wiping her eyes. “You should know that when Kara came to us, she was just like you. Self conscious about her breast size, displeased with their shape, and even thinking about visiting a plastic surgeon to get implants.”

Allison frowned. Kara had never told her about that. She supposed that wasn’t something you generally wanted to discuss with your friends, but it still hurt that she had been left out of the loop. That’s what being a best friend was for.

Steve stepped over to Joyce’s desk, looming above her. “As you can see, under our regimen, all her problems have been solved. You can be fixed, like Kara was. Your body can be made better, improved. You can have everything you’ve desired and dreamed about. You only have to accept what we can give you.”

Joyce looked up at him, hopeful. “Really?” she whimpered.

Kara trotted over. “Of course!” she smiled, her golden hair bouncing wildly as she reached out a hand. “Come with me, and I’ll show you what it’s like to be milked!”

Joyce hesitantly took her hand and stood. Next to her friend, the two couldn’t look more different. One was tall, lanky, with enormous breasts, while the other was petite with a mostly flat chest. She suddenly found herself curious to see what Joyce would look like after she had been treated.

She shook her head. She was thinking that this was like a weight loss program, or something. These women were having their bodies altered, treated with unknown drugs to cause them to lactate. This should bother her!

Yet, it didn’t, really. Deep down, she wanted something similar. She couldn’t imagine allowing herself to be turned into a cow, though. Never!

She wasn’t that weak. She was strong. She would just say ‘no.’

“Indeed!” said Steve. “This is a good time to tour the milking parlor. Afterwards, you may all receive your first injections, if you are amenable.”

A low murmur rolled through the classroom. Some of the women, like Joyce, looked really eager. Others seemed more skeptical, but none of them had decided to leave. They had all been drugged by that milk, and were at least willing to entertain what the man wanted to show them.

Steve strode over to the metal classroom door. “Follow me!” he ordered. “Single line only, please!”

As he marched outside, Allison stood, taking a hesitant step towards Kara. She still wasn’t sure what she thought about all this.

Her friend smiled, her eyes kind. “I can tell what you’re thinking!” she declared, lifting herself on her toes to show off her swaying breasts. “Am I really a cow? Of course! I love being milked!”

She reached out her free hand, and Allison took it, bemused. “I have so many questions,” she began. “I’m not sure where to start.”

Kara pulled her and Joyce along in her wake, leading them towards the door. “Just watch!” she said airily. “They’re going to milk me soon, and then you’ll have a better idea of what this is all about.”

Her hair streamed behind her as she brought the two of them into an industrial looking corridor. Letting herself be pulled along, Allison turned to Joyce. “What do you think of all of this?” she asked, still feeling a bit weirded out by the whole process.

The other woman’s eyes brightened. “I’m… excited,” she said softly. “I’ve been a nobody my entire life, and now they’re saying that they want me. It’s a hard idea to grasp.”

Allison nodded. It was the same for her. The world always seemed to want to keep her down. Her parents, her schools, the bullies she had faced. It was all shit. She could see why being given an opportunity to escape all that would be an attractive option.

“I get it,” she said doubtfully. “I’m just having a hard time. I’m not sure that being treated like a cow is an upgrade over what I had before.”

“You’ll see!” said Kara from in front, her blonde hair billowing behind her. “You’re still on the outside. You haven’t seen how pleasurable the milking process can be!”

Allison was forced to walk briskly to keep up. She carefully averted her eyes from Kara’s bare back, though her friend didn’t seem to care about her nudity. She supposed letting everything flow freely was another attribute of being a cow.

A cow. It still seemed hard to accept. Her friend Kara was being treated like livestock - and she liked it that way.

At first, she had thought that they had completely brainwashed her, but now she wasn’t so certain. So far, they seemed really big on acceptance.

She girded herself mentally. Well, she wasn’t going to accept it. They couldn’t make her conform if she didn’t want to.

Joyce had gone quiet, padding along like a pet. To Allison’s mind, it seemed like she had already accepted her fate. Was she that weak minded? Or simply prone to accepting what others wanted for her?

“You don’t need to do this, you know,” she said directly to Joyce. “It’s your decision.”

Joyce shook her head. “Yeah, I know,” she replied, staring at Kara’s back. “It’s weird, but it’s not just the acceptance I’ve been looking for. I want more out of life, and this is too exciting of an opportunity to say no.”

Allison raised her eyebrows. For someone stuck in a rut, this certainly would be exciting, but the young woman was passing off a life changing choice in an awfully flippant manner. She suddenly wanted to shake the woman by the shoulders and ask her why she was giving in so easily.

That was probably more a reflection on herself, if anything. She just wanted someone else around who could support her in resisting this. She hated being alone.

This was bad. She could already feel her limited resistance beginning to break down, and they hadn’t done anything to her yet. This was what a feeling of isolation did to people like her. It was the reason why she had rebelled against her parents, choosing fashion that was out of the ordinary.

All she needed to do was hold onto that thought. They couldn’t break her if she didn’t let them.

Kara led the two of them through a set of double doors, close behind Steve. The room inside wasn’t terribly wide, but it was quite long, with high ceilings. The floor had blue tiles from wall to wall, like a bathroom.

The single aisle was about an arm’s length wide, with partitioned stalls on both sides. Allison could see down to the doors at the far end of the room, and all of the stalls were empty. How curious. If this was a milking parlor, where were all the cows?

Steve paused, turning on the heels of his rubber waders to face them. He waited patiently for the rest of the class to enter the room before speaking. “Welcome to one of the milking parlors,” he declared. “This one is restricted for use by trainees. None of you will be joining the regular population until you are fully trained.”

He looked over his students. “As a rule, milking cows hate to be disturbed while they are in the throes of being milked. We do everything in our power to keep them happy so that production will remain high, so none of you will be bothering them until you are ready to be promoted.”

Moving to one of the stalls, he swiveled around a black chair. It was a heavily modified barber chair, with a bundle of equipment sitting on the seat. Several tubes ran from the bundle over an arm rest, leading to a transparent, cylindrical bottle, mounted at the rear of the stall.

“This is the collection bottle,” stated Steve, pointing at the transparent cylinder. “It allows the cow and the handlers to see how much milk is being produced during a session. After a milking cycle is complete, the milk will be manually drained away into a series of pipes below, which will carry it to the storage tanks.”

Walking over to the tank, he demonstrated a lever on the floor. A loud, sucking sound echoed through the stall until he released the pressure. “Doing it this way also allows us to check the color and sample the milk before it’s mixed with the output of any other cow. We sample the milk of every cow daily to ensure the proper health of all our animals.”

Animals. This reinforced the idea that The Homestead viewed their cows as livestock. Any of them who decided to become a cow would be just another number on their balance sheet. An object.

Why did that thought seem so appealing?

The rest of the students swayed, but none of them objected to his words. They were all well and truly drugged, passive and pliable. It remained to be seen if any of them could resist this training.

“Now,” declared Steve. “Let’s have a live demonstration.” He gestured at Kara. “Cow Forty Seven, demonstrate how the equipment works, if you please.”

Kara squeezed both their hands. “I do please!” she said happily. “My poor udders are so swollen and full. I can’t wait a moment longer!”

Steve nodded at her, and she approached the collection of gear sitting in the chair. Eyes bright, she stripped off the rest of her clothing, handing it to Steve, who carefully folded her pants, setting her bright pink panties on top.

Moving to the left side of the stall, he opened a metal locker and stuffed her belongings inside. Something clicked in Allison’s mind - this setup almost looked like a gym!

The milking equipment was provided for the cows, but it was all voluntary. The cows would hook themselves up to be pumped at their leisure. There was no need to force them to do it, because they wanted to do it to themselves!

Her stomach flipped. It was clear to her now - there would be no way to convince Kara to give this up, because she had chosen this path for herself. She had well and truly been turned into a milking cow!

Completely nude, Kara picked up the collection of straps and cups, expertly teasing apart the different parts of the harness. She looked expectantly at Steve, who helped her to bring a few of the leather straps around her back.

Setting the two large, plastic cups over her breasts, she waited patiently as a set of straps were layered over her shoulders. These met with two of the straps running around her upper chest on either side, meeting at an O ring where they were secured against her upper back.

Two more straps wrapped around her lower chest, secured in a horizontal black strip below the O ring. Together, the attachment points held the cups against her swollen breasts without any extra assistance.

Her breast flesh pressed into the cups, squeezing into the conical orbs until her nipples extruded into small cone shaped molds at the top of each one. Clicking a latch open on the side of each breast, she folded the cups outward until their tops pointed towards the floor.

She returned to the chair, fetching a pair of silver cylinders with a rubber collar at the bottom. Holding them up in front of her, she displayed them to the onlookers. “These are the business end of the milking machine. They fit into the cups here so that they can sit on top of my nipples.”

She demonstrated by slipping the top end of one of the silver cylinders into the top of one of the cups that she had popped off her breast. She slid the other cylinder inside the second cup, filling it up as if she was popping a battery into a compartment.

“Everything in the dairy must be capable of being disassembled for cleaning purposes,” she continued. “Nobody wants to use a dirty milker.”

Allison found herself nodding. It did appear that quite some thought had gone into making it safe and hygienic.

She caught herself, recoiling internally. Why was she already treating this as though it was an everyday activity? Why was the idea of being milked starting to feel like a normal, acceptable activity? They were literally treating women as if they were animals!

Steve lifted a hand, his pointer finger extended. “I would add that all milking equipment is properly sterilized after each session. We want to ensure that no infection will spread among our cows. We take the health of our animals very seriously here.”

Kara took the plastic cups, flipping them back up and locking them into place over her breasts. She palmed the cups as her flesh squeezed inside, her nipples protruding past the rubber flange into the silver cylinders. “This feels amazing,” she said, “but it’s only a small measure of what’s to come.”

Caressing the cups, she looked down at her captive breasts. “If you graduate beyond the training parlor, they’ll model cups just for you. They made these for me last year,” she explained, looking quite pleased with herself.

“The next step is quite simple,” she continued, letting go of the cups to gesture at a tangle of plastic tubing that led to both the collection container and a set of ports on the wall. “Simply connect the output end up to the milking machine. You can’t see the equipment from here, but you can control it from a remote built into the milking chair.”

One of the watching girls raised her hand. Allison recognized April from her blue blouse, curious to find that the woman was staring at the chair with a strange fascination. “What’s the rest of the equipment for?” she asked, licking her lips nervously.

“Good catch!” grinned Kara. “The lower half of the harness is for your pleasure. It can get a little boring waiting for your milk to be drained, so they provide a vibrator to help you get off. Some girls can experience an orgasm from milking alone, but that’s pretty rare.”

She pointed at a screen mounted to the wall. “You can couple that with an optional set of headphones and watch your favorite shows or music videos while being milked. Their library is free, extensive, and completely up to date!”

She closed her eyes and wiggled in place. “Sometimes I just allow their algorithm to choose something for me. It truly does help to pass the time, and then you have more fun things you can share with your friends!”

Steve cleared his throat, holding up what looked like a set of leather panties, made out of a series of straps. Kara clasped her hands together, then reached out for them. “I’m sorry, I’m getting distracted. I better hurry up here before I overwhelm the capacity of the milkers.”

Allison noted small streaks of creamy white liquid leaking from around the silver cylinders. Her friend must be producing milk at a prodigious rate! She was actually becoming quite interested in seeing how much she could produce.

It was just scientific interest, of course. She didn’t really like seeing her friend naked and acting like a cow, right? She clenched her legs together, trying to suppress her arousal. This was so messed up.

Kara stepped into the open gaps in the strappy panties, cinching the upper half against her body like a belt. Snapping the end into place, she threaded the excess through a belt loop. A circular strip of leather hung from her mons, looking empty. Allison could easily imagine a strap-on being locked into place over her friend’s nethers, giving her cause to salivate.

Damn, she was feeling needy, but she refused to show it. She shifted nervously from one leg to the other, trying to alleviate the itchiness down below. As she imagined being penetrated, she could barely contain herself.

Humming happily, Kara snapped open a circle of leather, grabbing a white appliance from the chair. Allison spotted a white, rounded head as it was snapped into place, its cylindrical, plastic body hanging from her crotch.

She adjusted a few of the straps, pulling the device up against her clit. Allison knew exactly what this was, as she had seen them being used online. It was a high speed electric vibrator.

It was obvious what was going to happen next - she was going to watch her friend sexually pleasure herself while she was milked. Definitely not what she had anticipated, but not entirely as unwelcome as she had originally thought.

It wouldn’t be long now - Kara was attaching the plastic tubing, and relaxing back into the padded chair as if she was a goddess taking a throne. She sighed, resting her fingers over a pad on the armrest. “Just watch,” she said, with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “This is what it means to be a cow.”

Closing her eyes, she pressed a button, and a clicking sound echoed from the far wall. The silver cylinders sitting on top of her breasts jerked, latching onto her flesh. Her breasts bulged as suction commenced, the harness shifting as Kara groaned in pleasure.

She pressed another button, a faint buzzing sound coming from her privates. Her entire body rippled as she settled into the stimulation. She tilted her head back and groaned, thrusting her chest outwards.

A squirt of white milk shot down the tubing, swirling droplets rushing towards the collection bottle. A small amount spurted inside, spattering against the transparent walls.

Kara relaxed, humming as more of her milk was efficiently extracted with each pulse. Her pelvis vibrated from the stimulation of the vibrator, her legs bent wide. She ignored the murmurs of the crowd, lost in the pleasure of being milked.

“She won’t be able to coherently describe what she’s feeling,” grinned Steve. “She’s thoroughly plugged in, and won’t be interested in being much more than a slutty cow for the next half hour.”

He rested his hands against his chest, tugging at the straps of his overalls. “Now, who wants to give it a try next?”

The murmuring dropped off as the rest of the class looked at each other. Allison glanced at Joyce, who appeared bewildered. Nobody was willing to take the first step.

“Don’t be shy!” declared Steve. “All of you have received your first injection, so it’s quite possible that you might produce some milk!”

He glanced over the group of women, his eyes settling on Allison. He stepped over to her, running his eyes over her body. In response, she backed away a few steps and folded her arms over her breasts, hiding her large chest from view.

“How about you?” Steve asked. “Kara is your friend. You came to us on her recommendation. Would you like to try out the milking harness?”

She shook her head strongly. As much as she might find this fantasy tantalizing, when faced with the reality of being milked, it was too much for her to overcome. No matter how much her body was feeling the need to be milked, she couldn’t give in. This was just too weird.

“Very well,” said Steve, his smile dampening a little. He raised his voice. “At The Homestead, your permission is paramount. We do nothing you do not agree to.”

He nodded his head at her. “Perhaps you will change your mind later,” he said diplomatically. “Can I possibly entice anyone else?”

Joyce hesitantly raised her hand, her face quickly turning red. “I want to give it a try,” she said softly, “but I don’t want to strip in front of everyone.”

Steve’s smile brightened. “Of course!” he said cheerfully. “That’s the purpose of the training parlor - to make you all comfortable with the process of being milked.”

He backed up a few steps to the next stall, raising his hands to touch a fabric curtain dangling from an overhead railing. As he pulled it out, Allison was reminded of a hospital room being partitioned for privacy.

“You can start here,” exclaimed Steve. “Let me know when you need help.”

Nodding slowly, the petite woman shuffled inside, giving Allison a short glance. She appeared both afraid and excited at the same time.

Grasping the curtain, she slid it shut, leaving them looking at Kara, who by this point was regularly moaning as the hissing pop of the milking harness worked at her breasts. The output container was at least a quarter full, the tubes painted white with her milk.

She bucked her hips forward a little, running her hands around her breasts to squeeze the areas she could access. Allison was starting to become rather jealous of her obvious pleasure, but it wasn’t enough to make her change her mind. She wasn’t a cow, though it was becoming difficult to deny that her friend wasn’t one.

Steve clapped his hands. “We have plenty of free stalls for anyone else who wants to give it a go. If you’re still feeling uncomfortable, that’s okay. You can simply watch for now, and I’ll bring you back to the resort after this training session is finished.”

Allison groaned, but not in pleasure. It looked like she was stuck here, watching her friend until she was thoroughly milked.


Chapter Eight

The clicking and popping sound of suckling pumps provided a welcome background to the thrumming hiss of the water as it bubbled around her. Mistress Moon laid her head into a stone depression built into the tub, her body being stroked by hot waves.

She watched the soothing interplay of sparkling purple lights above, allowing her mind to be buoyed up by the entrancing rays. She felt perfectly safe in doing so, as the program was of her own design, and the hardware that ran it was air gapped from any networked computers.

It would be utter stupidity to be taken down by her own hypnotic display, and she hadn’t gotten as far as she had by making dumb decisions.

Eyes fluttering, she slipped into the pleasant land of the between, where physical aches and pains did not exist, only pleasure. The tickling, slurping sensation at her breasts was enhanced, narrowing her thoughts to the delicious sensation of being on the edge.

She imagined this feeling was similar to that of the cows down in her milking parlors, but unlike them, her mind expanded. While she was held here, she couldn’t exactly see the future, but she could predict it, which was almost as good.

This was how she always stayed several steps ahead of her enemies. She could figure out their plots and follow them to their logical conclusions before they had even been fully implemented, nipping them in the bud before they affected her operations.

Yet, for all her analytical skill, there was one hole in her plans - the hole that was impossible for her to account for. Rebecca. She knew the enemy agent was on her island, but she couldn’t predict what she would do next.

She did have a plan to deal with the agent, but unlike past plans, she really had no idea whether or not it would be successful. She usually disliked working on the edge of her knowledge like this, but she had to admit it was exhilarating.

Terrifying, too. Perhaps she had better think through some more countermeasures so that she wouldn’t be caught out.

An insistent beeping sound jarred her out of her thoughts. Something or someone needed her attention. Of course.

Closing her painted eyes, she sighed, resisting the urge to rub them. Running the island was a full time job. Supplies, provisions, setting up flights, hiring and firing. Much of it she had delegated, but a good chunk still fell to her.

There was very little time for rest. What little she found she had to make, even though it was a physical necessity for her to milk herself. This was an annoying side effect she could do without, but it was a requirement to keep her operations running smoothly.

As she stood, the water drained from around her milking harness, light reflecting from her oiled skin. Lifting a remote stored near the rock lip of the tub, she pressed down on it and a screen popped on, revealing an image of a gruff, but fit man, pressing the intercom button insistently.

Damn. This was an interruption she definitely couldn’t afford to ignore.

She pressed another button on the remote, raising her voice. “I am indecent, Mr. Jackson,” she said briskly. “Please give me a few minutes to slip into something more… accommodating.”

Clicking him off, she set the remote back on a turquoise tile. Her time of solitude was already over, and she hadn’t even finished her milking. She’d have to run a cycle in her suit later, which she wasn’t looking forward to.

Unscrewing the nozzles attached to the cups on the front of her breasts, she let the hoses go. They retracted automatically into the wall, the interior of the twin domed heads stained by her milk.

She hit the quick release, which pulled the cups away from her breasts, giving her the necessary room to undo the straps. Pulling the harness over her head, she hung it from a nearby hook. Her servants would deal with cleaning it while she was away on business.

Leaning over, she picked up a purple towel, enjoying the luxurious feel of the pile as it tickled against her skin. Running it over her shoulders, she took a step out of the tub, letting the remaining water on her legs dribble over the tile surround.

Her breasts wobbled as she efficiently dried them, ignoring the small trickle of milk that issued from around her nipples. Finishing with the rest of her body, she dropped the towel to the floor, stalking directly towards her closet.

She wanted something to inflame the man’s desires and distract him. That would give her the time necessary to think up the best possible diplomatic answers to his demands or questions.

First, she’d start with a tight, sheer bra, which would hold her assets front and center. On top of that, she’d layer a purple, low cut, silk v-neck top, which would grip her in all the right places. She paired that with a pencil skirt and red cocktail heels, completing the ensemble - along with the proper application of a little mind dulling perfume, of course.

Decisions made, she retrieved the necessary articles of clothing, dressing herself quickly. While the man might wait a few minutes for her without becoming too impatient, she certainly couldn’t afford to dawdle.

There were a few more accessories she didn’t want to forget, however. Opening a drawer in her dresser, she retrieved a black, leather collar, a metal ring dangling from the front. Securing it tightly around her neck, she added a golden bracelet around her left wrist.

This would give the man the impression that she was owned, even if it wasn’t a true assumption. Furthermore, he might make the mistake of believing that he could own her, which definitely wasn’t true. At the very least, this would put him off balance, giving her the advantage.

She smoothed out her face, looking in the mirror at her delicate features. Every conversation with these people was a battle, one she was determined to win.

She smiled at herself. After all, if she won all the battles, the war would take care of itself.

Turning, she strode towards the door of her suite. “Cassia, prepare our favorite drinks at the table with appropriate mood music, please.”

The computer chimed as she wrapped her hand around the handle. Taking a moment, she gathered herself internally as she pulled it open.

“Mr. Jackson!” she exclaimed cheerfully, fixing a wide smile on her face. “So pleasant to see you! For what reason do I deserve this honor? You are having a pleasant time on the island, I hope?”

Mr. Jackson returned her smile, and it was just as fake. Politicians were quite practiced at social forgery.

That wasn’t his real name, of course. Everyone on the island used a pseudonym to protect their affairs, though in some cases the fiction was rather thin due to how recognizable they were.

Captains of industry, legislative leaders, VIPs, powerful people of all stripes. Those were the ones granted access to her little paradise, to take care of some of their more… illicit desires.

It was all perfectly legal and aboveboard, of course. Some desires could definitely not be fulfilled. They might be an evil organization, but they did have some standards.

Her resort granted her clients plausible deniability if the worst were to happen. A leader of a nation couldn’t possibly be caught visiting a brothel, but a vacation at a tropical getaway? That was perfectly explainable.

That also made them pliant to her whims. She had power over them, true, but only implied. She could never actually use that power if she wished to avoid being crushed like a bug, which is why she preferred to convince them that they wanted what she wanted. It was much easier that way.

“Indeed,” the austere man said succinctly, his smile dropping. “I have a request for you, Victoria. May I come in?”

She took a few steps back, gesturing towards the low slung back of a sofa. “Be my guest.”

Grunting, he marched forward, sitting primly on the leather sofa without any ceremony. A man used to getting what he wanted, without any dissent, this one. She would have to treat him with kid gloves.

Folding her hands, she sat too, balancing herself on the edge of her hardwood chair. She didn’t allow herself to get too comfortable while talking with clients.

She noted the low level hypnotic beat of the throbbing background music, picking up her fruity cocktail. She took a sip to settle her nerves, enjoying the citrus notes.

“I want to buy one of your slaves,” Mr. Jackson said abruptly, interrupting the flow of her thoughts.

She closed her eyes and sighed. Not this again.

“As I’ve told you several times before, they are not slaves,” she began, carefully modulating her tone. “The Homestead operates strictly on a voluntary basis. They don’t belong to us.”

The man’s eyes remained hard as he peered at her, and he hadn’t even taken a sip of his own drink. She didn’t think her powers of persuasion and the lightly hypnotic music were going to be enough to convince him to go away this time. Damn.

“I know quite a lot about you, ‘Victoria,’” the man remarked idly, picking up his drink as he watched her with his beady eyes. “I’ve been following your operation with interest for some time.”

He swirled his index finger around the lip of his glass, placing it in his mouth and sucking on it for a moment. Mistress Moon held her breath, being very careful to avoid staring at him.

“Sweet,” he remarked. “Too sweet for my taste.” He set the drink back down.

Mistress Moon narrowed her eyes. This seemed like a warning, but how could he know that the drink had been doctored?

“I know you’ve been sandbagging me,” he continued, leaning forward. “You’ve been putting me off the last couple days. I want it to stop. I won’t be denied.”

He studied her carefully. “You’re not as secretive as you think, Ms. Victoria. I know who finances you. I know who your enemies are. It would take very little to shut you down, if the appropriate pressure was applied to just the right place.”

She said nothing, crossing her legs to emphasize her chest. She should have known this would become an issue, given his insistence. “Is there a particular lady you are looking at?” she asked blandly.

There was no way she’d sell any of her girls to him, but he didn’t know that. She simply wanted to give herself more time to plot a way out of this mess.

The man reached a hand into his suede suit, pulling out an image and a slip of paper, which he dropped on the coffee table. “I’m not here to argue with you, or to hear further blandishments. I want it done.”

He cleared his throat and stood, adjusting his tie. “I will be awaiting your reply, but I won’t wait long. I assure you, there will be consequences if my demand is not met.”

He pressed his fat lips together as he loomed over her. “You know better than to take my words lightly.”

Mistress Moon immediately stood, holding out her hand. When he took it, she squeezed it firmly, matching his grip strength. “I never take anyone lightly. Have a good day, Mr. Jackson.”

She watched him like a hawk, her hands folded, as he confidently strode towards the door. She pursed her lips as he took hold of the handle. “Oh, Mr. Jackson?”

He turned, a smirk on his face. “Yes?”

She refrained from punching him, but it was a near thing. “You are permanently banned from The Homestead. You and your staff will leave immediately.”

A thunderous expression lit up his face, but Mistress Moon had anticipated this sort of reaction. She snapped her fingers, and two boxes on either side of the door slid open, revealing chrome robots inside. Domed heads sparkling with an inner fire, their metal hands wrapped around the man’s shoulders, holding him firmly in place.

She smirked back at him, rather amused at his predicament. “Did you really think I would bend to your demands? We provide a service, not slavery. Wasn’t it you who co-sponsored a bill on human trafficking? How hypocritical of you.”

Mr. Jackson’s face turned an uncomfortable shade of purple. “You’ll pay for this!” he hissed in a barely restrained voice. “I’ll make sure you won’t be able to operate… anywhere, ever again!”

Mistress Moon gave him a stony face in return. “Your threats might be given air time in the press, but here, you have no power.”

“Cassia,” she said regally, “escort Mr. Jackson off the premises. He is to be kept under watch until he has left the island.”

“Yes, mistress,” chimed the AI, the shiny robots turning, their captive in tow.

“And Mr. Jackson,” she called out as he was dragged from the premises. “Never threaten me again.”

The door slammed shut, and she sat back, looking at the twirling light display on the ceiling. There was no time for rest now.

Curious, she leaned over and picked up the photograph the man had dropped on the table, glancing over the picture of a cow in her milking harness.

“Cow Forty Seven,” she remarked slowly, shrugging.

It was just another cow. Most of them looked the same after a few years of processing. She had no idea why he would be so interested in this one in particular. Some form of emotional attachment, she supposed.

Her eyes flicked up towards the check just above the photo, brought up short by the hand written number. It wasn’t that she needed or wanted the money, but the amount was quite surprising. The man must be quite enamored with this cow, indeed.

She tapped her fingers on the coffee table, setting the conundrum aside. There were bigger fish to fry.

She sighed. It looked like pieces of her operation had been exposed somehow. It was time to put her contingencies into action.


Chapter Nine

Suzy’s legs were pumping, driving her forward down the dirt track. Her mind was empty of all thoughts but for a visceral urge to win.

She rejoiced as the ground blurred beneath her feet, her arms shifting as sweat coated her brow, a wet trickle running over her navel. Running was the purest form of enjoyment, and racing took it to the next level.

She turned her head slightly, glancing at her competition, who was somehow managing to keep pace with her. The woman’s fiery red hair floated down the back of her neck like a horse’s mane, the rubber bit in her teeth sawing back and forth as she chewed on it.

Her hands and feet moved as one, a veritable blur as her booted feet clawed at the ground. Her chest was thrust outwards, breasts bound in a tight latex top secured against her body by a harness with straps that spidered over her chest.

The unusual sight wasn’t enough to put her off her stride. Instead, she increased her pace, daring the other woman to keep up with her. Her breath was coming hard now, and the thundering sound of their legs rounded a corner, the final stretch up ahead.

She could vaguely hear the cheer of a crowd, the magnified voice of an announcer sounding like a horn in her ears. She was close! Just a few more lengths!

Here, the course gradually inclined, causing her to lose a little ground as she ran up the hill. The other woman sped up further, using a burst of energy to crest the top before Suzy.

She knew this was meant to demoralize her, but it only gave her further determination to see this through. Plodding forward, she barely kept pace, sliding a full length behind her nemesis.

Up ahead was a white line, a gaggle of faces looking at the two of them. She pushed them all out of her mind, focusing on the thrusting pumping action of her legs, the thrum of her heart keeping time. The sounds around her drained away as she approached the end, time stretching out as she lifted her left foot forward in a full length stride.

The flash of a camera came from her right side as she concentrated on her feet thundering against the ground. The crowd cheered and an announcer spoke, but she paid attention to none of it.

She had lost. It was only by a length, but it was still frustrating.

Gasping, she slowed to a trot, blinking as sweat rolled into her eyes, causing them to burn. She shook her head for a moment, only able to think of the pain.

She groaned around the bit in her mouth. She had wanted to win!

Hands wrapped around her back, pulling her into a hug. Soft breasts pressed against her chest, the other ponygirl’s orange latex top wrinkling from the pressure.

“You did it!” she exclaimed as she jumped up and down. “You kept up with me in your first race! I knew you could do it!”

Suzy blinked, trying hard to recall the other woman’s name. It was Hailey, wasn’t it?

“I should have won,” she mumbled around her rubber bit morosely.

“No, you couldn’t have,” declared an overwhelmingly masculine voice from behind her. “You overestimate yourself.”

Her shoulders hunched as she turned, doing her best to balance on her hoof boots. That had seemed so simple to do while she had been running.

A blocky face was watching her with approval, his bulky form sitting behind a railing. He was wearing a red sleeveless undershirt which showed off his prodigious muscles. “You cannot win yet, as you are. I will be watching you. You’ll go far.”

He grunted, turning to trot away, his dark mane waving in the breeze. His short speech had left Suzy uncomfortable, unsure what she should even say.

“That’s Dan, one of the stallions. He’s taken a shine to you,” suggested Hailey. “If you ask him, he might even breed you.”

Suzy shook her head, having a hard time keeping a smile off her face. “I don’t want that.”

As soon as the words escaped her lips, she knew them to be a lie. Didn’t she? Who wouldn’t want a hunky man like him to take an interest in her? Still, she couldn’t possibly admit it in front of her new friend. That would be far too embarrassing.

There came a buzzing sound in her ears, and Hailey’s face went slack, her eyes unfocusing. As the buzzing intensified, she could feel her own face doing the same.

“Ponygirls heed the call,” they both said simultaneously, their feet lifting into a trot as they turned and headed towards the locker room.

Their stride length matched as they gathered together with the rest of the ponygirls. The buckles on their harnesses gleamed in the sunlight, highlighting their latex bodysuits as they lifted their legs in rhythm.

It had taken a while for Suzy to get used to this, but she had recognized fairly quickly that the physical restraints were only for show. The real reins were being wielded from within her mind, her brain conforming to every order given through her headphones.

The training was as clever as it was insidious, building upon the brainwashing program that had reworked her mind on the plane trip to the island. She knew that it was wrong, but she just couldn’t stop herself from obeying. It felt too good.

Somehow, they had hooked their programming into her desire to exercise, to perform, to be the best, and now she would obey any commands that would lead her to success. When she thought about it, it was a little frightening how much she really wanted to obey.

It was shocking to her how easily she had given in, but humans were nothing if not adaptable. As she began to adjust, she was even starting to enjoy the training.

As the first row of marching women reached an arched corridor, they consolidated into a single line, Hailey slipping in front of her. Each of them took an open glass bottle from a nearby table. When it was her turn, Suzy grabbed hers without thinking.

Reaching up to her bit, she unsnapped one end from her bridle, leaving her free to take a swig of the creamy milk. It was sweet, but not overly so, the coolness of the liquid sliding quickly down her throat.

It was exactly what she needed after an extended bout of physical exertion. If only it didn’t have that strange swirl of green running throughout! The color was strangely off putting.

She closed her eyes and drank it down, trusting her legs to carry her in the right direction. It was part of her orders to drink this, and she would obey. Had to obey.

Finishing the last drop, she tossed the bottle into a waiting recycling receptacle. It was almost as though they had calculated the exact amount of time it would take someone to drink the contents. Perhaps they had.


A sudden sense of well being settled over her, and her thoughts began to slow to a crawl. She wasn’t tired, pe se - she simply didn’t feel like expending the extra effort of thinking for herself.

As they moved into the locker room, the line slowed to a crawl. A woman dressed in a red cardigan with a brown ponytail entered from the right side of the room, waving at Suzy. “Over here,” she commanded. “Follow me. The rest of you may form a line behind her.”

Hailey made a face at her as she followed the lady in red. Suzy gave her an apologetic glance, but said nothing in reply, relieved that she wouldn’t have to cool her heels for a while.

Her head tilted forward as she focused on the lady’s booted feet, following her as she marched across the tiled floor towards an office. She was surprised to see that the woman was wearing the same sort of boots as her, her heels elevated into the air. Her toes were locked into a large, rounded hoof shape, a distinctive clopping sound rattling off the walls as they both moved.

She had some serious questions for the woman, but the hissing sound in her ears returned, and her mind went blank. She followed the woman mindlessly into the office, sitting down in a bent metal chair and spreading her legs wide as she lifted them up and rested her feet in U-shaped metal loops. Shifting her ass downwards, she rolled her hips to show off her privates, relaxing back and waiting calmly for the woman to examine her.

As the woman loomed over her, she noted a name tag pinned to her chest. Dr. Joan.

The name tickled a faint form of recognition in the back of her brain, before it settled into the resting pile of her other thoughts. The buzzing sound in her ears was keeping her pleasantly quiescent.

Joan ran her hands over Suzy’s bare breasts, which were kept prominent by circular rubber flanges, held in place by the harness she wore. The tickling sensation brought an unbidden smile to her face as she enjoyed the thrill of being handled.

It was an interesting situation to be in. Somehow, her inner monologue had been suppressed by the headphones, leaving her in a state of reactivity. Her mind had been dampened so that she was forced to live in the now, unable to worry about the future in any way.

“These are quite large,” the woman remarked, turning her breasts back and forth. “You could make for an excellent cow.”

Suzy shook her head, the smile fixed to her face. “Oh, no, Mistress, I wouldn’t want that. Being passive would drive me nuts. I need to work, to run, and play.”

Joan nodded, her ponytail swishing over her shoulder. “I understand your feelings well. I am the same as you. I love the thrill of racing, of running, of pulling.”

Unbuttoning her cardigan, she slipped it over her shoulders, revealing the leather harness she was wearing. It was a duplicate of the one Suzy was wearing herself. This woman was a ponygirl too!

A light shock buzzed through her, her mind brightening. This wouldn’t be so bad if she was being looked after by another ponygirl.

The doctor moved to touch her bare thighs. “Look at this musculature,” she remarked. “It’s already so well developed! No wonder you almost beat Hailey on your first attempt.”

She smiled, letting go of Suzy’s leg. “This is one of the few times we’ve had a properly athletic girl arrive on the island. Usually we need to train them to reach their full potential, but you’re not that far away from achieving greatness already.”

Suzy frowned. “What’s holding me back, doctor? I want to be the best.”

The woman pursed her lips. “I think your best bet would be a change in diet, extensive exercises, and a few pharmaceuticals that we can provide - if that’s the path you really wish to pursue.”

Suzy lifted her head, staring at the woman with surety. “Yes, absolutely. I’m tired of playing second fiddle to anyone.”

The doctor chuckled. “I can see that. The intensity in your eyes sparkles like the sun. Very well, I believe we can accommodate your desires, but first I need to make sure you didn’t injure anything during your race.”

Sitting in an office chair, she slid her hands down to Suzy’s knee, working on the laces of one of her boots. With expert hands, she undid the top and slid it over Suzy’s ankle. Turning it over, she cursorily inspected the bottom, tracing a finger around the outside edge of the built-in horseshoe.

Satisfied, she set it aside on a table, pulling off the cotton stocking that had been hidden underneath. She ran her fingers around Suzy’s ankle, pressing in at various points. “Any pain?” she asked.

Suzy shook her head no. Joan grunted and did the same with the other boot, looking at Suzy expectantly. “Everything is fine, doctor. I could run another race right away.”

The doctor laughed. “Of course you could. You’d run until you injured a ligament or broke a bone, and then you’d be sorry. It’s our job to make sure you continue your training within reasonable bounds.”

She stood, moving over to the wall and pressing a button. “You’re looking good. I think we’ll give you a haircut so that you’ll look more like a proper ponygirl. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Suzy nodded her head, eager to please. Every step she took forward would help her to achieve her true desires. She was having a hard time thinking that she had ever wanted anything else.

The doctor moved back to her, running her hands behind Suzy’s head. “I apologize for this, but I need to remove your bridle before the hairdresser arrives.”

She unsnapped a few of the straps, pulling away the leather strips that had run over the top of Suzy’s head and around her jaw. She slipped the rubber bar gag and headphones off into her hands, setting the jumble of straps in a heap on the far counter.

Suzy blinked, surprised at the lack of buzzing in her ears. She whined a little, clenching her hands into fists. Hearing nothing felt wrong.

The doctor watched her for a long moment, studying her face. “It’ll only be for a little bit, pony. I know you’re worried that you might think wrong thoughts, but I assure you, that won’t be a problem. You’ve already decided what you will be. That is no longer in question. You only need to figure out how you’re going to get there.”

Suzy relaxed, wondering if what the doctor said was actually true. She could feel her mind slowly returning to her, her thoughts ticking over as she considered the implications.

Humming, the doctor removed the gag from the rest of the bridle, washing it with some soap in the sink. “We want everything to be perfectly hygienic,” she explained, “even if it was only a little bit of your own spittle. We take the health of our animals very seriously here.”

Pulling a towel out of a drawer, she set the gag neatly on top. “This is a training harness, you know. It won’t fit you as well as one that is made to measure.”

She turned to Suzy, smiling. “Would you like a proper harness made for you?”

Would she? She nodded her head vigorously, making a small sound that she hoped sounded like a whinny.

The doctor chuckled. “Of course you do. When you strip away all the veneer of humanity with heavy brainwashing, all that remains is one simple fact: we want to be owned.”

The doctor opened a drawer and grabbed some rubber gloves, putting them on with a definitive snap. She retrieved a small bottle filled with clear liquid and a hypodermic needle. “Society tries to tell us that we should be strict individuals, able to solve any problems ourselves, but that’s not really what we want.”

She sat back in her rolling chair, pulling the lever to lift the seat higher. “What we really want, we keep a secret from polite society, because we’re always worried about what others might think of us.”

Suzy wasn’t sure she really believed the woman, but the doctor certainly did seem pretty convinced that she spoke the truth. She was getting far too distracted by the needle that was approaching her inner thigh, anyway.

She jumped a little as she heard the door opening behind her. The doctor stopped what she was doing, looking up. “Ah, there you are. Give her the standard cut, please.”

A feminine voice assented, the sound of items being shuffled around coming from her side. She looked over, spotting a black box that had been put on a rolling table. For a moment, a spike of fear jolted through her as she imagined it containing more medical instruments, but when the cover was flipped open, she relaxed again.

Inside was a set of hair clippers, along with combs and scissors. Her brows furrowed. “What is the standard cut?” she asked, curious.

The doctor smiled. “Wait and see. I think you’ll like the result.”

Suzy frowned, trying to imagine what that might mean.

“Head forward and up straight,” ordered the hairdresser. “Please don’t move, or I might mess this up. You don’t want to look bad for months as your hair grows back in.”

Suzy did as she was told, a sharp jab of pain in her thigh making her blink. “Ouch!” she declared, shrinking back into the seat. “You didn’t tell me you were going to do that,” she complained, looking at the doctor with rapprochement.

The doctor calmly finished her injection. “You’re going to need to get used to this,” she replied calmly. “Don’t you wish to become a big, strong ponygirl that can beat Hailey? You’ll need many injections if you wish to catch up. She’s already finished her regimen.”

Suzy considered. Of course she wanted to beat her new friend. She just hated the idea of more medical treatments. Caught between a rock and a hard place, she slowly felt her resolve giving way.

“Okay,” she finally blurted. “I want to be a proper ponygirl.”

The idea of prancing around in the winner’s circle in full harness was too enticing to give up. It was frightening how quickly that goal had implanted itself in her mind.

She felt a little dizzy. Had she ever really wanted that before? It was as though her base desires had suddenly crystallized on that one, ultimate goal. Whether she had arrived at that conclusion naturally, or whether she had been pushed, it was impossible for her to know.

Did that really matter? It was what she wanted now, and it was truly gratifying to finally have a purpose.

The hairdresser tucked a towel under her chin and around her neck. “Hold still,” she ordered, expertly wielding her clippers. A blob of brown hair tumbled down over her shoulders as the woman worked, the harsh blades of the clippers buzzing against the side of her head.

Suzy smiled as the doctor inserted a needle into her other thigh. She was being transformed into a ponygirl so that she could reach her goal. This was what she wanted.

Her mind made up, she could easily ignore the tickling uncertainties that had danced in the back of her head since her bridle had been removed. The doctor was right. It wasn’t hard to follow orders when you knew they were fulfilling your greatest desires.

The doctor moved down her legs, preparing another injection. “Hiding secrets isn’t necessary here,” she continued, returning to the thread of her previous monologue. “You wouldn’t be here if you didn’t share at least one of our secrets.”

Joan jabbed a needle into Suzy’s ankle. This time, she barely jumped, proud of herself for controlling the pain.

“The difficulty is in convincing people to change. As humans, we naturally keep secrets from each other, all the time, shame holding us back.” She looked up and smiled at Suzy. “You, however, are no longer human. There’s no need for you to abide by their constraints.”

“I’m not?” asked Suzy. “I still feel like one.”

She felt a little confused, but was starting to see where the doctor was going with this.

More hair fell from her head, dropping from the other side. Strands of brown gathered over her chest, writhing like dark noodles.

“No,” breathed the doctor, working on her other ankle. “We’re ponygirls. Animals. We race and labor at the behest of our betters. That’s all we’ve ever wanted.”

The clippers hummed some more, shaving off the hair around her ears. Suzy wished she could see what the hairdresser was doing, but didn’t dare risk moving at this point. It should all be over soon.

She felt a thrill in her loins. Somehow, being transformed into a ponygirl was surprisingly arousing. Perhaps it was partly because she was rejecting her old, bland life. Once this transformation was complete, she would be an object of physical perfection. Others would look at her perfected body, and want her.

Surprised at this realization, she finally understood what was underpinning her acceptance of these changes. She would finally achieve her true dream of being in complete control of her body.

All that endless failed dieting - that would be a thing of the past. She would no longer need to rely upon her dubious self control to succeed.

Others would do that thinking for her, and force her to do what was necessary to become her best self. They would help her to sculpt her body, and she would let them.

If that required giving up the concept of being human, then so be it. She was a ponygirl.

The doctor hadn’t noticed her self introspection, too wrapped up in her work. “That’s the secret of The Homestead. We can be what we want here, without the judgment of others. We don’t have to pretend to be humans.”

She set her syringe aside. “There, that’s all done for now. You’ll need to wait for the inflammation to go back down before you exercise again. I recommend icing the injection sites if they become sore.”

“Thank you, doctor,” Suzy said automatically, though she was finally starting to feel some of the pain in her joints.

It didn’t ache too bad, though. She suddenly wanted to climb into a hot bath, but the hairdresser wasn’t quite done with her.

The buzzing of the clippers was replaced with the hum of an electric shaver, which the woman was rubbing over her head to clean up the stubble. The doctor turned to a cabinet drawer, pulling out a tube of liniment. Unscrewing the top, she squeezed out a small amount of ointment.

A series of questions began to bubble up in her brain as the doctor ran her hands over Suzy’s ankles. “How long have you been a ponygirl?” she asked, a bit taken aback at how forward she was being. “If you can say, that is.”

Joan looked up and gave her a little smile. “Since the inception of The Homestead. I am one of its founding members.”

Suzy was blown away. She wasn’t being treated by just any doctor. This woman had helped to build this island!“

“What was it like?” she asked, feeling both apprehensive and excited.

The doctor paused for a moment, considering. “It was just a few of us at the start. We all had our… unique Talents and ways of getting things done. Some of us were more ambitious than others. Unlike them, I lusted after the simple life.”

She sighed, moving her hands up Suzy’s thigh. “I more or less got what I wanted, though I couldn’t completely disavow my responsibilities and become a brainless animal.”

Her eyes lit up as she spoke. Suzy was a little terrified of the zeal that the woman unknowingly revealed.

“I really wanted to become a ponygirl full time, but they wouldn’t allow it.” She shook her head, massaging Suzy’s calf muscles. “In retrospect, it was the right decision, but I did hate them for it, for a while.”

A lingering issue that had been bothering Suzy popped to the surface of her mind. “I have two friends,” she said abruptly, changing the topic. “I don’t know how they’ll take this. I’m changing so suddenly.”

Joan made a soothing noise. “Is that a problem with them, or a problem with you? If they’re your friends, they will accept you for who you are.”

Suzy nodded. “I know that, but this is still a little… weird. How can I admit to them that my deepest desire is to act like a horse?”

The doctor chuckled. “You might be surprised. They are probably shy about sharing their own desires. Try talking to them. You’ll never come to an understanding if you hold yourself back. You need to share.”

Their discussion hadn’t solved the problem, but somehow Suzy felt a little better. She would need to address it in the future, but for now, at least, everything would be okay.

The doctor finished her ministrations. “There. How do you feel? Please, be honest.”

Suzy moved one of her legs, surprised to find that the pain had faded a little. “It’s better, but it still hurts.”

Joan nodded. “Good. The pain lets you know that you shouldn’t overwork yourself. I have made a note in your record so that the staff will enforce your restrictions.”

Suzy made a low, annoyed noise. “Don’t be that way. It’s for your own good,” admonished Joan. “It will only be for a few days, anyway. You’ll be back on the track in no time at all.”

The hairdresser cleared her throat. “I’m finished,” she declared, picking up a mirror from the cart to hold in front of Suzy’s face. “What do you think?”

Suzy had been so wrapped up in the conversation that she hadn’t even thought about what was being done to her hair. She was surprised to see that only a strip of hair in the middle of her head remained. Both sides had been completely shorn, the stubble shaved off to reveal the cream colored skin on top of her skull. She had been given what looked like a mohawk.

Dubious, she turned her head back and forth, noting how the remaining hair shifted. The hair on top had been shortened, but as she looked farther back, she noticed that some of what remained retained its original length. She suddenly understood. The goal was to make it look like a mane. They were transforming her further into her new role as a ponygirl!

“I’m not sure I’m happy with the look,” she admitted, hesitantly touching the bare spots on her head. “Maybe I’ll like it better after I get used to it.”

Joan smiled, returning with the pieces of her bridle. “That’s the spirit!” she declared. “Very few decide to alter their hairstyle after being here for some time. It looks much cleaner and neater when you are in full tack. Just wait and see!”

She sorted out the various straps in her hands, handing a few of them to the hairdresser. Together, they laid them over Suzy’s head, two of the larger ones pressing against either side of her skull.

Watching in the mirror, Suzy had a revelation. That was the reason for this style of haircut! The leather on each strap was folded at an angle, pressing against her remaining hair in the center. This helped to hold it up, giving it a rakish look as it spilled over the side of the straps.

Together, the effect was enhanced, making her look even more like a horse. Excited now, she watched eagerly as the headphones slipped back into place, muffling all exterior sounds. It took a few moments for them to finish buckling the straps, the leather settling comfortably around her face.

As the rubber bit was slipped back into her mouth, the hissing sound returned in her ears. She thrilled as her thoughts began to slip away. Clutching the mirror tightly, she stared at herself, one last impression remaining. I am a ponygirl!

“Look at you,” grinned the doctor. “You love being a ponygirl.”

The hissing in her ears agreed with the doctor.


Chapter Ten

It took Rebecca a while to gather herself, her mind refusing to believe the logical conclusions it was rapidly generating.

Of course they must be storing cow’s milk. Where else could they be getting it from? The strange, sweet taste must be due to some additives they were researching at this facility, right?

That was the most reasonable explanation for the large storage tanks, but she was having a hard time believing it. Not after she had seen how interested they were in her breasts while she was on the plane.

She simply didn’t have any evidence for her suspicions, yet, though she was beginning to dread what else she might find in the facility.

Pulling herself together, she stood, staring daggers at the sample container. Was she going to let a little milk scare her away? She was made of firmer stuff than that!

A clatter came from above and behind her, the sound of a door opening.

Caught! Her mind gibbered, but she ignored it, her training taking over.

Resisting the urge to look up, she hurried behind a set of large tanks, going as far to the rear as she could. It would be impossible to pass herself off as being lost if she was caught here, and she wasn’t dressed like a lab technician, either. She really didn’t want to find out what they’d do to her if they captured her.

She was pleased to discover that there was a small gap between the large tank and the wall, providing a handy hiding spot for her to cram herself into. She could even squeeze herself around the edge to get a glimpse of the new arrivals, though she was very careful to avoid exposing too much of her body.

Her breath caught in her chest as she spotted the leader of the group. The woman was dressed in chunky red power armor, the metal staircase shaking with each step she took as she descended to the concrete floor. Three scientists in lab coats carrying clipboards followed close behind her as though they were baby ducks.

As the woman came closer, she was able to make out more details. A triangular, red light pulsed over her chest, outlining the top of her two enormous breasts. The armor was carefully articulated around her joints, providing her a surprising amount of flexibility. Her head was hidden under a round, tinted helmet, hiding her identity from view.

A supervillain, surely! Rebecca waited, her heart pounding, hoping the villain would reveal herself.

The armored woman strode over to the stainless steel sink, her head tilting to look at the sample container. She reached up and seized her helmet with her armored gauntlets, twisting it slightly to unlock it.

Lifting it up and out, she set it down on the counter next to the sample, shaking her head back and forth. Her curly, blonde hair had been done up into a bun, neatly pinned in place to avoid having any of it catch in the seam of her helmet.

Rebecca closed her eyes for a moment, mentally tracing the shape of the woman’s face. Yes, she knew her from somewhere, but it was taking time for her to figure out where. A name swam up from the depths of her mind, and her eyes snapped back open. Sally.

She had talked to this woman on the plane. What was she doing here, in an apparent position of authority?

“Who left this out?” Sally demanded, her pretty face drawn into a frown.

The scientists following her looked at each other, all of them shrugging. “It could have been Johnson,” said one of the wiry ones, in a thin voice. “He was scheduled to be down here earlier.”

Sally spread her armored fingers wide, wrapping them around the glass beaker. They touched the exterior lightly with a metallic clink, and she picked it up, examining the creamy fluid inside. Grunting, she peered into the sink, pouring it out.

Setting it back down with a thunk, she turned to the others. “He will be retrained,” she said forcefully, brooking no argument. “Workstations must be cleared after work is complete, no exceptions.”

The scientists nodded their heads as they clutched their clipboards, their Adam's apples bobbing. “Yes, Mistress,” they said in unison, as if she was a military general.

She certainly appeared to exude authority. She was nothing like the bubbly college girl who had first greeted her on the plane. It must have been a ruse, meant to put her at ease.

It was a good thing she had found that out now, before she accidentally spilled any of her secrets to the girl. This simply enforced the rule she followed during infiltration missions: trust no one.

The armored woman handed the empty beaker to one of the scientists. “Clean this up. I want this place to shine when I get back.”

They nodded at her nervously, rushing to do her bidding. It was a bit comical watching them step over themselves, but Rebecca wasn’t laughing. Sally had moved towards her, clutching her helmet as she scanned the room.

Rebecca held herself still, knowing from her training that any sudden movement would likely draw the woman’s attention. She stared at Sally’s face, praying that their eyes wouldn’t meet.

After a long, painful moment, Sally rolled her eyes, and lifted her helmet, setting it back over her head. Locking it into place, she turned, and began to climb the staircase. The scientists ignored her, retrieving cleaning supplies from the cabinet. As far as they were concerned, everything was perfectly normal.

Rebecca slowly let go of the breath she had been holding, taking long, deep breaths to calm herself down. That was damn close.

Of course, now she had to figure out how to get out of here without being spotted by the scientists. That probably wouldn’t be too difficult, as they seemed fairly distracted.

It wouldn’t be prudent to take the staircase, however. That would be far too loud. Perhaps there was another way out?

She pulled back until she was fully hidden behind the tanks, examining her surroundings more closely. A series of differently colored pipes connected to each of the tanks, running over the floor to a consolidated entryway in the concrete wall, where they were stacked vertically on top of each other.

Next to the pipes was a blue steel door. Padding carefully across the floor, she rested her hand on the handle. Locked, of course, and there was no card reader.

That was probably for the best, as she wouldn’t have wanted to deal with the beeping noise of the reader anyway. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out a rectangular device.

The business end of the tool had a long nub that looked like the end of a key. She stuck it into the lock, folding open a smaller, rectangular piece. Applying rotational pressure, she slid another metal piece forwards, pressing it downwards to test the pins of the lock.

Working her way from back to front, she watched the diagram on the lock pick, registering which ones clicked, and which ones didn’t. Once she had tested all of them, she repeated the process again.

She smiled as the tumbler gave in, turning easily. It was almost too easy, but she wasn’t surprised. People attributed far too much security to easily picked locks.

Slipping the rectangle back into her pocket, she held her breath as she pulled the door open. Fortunately, the hinges didn’t creak, allowing her to silently slip inside. Her ears ached as she clicked the door shut, but that also made little sound.

Releasing her breath, she sighed. That was a narrow escape, but where was she, exactly, and where did this accessway go?

She frowned, turning around. There wasn’t a lot of room behind her, simply a ladder following the pipes upward.

There probably wouldn’t be anyone about, as she doubted that they needed to inspect the pipework often, but she couldn’t get careless. Resting her hands on either side of the ladder, she pushed off gently, doing her best to remain silent as she pulled herself up.

Moving hand over hand, she ascended a few stories, finally dismounting into a long, concrete tunnel, the pipes on her left. The way was lit dimly from overhead, but up ahead, she could see a brightly lit box.

Creeping down the passageway, she realized that the box was actually a window. Getting down on her hands and knees, she approached it cautiously.

The opening was only about as large as her head, which meant she would be fairly obvious if anyone was looking through the window while she peered out. She decided to chance it anyway.

Pressing her hands around the metal edges, she moved her head slowly over, hoping to avoid attention. Beyond the frame was a brightly lit room, industrial in nature. The floor was tiled, and running down either side was a series of stalls. She couldn’t see into the stalls, but several of them appeared to be occupied.

She drew her head back, settling against the wall to consider. There wasn’t much to go on, but there didn’t appear to be any attendants, at least. If she wanted to know more, she’d have to expose herself.

There was a door just past the window, if she wanted to give it a shot. The pipes certainly seemed to lead into the room, so this could be the crux of the entire operation. It was also her only other way out, unless she wanted to wait for the scientists to leave.

Her mind wasn’t totally made up yet, but as her eyes wandered, they settled on something interesting. There were a series of sight glasses built into the pipes, with corresponding attached gauges.

She shuffled closer, examining them. The white pipes contained white liquid, but it was intermittent, accompanied by pulses from the pressure gauge. The yellow pipe, however, was continuously pressurized, filled with a fluorescent green concoction.

She ran her fingers over the sight glass, remarking at how cold it was. What did this remind her of?

Her mind flashed back through her memories, the image of a syringe taking center stage. Some of this liquid had probably been injected to her, and everyone else traveling to the island!

Now she really wanted to see what was going on in that room. She had so many questions!

Crawling under the window as a precaution, she made her way to the door. She tested the handle, finding it unlocked, at least from her side. That made perfect sense, as they wouldn’t want anyone trapped inside if a fire broke out.

She pushed carefully on the door, taking a few short steps into the room. The first thing she noticed was the noise.

All around her was a cacophony of clicking and popping, accompanied by feminine grunts and pleasurable groans. They weren’t being tortured - on the contrary, she got the sense that she had been dropped into the middle of a brothel. It was quite disconcerting, to say the least.

Walking down the aisle, she hesitantly peeked into the first stall. Inside, a woman was sitting in a chair, her chest thrust forwards. She was dressed in a black rubber bodysuit, her skin entirely hidden from view. A regular, hissing breath came from the gas mask that was strapped over her head, her ears hidden by headphones. Small, nubby protrusions projected from either side of her forehead, looking strangely like horns.

Her breasts wobbled obscenely as they were pumped by a milking machine, streaks of whiteness splashing down tubes that led to a cylinder mounted in the floor. The woman’s hips buzzed, jerking as they were stimulated by a vibrator locked against her nethers by a leather belt.

Rebecca’s throat went dry as her mind spun. The scale of the operations here was immediately obvious to her. They were milking women on an industrial scale, treating them like livestock!

The cow woman held onto the handrests tightly, clearly enjoying herself. With one final squeal, she settled back in the chair, her head tilting upwards. The cups on her chest continued to suckle, spurts of milk gushing from her engorged breasts.

Rebecca gulped. Maybe she was letting her mind run away with her. She should check the other stalls to confirm her suspicions.

She looked around carefully, confirming that the aisle was still empty. Pulling herself back together with a deep breath, she strode over to the next stall.

This one was also occupied, with a cow dressed in orange latex, her face hidden under a mask. She was larger than the other one, her stocky build supporting even larger breasts.

The cups suckled merrily on her tits. As her body vibrated, a bell dangling from her neck tinkled gently. Directly underneath, a number was imprinted on the latex over her chest: Twenty Five. Rebecca wasn’t certain how they were numbered, but she immediately got the impression that this one had been here for quite some time.

The woman’s head bobbed in time with an invisible melody that wasn’t synchronized with the pumps on her breasts. Headphones were clamped tightly around her head, a vague, throbbing beat pounding from within. Unable to see her eyes, Rebecca could only imagine what the woman was hearing and seeing.

She shuddered, recalling the screens she had seen back on the plane. Somehow those had mesmerized her, and she still didn’t know why. Her Talent should have prevented any and all outside influences on her mind, but in that case, it hadn’t worked. Why not?

She was suddenly quite afraid of her situation, but she tamped it back down. She had a job to do, even if the tangible danger had increased.

Her eyes flicked downwards, looking at the tube that penetrated the woman’s mask at mouth level. A fluorescent green liquid sparkled inside as the fluid sped upwards into the mask. The woman must be thirsty.

It had taken her a while, but her mind was finally beginning to put together all the pieces. These women were continuously being fed this drug to keep them docile.

That’s it, that’s all the proof she needed to take this organization down. She simply needed a few photographs to seal the deal.

Reaching into her pocket, she palmed her phone. It was foolish of them to allow her to keep it, though they hadn’t really seemed all that interested in taking her equipment. They certainly had an opportunity to do so earlier, but they hadn’t bothered. That fact was still bugging her, but there was nothing she could do about it now.

Leaning forward, she unlocked her phone, glancing at the connectivity icons. As expected, there was no network. A wireless network was available, but it was passworded. That, at least, wasn’t surprising.

She also noticed that her satellite connection was down. Jammed. She would have to figure out a way to send her report later. That might require some hacking to disable the island’s security systems long enough to slip it through.

Tabling that thought, she pulled up the photo app. She took a shot of the cow being milked in her chair, as well as the collection container, which at this point was almost half full.

She also took photos of the room and the stall behind her, to give a sense of scale. Turning back to the woman, she hesitated. This was where it could get a little more dangerous, but she really wanted some detail shots to finish out her report.

She moved closer to the large cow woman, being careful to stay in her blind spot. It was disturbing how quickly her mind was dehumanizing the woman, but how could she not, when all she could see were the large, bouncing breasts being suckled by those milking cups?

They had already been reduced to milking machines; she was simply here to document what had been done and escape before some terrible fate befell her as well.

She snapped a shot of the woman’s flexing pelvis, noting the buzzing vibrator locked against her crotch. Watching this was producing some unwanted arousal in her own body, but she ignored it, moving upwards.

Next came a view of the woman’s chest, then the tattooed number, as well as the thick, rubber collar wrapped around her neck. Her ears were bare, but enlarged, her hair shaved low against her skull.

Of most interest to Rebecca were the horns that appeared to be growing from her skull. They were about an inch long, an off color white, curling forward slightly. Had they been implanted?

Taking a photo wasn’t enough for her… she really wanted to know what they felt like. Tucking her phone away, she reached out hesitantly to touch the tip of one of them.

It was hard, and the tip was cold. Wrapping her fingers around the end of it, she tugged sharply, her curiosity getting the better of her.

The woman’s head tilted up and she mooed loudly. Rebecca jerked her hand back, quickly, worried that she had set off some kind of alarm, but the cow quickly calmed back down as the pumping continued.

That horn was solid. It must be connected to the woman’s skull, though she had no idea how that had been accomplished. Could this be a side effect of drinking too much of the fluorescent green drug?

There was no way to know, and it wasn’t her job to figure it out. She had seen and collected enough intel to make her report to the Blue Stars. Now she needed to figure out how to get out of here without being caught.

As she stalked down the tiled aisle, she had a feeling that she was being watched. She was probably just being paranoid, since stall after stall was filled with comatose, groaning women. None of them had any care beyond getting their swollen breasts drained.

The sound of milking surrounded her, leaving her unsettled. She moved her feet faster, wanting to get away from the erotically charged atmosphere.

She slowed to a halt at the end of the row, surprised to find the last stall occupied by both a man and a woman, dressed in latex. The woman looked similar to the other cows, but instead of leaning back in a chair, she was bound via straps to a harness suspended from the ceiling. It was angled forward, the tubing from her milking cups dangling below, legs spread wide behind her.

She rocked forward and backwards gently in the swaying harness, mooing in low grunts every time the male thrust into her, completely oblivious to the world.

Rebecca gasped, shocked by the blatantly erotic display. She couldn’t imagine being suspended in the same way herself, though she suspected the woman was on cloud nine. In a perverse way, she actually felt a little bit jealous.

The man’s head turned to stare at her intently, most of his face hidden behind a half mask. She caught a glimpse of the sweat beading his brow, a shock of red hair flexing as he continued to fuck the cow woman.

“Who in the devil are you?” he asked in a guttural voice, black latex flexing over his flabby chest. “My session isn’t over yet.”

Rebecca schooled her expression, hoping to placate the man. “Of course not, sir,” she said carefully, making several assumptions as she sized him up.

Coming to the conclusion that she needed to be strict, she pulled out her phone, pretending to check the time. “You still have five more minutes.”

The man’s face darkened. “I’ve only just started,” he complained, his eyes drifting to her chest. “Hey! You don’t have a staff pin. Who are you?”

He took a step back, his cock slipping out of the cow’s wet vagina. The woman mooed in protest, but the man ignored her, his dick wobbling in the air as it pointed threateningly at Rebecca.

“Anyone?” he shouted loudly as he took a step towards her, hands reaching out. “There’s an intruder here!”

She backed up rapidly, her mind working on an escape. She needed to get away, to hide, before they caught her. Damn, this was exactly what she had been hoping to avoid.

There were no good options. She needed to run. Heart pounding, she turned and fled down the aisle.


Chapter Eleven

Allison walked down the hallway next to Kara, lost in her thoughts. What she had just seen was unbelievable, and she still couldn’t quite comprehend it all.

In the end, Joyce had decided to try out the milking machine, too, but only after April had denigrated her body size. It was rather painful watching her disrobe, hiding her small breasts shyly from the others.

It was even worse when they had plugged Joyce in. She definitely wasn’t ready to be worked over by the machine. She had made such disturbing noises that eventually the teacher had to step in and turn it off, though he allowed her to use the vibrator until she had climaxed.

Mercifully, the instructor pulled the curtain so they didn’t have to watch that part. Kara didn’t seem to care, however, happily filling up her collection container with her milk while vibrating with pleasure. Her shamelessness was incredibly embarrassing.

At the end of the session, Steve had offered them all shots to ‘take them to the next level.’ Allison had demurred, getting the overall feeling that the man was acting like a drug dealer.

Kara was the first to agree, of course, having the fluorescent green liquid injected directly into her bouncing breasts. The others who agreed weren’t quite as eager, being taken behind a curtain one by one to receive their shots.

Joyce had joined their number, as she had expected, but she was surprised to see April go through with it as well. Once they were done, Allison had tried to join the small group of refusers, but none of them wanted to talk to her.

The entire situation was damn odd. The fact that so many had gotten injected, even after seeing how much Joyce had struggled. She had hoped that more of them would have rejected it.

Something about this place was changing them. All of them were accepting far more than they should.

Even now, Allison was having a hard time reconciling all this in her mind. She should be freaking out over what had been done to her friend, but in secret, she actually found it really exciting.

How easy would it be to settle into the mindset of a cow? To relax in a chair while being pleasured, not a care in the world?

It was easy to imagine, and the dangerous part was that she was finding the idea less terrifying than she should. She should be thinking about how she was going to get out of this place, but all she could visualize was her friend’s enormous breasts, being pumped over and over again by the milking machine.

Ugh!

This was all wrong. She wasn’t even sure what she wanted any more.

Kara touched her shoulder gently. “I can see you’re still struggling with this,” she said calmly, “I had the same problem myself, at first. Why don’t we go play a game and talk it over?”

As Allison nodded her assent, Kara ran back and grabbed Joyce by the hand. The other girl was looking despondent, but immediately brightened as Kara pulled her back towards Allison.

“Let’s play together!” she declared brightly, leading both of them back to the cafeteria they had left from earlier in the day.

Kara brought them over to a quiet area that had been set aside outside the hustle and bustle of the main dining area, sectioned off by a series of bookshelves. Inside a small alcove, there was a circular table bracketed by a leather couch.

The vanishing light from the evening sun could still be seen out the window on the horizon, but it was quickly waning. Fortunately, the booth was lit by recessed lights in the ceiling, providing a feeling of closeness.

Kara grabbed a pack of cards off the shelf and slid towards the back of the booth. Removing the wrapper, she shuffled them expertly, leaning over the table. Her engorged breasts hung over the table, wobbling with every move she made.

Allison slid into the booth on her right, while Joyce joined them on the other side. Allison sighed and leaned over, pressing her head against the table as she looked at Kara. “I don’t want to deal with this any more,” she complained, feeling drained. “I just want to leave and go back home.”

Kara pursed her lips, dealing each of them a hand of cards, then sat back. “I can’t change how you feel,” she began slowly. “Each of us has to figure this out ourselves. They won’t do anything to you that you don’t want.”

Allison clenched her hand into a fist. “I know, they’ve already said that. I’m more worried about you.”

There, she said it. She didn’t regret the words, though it was a bit embarrassing to admit. She had no idea what her friend had gotten herself into, but she didn’t want to see her get hurt.

Kara seemed a little surprised. “Me? What is there to be worried about?”

She smiled, a dreamy smile lighting up her face. “They’re giving me everything I’ve ever wanted. To be a brainwashed cow with enormous knockers.” She ran her hands under her breasts, giving them a sharp squeeze.

The dopey expression faded from her face. “It was an impossible dream before I came here, but now it’s what I live for. I love giving milk.”

Allison frowned, sitting up. “That’s exactly the problem, though. When did this dream start for you? Have you felt this way all along, or have they implanted this desire into your head?”

Kara flipped over the top card of the deck, gazing at it for a moment before turning to Joyce and giving her a small smile. “You can go first, since you’re new to our group.”

Joyce nodded and looked at her cards, trying to make a decision. Kara turned back to Allison. “To answer your question, it’s hard to say for certain. I remember being fixated on my breast size all the way back to puberty. It’s only within the last few years that this has coalesced into a desire to be milked.”

She gently rubbed the back of a hand over one of her nipples, biting her lip. “To be honest, it’s on my mind all the time now.”

Joyce put down a card and looked at Allison, indicating that it was her turn. Allison sighed and looked at her own cards. She didn’t have the right color. “Red,” she declared, putting down a color change card.

“I get your concerns,” said Joyce suddenly. “I kind of share them a little,” she blushed, sitting back. “I just don’t know that it matters, for me. I’ve been an outsider all my life, and they’re offering me a chance to fit in. I would give almost anything for this opportunity.”

Allison shuddered, beginning to understand just how insidious the island’s influence really was. She was an outsider, as well, but that was by choice. If she had been pushed out like Joyce, she could easily imagine herself making the same decision.

She looked seriously at Joyce. “If all you want are some friends, you can simply join us. You don’t need to go through this if you don’t want to.”

Joyce’s eyes flicked to one side, staring at the table. “Are you sure?”

Kara put down a card and shrugged. “Of course she’s sure. The more the merrier.”

Joyce blinked, small tears gathering in her eyes as she looked at her cards. “Thanks,” she said meekly, “but that’s not the only reason I want to give this a go.”

“I want to produce milk, too,” she blurted out. Putting down a reverse card, she stiffened her shoulders, her voice becoming stronger as she looked up at Kara.

“I admire you. You’ve found what you want and you’re seizing it with everything you have. I’ve never been that strong,” she admitted, shifting back and forth. “I want to be a cow so that I can prove to myself that I can be strong. That I won’t always say no to everyone and everything.”

As play passed to Allison, she sighed. “I think that’s admirable, as far as it goes, but the idea of allowing them to experiment on my body seems terrifying to me.”

Kara touched her arm. “It’s not an experiment. I’m living proof that they can get results, and I know for a fact that I’m not the first. There’s plenty more girls that have chosen this path and have become happy, productive cows.”

Allison shuddered again. “I don’t doubt it,” she said, playing another card. “Draw two,” she murmured, glancing up at Joyce.

Worry blossomed in her heart. She didn’t think she was getting through to them. If becoming a cow could alleviate some of their deepest uncertainties about their body image and place in society, her paltry arguments would hardly be enough to sway them.

To the contrary, she was starting to wonder whether her resistance was the right path for her to take in the first place. Joining them would certainly be easier than trying to resist.

Maybe that’s what made it the right thing to do. She hardened her heart, more determined than ever to avoid the strange malaise of acceptance that seemed to be sweeping through her friends.

Kara looked past her, eyes brightening. “Ah! There she is! Suzy, over here!”

Turning, Allison was shocked when she spotted her friend. She had changed so much, she barely recognized her!

Suzy’s bust was hidden under a brown leather halter top, which emphasized her assets. A matching collar was locked around her throat, a small metal ring dangling from the center.

Her bare, muscled arms flexed as she scooted into the booth, her leather shorts rubbing against the seat. The hair on either side of her skull had been shaved, leaving her with a flowing brown mane that dangled down her back.

She gave the overall impression that she was some kind of fantasy barbarian warrior, straight out of a racy novel. The mousy girl who liked to hide her muscles seemed to have completely vanished, along with her outfit change. Allison had never seen her being this physically assertive before. It was surprising, but not unwelcome.

“What happened to you?” Allison asked, gaping.

Suzy shot her a stony gaze. “We trained in Block B and they gave me a haircut,” she stated laconically.

Allison rolled her eyes. “You know that’s not what I meant.”

Suzy crossed her arms, leaning over the table. “I’m not sure you’d believe me if I told you the truth.”

Allison played a card, noting that she was running low. “Try me. After what I’ve seen today, I’m quite open minded.”

Kara laughed. “You don’t need to hide anything. Suzy, she’s seen the milking parlor, and is still skeptical of what The Homestead can offer her.”

Suzy grunted. “Well, I doubt I can change her mind, then.”

She flexed her hands idly. “I ran a race, as a ponygirl, and I almost won.” Her lips curled. “The competition on this island is lacking, but there’s one girl I still can’t catch.”

Staring off into the distance, she looked as if she was reliving the race. “I won’t stop training until I do.” She refocused on Allison. “There’s not much more to tell. You already know that I love winning.”

Allison nodded regretfully. This was exactly like the single minded Suzy she knew. They had gotten to her, too.

She suddenly felt terribly alone. All of the girls at the table had made their decisions, and she was the odd one out. She felt her lower lip trembling, but she refused to give in.

She folded her hand together and gave it to Suzy. “You know what? I’m feeling a bit tired, I’m going to go turn in. You can take my place.”

Suzy gave her a look of understanding, making her want to curl up and die. “I don’t want your pity,” she declared, looking at them all with defiance. “I just think you’re making your decisions too quickly. The Homestead is using you, and you can’t see it. I think we’ll all live to regret this.”

Kara blinked slowly. “As far as I can tell, the only one here who is having problems is you.”

Her friend wrinkled her lips and shook her head. “You know what, you do that. Go think about what it is you really want, and when you’re ready, come back and tell us. We’ll support your decision.”

Joyce nodded, but Suzy said nothing, staring at the table. Allison clenched her fists, moving away. “Thanks,” she said, her eyes feeling wet.

Turning, she fled, not looking back. Now the tears were coming more quickly, and she couldn’t tell whether they were born of anger or frustration. Her mind was a roiling pit of uncertainty, with all her threads of thought colliding with each other. She couldn’t figure this out here. She needed some time to herself.

Soon, she was alone, striding down a glass corridor lit by dual strips of lighting running along the metal bracing above. While they had been talking, the sun had gone down, replaced by the soft light of the moon.

Shadows cast over the trees, rendering them as strange and scary, just like her thoughts. She was more than a little relieved when a door off the corridor chimed and rolled open for her, revealing her things inside.

The revelations of the day were too much for her to think about. She needed rest.

Stripping off her clothing, she left it in a pile next to her suitcase, though she paid special care to her jacket, which she folded neatly. Unhooking her bra, she set it carefully on top of her day clothes, rummaging in her suitcase for a replacement.

Slipping it over her head, she tucked the stretchy cloth into place around her large boobs. She preferred the extra support while sleeping, though she had discovered a long time ago that she needed a different design to avoid waking up.

That done, she finished her nighttime routines mechanically, brushing her teeth and removing her makeup before she flopped onto the bed.

None of these things had helped her to solve the painful realities swirling around her, but being able to switch her mind off while she accomplished them at least soothed her a little.

She pulled the sheets down on the bed, slipping inside. At least the room was nicely air conditioned, so she didn’t have to sleep on top. Laying on her back, she stared at the ceiling, trying to sort out the tangled web that had collected inside her brain.

She loved her friends, and didn’t want to see them hurt. On the other hand, it wasn’t her place to make their decisions for them. If she couldn’t convince them to change their minds, there was very little she could do.


That entire debate was really a waste of time. The real crux of the issue was her. What did she want?

Unlike Joyce, she hadn’t really wanted to belong her whole life. Unlike Suzy, she didn’t have a deep seated need to win, and unlike Kara, she didn’t have body image issues.

Didn’t she? In some cases, she wouldn’t mind if her breasts were actually a little smaller, though overall, she was satisfied with their size.

She struggled for a while longer, but nothing came to mind. Damn, she just didn’t know!

Giving up for a moment, she allowed her mind to wander, rehashing all of her old, failed relationships. If only she had made the first move there, or accepted an opportunity here, perhaps things would be different.

The old regrets began to flow more quickly as her eyes wandered idly over the ceiling, noting the curious sparkling lights above her. She clenched the sheets between her hands, relaxing her head deeper into the pillow.

There came a buzzing in her ears, but it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, she was starting to enjoy how relaxed her body was feeling. She was becoming calmer and more open than she had been all day, the slight throbbing in her temples beginning to ease.

Relationships! The thought came to her, unbidden, flashing through her mind like a bolt of lightning.

That was what she had been seeking. Her true desire.

None of her flings in the past had gone anywhere. All of the men she had met seemed to like her body well enough, but once they got to know her, they dumped her. After a while, she had concluded that the problem was herself, but she didn’t know how to fix it.

As compensation, she had tried even harder, and failed even more, with more men than she could even remember. When everything she wanted was distilled down, it transformed into just one thing - the perfect partner. The one thing she desired, but knew she could never have.

That was why she couldn’t give in to The Homestead’s brainwashing. She wasn’t convinced that they could give her what she wanted, either.

The core of her resistance solidified around that fact as she drifted off into sleep, her eyes shutting gently as a thrumming beat tickled at her ears.


Chapter Twelve

Rebecca bounced the back of her head against a wall, cursing herself. She had overreacted earlier, blowing her cover. Now the goon squad on the island had been alerted to her presence, and they were searching for her.

She had spent the rest of the day in a game of cat and mouse, hiding in different rooms as they were screened by security forces kitted out with discreet batons and tasers. It didn’t matter how much they tried to hide themselves by dressing down, she still pegged them instantly.

They hadn’t caught her, but quite frankly, she was exhausted, and she hadn’t managed to get very far from the milking parlor she had been in when she had first been spotted. Worse, she had been unable to find another exit among all the training and storage rooms on this side of the facility. She was going to have to sneak back through the parlor.

She peeked through the large, double doors, clenching her jaw. From what she could tell, the rest of the cows had finally finished their after hours milking sessions. She had watched the lights dim after the last cow had left, which had never happened before.

After giving it a good extra fifteen minutes with no more activity, she concluded that it was probably clear. Rubbing her sweaty palms against her pants, she walked nonchalantly in front of the doors, waiting for the sensor to recognize her presence.

The doors swished open silently, the stalls ahead looking a little eerie in the dark. The only sounds were that of her rubber soles squeaking against the tiles and her unsettled breathing.

A few steps inside, the overhead lighting snapped on, startling her. That wasn’t the worst of it, however. Blocking her path at the other end of the room was a woman in red power armor, towered above the stalls. Shit, it was Sally.

Her metal hands flexed as she stared at Rebecca, but she didn’t move, a lurid red light pulsing over her breasts. The logo of The Homestead was embossed on her chestplate, taking on an ominous pallor under the harsh, white light.

Rebecca immediately turned to flee, but the doors behind her were locked shut. A spinning red light told her why. The room had gone on lockdown. There was no escape.

Pulse pounding, she turned back slowly, spotting the open door on the other end, past Sally. That was foolish of them. There was still a chance, then. She reached carefully into her left pocket, palming a cool, round cylinder.

“There you are, as I predicted,” boomed the armored woman, her helmet amplifying her words. “A rat caught in our trap.”

She took a single step forward, her metal boot clanking heavily as it hit the tiled floor. “I’ve been tracking you all day,” she stated, her words clipped. “Did you not consider that we would be able to track a moving hole in our surveillance network?”

As a matter of fact, Rebecca had considered it, but there wasn’t a better solution. She had known the effectiveness of her jamming device would diminish once they had started actively looking for her, but that had been worth the risk.

Now, however, she was going to need all her wits about her if she was going to escape. Taking a deep breath, she yanked the cylinder from her pocket and pulled the pin, rolling it towards the large bulk of the armored woman.

The top popped off, a dark, viscous smoke billowing up and around her body. Rebecca ran at an angle, sliding onto her knees as she neared a stall. The distraction wouldn’t last for long, and she had no idea what sort of sensors might be built into the woman’s suit. She would need to act fast if she was to have any chance at all.

Fortunately, the stalls had been constructed like a bathroom, with at least a foot of clearance at floor level. Not only was this cheaper to build, but it probably made the room easier to clean.

Good for them, but good for her, too. It only took her a moment to slip under the first stall, turning the rest of her body so that she could roll under the partition. Ideally, she wanted to go head first for speed, but if she hit a chair or some of the milking equipment, she might injure herself.

She scooted past a collection cylinder, eyes widening as she noticed that the scale went up to two gallons. Who could possibly be producing that much milk?

She had better get a move on, or she would be occupying one of these stalls.

Lifting her legs, she wriggled along the ground like a snake. Damn, the tiles were hard, her knees aching as she slid under the next stall.

“You can’t hide forever,” boomed Sally’s voice from all around her, “and you have nowhere to run. We control this entire island. It would be far better for you to give up now.”

Sure it would. Rebecca suppressed a grunt, worming her way along. Three more stalls. She could see the boots of the woman’s armored suit ahead, as most of the smoke from her grenade was collecting on the ceiling.

This is when it became trickier. The smoke would do nothing to affect the other woman’s hearing, and if she made too much noise traversing the next few stalls, her ruse would be up.

Unfortunately, this meant that she had to slow down a little, being more methodical with her motions. That wasn’t a problem. She was used to these high stakes games during reconnaissance. All she had to do was fall back on her training.

“Why bother with this?” rumbled Sally. “We are not your enemies. You are the intruder.”

Letting out her breath silently, Rebecca moved each limb in turn, tuning out Sally’s voice. The woman didn’t know where she was, or she would have been caught already.

Soon, she was right next to Sally, watching the woman’s feet as she slowly moved past. She badly wanted to hold her breath, but that would be a dumb idea. She forced herself to be calm and kept moving.

She froze as the woman’s feet turned towards her, the overlapping armor plates flexing on top of each other. “Come on out!” ordered the woman.

Rebecca froze. Was the game up? She waited tensely, staring at her armored feet.

Her heartbeat was so loud in her ears that she could count each pulse. One, two, three.

Abruptly, the woman turned away from her, and she could breathe again. It was only a bluff.

However, her grenade had exhausted itself, and the smoke was starting to clear. Her distraction wouldn’t last for much longer.

What little smoke remained had begun to gitter with rays of light. Odd.

She followed the multicolored rays, curious at how striking they looked. Yellow, purple, green, they flashed and moved to a beat that bopped in her ears. The patterns they made as they refracted through the smoke looked stunning. Hypnotic.

Crap. It was another attempt to seize control of her mind.

She had to give it to them - they certainly didn’t give up, even if their displays were unable to capture her.

Shaking off the effects, she squeezed herself forward. After a few more stalls of crawling, her body was aching. It felt like she had been doing this forever, but she couldn’t give up now - she was nearly at the end!

Girding herself, she ignored the pain and her watery eyes, crawling the last few lengths with pure determination. Now came the hard part.

Pressing her hands against the floor, she came up onto her knees, hiding herself against the wall of the stall. Fortunately, the curtains had been drawn, so it wouldn’t be easy for the armored woman to spot her.

Unfortunately, it appeared that her assailant had figured this out, too. She could hear the hard clanking noises from the woman’s boots as she began to approach some of the stalls. “Come out, come out, wherever you are!” she said in a sing-song voice.

Rebecca shuddered, taking hold of the green cloth curtain. She steeled herself, her arms tense. This would have to be quick.

Drawing the curtain with a rattle, she sprinted for the open door. It was just a few steps away!

Time seemed to stretch as she ran, the jolt of her feet hitting the ground vibrating through her head. She was going to make it!

Right before she hit the threshold, the red light above the door snapped on, thick metal bolts slamming home at the top and bottom. She grabbed the handle and pushed hard.

The windows rattled, but the doors stayed firmly shut. Her mind was gibbering, trying to come up with a new plan, but she had nothing. Resigned, she tugged on the handle some more, but it refused to budge. This time, she had truly been caught.

Two metal hands ran underneath her shoulders, pulling her off the ground. She grunted, smashing a foot against the woman’s shin, but she shrugged it off. “How very predictable,” said Sally smugly. “Exactly as I had planned it.”

She lifted Rebecca higher into the air and waited patiently for her to stop her struggling. Rebecca tried a few different angles, but soon discovered she could do absolutely nothing. The woman’s armor was impregnable.

Giving up, she sagged in her hands. Sally chuckled, her iron voice muffled under the mask. “If you’re hoping my arms will tire, you are sadly mistaken. I requested an exoskeleton with plenty of excess power.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. She hadn’t really believed it would work, anyway. Her more immediate concern was the painful pressure around her upper body, where the woman’s hands were squeezing her like iron bars.

She gasped, squealing in pain. “Stop moving around,” ordered Sally. “You’re only hurting yourself.”

The flashing light above the door snapped off, and the bolts retracted. A slender woman pushed one of the doors open, stepping through. She was wearing a lab coat and holding a clipboard, her steely eyes examining Rebecca. The brown hair from her ponytail drifted over her shoulder,  combining with her glasses to give her a motherly appearance.

“Ah, there you are, doctor!” boomed Sally. “I’ve brought you a new oddity. This woman refuses to remain brainwashed.”

“Is that so?” remarked the woman, pulling up the first sheet of paper on her clipboard to examine something before letting it drop. “That’s hardly unexpected, given our intelligence. It was highly likely they would send someone of her caliber to investigate us, sooner or later.”

Setting the clipboard aside, she stepped closer to Rebecca with an odd stride that clacked noisily against the tiled floor. Rebecca frowned, looking at her feet. “What are you wearing?” she asked, strangely curious about the huge, rounded protrusions attached to the front of the woman’s feet. They looked like hooves.

“Boots,” the doctor replied succinctly without looking down, her lips quirking into a smile. “I’m a ponygirl.”

Rebecca’s eyes widened as she took in the woman’s name tag. Joan was typed in block letters below the island logo of The Homestead. She had seen this woman during the presentation she had been shown on the plane, but had mistaken her for an AI. So this woman actually existed!

“You’re mental,” said Rebecca, her eyes looking around for another means of escape. “You can’t be a horse any more than a teacup can be a mouse.”

“Mmm,” agreed the doctor. “That’s quite true, but I didn’t say that I was a horse.”

She gestured at Sally. “Bring her to the ground, please. I think this one is going to need more than a little persuasion.”

Sally obliged, lowering Rebecca’s struggling form until her feet were just above the tiled floor. Joan moved around behind her, and Rebecca tried to kick at her out of spite. The doctor chuckled as her foot jerked in the air, hitting nothing.

“I’ve been around a lot of livestock, girl,” she rumbled. “Your petulance is nothing new.”

There came a sharp stab of pain near her neck, and Rebecca groaned, her entire body shivering. “Stay with me for a moment,” said the doctor in a soothing tone. “The worst of it will be over soon.”

Rebecca groaned and stopped her struggling, imagining the needle being shoved all the way into her spine. That was highly unlikely, of course, but all she would accomplish by struggling now was further potential injury to herself.

The cool wetness of the injection was almost more than she could bear, and it took damnably long for it to complete, but eventually the doctor removed the needle. “Calmness,” she admonished. “It will take a minute or two to take effect.”

Her voice echoed behind Rebecca as she backed away. “You can let her go now, Sally. She won’t leave us.”

The hell she wouldn’t! As soon as she was put back on the ground, she would… she would… she would what?

Sally set her carefully back on the floor, and she took a shaky step forward. She wasn’t entirely certain what her goals were, now, but she knew she wanted to go through the door in front of her - the one marked PARLOR 10.

If she opened the door, she’d know what to do next - if only her body would cooperate! She was having trouble getting her left leg to coordinate with her right. Giggling, she stumbled forward, holding onto the door handle to prevent herself from falling over.

The door popped open, revealing a crowd of latex clad women outside, watching her with curiosity. Moving in close, they touched her body, murmuring in dulcet tones.

Rebecca moaned in disbelief as she looked at their smiling faces, her vision swimming as she spotted the horns sprouting from the tops of their heads. Some of them were short nubs, but others had ones that were long enough to curl towards the ceiling. A sweet, milky musk infiltrated her nostrils, reminding her of warm milk at midnight. They were really cute cows.

“Is she in training to become a cow?” asked one of them brightly as she squeezed Rebecca’s shoulder. Her cherubic face was animated, as if this was the best idea ever.

She was forced back, wary of their enthusiasm. Another one of them leaned over her, her enormous chest emphasized by her skin tight bodysuit. “You’re going to love being milked!” she declared, licking her lips.

“Can we get milked, too?” asked another, staring past Rebecca. “Late night sessions are the best!”

The rest of the cow women nodded in agreement, starting to become restless. “Calm down, girls, we’ll accommodate you all,” chuckled Sally. “That’s why we invited you this evening. First, however, we need your help to bring this lost, little heifer into the fold.”

Suddenly, the attention of all the cows was on Rebecca, as it was her who was keeping them from being milked. She gulped.

Swaying, she dropped onto her ass, feeling unbalanced. The drugs must really be getting to her. “I’m a secret agent,” she declared dumbly. “I can’t be a cow.”

“Of course you can,” rumbled Sally, taking off her helmet. “If that’s what you really want.”

Rebecca blinked, having a hard time figuring out her current reality. The world seemed to be spinning, and she couldn’t make it stop.

Sally settled onto her knees, putting her helmet on the floor. One by one, she removed her gauntlets as well, revealing her pink, manicured nails.

“Let’s find out!” she giggled, the woman sounding completely different without the helmet.

She wrapped her hands over Rebecca’s shoulders, holding her upright. “This will only take a moment!” she declared before Rebecca could respond, her eyes glowing pink.

Her hands shifted, wrapping around Rebecca’s throat. She gasped as the woman’s face appeared to expand to fill her vision, the gathered cow women tuned out in a haze of noise.

“What do you want?”

The words echoed in her ears and she gasped, past memories flooding through her mindscape.

They started with her idyllic childhood in the suburbs. She recalled running pranks with her sister, playing in the snow, and apple pies. This was soon replaced with crushing depression when she had found out that she and her sister were different from everyone else.

Split apart, sent to different schools, their lives were on different trajectories. Separation, testing, Talents, training, coursework, boredom. Throughout all this, they did stay in touch, but inevitably, they had grown farther apart.

This had been made worse once she had been picked up by the Blue Stars. She often spent weeks at a time on missions, with little opportunity for downtime or communication. She felt like she didn’t really know her sister any more.

An ill-defined, pulsing emotion grew in her chest. Regret. She regretted that she hadn’t had the chance to stay close to her family as she had grown into a woman.

Feeling dizzy, it appeared as though the lights were flickering around her. Her consciousness popped back into reality. She grinned, giggling like an idiot as she stared at Sally’s baffled face.

The strange light faded in her eyes, and she grunted as she sat back on her haunches, her armor clanking. “This one isn’t like the others,” she remarked, her face taking on a serious demeanor. Her voice had become lower, too, her style of diction changing from that of a peppy college student.

Joan sauntered up next to her, her pony boots clopping against the floor. “How so?” she asked, retrieving a set of syringes from her pocket.

“She doesn’t want to fit in, and has never had any deep seated desire to be treated like an object. She just wants to reconcile with her family.” Sally reached over and pinched Rebecca’s cheek. “I think you’re so cute for wanting that.”

“What’s the problem, then?” asked Joan, spritzing a tiny amount of fluorescent green fluid from the tip of a syringe. “We simply need to convince her that becoming a cow will help her to achieve her goal.”

Sally tilted her head up towards Joan, looking exasperated. “I can’t provide a rationale. That’s beyond my power. I can only tell you what she wants.”

Joan sighed. “I didn’t mean that you should use your Talent. Use your brain.”

She looked over Rebecca, who was almost comatose. “I suppose we don’t really know enough about her yet. We don’t have the proper leverage to get her to accept her place.”

She hefted a syringe. “Let’s get her drugged and in a stall. We can at least give her a taste of what she’s missing.”

The gathering of cow women rushed forward, surrounding Rebecca. They all made noises of dismay, sounding very much like animals. One of them pushed her way to the front, her enormous breasts wobbling in her emerald green suit as she breathed hard, her cheeks a ruddy red. Two, large zippers ran over the tops of her breasts, providing easy access.

“I don’t know why you’re pressuring her!” The cow woman declared, her long horns waving back and forth as she turned her head to look at them. “She doesn’t look like a secret agent to me! She should only join us if she wants to.”

She smiled sweetly at Rebecca. “I hope you do decide to. We’d love to have you.” The other cows nodded in agreement, mooing softly.

Sally raised her hand, forestalling the doctor. “She’s right. This is not our way. She needs to tell us that she wants it, regardless of what she was originally planning to do here. We cannot force her to do anything.”

Rebecca frowned. If they wouldn’t force her, then nothing would change. She’d still be a secret agent trying to take them down, and they’d still be her captors. Somehow, her addled brain didn’t want that.

Maybe she was just tired, or maybe giving in was the better part of valor? If they thought she was cooperating, they certainly wouldn’t keep as close a watch on her, and maybe she would be able to escape later!

Rebecca hiccuped, her belly jerking. Feeling like a drunkard, she screwed up her courage. The game wasn’t lost just yet!

“What I said earlier was a j… joke!” she exclaimed, her eyes brightening with a new idea. If she played along with them, she might be able to convince them that she was telling the truth! “I’m not a sec… sec… a bad agent. I’m a c… college student!”

She gestured at the doctor, bracing herself internally. “I’ll do it. Show me what it’s like.”

Sally raised her eyebrows. “Very well.” She looked around at the other cows. “Help us to get her dressed. She’s going on the pumps as soon as the doctor is done with her.”

The cow woman who had stood up for her kneeled, her breasts bobbing. She smiled kindly at Rebecca. “My name’s Lucy. We’re going to be great friends!”

Rebecca wasn’t certain whether that was true, but at least the other woman had been helpful. It was unlikely that they would have ever met each other outside The Homestead, as the woman’s sense of style was clearly quite different from her own.

Still, she should be charitable. There was no way for her to know whether the woman’s green mohawk and nose and ear piercings had been added before or after she had become a cow, though her giant breasts were probably a new addition.

“We gotta get you stripped so you can try out a cow suit,” Lucy said, running her hands over Rebecca’s breasts. “Here, let me show you why it’s the best.”

She grabbed the zipper pulls which were sitting on top of her enormous breasts, pulling them all the way down under her bust line. The latex popped open, revealing her swollen, pink nipples.

Inserting her hands inside one of the holes, she tugged on her flesh, pulling it out to reveal its truly pendulous mass. A circular tube of rubber hidden beneath the zipper was pulled out at the same time, clamping tightly around the skin at the base of her breast. This ingenious design would prevent her tender flesh from rubbing against the sides of the zipper when her breasts were fully exposed.

Repeating the process with her other breast, she wiggled her torso back and forth. Feeling stoned, Rebecca could do nothing but watch as the woman played with them, burbling happily as white droplets beaded around her nipples.

Lucy sighed. “If I do this too much, I’ll be wasting some of my milk.” She rested a finger at the corner of her mouth, which curled up into a grin. “If you hurry up, I’ll let you taste it.”

Rebecca didn’t especially want that, but she didn’t want to be seen as uncooperative, either. Her mind began to buzz as she pulled off her top. She was feeling a little sharper mentally. Whatever substance they had injected into her appeared to be wearing off, as it had before.

For any normal girl, they would probably stay in a stupor for hours at the very least, but for her it was minutes. Her Talent was working, but it was concerning that she could be subverted at all. Usually such drugs would simply have no effect on her whatsoever.

That wasn’t something she couldn’t worry about now. Although it had been an emotional decision to give in, when she examined it again with hard logic, the parameters didn’t change. She had been caught, and she had better pretend that they had control over her until she could find a way to escape.

That being the case, she had to do what the woman wanted. Grabbing the bottom of her shirt, she pulled it over her head in one motion, catching a glimpse of the heart shaped logo on the front. Since she hadn’t chosen this outfit, she felt no sentimentality towards it as she tossed it aside, showing off her small breasts held tightly against her chest by a tight fitting sports bra.

She suddenly felt a little self conscious, crossing her arms over the top of them. Anxiety tickled the back of her neck. She wasn’t used to showing herself off in normal circumstances, and they weren’t exactly impressive.

Lucy looked at her patiently, her enormous breasts sticking straight out of her suit. They looked absurdly large in comparison. “You’re overthinking this,” the cow declared. “We’re all women here, and some of us started out just as small as you.”

Rebecca blinked, staring at the woman’s bust. “You’re kidding me.”

“It’s true,” Lucy confirmed. “They don’t often select those with small breasts for Block A, because it takes longer to get them producing at the expected level, but it doesn’t mean you can’t become an excellent milker.” She smiled, dazzlingly bright. “Just look at me! I was the same as you, just a few short years ago!”

“She’s right,” interrupted Joan, kneeling next to her. “It doesn’t take as long as you might think, either.” She hefted a syringe, green liquid inside. “Now take off that bra so we can get you started.”

Rebecca began to doubt the efficacy of her plan, but she was committed. That didn’t mean she had to like it. Putting on a brave face, she unlinked her arms, reluctantly sliding her fingers under the bottom of her bra.

Pulling it over her head, she gritted her teeth. Her mind flashed back to her school days, waiting for the jeers to start. When nobody said anything, she opened her eyes, just in time for the doctor to jab a needle into her right breast.

She jumped, pressing the fingernail of her thumb into the tip of her index finger. Hissing, her eyes skittered towards Lucy, who gave her a reassuring gaze. “It hurts, I know, but given time, you’ll have bouncy breasts, just like me! Won’t that be fun?”

She ran her fingers under her boobs, hefting them as if they were balls. Rebecca swallowed heavily. She certainly hoped they wouldn’t grow that large.

The cool, pinching sensation faded in her right breast as the needle was retracted, but she knew this was only the start. There was at least one more injection to go, and she had no idea what was going to happen after that.

A hand with neatly manicured nails reached out, taking hers. As the next injection began, Lucy squeezed, running her fingers up to Rebecca’s shoulder. “We’re all here for you,” she said in a low undertone.

The other cows mooed softly, looking down at her in excitement. “They all want to get to know you. We love welcoming new cows to the herd.”

It was useless now to say that she preferred her friends to be a little less… bovine. Being rude to the cows would just be cruel. She allowed Lucy to comfort her until the doctor had finished.

Doctor Joan slapped her breast gently. “There,” she declared. “All done, for now.”

Rebecca looked down with trepidation at the injection sites, but there was very little to see beyond a small dot of blood welling out of the points where the needle had entered. Her breasts, however, already appeared to be somewhat visibly larger than they had been before.

Curious, she curled her hands around them, giving them an exploratory squeeze. Yes, they definitely did seem significantly swollen. She curled her head to look at the doctor. “What have you done?” she demanded rhetorically.

Joan’s steely blue eyes glowed a little. “Don’t act surprised,” she chuckled. “I simply used my Talent to enhance this dose to give you a little jump start, as it were. This will make your first milking much more comfortable.”

Rebecca panicked a little inside, though she had chosen this. She hadn’t anticipated that things would escalate so quickly! The changes were making her feel a little out of control.

It was too late to mull over it now, as Lucy had started unbuckling her belt so that she could get at her pants. She batted the eager cow woman’s hands away, bending to take off her shoes and socks. Standing with uncertainty, she allowed her pants to drop to her feet.

She blushed, realizing that her frilly pink panties were now on full display for all to see, but it was too late. As the other cows mooed appreciatively, she grasped the silky material and pulled them off, wrinkling them into a ball in her hand.

Shuddering, she tossed them on top of her pants, staring at the floor. She gasped and looked up as wet lips touched her cheek. Lucy grinned at her. “You’re so cute, I couldn’t resist!” she declared.

Gaping, she backed away towards a stall, a little confused at her emotions. Had she actually… liked that? She wasn’t into women, though, right?

Two more cow women approached, a large purple latex suit draped between the two of them. Lucy grabbed it by the shoulders, carrying it closer to Rebecca. Her hackles rose. The cow woman seemed to be a little bit too eager.

Unzipping the shoulders, Lucy spread the top wide. The wobbly front flopped down, showing off the built-in cups where her breasts would soon sit. Rebecca looked at it with trepidation. Wearing this, more than anything, would show how obedient she was being.

Bracing herself, she took a step forward. That was the whole point, wasn’t it? The more she resisted, the more they would try to break her. They might put her in solitary and inject her with even more mysterious fluids.

She shuddered, lifting her right leg to press it into the suit. The interior was a little more slippery than she had anticipated, the smooth material tugging gently against her skin as Lucy helped her to direct her foot down the leg hole.

She had never worn rubber clothing before, and this certainly wasn’t the ideal way to experience it for the first time. Even so, she could immediately see the appeal as the material was smoothed out over her leg. It clung to her so tightly that each graceful curve was visible, all imperfections smoothed away.

Once her other leg was safely in the suit, Lucy worked diligently to pull the two halves up her body. She alternated working at the front and back, while Rebecca tugged on a piece of it uselessly, worried that she would somehow tear it.

“It’s not made of tissue paper!” huffed Lucy, hiding a smile. “Give it more oomph, it can stretch a tremendous amount!”

Doing as she suggested, Rebecca was able to get the front half up around her chest. She looked back and forth, confused as to what needed to be done next, until Lucy held up a shiny arm, looking at her expectantly.

“Oh,” she said, feeling a little dumb.

Folding her arm in towards her chest, she pressed her fingers into a point as she inserted her arm into the sleeve. Lucy ran her hands up and down Rebecca’s arm to help smooth the material out.

Once she had finished, Rebecca stared at her elbow with curiosity as she moved her arm back and forth, admiring how the material gathered and flexed as light reflected from the surface. Suddenly, she wanted to see how it would look once she was completely dressed.

Feeling eager, she tucked her arm into the other sleeve, feeling tightness around her shoulders as the material bunched up. Lucy expertly smoothed it out, lining up the zipper on her shoulder. “You’re going to like this next part!” she declared.

Rebecca grunted as Lucy pulled the front tight against her chest, tugging the material taut across her left shoulder. Seizing hold of the zipper, she sawed the latex back and forth as she zipped it all the way up.

She repeated the process on her right shoulder until the top of the outfit ran around her neck tightly, like a collar. At first, she thought it a bit unpleasant, but she was quickly becoming used to the restrictiveness of the latex.

She ran her hands over her breasts, which were now tucked into latex pockets hidden by zippers. The tightness of the material certainly did serve to enhance her assets! She rather did like the way it made her look, too.

She braced her fingers over her waist, marveling at the slickness. The way it rolled over her hips actually looked rather arousing. She kept her face carefully neutral, but inside she was happy about how sharp and sexy she looked in the outfit.

Damn. If she hated it, it would be easier to avoid giving in to their demands. As it was, there was the distinct temptation to forget about her silly resistance and lean into this transformation.

Her elation began to fade as she realized that her captors were talking about her. “She’s not like the others,” murmured the doctor off to her right side, speaking clinically as though Rebecca was a test subject. “With that kind of dosage, she should be completely comatose.”

“Agreed,” replied Sally, scratching her chin. “She’s far more in control than she should be. The others were pliable for hours after the first injection.”

She shrugged. “Let’s put her in the stall anyway. She’s not going anywhere while she gets milked.”

Milked. Rebecca froze, not quite believing that they were going to do this to her - that she was actually going to participate.

Lucy took her by the hand, leading her over to an open stall. “Ignore them,” she said nonchalantly. “That sort of thinking is beyond us cows.”

Us cows. Rebecca wanted to disagree with her, but that hardly seemed appropriate when she was dressed in a milking suit.

She sighed internally. “What do I need to do?” she asked, feeling impatient with the whole process.

She wanted to be thinking about how to escape, not about whatever the mystery injections were doing to her body. Her breasts were already starting to feel a little full, and she suspected she knew exactly what that meant.

“Stand next to the chair for a minute,” said Lucy. “I’m going to put you in harness.” She shook a little, rubbing her hands over her chest.

Rebecca did as she was told, looking curiously at the woman. “What’s wrong with you?”

“You’re making me jealous!” Lucy complained, grabbing a collection of straps from the seat. “I wish I was plugged in myself!”

Rebecca wasn’t surprised. Her body was becoming excited, and she wasn’t a cow.

When she spotted the vibrator attached to the straps, though, she shook her head. “No… “ she mumbled in disbelief, her mind shooting back to her adventurous younger days.

During a period of time, while she was discovering herself, she had tried out a lot of similar toys, finding most of them unsatisfying. She had never tried one of these, however, and she suspected it was going to be a little different, especially when coupled with the milking.

They were going for a full assault on her body, trying to subvert her mind with pleasure. She would need to be on guard.

Lucy hummed, ignoring her dismay as she pulled the harness straps over Rebecca’s knees. Tugging them around her waist, she adjusted them to be tight enough to hold the bulbous end of the toy against her crotch.

Pulling the device away from her for a moment, she pulled open a zipper, revealing Rebecca’s privates. Rebecca jerked as the cool plastic head of the toy pressed against her mons.

Lucy chuckled, giving her latex covered thigh a gentle touch. “It’s all remote operated,” she explained. “Your first time, though, I’ll set you up with a predefined program. Once you get the hang of it, you can swap to manual control, but this will probably do you for the first couple of months.”

Months? Surely the woman was jesting. There was no way she was going to allow herself to be slowly molded into another cow.

Not that she had anticipated going this far, but that was different. She was only being cooperative so that her captors wouldn’t do something worse to her. Besides, she trusted that her innate power would see her through any brainwashing attempts.

This was a good way to gather more data, anyway. Personal experience on how cows were treated would be useful during her debriefing.

Her mind was already beginning to wander, plotting on how she could retrieve her phone and make her escape to the outskirts of the island so that she could make her report via satellite.

When she had looked at it earlier, the connection was being actively jammed. She needed to find out if the jamming field covered the entire island, or only the resort facilities. If it was the former, it would be necessary to figure out a way to disable it. Otherwise, there was a distinct possibility that she would end up a branded cow.

The worst part of all this was that she couldn’t reveal how important that phone was to her plans. She glanced back towards the floor, her heart lurching as she discovered that her clothing had vanished. Where had they taken it?

Eyes scanning over the rest of the room, she spotted Sally with a bundle in her hands, approaching a table built into the wall. Good, at least she knew where to look later.

A tugging at her chest instantly refocused her attention on Lucy, who was pulling open the zippers on the front of her chest. She took a step back. “I can do that,” she said, feeling self conscious. She didn’t want the other woman touching her boobs.

“Okay!” said Lucy brightly, turning to pick up another collection of straps.

Rebecca suspected that she had hurt the cow’s feelings, but there was nothing she could do about that. She didn’t feel comfortable being touched by others, and wasn’t about to give her free reign.

She barely knew the woman, anyway! Why should she feel bad about rejecting her?

Grumbling internally, she unzipped her right breast, surprised at the tickling sensation she felt as her flesh pushed out through the rubber O ring. Reaching inside, she tugged on the inner insert, making sure that the sides of her breast wouldn’t touch the zipper. Pinching her skin within the teeth would be far too uncomfortable. She shivered internally just thinking about it.

Repeating the process with her other breast, she considered how she looked. She was exposed, and she wasn’t sure she liked it. The other cows might consider this normal, but it just felt weird to her.

Lucy returned with a set of large, plastic cups which were circled by rubber flanges. “Hold these over your chest, please,” she commanded, putting the domes in position over the top of her breasts.

Rebecca did as she was told, the coolness of the plastic pressing against her skin as her breasts squeezed inside. She frowned. “Aren’t these a little small?” she asked.

Lucy moved around her, securing the upper part of the harness in place behind her back. “They come in a variety of sizes,” she explained. “You’re only a trainee, so you get the smaller cups. If you stay here long enough, they’ll make custom ones for you once you hit your maximum size.”

Rebecca jumped as a finger ran over the back of her neck. “I do hope you’ll stay,” said Lucy warmly. “We could have lots of fun together.”

Rebecca hissed. “I’m not like that,” she said, feeling uncomfortable.

Lucy chuckled, a high tinkling laugh. “I wasn’t either before I came here! Becoming a cow makes you a far more sensual being, open to new experiences.”

The woman didn’t appear to be put off by her recalcitrance. She wasn’t certain whether that was a good or a bad thing.

It was hard to concentrate on that idea or think of the implications. Not when she was so close to being hooked up to the milking machine.

“All done!” declared Lucy. “You can sit down now.”

Rebecca dropped her hands from the rounded cups sitting over her breasts, and they stayed in place. They felt a little tight, but weren’t uncomfortable. It was just a little disconcerting to see her flesh mashed against the translucent walls. The tips tickled a little, her nipples pressing against the soft, silicone cones.

While she examined them, Lucy industriously hooked them up to a series of tubes that connected into the wall and a cylindrical collection tank built into the floor. The cow woman gave her a secret smile. “Are you ready for this? Take a seat and make yourself comfortable.”

Rebecca nodded briskly, sitting down. The red leather creaked as she laid back into it. She stared furiously at a blank screen on the wall, feeling trepidation. How hard would the cups tug on her nipples?

Cold sweat beaded on the palms of her hands as she gripped the arm rests tightly. “Do it,” she ordered, her neck stiff.

Lucy rolled her eyes. “You’re acting like I’m going to hurt you. Complete nonsense. I’ll start you out on the beginner program. It’ll be quite pleasant. Trust me.”

The cow woman firmly moved her hand to one side, revealing a set of numbered buttons built into the hand rest. “One, one, one, one, one,” she repeated, pressing the first button multiple times. “It’s easy to remember if you’re not feeling adventurous.”

She wasn’t. Even going this far was more of an adventure than she had bargained for!

She definitely hadn’t imagined that she would be dressed in a latex bodysuit and strapped into a milking harness when she got up this morning. They hadn’t chained her down, true, but that made it worse - she was really going to go through with this of her own volition.

Suddenly, the cups began to flex, being drawn in towards her chest. She gasped as the pressure increased, the rubber flanges sealing around the base of her breasts. Her flesh was drawn into the cups, squeezing against the sides as her nipples pressed against the tips.

There came a small pop, and the pressure eased, but the cups remained in place. She wrapped her hands around them and tugged a little, confirming that they weren’t going anywhere. The harness straps seemed almost pointless now - the twin cups felt as though they had been welded to her chest.

The cycle began again, the soft pressure increasing until her nipples distended into the collection cones. It looked damned strange, but it didn’t feel too unpleasant. It was as though her flesh was being kneaded gently, her nipples being tugged and massaged.

Surprised, she looked over at Lucy. “It isn’t painful!” she declared.

Lucy was staring at her breasts, licking her lips. The cow woman jolted, tearing herself away. “Oh, sorry, I was a little distracted there. No, of course it isn’t. Being milked is the most pleasant thing ever. Nobody believes us until they give it a try!”

She turned and checked the connections, satisfied that everything was hooked up properly. “Some cows prefer to be milked hard, and that can be painful, but that’s totally up to you. All of the milking programs here have been specially built for the pleasure and comfort of the cows.”

She giggled, sliding a hand over one of her latex covered breasts. “Some of us are more interested in the process than others. I’ve even developed a program myself.”

She curled her lower lip, running her upper teeth over it. “Just talking about it makes me want to get milked. Did you know that they kick us out of here after a set period of time?”

Rebecca frowned. “Why’s that?”

Lucy began massaging both of her breasts, moaning softly. “We’re too highly sexualized. We’d spend all our time in the milkers if we could. They want us to get exercise, fresh air, and socialize. They claim that it makes our milk taste sweeter.”

She gave Rebecca a knowing grin. “In the same way that being pleasured makes it sweeter, too. Enjoy yourself.”

Rebecca was a little confused until the vibrator sitting on top of her pussy jolted to life. She cried out, arching her back as it teased her. The flush of pleasure was surprising to her, as she expected that her body would take longer to respond to the stimulation. The tugging at her nipples must have primed her for this more than she ever could have imagined.

She grunted, bucking against the seat as the buzzing vibration increased in intensity, ramping up in bursts to match the stimulation of the pumps at her nipples. It had only been a few moments, but she was already becoming a sweaty mess.

A whisper sounded in her ear. “Next time, let’s get milked together.”

Confused, she was unable to respond as Lucy chuckled. The cow woman retreated out of view, leaving her alone with the implacable pumps and vibrator.

She had to confess that she was in a bit of a shambles, unable to concentrate properly on anything. Her body was insistent that it wanted more stimulation, to be wracked with pleasure.

Lost in the sensations, she almost wasn’t surprised when a small trickle of white liquid issued from the tips of the milking cups, streaking around the sides of the plastic extraction tubes. Impossible!

She couldn’t deny what she was seeing in front of her eyes, but she didn’t understand it. She had originally thought that a woman could only produce milk after giving birth. How powerful were those injections she had been given?

Her mouth gaped open. She was being milked, like an actual cow. This was really hard for her to accept.

The worst part of it was that she could see how easy it would be for them to convince a woman in her situation that she was a cow. She was strapped into a milking harness, being milked, and producing milk. As far as an observer was concerned, there would be little difference between her and the other women being milked in the parlor.

No, that wasn’t the right way to think about this. If she didn’t act like a cow, that meant she wasn’t a real one. She was a secret agent. She was only pretending.

The vibrator locked against her pussy buzzed again, and she gasped, grunting as more milk was squeezed from her nipples by the pumping cups. A collection of low moos buffeted her ears. The other cows must be getting milked, too.

She wouldn’t be like them. If she didn’t moo, she wasn’t a cow.

A hand touched her shoulder, startling her. She turned her head to see that Lucy had returned, a wide smile on her face. A black mask was dangling from her other hand via a strap. “It looks like you’re in the right mood,” she proclaimed, lifting the mask in front of her face. “Let’s get this on you so that you can have the full experience.”

Rebecca looked at the mask in alarm. “What, exactly, is that for?” she asked, her pelvis rattling against the vibrator.

Lucy patted Rebecca’s cheek softly, sighing as she fluttered her eyes. “It helps us to focus. We don’t want our minds to wander and worry about silly things while we’re being milked.”

Rebecca tried to protest, but Lucy raised a hand to forestall her. “Just settle down and relax. I won’t put it on if you don’t want me to, but all the most advanced cows like to wear this during milking.”

That hardly convinced Rebecca, but the nagging thought of her mission stopped her again. She needed to know exactly what was being done to the cows so that her report would be complete.

Sitting back, she nodded briskly. If she was going to do this, she was going to get the full experience.

This decision made Lucy happy, at least, though she wasn’t sure why she cared about being friendly with this cow. Grinning, the cow woman brought the front end of the mask over her face, squeezing the rubber under her chin and over her forehead.

It was a good fit, though Lucy needed to adjust a few straps to make it comfortable. Large headphones slipped over her ears, and there came a light kiss on the back of her head, the woman vanishing again.

As soon as she took her first breath in the mask, she knew that this had been the wrong decision. A hissing buzz infiltrated her mind as the viewports filled with psychedelic colors.

The cows must love these because they brainwashed them into submission while they were being pleasured. It was simply another way for The Homestead to ensure that they stayed docile.

With her Talent, it shouldn’t matter, but she was starting to doubt its efficacy. Her time on the island had shown her that it wasn’t infallible, especially after she was injected with that fluorescent green liquid.

She still didn’t know where it came from, or how they made it, though she suspected that the doctor, Joan, was involved in some way. Perhaps she was the mastermind behind these transformations, concocting the strange green substance with her Talent.

She breathed again, her eyes idly following the strange patterns. At least her mind didn’t seem to be too affected by the brainwashing, though her body certainly was responding. Her nipples were on fire, crotch dripping from the unending stimulation.

She felt hands around her throat, touching her while she was incapacitated by the display. A hard, narrow strip of leather was pulled tight, being buckled around the back of her neck.

The jangling sound of a bell clanking rang from her chest. She had been collared.

“Good cow,” said a sultry, female voice.

Cow. Cow. Cow. Good cow. The words rattled through her mind.

As she orgasmed, her lips opened, unbidden, a low moo rumbling up her throat.

A sudden, disturbing question flashed through her mind right as she gave herself to the pleasure. Why did they have a latex bodysuit on hand in her size?


Chapter Thirteen

Allison sat up on the side of her bed, blankly removing her bra. Leaving it on top of her pillow, she stood, padding over to the desk, nude. Looking down with filmy eyes, she picked up a milk bottle, tilting her head back to drink the vaguely green contents.

As the creamy liquid slid down her throat, her lips worked, gulping greedily around the lip of the glass bottle. She didn’t stop until none was left, a pleasant hissing in her ears egging her on.

Setting the bottle down with a clink on the wooden tabletop, she rotated her body mechanically and picked up a glossy, purple latex garment that had been hung over the back of the desk’s chair.

She unzipped the shoulders and stepped inside, pressing her legs into the provided holes, as she had been trained to do. The hissing in her ears corrected any mistakes she made, helping her to smooth the rubber until it laid properly over her skin.

Zipping the shoulders against her neck, she smiled brightly, admiring how the slick surface gripped her breasts. Rubbing her hands over the top, an unbidden moan escaped her lips. Obeying the voice was incredibly erotic.

The hissing increased in intensity, and she stopped rubbing herself. She strode over to the screen next to the door on bare feet, watching the black surface intently with her arms locked at her sides.

The screen lit up with an unsmiling woman with black hair who looked at her as if she was a piece of meat. “You have been designated as a Block A hold out,” she said in a clipped tone. “For whatever reason, we have not been able to convince you that being milked like a cow is in your best interest.”

The woman shifted her feet, showing off her military style boots. “It is not our way to force you to do anything you do not wish to do, however, we must know the reason. As such, we have temporarily seized control of your body. You will give us the opportunity to get to know you better and understand your wishes. That is not negotiable.”

She cracked a crop against her black gloved hands. “You will assemble with your known associates and proceed to the milking parlor. You will go straight there. You will not stop or pay attention to anyone or anything else.”

Allison’s jaw cracked open as she breathed through her mouth, not acknowledging the commands. She could now feel the soft headphones draped over her ears, but she did nothing to remove them. No thoughts passed through her brain. She was a blank slate, and would do whatever she was told.

The woman looked at her severely. “You will enjoy yourself. That is not an option.”

As the screen snapped off, Allison’s hand dipped towards her crotch. The hissing in her ears did not stop her, but her legs began to move towards the door without her conscious control.

The door slipped open, revealing two more women dressed in purple latex, staring at her as her fingers played over her pussy. Her eyes flicked over them without recognition, her feet stepping forward and turning until she was in line with them.

Together, they marched forward down the hall, stippled sunlight casting shadows over their bare feet. She could feel every step on the high traffic carpet, but it was not unpleasant. It was perfectly clean, with nary a grain of sand to cause her discomfort as she walked in time with the others.

As one, they executed a perfect left turn, walking past a pair of giggling girls. They pointed at their outfits and gaped, but none of them paid any attention. The whispering voice in her head giving her directions was the only thing that mattered.

Left. Her feet turned with the others, her head fixed straight ahead. She didn’t try to figure out who they were. Knowing wasn’t necessary. Obeying was.

After a few more turns, they left the glass corridors, penetrating deeper into the complex. Airy skylights were replaced with dull, gray, industrial walls. Cheaper, durable, and bland.

They stopped in front of a pair of double doors, saying nothing as they waited. DAIRY PREP 05 was printed in block letters, but Allison didn’t question this, either. Breathing regularly, in tune with the others, she wasn’t surprised when the doors opened in front of them. Her brain was still being held in limbo by the murmuring voice in her ears.

The three of them stepped forward, walking together until they were lined up on a yellow line that was painted on the floor. Stopping in unison, they stared straight ahead, looking over the top of a stainless steel table at another set of doors in the wall beyond.

Two metallic hands pushed them open, revealing a woman in a suit of red power armor. Her feet crunched against the ground as she stepped in front of the table. Reaching up, she pulled off her helmet and set it down, revealing her blonde hair tied up in a strict bun. A white towel and three concentric metal circles rested next to her hands on the tabletop.

Her head turned from right to left, stopping on Allison’s body. “Step forward, initiate,” she commanded briskly.

Whirling on her heels, Allison stepped up to the table, turning one last time as she clicked them together, pressing her chest into the cold tabletop. Head fixed level, she stared at the woman’s glowing chestplate.

Whether or not the pulsation of light was hypnotic in nature didn’t matter. She was completely controlled by the voice in her ears. Outside distractions couldn’t hold a candle to the slippery wetness of the hissed words that were being fed directly into her skull.

The woman reached her hands forward, wrapping her armored fingers over Allison’s headphones. Staring directly at Allison, her eyes began to glow pink as they unfocused.

Allison descended into her mind, past memories bubbling up. Thoughts passed through, finding no purchase, but as they got deeper, resistance began to build.

Like a shield, it protected her inner self, and the more the armored woman tried to penetrate it, the more it pushed back, precisely matching the force she applied. As time went on, the bubble began to expand, pushing the foreign intruder out of her mind.

With a rush, Allison blinked, flashing back to reality. She was staring at the armored woman, frozen in place like a doll.

The woman chuckled, reaching up to stroke her chin with metallic fingers. “An undiscovered Talent. How delightfully rare! The good doctor will want to pull you for further study, I’m sure, but as it is, I’ve found what I wanted.”

She leaned forward, closely examining Allison. “It’s rare, but we’ve seen individuals like you before. You don’t lust for money, fame, or fortune. No. You want to be loved by your close friends.”

She stepped around Allison, grunting as she looked over the two women standing like dolls behind her. “Fortunately, we have accounted for this possibility. We’ve been monitoring you all since you stepped foot on the island,” she admitted. “Every action you take, every friend you make. We maintain a database of past relationships, as well.”

She circled back around in front of the table. Allison didn’t react to this revelation. She couldn’t, as her thoughts were still at a standstill, being held back by the hissing noise in her ears. A faint feeling of wanting to move whispered through her, resistance beginning to build, but it did not coalesce into action.

“I have chosen two of your friends to join us today.” She pointed behind Allison, flexing her finger.

The two women standing behind her marched forward, around both ends of the table. Their black headphones flexed over their heads, hair whipping back and forth as they lined up on either side of the armored woman.

The instructor took off her gauntlets and set them on the table, revealing rosy red latex underneath. The ends of her gloves were fingerless, showing off her glittering pink nails.

Turning to the woman on her right, she massaged the woman’s breasts, squeezing the latex cups hard. Unzipping the breast closest to her, she ran her glossy gloves inside, pulling the enlarged breast through the circular rubber opening. As she tugged on it, a small squirt of creamy white milk splattered onto the floor.

Grabbing the towel from the table, she lifted the woman’s breast, revealing the number tattooed near the base. Mopping up the mess, she flicked the woman’s nipple with her finger. The cow woman grunted, saying nothing as she stared at nothing.

“The only question is which will help you to change your mind and accept your fate? Will it be the well endowed cow who has already been completely indoctrinated, or will it be the newcomer, who hasn’t yet had the chance to experience all the pleasures of being mindless?”

She turned to the other, petite woman, unzipping and exposing her breasts in the same way. These were not as large as the other cow’s, and when the instructor pinched her nipples, no milk came welling out. “Good stock,” the instructor murmured, “but she needs more work.”

Turning back to Allison, she grinned. “Of course, you can’t respond now, but you’ll remember this later.” She rubbed her hands together. “I can’t adequately explain how exciting it is to see you all lined up as emotionless latex dolls. It’s almost better than seeing how mindless you cows get while being milked.”

She gestured at Allison. “Come here, initiate,” she ordered.

Allison’s feet obeyed the command, her body neatly navigating around the table while her head remained level. Her toes felt icy against the tiled floor, but without being able to think, she had no way to respond to the negative stimulus.

Turning her back to the table, she faced the instructor, breathing regularly as the soothing voice in her ears tickled her brain into submission. The armored woman pulled open the zippers over her breasts, smoothly and efficiently pulling them out until they were completely exposed, her flesh held in place by the rubber gasket cupping them at the base.

“There, now you’re like all the rest. There’s just one more addition, and we can move to the demonstration.“ She turned to the table, grabbing one of the circular pieces of metal. “This might be easier than I had anticipated, if you have a latent mental Talent.”

She lifted the steel collar in her hands, showing off the polished exterior. It looked like something out of a fantasy novel, with a strip of jewels embedded around the center.

The woman worked a catch somewhere in the back, and it swung open in two halves, revealing the translucent interior. It was inlaid with some form of plastic, circuitry clearly visible underneath the coating. Several evenly spaced holes had been drilled into this surface layer, black circles housing sharp needle tips.

Anyone in their right mind would resist having such a device wrapped around their necks, but the hissing in her ears kept her calm as the two halves were locked into place. There was no pain, though the weight of the collar laid heavily on her neck. The further implications of this were beyond her ability to process. It just was.

The armored woman turned and picked up the other two collars in turn, proceeding to lock them around the necks of the other women. Neither of them responded as the jewels embedded in the surface began to glow from within.

“These were specially developed for us by a third party via the use of his Talent,” the instructor announced. “A psychic link has been formed between them, which will allow you to experience the physical and emotional state of your peers.”

She stepped towards one of the cow women, her collar now glowing red. As she stroked a finger over the woman’s exposed nipple, a similar sensation tickled over her own, followed by a pleasing warmth that flowed through her empty brain.

Allison’s heart thumped in her chest and she gasped involuntarily. These were both autonomic responses, requiring no thought on her part. She remained focused, as the voice in her head commanded.

“Anything she feels, you feel, and vice versa. It’s quite simple, but effective,” the instructor explained. “As long as you wear these, you are joined together as one.”

The instructor tapped a finger gently against her head. “Unfortunately, we can only use these for a limited time. The effect they have can be dramatic, but also detrimental. We will be monitoring you and your friends closely to ensure that the side effects are minimal, but I assure you that it will be entirely worth it.”

She grabbed her gauntlets from the table and put them back on, latching them into place. “Enough delay. I’ll show you what I mean. Come with me.”

Turning her back to the three collared woman, she marched through the double doors. Allison’s feet followed her, while the other two turned as one. Together, they walked in a line through the doors, hands reaching out mechanically to push them aside.

Beyond was an industrial laundry room, with large stacked washers and dryers on the left. A set of tables and cabinets were built into the wall on the right, with two benches down the center bolted firmly to the concrete floor.

Allison naturally slid in front of the other two collared women as they straightened out into a line, following the instructor until she halted at the end of the final bench, turning around. “Sit and dress,” she ordered.

The three of them sat on the hard wooden bench, staring at the table in front of them. Three items were stacked neatly next to each other in front of her - a pair of purple latex gloves, soft cotton socks, and patent leather knee high boots with platform heels.

Allison reached forward and picked up the socks first, as if by instinct, but in actuality she was following the whispers in her ears. Jutting her leg out, she pulled the sock over her foot, the top resting high above her ankle.

Repeating the process with the other sock, she next retrieved one of the boots, pulling the long zipper all the way down the back. Setting the boot on the floor, she pulled apart the shiny faux leather at the top so that she could stick her leg inside, pressing her foot all the way in until her toes neared the tip.

Grabbing the zipper pull, she eased it upwards, being careful not to snag the teeth against the sock. As she neared half way, she pushed her foot forward, resting the heel against the floor. This gave her enough leverage to pull the top of the zipper together, her foot entirely encased.

Her eyes wandered over the polished surface, as if admiring it, but that was impossible, for she couldn’t think. Her hands were already moving to the second boot, pulling it down and installing it over her other foot.

The final step was the gloves, and those went on with only a little difficulty. Snapping the lip of the latex over her wrists, the seam smoothed against her bodysuit, sticking against the rubber in a way that made it almost invisible.

Once she was done, her hands dropped to her knees as she waited for further orders. She could not see the progress of the other two, as her head did not turn. It did not need to turn, for it had not been commanded by the voice in her ears.

Besides, she could feel what they were doing, anyway. One of them had already completed her tasks, but the other was still struggling with her gloves. It was quite an odd sensation, feeling as though her hands were uncovered, at the same time her eyes were telling her that wasn’t so.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long for the other woman to finish, removing the discordant sensations. Dressed the same, there was no difference between them, and therefore nothing was relayed through the link. With their brains smoothed by the hissing brainwashing coming through their headphones, they were more or less robots.

“Come with me,” ordered the instructor, and they all got to their feet, clicking their heels smartly as they turned simultaneously.

Sally marched out of the room, through another set of doors, and they followed her into a hallway, fanning out into a line with Allison on the right.

Feet pumping in time, they passed a crowd of giggling cow women. Their heads turned to watch them as they passed, hair swaying gently around their fully grown horns. They were dressed in similar bodysuits to the three marching women, but none of them wore purple.

This strange fact sunk into Allison’s brain, but she was unable to question it, or examine them more closely. They quickly faded behind them as the corridor rolled on, her eyes locked onto one of the instructor’s intricately detailed pauldrons.

The armored woman made a sudden right turn, leading them into another room. As they passed through the doors, she caught a glimpse of the sign: PARLOR 10.

They stopped a few feet inside, milking stalls running down either side of the room. The click-pop of pumping was audible in the air, mixed with moans of pleasure. Allison’s bare nipples swelled, her body responding to the erotic atmosphere.

A cow woman in an emerald green latex suit ran up to the instructor, a sparkle in her eyes. A large golden ring pierced the septum of her nose, resting on her upper lip. “Hi, Sally! Is this a batch of resistant recruits?”

The instructor nodded her head, turning to point at each of the suited women in turn. “The one over there is Allison. She has a latent psychic Talent.”

She lifted an arm, pressing a button on her gauntlet. A hologram projected from her wrist, showing a spreadsheet. “According to this, the other two are her friends, Kara and Joyce. Kara is due for a promotion to the advanced herd, while Joyce is a newbie, and should be treated gently.”

Lucy clapped her hands together, looking at the three of them hungrily. “I’m glad I put off my milking session when I heard you were coming. Thank you for the report! I know you’re busy, so you can leave them in my care.”

Sally nodded, peering into the second stall where a woman’s body gyrated in her chair, her chest thrust forward as she was milked. “Everything appears to be in order,” she grumbled. “Fine, I’ll leave it up to you, but keep close tabs on the agent. If she gets loose there’ll be hell to pay.”

Lucy chuckled. “Not a problem. She’s safely hooked up to the milking machine at the moment, enjoying herself. I’ll give you a call if I need your assistance.”

“Very well,” the armored woman replied perfunctorily, turning to leave.

Her clanking boots rattled against the tiled floor, but none of the three women turned to watch her. Their curiosity was suppressed. They thought no thoughts.

Lucy looked at their necks. “I see you’ve already been suited and collared. Excellent. Just give me a few moments to get set up and I’ll be right with you.”

She walked through the doors behind them, leaving them alone for a moment. Allison could do nothing but stare directly ahead at a set of three stalls.

The one on her left was unoccupied, an empty chair waiting for a cow to sit down and strap themselves in to be milked. In the stall in the center, the chair had been removed and replaced with a piece of furniture Allison had only seen online.

Several sets of red leather cushions were mounted on a metal frame in an elongated S-shape, providing support for the knees, chest, and head. A person could comfortably kneel on the lower cushions and press their body against the rest of them, leaving room between them for one’s breasts to spill out.

The lower cushions were spread apart to expose the user’s privates, and the headrest had a keyhole cutout so that you could rest your forehead on the cushion while still being able to see. It would probably be fairly comfortable to lay in, though it certainly wasn’t built for relaxation.

The details were filed away in the back of her mind, but she didn’t react. Her eyes drifted automatically to the last stall, where a woman was being milked.

She was dressed in a purple latex bodysuit, just like her, but she was unable to see most of her head, as it was hidden under a gas mask with a domed front and large, black headphones. The glass was tinted, but a faint, flickering display was visible on the surface, keeping the woman mesmerized.

Every so often, her hips would buck upwards and she would cry out in pleasure, her enlarged breasts being continuously suckled by the milking machine. The woman wasn’t producing very much, but it was coming in a steady stream.

Allison had no opinion on the woman’s predicament. Neither desire nor anxiety flitted through her head. This was simply the way things were. She was a silent observer, with no need to respond.

A clatter came from behind her, followed by the sound of hard, rubber wheels rolling over the tiled floor. Lucy rolled a tall, metal contraption in front of them, which was mounted to a square, wooden box.

Positioning it carefully, she hit a lever on the side of the box and it dropped to the floor. The tall, metal pole fixed to the center of the box wobbled back and forth, vibrating from the sudden stop. To the pole was welded a series of steel shackles, one for the neck, and two for the wrists and ankles.

“I’m afraid that this looks rather… barbaric,” explained Lucy apologetically, “but usage of these collars on newly awoken Talents has been known to cause dramatic results. I don’t want anyone to get hurt.”

Allison said nothing, her eyes flicking over the restraints. The device wouldn’t have looked out of place in a torture dungeon.

Lucy stepped onto the platform, her boots sinking into the square of red velvet carpet built into the base. She removed a lock from the hasp which secured the neck collar to the metal frame, tucking it into her hand. She repeated this process with the two attachment points at waist height, and the final two near the base.

In this position, Allison got a good view of the green mohawk on top of her head, bracketed on either side by her tremendous horns. They curled near the tip, showing off colored concentric circles in green, blue, and violet. This must be a personal fashion choice, as it was unlikely that they had developed that way naturally.

Finishing her work, Lucy stepped off the platform and gestured at her. “Come on up, Allison! I hate to do this to you, but I have to follow our safety protocols.”

Allison didn’t protest. Stone faced, her legs moved forward under the control of the modulated sounds coming through her headphones. She made two quick right turns to face the steel pole, briskly stepping up onto the platform. She then turned again and backed herself up. The rounded metal pole pressed into her back, feeling incredibly cold, but her only reaction was to gasp involuntarily.

“Take deep breaths, it won’t be long before the main event,” said Lucy sympathetically as she climbed up next to Allison.

Reaching her hands up, she swung the neck collar shut, locking it in place on top of the bejeweled collar that was already secured around her neck. It wasn’t meant to be tight, like the other collar, but it certainly was small enough to keep her from moving around.

Lucy took hold of her hand and pulled it slightly to one side, locking her wrist to the frame with one of the locks she had palmed. “This happens more often than you might think,” she muttered. “Public schooling these days is atrocious - they never test properly for latent Talents. Late bloomers constantly slip through the net, becoming huge problems for society.”

She locked down Allison’s other wrist, moving to her ankles. “We, at least, catch a few, but it’s impossible for us to be everywhere. Not every girl wants to grow up to be a cow or a horse.”

She sighed and stood, smiling at her captive. “There, now there won’t be any problems.” She reached up and took hold of her headphones. “I’m going to remove your thought control now. During this next step, I’ll need to monitor your mental state to make sure I’m not going too far with the training.”

Gripping the black plastic cups, she lifted the heavy headphones, watching Allison’s expression patiently. Allison looked at her in confusion, the calming buzz suddenly absent.

She shook her head, trying to clear the mental fog that had seized her. A flickering cloud of black noise tickled the edge of her senses, but she ignored it, passing it off as a lingering effect of the mind control technique that had been used on her.

She shifted in her shackles, finding herself with very little range of motion. She wasn’t going anywhere. A growing anger began to tighten around her heart. What had they done to her?

This was quickly tempered by fear. In this state, they could do anything they wanted to her, and she could do nothing. Breathing heavily, she focused on the cow woman, choosing her words carefully. “What is going on?” she bit out in a flat tone.

Lucy moved her fingers in the air, smiling at her. “I know you’re confused and angry about all this. Just wait and watch. This will be self explanatory, I promise, and you might even have some fun!”

Allison doubted that, but her thoughts were still in turmoil. It was almost as though she was a pot brought to boil, and now the lid had been removed, exposing the bubbling contents. Too many conflicting questions rose to the surface, competing for her attention. As a result, she said nothing as Lucy ordered one of the other women dressed in purple latex to step forward.

“Why purple?” she suddenly blurted, frowning at the same time. That wasn’t the question she had meant to ask, but right now she seemed to be acting on instinct.

Lucy paused. “Oh, you mean the suits? It’s a simple method of color coding trainees so that we can give them extra attention and teach them the proper procedures when they make mistakes.” She squeezed the shoulder of the trainee as she lined her up with the chair next to her. “Once you’ve graduated, you can wear any color you like. There are very few restrictions on style.”

Turning to the chair, she picked up a milking harness, humming as she attached it to the woman’s chest. Allison watched closely, her eyes tracing the trainee’s form. Her chest lurched as she connected the dots. This must be Joyce!

She wanted to shout and ask what the cow woman was doing to her, but it was obvious. Joyce was going to be milked again, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Joyce didn’t seem to care what was being done to her body, but that was due to the brainwashing headphones still clamped around her ears. Allison curled her hands, digging the rubberized tips of her fingers into her palms. She was experiencing a terrible feeling of deja vu as she watched a vibrator being strapped to the woman’s crotch.

Worse, it felt as though it was happening to her own body. She could feel the tickling around her waist and in her privates as Joyce’s suit was unzipped, the plastic head of the vibrator pressing against her pussy.

At first, she thought she was imagining things, but as Lucy finished attaching the tubing to Joyce’s milking cups, she came to a terrible realization - she was feeling everything that Joyce was. When the milking machine was turned on, she was going to be milked at the same time as her friend!

Worse, she had just spotted a syringe filled with fluorescent green liquid in the palm of the cow woman’s hand. She jerked as a quick pinch came at the side of her left breast. It wasn’t her being poked, but it sure felt like it.

She cursed. “Could you provide some warning before you do something like that?” she shouted at the cow woman.

Lucy turned her head, her horns catching the light. “Oh, sorry!” she said cheerily. “I forgot for a moment that you’re linked. She can’t feel any of this while under thought control, so the fact that it would affect you hadn’t crossed my mind.” She patted Joyce’s shoulder gently, the soft impacts instantly being transmitted to Allison’s shoulder.

“There’s one more to go,” Lucy announced, producing yet another syringe.

Allison had a brief moment to wonder where the woman had been hiding it before another pinch came from her right breast. She groaned, unsure whether it was her breasts or Joyce’s that were feeling so swollen.

It was incredibly disconcerting to know that she couldn’t tell whether a particular sensation was being generated from her body or one of the others. She only hoped that Joyce wouldn’t start feeling an itch that Allison couldn’t scratch. Now that would be pure torture, above and beyond what she had experienced thus far.

Fortunately, that didn’t happen, but her breasts lurched forward as Lucy turned on the milking machine. No, it wasn’t hers, it was actually Joyce’s nipples that were distending and being sucked into the plastic milking cups.

It was Joyce’s flesh that was squirting milk into the collection tubes. It was Joyce who was experiencing all these things, but it didn’t matter, because she was feeling them, too - she was being milked by proxy.

As Joyce settled back into the chair, enjoying her brainless milking, Allison was left to suffer the sensations of the buzzing vibrator against her pussy. She jerked in the restraints, unable to touch herself to relieve the pleasure assaulting her body. It was an incredibly frustrating situation to be in.

Lucy gave her a knowing glance, but turned and walked past her before Allison could glare back. She bit her lip, doing her best to deal with the sensations without crying out, but it was remarkably difficult. A pressure was building up in the back of her skull that she didn’t know what to do with, and she was a little afraid of what might happen when she gave in.

The worst part was that she had already accepted that she would have to give in. There was no way that her body would be able to resist this assault given sufficient time. The vibrator combined with the milking cups just felt too damned good.

Lucy returned, leading the other woman dressed in purple latex. As she turned, worry tingled up the back of Allison’s skull. It was Kara, and she already knew that her longtime friend had allowed herself to become a cow. She could only imagine what new debaucheries she would be willing to experience, and with that collar around her neck, Allison would sympathetically feel everything she did.

Lucy lifted the headphones off Kara’s head, stepping away to set them on a counter next to the lockers, a few stalls down. Kara’s face immediately flushed and her breathing became hushed. Her head turned to look at Allison, a large smile blooming on her face. “Doesn’t being milked just thrill you?” she exclaimed, sliding a hand vertically between her breasts.

Allison grunted, rattling in her shackles. “Shit, no,” she lied, schooling her face. “I can’t believe you put up with this. It’s more painful than erotic.”

Kara chuckled. “I’m feeling exactly what you do, so I know that’s not true.” She took a step forward, running her latex covered fingers around Allison’s jaw line. “It’s making you just as aroused as I am.”

Allison jerked her head back, staring at her friend with apprehension. “Stay away from me,” she gasped. “I’m not into that.”

Kara’s eyes hooded. “You know as well as I that you won’t be forced to participate. However, they never said anything about being forced to watch. Forced to feel.”

Grinning, she turned and strode over to the second stall, the one with the strange piece of bondage equipment mounted inside. Fiddling with some straps, she craned her neck to look at Lucy, who was coming back. “I’ve waited for this for ages,” she declared. “Have you found a suitable partner for me?”

Lucy nodded. “First, let’s get you strapped in. Cows are not allowed to watch the bulls perform lest they get too attached to a particular one. We don’t even use their real names when they’re working the stalls. Relationships are not forbidden, but it is desired that they form naturally instead of being forced by sexual desire.”

Kara nodded, and Allison felt a thrill in the back of her mind. Anxiety grew in her chest, as she knew this emotion wasn’t coming from her. The collar must be transmitting both physical and mental sensations.

This was very dangerous, indeed, but perhaps the connection went both ways? She stared at Kara, letting the fear she was feeling grow ever higher.

Kara blinked and glanced at her. “What are you so worried about?” she asked. “I’m only getting milked and fucked. This is going to feel awesome for both of us.”

Allison gasped. “I wasn’t… really?” she babbled, unable to come up with a coherent thought.

Kara nodded at her with a knowing gaze. “You haven’t had a boyfriend for a while, have you? I bet your privates are already wet just thinking about it. The best part is, you’re going to feel every thrust of the bull’s rock hard cock, and you don’t even have to worry about using a contraceptive!”

Allison frowned. “And you’re not worried?”

Kara laughed. “Of course not. I’m a cow, and cows like to be bred. If he gets me pregnant, I’ll produce even more milk. I can’t imagine anything more erotic.”

Lucy cleared her throat. “I know that you don’t care, but we’re going to be a tad more careful, at least for now. Breeding programs are highly regulated and we don’t want to be overrun with a stable of pregnant cows. Only the most experienced cows are eligible.”

Kara pouted, but she shrugged. “Fine, I’ll do as I’m told. I’m a cow, aren’t I?”

She made a little jump, and her exposed breasts wobbled eagerly within her latex outfit. Lucy frowned at her, and she giggled, turning to the bondage device.

She knelt on the lower cushions, spreading her legs to show off her large ass. Lucy ran a hand underneath, unzipping her all the way up to the small of her back. As she spread the hole apart, Kara’s bulging privates squeezed through. Kara leaned forward into the chair and rotated her ass upwards, showing off her aroused inner lips.

Pressing her forehead into the headrest, she wrapped her hands around a set of cushioned handles. In this position, her back was completely exposed, her pussy open and inviting. Her breasts hung through the hole between the sets of cushions, dangling downwards towards the floor.

Here, she waited calmly, as Lucy strapped her down, securing her arms, legs, and chest. There was no strap for her head, but she didn’t need it, as in this position, she could only pull her neck back a small amount anyway.

Lucy began to hum as she grabbed a milking harness, pulling a set of cups over Kara’s voluminous breasts. The sensation of her flesh being squeezed inside them overlaid the squeezing pulsing feelings being transmitted from Joyce. This was truly going to feel bizarre.

Allison tried to prepare herself for it, but she knew deep down that there was no way she was going to be ready for the dual stimulation. She couldn’t imagine how Kara was going to handle it, either. She could only hope that Lucy knew what she was doing, as this seemed like an awfully good way to burn out someone’s brain. It was going to be pure torture.

The harness was strapped into place, the plastic tubing connected. All that was left was for the milking machine to be turned on, but instead, Lucy walked back to the table she had left the headphones on. Opening a drawer, she pulled out a blue glove, which she proceeded to pull on over her green latex glove.

Thus double gloved, she opened a drawer and unscrewed the cap on a tube of paste. Squeezing out some of the viscous contents, she took extra care to coat her index finger. Marching back to Kara on her platform boots, she paused to look at Allison, who was watching her with a silent question.

“She’s already a fully producing cow, she doesn’t need more injections,” explained Lucy. “This is just a lubricant and spermicide. Pay attention, you might like this.”

Kara groaned in complaint as Lucy knelt, placing the index and thumb of her left hand on either side of Kara’s vagina. Gently spreading the cow woman’s inner lips, she pressed the index finger of her other hand deep inside.

Kara bucked against her restraints and mooed as Lucy turned her hand in a circle, taking special care to coat all sides of Kara’s wet tunnel. Allison jerked too, the dual sensation of the buzzing against her clit and the penetration hitting her at the same time.

Her eyes almost crossed as reality hit her - this was going to be much, much more intense than before. She had no idea how she’d hold it together when the bull arrived.

She wouldn’t have to wait long. She heard the doors of the dairy swinging open and turned her head to peer at the new arrival, her nipples tingling as they reacted sympathetically to the hard milking Joyce was receiving. Her privates flushed and her eyes widened at the absolute mass of the man stepping inside.

Allison had only been to the gym sporadically in her lifetime, and none of the specimens there could possibly compete. He must be at least three or four hundred pounds wet, with legs the size of small tree trunks.

The black latex bodysuit he wore was so tight around his arms and legs that she could see each and every one of his muscles as they flexed enticingly. The man was ripped. She wouldn’t be surprised to find out that he pumped iron each and every day.

A mask hid his face, sculpted in the shape of a bull’s head. He had short, black hair, with long, curved horns that lifted towards the ceiling. He turned slightly to look at Allison as he passed, grunting with a guttural roar as he dismissed her.

As her eyes shifted down his body, she gaped at his erect penis and gigantic, swinging balls, which stuck proudly through a circular flange in his suit. The veiny length was enormous, but it was the girth that gave her shivers. That couldn’t possibly be natural!

She shuddered as she imagined them giving the man injections like the ones she had received in her breasts. For some reason, the idea that they had stuck small needles into his fleshy cock disturbed her even more than what had been done to her.

The bull turned towards Kara, giving her a good view of his tight ass. The black latex stretched across each bun tightly, leaving nothing to the imagination. These were the sort of guys she’d look for images of online, never imagining that she’d see one in real life. She still didn’t quite believe it, and he was right in front of her!

Lucy stopped what she was doing, and stood, smiling broadly at the bull. Snapping off her glove and tossing it into a waste receptacle, she pranced up to him, lifting a solid metal nameplate that hung from a collar around his neck. “Keven!” she exclaimed. “Good to see you!”

Her eyes flicked down to look at his rod, licking her lips. “I’m rather sorry I’m not on your schedule today, but let’s get to work. She’s already been fully prepped for you, just let me turn the milkers on.”

Reluctantly turning away from the giant man, she pressed a sequence of buttons on the bondage chair, and the clicking pop of the milking pumps commenced. Allison gritted her teeth as the dual sensations made her breasts feel like they were being rapidly mauled.

Soon, however, the pumping action synchronized, making it less jarring. Unfortunately, the feeling of being suckled doubled in intensity, making it even more difficult to ignore.

Lucy ran her hands over the bull’s side, stepping up on her tippy toes to breathe into his ear. Allison had to strain to hear what she said. “She’s all yours,” Lucy whispered.

Wide eyed, Allison braced herself as the man stepped forward without hesitation, slapping Kara’s ass. The cow woman shuddered, mooing with happiness. “Stick it in me!” she groaned.

The bull did as she wanted, the tip of his dick pressing between Kara’s welcoming inner lips. There was practically no resistance as his length jammed into her tunnel, filling her utterly.

Allison’s eyes rolled as Kara mooed her pleasure. Her knees unconsciously moved apart, as if she was the one being fucked. Oh shit, that felt amazing!

The bull pulled out agonizingly slowly, the skin of his dick dragging delightfully against the wall of Kara’s vagina. The cow woman jiggled in her restraints, but she was held tightly in place, unable to do anything as the bull took his pleasure.

With every thrust, the pressure in the back of Allison’s skull built higher. The pleasure was unbelievable, as a circular feedback loop was slowly forming.

Every emotional pulse of pleasure Kara felt was transmitted to Allison, the physical sensation being transmitted, too. This, in turn, triggered her own pleasure, which neatly layered on top of what Kara was feeling. Her pleasure was transferred to Joyce, who responded and returned her own.

The end result was that all three of them were being fucked as one, resulting in triple the pleasure. This was intolerable! Surely this was more than any one human could take!

The bull settled into a regular rhythm, the wet sound of sloppy fucking interspersed with the click-pop of milking. As he proceeded, he began to synchronize his thrusts with the milking pumps, causing Allison’s body to jerk and vibrate even harder in resonance.

She closed her eyes and began to moo, unable to stop herself. It just seemed natural to cry out her pleasure in this way. She felt a little guilty for doing so, but pretending to be a proper cow felt so good that she couldn’t stop herself.

This was exactly what Lucy and Sally were trying to accomplish, but she didn’t care any more. Giving in to the pleasure just felt too amazing. If this was the pleasure a cow could experience, she was a cow.

As the fucking progressed, she started to lose her sense of self. She had no idea who was feeling any particular emotion. They were all bound together as one consciousness, one body. A body that was getting thoroughly worked over. Together, they were experiencing ecstasy.

As the pleasure peaked, her world exploded. All she felt was love. Love for Joyce, for Kara, for the bull man whose penis was pulsing inside them. For Lucy and Sally, who had brought them into this pleasurable gestalt.

In that moment, she would be anything they wanted her to be, if only she could feel like this forever.

The pressure in the back of her skull built to a climax and exploded, a shockwave rocketing throughout the interior of the milking parlor. Jolted out of her pocket of pure pleasure, Allison moaned piteously as a second shockwave exploded from within her.

Each pulse was rebounding from another consciousness within the parlor, building to a higher, more destructive climax. Allison couldn’t control it, couldn’t stop it, had no idea what it even was. She could only sit still and take it as every impact rattled her bones.

The others were quaking, too, even the bull. The ground was rumbling, the room shaking. Was it an earthquake?

Allison jiggled uselessly in her restraints, terrified. Her mind gibbered, thinking of nothing but getting away from this. She needed to escape, but she couldn’t!

Suddenly, Lucy was right there in front of her, her eyes glowing a fluorescent green. “Shut it down!” she shouted. “It’s you! You’re the one causing this mind quake!”

Allison looked at her, baffled. “I’m what?” she groaned, her body hit with another wave of stimulation. It felt strangely muted, less impactful than the one before, but it was still pure, distilled ecstasy.

Building, the wave crested, exploding from within, shooting out from her mind. The raw energy rocked the room, but quickly dissipated, sucked away as if by some great force. A glimmering dot shone in her mind, suddenly expanding into another shockwave.

Lucy slapped her, but it was too late. A rumbling, grinding sound echoed throughout the room, as if they were in the middle of a subway station. The ground and walls rattled, tiles popping up from the floor. Unbalanced, Lucy fell on her ass, staring at Allison in horror.

Allison grimaced as she finally realized what was going on. Somehow, her mind was reacting sympathetically to what her body was experiencing to cause these mini earthquakes. If that was the case, there was only one way to stop the damage.

“Shut it down!” she screamed at Lucy as her breasts wobbled. “Turn it off! I can’t stop this!”

She pressed her back against the steel pole that she was bound to, a vertical cold streak throwing some water on the fire in her loins. She gasped at the chill, attempting to distract herself by performing sums in her head.

It was only somewhat effective, as her body was quickly ramping up towards a second orgasm. When the second wave of pleasure arrived, she suppressed it as much as she could, the resulting mental wave only causing a small tremor.

Looking down at Lucy, she hissed at her. “Do it now, or I can’t guarantee our safety.”

The cow woman nodded, real fear in her eyes. Scrabbling on the tiles, she climbed unsteadily to her feet and moved quickly to the front of the room. Allison gritted her teeth, doing her best to ignore the delightful sensation of her breasts being pumped, though that really wasn’t the biggest problem.

The bull had stopped fucking Kara for the moment, holding onto the wall of the stall, so that wasn’t it, either. No - it was the incessant buzz of the vibrator against Joyce’s snatch that was driving her crazy.

Her hips bucked, a smaller wave of force emanating from within her. Lucy stumbled during the amplified rebound, but managed to catch herself against a box on the wall. Flipping up the lid, she punched her fist down on a large, red button.

Spinning red lights above the doors began to twirl, an electronic warning sound filling the room. “Emergency stop,” exclaimed an electronic voice in a monotone. “Please remain calm until a handler is available to attend to your needs.”

All of the milkers and vibrators stopped immediately, a strange hush coming over the parlor. None of the cows made a noise, though they shuffled restlessly.

The buzzing sensation on her crotch was gone. The pressure in the back of her brain vanished, as if it had never existed.

Allison sank in her restraints, breathing heavily. Up until now, all of her mental energy had gone into suppressing her body’s pleasure. There had been precious little time to enjoy it. How frustrating.

Lucy returned, her face pale. “I think, perhaps, using the collars was a little premature.”

Allison rolled her eyes, but said nothing, unsure whether antagonizing the cow woman was a good idea.

Lucy reached over, fumbling with the lock securing Allison’s neck to the bondage frame. “I’ve never seen that before,” she said, her voice quavering a little. “I don’t know how the Talent screeners could have missed you. Class P1 telekinetics are rare.”

Allison shrugged, her eyes scanning the stalls with curiosity. She knew for a fact that she wasn’t that powerful. She had been amplified by someone else in the room.

Joyce seemed more or less comatose, so it probably wasn’t her, and Kara seemed more interested in having the bull fuck her a second time. She turned her attention to stalls further down the row. Perhaps it was one of the cows she didn’t know?

A faint rustle caught her attention. There, a few stalls down. That lined up with the vague mental impression she had gotten earlier. She wasn’t feeling anything now, and still wasn’t certain how to use her Talent, but she was certain that the resonance had come from somewhere over there.

She jolted as a masked face peered out from around the corner of the stall. The woman was still wearing a milking harness, the head of the vibrator pressed against her pussy. She slowly raised an arm and pressed a gloved purple finger over the mouthpiece of her mask.

Allison quirked her lips, but pretended that she hadn’t seen anything. “How often do you discover psychic Talents?” she asked Lucy, stalling for time.

The mysterious woman nodded her head, turning to walk down the line of stalls right behind Lucy. The bull man glanced at her and huffed, not seeming to care what she was doing.

“No,” frowned Lucy, working to release her second collar. “Those are rare, too. If we do, they’re often low level talents. You are something unusual.”

Allison shrugged, deciding to play up her Talent, even if she hadn’t directly caused the massive quake. “You just haven’t met anyone like me yet,” she said, adding a touch of arrogance to her tone.

In reality, all she felt was relief. Their attempt to twist her mind had failed, and better yet, she was being disconnected from the others. They likely wouldn’t try this method of control again for fear of causing more destruction.

“Are you going to put the headphones back on?” she asked, adding a faint hint of warning to her voice. “If you do, I can’t be responsible for my actions.”

Lucy sighed. “There,” she said, unlocking a hidden latch. “Absolutely not. We are going to have to completely re-evaluate our approach. We may even need to consider letting you go.”

Allison’s eyebrows rose as she watched the curious latex clad woman sneaking towards the door. “Are you serious?” she asked, feeling hope.

Lucy nodded. “Of course. We can’t force you to do anything. You have to want it, first.”

“You could have fooled me!” said Allison sarcastically. “You haven’t given me much choice.”

Removing the collar, Lucy bowed her head. “I apologize for that. You see, sometimes it only takes a little push for our new recruits to accept what they really desire. Many people can’t admit to themselves that they really want to be treated like an animal.”

One of the stalls rattled. The mysterious masked woman froze as Lucy turned to peer at her. One of her booted feet had caught against a stall’s support leg, giving up the game. She made a small sound of surprise, breaking into a sprint.

“Halt!” shouted Lucy, taking an aborted step forward, clearly recognizing that she wouldn’t be able to catch up to the fleeing woman.

Sighing, Lucy watched as the woman grabbed a bundle of clothes from the counter against the far wall, her feet turning to rush for the doors. She smashed against the crash bar, disappearing into the hallway beyond. “Sally’s going to kill me for this,” Lucy moaned.

“Who is she?” asked Rebecca, curious about the escape.

Lucy walked towards the wall, tossing the collar onto the counter, leaning over to pick up a red phone. “Oh, she’s just a secret agent from the Blue Stars who’s trying to shut down our entire operation,” she said offhandedly, as if it was no big deal.

This unsettled Allison. If they weren’t worried about a superhero organization, they couldn’t possibly be worried about her.

In theory, that should give her the ability to do something unexpected, but she had no idea what that could be. Her Talent was far too new to her, and she had no idea how it worked. Hell, all she had accomplished so far was some minor damage to the room.

She tried to elicit the same pressure in the back of her skull that she had felt before, but nothing happened. There could be some sort of condition that triggered her Talent, or another prerequisite that was necessary. She simply didn’t know how to use it.

Lucy finished her conversation, hanging up the phone with a delicate click. She returned to Allison, smiling brightly.

“Now,” she said confidently. “Let’s get this mess cleaned up. The other cows will surely want to finish their milking.”


Chapter Fourteen

Mistress Moon flicked her finger to the right, bringing up the next recruitment dossier on her tablet, evaluating the most recent updates. These records were updated in real time, reflecting the reports coming from \trainers in the field.

Her subordinates generally didn’t need her feedback - they knew what they were doing. Even so, sometimes they forwarded the more troublesome ones her way to get her input.

Take this one, for example - Allison, a second year undergraduate, twenty years old. Unusually, she had chosen to major in Chemistry, and her grades were generally quite good. There had been no hint of her being special before she had arrived on the island, but since then, she had been graded as possessing a psychic Talent.

This might be useful for the organization, depending on how powerful her Talent was, and whether or not she could be convinced to join them. Not every recruit was a good fit, and some of them were quite difficult to bend in the desired direction.

She could already tell that this woman was going to cause them trouble, as the ‘desires’ box had a single word entered: ‘relationships.’ Not exactly an easy request to fulfill, though there were always possibilities.

By all accounts, she was mostly a loner, except for her two best friends, Kara and Suzy. She flipped down a few pages to refresh her memory on those two.

Ah, yes, Kara had been through their regimen and was already a cow. Nude images of her being milked and trained filled the right hand column of the display, showing off the tattooed number under her left breast. Cow Forty Seven.

Nothing too remarkable there. Her training had gone well, and there had been little resistance to the role they had offered her. It was remarkably easy to convince people they were cows when they started with a lactation fetish.

It was no wonder she didn’t remember the woman - there was nothing particularly out of place or remarkable about her, and she wouldn’t have shown up in the flurry of reports passed to her. She swiped a manicured finger over the display. What about her other friend?

The first image came up, showing two brown eyes peeking out from underneath a gray hoodie. A moody woman, from her first impression, but she had some hidden depths. Glancing over the training photos on the right, she skipped down to the ‘desires’ section. Wants to win by any means necessary.

Mistress Moon grunted. It was perfectly understandable why she had been categorized into Block B with that sort of deep seated need. It looked like they wouldn’t have any trouble with this one, either. Whether she knew it or not, she was already well on her way to becoming a ponygirl.

There was one more person involved, however. Perhaps she would be the key to this mess. She swiped left once more, loading up the next entry. Joyce.

She was a fairly small woman with her dark hair pulled up into a bun. For the most part, she was unremarkable. Biology major, average grades, no relationships, and she simply desired to fit in. Boring, boring, boring. There must be something here she could use.

She scanned her eyes up and down the rows, finding nothing interesting. Sighing, she set her tablet down on the live edge of her work desk and laid back in her office chair, spinning slowly in a circle. If there was an answer here, it wasn’t in their files. She would have to get creative if she was going to put together a plan her staff could use.

This wasn’t too unusual. She had been here before, and the only solution was to take a personal interest and get to know the subject herself.

She tapped her painted fingernails against the desk. The only difficulty was, she didn’t know if she had the time. A lot of problems were starting to line up in a row, and she highly suspected they were going to fall on her all at once. The perils of being an executive.

She couldn’t avoid the largest one forever. Leaning forward, she was about to punch up a camera on the display when the ground shuddered beneath her. She frowned.

The island was dead, volcanically and seismically. That was one of her firm criteria when she had first looked for a suitable place to build up her farm.

Unlike other supervillains, who might still see the idea of a secret underground volcano lair to be exotically attractive, she was far more practical. She most definitely didn’t want an unseen natural disaster to destroy everything she had worked for.

Her head reflexively turned to look at the threat board, but there were no automated warnings there. Alarmed, she reached over and hit a button on the strip of hotkeys mounted to the rear of her desk. The screens on the wall in front of her immediately lit up with a flood of camera views from all over the island.

“Cassia, what was that just now?” she asked, eyes flicking over the displays.

A hologram lit up on the right side of her desk, a feminine gynoid dressed in glossy black latex. Her silvery face looked at Mistress Moon seriously. “Mistress, seismographs have recorded vibrations emanating from one of the milking parlors. Otherwise, the island is secure, with no imminent threats detected.”

Mistress Moon grunted, pressing a few keys to adjust the camera feeds. One of them came up blank, strange visual noise blocking the picture. Damn. She suspected she already knew what that meant. “Which parlor did the disruption come from?”

The gynoid’s eyes went blank as she quickly retrieved the data. “Parlor 10, Mistress.”

Mistress Moon scratched a nail over the surface of the desk, frustration welling up within her. This was one of the problems she had been hoping to avoid. “It’s the Blue Stars agent, Rebecca,” she grated out.

The gynoid lifted a silver hand to her lips in an attempt at human mimicry. “Your orders were to keep track of her, via electronic or other means as necessary, and attempt to convert her if possible. Have those changed?” she asked patiently.

Mistress Moon stared at the display, frowning. “No,” she said slowly, “but we need to keep damage to a minimum. Clearly she has some kind of unknown power that we were not previously aware of.”

She steepled her fingers, staring at the blank display for a few moments. Her eyes lazily took in the cameras surrounding the parlor. As such, she quickly picked up the precise moment when the hallway outside went dark, the parlor feed flickering back into focus.

The room looked like it had been through an earthquake, with equipment tossed off the shelves and tables. The floor had also been damaged, but otherwise the occupants appeared in good shape. Lucy was tending to the cows, and they didn’t appear to be in too much undue distress.

“Keep track of the agent,” she ordered, “but let’s put a halt on trying to convert her. She might do more damage next time. If there’s an opportunity, try to convince her to come to me. Also, I want to interview Lucy and anyone else who saw what happened in that room.”

“Very well.” The gynoid bowed, showing off her voluptuous bosom. “Your orders have been dispatched.

A red phone in the corner of her desk rang with an old fashioned tone. Mistress Moon grabbed the receiver, pretty sure she knew who it might be.

“Moon here,” she said perfunctorily.

“It’s Lucy,” said the woman on the other end breathlessly. “The Blue Stars agent has escaped. She’s left parlor ten and I’m not sure where she’s headed.”

“Don’t worry about her,” said Mistress Moon dismissively. “She’s no longer your concern. Please report here when you’re available. I want to debrief you on what caused the earthquake.”

“It was a mind quake,” replied Lucy. “I’m not sure how much more I can tell you, but I’ll be up there as soon as I can quiet down my trainees.”

“Very well,” said Mistress Moon, sighing. “Please try to remember everything you can about the event. It might be important.”

“Will do!” said Lucy faintly. “I’m really sorry about this,” she said, her voice strained.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Mistress Moon, gripping the handset tightly. “It can’t be helped. None of us have the Talent to see the future. See you soon.”

Dropping the handset back into the cradle, she found herself feeling restless. She wanted to leave immediately and find the secret agent herself, but that would be folly. If her intelligence on Rebecca’s Talent was wrong, she could quickly find herself in trouble. It was best if she waited here for all the knowledge to flow to her, like a spider in her web.

A half second warning chime sounded from the threat board, instantly drawing her attention. A light had lit up on the display: UNKNOWN INTRUSION.

Cassia’s hologram flickered, and she stared directly at her mistress with deep blue eyes. “Mistress, our long range radar has picked up several unknown primary contacts. After running a thousand simulations, the probability that this is an invading force approaches one.”

Damn. Another of her problems was about to come home to roost. “What is the likelihood they will succeed?” she asked.

“I cannot yet be certain,” said the gynoid, her lips parting slightly.

“I don’t need precision just now. I want to know whether I should be preparing to evacuate.”

The gynoid pursed her lips. “The attacking force cannot be aware of my abilities, or they would not have opted for the direct approach. They are unlikely to bring the heavy ground equipment necessary to neutralize my defenses. With the estimated size of their attacking force, there is currently a ten percent chance that they could do significant damage to this operation.”

Mistress Moon stared hard at the radar display, watching the small green dots wink as they approached closer. “I’ll take that chance. Give me an update once the contacts are identified.”

The gynoid nodded at her. “As you wish, Mistress. Anything else?”

Mistress Moon shook her head, and the AI simulacrum faded away.

She had expected this to come sooner or later. One didn’t rub shoulders with the upper echelons of society for long without intimately understanding how powerful people tended to think. There were plenty of ruthless, grasping men and women out there, and not all of them were properly labeled as villains. Some of them were worse than those that actually possessed Talents.

She grunted, pulling up her email account on her tablet, navigating to her saved entries. The blue symbol in front of the name at the top of the list gave her chills, but his offer was more than a little intriguing. It was well past time for her to start the negotiations.


Chapter Fifteen

Sweat creased Suzy’s brow as her muscles strained, lifting the metal bar high into the air until her elbows locked. One hundred and forty pounds had been added, evenly distributed on both ends in neatly stacked discs of twenty pounds each.

Moving her arms back, she gently set the bar onto the provided metal holders, breathing deep as she considered her next move. Hailey’s narrow face leaned over the top of her, beaming as her fiery red hair drifted down the side of her cheek. “That’s your best so far!” she exclaimed.

Suzy frowned. “It’s not good enough. You can already do forty more. Put on another twenty.”

Hailey gave her a concerned glance, but went to do as Suzy requested. “Damn, girl, I know you’re competitive, but don’t you think you’re pushing it a little?”

Suzy grunted, massaging her hands. “Nothing is ever enough until I can beat you. Until I can beat all of you.”

Hailey undid the clip on the end of the barbell, adding another weight. “Is that so? You’ll have to catch me, first.”

Finishing her work on the other end, she lifted the barbell off the rack, holding it above Suzy’s head. Suzy reached up and wrapped her hands around the diamond plated surface, testing her grip. She nodded at her new friend, taking up the weight in her shoulders as she breathed in deeply.

Hailey took a step back, and Suzy proceeded to drop the weight towards her chest, holding her breath. Her breasts wobbled as she flexed her chest muscles, the bar coming within a short distance of her nipples. Now came the hard part.

Gritting her teeth, she pushed on the bar with all her strength. She managed to move it a few inches before it stalled out, her muscles screaming. Eyes wide, she tried another push, but it wasn’t budging. Was she going to drop it? Where was Hailey?

Two beefy hands intruded from above her head, grasping the bar and pulling it away from her as if it was a toy. Easily setting it on the rack, a blocky face studied her with approval. “It’s laudable to reach for the stars,” he grunted, “but one must also know one’s limits.”

Suzy’s natural inclination was to glare at him, but she caught herself just in time. Her failure wasn’t his fault.

Swinging her legs over the end of the bench, she turned to look at the stallion, feeling a little resentful of his presence. She recognized him, of course, from before, when he had greeted her after the race, but now he was dressed quite differently.

Dan’s lower half was covered with glossy black latex pants which hung loosely over his enormous hoof boots. The cut was purposefully tucked in around his crotch to show off his large bulge. His upper chest was bare, save for his muscled chest and pierced nipples.

Hanging from his neck was a silver chain, a circular, coin-like medallion bouncing between his well defined pectorals. His eyes were hard, but not unkind, though his flared nostrils gave him a wild aspect. Overall, the impression she received was that of intensity.

His gaze suddenly made her feel very feminine. Looking at Hailey, she stood up smoothly on her hoof boots, nervously hiding her hands behind her back.

Hailey laughed at her. “Look at you! You’re acting like you’ve never seen a man before!”

“I have,” snapped Suzy, looking steadfastly at the floor as she rubbed her damp hands over her leather top. “I’ve just never had anyone interested in me for me,” she said quietly.

A dark, masculine presence approached, a large hand cupping her chin, forcing her head up. “Don’t be shy,” rumbled Dan. “It’s unbecoming of a filly who might become one of my mates.”

Suzy wavered as he touched her confused forehead with an index finger, swiping it downwards to lightly tickle the top of her nose with his perfectly trimmed fingernail. Frozen in place, she trembled as his musk washed over her.

His belly flexed as he chuckled, moving to her side. “Come see me after today’s duties are complete,” he whispered in her ear.

Closing her eyes, she breathed in slowly as he left, unsure what to do. It wasn’t that she wasn’t interested, she just wasn’t sure whether she was ready for that sort of thing.

Apprehension seized her stomach, and she felt like throwing up. Oh no, now she had to make a decision!

Slender hands wrapped around her wrists, lifting up her arms. Her eyes snapped open, Hailey’s riotous red mane bombarding her senses. Her friend’s face was lit up with a bright smile. “He likes you,” she squealed. “Do you have any idea how rare that is?”

Suzy shook her head, confused. “Why is that special? I’m sure he has plenty of mares in his stable.”

Hailey bounced on her hoof boots. “No, he doesn’t. Besides you, there has only been one other.”

She sighed, tears reaching her eyes. “His former consort passed away in childbirth. Even with our modern medicine, she couldn’t be saved. It’s a tragic tale that everyone in the stables knows. They’ve been trying to get him to break out of his shell for years, but all he does is train his body.”

A strange emotion bubbled within Suzy’s chest. “Out of everyone here, he chose me? A newbie? Why?”

Hailey shrugged. “He obviously sees something in you he hasn’t found in one of us. I gotta say I’m jealous! What did he tell you?”

Suzy shivered. “He wants to see me later, but I’m not sure if I want to see him.”

“Come on, girl!” said Hailey, squeezing her hands tightly before letting go. “Why not? He’s a damn fine piece of horseflesh.”

“This is all so new!” Suzy wailed, losing her composure. “I thought I knew what I wanted here, but he’s messing it all up!”

She raised her hands in frustration. “Everything was so straightforward before! What am I gonna do?”

Hailey stared at her, a little dumbfounded. “Isn’t it obvious? You go find out what he wants, and if it feels good, things might move a little farther. Remember, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

Suddenly grinning, she stepped up to Suzy and kissed her gently on the cheek. Astonished, Suzy reflexively touched her face where the woman’s warm lips had been.

“You’re too cute when you’re frustrated,” said Hailey, giving her a mysterious smile. “Go meet him later, or don’t, but don’t complain to me if you let this opportunity go.”

She lifted a hand and gestured at Suzy. “Come with me, you know that we have a job to do. You can think about his offer more while we’re working.”

Suzy sighed, following Hailey’s glossy latex covered ass. Suzy was feeling rather sweaty in her own orange latex bodysuit, but if they were going to be working some more, there was no point in taking a shower.

Stepping forward eagerly, a frisson of excitement tingled down her spine. They had been notified at the beginning of the day that they were scheduled to be put in harness to pull an important client.

This was the first time she would be pulling with a partner, and they, of course, had selected her to work with Hailey, as the two of them had become inseparable. This was going to be so much fun!

Her enthusiasm dampened as they crossed a few corridors and entered the tack room. A strict looking woman was waiting for them, her gloved purple hands clasped together as she pierced the two of them with hawk-like eyes shadowed by a military style cap.

“Hello, Alice,” the two of them said in unison, though Suzy’s voice lacked enthusiasm.

The instructor was just as strict as she looked, putting them through their paces as a team on the track. Suzy still vividly remembered the taste of the woman’s whip licking at her heels, forcing her to pick up the pace.

It was almost as though the woman cultivated hate on purpose. This was likely an attempt to force them to work harder, to achieve more than they thought possible. Even though she understood this, that didn’t mean she had to like her.

“Welcome,” the woman said in a clipped tone, her hand caressing her whip.

Suzy’s eyes were immediately drawn to the leather hilt, the intricate brown weave making the weapon look sleek and powerful. No mortal hand had worked to create this implement, however. Suzy had seen the instructor create it out of thin air. That was the power of her Talent.

“I have set aside the necessary harnesses and hoods,” continued the instructor. “Please, dress with alacrity. We have a lot of work to do, and our client is waiting.”

Suzy’s eyes immediately darted over to the dual wooden mannequins behind the instructor. Both of them had been decorated with matching harnesses, corsets, and hoods that she knew they were intended to wear.


Holding her breath, Suzy stepped forward, admiring the painstakingly polished gear. Either it was new, or it had been very well maintained.

Either way, the molded latex horseheads were the centerpieces. She wasn’t entirely certain how she was going to breathe after that was put on her head. Certainly her vision would be tightly constrained, but that was probably the point. When she was in harness, her mission was to obey whatever the driver commanded.

She ran her fingers over the riveted grommets that ran up the back of the hood, a black lace connecting them together in a criss cross pattern. Her fingers felt a little numb from excitement. Was she really going to wear this?

Two hands reached for the corset tucked around the mannequin’s waist. “The mask goes on last,” explained the instructor, not unkindly, as she unbuckled some of the straps.

Suzy nodded, feeling a little overwhelmed. What should she do? How should all this be worn? In a few months, it would surely be old hat, but right now there was just too much to learn.

“Don’t just stand there like an imbecile,” murmured the instructor, her eyes flashing. “Pay close attention. Soon, you’ll be expected to do most of this yourself.”

That’s what she was afraid of. Nodding quickly, she began to work on the other side of the dummy, pulling the straps free.

The underbust corset came off in her hands, a mess of straps dangling over the top. She folded them over, freeing the hard, molded chest plate which had two curved supports for her breasts.

Turning it around, she pressed it against her chest, a hard, central tab pressing between her breasts, a large ring dangling from the top. This had the effect of pushing her breasts to either side, making them more prominent.

The bottom half of the leather plate wrapped around her sides. Holding it calmly, she waited for the instructor to sort out her straps, as she had no idea where they should go.

Alice efficiently gathered the ones near the left side of her waist, pulling them tight around the side and buckling them into place. She did the same on the other side, then knelt to grab the two dangling straps in front of her privates.

She threaded them underneath Suzy’s hips, pulling them tightly against her rubber covered snatch as she linked them into the curved back of the corset. Standing, she lifted the two larger straps attached to the upper half, flipping them over Suzy’s shoulders.

Returning to her front, Alice lifted the ring attached to the top of her corset and ran the straps through the center, cinching them tight against her shoulders. The corset squeezed against her chest, but the instructor could have tightened it far more.

“Take a deep breath,” ordered the instructor.

She watched with an eagle eye as Suzy did as she was told, the corset lifting up and out as she filled her lungs. Alice touched her chest, letting her hand rest on top of the corset as she breathed back out.

“Very good,” she declared. “When you do this for yourself, make sure you pay special attention to your lung capacity. Function over fashion is our rule here - you should not find it difficult to breathe while in harness.”

Returning to the dummy, the instructor pulled off the orange hood and brought it over to Suzy. “The eyes are where you’d expect them to be,” explained Alice, touching the recessed eye flaps within the latex mask. “However, the breathing tubes are hidden.”

She ran her fingers over the thick neck, streaking her hands up and over the long nose, pointing out the two large open holes hidden in the nostrils. “They are larger than you might expect, embedded inside the latex. In this way, you will be able to breathe without any restrictions. You might think this is a little overengineered, but we can’t have our ponygirls fainting while pulling a cart.”

She turned the mask in her hands, loosening the lace on the rear. “Hold your breath while I fit this on you.”

Feeling trepidation, Suzy did as she was told, her eyes following the bottom lip of the mask as it was lifted up and over her head. There was a sudden darkness, and a short panic, but she held herself steady, knowing that everything would soon be fine.

There came a tight restriction where the neck of the mask turned, the sides clamping down against her forehead and skull, but Alice skillfully pulled the rear of the mask open far enough to slip it past. The bulk of the mask slid into place with a quick rush of air, the bottom lip clamping around her lower neck.

She could catch a glimpse of light now, but it was rather anemic, as the mask wasn’t yet properly in place. She realized she had been holding her breath, and released it in one go. There was no restriction, the sound of her exhalation whistling down the nose tubes.

She relaxed as she discovered that Alice hadn’t lied. It really was easy to breathe in this thing. She still couldn’t see, however, which was really annoying her.

Fortunately, Alice wasn’t done yet, twisting and turning the mask until it settled on her frame properly. The vision slits finally lined up, and she could see the back of the room clearly. There was no peripheral vision, which was likely on purpose.

She sighed, resigned that this was how her world was going to be for now. At least she probably looked stunning. How she wished for a mirror!

That was a silly thought. She could simply look at Hailey, who was dressing herself the same as Suzy. She tried to turn her head, but Alice slapped her lightly on the shoulder. “Stop moving around!” she ordered. “You can look in a moment once I’ve finished.”

With a huff, Suzy settled down, trying to get better acclimated. The mask was clamped tightly around her ears, but loose around her throat. This extra slack was slowly being removed as Alice tightened the laces down the back of her neck, but it never got to the point where it was uncomfortable.

She turned her head slowly to get a view of the dummy as Alice unbuckled a tall collar from around its throat. Made of thick black leather, large metal rings dangled from the front and sides. She could easily imagine those being used to control her while in harness, though it was also possible they were just for looks.

She waited patiently as the collar was drawn around her neck, feeling uncomfortable for the first time as it was buckled into place. It looked tall on the mannequin, but felt even taller when it was on her neck. She found it impossible to move very far at all before her neck was restricted by the rolled lip at the top.

Alice tugged on the ring at the side of the collar, pulling her over. “This might seem a little restrictive,” said the instructor, “but look on the bright side. While wearing this mask, you don’t need to be gagged.”

Suzy nodded slowly. It was true that this was preferable. Having a bar gag sawing back and forth in her mouth was always an annoyance, though with training she was starting to get used to it.

“Very good,” announced Alice. “You may look at your partner now.”

Excited, Suzy whipped her head around, trying to locate Hailey. She just knew that her friend would look stunning.

Two warm hands took her by the shoulder. “Calm down,” said a muffled voice. “I’m over here.”

Suzy turned her head slowly to avoid smacking her friend, but what she saw next took her breath away. Hailey’s upper head had been replaced with a horse mask, the wide nostrils seeming to flare as she breathed.

No expense had been spared by whoever had modeled the mask, as the tiniest crevices and creases had been intricately detailed. The overall impression she received was one of astonishment. It truly did look like her friend’s head had been replaced with that of a horse, only more orange.

Giggling, she reached up to touch the collar locked around her neck, tugging gently on one of the rings. “This is fun to wear,” she blurted, surprised to find it was true.

Hailey nodded, the tall ears at the top of her mask cutting through the air. “I wouldn’t mind… playing with you,” said her friend, modulating her voice to perform a small whinny.

“There’s no time for any of that,” announced Alice abruptly. “We’re already late. Come with me, we need to get a move on, or our client will miss their train.”

Suzy felt a hand at her neck, a lead being attached to her collar’s ring. Alice was briefly visible as she attached one to Hailey’s collar as well. The instructor turned, out of sight, but the pressure at her neck was sufficient to pull her in the right direction.

She turned to follow the insistent tugging, her vision restricted to a limited view of the instructor’s latex clad back. The shirt the woman wore creased with every step, their dual leashes wobbling up and down as they were led from the tack room.

They proceeded through a maze of corridors, some of which were familiar to Suzy. Finally, they popped out through an unmarked door onto a gravel pathway, leading to a smooth, paved road.

In front of them was an antique Hansom cab, painted black with gold highlights on the trim and around the wheels. It looked like it had come straight out of the Victorian era, with two lanterns mounted high up on the front of the cab. A set of reins were draped limply over the roof, hanging loose at the front.

Suzy knew immediately what they would be expected to do, and she wasn’t too put out by the idea. She would be working shoulder to shoulder with her new friend, who she was quickly developing feelings for. She wasn’t quite sure what this meant yet, but she did know that she wanted to spend more time with her, and this was an excellent way to do so.

Alice stopped near the front of the cart, turning to unclip their leashes. “Hailey, you are on the right,” she commanded.

Hailey’s mask nodded up and down in an exaggerated fashion, her booted feet trotting forward until she reached the hitch. Carefully lifting her right leg, she stepped over the top, moving slowly to get herself into position.

Once she had reached the right spot, she bent over with her knees, grabbing hold of the bar in front of her. This was built in a rectangular shape, connected simply to the coach via two black shafts.

The front of the coach lifted off the ground as Hailey stood, the front of the bar resting against the front of her chest. Alice stepped in behind her, lowering a second bar on Hailey’s left side, pushing her into the correct position.

From here, Alice attached the hitch to Hailey’s corset on either side via solid metal bars that she produced from the front of the coach. The linkages at the top and bottom of each short bar would allow the connections to shift back and forth as Hailey’s body flexed.

More importantly, they would allow the weight of the coach to transfer up through the straps hanging from Hailey’s shoulders, allowing her to pull as hard as she liked. Additionally, this meant that she didn’t need to hold onto the bar in front of her to keep the coach upright, though Suzy imagined it might be prudent to do so while pulling.

Alice snapped her strict gaze towards Suzy, waiting patiently near the rear of the hitch. “Your turn,” she said laconically.

She clicked her tongue. “Come here.”

That seemed easy enough. She lifted her booted foot over the edge of the hitch, leaning her head as far forward as it could go to see what she was doing. At this point, she discovered that Hailey was only making it look easy.

With the strict collar around her throat, she couldn’t move her neck as far as she would like, making it nearly impossible for her to see the ground. She slowed her movement, but the tip of her rounded hoof boot still clipped the edge of the metal bar.

Alarmed at the unexpected resistance, she stumbled forward, almost smashing her face into Hailey. “Whoa there,” said Alice, her hands catching Suzy’s fall.

Suzy breathed hard as a shot of adrenaline shot through her limbs, but this was quickly replaced by embarrassment. To arrest her fall, Alice was resting her hands right under her breasts.

It would have been simple for the woman to squeeze them, but she didn’t. Instead, the instructor helped her smoothly into position, chiding her softly for her clumsiness.

A sense of warmth lit her heart at the treatment. No matter how severe or strict Alice might appear, she was more than fair.

She suspected this might change as she gained experience, but at least she wouldn’t be making rookie mistakes at that point.

Grabbing hold of the bar in front of her, she waited patiently as Alice lowered the metal bar on her right side. She was surprised to find that she felt excited. She was being useful!

As her corset was attached to the harness, she felt some of the weight of the coach pulling against her shoulders. A whickering sound came from beside her, and she felt a sudden desire to return it. This was a good and proper thing to do, as both of them were ponygirls.

Two additional tugs came from the back of her shoulders as clips were attached to the embedded rings on her harness. “I’ve attached the reins,” announced Alice. “A tug on your left shoulder means you should turn slightly to the left, and one on the right means you should go right. Simple enough!”

“Take it easy when you’re making a turn. The coach can’t turn on a dime, and neither can you. Follow Hailey’s lead and everything will be okay.”

She could hear Alice stepping over the hitch, her boots ringing against the sides of the coach as she climbed up onto the back. She raised her voice to be heard from this new distance. “If I pull on the reins like this, that means you should stop.” A hard tug came from both of her shoulders simultaneously.

“Now, pay attention closely to this last bit. A brief, sharp tug on both shoulders means you should pick up the pace. I don’t expect you to know all the different speed levels yet, so do your best to follow Hailey. She knows what to do.”

Suzy nodded her head and pawed at the ground with her right boot. She was eager to get this training started. If a bit had been in her mouth, she would have been chomping at it.

“Very well, then,” said Alice. “Let’s begin.”

A sharp whipping slap came from both her shoulders, and she almost stumbled as the coach jolted forward. She was unprepared for the sudden movement, but soon, however, she settled into a slow rhythm, her feet clopping along the ground at the same time as her partner. The harness was tight, but not uncomfortable, the shared weight bearable.

This was not too much of a surprise, as she had seen videos of rickshaw drivers pulling tourists up and down the streets of popular foreign cities. They were pulling something a little less heavy, though, and they usually worked alone.

It was exciting how in tune she was with her friend. A thrill ran down her legs as she marched in time.

The path turned gradually, leading them in a loop in front of a circular glass window. She caught a peek of the tables inside, her mind registering this as a cafeteria. Of course!

She had just been there last night with the girls! Or was it the night before? The longer she stayed in harness, the muddier her mind was getting. It was far simpler to focus on the movement of her feet, tugging the cart along in harmony with her friend.

This was helped by the soothing sound infiltrating her ears. Her hood nodded up and down gently with every beat of her hooves, the cart turning smoothly in a reverse curve away from the window. There came one more turn, and the reins attached to her back were both tugged firmly, but evenly.

Obeying the command, her feet rattled to a halt, her chest breathing freely. She stared at the path in front of them, a sudden urge to gallop seizing her. She resisted the temptation, but the excitement inside her was building. The open road was calling to her.

“Are these the new crop of recruits?” asked a man in an upper class accent from somewhere off to her right.

Suzy tried to turn her head to see the man, but Hailey was in the way. All she could see was the left side of his black dress pants and a polished boot. Their clients must be rich.

“Not entirely, Mister Jones,” called out Alice from somewhere up behind them. “This is a new pair we’re training. Would you like to examine them more closely?”

The man chuckled. “Would I? I couldn’t possibly pass up this chance.” He paused for a moment as a feminine voice mumbled in his ear. “I won’t be long, dear. You can get into the cart. I will be with you shortly.”

Two red heels stepped daintily over the paved road, vanishing somewhere behind Suzy. There came a jostling through the harness as the door of the coach was opened, the woman climbing inside. Very little of the added weight was transmitted through to her shoulders, though she suspected it would be a bit more difficult to get moving again.

The man stepped in front of them, smacking his white gloves against his wrist. His puffy brows were drawn in tight, making him look a little bit like a badger under his white straw hat. Bulging eyes examined them both closely, a question sparking within them.

“Which of them is which?” he asked, a bit puzzled. “They both look exactly the same.”

Alice strode into view from the left. “That’s rather the point,” she said acerbically. “While dressed in this state, they’re ponygirls, not humans. That they might be fetish symbols for some is irrelevant. They are workbeasts, not sexual objects.”

The man’s face creased, his mustache flexing as he considered for a moment. “I fail to see the difference. They’re here for us, are they not?” He lifted a hand, reaching towards Suzy’s latex covered breasts.

“Mr. Jones,” said Alice sharply, her words whipping like the weapon that suddenly materialized in her hands. She slid around in front of him, blocking his grasping hand. “You didn’t ask.”

The man leered at her. “I didn’t know I needed to.”

Alice very respectfully took his hand, pushing it back down to his side. “I know you didn’t mean that. Do you want to be banned from the island?”

He cleared his throat, putting his gloves back on. “Of course not. Look, don’t touch. Got it.”

Suzy shivered slightly as he glanced at her, very glad that the hood hid her identity from the odious man. These were the most dangerous kinds of people: those who took what they wanted, damn the consequences.

The man’s beady gaze rested on her for longer than she would like, but he eventually backed off. “Very well, let us proceed,” he said briskly, turning to walk back towards the coach. “We’ll miss the train if we dally.”

Alice grunted, but didn’t move until the man had opened the door and climbed into the coach. “What a douche,” she grunted. “For that nasty behavior, I have a little surprise for him.”

Setting her jaw, she looked directly at Suzy. “Follow my orders to the letter.”

Suzy nodded her head, eager to see what her instructor might have in mind. Alice stalked around to the left, stroking a black length of her whip, as if she wanted to punish the man.

She shuddered, but also felt a bit excited. She wasn’t the target of the woman’s ire this time, and she couldn’t wait to see what might come of it. Did that make her a bad person?

The thought faded as the reins whipped against her back. This time, she was ready for it, her hooves clopping forward on the asphalt as soon as Hailey began to march.

Their hoofbeats reached a certain sort of synchronicity as they pulled forward. The coach was definitely heavier than before, but well within their abilities. Suzy grunted as she pulled, feeling a little let down. She wanted something with actual weight so that she could work off the excess nervous energy that had built up during the encounter.

As such, she pulled a little harder than she needed to, unconsciously increasing the pace. Alice clicked her tongue. “Whoa!” she commanded, pulling back on the reins.

Hailey came to a halt, forcing Suzy to do the same. “I will stop as many times as I need to until you properly follow my commands,” announced Alice.

A hand banged against the roof of the coach. “What’s the hold up, driver? I’ll hold you personally responsible if we miss our connection!”

Alice ignored this provocation, leisurely whipping the reins once to signal them to start again. Suzy aired her annoyance with a loud whicker, but started pulling again at the same pace as Hailey.

This time, when the command to increase speed came, she followed orders, stepping sharply but carefully to match Hailey’s pace. The urge to run free came again, but this time she resisted its siren call. If she was too disobedient, she was likely to be punished later. Besides, trotting along with her friend was surprisingly pleasant, and she didn’t want to spoil it.

The road was easing away from the resort buildings now, penetrating deeper into the interior of the island. All around them, the trees got higher and more dense, hiding the ocean from view.

Soon, they were marching through an isolated landscape, tree limbs waving to and fro from the breeze. The jangling of her harness kept her company, along with the sound of her harsh breathing in the mask.

At first, it was surprisingly soothing. She felt as though she could easily keep this pace for a long while, though she anticipated that Alice would soon increase their speed to keep the schedule.

An itch began to settle in around her shoulders which she couldn’t scratch, heat pulsing down her back. Sweat beaded around her neck, dribbling down over the top of her chest.

As these distractions became more persistent, they combined to threaten her ability to stay focused. Right at the point at which she thought she would be unable to bear it any longer, a cool hiss filled her ears.

Immediately, she stabilized, the distractions fading away as her mind was diverted onto a new course. She realized immediately that there must be built-in headphones in her hood, though she hadn’t noticed them earlier.

In retrospect, it made sense, given how the hood fit over her ears, though it was a little confusing that Alice wasn’t using them to give her aural commands. Maybe it was best practice to avoid using technology when simpler means would do.

Whatever the reason, she allowed the soft hissing to infiltrate her mind without any resistance. The resulting fog squeezed out the physical distractions, allowing her to focus on her strides. It was quite welcome assistance, and she hoped it would last for the duration of her work.

Zoning out, she settled into the rhythm of the trot, the coach rattling along behind her as if it was the most normal thing in the entire world. The forest began to close in, branches arching over the path as if a tunnel had been bored through the woods.

This didn’t last for long, however, the overgrowth receding as they approached a large clearing ahead. For some time, Suzy couldn’t tell whether this was natural, though as they closed in on the open area it became obvious that it was man made.

A large wooden ramp had been built on the right side of the path, leading up to a flat platform. A large building had been constructed on this platform, a pathway wrapping around it on both sides. Mounted on the front was a large clock, along with a yellow backed sign with red block letters: PEMBERTON STATION.

The station house was a long, thin building, with clapboard siding, trim matching the station sign. A few sign boards were scattered over the platform with cartoons of children doing dangerous activities. Dire warnings ordered passengers to avoid climbing aboard while a train was still in motion.

As they approached, a loud whistle blast sounded from somewhere behind the station, accompanied by a burst of steam which drifted over the peak of the roof. Another short blast came from the whistle, followed by a harsh chuffing sound. The blunt, black nose of a boiler creeped out onto the track ahead, a large number five painted on the side of the cab in yellow.

This was soon followed by three passenger cars as the train picked up speed, leaving the station. Rattling along, the locomotive vanished from view as it was swallowed by the undergrowth.

The tug of the reins came from her back and she immediately slowed to a stop, matching her friend’s footfalls. It was getting even easier to do this with practice, and she wondered why she had problems with this earlier. Perhaps the hissing in her ears was helping her accuracy.

“Damn and blast it,” cursed Mr. Jones loudly, emerging from the carriage. “We missed it!”

His head turned sharply towards Alice, who looked back at him with a nonplussed expression. “Did you do this on purpose?” he asked vociferously, his mustache twitching like a dead rat.

Alice put down the reins patiently, her gloved hands resting on her knees. “You know better than that, Mr. Jones. I will not mistreat my horses by forcing them to gallop for your benefit. I drove them at quite a reasonable pace.”

A woman exited from the coach, dropping to the ground daintily. “Oh, don’t give her grief,” she said to her husband. “I’m sure another train will be along shortly, anyway. Let’s wait in the station.”

Alice descended from the back of the coach, her ankle boots clicking on the pavement. “Indeed. Let me show you inside. We will extend every courtesy to make your stay a little more pleasant.”

The man glowered, but his anger had been neatly defused. He simply had nothing more he could complain about, not with his wife hanging off his shoulder like a lampshade.

Glaring at Alice, he said nothing as she passed in front of him. As she turned her head to glance at the ponygirls, Suzy distinctly caught a smirk on her face, but it vanished as quickly as it had appeared.

Confidently striding up the set of wooden stairs, she led the couple into the station, the three of them disappearing from view. Excitement finished for the moment, Suzy let out a long breath.

She jerked in surprise as a hand suddenly squeezed her shoulder. She shook her head and laughed. Of course, it was Hailey. Their hands had not been bound in place, and she was perfectly free to do whatever she wanted with them.

“Look over there!” whispered Hailey, throwing off her ponygirl persona. “There’s someone hiding under the platform!”

Suzy swiveled her head, trying to spot what her friend was talking about. There, near the stairway, was a bit of motion. Her breath caught in her chest, her limbs tense. Was it a wild animal?

As a man’s bulky figure split from the shadows, she began to breathe again, frowning. What was he doing here?

As he approached, Suzy wondered how he had managed to hide his massive body in the first place. Dan could never be called small.

Suzy shivered as the stallion’s hoof boots slammed against the pavement, his target obvious. He wanted to talk to her.

He stopped right in front of her, giving her time to examine his sweat covered brow. In fact, his entire body was slick with it, indicating recent, hard exertion. Her first question died in her throat, as she now knew very well how he had arrived here before them - he had run.

She quailed as she thought through the stamina required for such a feat. If she wanted to be honest with herself, that was currently well out of her reach. Someday, though, if she trained her hardest, she might stand a chance of keeping up with him. Might.

“I’ve been watching you,” he rumbled laconically. “I find you worthy.”

She shivered as his hands moved upwards, but he was reaching for the back of his neck. Grabbing the silver chain of his necklace, he lifted it over his head, presenting it to her, the coin medallion sitting neatly on top.

Suzy stared at it with curiosity, unsure what to do. The large, rounded coin had an impression of an eagle on top, but it was otherwise unremarkable.

Hailey softly punched her shoulder. “You better make up your mind quickly, but don’t be capricious about it. He’s showing you his favor, saying that he wants to start a relationship with you.”

Suzy hesitated. Sure, he was a nice piece of horseflesh, but was she really ready for this sort of thing? If she took this token from him, she was practically declaring that she was his girlfriend. This was all so sudden!

The stallion watched her with his forceful eyes, though she though that she could see a little melancholy in their depths. She shook her head. No, a proper relationship couldn’t be started out of pity.

“I cannot accept this,” she said firmly, even as her voice wavered under his steady stare. “It would be improper to accept your offer if I do not know if I can reciprocate.”

Internally, she quailed, worried about how he would respond to this rejection, but he said nothing, lifting the chain back over his neck. “You are just like my Maria,” he chuckled. “Honest to a fault.”

He lifted a beefy finger. “Very well, I shall not push you, but know this. Be prepared to be chased, Suzy. I find you interesting.”

A thrill ran over her chest, down to her loins. She shivered in excitement as she took a peek at his privates. Sure enough, the bulge in his pants was clearly visible. He wanted her.

How surprising. She had never experienced anything like this in her life, and it was empowering. It was very tempting for her to change her mind right away and say yes, but she knew that wasn’t the right approach.

She smiled inside her mask, lifting her head to meet the stallion’s eyes. Feeling desired was making her a little feisty. “You can chase me, but can you catch me? I’d like to see you try.”

“I’m not sure that’s a threat you should be making, chica,” grinned Dan, his chest flexing. “I accept your challenge.”

Thrilled, Suzy grasped the rail of the hitch in front of her, doing her best to hide her excitement.

Hailey whickered. “Well, I’m glad that’s settled. I’d like to leave you two lovebirds alone, but we’re both still on duty.”

Suzy nodded. “You had better go,” she said. “I’m not sure what Alice would say if she saw you here.”

A wide smile spread across Dan’s craggy face, revealing his gleaming white teeth. “She won’t say anything. She likes me.”

That was an odd thing to say, but Suzy didn’t have an opportunity to question him about it, as a low roar grew in volume from the west. Curious, all three of them looked towards the sky, scanning for aircraft.

At first, Suzy thought it might be another airliner full of new recruits, but when the plane came into view, it was obvious that this was no passenger airliner. Painted gray, it had four engines. Its flaps and gear were down, as if it was coming in for a landing.

Suddenly, an air raid siren spun up somewhere on the island, an earsplitting shriek echoing over the forested terrain. They were under attack!

A vivid yellow streak lit the sky like a thunderclap, followed by a tremendous explosion over the aircraft’s left wing. One of the engines fell off, a large hole gaping. The airplane shuddered, turning left in a sharp dive as it vanished below the treetops. This was followed by a terrible shriek of metal, punctuated by the continued blare of the siren.

Suzy froze, unable to figure out what she should do, but Dan was already moving to release her from the hitch. “It’s not safe out in the open,” he shouted. “Please, follow me.”

His warm hands wrapped under her shoulders, easily lifting her away from the coach. Confused, she looked at Hailey, who had already unhooked herself. “Do as he says,” said her friend. “I’ll be right behind you.”

Feeling shaky, she allowed Dan to carry her towards the train station and dubious safety.


Chapter Sixteen

Since she had escaped the parlor, Rebecca’s mind was a blur. She knew they would be looking for her, and she couldn’t afford to be caught. At this point, she had seen too much for them to simply let her go.

They would be desperate to capture her, and paradoxically, that might work in her favor. Desperate people tended to make mistakes.

It had been very simple for her to avoid the guards again, as they weren’t being thorough. She was sure they expected her to rush for the exits, but that would be folly. As long as the island retained its jamming network, there was no way for her to accomplish her goal.

Fortunately, with the intelligence she had gathered so far, she knew exactly where she needed to go next. The trick was figuring out where she was, and finding a path that wouldn’t put her in front of too many guards. For that, she needed her phone, which meant she needed to sort out her clothing situation.

They hadn’t put her feet in the hoof boots she had spotted the other cows wearing, which was surprisingly good luck. She wasn’t positive that she would have been able to get away if she had been wearing something like them. Unfortunately, her tennis shoes hadn’t been in the pile of clothes she had found, so she would be forced to go barefoot.

Worse, she couldn’t find a way to remove the collar secured around her neck. She didn’t have the key, and could only hope that it could be unlocked electronically later. She would need to prioritize jamming it or getting rid of it so that they couldn’t mess with her body.

Sorting through the rest of her clothing by feel, she inserted a hand into her pants pocket and retrieved her phone. Standing, she lifted it in front of her face as she clicked the display button. A small, blue square lit up, highlighting her face. Otherwise, the rest of the janitor’s closet was shrouded in darkness.

The lock had been simple to pick, but there wasn’t much space inside. She had been unable to locate a lightswitch, though it probably would have been a bad idea to use the lights anyway while the guards were roaming around outside.

She entered her security code, and the screen lit up with her applications. She touched the ‘pictures’ icon at the bottom, patiently waiting for the gallery to load. Scrolling past her photos of the milking parlor, she selected one of the maps she had saved to the phone.

Zooming in, she scrolled around for a bit, trying to figure out where she was. If she could only locate milking parlor ten, that would narrow it down. Unfortunately, the schematics the Blue Stars had gotten their hands on had few labels, which made this exceedingly difficult. She would need to identify some landmarks and work her way back from there.

After looking at the blue shapes for several minutes, she cursed. This was useless. She was never going to find her way out of here.

A feeling of despair began to well up inside her. It would have been simpler if she just pretended to be a cow for a bit longer so that she could have built up a better mental map of the area. As it was, she didn’t have enough information.

Blinking, she slapped her face gently. She needed to snap out of this. An agent did not despair. An agent adapted.

She needed to change her approach. What parts of the facility had she already visited?

Zooming out, she examined the entire structure. There, the curve in that corridor looked familiar. Her mind began to work again, excitement replacing fear.

Yes, that must be the room where she had originally woken up, and this place over here must be where she had seen the storage tanks. Which meant that the milking parlors must be over there.

She flicked her fingers over the long, rectangular rooms, counting off the numbers. She had no idea if the tenth one from the top was the tenth parlor, but it was a good guess. That meant she had to be somewhere in that corridor.

Tracing her fingers down the straight path, she tapped on a circular room shown down a side corridor. A bright label in yellow text was pasted on top. This was what she needed - the AI core for the resort.

She took a deep breath and put her phone away. If her guess was accurate, she’d need to take a left, then a right further down. It shouldn’t be that far away, in theory, but she had no idea of the actual scale of the facility.

All she had to do was to avoid being caught.

That was going to be far more difficult now, as she was dressed in this complicated latex suit. She had managed to push her breasts back inside and zip up the flaps, but her nipples tickled as they rubbed against the interior.

It was highly distracting, but there was little she could do about it, as she couldn’t imagine trying to undress in the limited space she had. The suit was skin tight, though, so she might be able to put on her other clothing on top of it. It was at least worth a try.

Fumbling around on the floor, she finally sighed and unlocked her phone again, turning on the flashlight. Surely that wouldn’t be too dangerous.

The closet was only a few feet deep, with a cleaning bucket shoved in the back. Shelving surrounded her, stocked with various cleaning supplies, including gloves and spray bottles.

She set her phone on one of the shelves, leaning it up against a plastic bucket so that the flashlight would partially illuminate the room.

Pulling on her pants, she cinched the belt shut over the top of the purple latex. Somehow, her underwear had gotten lost in the shuffle, but she didn’t really miss it - not with the crotch of her pants pressing up against the latex that covered her privates.

Grabbing her t-shirt, she pulled it over the top, the fabric snagging against the glossy rubber as she tugged it into place. Damn, it was a short sleeve shirt, showing off her latex covered arms. She’d never be able to hide that she was wearing a cow suit like this.

She didn’t have any other options. Perhaps she’d confuse some of the guards if they spotted her at a distance.

Taking her phone, she shut off the light and dropped it into her pocket. Time to get back to the mission. Reaching out, she took hold of the door handle, cracking it open so that she could peer outside.

At first, she saw nothing, but after a few moments, the booted legs of a pair of guards entered her view. These were different from the ones she had seen before, their heads completely hidden under spherical helmets.

Vibrant glowing green eyes shone through their flat faceplates, drifting lazily back and forth as they covered the corridor. They marched in lockstep, their gray latex uniforms looking dull under the artificial lights.

In their hands, they clutched handheld devices which they swept up and down. As they passed, Rebecca could hear them beeping incessantly like geiger counters.

She waited a few moments for them to pass, then closed the door, patting her pants. The jamming device must still be working, but was it attracting more attention than she wanted at this point? They might be unable to find her, but they knew she was in the area due to the blank hole it was cutting in their surveillance net.

If she left it behind, they would stay here while she made her escape. Conversely, if they were monitoring the cameras, they would easily be able to pick her up once she left its protective umbra.

Retrieving the cylindrical device from her pocket, she hefted it in her hands, trying to make a decision. The AI Core didn’t look that far away on the map.

After a few moments of weighing her options, she decided to chance it. Her cover had been blown, and they knew what she looked like. It wouldn’t be hard for them to find her anyway. It was time to move fast and let the chips fall where they may.

Turning the cylinder sideways, she located a small nub on top by feel, pressing it all the way to one side in its slot. This would increase the power of the jamming and enlarge the field by a small amount, at the cost of draining its battery even faster. A reasonable compromise in this situation.

She shoved the device to the back of one of the shelves, hopefully making it more difficult to find. Palms sweaty, she cracked open the door again.

She spotted nothing. The patrol had already passed, but that was no guarantee another wasn’t right behind them. She would have to risk exposing herself to check. No time like the present.

Pulling the door farther open, she stuck her head out, checking both sides. It was clear to her right, but she spotted a pair of two purple, latex clad women marching away from her on the left, in the direction she wanted to go.

This wouldn’t be a problem, for now, but it meant that she couldn’t move too fast or make too much noise. Pushing the door farther open, she stepped out into the carpeted hallway, the short pile tickling the bottoms of her feet.

Holding onto the door handle, she allowed it to close slowly, holding her breath at the soft click the latch made as it locked shut. To her relief, none of the marching women turned around, leaving her to deal with a wash of adrenaline and the rapid pounding of her heart.

It was not abnormal to feel this way during a mission. The rush of excitement that came with them was one of the reasons why she agreed to do this time after time.

She took an exaggerated step forward, pleased that she was barefoot. Her footfalls made little sound, though she couldn’t move too quickly, as the creaking from her latex suit was clearly audible.

It wasn’t too loud, however, and the women were marching much faster than she was moving. Feeling bold, she increased her pace, moving quickly past a large bay window that looked out into a small garden with a circular pathway.

From this angle, she could see a strip of windows on the far brick wall, leading to a large, rounded bulge in the rear, with multiple vents near the top. She could be mistaken, but that seemed to be the room she was looking for.

She started searching for a door into the corridor, gasping when she realized that the women in front of her had stopped and turned, murmuring among themselves.

“She looks weird!” declared the short cow, her breasts bouncing as she reared on her hoof boots. “Why is she wearing clothing on top of her cow suit?”

“Are you lost?” asked the fat one, kindly, hands folded calmly under her large chest.

A few potential answers flew through Rebecca’s head, until she settled on something simple. These were cows, and were unlikely to turn her in unless she did something really stupid.

“Yes,” she said briefly, pointing at the wall to her right. “Can you tell me how to access that section of the building?”

The petite cow scrunched her face into a frown. “I dunno, I’ve never been there. I think you need special permi… perma… permushion?”

She giggled, stroking her hands over her rubber covered breasts. “I can’t remember that word right now, sorry about that.”

The stocky one rolled her eyes. “Whenever her breasts start to swell with milk, she seems to lose all her intelligence.”

She frowned at Rebecca. “Why do you want to go over there anyway? If you’re looking for a milking parlor, you can follow us.”

Rebecca shook her head, quickly coming up with a superficial lie. “I’ve been ordered to report there by an instructor. I’m not sure what they want with me.”

The large cow took in her strange state of dress, her gaze turning kind. “Maybe they’ll help you sort yourself out. You look like you’re a mess. We’ve both been there, you know. It won’t last forever. They can help you.”

The short cow nodded vociferously. “I was clinically depressed until I started training to be a cow. Can you imagine?” She smiled dreamily. “I’m so glad they found me and brought me here. I love being a cow. The dark thoughts can’t get to me while I’m being milked.”

The large one leaned over and gave her a long kiss on the cheek. “I wasn’t sure what we were going to try next. Lydia’s my best friend, and I couldn’t stand seeing her constantly in a state of mental distress.”

Her face went a little gaunt. “She’s made attempts, you know. She wouldn’t have survived the last one if I hadn’t found her before it was too late.”

Lydia sighed, looking a little sad. “I hate that I put you through that, but I wasn’t in my right mind. I’m much better now.” She reached over and squeezed her friend’s arm, a smile spreading over her face as she giggled. “Thanks for that, Jane.”

“Anyway, what are we doing, spilling our guts to a stranger? Maybe we both need a milking session to get our heads back on straight.”

Rebecca looked at the two of them seriously, suddenly curious. “Would both of you say that you’ve been treated fairly here?”

They hugged each other, the tips of their breasts pressing against each other, rubber outfits deforming under the pressure. “Of course!” they said in unison.

Jane turned her head to inspect Rebecca. “Why? Haven’t you? Don’t you like being a cow?”

Rebecca shuddered. This line of questioning was becoming decidedly uncomfortable. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said, equivocating. It would probably be best if she pretended that she was a newbie. “I’ve only been here a little while, and I don’t like the methods they’re using.”

Jane nodded seriously. “They are a little coercive, I admit,” she said, “but we kind of needed that. There’s no way we could have pulled out of our slump without them.”

Lydia padded close to her and reached up with a finger. “Pretty,” she said in a high pitched voice, flicking the ring embedded in Rebecca’s nose.

Rebecca pulled her head back, feeling dizzy. A nose ring? Where had that come from?

She reached up and tugged at it to confirm that a metal ring was indeed running through her septum. Why hadn’t she noticed that earlier?

“See?” exclaimed Lydia. “She started out with a piercing, which means she was interested in becoming a cow before she arrived here!”

Rebecca frowned, trying to reconcile this idea with her physical reality. “No, that’s not it at all,” she complained. “They pierced me here without telling me.”

Jane’s brows rose. “Are you certain? They wouldn’t do such a thing unless you really wanted it. They’re very particular on that point.”

“But I definitely don’t want one. At least, I don’t think I do?” Rebecca was confused.

Now that she was aware of it, the solid metal piercing sat heavy on her upper lip, though it was already starting to fade into the background. She was getting used to its presence again. They were turning her into a cow, and she hadn’t even noticed!

A wave of panic tensed the muscles in her neck. “I have to go,” she blurted suddenly, her mind racing. “I have to figure out what’s going on.”

Jane nodded approvingly as Lydia nudged herself under her friend’s shoulder. “It’s okay, we both understand. The changes are disruptive at first until you fully accept them.”

Lydia waved at her shyly. “Come back and see us once you’re a true cow.”

Jane gave her friend a hug, staring at Rebecca as she moved past them, her brain gibbering. As she turned and broke into a run, they both mooed at her softly, like good little cows.

There, the door ahead. Unthinking, she twisted the handle and barreled through, running from the two cows. Why did she unconsciously feel like she was running from her destiny?

She shook her head. No matter how attractive their methodology and situation, she wouldn’t allow herself to be dissuaded from her mission. Even if her body was completely transformed, she would still be her.

That didn’t mean her physical changes weren’t distracting, however. Her breasts were wobbling with every step she took, and they were starting to become insistently swollen. Another ‘gift’ her enemies had bestowed upon her.

As her footsteps slowed, she realized that she hadn’t been paying attention to where she had been going. Her breath came hard in her ears as she assessed the situation, pushing away any strange thoughts about the two happy cows.

She had been running down an empty corridor, past a garden on her right. The rounded bulge of the chamber she was looking for was to her right, scattered potted plants breaking up her sight line.

Relaxing her stiff shoulders, she scooted over to the right side of the hall, scanning for cameras. There was indeed one watching the entrance to the room she wanted, and there was probably another at the end of the hall she couldn’t see.

She couldn’t do anything about the latter, but without her jammer, she couldn’t allow herself to be seen on the former. If she was caught breaking into the AI core, they would surely send troops to apprehend her immediately.

Thinking quickly, she grabbed one of the potted plants and scooted it next to the wall. Shoving aside the palm fronds, she climbed on top, her toes squeezing into the soil. Ugh, this was making her feel unclean.

Never mind, it was suitable for what she needed. With the height advantage, she could reach just far enough to access the camera. Wrapping her hands around it, she yanked firmly, pulling it off its track.

Turning it away from her, she balanced it carefully on its broken mechanism. With any luck, they wouldn’t notice that it wasn’t watching the door long enough for her to get in.

Somewhere along the way she had lost her tablet, so she would have to make do with her phone. That wasn’t ideal, but it was doable, as she had the necessary cables hidden in her pants. Plenty of hacking apps had been loaded onto her phone before she had joined this mission, and she was sure at least one of them would give her the access she needed.

Satisfied, she made her way to the door, which was locked with a keycard. At first, she thought she would need to find a way to break the lock, but as she approached, a light flicked green and the doors slid open softly.

Looking around carefully in alarm, she pressed herself against the side of the open door. This was probably a trap.

“Welcome, Rebecca,” came a low, monotone voice from the interior. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

At the far end, there was a metallic desk. Several displays were above it, lit with camera views of the island. A metallic disc was built into the top of the desk on one side, a feminine looking silver gynoid floating on top, her hands clasped together. Her body was wrapped in black latex, but her blue eyes appeared kind.

This was definitely a trap, but she was quickly running out of options. The door at the far end of the hall had popped open, disgorging several figures that she could tell were not more cows.

Were those guards? She slipped inside, looking for a way to lock the doors.

They slid shut in front of her nose, the light on top turning red. “I want to talk to you,” said the gynoid from behind her. “No interruptions.”

Rebecca whipped around, taking in her surroundings. She was locked into a gigantic sphere. A flat, circular plate of glass was embedded into the top, rays of sunlight shining through it against the lower wall.

The wall was made of some sort of dull gray plastic material, split into rectangular sections, each of which had a bulbous protrusion in the center. This could be for soundproofing, or perhaps they were gas projectors, or worse.

She refused to dwell on this, looking further down at the floor, which was made out of a series of white panels. Vents had been built into them, a blast of warm air buffeting her pants.

With the tables and screens on the far wall, she built up a quick mental model of the design. There must be racks of servers running somewhere below the raised floor, cables running through it to service the displays. What purpose the upper part of the sphere served, she didn’t know, but it certainly looked cool.

So the AI wanted to talk, did she? Very well, she could accommodate that request while moving her own plans forward as well.

She stepped carefully across the floor, sweeping her vision back and forth to look for danger. When she reached the chair at the desk, she examined the molded plastic with curiosity.

Formed in the shape of a bucket chair, the back flared out as it extended upwards, looking like a black cape. The bottom was permanently secured to the floor, allowing the chair to swivel as she turned it towards her. She didn’t like the look of this, as it would prevent her from watching her rear.

Accepting that she had little choice, despite its downsides, she sighed and settled into the seat, pleasantly surprised at how it cupped her back. The concave shape did make it difficult to reach into her pocket, but she managed anyway, setting her phone on the desk.

She tilted her head upwards, taking in the camera views on the displays above. Most of them were of empty hallways, but some showed the interior of milking parlors, latex clad women shifting in ecstasy as the milking pumps extracted creamy white liquid from their breasts.

There were a few exterior shots mixed in, with ponygirls drawing carts down paved paths. A curl of smoke drifted up from the smokestack of an archaic looking locomotive.

“Go ahead,” she said to the gynoid, who floated patiently on top of her silver disc. “What did you want to say to me?”

The gynoid folded her arms and nodded at her, blue light shining out from the seams at her elbows and wrists. “My name is Cassia. My Mistress would like to meet you,” she said calmly. “She recognizes your situation and would like to make a deal with you.”

Rebecca grunted, picking up her phone and unlocking it. “Why would I want to do that? She’s a villain, and villains can’t be trusted.”

“She’s not really evil,” explained the gynoid. “She is more than willing to come up with a solution that will benefit both of our organizations.” The synthetic woman frowned at her. “What are you doing?”

Rebecca had turned on her camera app and swapped to the camera facing her. She tilted her chair slightly to the side, giving her a view of the door behind her. “I’m making sure that you don’t ambush me while we’re talking,” she said bluntly. “Do go on. What kind of ‘deal’ could we possibly make with each other? I’m not an ambassador for my organization, and I can’t make binding deals for them.”

The AI nodded. “That’s not a problem. As a simple messenger, you will suffice.”

She rose from the disc, spreading her arms out wide. “This island is about to come under attack,” she explained briskly, snapping her fingers.

The camera screens behind her blanked out, replaced with different views. Down the right side, a radar display lit up at the top, followed vertically by several screens of information.

At first glance, the cameras simply showed the sky and sea, but as she watched, boats and aircraft quickly became visible. “An assault is incoming by land and by air,” announced the AI. “I will be issuing a lockdown shortly.”

Rebecca’s forehead creased as she took in the multitude of information, feeling a little overwhelmed. She certainly hadn’t been informed of an attack, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. If the Blue Stars saw an opportunity, they would certainly take it.

As the landing craft came closer, though, she realized that she didn’t recognize the symbols emblazoned on their sides as belonging to any nation. “Who are these people?” she blurted.

“Mercenaries,” the AI explained in a clipped tone. “Excuse me for a moment, I need to deal with this.”

Her holographic representation vanished, a red bar lighting up around the exterior of the display. A chiming tone sounded from the desk. “Alert!” declared a harsh voice. “The island is under attack. I repeat, the island is under attack! Seek shelter immediately!”

She could hear a faint siren spooling up from somewhere outside the control room. She shuddered, suddenly grateful to be inside the core, which was likely to be highly armored.

Her thinking suddenly flipped. That also meant it was a target… if the Blue Stars were able to pinpoint it on her map, certainly other organizations would be able to do so as well. She should finish what she was doing here and get out before it was too late.

Fiddling with her pants, she retrieved a small dongle with a bundle of wires flopping from one end. She turned her chair to glance at the door as she plugged one side into her phone. Still secure, for now, at least.

She returned to the desk, ignoring the cacophony of the flashing displays above her. They likely had a connection port for laptops around here somewhere. There, over in the corner! An odd, molded bulge had been mounted into the top of the desk, containing plug-ins for networking and power. Exactly what she needed.

Sliding her phone close to the connections, she plugged the other end of the cord into the networking port and opened an app. Now, all she could do was wait.

Sighing, she glanced up at the screens above her, hoping quite seriously that the island could defend itself. She’d be no good to the Blue Stars if she ended up dead, though she wasn’t arrogant enough to believe that she was irreplaceable.

At first, there didn’t appear to be any resistance to the intruders. Several groups of men carrying rifles slogged their way off the beaches without being molested, and some of the aircraft were approaching awfully close.

That all changed in a split second. A close packed group of marching men suddenly disappeared into the sand beneath them, their mouths open wide as they slipped from view.

A second group, following close behind, turned to look at them dumbly as four poles shot up from underneath the sand all around them. Silver orbs topping the poles shone brightly for a moment before long, white streams of liquid burst from their tips, soaking the entire crowd.

There was no sound, but she flinched at the obvious pain the men were in as they fell on top of each other. Their hands were outstretched, but they were unable to move, the sticky mass effectively gluing them together.

“We use non lethal force, when possible,” explained the AI, the gynoid reappearing above her silver disc with her legs crossed.

“When possible?” asked Rebecca, alarmed.

A missile popped out of a silo hidden further inland, streaking towards one of the bulbous gray aircraft that was overflying the invasion force. A white hot explosion wrapped over the airframe and one of the wings fell off. The body of the plane fell towards the ground, slamming into the wall of trees just beyond the beach.

There was no camera that showed the final conflagration, but Rebecca could easily imagine the terrifying wash of heat from the resulting explosion. “You killed them!” she squeaked, shocked at how quickly the violence had unfolded.

The AI was unmoved. “They were coming to kill or capture everyone on this island. Would you prefer being turned into their sex slave, or worse?” she asked blandly.

She glared at the AI. “No,” she said pointedly, “but you didn’t have to do that.”

The cameras near the crash shook wildly as a secondary explosion blew debris back towards the beach, splinters of wood slamming into the ground in front of the invading force. “Didn’t I? They are attempting to bomb and destroy all hardpoints on this island, including this location. I have already intercepted multiple long range missiles.”

Rebecca gulped, sliding back into the chair as she began to realize the scope of the attack. Her entire existence could have been erased in a split second.

Her mouth worked as her thoughts raced, her mind trying to come to a reasonable conclusion. Eyes unfocused, she took in the utter destruction as several more planes were downed and more traps were sprung.

A contingent of troops finally made it off the beach, only to be greeted by humanoid robots ambushing them from the forest. They ignored the hail of bullets fired at them as they advanced, rushing their position.

One of them was destroyed by a grenade, but they moved forward inexorably, engaging in close quarters combat. Flexible arms extended forward like whipping snakes, wrapping around the intruder’s necks, immobilizing them.

They were quickly taken back into the woods, towards an unknown fate. The invasion was crumbling before her eyes.

She pulled back, still digesting the horror of what she had just seen.

“What was the point of showing me this?” she asked, looking at the AI sourly. “Was this all just a threat?”

The gynoid came out of her relaxed pose, standing with her legs shoulder length apart. She tucked her hands behind her back, thrusting out her latex coated chest. “No,” she said briskly. “We need you to understand that we mean business. We won’t allow ourselves to be wiped clean by bad actors or heroes. This is but a small sampling of the defenses we have on this island. If the Blue Stars decide to attack us, they will likely win, but there will be casualties.”

Rebecca folded her clammy hands, suddenly understanding the stakes. “You’re making it sound like there’s another option.”

The gynoid nodded, the twin antenna flanking her chrome head bobbing. “Of course. Come meet with Mistress Moon, and make a deal with her.”

Rebecca lifted up her phone, checking the display, which had a green check mark on it. She felt a soft click at her neck and excitement tingled over her shoulders. “I… can’t do that,” she said, a little reluctant. “Not as long as I have other options.”

The AI sighed. “In that case, I will have to use force. I didn’t want to do this, but you’ve given me no other option.”

Rebecca pulled out the connecting wire and stuffed the phone in her pocket as she stood. “You do what you have to, and I’ll do what I have to,” she declared.

“Here, you can have this back. I won’t be needing it any more.” Reaching up, she pulled the collar off her neck, tossing it onto the desk as she turned and marched towards the door.

The bulbous projections on the walls began to hiss, a cloudy mist issuing from their tips. Gas, just as she had expected. How typical.

She increased her pace, lowering her head to stay away from the noxious clouds. A strange smell was already beginning to infiltrate her nostrils, but she ignored it as she dashed for the exit.

The AI made a surprised noise from behind her as she smashed the door open, fleeing into the hallway beyond. Take that, you sucker! she thought as she ran, pleased that her hack had worked as expected. Damn AIs weren’t as smart as they thought they were.

Now all she needed to do was to get outside without being caught by one of the AI’s robots. One of her hacks had also shut down the island’s jamming network, but there wasn’t enough satellite signal inside for her to make her report.

That was her final duty. Once the Blue Stars knew everything she had seen and heard, cleanup would be in their hands. Nothing that happened after that would be her responsibility.


Chapter Seventeen

“Can you tell me exactly what you saw?” asked Mistress Moon, forearms resting on top of her knees.

She was leaning over her booted foot, which was planted on top of an ottoman. Lucy sat on the couch in front of her, eyes a little red.

“I’m not sure, Mistress,” replied the cow woman, dabbing with a handkerchief. “Sally and I performed the usual procedure for dealing with recalcitrant cows - the collars were distributed, and the trainee cow was locked down.”

She set the handkerchief Mistress Moon had given her on the arm of the couch, her eyes going distant as she looked away. “I had just started the new trainee on the pumps, and the other cow, Forty Seven, was being taken by one of the bulls. I was watching the new trainee closely, as I thought we might be close to a breakthrough, when all hell broke loose.”

She lifted her arms, spreading her hands dramatically. “The room began to shake in uncontrollable bursts. I immediately recognized it as a psychic storm, and I tried to dampen the emotions of the trainee, but it was ineffective. I managed to remove the link collar from the trainee before more damage could be done, but I’m afraid in all the confusion the Blue Stars agent managed to escape.”

Mistress Moon’s eyes narrowed. “That’s unfortunate, but I don’t blame you for that. We’ve never seen latent psychic powers react to the collars in this way. Did you notice anything else that was strange about the situation?”

Lucy shook her head, tears gathering in her eyes. “No, it all happened rather suddenly, but it only seemed to begin when the trainee experienced an orgasm.”

Mistress Moon nodded. “It’s not uncommon that a new Talent loses all control when they are in the throes of pleasure. That’s how I discovered my talent. Still, I don’t think that’s the whole story.”

She paused. “Rebecca was well under our control. She couldn’t have broken out by herself. Either she had help, or her power reacted sympathetically with our trainee.”

She turned the idea over in her mind for a few moments, but couldn’t quite figure how it all fit together. Never mind, she’d just have to let that idea cook for a while.

“Mistress,” interrupted Cassia, her hologram floating gently over her desk. “I have an update on the attack.”

“Very well,” replied Mistress Moon. “Show us.”

Lucy might be a cow, but she was also an integral part of her operations, and one of her best friends. She kept no secrets from her.

The screens lit up with various views of the island. Mistress Moon frowned as she noted the wanton destruction. “Was that really necessary?” she asked, her heart lurching a little as she noticed the mess that had been made of her gardens.

There had surely been lives lost, but she couldn’t allow that to dissuade her from this course of action. They were her enemies, and she must treat them as such, even if that made her heart a little colder.

“Yes,” said the AI neutrally. “They were carrying bombs.”

Mistress Moon closed her eyes and tried to mentally absolve herself. Force must be met with force. She kept telling herself that, but it was difficult to acknowledge.

“What was the result?” she asked, steeling herself to look at the carnage.

A map appears in the center of the screen, showing the island. It drew back a little, showing red dots moving away at the periphery. “Five bombers have been destroyed,” said the AI without emotion. “Five more have retreated. The landing forces have been intercepted and restrained. None of those have been irreparably injured.”

Mistress Moon thought she detected an aura of smugness from the AI, which shouldn’t be possible. She dismissed the thought as irrelevant. “Hold them for now,” she ordered. “I will charter a flight to remove them from the island as soon as possible. Destroy their landing craft. We must make this mission painfully expensive to teach them that attacking us is not worth the effort.”

Cassia bowed, her blue eyes glittering. “As you wish, Mistress.”

The screens went dark and she vanished. Mistress Moon turned to Lucy and sighed. “A terrible affair, but it will soon be over.”

Lucy nodded, but she didn’t appear to be terribly worried about the attack. She must still be thinking about her charges. How typical of her.

Approaching the coach, she lifted Lucy to her feet. “You may go,” she said, considering.

Leaning in close, she whispered into her friend’s ear. “I know you’ve been working hard lately. How about some paid leave? You’ve earned it.”

Lucy turned and kissed her on the cheek. “You know I love my job. Absolutely not.” She grinned. “If you want to come down and get milked with me, I wouldn’t say no.”

Mistress Moon flushed. “How cheeky! You know very well that I can’t mix my milk with the others.”

Lucy blew her a kiss as she walked towards the door. “Pure sophistry. We can find a way.”

Mistress Moon shook her head, surprised at how flustered she felt. Lucy did have a strong personality. She rather liked it.

Slipping into her office chair, she spun herself in a slow circle to cast off some of her nervous energy. There didn’t seem to be anything she could do at the moment, but she couldn’t help but wonder if she was missing something.

As her chair slowed to a stop, she squinted at the bar in the far corner. A lone snifter was sitting on the table top, filled halfway with an amber liquid. She certainly hadn’t poured herself a drink.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked sharply, staring pointedly at the empty bar stool.

A cloud of black smoke materialized seemingly out of nowhere, slowly resolving into the shape of a man. “Were you perhaps being a little overconfident?” asked a floating face as it dissolved out of the smoke. “You’re not even wearing your power armor.”

Dark Cloak picked up his glass and twirled it lazily before taking a sip, his long legs kicking in the air, showing off the white spats covering his immaculately polished dress shoes.

Mistress Moon rolled her eyes. Theatrical to the last. That might be why she loved him so much - but she couldn’t tell him that. Not now, when she was on the cusp of losing everything.

She waved her hand in the air. “The likelihood that they could penetrate my inner sanctum and capture me was infinitesimal. It was a calculated risk.”

Dark Cloak set his glass back on the table with a sharp clink. When he turned to her, his eyes were blazing, pearly white teeth bared in a grimace. “A calculated risk doesn’t mean no risk,” he barked harshly.

Suddenly, his suited body vanished into a cloud of black smoke that blew towards her as if carried on an invisible breeze. She blinked, a little startled as the cloud turned back into the man, his hands resting possessively on her neck. She rather liked that.

“What would I do if they blew your body to bits?” he asked, his breath tickling the back of her head.

She folded her hands, letting him caress her for a moment. “Absolutely nothing,” she said sharply.

Craning her neck to look at his angry visage, she gave him a hard glare. “Revenge is a pointless pursuit. You would destroy whatever remains of your soul.”

Dark Cloak let go of her neck, spreading his arms wide. “What is my soul, if it does not belong to you?”

Mistress Moon huffed, but she was secretly pleased. “You are such a charmer. Come, I have something I wish to discuss with you.”

Getting out of her chair, she strode over to the wall and touched a button on a screen with muted colors. It flashed green in acknowledgement, the kitchen table and chairs in the corner swiftly swept away as the floor turned.

A dividing wall quickly spun past, revealing a round bed sitting on plush, purple carpet. A mirror was mounted on both walls behind it, meeting seamlessly in the corner.

Mistress Moon briefly admired her figure in the reflection, tilting her body to show off the glossy purple latex dress she wore. A small, moon shaped window had been cut over her décolletage, showing off her creamy, white skin. A high, raised collar gave her a slightly wicked air, and the flared ends at her wrists showed off her fingerless, black gloved hands. Simply stunning.

Climbing onto the bed, she curled herself around a red, heart shaped pillow and looked at Dark Cloak coyly. “Well?” she asked in a sultry voice.

Grinning, Dark Cloak squeezed out of his shoes and kicked them under the bed, efficiently removing his trousers. The bottom end of his white dress shirt covered his bulging privates as he climbed on board next to her.

Mistress Moon placed her hands over her latex covered breasts, stroking them slowly to encourage the burning desire growing within her chest. This had the intended side effect of drawing Dark Cloak’s eyes to watch her mesmerizing motions.

Her breasts were plump, and full, and she really should have milked herself earlier, but with the invasion and so much more going on at the same time, she hadn’t had the chance. As a result, they were full by accident, but it would certainly help her to convince Dark Cloak that her plan was the best approach. The only approach, if they wanted to come out of this with any semblance of a victory.

Stopping her stroking, she reached for the zipper on her right breast. These openings were similar to those built into the suits the cows wore in the dairy, but hers were cut horizontally instead of vertically. The functionality was the same, but these looked more stylish, as befitted her station.

Pulling a zipper across her breast in one stroke, she opened the gap to reveal her bulging flesh. Her eyes darted up to look at Dark Cloak as his hands reached and wrapped around the sides of her breast, gently tugging it outwards.

“Greedy,” she said in admonishment, but didn’t stop him as he bent over to lick the tip of her nipple.

She shuddered as her body responded, a small dot of greenish milk issuing from the tip. She knew exactly how enticing this would be, and waited eagerly for him to lose the rest of his inhibitions.

His dark, craggy face settled into a frown, and he let go of her, putting some distance between them. “You’re trying to distract me,” he accused her, one hand clenching into a fist. “Why? The island is safe, and although you have a loose spy running around, that should hardly have anything to do with us. Does it?”

Mistress Moon flexed her painted nails, groaning inwardly. He was getting too close to the truth for comfort. This would make it far more difficult to get him on board with her plan. Perhaps she should approach this from a different angle.

“What can you tell me about the incident in the milking parlor?” she asked, quickly changing the subject. “I know you were there.”

A low rumble escaped his chest. He knew what she was doing, but was willing to go along with it. For now.

He grabbed a pillow, leaning into it as he looked over her body like a voracious shark. “There wasn’t much to see,” he began, licking his lips.

She didn’t mind his gaze. She wasn’t beyond using her body to distract him.

Reaching over to her other breast, she unzipped it as well, massaging it as she pulled it out through the gap in her dress. Now, both of her breasts were exposed, showing off the stippled skin surrounding her nipples, full of milk. Ready to be stroked and sucked.

Dark Cloak sat up, his butt pressed against the pillow. He folded his hands together, likely trying to resist the temptation she represented. “I was watching the agent,” he admitted. “I firmly believe that she is an imminent danger to our operations, and I wanted to make sure that she was firmly in hand. Unfortunately, I was on the wrong side of the room when she made her escape, or I would have detained her.”

“I’m sure you would have,” said Mistress Moon, rubbing an index finger over her dribbling nipple. Reaching up, she inserted the finger into her mouth, sucking on it seductively.

Dark Cloak shook his head, doing his best to regain focus, but Mistress Moon knew she almost had him. It would only take a slight push, but she was saving it until after his explanation was complete.

“What happened just before the mindquake?” she asked, hoping that he, at least, would have some insight.

“There was nothing definite,” began Dark Cloak, moving his legs to hide his erection. “At first, she appeared to be nothing more than another cow, nothing special.”

He cleared his throat. “Her body jerked after the first reverberation. When the second wave arrived, she popped out of the milking chair like a cork out of a bottle, and immediately began to remove the milking harness. After that, every time the room rocked, she appeared to be more and more in control of herself. I might miss my mark with this guess, but I would say that she was somehow receiving and amplifying the energy given off by your trainee.”

Mistress Moon closed her eyes, pursing her lips as she thought out loud. “The report we received is that she cannot be controlled by mental Talents. We have already proved that is not entirely true, but let’s put that aside for the moment. This must be another facet of her Talent that has never been explored before.”

Her eyes snapped open. “Has anyone historically possessed more than one Talent?”

Dark Cloak shook his head. “No, but that doesn’t necessarily mean anything. This power could easily extend from her existing Talent in some unforeseen way.”

Mistress Moon made a low noise in agreement. “Or this is the result of her Talent combining with that of the other trainee’s in some way. Combo attacks seem to be gaining in popularity lately. It would be hard to say for certain unless we put both of them in the same room together and ran some tests.”

She shook her head. “That’s only of academic interest. We need to deal with the immediate result. It seems likely that we will be facing another attack soon, and this time I don’t think our automated defenses can protect us. Not against an entire organization of angry heroes.”

Dark Cloak’s expression was stormy. “What do you propose we do, then? Close up shop and start again from scratch?”

“No,” said Mistress Moon slowly, trying to figure out how much she should reveal at this point. Perhaps she should stick to the original plan.

She shifted, pushing her chest forward. Dark Cloak eyed her shapely breasts, but didn’t move a muscle. “I have been a fool for you before, but I’m not an idiot. There’s something you’re not telling me.”

Mistress Moon sighed. “I do have a plan, but it’s risky, and I’m not sure you’d accept it.”

Dark Cloak slid in closer, moving his arm behind her neck to pull her into a hug. “Are you sure? You have no idea how far I’m willing to go. I’ve sacrificed a lot for you already.”

She leaned into his arm, sighing as she soaked in the warmth of his body. “Fine, I’ll stop trying to seduce you.”

He leaned in close, his warm lips pressing against her cheek. His left hand rested gently around her neck. “I wish you wouldn’t,” he chuckled in a low voice.

She breathed deeply, turning her head towards him. “Why? It looks like I don’t need to,” she said, smirking.

He huffed, wrapping his arms around her possessively and pulling her into his lap. She could feel his bulge pressing between her ass cheeks, sweat beading underneath her latex suit. The solution was obvious, but to get some relief she’d need to make herself vulnerable. She hated that.

Her lips quivered, but she didn’t care. He was behind her, looking away from the mirrors, and couldn’t see her momentary weakness. “I’ve received an intriguing offer from an unexpected source, and I’m trying to work through a deal with them. The only problem is, if I accept, I believe I may permanently destroy my relations with The Society.”

Dark Cloak rotated his hands up smoothly and cupped her breasts. “Our relations. We’re in this together, remember. Why do we care about those decrepit old fogies? They haven’t supported anything we’ve done since we started The Homestead.”

He leaned in and nipped at her ear as she shivered in pleasure. “That’s all well and good. I don’t particularly like them. The question is, will my partners accept it? Will you accept it?”

He ran his hands upward, squeezing her flesh strongly. His breath was hot in her ears. “Tell me,” he said harshly as he pressed his hips into hers.

She leaned her head back on his shoulder and stared at the ceiling. It was filled with sparkling purple stars, following the program she had selected earlier. It usually put her in the mood, but it wasn’t having the intended effect. She just wasn’t feeling it.

Letting her body relax, she allowed herself to let go, telling her lover in excruciating detail exactly what she was planning. His body became increasingly rigid after each sentence, until it felt as though she was leaning against a brick wall.

When she had finished, she let her breath rush out of her in a long sigh. “Are you mad at me?” she asked softly.

“No,” he rumbled. “On the contrary, I’m afraid for you. This will not be an easy road.”

He let go of her, moving around in front so that he could glare at her. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

Mistress Moon gave him her best stony face. “I didn’t think you would agree with me.”

“Agree? Agree?” Incensed, Dark Cloak climbed off the bed, pacing in a tight circle.

“There’s something much more important than consensus,” he grated out, his arms jerking robotically. “That’s trust. Once broken, it’s impossible to get back without an immense amount of hard work.”

He stopped, looking at her with pain in his eyes. “Why didn’t you trust me with this?”

“Because it was completely half baked and I wasn’t sure it would even work,” replied Mistress Moon sharply, her face glowering with anger. “I needed to work out some of the details before telling anyone - and guess who I told first?”

This seemed to relieve some of Dark Cloak’s frustration, and he stopped pacing. “You’ve figured something out,” he said bluntly. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t be telling me this at all. What’s changed?”

Mistress Moon twisted her lips and laid back on the pillow, her limbs feeling heavy. “I know the Blue Stars spy. Personally.”

Dark Cloak frowned. “What, precisely, does that mean? Is she a friend? A lover?”

“No,” laughed Mistress Moon. “Neither. She’s my sister.”

Sudden realization lit up Dark Cloak’s normally shadowy face. “Family,” he choked out. “Now, I understand everything.”

Mistress Moon nodded once, firmly. “That’s exactly why I think my plan has a chance of success. Otherwise, I would have discarded it out of hand.”

His fingers fluttered. “I have so many questions. Are you close to her? What exactly is the nature of her Talent? Does she know that you’re here?”

Mistress Moon hooded her eyes. “I’ll tell you everything you want to know, and more, but you’re going to have to give me something in return.” She ran her hands around the sides of her breasts. “Drain me,” she commanded. “Or I’m going to have to get out the pumps, and you’ll miss your opportunity. Trust goes both ways, you know.”

Dark Cloak smirked and pulled off his underwear, revealing the length of his erection. “We wouldn’t want that, would we?” he said facetiously.

He climbed back onto the bed, eyes on her as he shifted his butt close to her body. She grinned at him regally, presenting one of her breasts to him.

She moaned and flexed her upper back as he took her flesh into his mouth, sucking and licking like a thirsty child. Her body responded, the flow of her milk increasing as he drank it down.

She ran her hands behind his head, pulling him in close as he fondled her. She had no idea what it was like to suckle a baby, but she imagined that it would have to feel something like this.

A sense of triumph built in her chest as he worked to drain her, his hands squeezing both sides of her swollen breast. With every slurp, he was increasing the hold she had over him.

This was necessary, she told herself. Without his support, her plan was bound to fail. She needed him. Even if the thought of controlling him made her heart ache in the silent hours of the night.

She couldn’t afford to have a bleeding heart. She had to be ruthless if she was to succeed. It certainly didn’t hurt that feeding him was quite pleasurable.

He craned his neck upwards as he continued to drink, his eyes faintly glowing green. Her heart jumped in her breast at his expression. He knew.

He somehow knew what she was doing, and he was drinking anyway. Why?

Despite how much she had steeled her heart for this, she found herself wavering. For the first time, she wasn’t sure whether she could go through with this.

Taking hold of his head, she pulled him away. He smirked up at her. “What’s wrong, Mistress?” he said, mocking her. “Having second thoughts?”

“You knew!” she accused him. “You knew what it would do to you, and you’re enjoying this?”

He laughed and laid back, playing with his erection. “Of course I knew. I’ve spent months observing your operations. I’m not an idiot.”

She clamped her fingers over her knees, stroking them nervously with the tips of her long fingernails. “I don’t understand,” she said, dumbfounded. “Now I’m the idiot.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” he replied, looking entirely relaxed as his throbbing penis stood upright. “We’ve never discussed the intricacies of your Talent, just as we’ve never talked about the implications of mine. Humans are very good at keeping secrets, and I didn’t expect you to share. That didn’t mean I wasn’t curious, of course.”

He closed his eyes and made a low, rumbling groan, stopping his strokes. A small trickle of semen dribbled from the head of his penis. He turned and looked at her hungrily. “How long have we known each other?”

Mistress Moon quirked her lips. “It’s been quite a while, though as I recall, you were stalking me for some time before we actually met.”

Dark Cloak raised his eyebrows. “Who, me? I doubt there were many who could resist the beauty of a mysterious new villainess introducing herself on the world stage.”

“Flatterer,” she said in a low tone, but she wasn’t displeased.

His eyes still glowed a subtle green, but he didn’t move towards her. “If you hadn’t noticed, you haven’t asked me to do anything yet, so I’m left wondering what your grand plan is here. Despite any appearance to the contrary, I can’t keep this up forever. I’m still just a man.”

Mistress Moon chuckled. “I see that I’m thoroughly outmatched today. Fine, then, my first command is for you to stay where you are.”

She lifted herself up on her knees, running a hand over her privates. Rolling her hips, she grasped the hidden zipper below and pulled it up towards her chest. The purple latex suit split in two, her glistening pussy exposed to the voracious gaze of her lover.

She ran her fingers over her inner lips, pulling them apart gently to show off her wet tunnel. “It’s been too long,” she murmured. “So many distractions.”

“Unfortunately, life goes on,” rumbled Dark Cloak. “What is life, if not a long collection of inconveniences?”

Mistress Moon grinned as she shuffled towards him, lifting a booted foot over his bare legs. “You are not an inconvenience.”

“Aren’t I?” he asked, returning her smile. “I’m yet another pawn you need to manipulate into place to make your plans succeed.”

She laughed. “Now that’s true sophistry. A pawn wouldn’t know that they were being used.”

She rested her butt on his legs, reaching out to gently grab his erection. “A pawn wouldn’t knowingly consort with the Mistress that owned him of his own volition.”

She hissed as she pressed the head of his penis against her clit, rocking forward a little to take him inside her. Dark Cloak grunted in response, but stayed still, as ordered.

“I don’t mind being a pawn, if I’m your pawn,” he said quietly, watching her face intently as she pushed his length inside. “I simply wish to be promoted to a greater role. Let’s talk about your sister.”

Mistress Moon moaned as she dropped down, enjoying the friction as his dick sank into her depths. “Must we?” she asked, the cognitive dissonance of pleasure mixed with family matters hitting her hard.

“Yes, we do,” he said a little sharply. “Unless you intend on keeping me as a pawn.”

She shook her head in denial. “Fine. I’ll let you in on some of my family’s secrets.”

Shifting her hips, she pressed against him, his dick filling her completely. “You asked if we were close. No, not really, though if there’s anything to blame for that, it would be the age difference. She’s about seven years younger. We were always at different stages of our lives throughout our childhood, and could never really sympathize with each other.”

She lifted herself back up, rocking up and down slowly to enhance the pleasure. It was hard to talk when she wanted to moan, but this needed to be said. “We didn’t go to school together, and after we both graduated, we slowly drifted apart. Beyond seeing each other during the holidays, we barely stay in contact - especially once she joined the Blue Stars.”

She sighed. “I didn’t have anything to do with that. By the time I found out, it was too late to convince her otherwise. Not that I held much pull with her anyway. This might be to our advantage, however. If they had sent anyone else, my plan wouldn’t stand a chance of success.”

Grinning, she increased the speed at which she was rocking against him, causing her lover to make a masculine sigh that made her tingle inside. She leaned over him, breathing hard as her breasts bobbed up and down.

“When she came to see me to ask for clothing recommendations, I wasn’t quite sure what she was doing. It wasn’t until I investigated some of the winners of our lotteries that I realized what was going on. She entered under an assumed name, of course, but there were several irregularities that could only be explained by external meddling.”

Dark Cloak grunted, watching her shapely body with a pleased expression. He reached his hands up and cupped her breasts, squeezing his fingers together as she bounced on his erection.

Mistress Moon gasped, her face flushing. “What else do you want to know?” she asked, her body on fire.

“What about her Talent?” groaned Dark Cloak, his chest flexing. “Better be quick, I’m about to climax.”

“We can’t have that!” declared Mistress Moon, slowing herself to a halt, even though her body was demanding more.

Her lover writhed, but said nothing, his gaze firmly fixed on her. He moved his hands to tweak her nipples, grinning maliciously. Streams of milk ran from her breasts, splashing onto his white shirt. He didn’t seem to care, continuing his assault.

Mistress Moon bit off a cry of pain, but remained resolutely still. She was still in control of this situation, wasn’t she?

“Rebecca is a mental null,” she cried out, doing her best to adjust to the stimulation. “Almost nothing can affect her mentally.”

Dark Cloak frowned and stopped punishing her. “That sounds extremely dangerous. How much resistance does she have to our usual techniques?”

“It’s almost total,” Mistress Moon admitted. “That’s one of the reasons why she managed to escape in the milking parlor. That still doesn’t explain how her Talent reacted with the new trainee, though. With the way her power works, I didn’t think any Mental talent could combine with hers. That’s obviously not correct.”

“Is there anything that does work against her?” he asked, laying his hands back on the bed, his mind working.

“I elected to run her through the cow training course to get a feel for her resistance. If I throw everything at her, I seem to be able to gain control for a short time, but it always wears off. I’m doubtful there’s any long term way to keep her under our thumb, even if I use my Talent against her.” She shivered. “I’m not sure I’d want to for any length of time. She’s my sister!”

Dark Cloak shrugged. “There’s only one option, then. You must convince her to support you.”

She nodded, leaning over to stroke his neck. “I agree, but first we have to capture her again.”

His face lit up, and he raised his head to give her a kiss. “We’d better get started, then. She’s the only loose element in your plan.”

“I wish I could,” Mistress Moon whispered, “but she’s escaped again and I’ve lost track of her. I need your help.”

“Always,” he replied, a mysterious smile dancing in his eyes, which were no longer colored green. “Now, can we finish here before I go completely limp?”

Mistress Moon nodded, a strange sense of relaxation coming over her. There was nothing more she needed to decide. She was at peace.

She lurched her hips upward, savoring the friction of Dark Cloak’s dick as she rocked on top of him. It was almost meditative.

His length swelled within her, dipping into her core with every thrust. Her problems vanished one by one, replaced by the mechanical pleasure of fucking.

Two strong hands wrapped around her hips, pulling her down onto her lover as they throbbed together in primal orgy. When the climax finally came, they cried out their pleasure in unison.


Chapter Eighteen

Kara couldn’t stop thinking about her friend as she marched down the corridor, dressed in her cow suit. She was due to be milked, but she couldn’t allow herself to sink into that pleasure without at least talking to her.

Allison’s refusal to join the other cows was a gaping hole in her heart. She felt firmly that if she could find the right words, Allison might change her mind and join her in being milked. They were cows. It was the only reasonable thing to do.

When she reached the holding cell, she stood in front of the door and tried to compose herself. The computer had surely directed her to the right room, but she really wasn’t sure how Allison would respond. Would she try to escape as soon as the door opened?

The door chimed and slid sideways into the wall, allowing her to step inside. At first, she couldn’t locate her friend in the darkened interior.

The lights were turned off, the ceiling filled with the twinkling stars of swirling galaxies. The door rumbled shut behind her, locking into place with an audible click.

“Allison?” she asked hesitantly.

A dark form moaned and shifted near the far wall, a hand reaching out to turn on a lamp. The light lit the fatigued face of her friend, whose eyes were red. “They’re trying to brainwash me,” she mumbled. “It’s not working.”

She breathed a sigh, and laid back, staring at the ceiling. “Not working,” she said again loudly, continuing to stare.

Kara glanced around the room, noting that the tables and chairs had been strewn over the floor, and a mirror over the desk had been smashed.

Ah. The computer must be keeping Allison sedated so that she wouldn’t injure herself. Her friend must have been quite rowdy before she had arrived.

“Computer,” she said aloud to the messy room. “Could you please terminate the current program?”

A chime sounded from the door, and the swirling display of stars faded, replaced with gentle light. “Thank you!” she said brightly, trying to hold back tears.

Allison must have been struggling so much, and there wasn’t any reason for her to do so! If she didn’t want to be a cow, that was fine, but there was a real chance she could have hurt herself, and Kara couldn’t bear the thought.

Bending over, she retrieved one of the fallen chairs and sat it up next to the bed. Folding her hands demurely, she relaxed into its padded cushions and watched her friend, composing her thoughts.

Allison groaned, reaching up a hand to stroke her forehead. “Why do I have a headache?” she asked, staring at the ceiling.

“It looks like a bomb hit your room,” said Kara acerbically. “Your headache might be related to this mess.”

Allison cranked her head over to peek at Kara. She lowered her hand to cover her eyes, peeking through the gap in her fingers. “Oh, it’s you,” she said unenthusiastically. “What are you doing here?”

Kara sighed. She just knew her friend was going to be like this. She pasted a fake smile on her face. “I wanted to see how you were doing. You seemed pretty distraught in the parlor.”

Allison scoffed. “I don’t think that adequately explains our situation here. Kara, they’re trying to turn me into a cow. They’ve already succeeded with you. Doesn’t that seem even a little bit fucking weird?”

Kara wanted to give her a glib answer, but she knew that wouldn’t pass muster. Settling back into the chair, she seriously tried to figure out how to explain. She hadn’t really thought too deeply about it before, but she needed to try. This was for her friend. She desperately wanted Allison to understand.

“We’ve known each other for a long time,” she began slowly. “Think back to high school. Remember how little I wanted to talk to other people? That was caused by body image issues. I thought I looked like trash.”

Allison frowned. “That’s not true. You were cute.”

Kara shook her head. “There’s a good amount of people out there who claim that they like flat chested girls, but that’s not the majority of them. That’s not me.”

She sighed, avoiding Allison’s gaze. “I was unhappy because all throughout middle school, I thought for sure that once I matured, I’d fill out like you, but that never happened. I was bitterly disappointed.”

Curling her fingers over, she looked at her neatly manicured nails. “When I started college, things hadn’t improved. I was in a dark mental place. I would do anything to relieve the mental pressure. I even considered surgery.”

Kara was secretly hoping that Allison would take her hand, but she didn’t. “What did you do?” her friend asked.

Rubbing her hands together, she sat back up, lifting her gaze. “I didn’t do anything. I heard about an opportunity I couldn’t refuse. A sweepstakes run by the college, the winning prize, an all expenses paid vacation to a tropical island.”

She stared at Allison. “I needed a break, or I was going to fall apart. I was so excited when I won!”

She paused. “Remember that week when I said I had to go visit my family? I lied. I came here, instead, to get away from it all.”

Allison nodded. “It fits. They got you to come here, then they preyed on your insecurities to transform you into this.”

Kara narrowed her eyes. “No, that’s not quite right. I wanted this.”

She ran her hands over her breasts, giving them a light squeeze. “They gave me the body I’ve always wanted, and in return, I give them my milk. It doesn’t hurt that it feels freaking amazing to get milked.”

Allison rolled her eyes. “I get how they got you, but I’m not willing to give in like you did. They can’t break me, and you can’t convince me that being transformed into human livestock is a good idea.”

She folded her arms. “I’m basically being held here against my will. Go tell them to release me, or I refuse to do anything else for them. I won’t be their puppet.”

Kara stood. “I’m sorry to hear that. They didn’t send me here, you know. I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Allison laid back, staring at the ceiling. “Turn the program back on and leave me alone. I just can’t pretend that this is normal. It’s not. I can’t afford to be a dumb, brainless cow like you.”

Hurt, Kara retreated, tears forming in her eyes. “I know you didn’t mean that,” she sniffed. “I’ll come see you later, before you leave the island.”

“Wait!” cried Allison, but she didn’t turn around.

Her feet moved faster, taking her through the automatic doorway and out into the hallway, her eyes clouded. She rubbed them, barely paying attention as the door shut and locked behind her.

She couldn’t believe that her best friend had said that, especially after she had bared her soul to her. Unforgivable!

Tears flowing freely, she ran blindly down the hallway, barely paying attention to her beautiful new black hoof boots. She had spent a lot of time admiring them before she had met with Allison, but now it all seemed hollow. She was an emotional wreck.

Shuddering, she tried to pull herself together. If she couldn’t change Allison’s mind, maybe she could do something to cheer herself up? Or better yet, something that would help her to forget what she had just heard?

Yes, that was exactly what she needed, and fortunately, she hadn’t milked herself yet today. She imagined the throbbing pleasure of the pumps with a smile, pushing away the disturbing emotions that rattled her brain.

Perhaps this was the time to try out the more advanced gear? It certainly would help her to regain her focus.

She slowed her steps, coming back to reality. She almost laughed when she saw where she had ended up - the locker room for the milking parlor was right in front of her! Subconsciously, her brain had known exactly what she wanted.

Reaching out a hand, she took hold of the door handle with growing confidence. She might be a dumb cow, but that didn’t mean she was a bad person.

Popping inside, she took in the busy locker room. There were quite a few cows there already, dressing or undressing their latex uniforms. Many of them wore purple, like her. Trainee cows.

Her gaze was drawn to their jiggling breasts, large and full of milk. Just like hers.

She looked like them. She belonged with them. It was a shame that Allison didn’t want to experience this feeling of togetherness.

“Are you Kara?” asked a mature cow from her right.

Kara nodded, taking in her emerald green latex cow suit. That was a bit unusual, as none of the other cows were wearing a suit of that color. “Who are you?” she asked, curious.

The cow woman nodded, her fat nose piercing dangling as her green mohawk cut the air. “We haven’t met yet. My name is Lucy,” she said in a motherly voice, reaching out a hand.

As she took it, a calm, cool sensation flew up her arms like a winter breeze. Her inner, roiling emotions calmed, stress ebbing from her shoulders. Surprised, Kara stared at the other woman, taking in her glowing, green eyes.

“What are you doing to me?” she asked, feeling very calm.

“It’s my Talent,” the other cow admitted. “It’s only temporary, but I can relieve some of your mental turmoil. You look like you’ve been crying, poor thing. What’s the matter?”

Kara shuddered. “My friend just insulted me, calling me a dumb cow. She’s rejected the training and will probably be shipped out. I won’t get to see her much afterwards.”

Tears began to gather in her eyes again. “This all could have been avoided if I could convince her to change her mind! Why can’t she be a proper cow, like me?” she wailed.

The calm, cool pressure came again, and her sadness waned. “Not everyone is a suitable subject,” said Lucy calmly. “Becoming a cow can lift the burdens a person experiences in their daily lives, but not everyone wants to experience that joy. We cannot force them to change. The only person they can change is themselves.”

Her cheeks dimpled. “Besides, nothing is set in stone. She might eventually change her mind. You never know.”

Kara sniffed, feeling the weight of the ring on her upper lip that marked her as a cow. Thinking back, she realized that she had not made the decision to become one lightly. Why should it be any different for Allison?

She took in a deep breath and sighed. “You’re right, but I can’t change how my heart feels. I wanted to be a cow with her. Together, forever.”

Lucy chuckled. “Forever is a very long time. Nothing lasts that long.”

She clasped Kara’s hand. “Come with me, I have a few things that might cheer you up.”

Confused, Kara followed the cow woman, not certain what she was talking about. “I need to be milked soon,” she said nervously as she was pulled off to a side room. “I’m feeling a little tight around the chest.”

“That’s fine,” replied Lucy, glancing at Kara. “We just need to change your clothing first. You want to be promoted to senior cow, don’t you?”

A sudden shock ran through her brain as the words penetrated her skull. “Promoted? Me? Isn’t this too soon?”

“Not at all,” said Lucy enthusiastically. “You’ve been a cow long enough that I don’t have any reservations about it. I’ve been watching you for a long time, just like I do with all the cows, and you’re definitely ready.”

“Now, stand on top of the cross,” she said, pointing at a red marker on the tile floor in the center of the room. “We need to undress you first.”

“Do I need to… ah,” she trailed off as she noticed two more figures entering the room.

They were dressed in identical red latex cow suits, their heads hidden under tight gas masks with tinted eye holes. Their feet were steady in their cow boots, though their hooves were smaller than on the boots she wore herself.

“Raise your arms,” ordered Lucy, taking a step back. “Let them do the work.”

Kara nodded, waiting patiently as the two cow women unzipped her shoulders and peeled the latex over her arms. She felt naked as a rush of cold air swept over her back, the sweat that had pooled there beginning to evaporate.

She helped them by pulling her arms in towards her body as each sleeve was removed. Her breasts were exposed as the suit was pulled down around her waist, at which point they both stopped and kneeled.

“Lift your left foot,” ordered Lucy briskly.

Kara did as she was told, and the cow woman on her left tugged at the laces. Displaying surprising dexterity for one wearing rubber gloves, the woman removed the boot, exposing the white cotton sock on her foot.

When she set her foot on the tiled floor, she winced at how cold it was. The height of her other boot caused her to lean to one side to maintain her balance, but that wouldn’t be a problem for long. Lifting her other foot a small amount, she waited patiently as the second cow woman pulled it off.

That left her socks and the suit, which looked a little sad with its arms drooping against the floor. The two cows pulled it over her privates and down her legs with little fanfare, shucking it off her as if she was an ear of corn.

She was impressed at how efficiently it had all been removed. These must be well trained staff.

She rather wished she could talk to them, but that might have slowed them down. Lucy was running this like a well oiled machine, which she was thankful for, as she could already see some wet spots showing up around her nipples. If they didn’t finish quickly, they’d have a milky mess on their hands.

The two cow women turned and left, taking her boots and suit with them. Her eyes followed their large, rounded asses as they wobbled under their latex suits with each step. A desire to be like them welled up within her chest.

“Stand like this and wait,” commanded Lucy, spreading her arms and legs at a forty five degree angle towards the floor.

Kara adjusted her pose to match, her eyes sliding over the cow woman’s suit. It must have been made to measure, as the fit was absolutely perfect, showing off every inch of her soft body and enlarged breasts.

She started as the lights in the room blacked out, leaving her in utter darkness. If not for the faint glow from the corridor beyond, she wouldn’t be able to see anything at all.

This didn’t last for long, as laser lights flashed around her, tiny dots forming an endless grid of squares on the floor below her. She watched them with curiosity as the flickering dots moved across the floor towards her, climbing over her bare feet and up her body.

Looking up, she made the mistake of glancing at one of the projectors, the light temporarily blinding her. Blinking, she quickly looked back down, marveling at the strange patterns the intersecting streams of light made as they played over her body.

They weren’t bright enough to make her cow tattoo visible, but they certainly did emphasize her curves. The rounded globes of her massive breasts were even more enticing while in shadow.

This lasted for a good half minute, then the lasers blinked off and the overhead lighting was restored. Lucy was next to her, reaching out to hold her hand. “All done. That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

Kara shook her head. “What was the point of that?”

“The computer has measured your body in precise detail, down to every wart and mole. Those values will be used to create your own custom cow suit.” Lucy squeezed her hand. “The only question remaining is what color you want.”

She grinned. “Don’t say purple. I mean, you can if you like that color the best, but do you really want the other experienced cows to think you’re still a trainee?”

Kara shook her head. “My favorite color is green. Let’s do that.”

Lucy’s smile grew. “You’re not saying that just to flatter me?”

Kara sighed. “I love being popular and fitting in, but no. That really is my favorite color.”

“Very well,” nodded Lucy. “It’s a bit of an unusual choice around here, but there’s no hard restriction. After all, we’re in the business of giving you what you want.”

A chime sounded, and Lucy trotted over to the wall. A rectangular seam had opened up in the flat surface, a handle extending outwards. She pulled up, revealing a box-like opening, filled with a shiny, green garment.

Kara took a step forward, not quite sure what she was seeing. Lucy turned with the bundle in her hands, presenting it to Kara.

Sure enough, as she had thought, the cow woman’s hands were filled with an emerald green cow suit. The sheer, glossy surface seemed to sparkle in her mind. She wanted to be dressed in that suit. Now.

“How?” she asked, her urge to put on the rubber suit mixed with confusion.

“The process is entirely automated,” explained Lucy. “There’s no need to hire skilled labor if the computer can do it all.”

“That must have been absurdly expensive to set up!” spluttered Kara, admiring the perfect seams.

Lucy nodded. “Our organization makes a lot of money,” she said mysteriously. “Now, how about you put that on while I get the rest of your accessories?”

Lifting the suit in her hands, Kara pressed it against her chest, taking a whiff of the material. It had a strong odor, perhaps due to its recent manufacture. She didn’t find it too offputting, but hopefully it would fade, in time.

Examining the shoulders, she unzipped them, spreading the material apart to take a look inside. The manufacture wasn’t too dissimilar to her previous suit, leading her to believe that the generic cow suits were probably made using the same process. She probably wouldn’t notice much difference until she put it on.

Lowering the suit to the floor, she pressed one of her legs inside, immediately running into problems. The material clung to her leg, making it difficult for her to push it all the way through.

This was not unexpected, but she had always had help when putting on her previous cow suits. She looked for Lucy, though she hesitated asking for assistance. She really wanted to be able to do this herself.

Unfortunately, the other cow woman had left the room, leaving her by herself. She supposed she would just have to struggle through the process alone.

Sighing, she worked on her leg, trying to get it all the way through, but the latex kept bunching up. How annoying.

Two pairs of red gloved hands descended on her leg, lifting it up a little to release the restriction. Her leg was pulled firmly through the hole, the latex being spread upwards over her thigh.

The sudden presence of the two masked cow women startled her, but she quickly became calm. They were there to help her become like them - mature cows.

That didn’t mean she liked being passive, though. She wanted to help!

Leaning against the ground, she lifted her other foot up, pressing it inside the outfit’s open hole. Crouching, she took hold of the slippery material, squeezing her other leg inside. The red hands were there to help her again, smoothing out the latex as the suit was pulled up into her crotch.

Here, she received an unexpected surprise. A wet, fleshy object was pressing against her pussy!

She squealed, but the other two cows weren’t as squeamish as her. They patiently pulled the outfit down a few inches, and one of them reached a hand in, pulling out a rubbery length of dildo.

Now that she knew that it wasn’t a bug or some other icky creature, she settled down. The fact that it was shiny and wet began to raise new questions, however, as she had a sneaky suspicion as to what was coming next.

Sure enough, one of the cow women pushed the dildo into her vagina, the length running deeply into her sopping wet tunnel. She hissed as it speared her, arms shaking as she moaned.

The red cow woman stood and watched her, breathing quickly through her tinted mask. Her gloved hand reached for her own privates, pausing over the top of her crotch, where a bulge was clearly visible.

A gloved finger pressed into a circular indentation on the exterior of her suit, and the cow woman moaned. She must be pressing her own dildo deeper inside her crotch.

The erotic display enhanced her own pleasure, and she moaned in response as the rubbery dildo was seated inside her. The cow woman pulled the rest of the suit up around her hips, and Kara shivered.

With every jerk and bump, the dildo bounced inside her. Her body reacted, clenching down on the intruder, which made it move even more. Frustrated, she wanted to touch herself, but knew it would only make the problem worse.

Standing still, she concentrated on keeping her muscles loose. If she allowed herself to clench, she might lose all control.

A lilting chuckle interrupted her thoughts, Lucy watching her with a smirk. “Cows are cute when they try to prevent the inevitable.”

The cow woman in red grunted, her body shaking in ecstasy. Her hand paused as the paroxysms of pleasure took her, her breath erratic. After a few moments, she moved her arms back to her sides and stepped in to help the other cow woman.

“See?” asked Lucy. “She didn’t bother trying to suppress her base desires.”

Lucy stepped in closer, pressing her knee into Kara’s crotch as the other red cow women worked to get her arms into the suit. Kara jerked back, a low moan issuing from her lips.

“Here, why don’t I help you?” Lucy said lustfully, reaching down to press her fingers against the base of the dildo locked inside her.

She pushed, hard.

Kara shook, her eyes unfocused as all her attention was drawn to the nerve endings in her pussy. It felt too good. She wanted more.

She couldn’t figure out how to put her need into words, so she opened her mouth and mooed, low and long.

“Good cow,” whispered Lucy, pumping her hand in and out.

The wet heat from below combined with her low grade arousal to spark into something far more pleasurable. She clenched her hands into fists as the zippers were drawn up around her neck, sealing her body into the new cow suit.

Fuck yes, this is what she wanted. Her pleasure only increased as one of the cow women lifted a gas mask with a built-in latex hood, the same as theirs. She was going to become one of them. She would go all the way.

There would be no more steps to take on this journey. She would finally be a true cow.

She took a deep breath as the hood was pulled over her head, the tight sides pressing against her ears as the latex slid into place. Her face was pushed forward into the mask, her vision limited by the small, circular portholes.

This was okay. She was a cow. She didn’t need to see. She needed to be milked.

Her hearing was muffled, soft fabric nestled against her ears. These must be built in headphones, that they would use to control her. She shivered, excited at the thought.

Her breath hissed in her ears, wheezing through the mask. Lucy hadn’t stopped the thrusting motions at her crotch, keeping Kara on edge as the dildo slid through her tunnel with delicious friction. At this rate, it wouldn’t take much to send her spinning into an orgasm.

One of the cow women in red came back, bearing a metal collar in her hands. She lifted and turned it to present it to Kara.

Her breath caught in her throat as she read the dull letters inscribed onto the front of the shiny, silvery circle. Cow Forty Seven.

There was even a coppery bell attached to a ring dangling from the center. It would rest above her breasts, dangling and jangling with every move she made, reminding her of what she was.

It wasn’t that she needed the reminder, but it would help her to focus on her new goal: to be the best cow that existed. To produce the most milk, to be the most obedient. That was her new quest.

As the heavy metal was unlocked and wrapped around her neck, she mooed more urgently. A low, whispery hiss started up in her ears as well, tugging at her conscious mind.

With all this in place, she was beginning to lose her mind, overstimulated. Her hips jerked, pressing against Lucy’s hand. Once, twice, jackpot.

She fell forward against Lucy as her body spasmed, her brain lit up from the pleasure. The cow woman held her, patting her back.

“There, now, isn’t that better? You’ve already completely forgotten about your silly friend. You don’t need to worry about her. We’ll keep trying. There’s very few that can resist our temptations forever.”

Confused, Kara mooed again as her bell jangled against her chest. She wasn’t sure what Lucy was talking about. It was far too complicated for her cow mind to process.

Lucy clipped a leash to the ring her bell was attached to, helping her back to her feet. “Come, cow,” she said cheerily. “It’s time for your milking!”

Trembling, Lucy followed the cow without hesitation, a spring in her step. Her breasts throbbed against the latex cups, reminding her of her need to be drained.

For a moment, that need was almost overwhelming, but the hissing in her ears calmed her down, helping her to stay level headed. It wouldn’t do to stumble and injure herself before she made it to the parlor.

Fortunately, she didn’t need to go far. She was led through the locker room, where a couple of dressing cows gave her a knowing glance. She smiled back at them, happy to join their ranks, but of course they couldn’t see her under the mask.

They stepped through an adjoining doorway, and she was suddenly in the middle of a parlor, the stalls running along the walls beside her in both directions. Some might think the atmosphere was a little clinical, but Kara didn’t feel that way at all. Being milked was pure pleasure. This was her happy place.

Unusually, however, Lucy didn’t lead her into one of the stalls. Instead, they marched straight ahead to another door, the red cows flanking her on either side.

Confused, she listened to her headphones to calm herself down. The jangling of the bell at her neck was also helping. Lucy said that she was going to be milked, and she believed her. Her nipples were rock hard just thinking about it.

They proceeded down a short hallway to a locked door, the ceiling lit with soft, turquoise lighting. Lucy waved a hand over a flat plate, and the door broke into three spiraling halves, retreating into the walls.

The cow woman turned to look at her, a devilish grin on her face. “Welcome to my inner sanctum, Forty Seven. You’re going to have a lot of fun here.”

Kara’s chest fluttered as she stepped into the circular chamber, marveling at the workmanship. A concrete slope had been poured into the floor, leading down into an expansive pool. A circle of blue lights glowed from below, giving the room an ethereal feeling.

Lucy marched straight down the slope, ignoring the water lapping over her boots. She seemed entirely unconcerned about the state of her outfit, but Kara was a little hesitant.

When the leash went taut, Lucy turned to see what the matter was. “It’s perfectly okay,” she said. “The water is warm, and we’ll take care of any issues with your clothing.” She cracked a grin. “If something gets ruined, we’ll replace it. It’s only money.”

Kara nodded her head hesitantly, taking a step forward into the bubbling water. It was pleasantly warm. Not as warm as a hot tub, but definitely at a higher temperature than a public pool.

This eased her concerns as she stepped in deeper, standing next to Lucy as the water reached up to her belly. Here, Lucy unclipped the leash, striding towards the center of the pool, where a dark contraption was barely visible in the murky water just below the surface.

“This device is of my own design,” declared Lucy, lifting her arms wide. “A deluxe milking machine, built to enhance the pleasure of the dedicated cow. Today, you’re going to experience what it’s like to be milked in the most luxurious suite on the island.”

Her breath caught as she began to realize what the woman intended. “I’m not properly harnessed, though,” she complained, her voice muffled in the mask.

“Not a problem,” said Lucy. “We’ll finish getting you suited up and plugged in right away.”

She nodded at the twin red latex cow women who had been following her. “Proceed. She’s ready.”

The two women began to touch her chest, unzipping her breasts. As soon they were properly exposed, one of them left, returning in a few moments with a harness.

Kara wasn’t sure where she had got it from, but she didn’t care. The anticipation of being milked had seized her body, her nipples sparkling with wet droplets. She couldn’t wait for her milk to be extracted by the pumps. It was going to feel wonderful.

She raised her arms as the cows strapped the harness into place, but was immediately concerned when milking cups were not slid over her breasts.

Nervous, she began to look around for a connection port. “Where is the pump?” she asked.

“The connection is underwater, but don’t worry about that now. We’ll get to that later.” Lucy stared at her hungrily, like she was a piece of meat. “You’re in my lair now. We’re going to have a little fun. Bring her here.”

Kara gulped as the cow women marched her towards Lucy, turning her around to face the entrance. A tinge of fear stroked her rib cage, but it was quickly washed away by the hissing in her ears. The voices were telling her that everything would be okay, and she believed them.

They backed her up until her legs hit a metallic bump, then they gently set her down until her ass was cupped by a concave surface, her back sitting at an angle against a cushioned seat. In this position, the water splashed at the bottom of her chin, the breathing port of the mask getting perilously close.

Lucy climbed on top of her, resting her butt on Kara’s legs. “This is a special treat. I don’t do this for every cow, but you’ve been suffering a lot lately and I think you could use some rest and relaxation.”

Her body jolted as the chair she was sitting in was pushed upwards, her breasts breaking the surface of the roiling water. “First, let’s start with some manual stimulation. I don’t get the opportunity to do hands-on work very often, but it’s important to stay in practice.”

Reaching over, she wrapped her hands around Kara’s breasts. “Don’t worry about the mess I’m about to make. Just relax and be a good cow while your sister cow takes care of you.”

The voices in her ears agreed with Lucy, confirming that this was a very good idea. Kara couldn’t disagree, as her breasts were extremely sensitive now, and definitely wanted the stimulation.

She would have preferred the mechanical pulsing of the pumps, but the woman’s soft squeezing motions felt good too. Her breasts jolted with pleasure, and she gasped.

Lucy chuckled at her reaction, scraping a fingernail lightly around the edge of her left nipple. The tickling sensation was torturous, but didn’t last long.

She lifted her hand and licked the tip of her fingernail as if she was a cat. “Delicious,” she declared, her features brightening.

She leaned over suddenly, her mouth clamping over Kara’s breast. The woman’s soft lips suckled eagerly as she wrapped both hands around the sides, squeezing and fondling with abandon.

The stimulation was almost too much for Kara’s body. All of the milkings she had experienced in the past had been measured, methodical affairs. This was rough, needy, immediate.

Her hips bucked, but she was trapped under Lucy. With her limited vision through the eye ports, she couldn’t move her head down far enough to see more than the tops of the woman’s elaborate horns. The cow woman knew exactly what she was doing.

This wasn’t what she had expected when she had first entered the room, but it felt amazing. It was so distracting that she barely questioned what the other cow women were doing under the water.

She soon found out. Something pressed against the exterior of her suit around her privates, locking into place. This was immediately followed by a jolt in her vagina, a tingling buzz rattling against her insides.

Her mouth gaped in astonishment as the suit’s dildo pressed deeper into her, the head vibrating against her tunnel. They had plugged her in.

The combined assault was too much for her. She wriggled like a tadpole as her body spasmed, held in place by Lucy.

That felt great, but better yet, she could tell that it wasn’t over yet. Lucy gave her a knowing grin as she stopped her sucking, giving her swollen breast a light slap. At the same time, the bouncing dildo in her snatch stopped vibrating, its hard length buried inside her.

“You’re almost complete,” declared Lucy, “but there’s one thing you still lack.”

She pointed at her head. “Your horns haven’t grown in.”

Kara whined, suddenly feeling that she wasn’t a complete cow. Horns were the only thing she lacked, and she desired them, badly.

A beatific smile lit up Lucy’s face. “Fortunately for you, that’s a problem with an easy solution. Simply relax and we’ll get you fixed right up.”

Really? What were they going to do, graft horns onto her forehead? Sudden anxiety wracked her body as she imagined the possibly invasive medical procedure ahead of her.

Lucy must have noticed her consternation, as she stroked a fingernail languidly over her breastbone. “Don’t worry, it won’t be too bad. You won’t remember any of it, anyway. Not after you’ve been fully pleasured and hypnotized. Let’s get these milkers hooked up.”

A red cow woman handed her a large, acrylic cup, which she turned and pressed over Kara’s left breast. Twisting it into position, she threaded a few straps over the top to lock it into place.

She repeated the procedure with a second cup, snapping a length of tubing to the tip of each one. Once she was done, she flicked a fingernail against the top of one of the cups, the slight jolt of the impact zapping into Kara’s chest.

Kara mooed in appreciation, waiting patiently for the next step. Lucy ran a hand down her side, petting her as if she was an animal.

“I like you,” she declared. “Now, settle in. This is going to be fun.”

“Thank you,” Kara breathed softly as Lucy climbed off her waist, splashing water over her hips.

A few moments later, her chest began to flex as the pumps began to work. Her enlarged breasts were pulled deep inside the cups, trickles of her milk collecting at the tips where it was quickly vacuumed away.

The buzz in her vagina returned, the dildo whirring as it bounced inside her. At first, this didn’t do much, but her body began to respond again, building to another inevitable climax.

As she tilted her head upwards and mooed, she spotted a set of dangling tubes above her. Was this a part of the horn surgery they were going to do?

A red gloved hand grabbed the end of one of the plastic tubes, steering it towards the bulbous end of her mask. Another hand gripped her chin, holding her in place as the tube was pressed onto a rubber nipple sticking out the end.

During her next breath, she could feel the extra restriction, and knew instantly what that meant. The air she was breathing was coming through that tube! Was it connected to some sort of special gas?

She wanted to ask why, but her brain was feeling far too muzzy to formulate the question. Either it was gas, or the voices in her ears along with the sexual stimulation was making it too difficult to figure out.

That wasn’t really necessary, anyway. She trusted that they would turn her into a cow, as she desired. That was all that mattered.

She settled back, feeling weightless as the chair she was on sank downwards, underneath the warm water. Fear trickled down her spine as tiny waves lapped over the top of her mask, but the cow women had secured the tubing well, making it water tight.

As soon as she realized that her breathing wasn’t restricted, she sighed in relief, letting her worries fade away. It had been silly to think that they would do anything bad to her anyway. She was a valuable cow. She would produce milk for them for many years to come.

Giggling in pleasure, she ran her fingers over the milking cups, moving her hands down to her crotch, where they met a metallic tube. She wrapped her fingers around it, tugging gently, but it refused to budge. Not that she really wanted to remove the device that was causing her pussy to gush in pleasure.

She wanted to help it to dominate her body. To turn her even more into a cow with every thrust of its artificial length. Fuck, that felt good.

Her hands fell free as another orgasm built. There was nothing she could do to stop it, and she didn’t want to. She welcomed the rush of ecstasy as it came, holding her neck stiff as she vibrated in place.

As the pleasure faded down into a warm glow, she realized that she hadn’t been worrying about anything for quite some time. There was simply the regularity of her breathing, the mechanical pulse of the pumps, and the jiggling vibration in her snatch. That was her entire world.

As the pumps continued their work, her mind became increasingly dim, her thoughts draining away, replaced by warm pleasure. She found it difficult to concentrate, which made her very happy.

There was nothing to worry about while she was being milked. She could be a cow, and nothing else.

As her hips bucked against the throbbing dildo in her snatch, she allowed herself to stop thinking at all.


Chapter Nineteen

As they mounted the steps to the station, the door burst open, Alice’s eyes flashing. “What are you doing?” she asked harshly, lifting a gloved hand to point behind them. “There’s no protection here. If they bomb the station, we’re all dead. Quick, get back to the cart, we need to get to the bunker.”

Bunker? Suzy was confused, but didn’t question the woman’s authority. She clearly knew the island better than she did.

She whinnied in acknowledgement, reaching out to take Hailey by the hand. Together, they trotted down the steps of the station, carried forward by the urgency of the situation.

The air raid siren was blaring, punctuated by the sound of another explosion. With the limited view she had from inside the mask, Suzy had no idea where or what was happening, which only served to build her fear. If she hadn’t been squeezing Hailey’s hand, she might have simply run off into the jungle and taken her chances.

It was a good thing she didn’t, as that would be a very foolish idea. What if she tripped and injured herself? No, it was far better to stay with the group.

Stepping over the metal bar of the hitch, she hurriedly tried to reach down to get herself hooked back up, but her hands were sweaty and the weight caused it to slip from her grasp.

A strong musk assaulted her nostrils, and she looked up as large hands easily pulled the hitch level with her chest. Dan was right in front of her, his fearless expression lending her strength.

“Thanks,” she said softly, for his ears only.

Her heart ached with appreciation. The stress was really getting to her, and having his steady presence nearby soothed her panic.

“Stay with me,” he rumbled. “I’ll be with you. You’ll want to go fast, but that may upset the cart. Follow my pace, and we’ll make it out of this alive.”

She dipped her head in acknowledgement, grateful for his level headedness.

His figure vanished for a moment as he moved behind her, attaching the reins. She craned her neck towards Hailey, her heart throbbing with worry.

Her friend was already in position, her muscles straining in anticipation. Alice’s sure hands were almost finished with the straps, her face creased with concentration.

“Hurry up!” hissed a woman’s terrified voice. “They’re coming closer!”

“Get in the cart, Mrs. Jones,” ordered Alice, not turning her head. “Your interruption is only slowing me down.”

“Do as she says,” came the strained voice of Mr. Jones. “We can’t help her with this.”

There came a petite sound of frustration, followed by a jostling of the cart as their passengers boarded. Relief washed over Suzy, followed by tense anticipation. They were almost ready.

“There, I’m done,” declared Alice. “Watch for my commands, and pull together. I will be upping the pace, but don’t go wild. If the buggy tips over it’ll be a mess and we might not make it to our destination.”

Suzy whickered and pawed at the ground with her hoof. She didn’t need an explanation, damnit! She wanted to run!

She breathed heavily as the woman vanished somewhere behind them, her anxiety spiking. This was tempered by Dan, who took up a position a few lengths in front of them. She stared at his head, wishing to stroke her fingers through his short, brown hair. It might feel even better if he grew out a full mane.

This speculation distracted her for a moment, causing the sudden crack at her shoulders to be a surprise. She jolted, her feet marching unevenly as she tried to pick up the pace.

She worked to smooth out her gait as her chest strained against the straps. They were moving!

She could see nothing but the path ahead of them, the trees tall on either side. Somewhere in the distance a cloud of smoke rose high into the sky, possibly originating from another crash site. She had no idea how many airplanes there were in the attacking force, or how many had been shot down. It was all out of her hands.

All she could do now was pull with all her strength, and concentrate on the reins as they cracked again. She increased her speed, her feet rumbling against the pavement as she broke into a trot.

Dan easily kept up with their pace, his ass flexing with every stride. He had longer legs than she did, and had no trouble matching her. Annoyed, she pulled at her straps, wanting to force him to work harder.

The command to speed up didn’t come, so they rattled down the path at a speed slightly higher than they had run on the way up. Sweat collected under her shoulders, trickling over her chest as it dribbled towards her crotch.

It was a little uncomfortable, but Suzy was used to hard work, and didn’t let it bother her. The larger problem was the lack of water. She was beginning to feel a little light headed.

She imagined in normal circumstances they would have taken a break at the station and prepared for the return journey, but there hadn’t been any time. She dearly hoped this bunker wasn’t too far away, or she might find herself collapsing before they reached it.

Suddenly, from somewhere off to the right side of the road, faint motion attracted her attention. She neighed as three men broke out from the underbrush, dressed in military camouflage and wielding rifles.

“Halt!” The leader commanded, and they all lifted their rifles to their shoulders.

The reins at her back pulled evenly and she slowed to a halt, coordinating her movements with Hailey. Dan slowed as well, his heavy hoof boots rattling against the asphalt as he exhaled strongly, his voice making a low rumble of aggression.

The lead man looked like some kind of commander, extra bars decorating his green helmet. His face was smudged with dark makeup, the glint of his eyes giving him a fierce affect.

“What’s the hold up?” asked Mr Jones from somewhere behind.

Time seemed to freeze as everything began to move extremely quickly. Dan rushed the group of soldiers from the left, covering the ground between them in a matter of moments.

He grabbed one of the men’s rifles, smashing it into his face. Reaching over, he wrapped his arms around the soldier’s chest, lifting him into the air.

The commander and the other soldier backed up, aiming their guns at Dan, but their compatriot was in the way, shouting wildly as his arms and legs thrashed uselessly.

A brilliant snap of fluorescent purple lit the clearing, an energetic coil of energy flashing out to slam against the rear most soldier. His weapon tilted upwards and he fired a few shots into the sky. Bending over backwards, he dropped to the ground, hitting the back of his head. His hands went limp as he groaned piteously.

The commander was rock solid, ignoring what had happened to his squadmate. He stroked the trigger and his gun barked, a loud crack of sound assaulting her ears.

Several holes opened up in the soldier being manhandled by Dan. He gurgled as his limbs went limp, and Dan bodily threw him at the commander. They both went down in a heap, the commander’s rifle pinned under his body.

Red streaks of blood blossomed from Dan’s chest and shoulder, trickling towards his waist. Suzy neighed in alarm, her vision going red in anger. She wanted to kill that man for shooting the stallion.

She pulled hard against her harness, and the cart began to move. Hailey stumbled, but quickly regained her balance, trying to match her speed. The cart began to accelerate towards the downed pile of soldiers, out of control.

“Stop, damn you!” shouted Alice. A hard pull came against her shoulders, but she wouldn’t stop. Couldn’t stop until she had meted out justice against the aggressors, with her own two hooves.

Dan saw the danger rumbling towards them, and his nostrils flared. Rushing towards the pile of men with his shoulder down, he grabbed the man on top and flung him out of the way.

The commander tried to lift his rifle, but Dan smashed him in the mouth with a brutal left hook. His jaw slammed shut in a rictus grin as his head slammed against the ground. He groaned as he stared at the sky, eyes going blank.

Seeing this result, Suzy tried to slow down, but it was too late. Whinnying loudly, she was only able to cry out in alarm as their momentum carried them forward.

Violet light seared her eyes, blanking out her vision. She cried again as her hooves rumbled on the pavement, but the collision she feared never happened. The road was clear, nothing in the way.

Shame and fear settled around her shoulders as she slowed to a trot, finally obeying the commands of her driver. Sweating profusely, she blinked heavily, tears filling her eyes as the afterimages finally began to fade.

As they came to a stop, she looked around wildly, but could see nothing with the limited vision the mask allowed. “What happened?” she shrieked, trembling.

A large hand wrapped around her shoulder and squeezed gently. “Everything is fine,” the man rumbled. “Alice cleared us out of the way with her Talent.”

Dan! He was still alive!

“He shot you,” she said with trepidation.

“He did,” Dan said, “but it’s not too bad.”

“I’ll be the judge of that,” she choked out. “Show me.”

Dan squeezed her shoulder again. “There’ll be none of that,” he said harshly. “We don’t have time. Treatment is available at the bunker, but we must get there first.”

“Dan,” said Alice sharply from somewhere behind Suzy. “You can lie to me all you’d like, but you’ve been shot. Get in the cart immediately.”

Dan grunted, but his presence retreated. Either he was injured more than he wanted to say, or Alice had that much authority over him. Perhaps both.

Alice moved around in front of Suzy, pointing the bent end of her whip at her. “Ponygirls must always obey their mistress,” she said with a stinging tone. “There might be extenuating circumstances, but you’ve almost made this mess worse than it had to be. It’s not your job to deal with the interlopers.”

She spread her gloved hands. “Now, get yourself back together, we’re going to move quickly. Cassia will deal with cleaning up the interlopers, but Dan might lose too much blood if you can’t get a hold of yourself. Focus on my commands and we’ll all make it out of this alive. Do we have a deal?”

Suzy nodded her head as fast as she could, her neck being stroked by Hailey. At least her friend had some sympathy for what she had just gone through.

Alice grunted, coiling her whip as she vanished from view. Suzy pawed against the ground, even more eager to get to the bunker, but she had learned her lesson. If she pulled away without Alice, her forthcoming punishment would likely be severe.

Now she knew what it felt like to champ at the bit, though there was no gag currently in her mouth. She felt the lack keenly, as she could really use something to burn off her nervous energy.

The siren had stopped blaring and the sky was silent, at least. This should have soothed her, but the tension was quickly building. This was almost worse than knowing an attack was happening. The attack had happened, but she didn’t yet know the results. Dan could still die from his wounds.

Fortunately, this self-defeating line of thought was interrupted by the reins on her back, and she broke into a walk, focused on the asphalt beneath her. Turning her head a little, she watched Hailey’s hoof boots beat against the pavement.

When they were ordered to speed up, she matched the rhythm, pulling hard, but true. Another notch of speed was asked for, then another. She was running at full gallop, expending her energy with reckless abandon.

She lifted her head and watched the road blur as it sped under them. The freedom of running felt fantastic. Her dizziness had faded, replaced with joy. She pulled at the harness, competing with Hailey to keep the buggy at top speed.

This couldn’t last forever, but fortunately, it didn’t have to. Up ahead, down a short side path, a gray, concrete edifice came into view, camouflaged by trees.

Suzy was glad that she had the awareness to spot it through the undergrowth, as she was ready when the command came through the reins. Rolling her shoulders, she slowed, doing her best to synchronize with Hailey as their harnesses jangled.

This was harder to do than getting started, as the cart pushed at her back, maintaining its momentum. Bit by bit, they brought the cart to a halt in front of the side path, Suzy whickering with impatience.

She didn’t bother waiting for an official command, fumbling at the attachment points to her harness. Her fingers were clumsy, but after a few tries she managed to get one side detached.

They needed to be off the main road as soon as possible. Her breath caught in her throat as she thought about Dan. She wasn’t certain how badly he was injured, but he needed medical treatment immediately. She refused to think about what could happen if he didn’t.

The last clasp was giving her difficulty, frustration rising in her throat. Orange gloved hands were suddenly there, pushing her numb fingers aside. It was Hailey, of course. She had already removed the hitch from her sides, unlocking Suzy with sure movements.

Suzy squeezed her friend’s arm in thanks as they stepped over the metal bar of the hitch together. She didn’t have to do this alone. Her friends would help her.

They rushed towards the door of the cab as it popped open. First out was the gray pant leg of Mr. Johnson. Suzy wanted to shake him, but soon realized he wasn’t attempting to flee. He had turned and was helping his wife to pull Dan out of the carriage.

Dan’s face was pale, his eyelids fluttering. Not a good sign.

Suzy pushed her way in, wrapping an arm around his neck as they pulled the rest of his body out. Hailey was there, too, supporting his lower back.

His legs dangled against the ground as they moved away from the carriage, but it couldn’t be helped. The stallion was heavy.

“This way,” ordered Alice, taking the lead down the dirt track.

Suzy glanced at Mr. Johnson, but his face was closed off, lips clamped tightly together as he carried the bulk of the stallion. Not so smarmy now that his life was on the line, eh?

She couldn’t afford to be catty. They had a job to do.

She turned her head to look for Alice, taking care to move slowly in her boots. There was a dip down from the main road, and she didn’t want to miss her step.

Fortunately, the ground was neatly packed, and they had no trouble navigating the uneven terrain up to the bunker. Alice had already gotten the door open, and was waving them inside.

Dan groaned as they jolted his body, his eyes opening half way. “Shh,” breathed Suzy. “Let us take care of you this time.”

Dragging him inside the bunker, they settled him on the cold, concrete floor. Alice slapped a button, and the thick doors rumbled shut. Bright, harsh lights snapped on, high above in the tall ceiling.

“Normally, we should be staunching the bleeding,” Alice declared, “but the automated medical systems can do that far more efficiently than us.”

She stepped up to a box mounted on the wall, sliding her fingers along the sides to pop the front off. It swung down neatly on hinges, revealing a screen which lit up. She tapped in a command, then closed it back up.

A green light blinked over the top of a door farther down in the bunker, and a tan door slid open. Two robots rolled out briskly, moving towards Dan’s still form. Their rounded domes had spinning blue lights on top, a red cross painted on their rotund chests.

“Please, back away from the patient,” said an electronic voice from the lead robot, its head spinning to follow their forms as it inserted itself between Suzy and the injured man.

An arm popped out of its middle and lowered towards the three ugly wounds on his chest, which were still oozing. A probe was inserted into one of them, causing Dan to groan, his legs jerking.

Mrs. Johnson looked away, hiding her face in her hands. Mr. Johnson was pale, his lips working. “Do you often treat bullet wounds?” he demanded.

“Do not be concerned,” stated the robot in a monotone as a blue mist was sprayed onto the wound. “We are fully equipped to deal with all conceivable injuries.”

It paused as its arm re-adjusted to work on the next wound. The second robot rolled next to Dan’s waist, a disc shape unfolding from its rounded body. The two halves soon locked into place, forming forks that the robot inserted under the injured stallion’s body.

After the first robot finished sealing off the last wound, the second one’s body whirred, lifting the man into the air. Suzy followed them as they rolled swiftly on their rubber wheels, peeking through the wide door of the room they had originated from.

The interior was packed with a terrifying array of metallic arms gathered over a glowing, rectangular table. Mysterious tanks were gathered around the periphery, with plastic tubing dangling like spaghetti.

As the robots slid inside, it quickly became obvious that no accommodation had been made for humans. None of the cabinets had handles, and there was no room for anyone to stand next to the robots.

“Do not worry,” said the lead robot briskly. “Chances of a successful surgery are currently calculated at greater than ninety percent.”

The door dropped shut, sealing Dan away from her prying eyes. Sighing, she bent over and retched. The recent events were finally getting to her, and she wasn’t sure how to cope. The dizziness had returned, and not even the hissing voices in her ears could calm her down.

“Hold up, there,” came Hailey’s voice from next to her. “If you barf into your mask, you might asphyxiate yourself. Alice? I need your help here!”

Hands fiddled at her neck, unlocking her collar. “It’s likely heat exhaustion,” said Alice primly. “Exactly the reason why I didn’t want to push you both on the way up. She is too green, not used to this sort of endurance training.”

Suzy’s heart raced as they worked on the mask’s lacing, the pressure around her neck easing. A headache began to set in and she felt faint.

“So thirsty,” she whispered, blinking as the bright lights of the bunker hit her eyes like a truck.

Why was she so weak? Her limbs refused to obey her commands as she dropped to the floor.

“Suzy?” asked a concerned voice, a strange, orange mask floating over her head. “Suzy?”

The colors washed out of her vision and she knew no more.


Chapter Twenty

The dazzling display swirling above her vision faded, the strange voices in her head going away. That was too bad. She liked listening to them. It was far more pleasant than dealing with the real world.

She lifted her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up, her mind still muzzy. What had she been doing before she had laid down? She didn’t remember.

Someone had visited her, but she didn’t know who. She didn’t know who she was, either, but that was okay. She was happy.

She was also a little sweaty. Should she take a shower? Where was the bathroom?

She didn’t know that, either, but there was no bathroom in her room. She would look outside and see if she could find one.

Padding over to the door, she waited calmly for it to open for her. The hallway outside was empty, but she didn’t think this was odd. She was barely thinking about anything, really, being carried forward by her basic needs and desires.

Unsure which direction to go, she turned left, marching along at a slow pace. The sun was out and the air was at a perfect temperature. A dumb smile creased her face. She felt just fine.

She narrowed her eyes as a woman bolted at her from the other end of the hall. Bare footed, her short sleeved shirt revealed the purple latex suit she was wearing underneath. The entire outfit looked like it had been slapped together.

She certainly wasn’t feeling fine. Whatever was the matter with her?

She stepped aside, watching as the woman approached, nonplussed, though she could hear a strange noise in her ears that was slowly increasing in volume.

Suddenly, a shockwave slammed into her body, a wave of air hitting her like a brick. She was completely unprepared for the impact, her butt dropping to the floor, hard.

Blinking dumbly, she looked up, trying to figure out what had just happened. A roaring susurrus filled her ears as an image of the woman’s face filled her vision. The secret agent!

“Stop!” she groaned, holding a hand to her forehead. “Shit, what was that?”

Her thoughts came roaring back, no longer suppressed by the brainwashing they had been subjecting her to. Her name was Allison, and they had locked her up when she refused to turn herself into a cow for them.

A pounding headache hammered her brain as she tried to stand up. “Wait,” she said with urgency. “Don’t go. I think we can help each other.”

A hand hesitantly touched her shoulder. “Do I know you?” asked the mysterious woman, confusion molding her soft features. “Are you another agent from the agency? Our Talents are somehow reacting to each other.”

Allison shook her head vociferously, trying to shake off the pain so that she could think. “Agency? I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t even know I had a Talent until I arrived here. At first, they thought they’d be able to do what they wanted with me, but now they somehow see me as different and locked me away, and… I really want to get out of here. Can you help me?”

The other woman gave her a hard look, green eyes blank as she thought hard, pressing her lips together. After a long moment, she stuck out her hand, and Allison took it gingerly.

“Welcome aboard,” she said. “My name’s Rebecca. What I’m doing here is classified, but I think we can help each other to escape.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Allision faintly, impressed at the professionalism in her voice. “I’m Allison. I don’t want to slow you down, but I’m not exactly sure how I can help you. I have no idea how powerful I am or what I can do.”

“I don’t know either,” replied Rebecca bluntly, “but it’s clear we have some sort of resonance which has already allowed me to escape once, and you seem to be able to throw off some of the influence of their brainwashing programs.”

Allison shrugged. “I don’t feel that special.”

“You are,” said Rebecca, not moving her gaze. “Everyone else we know about who has visited this island has been turned into staff or an animal. You are still neither. That makes you unique.”

“What about you, then?” asked Allison, her forehead creasing. “Why haven’t you succumbed?”

“That’s classified,” grunted Rebecca, waving a hand at Allison in dismissal as she moved past her down the hallway. “Come with me,” we’ll have more time to talk later. Unless you want to be turned into a cow.”

“That’s rich, after everything I’ve been through to avoid it. Fuck no. Let’s get out of here.” She glanced down at Rebecca’s feet. “What happened to your shoes?”

Rebecca sped up into a jog. “They took them when they shoved me into this suit. I guess they didn’t have an opportunity to give me a replacement.”

Allison nodded. She had seen the hoof boots her friend was wearing, and although they appeared uncomfortable, they had to be better than nothing. Rebecca’s feet were going to get beat to a pulp once they got outdoors.

That was going to happen fairly soon, too, as the corridor ahead terminated at a set of double doors opening out onto a paved veranda. Beyond was a dirt path, drifting off at an angle towards a grove of trees. The ground looked hard packed, but she shuddered just imagining Rebecca stepping on a rock barefoot. Was there anything she could do to help her new friend?

A brilliant idea sparked in her mind. “Use your shirt!” she exclaimed. “We can tear it in two, then use the halves to bind up your feet and give them a cushion.”

Rebecca frowned as she pushed open the exterior doors. “Are you confusing me for someone else? My Talent isn’t super strength.”

Allison laughed, breathless. “Of course not,” she exclaimed, “you don’t need to be super strong to do it. Here, let me show you.”

She reached her hands up and grabbed the neck of Rebecca’s shirt, the tips of her fingers resting against the woman’s collarbone. She pulled as hard as she could, but nothing happened.

Rebecca gave her a skeptical look as she tried and failed a second time. Allison sighed. “I can’t do this myself. Come on, I need your assistance.”

Rebecca cracked a grin, reaching up to place her hands on top of Allison’s. “Damn, you’re cute.”

Allison made a sound of frustration, but ignored the comment, pulling as hard as she could. Rebecca clamped down over her fists, doubling their strength. Under their combined effort, the neckline gave way, a quick tear running over Rebecca’s chest.

Allison was able to make quick work of the rest of it, leaving the front of Rebecca’s shirt in two halves. Rebecca looked at the mess they had made, bemused, but Allison wasn’t done yet.

“Take it off and turn it around,” she ordered. “We’ll do it once more.”

Rebecca nodded and did as she was told, though it looked like she wanted to say something. This time, she put her hands on her shirt first, looking at Allison expectantly. Allison repeated the procedure, with her hands on top this time, tearing the shirt into two equal halves.

Rebecca shrugged out of the ripped shirt, bending over to bind one of the strips of fabric over her left foot. This gave Allison an eyeful of her latex covered chest, but she didn’t react. She might be feeling a little tingle of excitement, but she barely knew this woman, and this wasn’t the time, anyway.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t admire the glossy latex as it clung tightly to her skin around the slope of her neck. She just couldn’t touch it.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long for Rebecca to finish with her other foot. “There,” she said with some confidence. “Let’s go. We need to hurry, they’re probably watching us on camera.”

She padded down the path, Allison following her closely. So far, nothing had shown up to accost them, but she couldn’t imagine that would last for long.

Reaching into her pocket, Rebecca took out her phone and glanced at it. “Not yet,” she declared. “Still not enough signal.”

“What kind of signal are you looking for?” asked Allison, curious. “I checked after I arrived, and there was no network.”

“Classified,” mumbled Rebecca, dropping it back into her pocket.

Allison increased her stride, punching Rebecca gently on the shoulder. “You can keep saying that, but if you really want my help, you’re going to have to tell me our goal. I could just run off into the forest, you know.”

Rebecca turned her head to glance at Allison, but didn’t slow down. “I need to make a satellite call,” she said abruptly. “I hacked into their systems and shut down as much as I could, but their backups are coming on-line now. We have to get far enough away from their jamming so that I can get sufficient signal before they can block it.”

“Okay. That actually sounds reasonable.” Allison huffed, finding it increasingly difficult to keep up with the other woman. “Who are you planning on calling? You better not say ‘classified’ again.”

“Classified,” Rebecca replied, but there was a teasing tone to her voice. “Fine, I’ll spill. It’s not like they don’t know this already. I work for the Blue Stars. All I have to do is make a call, and they’ll come running to rescue us.”

“You… what?” squeaked Allison. She stumbled, her face red. “All this time I’ve been treating you like just another girl who got captured and sent here, but you’re a freaking superhero? No way!”

Breathing hard, she struggled to catch up, her face bright. “I’ve been following the Blue Stars since I was a kid! Action Man and Bright Girl are my favorites! Do you know them personally?”

Rebecca halted, turning to press a finger against her lips. Allison made a small yip in surprise, halting mid-sentence. “Hush,” whispered Rebecca. “There’s something up ahead.”

She knelt behind a bush, peering out into a clearing. Allison joined her, scooting behind to hide the bulk of her body. Crouching, she lifted herself up slowly to get a look at what was going on.

The area beyond had been paved with sandstone, a brick oven and barbecue pit built into a wall running along the far edge. Circular glass tables with bright umbrellas dotted the interior, flanked by stainless steel chairs. No expense had been spared here, either.

She spotted two robots rolling onto the pavers at the far end, their metallic arms linked under the shoulders of an unconscious man. Blue lights on the top of their domed heads flashed at her as they rolled closer, the man’s head bobbing up and down like a doll.

As they rolled past, she got a good look at his body, which was dressed in camouflage, face paint smeared under his eyes. A soldier? Was the island being attacked?

The tracks of the robots whirred on, not stopping to look at them, for which Allison was grateful. Their shiny bodies and spindly antennae gave them a menacing aura she wasn’t eager to face.

“You can relax,” said Rebecca calmly, in her normal voice. “They’re not looking for us.”

“What is going on here?” asked Allison, tense.

“The death of an invasion,” Rebecca said softly, watching the robots grind down the side path. “Being a superhero isn’t all fun and games. There’s a lot of skullduggery that goes on right beneath the surface, and there are a ton of operators in the organization that you’ve never heard of. The PR for the heroes makes them look good, but people like me make things work.”

She shook her head. “I’m sorry, that didn’t answer your question. The island was attacked by mercenaries. There are more than just superheroes and villains in this world, you know. There are plenty of people out there who sell themselves for money.”

Allison gulped. “I feel like I’ve stepped into an alternate reality. One I never knew existed.”

Rebecca stood, walking towards the fire pit as she pulled her phone out of her pocket. “What can I say? Ignorance is bliss.”

She looked down, a smile blossoming on her face. “I’ve got signal. We’ll both be out of this mess soon.”


Chapter Twenty One

Mistress Moon turned her glass idly, admiring the twinkling light that sparkled in the stem. It was colored blood red by the liquid that swirled around the interior. Blood.

She couldn’t ignore the familial ties she had to the Blue Star’s spy. If she was anyone else, she might have used everything at her command to capture her, subjecting her to the most intense brainwashing techniques ever developed. Rebecca would have been swept away into obscurity, nothing more than another farm animal in her dairy.

She sighed, crossing her legs. That was just an idle fantasy. She would never do that to anyone who wasn’t willing. Her personal moral code wouldn’t allow it.

The situation was complex, but there was a solution. There always was a solution. She just needed to keep tweaking the threads of the seemingly unsolvable gordian knot.

A loud chime sounded, bringing her attention to the holographic projector on her desk. Static buzzed above the surface, finally resolving into an image of a damaged gynoid. The AI opened her mouth, but all that came out was white noise.

Alarmed, she set her glass down on the mahogany coffee table and stood, faint unease tickling the back of her neck. “Cassia?” she asked as she moved to the desk, the sound of her voice reminding her that she was very much alone. “What is going on here?”

The metal gynoid tried to move her limbs, but they glitched out, bending at unnatural angles. Her head tilted up to look at Mistress Moon, eyes black, face drawn into a grimace.

Her mind began to race. If the island’s AI was down, that meant their defenses were compromised. Enemies could be standing outside her door, and she would have no idea. She was completely blind.

She tapped at the desk, hitting the buttons necessary to bring up the local camera network. The monitors flickered on, giving her long views of the corridors outside and the approaches to her isolated retreat. One of them was a little blurry, but she dismissed it as a malfunction.

There. Motion near the periphery, a team of four sneaking their way through the bushes. They were almost at the staircase that led up to her sanctuary, but they hadn’t managed to break in yet.

Another annoyance to deal with. Swatting these flies might take her mind off her larger problem for a little while, and might even provide her with some inspiration.

She smacked her fist against a button that put the defenses of her compound under local control, leaving the desk and monitors behind as she headed for her armor closet. Dark Cloak might blanche if he saw this, but sometimes you needed to get your hands dirty if you wanted the job done properly.

Flipping up a plastic cover, she reached her hand inside the box mounted on the wall and wrapped her fingers around the plastic hand grip, pulling the lever towards her. The two doors next to it creaked open, revealing the polished metal of her power armor.

The back was peeled open, revealing the interior of the front pieces of the armor, for ease of entry. A blue light glowed in the chest piece, where the power plant was spinning up. Fortunately, all of this was automatic, and didn’t require any input from the island’s AI.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t time to take off her gauzy, silk dress in the normal way. Pulling at the sheer fabric, she tore the top strap from around her neck, shimmying out of the material as it collected around her waist.

She knew she’d hate herself for this later, but it was only money. Just one more sin to pile at the door of whoever who had hired these mercenaries. Revenge was a deadly emotion, but she vowed that she would get even, sooner or later.

Naked, she lifted her foot and slipped it into the waiting metal boot, pressing down to lift her body in towards the chestplate. Her enlarged breasts slipped into the built-in milking cups, a light suction pulling her flesh into place.

She levered her other foot into place, pressing the front of her neck against a warm, rounded half circle of metal where the suit would meet the helmet. Lifting her arms, she thrust her hands into the waiting receptacles in front of her, her fingers slipping into the metal pieces of the armored gauntlets.

A rumbling whirr buzzed in her ears as the missing pieces of armor rotated around her back and levered into place, latches lowering and tightening to bring the armor shell together in one piece.

She clicked a button with her finger, and her helmet dropped from above, metal arms twisting it sharply to lock it into place. A green HUD lit up, external cameras giving her side and rear views, along with readouts for the installed weapon packages.

A green light lit up in front of her, and she took a step back, her electronically powered exoskeleton taking up the shock of dropping to the floor. Gathering her fingers into fists, she slammed them together with a loud, metallic clank.

“Showtime,” she said to herself with a wicked grin.

Tramping to the door, she pressed the manual override, leaning forward to get her armored head through the opening.

The walkway beyond was clear for now, so she stepped over to the railing, taking a look at the stunning vista of the valley leading down to the island’s resort. Her hideaway had been constructed on the side of the sole mountain peak of the island, built up millions of years ago by a hot spot that had since moved on.

Erosion was slowly reducing the height of the peak, but it would be millions of years more before it was gone. She certainly wouldn’t live that long, and no matter what some of the other villains claimed, it was unlikely that any of them had discovered the formula for eternal life.

She didn’t have time to be distracted by the pretty view, and there wasn’t any point in sneaking around while wearing her battle armor. Time for the frontal approach.

Resting her hand on the balcony’s railing, she lifted herself up and over the edge, grimacing as the metal gave under her weight. This messed up her trajectory, but the auto-balancing systems in her suit were able to compensate during the drop down the sheer rock wall.

Her legs bent into a crouch as her metal boots hit the edge of the garden near the bottom, the ground sinking as her shock absorbers worked overtime. This was the first time she had made this kind of leap in the suit, but the mad scientist she had acquired them from had assured her that it could handle even greater distances.

She didn’t particularly trust any villain, but Sally had done tests in her suit without incident, giving her confidence that this maneuver would work. The only downside was the mess she had made of her flower garden, but that could be fixed. She suspected her time on this island was numbered anyway, given the current course of events.

She glanced at her loadout. “Activate the long range acoustic device,” she ordered, and the suit responded, flaps of metal popping open on either side of her helmet.

Speakers extended outwards, a high pitched whine projecting in front of her. It was a focused area denial attack, used to incapacitate. She preferred to use nonlethal methods, whenever possible, as the ransoms should help to offset some of the damage they were doing to her island.

Stepping onto the paved path surrounding the garden, she picked up speed, heading for where she had seen the intruders on the cameras. There were no remote feeds coming into her helmet, as Cassia still appeared to be down, so they could have moved a significant distance from where she had seen them last.

Scanning her head left and right, she looked for any sign of their presence, skirting the edge of the swimming pool. There was no sign of any disturbance around the bathhouse, nor could she see any activity on the path leading up the cliff.

That seemed odd. They should have penetrated this far already. Unless this was… a trap!

She sent full power to her left leg, pushing herself forcefully to the right. In the spot she had just left, a rotating projectile came whirring through the air, falling to the ground with a soft splat.

The HUD on her helmet analyzed the originating trajectory, instantly spotting the stand of trees where it had come from, but when she took a closer look, there was no one there.

Sudden trepidation flared in her chest. She wasn’t dealing with run of the mill troopers here. These were elites.

She wouldn’t let that get to her. She had plenty of tricks up her sleeves, and they would be foolish to believe that she wouldn’t use them, if cornered.

If they were going to play hide and seek with her, she’d simply have to flush them out. “Gas grenades! Wide spread!” she barked, clenching her teeth.

A ridge rose from her back and a series of popping sounds rattled her helmet. Streaks of smoke jetted above her head, projecting forward in angled trajectories as the grenades dropped towards the ground. Green smoke soon rose from behind the berm in front of her, flooding the area with her special gas.

Leaning forward, she broke into a sprint, hoping to catch them by surprise. Dashing between two palm trees, she climbed up and over the berm, scanning the other side.

They had been waiting for her. The leader barked an order, and his entire squad fired their weapons at her.

At first, she thought they were using their rifles, which would have done little more than damage the paint on her suit. Confident, she moved towards them, hoping that the aural assault from her speakers would stun them long enough so that she could knock them off their feet.

Strangely, her suit failed to respond to her orders, her limbs creaking to a halt. The HUD began to flicker, warnings popping up in a list down the side of the display.

POWER FAILURE

Shit, they weren’t firing bullets. Those were EMP rounds!

Frozen in place, all she could do was wait for her suit to reboot as she examined their outfits. She had underestimated them. They were wearing headphones to cancel out the noise of her aural assault, and gas masks to negate the effects of her smoke. Whoever had gathered their intel had been good.

For a moment, she wondered whether it had been gathered by the Blue Star’s spy, but she quickly discarded the thought. Rebecca was looking for information to shut down her operation, not to capture her. This mission was likely put together by another villain.

She didn’t bother trying to figure out who. There were plenty who would be pleased to see her organization fall. There was an endless supply of greedy, grasping backstabbers wanting to climb the hierarchy. Yet another reason why she tried to stay away from them as much as possible.

At this rate, that wasn’t going to matter, since she was going to be captured soon. She might soon be meeting their master, and wouldn’t that be unpleasant?

“Secure the package!” commanded the leader.

The rest of his squad moved around her frozen body, reaching out to attach rounded devices to strategic parts of her suit.

Her HUD flickered, then disappeared, confirming her suspicion that they intended to capture her. Damn. Without power, she couldn’t even get out of this damn thing. She was entirely at their mercy.

She tried to move her limbs, but it was impossible. The joints had locked into place, turning her suit into a prison. All she could do was curse.

While she was encased in metal, her Talent would be entirely worthless. They had certainly planned this well!

Her lips twitched into a smile as she relaxed. There was one thing they weren’t bargaining on, however. She wasn’t a cruel villain, like most of them. She had friends.

Her smile faded as three of the soldiers tipped her over like a steamer trunk, digging great divots in the ground as they dragged her along. It was all well and good to congratulate herself for not being a raging bitch, but it wasn’t likely that her friends would find her before they pulled her off the main route and into the bushes.

If Cassia was still able to defend the island, they would have little chance of securing an extraction, but the AI had still not shown any hint that she was coming back online. Whatever had knocked her out had really done a number on her.

She was starting to work herself into a frenzy when she spotted a blurry form hiding next to the corner of an outbuilding. She rolled her eyes. Of course. He never could keep his eyes off her, could he? But what was he waiting for?

The enemy commander barked an order, and the soldiers dragging her changed direction, pulling her up onto a paved path. Tilting her over, they set her on top of a pair of rollers. Clearly, a lot of planning had gone into this operation.

She stared at the sky as they rolled her along, quickly beginning to get bored. She was starting to wonder whether Dark Cloak had actually decided to betray her, when a loud thrumming sound echoed around them.

This was followed by a cry of alarm, and she was tossed off the rollers, her body dropping to the ground with a clank. The impact knocked her around, making her dizzy. The suit might have efficient shock absorbers built into the legs, but the rest of the body wasn’t nearly as well cushioned.

Damnit. She really wanted to see what was going on, but her vision was still fixed on the sky above. More cries came from the soldiers as they spread out, followed by soft whumping noises. After that, she couldn’t hear any more voices.

Breathing steadily, she groaned as two heads appeared above her. Dark Cloak’s face was a little cloudy, but Sally was grinning like an idiot, her bare head sticking up from above her red power armor like a popsicle.

“I wonder. What good is a leader who fails to rely upon the ones under their command?” asked Dark Cloak harshly, crossing his arms.

“Oh, come off it,” said Sally, kneeling down to push her armored arms under Mistress Moon’s back. “Our comms are down, and they were about to attack her sanctuary. You would have done the same.”

“Absolutely not,” replied Dark Cloak sharply, his voice muffled under his cape. “I would have bunkered down and used the escape hatch, if necessary. You two are far too much alike.”

“Well, we are friends,” laughed Sally, setting Mistress Moon on her feet. “What do you expect?”

She worked to pop off the domed devices that were disabling Mistress Moon’s suit. “More seriously, though, it’s a good thing Dark Cloak was keeping tabs on you. When the systems went haywire, I decided to come reinforce you, but it would have been impossible for me to find you without his assistance.”

Mistress Moon sighed, but said nothing. They wouldn’t be able to hear her, anyway, because the suit’s amplifiers had gone out with its power supply.

Dark Cloak was right. She was far too impulsive and overconfident in this situation. She couldn’t afford to stay like this, or her future plans would fall apart. They needed to know.

A winking indicator flashed on the bottom right side of her display.

SYSTEM REBOOT

The HUD flashed, green light tracing across her vision as the systems refreshed their status, one by one. Maybe she could say something now?

“Can you hear me?” she asked hesitantly.

“Yes,” declared Dark Cloak, glowering. “I’m ready for your apology.”

Mistress Moon clamped her lips together. At least he couldn’t see her petulant expression. “I’m sorry,” she said in a strained voice. “Even a Mistress makes mistakes. I should have followed your advice.”

As his cloudy expression dissipated, she put iron into her voice. “There’s no time for further castigation, however. There are many things that need to be done, and I have a plan.”

Sally laughed, patting her on the back. “You always have a plan. We just try to make them work!”

“It’s not a laughing matter this time,” warned Mistress Moon. “There’s parts of this plan you’re not going to like, and I can’t tell you all the details right away. First, we have to get Cassia back online.”

A subtle chime sounded in her helmet. “Cassia does not need your assistance, Mistress,” said the voice of the AI, a small simulacrum of the gynoid popping up in her display. “Would you like a status report?”

“Go ahead,” she said, tapping a button on her wrist. A holographic projector built into her chest flickered on, creating a floating image of the AI in front of them.

The gynoid looked pretty beat up, with cracks in her silver dome. One of her arms was missing, a gash running across her torso. “This system was hit with a broad based hack attack,” the AI announced. “The Blue Stars agent was responsible.”

Mistress Moon groaned. “We’re going to need to deal with her immediately before she does more damage,” she hissed. “Is the island secure?”

“I am still re-establishing connectivity to all of my drones,” announced Cassia. “Progress is currently at fifty percent. Fortunately, they continued to run on their existing programming. As such, I estimate that eighty percent of the island is now secure. All air based reinforcements were destroyed before I was taken offline, and as they were not aware of the Blue Star’s attack, they have not made a second attempt.”

“That’s almost too bad,” grinned Sally. “I wouldn’t mind smacking some more heads.”

“What about the livestock?” asked Mistress Moon. “Were any of them injured?”

Cassia nodded. “I am receiving reports of gunshot wounds from several autodoc units scattered around the island, but nothing fatal.”

Mistress Moon sighed. “That’s a small favor, at least. I would be beside myself if any of my charges were killed due to my foolishness.”

She clenched her fists together. “Okay, I think I have a fairly good idea of the situation.”

Closing her eyes, she organized her thoughts. “Cassia, I need the rest of the senior staff on a conference call, immediately.”

Releasing a breath, she tilted her head up slightly, looking at the others with confidence.

“I’ve allowed this situation to devolve because I erroneously thought that our standard processes would be able to deal with this situation. That misjudgement is on me. I should have recognized that this situation is extraordinary from the start. The only way to rectify this is to use all our available resources to secure the island as soon as possible.”

She changed her posture, straightening her back. “We are stronger together than we are working on our own. Let’s get ourselves on the same page.”

Dark Cloak raised his gloved hands, giving her a little golf clap. “Bravo, bravo, I couldn’t have said it better myself.” A mysterious smile lit up his face. “If you need me, I’ll be around.”

His head dissolved into motes of light which rapidly drifted over his chest. Within a few moments, he was entirely invisible, leaving only a vaguely unpleasant blur where he had been standing.

If you knew what to look for, he couldn’t hide entirely, but it was usually good enough. Mistress Moon frowned, recalling all the times she had thought she had seen something on camera, but had dismissed it as a malfunction. Well played.

At any rate, he was still on her side, so she didn’t need to worry about that right now. Suspicions dispelled, she focused on her HUD, which was beginning to light up with incoming calls.

She clicked the button on her wrist which allowed them out of the waiting room, and squares popped up, lining up next to each other. Her team stared at her, waiting respectfully for her to begin.

“Alice, Lucy, Joan, and Sally,” she said, nodding at her friend’s red power armor in acknowledgment.

“Cassia assures me that she is handling the cleanup of the attack on our island. There may still be a few pockets of resistance, but none of them should be our primary concern.”

She paused, waiting for the AI to interrupt with any facts she had missed, but when the gynoid remained silent, she moved on.

“That leaves the last unknown, which has the potential to upend our entire way of life. The Blue Stars agent. She temporarily took Cassia offline, causing the unpleasant aftermath you’ve all been dealing with.”

She blinked, pausing not for effect, but to fortify her resolve. “Some of you have complained that I haven’t been as harsh with her as I should have been, but there’s a good reason for that. She’s my sister.”

She scanned the faces of her friends and allies, trying to get a feel for their reactions. Alice remained stone faced, while Lucy and Joan went a little pale. Sally simply laughed.

“I guess I’m not too surprised,” she said, smacking an armored fist against her thigh. “An agent shows up with super rare mental powers, and we’re supposed to leave her alone? Unusual at best. No wonder you’ve been soft with her.”

Mistress Moon nodded. “I’ve been hoping that I could convince her to join us, but I don’t believe that’s possible now. Not even practical, really. It won’t matter either way, given my new plan, but before I can discuss that with all of you, we need to capture her and stop the disruptions she’s been causing.”

“You sound reasonable,” interrupted Alice, “but how do we know that things will be different this time? I have two horses in the autodocs due to her interference, and plenty more have been or will be injured if we don’t contain this mess.”

“You’re absolutely right,” sighed Mistress Moon. “We need to gather ourselves and act quickly before the next attack arrives.”

“Next attack?” asked Lucy, blanching. “Who’s coming for us next? I didn’t sign up for this.”

“The superheroes,” said Mistress Moon succinctly. “I expect they’ll be showing up here soon, and we need to be prepared for that eventuality. Obviously, we are ill equipped for a direct confrontation, but I already have a plan in motion that might save us. You only need to trust me.”

Her back was tight, watching their faces carefully. To her surprise, it was Alice who spoke first, nodding her assent. “I cannot fault you for everything that has happened here,” she began. “You have accurately assessed the probable outcomes and have always known ahead of time who will be moving against us next.”

She folded her hands together, lips spread tight. “Not all of your plans have worked as expected, however. I want to know what you’ve got going on, especially if it’s going to affect all of us. After that, we’ll have to make our own individual decisions.”

“Well said!” declared Sally, the others beginning to nod as well.

“That’s fair,” said Mistress Moon, some of the tension easing from her shoulders. “I can’t ask for more than that.”

“So,” she continued, more confident, quickly working through the next steps in her mind.

Cassia chirped, derailing her thoughts. “Mistress, I have been reviewing the camera footage from when I was offline, and I believe I have spotted our quarry. I have correlated her past position with a recent satellite call that has been made from this position.”

A map lit up on the holographic screen, a dotted trail leading to an area just outside the central resort. A circle appeared around a barbecue pit, slowly growing larger. “If we concentrate our search in this area, there is a high probability that we can capture her before she flees further.”

“You heard the AI,” said Mistress Moon. “I need everyone on this. All of you should drop what you’re doing and converge on this point. Bring anyone who might have met Rebecca during her time on the island; they might prove useful in taking her down.”

“You got it!” chirped Lucy, her face brightening.

Mistress Moon’s face grew into a hungry grin. “I’m glad we’re all in accord. We will capture my sister, and then we will determine the course of our future together.”


Chapter Twenty Two

“What did they say?” whispered Allison excitedly. “Was that Action Man? Or the Red Revenger?”

Rebecca refrained from rolling her eyes. Heroes were human, just like them, and they all had their own foibles and associated pettiness. Allison had no idea how banal the daily operations of the hero agency were, and she didn’t want to pop her bubble.

“No, there’s a separate division that handles the comms,” she said shortly. “My message was received, however, so all we need to do now is wait. And try not to get captured.”

Allison’s head swiveled and she stiffened, on alert. “That might be difficult. Someone’s coming.”

Rebecca grabbed her elbow and pulled her over next to the barbecue, but she was too late. A smiling woman walked slowly onto the paved area, her hoof boots rattling against the stones. She was dressed in a purple cow suit, with her arms folded behind her back, making her look a little shy.

A large, golden ring dangled from her nostrils, and small, nubby horns protruded from her forehead. A small bell sat between her breasts, attached to a delicate collar that circled her neck. Damn, she was cute.

“There you are!” she said softly. “I’ve been looking for you!”

Rebecca stopped trying to hide, staring at the woman suspiciously. “Who are you, and why were you looking for us?”

Allison sighed. “Her name is Joyce. She arrived on the island the same time as me, but she’s embraced their brainwashing wholeheartedly. We can’t trust her. She’s a cow.”

“I’m a cow, too. Can you trust me?” asked another voice from behind them.

Allison whirled, pressing a hand against the fire pit to avoid losing her balance. “Kara?” she asked, her face pale. “What are you doing here?” She paused. “What have they done to you?”

Rebecca scanned the periphery as she turned towards this new threat, her brain working to figure out the best direction to flee. Beyond the wall was another cow woman, dressed in green latex. Like the first one, she too had a collar, bell, and nose ring. However, this one had two, long horns that reached towards the sky, her flyaway blonde hair flowing gently around them.

Kara took a step forward on her hoof boots, tilting her hips to show off her suit in profile. “They’ve done exactly what I wanted. They’ve made me into a cow.”

She lifted her hands and ran them delicately over her latex covered breasts. “I’m a little surprised both of you have resisted this. Don’t you feel the pressure inside you? The desire to be milked?”

She grinned. “Look at you. You’re both already halfway there, wearing cow suits and nose rings. Just… like… us.”

She moaned, her hips gyrating. “I don’t want to be out here, telling you this. I’d rather be at the pumps, having my milk extracted while the machines bring me to orgasm. To cry out my pleasure, as cow Forty Seven.”

“Join us,” Joyce said suddenly, diverting their attention as she took a step forward. “Become a cow like us, and share our pleasure.”

Rebecca scoffed, glancing at Allison. “Neither of us are just a number. We’re not like you. We’re individuals. We’re free.”

Allison nodded. “That’s right. We won’t be forced, and you can’t convince us otherwise.”

Rebecca lifted an arm and touched Allison’s shoulder, her legs tense. They were going to have to make a run for it, and she could only hope that the other woman would follow her lead.

“Follow me!” she shouted, skirting around the fire pit and the stove, heading away from the two cows as she vaulted over the wall.

She skidded to a halt once she saw what was awaiting her on the dirt path ahead. Doors were opening on a coach that had been drawn up farther down the path by a pair of ponygirls, and she spotted a glint of red power armor on her left. They were going to catch her!

She bolted between the two assailants, headed directly for the bushes up a small hill in front of her. A violent flash seared her eyes, a smashing crack assaulting her ears as a bright beam of purple energy wrapped around her right arm.

She jerked at it as hard as she could, but it refused to budge. She gritted her teeth as she looked up towards the source, where hawkish eyes stared back at her from the top of the coach.

She knew this woman from the flight she had taken to the island, but she couldn’t remember her name. Yet another villain, blocking her escape.

“We’re surrounded!” shouted Allison, breathing hard as she pressed her shoulder into Rebecca. “What do we do?”

The energy whip crackled, refusing to let go. Rebecca stopped trying to resist it. “There’s only one more thing we could try,” she said slowly, apprehension tugging at her heart as the woman in red power armor came closer. “Use your Talent.”

“But… I don’t know how!” wailed Allison. “I told you that before!”

Was there anything she could tell the woman that might help? What did she really know about how Talents operated?

Her own Talent seemed to have a mind of its own, and didn’t obey any conscious command she tried to give it. The other heroes had more control over theirs, but even they had a hard time explaining how they triggered their abilities.

Bright Girl had said something to her once that had stuck with her, however. What was it again?

“Just believe in yourself! The power is yours!” she shouted.

The phrase felt a bit cheesy in her mouth, and she gritted her teeth. The villain pulled on her whip, forcing Rebecca to take a step towards her. “Give it up!” the woman shouted, her gloved hand flexing. “You’re quite clearly outnumbered. Nobody else needs to get hurt!”

Rebecca blinked as her eyes went blurry, seeing the self satisfied grin on the villain’s face. She swallowed, a tinny taste in her mouth as despair filled her heart. It wasn’t going to work.

A pulse of energy slammed into her brain, causing her to stagger. Her throat heaved at the intensity of the blast, feeling strangely weightless for a moment as it tumbled around inside her.

Somehow, it found an exit, shooting back out with twice as much energy. A rumbling wave curled along the ground, lifting up the earth violently in a circle around them. The wave rolled outwards, smashing against the ponygirls and the coach, shoving them backwards against the berm.

Another energetic wave crashed into her, reflecting against something inside her, being magnified before it was released. It was stronger than the earlier wave, but this time, she was ready for it, taking a step forward as the ground heaved.

The woman on top of the carriage cried out, losing hold of her whip as she was tossed off. The ponygirls whinnied in fear, losing their balance as they tumbled into each other.

There might be injuries there, but she couldn’t afford to worry about them. For the moment, she was free. “Come on!” she shouted. “Let’s go!”

She took a halting step forward, shuddering as yet another wave blasted into her. “Stop!” she cried, “that’s more than good enough!”

The ground rolled up in front of her, smashing against the hilly rise. The combined height made it impossible to surmount until the wave faded.

Fear blossomed in her chest. What the devil had she unleashed here? It didn’t seem as though Allison had any idea how to stop it once she had started.

It was a risk she hadn’t fully considered, but it was too late to worry about it now. Jumping forward, she ran up the slope before another wave arrived, pushing through the prickly bushes into the brushland beyond.

She hated leaving Allison behind, but she didn’t have a better idea. Perhaps if she put some distance between them the chain reaction would fade. Or maybe she was just being a coward? Either way, the impetus to escape pushed her forward, lending her legs strength as the next wave projected in front of her, toppling a few trees.

Her eyes caught the glint of several silvery objects rising above the top of the hill ahead, moving at high velocity. Coming to a halt, she watched as they thudded into the ground all around her. Spinning on her heel, she started running along the side of the hill, away from the canisters, but it was already too late.

The two halves of the cylindrical objects popped open, releasing a hissing, green gas, which quickly became a cloudy mass surrounding her. She tried to hold her breath, but she was already out of air from all the running. Worse, she had torn up her shirt to use it as sandals, so she didn’t have anything she could use as a filter.

There wasn’t any choice but to breathe in the gas and keep moving, but if she restricted herself to shallow breaths, perhaps that would limit the effects. It was a poor plan, but she didn’t have any other, and her heart was racing. She needed air!

She gasped, moving as quickly as she could, knowing that she didn’t have long. At least it wasn’t making her dizzy. In fact, her footing seemed to be more sure with every step she took.

She kept running, her face breaking out into a big grin as she giggled. What was she even running from? It was hard to say. It was just fun to keep moving, to breathe deeply.

The world around her became even sharper as her feet caressed the ground. It wasn’t rolling any more, the shockwaves dissipating. That made it even easier for her to run! How delightful!

As she rounded the hill, she spotted a blocky person in power armor watching her approach. Next to her was a woman dressed in latex covered with leather straps, her hands folded over her chest. She studied Rebecca with interest, a white lab coat draped over her shoulders.

They made no move to chase her, but she slowed down anyway, out of curiosity. “Who are you?” she asked in a high pitched voice, laughing as she grinned vapidly.

“Everything worked exactly as you suggested,” said the woman in the lab coat, nodding briskly. “Some of us were starting to lose faith in your abilities, but you’ve proved yourself here.”

“I know her better than anyone else,” stated the woman in power armor, her voice sounding distorted through her helmet. “It won’t last for long, however. Give her the injection.”

The scientist approached Rebecca carefully, the dual horse ears attached to her head harness wobbling gently. “Shhh,” she said softly, as if she was trying to calm a wild animal.

Rebecca tilted her head to look at the woman, grinning. “You look silly!” she declared, blinking a little as she stared blankly at the name tag on her chest. “Are you like me, Joan?”


The woman reached into her pocket, taking out a syringe filled with fluorescent green liquid. “No, we’re not the same, but if you would allow me, we might be able to change that.”

Rebecca frowned, staring dumbly at the syringe as Joan pressed the tip into her neck. “Why do I need to change?” she asked, curious, but also not.

It was getting harder to think. Everything was getting very foggy. Bright, green, silly, fun.

An armored hand settled onto her shoulder. “Come with me, and we’ll explain everything.”

Rebecca yawned, suddenly feeling drowsy. That sounded good to her. They would help her to understand.


Chapter Twenty Three

Her eyes flashed open, but she could see nothing in the darkened room. For a moment, she couldn’t even remember her name, but it slowly came back to her. She tried to wiggle her limbs, but she was tied down.

They had drugged her, and she had been captured. Damn.

Well, it wasn’t like she had expected to escape. It had been a long shot from the beginning. At least she had managed to get her message out before they had caught up with her.

That didn’t help her now, however. She had no idea where the villains had brought her. That might make it more difficult for the Blue Stars to locate her position, but she had confidence that they would sort this out in the end. They always did.

A circular blue light snapped on overhead, revealing a metallic box in front of her. A woman was locked into the interior via a series of metal straps, pairs of them around her wrists and ankles, with additional ones securing her chest and neck.

She was dressed in a purple latex cow suit with a milking harness sitting on top of her breasts, plastic tubing running from the tips of her nipples down the sides of her waist. A metallic interface covered her privates, a tube leading from the bottom into somewhere inside the interior of the box.

Dual tubes extended around both sides of her face, plugged into a respirator. The woman blinked slowly as she breathed softly, her eyes glowing a faint green.

At first, she thought that she might be staring into a mirror, but after she studied the other woman for a few moments, she realized it was Allison. Did that mean she was dressed in a similar way?

She shifted around, finding it impossible to move her neck. She couldn’t even tilt her head down far enough to see her chest, but she didn’t need to. Her minor movements had revealed the familiar presence of the plastic milking cups attached to her breasts. There was probably something going on down below, too, but all she could feel was a bit of warmth against her pussy.

She was completely at their mercy. Lovely.

At least they hadn’t put a mask over her face. That didn’t mean they wouldn’t or couldn’t drug her later, but at least she hadn’t been gagged. Thank goodness for small favors.

“Allison!” she called out. “Are you okay?”

Allison blinked languidly, looking at her without recognition. After a few moments passed without a reply, she realized that the other woman was really quite out of it, probably due to whatever gas was being fed through her mask.

It didn’t matter that her new friend was physically present, if her mind was elsewhere. That meant she was effectively alone.

She sighed, turning her head to examine her surroundings. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much to work with. Outside of the single light source overhead, the rest of the room faded into shadow, without much definition.

If she focused on the dark area, there was a blurry spot that refused to come into focus. She stared at it for a while, but couldn’t figure out what it was. She shook her head, dismissing it. Probably just some equipment that would be incomprehensible to her under normal light conditions, anyway.

She refocused her mind on the real problem - she really had no idea where they had been taken. They could be practically anywhere on the island!

Or even off it. That was a particularly morbid thought she didn’t want to examine further.

Allison moaned in pleasure, her body writhing in the restraints. A streak of fluorescent green pulsed over her body, flowing through the series of tubes into her breast cups.

Rebecca frowned. The pumps definitely weren’t working at her breasts, and the flow had appeared to go into the woman, as if it was being injected into her body.

Perhaps it was, as the woman’s eyes appeared to be glowing a brighter green than before. How insidious!

Her breath caught as two figures stepped out of the shadows, flanking Allison’s box on both sides. She thought that these might be their captors coming to taunt them, but they were both dressed in latex outfits that marked them as a ponygirl and cow respectively.

She recognized the one on the right as being one of Allison’s friends, the cow woman, Kara. Her characteristic long horns were hard to mistake when paired with that poofy, blonde hair. She didn’t know the other woman, but guessed that she must be another friend. She certainly had eyes only for Allison, worry creasing her face.

Her mane shifted as she reached over to touch Allison’s forehead. “Poor girl!” she exclaimed, making a concerned whinny. “I’ve been so busy with training, I’ve completely neglected you!”

Kara sighed, her hands shifting as if she couldn’t figure out where to put them. “Don’t bother, Suzy. She can’t respond while she’s in this state. They had to drug her so that she wouldn’t destroy the island. As it is, there’s an awful mess that needs to be cleaned up.”

Suzy stomped her hoof boot against the concrete floor. “What’s going on here? First the island is attacked, then we’re forced to chase down Allison to prevent her from escaping! Doesn’t she like it here? I feel like I’m out of the loop!”

“She doesn’t want to join us,” said Kara sadly. “I’ve tried to convince her it’s for the best, but she hates the idea of being a cow.”

Resting her shoulder against the side of the box, she pressed the tip of her right horn against the metal, scratching against it softly. “I wish she’d change her mind,” she said plaintively.

“You’re kidding!” said Suzy, making a sound in her throat that sounded suspiciously like a neigh. “I can’t believe she’d choose to go back to her old, dull life.”

Rebecca cleared her throat. “If she doesn’t want to, you should respect her wishes,” she said boldly.

“You’re exactly right,” rumbled a low, distorted voice.

Two pairs of power armor walked into the light, one red, the other, purple. The woman in red reached up and took her helmet off, revealing her blonde ringlets. It was Sally, giving them all a bright smile.

“It’s important that we respect her wishes,” Sally said firmly. “The determination we have over each of our futures is the most fundamental right a human possesses. If we were to force her to accept this new life, we’d be nothing more than common criminals. ”

Rebecca choked. “Then what are you doing to her now?” she roared, straining against the steel collar around her throat.

Sally took a few steps forward, nestling her helmet in the crook of her arm. “We are merely keeping her from being fully conscious so that she doesn’t destroy the facility. If she doesn’t change her mind and cooperate with us, we will eventually let her go.”

“Then what is all that equipment attached to her body?” cursed Rebecca. “That doesn’t look like her choice to me!”

Sally smirked. “We never said we weren’t going to try and convince her otherwise. Maybe after we give her enough pleasure she’ll see the light. You never know, it has happened before.”

“Sally,” admonished the woman in the other suit of power armor. “Don’t taunt her. She still doesn’t understand the full picture.”

Rebecca turned her ire to the purple power armor. “Make me understand,” she hissed.

“Very well,” said the woman steadily in her distorted voice. “It’s time. Be patient for a little while, and all will be revealed to you.”

She turned her suit around until the back faced Rebecca, creases running over her shoulders. A hiss of steam rose from the cracks, expanding wider as the outer shell of the armor creaked.

It hinged open like a door, revealing a woman’s long, lithe legs and slender neck, her hair done up in a bun. She took a step back, her toes landing delicately on the concrete as she held onto a handle inside the suit.

Once she had regained her balance, she spun like a ballerina, letting go of her hand hold, her painted nails glittering in the light. Her mouth crept up into a faint smile, the light source casting shadows over her soft face and hazel eyes. Reaching up, she undid the pins in her bun and tossed her head, her black hair rippling down her back.

Rebecca’s jaw dropped open as she examined the woman’s familiar curves, her athletic form cupped in all the right places by a sheer, purple bodysuit.

She knew this woman, but she couldn’t believe it. It didn’t make any sense. “What are you doing here?” she croaked out, stunned.

“Hello, sister,” said Jasmine in her liquid, cool voice. “It’s nice to see you again, despite the fact that our current circumstances are less than ideal.” She raised her arms, hands held outward to take in the scene. “I’m sure this is difficult for you, though you might understand everything better if you address me as Mistress Moon.”

Rebecca’s eyes bulged, and she was unable to say anything as the blood rushed to her face. Past memories spooled through her mind’s eye. Jasmine as a kid, her lips quivering as she was denied dessert. Jasmine as a teenager, filling her room with posters of heavy metal bands. Jasmine as an adult, stylish and demure.

Her sister was a supervillain? Impossible!

Yet, here she was, dressed in power armor, sporting a villain name. Come to think of it, she recognized that name.

Staring hard at her sister, she tried to recall everything she could remember about the so-called ‘Mistress Moon.’

There wasn’t much. All in all, she was a recluse, who rarely ever left her island. She solicited money from billionaires, elites, and politicians, providing them a place to satiate some of their more… unsavory appetites via women who had been brainwashed to have sex with them.

Their intel hadn’t actually managed to get a photograph of her, which was suspicious in and of itself. In every meeting this Mistress Moon had attended, she had been wearing a helmet to hide her identity.

In retrospect, it made perfect sense. Much like a superhero trying to protect their daily life from paparazzis, her sister had worked hard to fly under the radar as Mistress Moon. It was all completely believable.

Now, what was she going to do about all this?

“I never thought a member of my own family would become a villain!” she spat, struggling against her restraints, a throbbing headache pounding in her head. “How could this have happened? How did they corrupt you?”

Jasmine waved her hand in the air. “You’ve got it all wrong. I chose this path quite knowingly. I’m a huge proponent of personal choice, which is reflected in how I’ve built my organization here.”

“That’s the wrong question, anyway. The more appropriate one is why.” She padded across the concrete floor like a lioness, keeping her gaze fixed on Rebecca as if she was her prey. “They coddled you,” she said conversationally. “Raved about you, watched over you, examined you, and even offered you a job once you finished school.”

Her voice became harsh. “I received none of that treatment. As soon as they found out what my Talent could do, they shuffled me into a black project where they used me for dubious purposes. I managed to escape and become a whistleblower. I stayed away from them, made new friends, and built my own empire from scratch.”

She stopped at Rebecca’s tilted box, resting her knee against the side. “I hold no animosity towards them for what they’ve done. In fact, I think they’ve actually managed to clean up some of the corrupt messes I reported to them since I’ve moved on. That’s the only reason I’m even considering my current plan.”

Sally giggled, her voice sounding a little girly. “She had a hard time convincing us, but in the end, we all agreed with her.” Her eyes hooded. “We’ll back her up until the bitter end. If they backstab us again we’ll cause as much damage as we can on the way out.”

Rebecca was taken aback, even more confused than before. What in heaven was she talking about?

“I… don’t even know where to start,” she said. “Can we back up a bit? What is this plan you’re talking about? Isn’t your operation… evil? You’re abducting women, forcing them to be cows and ponies that provide sexual favors to billionaires. How could that not be criminal?”

Jasmine wrapped a hand around the edge of the metal box, a sudden smile blooming on her face. “Do you know what the most elite people in this world lust after?” she asked suddenly.

“Is it wealth? Is it fame? Is it prestige?” Her eyes lowered to Rebecca’s neckline, where it was held in place by the metal collar. “No, it is none of those. They are only means to an end. The ultimate power is that of control. Money and fame can buy control, but they cannot control anything in and of themselves. And they cannot force anybody to do anything.”

Her gaze raised back to Rebecca’s face, meeting the anger she was projecting with a similar force of will. “My Talent is unique. I can use it to strip a person’s inhibitions, to allow them to experience who they truly are. This allows me to provide the elites with an illusion of power they can’t find anywhere else.”

Rebecca’s lips felt numb. “If that’s true, then what you’ve created here is an abomination.”

“Not so,” said Sally firmly. “Only an outsider would say such a thing.”

Jasmine raised a hand. “She still doesn’t understand, and I don’t blame her. I think the best way to show her how this works is to provide her with a demonstration. Come, Sally.”

Turning away from Rebecca, she walked over to Allison, poise oozing from her hips. “Ladies,” she said, nodding briskly at Suzy and Kara, who backed away to give her room. Sally moved over to the box, standing on the other side of the somnolent woman.

“Sally also possesses a unique Talent. She can divine a person’s true desires.” Jasmine folded her hands and looked at Sally. “Please proceed.”

“With pleasure,” replied Sally, her hands reaching out eagerly.

Her eyes began to glow as she rested them gently over Allison’s chest. “Hmm,” she said. “Ah, yes. Like many college students, Allison yearns to find a long, lasting connection with a special someone. She’s tired of being an outcast and wants to belong to a group. She has been holding herself back, but, in truth, deep down she has no great objection to becoming a cow like Kara.”

Kara’s face brightened. “Really? That’s still possible?”

The curious glow around Sally’s eyes faded as she took a step back. “Yes, but it would require some manipulation to bring her to that realization. There are many levers that can be pulled to motivate someone to do something they never thought they would be capable of. Desires are such incredibly useful things,” she mused.

Rebecca’s eyes narrowed. “How do I know that you’re telling the truth? You could be making this all up! Your Talent could be deep massage, for all I know!”

Jasmine chuckled. “It’s not that hard to confirm.” She prodded Allison in the side. “Go on, tell her whether Sally’s assessment is accurate.”

Allison took a deep breath and her eyes began to focus. “I never knew that!” she said beatifically, as if she had just discovered something new. “Why couldn’t I have figured that out sooner! It fits so perfectly!”

Her eyes rolled and she laid her head back, drifting away again. “See?” said Jasmine. “Even she was denying her true self.”

Rebecca pursed her lips, feeling every inch of the metal surface she was strapped to. “How do I know that’s real, either? You’ve drugged the hell out of her. At this point, she’d say anything you want her to!”

Jasmine gave her a look of pity. “I would complain that you’re being unreasonably obstinant, but I know that’s your natural state. However, you’re still not asking the right questions. What, precisely, has she been drugged with?”

She ran a hand over one of Allison’s breast cups, pressing it tightly against her chest as another swirl of fluorescent green liquid pulsed through the tubing into her body. “Now, we get to the root of my Talent, and how it operates.”

She sighed, stroking the tubing, as if reluctant to continue. “It’s my milk,” she said bluntly, turning to face Rebecca head on. “That’s how my Talent works. Anyone who drinks it loses all of the surface fluff that makes up their personality, bringing them back down to their base desires.”

“Your… milk?” asked Rebecca, astonished. “How does that even work?”

“It’s quite simple,” said Jasmine, crossing her arms under her chest, pushing her large bust upwards. “I milk myself several times a day, which produces the concentrate from which our formula is generated. With the help of Joan, my milk is diluted in such a way that the potency is retained. This is then distributed throughout the island as drinks and injectables, for use by the staff. There are a few side effects, such as an increase in breast size, but that’s perfectly acceptable, and in many cases, desirable.”

Rebecca looked at her in horror. “Do you mean to say that I’ve been injected with… your milk?”

Jasmine nodded gravely. “Yes, but if it makes you feel any better, the final, transformed formula isn’t technically my milk.”

“It does NOT!” wheezed Rebecca, almost shouting. “My own sister’s milk!” She shuddered.

Jasmine shrugged. “I didn’t ask to be given this gift. That’s just the way it works.”

She turned back to Allison, prodding her again. Allison groaned, her face curling into a frown. “Stop bothering me, I wanna relax!” she said groggily.

“Wouldn’t you rather be pleasured?” asked Jasmine. “Kara and Suzy are both here, and they would love to see you being milked. Would you like that?”

“My friends? Milked?” A smile blossomed under her mask. “That sounds lovely,” she said softly.

“Very well, now that we have her permission, we’ll proceed,” Jasmine said briskly.

Running her hands down the outside of the metal box, she tapped a few commands into a built- in console. The cups on top of Allison’s breasts lurched, popping as the air pressure increased. At the same time, the tubes leading into the tips filled completely with fluorescent green liquid.

Allison’s hips lifted minutely off the surface of the box, pressing into the saddle shaped device that supported her privates. She moaned, eyes rolling. “Fuck, yes,” she said in a gutteral voice. “That feels amazing. I need more!”

She rocked her body up and down a minute amount, pressing her toes against the bottom of the box to give her leverage. Moaning continuously, she laid her head down in pure bliss.

Jasmine and Sally backed away, replaced by Kara and Suzy, who lovingly stroked their hands over Allison’s body as it was worked by the machines. Rebecca wanted to look away, but for some reason she couldn’t. She needed to see what would happen next.

“As her body is flooded with the formula, she will get increasingly in touch with her own true desires,” declared Jasmine. “Given her past behavior, it was not immediately obvious whether this would work, but it’s pleasing to see that she isn’t very different from all the others. When you get right down to it, most people don’t want self determination. They wish to be controlled by others, to not have to worry about their lives. They love being reduced to mere animals.”

“That can’t be true,” protested Rebecca. “The most basic desire of any human is to be free.”

Allison’s body was jerking more violently as the machines sped up, pushing her towards orgasm. She could tell that the woman badly wanted to touch herself, but her hands were firmly secured against the box. Her friends were not so constrained, however, their hands moving to caress the base of her breasts and the hood of her clit.

“Yesssss!” Allison cried out, her breath hissing through the mask as her body writhed.

The breast cups jerked as they continued their pumping, a swirl of milk splashing into them. As they filled, small amounts were pulled through the plastic tubing, pumped down her sides, and somewhere into the back of the box.

Kara and Suzy pushed in next to Allison, kissing her on both cheeks. Their hands continued to roam, pushing Allison towards her next orgasm.

“See?” said Jasmine. “I think this proves that my theory is the correct one. Now that she has acknowledged her true nature, I don’t think we’ll have any more problems with her.”

She stepped over to Rebecca, ignoring the erotic display that was proceeding behind her. The jumpsuit she was wearing cupped her large breasts tightly, giving her nipples definition underneath the stretchy material. She was surely a sight that could seduce any man, and Rebecca was now certain that she had used these assets to her full advantage in her nefarious dealings.

Her sister, a blackhearted rogue! She still couldn’t quite believe it.

Rebecca hissed as she watched her approach, staring daggers at her. “What are you going to do with me?” she asked in a high pitched voice, unable to deny the effectiveness of her sister’s techniques.

Even with her Talent, she was starting to become concerned that she would fall, just the same as Allison. She didn’t fully believe that Jasmine was right, but Allison’s failure had planted a seed of doubt in her psyche.

“Oh, nothing too severe,” purred Jasmine. “I’m sure you will enjoy it. You’re not special, either.”

Rebecca pushed herself up as straight as she could in her restraints. “I don’t care what you do to me,” she declared. “You can’t control me. I won’t allow it.”

Jasmine shook her head. “That was never my goal. I simply want to find out what you truly desire, like I do with all those who enter my demesne.”

She reached a hand over and typed a command into the console on the side of the box, staring at Rebecca clinically. “Some of this is your fault, you know,” she said conversationally. “I wouldn’t have had to take such drastic measures if you hadn’t interfered with the defense of this island. I was quite willing to let you go, to show you the truth slowly, but you forced my hand.”

Rebecca moaned in fear as the pumps over her breasts jerked to life, sucking her tender flesh inside. As the pressure built up, the air pressure popped, squeezing her nipples against needles which jabbed into them.

It wasn’t too painful, but the shock of feeling the foreign intruders in her body was palpable. The knowledge of what they meant to do was even more terrifying. Worse, she could feel the coolness of Jasmine’s milk as it was injected into her body, knowing that soon it would affect her thoughts and feelings.

“Stop this!” she cried out. “Why are you doing this to your own sister?”

Jasmine loomed above her, her face bleak. “Would you rather be fed directly from my chest?” she threatened. “I could easily oblige your wishes, if that’s what you would prefer.”

Rebecca shook her head, tears filling her eyes. “No,” she whispered, her heart breaking. “I just wanted us to be… friends.”

Jasmine’s face smoothed out. “Oh, that. I quite like the idea myself, but I’m not sure if that’s practical. Perhaps you’ll change your mind after you get the full experience.”

There was a mysterious hint of a smile in her eyes. “I haven’t told you everything, yet. Please do calm down, this isn’t meant to be a painful experience. Lean into the pleasure, and forget your worries.”

Rebecca’s hips jerked as something hard pressed into her, filling her pussy. A mechanical action throbbed inside her, matching the rhythm of the milking cups. She gasped, her tears beginning to dry. Her head felt funny.

Her face stretched into a grin as she made a little chuckle. “Why isn’t my Talent stopping this?” she whined, rolling her shoulders to push her chest deeper into the milking cups.

Sally moved in next to Jasmine, staring at her critically. “We don’t know for certain, but I have a theory, if you’d like to hear it.”

Jasmine nodded. “Go ahead. Before she came to the island, I thought that my milk would have no effect on her, but clearly that isn’t the case.”

Sally’s eyes began to glow and she held out her hands, her fingertips touching gently against Rebecca’s collarbone. She paused for a moment, taking a few breaths as Rebecca’s breasts were softly pumped by the cups.

“It’s just as I expected,” Sally declared. “Rebecca’s main desire is to reconcile with her family.” She turned to Jasmine. “With you.”

Jasmine took a step back, shocked. “I never expected that,” she whispered, a faint smile gracing her face. “I guess I thought I’d have to do everything myself.”

She nodded. “That explains some of it. Deep down, she truly wants to please me, so my Talent is circumventing some of the protection hers provides. Perhaps it’s also because we share the same bloodline.”

Rebecca groaned, her pussy becoming more wet as the throbbing dildo increased in amplitude. Her body was responding to the assault, making it more difficult for her to follow along. She wasn’t sure that she wanted to. This had all become far more complicated than she had anticipated!

Jasmine laid a hand on her shoulder. “That’s a good girl,” she said in a low voice. “Let the machine take you to ecstasy. I know exactly how you feel. You see, I helped to develop this device myself. You can’t imagine how many hours I’ve spent in the same equipment, being brought to orgasm after orgasm. It’s truly like nothing else in this world.”

Rebecca was feeling spacey. She was being reamed. She was feeling good.

Her nipples felt like they were exploding, milk gushing out of her breasts into the cups. Was this what her sister meant? Did this make them both the same? Cows that needed to be milked?

She wanted to deny it, but her body was saying otherwise. “You did this to me,” she sobbed, barely able to sit still.

Her sister nodded gently. “That’s right, and you are not thanking me for it now. Give it some time, and you will. This is for the best. You’ll see.”

The light above them buzzed, dimming as if power was being drawn elsewhere. A fuzzy figure appeared from near the edge of the visible area, quickly forming into the glossy female shape of Cassia. “Mistress,” she said to Jasmine, bowing low. “The anticipated attack has begun.”

The ground shook slightly, a muffled explosion sounding from somewhere outside. Jasmine nodded, unsurprised. “A little early, but as expected. Do not hinder their progress.”

The gynoid nodded. “It will be as you say, Mistress. They will be arriving here shortly.”

Rebecca frowned, trying desperately to follow what was going on while the milking machine was doing its best to distract her. “I don’t understand. Who is attacking?”

Jasmine blinked. “The heroes, of course. They’re coming to rescue you. I’ve lured them here on purpose.”

She walked back over to her suit of power armor, reaching inside a crevice to pull a device from a slot within. Raising it into the air, she brought it back over to show it to Rebecca. It was her phone.

Flipping it open, she showed Rebecca the screen. “I’ve purposely taken this with me so that they can follow its signal back to the source. It was not difficult to configure the island’s security to allow the signal through.”

“It’s a trap?” Rebecca gasped, grimacing as the dildo buzzed in her pussy. “What are you planning on doing to them?”

Jasmine grinned wide. “You’ll see. Just relax and enjoy yourself. It’s obvious you’re almost ready to explode.”

She was right. Rebecca was having trouble containing herself. She was only holding on by a thread, and any slight push was liable to send her over the edge into ecstasy. Her body really did like being pumped, though she blamed her sister’s milk for making her this way.

She couldn’t possibly have been like this before she had been injected that first time back on the plane, right? She hated to admit it, but she didn’t really know.

It wasn’t something she had experimented with during puberty, and it had never come up in subsequent years as something she was even interested in. Surely that was evidence enough that it wasn’t one of her fetishes, right?

She couldn’t deny what her body was telling her, though. Her nipples loved being gently tugged on by the milking cups, and the soft squish that happened as her breasts were emptied was just heavenly.

She opened her mouth and began to cry out loudly with every click of the pumps, her loins on fire. Pleasure exploded in her brain as the room began to shake, but she didn’t care. She was in rapture, and needed to experience every drop of the ecstasy that was throbbing through her body.

Jasmine folded her hands, turning to look at a shard of light that beamed through a crack which had opened up inside the blackness beyond. A violent red pulse of energy seared through it, hissing as it played against the concrete floor.

The beam ran to one side of the crack, moving around in a circle, scoring a hole in the wall. The room rumbled again as a terrible impact came from outside, fragments of concrete spalling off and rattling onto the floor.

There came another tremendous boom, and the circular plug of concrete fell inwards, opening up an entryway. The first to charge through was a rotund man, his shoulder lowered to clear the way.

The man was built like a bulldog, with very little apparent neck. His bulging arms crashed together as his beady eyes seized upon Jasmine, his mouth curling into a grin. “Make your move, villain!” he roared in defiance.

He was soon followed by a lithe woman wearing a scarlet bodysuit, her cape fluttering as she flew upwards into the blackness, red hair blazing. Her pale blue eyes surveyed the room, arms outstretched to blast anyone who moved.

The last hero strolled in as if he was attending a cocktail party, a long rifle propped against his shoulder. He took out a handkerchief with a black gloved hand, sneezing delicately as he wiped his nose. “A rather dramatic entrance, Action Man,” the sniper said mildly. “I’m not sure the situation warranted such a brutish display.”

“Don’t be silly, Revenger,” said the floating hero coolly. “Rebecca is locked into a diabolical device, violating her body, and you’re arguing about decorum.” She turned her gaze to Jasmine. “Release her, villain! Bright Girl demands it!”

Jasmine raised her hands, nodding at Sally, who did the same. “We surrender,” she said quickly. “There’s no need for violence.“

“Stop the machines, then,” said the sniper, shouldering his weapon. “Or we’ll be forced to take action.”

“Very well,” said Jasmine gravely. “Please attend to Miss Allison, Sally.”

She turned and approached the box containing Rebecca. Rebecca squinted at her. “I don’t get it,” she said, her body coming down from its orgasmic high. “Why are you giving up so easily?”

Jasmine rattled a sequence into the console, and the pumps stopped their gyrations. “All a part of the plan,” she said quietly, giving her a small grin. “There’s no need for a fight. Somebody might get hurt!”

Rattled, Rebecca stared at her in astonishment as she undid the straps. “I still don’t get this,” she said, flabbergasted. “Your plan was to give up… all along? There isn’t like, hypnotic displays, gas, or some other kind of trap installed in this room?” She craned her neck around, looking for something sinister.

“No, of course not,” chuckled Jasmine. “There’s no way we could stand up against them in a one on one, knockdown fight. Even if I were to try and work on mentally controlling them, it wouldn’t work, as that isn’t what they desire. Heroes are nothing if not single minded.”

Pulling out the last strap, she undid the collar on Rebecca’s neck and took a step back, setting her shoulders. Pursing her lips, she took a regal stance. “Evildoers cannot stand against true justice, villains!”

Bright Girl landed, the tips of her heels pressing roughly against the ground. “I don’t find this at all funny,” she said sharply. “I refuse to be mocked.”

“Of course not,” rumbled a male voice from behind her. “Heroes are nothing if not prideful.”

Bright Girl spun, arms outstretched and eyes flashing, but there was nobody there. A chuckle seemed to come from all around them. “Oh, don’t act so alarmed. If I had truly wanted to attack you, you would have never seen my blade.”

Light seemed to twist next to Jasmine, a man dressed in a black trenchcoat suddenly materializing out of nowhere. He spun his cane energetically, rapping the tip against the floor, taking his hat in his hand as he made a slow bow.

“It’s very nice to meet you all,” he grinned, as if this was a regular social occasion. “You may know me as Dark Cloak. I’m here to turn myself in, with them.”

Jasmine looked at him, shocked. “What are you doing?” she asked. “This wasn’t part of the plan!”

The man put his hat back on as he gave her a rakish grin, tilting it up with his cane. “I could vanish, as I always do, but I feel that would be a cop out. I don’t want to be treated any differently than you. I trust you. I love you.”

Jasmine gaped, unable to say anything. Rebecca got the sense that this was the first time he had said this to her. Interested, she watched her sister’s face, strangely curious about her relationship with the tall man. Who was he, and how long had they known each other?

Her face turned a color of red Rebecca had never seen before. “Oh. I see,” she said softly, her hands fidgeting against her sides as she looked at the floor.

Tucking his cane under his shoulder, Dark Cloak pressed his wrists together and presented them to the heroes, his eyes darting between them. “Take me in, then. I’ll be good.”

Action Man cleared his throat, his Adam's apple bobbing on his thick neck. “Yes, well, I suppose we’ll do as they wish. Bright Girl, secure the perimeter, if you please. Revenger and I will deal with the processing.”

Bright Girl shot Dark Cloak a nasty look, folding her arms as she levitated into the air, her right heel tucked against her other foot. “I don’t trust any of you,” she said, her eyes glowing a malevolent red. “If you make one false move, I’ll make sure you regret it.”

“How terrifying,” said Dark Cloak dryly, laying his cane carefully on the ground. “Though I’m not sure they hand out accolades for murdering prisoners.”

Bright Girl stared daggers at him, but said nothing, rising out of view towards the dark ceiling. There might be bad blood between those two later.

Rebecca sighed and shook her head. She wasn’t entirely certain why she cared. Villains and heroes fought each other all the time. That’s what they did.

Maybe she was still stunned by all the revelations that had just occurred. Her sister was a villain, and she was in some kind of relationship with another. It was just too difficult to believe.

She needed more time to sort this all out. She wanted to get out of this suit. She wanted… some kind of normalcy. Was that too much to ask for?

“Are you all right?” asked the Red Revenger, strolling over with his hands in his pockets. “It looks like you’ve been through something intense.”

“That’s a good way to describe it,” Rebecca agreed, tugging at the cups still attached to her breasts.

She suddenly realized that her chest was exposed to his gaze, leaving very little to the imagination. She blushed as she glanced at Revenger’s opaque sunglasses, unsuccessfully trying to cover up her massive orbs with her hands.

This jolted the harness against her chest, and she could feel a little more milk squeezing out of her seriously swollen breasts. She hadn’t noticed earlier, but the cups themselves were actually getting a little full.

Oh dear. She might have been rescued, but this certainly wasn’t over.


Chapter Twenty Four

Rebecca fumbled in her bag, looking around surreptitiously to check if anybody was watching as she took out her breast pumping kit.

Fortunately, she had been allowed to board the flight early due to her membership with the Blue Stars, and nobody else was around, not even one of the flight attendants. There might be enough time for a quickie before anyone showed up.

She was starting to get used to telling everyone that she was nursing, but it was embarrassing getting caught while she was getting the pumping equipment setup. She didn’t derive joy out of making other people uncomfortable, and she hated it when others gave her the look of encouragement.

She didn’t want to have to do this. She had to, otherwise she’d make a mess of her shirt, and possibly her pants, too.

Sometimes, the frequency of the pumping sessions was unbearable. She found that doing it less than three times a day was iffy, and twice was impossible. By the end of her first week, she had almost filled an entire fridge with her production. She had started having to throw it out, because she certainly wasn’t going to drink her own milk. That would be weird.

If this kept up, she’d have to figure out a way to donate it, though it had only been a few months so far and she still wasn’t comfortable with trying to figure that out. The wastefulness galled her, and she knew that she couldn’t keep avoiding the issue forever.

Perhaps she’d give in to the Blue Star’s request and send it to them, though she really didn’t know what they’d use it for. It wasn’t like her milk had any special properties. Her Talent wasn’t anything like her sister’s.

She stopped messing with her luggage for a moment, sighing. The Blue Stars had put her on leave after she had been rescued ‘for her own good,’ and they hadn’t been in contact with her recently. She had no idea what they had done with the others on the island, but she had heard some interesting tidbits from Bright Girl on the side.

Her sister’s operation had been demolished, thank goodness, but it wasn’t as big of a win as she had thought at first. Strangely, all of the equipment had been removed, not destroyed, leaving open the possibility that someone else was trying to replicate her sister’s organization somewhere else.

All of her inquiries through her contacts in the Blue Stars had failed. They wouldn’t even tell her where her sister was being held!

With every week, her frustration grew, until she had finally received notice through the mail with included airline tickets. The governing board of the Blue Stars wanted her to come visit one of their black sites, which was quite unusual indeed.

To her knowledge, these were locations where they kept the most hardened villains with the worst Talents. This required superheroes to work as guards, and there was a semi-frequent rotation of them to avoid having them burn out.

Rebecca had never been assigned as a guard, though she suspected she was on the list. Especially if they ever ended up capturing a criminal with a strong mental Talent.

She gulped. Like now. Maybe they had found her sister more of a handful than they had anticipated?

The letter hadn’t specified what they wanted her for, but the request was clear. They wanted her out there immediately, and would brook no delay.

The sound of feet marching up the aisle distracted her from her thoughts. She cursed internally. Couldn’t they have waited a few more minutes? She hadn’t had a chance to get her pumps set up yet!

Her eyes bulged as she glanced up, seeing exactly who was approaching her seat. The chattering group of women stopped their conversation and looked at her. Blood rushed through her ears as she took in their sizable busts, held in place by identical tops, some of them sporting obscenely large horns.

Allison’s face lit up and she made a little squeal. “Rebecca!” she said loudly. “Fancy seeing you here!” She glanced down at her ticket. “I get to sit next to you, too! Awesome, we can catch up with each other!”

She glanced at Kara and took her hand, pulling her along as they pushed past Rebecca into the row of seats. Mouth agape, Rebecca stood back and watched as the other two women pressed into the row across the aisle.

“Suzy and Joyce are a horse and a cow, but they’re both animals. They can keep each other company easily. Come on, take a seat, I want to talk with you! I haven’t seen you in ages!” said Allison, patting the seat next to her.

Rebecca felt a little dazed, staring at Allison’s enormous chest as she sat. “They’re what?” she squeaked. “Haven’t you been through some deprogramming or something?”

Kara shrugged. “Whatever for? I’m perfectly happy being a cow, and I see no need to change. As long as I get pumped regularly, there’s nothing to worry about.

Rebecca frowned, looking at Allison. “What about you? How do you feel about all this? I know you were very resistant to the idea of being a cow back on the island.”

Allison’s face lit up. “That’s quite true,” she said enthusiastically, “I did start out being pretty obstinant, but I’ve changed my mind. I love being a cow.”

She pressed her legs together. “Being milked with my friends is the best experience ever!”

Rebecca shook her head, drawing away from the woman. “I feel like I’m in a horror story. What has happened with you two over the past couple of months?”

Allison reached up and grabbed her breasts, the material of her t-shirt flexing as she squeezed hard. Her eyes stared off into the distance as she massaged them, two small wet spots appeared over her nipples. “They’ve shown me the truth,” she said in a wheezing gasp, her body shuddering. “I spent many, long sessions working through my problems, and now I know that I’ve always wanted to be bovine, with huge milkers that need constant attention.”

Her smile grew as her eyes focused on Rebecca. “Not so different from you,” she said conversationally. “Just look at how large your breasts have grown. I bet they produce so much milk!”

Rebecca stood, looking around in alarm. “They got to you,” she hissed. “I don’t know how, but this isn’t right. We’re people, not animals, damn it!”

An arm ran under her throat, pulling back against her neck. “Aren’t you?” hissed a familiar voice, a leg wrapping around her left foot as something sharp pricked at her neck.

She should have known that this was a trap! She had been an utter fool to put herself within their grasp!

Wiggling hard, she rammed her right elbow against the assailant behind her, throwing her off balance. Allison and Suzy came at her from both sides, concern on their faces, but she threw them off, sprinting down the aisle.

Her eyes darted for the exits, but they were all solidly closed. There was only one way off this aircraft, and it was likely to be well guarded. Her chance of escaping was minimal, but that was nothing new. She had faced similarly hopeless odds in the past and had still come out on top.

This - wasn’t going to be one of those times. The aisle ahead was packed with giggling women sporting tall cow horns, their bags clogging up her exit. She would have to vault over the chairs, which would be exceedingly difficult.

As she approached the group, she climbed onto a chair, wrapping her hand around the seat back in front of her. There was sufficient room below the overhead compartments to fit her body, but the angle was odd, and she had to twist her back to provide sufficient clearance.

Her first effort was less than elegant, but it did the trick, the heel of her kitten boot catching on a loose seat belt. She felt more than a little silly disentangling herself while the cow woman watched her with interest, but she didn’t care. She only needed to repeat the operation once more and she’d be past them, headed towards the front of the plane… and freedom.

Resetting her grip, she vaulted over the next seat back, her shoulder smashing into the headrest. It took a little bit of work to get her feet solidly planted back on the floor, a rush of adrenaline pushing her forward into the first class section of the plane.

The door was just ahead, and it was clear, for the moment. She sped up, almost bowling over a poor flight attendant.

As she rounded the corner to approach the jetway, two figures suddenly appeared in front of her, blocking her path. She scooted to a halt, shocked to find that it was Sally and Bright Girl. The villain and the hero standing next to each other seemed incongruous. Impossible.

“What is going on here?” she asked, breathless, backing away.

Maybe she should have gone for one of the emergency doors out onto the wing, instead? She had no idea how she’d get down from there, but if the superheroes had been subverted, that might be her best option.

Looking around, she realized that her window had closed. The woman who had assaulted her was approaching from the rear, a syringe filled with fluorescent green liquid clutched against her blue latex dress.

She made a double take, realizing that she knew this woman, too. What was Alice doing here? Hadn’t she been arrested?

“Stop this nonsense,” ordered Bright Girl sharply. She looked up, eyeing Alice. “What in the hell are you doing? Put that thing away.”

“I thought we were to ensure that she came along quietly?” asked Alice, frowning.

“Yes, through convincing her, not through force.” Bright Girl sighed, reaching up a hand to press it against her forehead. “I swear, the board must hate me. Why do they give me these assignments?”

“W… why?” squeaked Rebecca, her shoulders shaking.

“Why are we working together? Oh yes, that’s a long story, which I’m going to have to explain to you, because the idiots in management decided to keep you in the dark.” She stopped rubbing her head. “Come on, back to your seat. I’ll tell you the whole story.”

She moved forward, pushing Rebecca past Alice, turning her head to fix the latex clad villain with a gimlet stare. “I will report this incident. Injecting someone without authorization is not allowed.”

Alice rolled her eyes, tucking the syringe into a rubber pocket built into the chest of her suit. Sally wrapped one of her thick hands over Alice’s shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “It’s not like before,” she rumbled. “We need to follow the rules.”

Rules? What was she talking about? Stunned, Rebecca kept her feet moving, ready to bolt if any of them made a move towards her.

Clearly, a lot had happened since the island, and she was severely out of the loop. If Sally and Alice were working with Bright Girl, there must be a reasonable explanation.

Bright Girl was one of the good ones, incorruptible. She couldn’t imagine them forcing her to dance to their tune if she determined that what they were doing was morally objectionable. Her mind kept working on plausible explanations, but the bigger picture still eluded her.

“Look who it is!” hissed a cow woman from one of the seats in front of her. A thin hand rose, waving at her eagerly.

She stopped, taking in the two cow women sitting next to each other, their seatbelts neatly buckled. One of them was huge, while the other was not, making them look hilariously mismatched, though both of them wore matching purple latex cow suits.

The rotund cow grinned, a large, golden nose ring resting on her fat upper lip. “It’s great to see you!” she exclaimed. “How are you doing?”

Rebecca frowned, trying to place the pair in her memories, but she came up blank. Far too much had happened recently, and she just couldn’t concentrate.

The smaller cow poked the larger one in the side. “She probably doesn’t remember us. She’s Jane, and I’m Lydia. We’re the two cow women you met in the resort hallway, remember?”

Rebecca nodded, a faint hint of a memory starting to return to her. “Yes, I remember you,” she said a little vaguely. “I’m okay,” she lied, suddenly curious about the two of them. “What have you been up to since then?” she asked, fishing for information.

Bright Girl made an irritated noise at her back, but she ignored the woman. She was tired of being kept in the dark, and she wasn’t sure she trusted any of them to tell her the full truth. These two innocent cow women were far more likely to be honest with her, as they had nothing to hide.

Jane nodded her head, her eyes soft and dumb. “We were in the middle of a milking session when a team of superheroes busted in and told us that they were there to rescue us. They were a little confused when we laughed at them, as there was no way we wanted to go anywhere until our milking cycles had completed.”

Lydia made a soft moo. “Can you imagine being pulled out of the machines right before your next orgasm? Ridiculous!”

“Anyway, they didn’t listen to us, and started forcibly disconnecting the machines,” continued Jane. “As you might imagine, that turned into a bit of a bedlam. Eventually, they rounded us all up and put us on helicopters.”

Lydia laughed, the bell around her neck tinkling merrily. “They were fools. Half of us were leaking milk all over the place. What a mess!”

Jane frowned, leaning back in her seat. “After that, they didn’t seem to know what to do with or for us for a while. We were temporarily housed in a dorm for a couple of weeks while they tried to figure out what they were going to do. There were all kinds of physical and mental exams, and we could never quite get ourselves properly pumped.”

“That was freaking boring!” groaned Lydia. “It took them forever, but eventually we got shipped off again, to another facility.”

Her voice went husky, a wondrous look on her face. “I don’t know how they did it, but all of the equipment we needed had been installed there. The pumps, the collection system, the sex stimulators, everything.”

Both of the cows grinned at her merrily. “It’s been smooth sailing since then,” said Jane, her cheeks glowing. “Every month, they give us the option to visit the Rehab Center. Neither of us have missed a trip!”

A sinking feeling seized Rebecca’s gut. “Is that where we’re going now?” she asked, dreading the answer.

“Of course,” replied Bright Girl from behind her. “And you’re coming along to view the premises.”

“You make it sound like I don’t have a choice,” Rebecca said grimly.

“There’s always a choice, but I don’t think you’d like your other options,” said Bright Girl pointedly. “Besides, the agency has been busy, and I’m sure you want to know what they’ve been up to with your sister.”

Rebecca gulped. “My sister? Haven’t they been detaining her?”

“I’m not at liberty to tell you more at the moment. You’ll have to see for yourself. Suffice it to say, all this is coming from the highest echelons.” She paused, her voice coming a little strained. “I can’t say I really like how this is going, but I see the necessity. At least they’re happy,” she said, pointing at the two cow women, who continued to smile up at Rebecca.

Their happiness was infectious. Rebecca returned their smile, trying hard to remain pleasant. “Nice to see you again,” she said, sensing that Bright Girl was getting impatient. “Perhaps we’ll run into each other again later.”

They both nodded at her, one of them giving her a pleased moo. “Join us at the milking parlor!” encouraged Jane, giving her a little wave as Bright Girl pushed her down the aisle.

“I can’t believe they’ve done this,” hissed Rebecca. “What were they thinking?”

Bright Girl sighed. “There are a lot of good reasons, but like I said, I can’t reveal any of them now. It’s all classified, top secret, confidential, I’d have to kill you if I told you sort of thing. All I can really say right now is that your sister is the only one keeping this world from devolving into chaos.”

Rebecca frowned, digesting this hint, her feet dragging as she pressed forward. Up ahead was the seat she had deserted earlier in her aborted attempt to escape. Kara and Allison were chatting animatedly with each other, their cow horns making them look extremely odd.

She had better get used to the sight, as the plane was filling in with more cow women. It was true that a certain percentage lacked horns, their muscles marking them as ponygirls, but there just weren’t as many of them.

Dismissing the odd fact, she lined up with her seat, turning to examine Bright Girl. The heroine was dressed in her usual scarlet body suit, her pale blue eyes looking a little haunted. Rebecca pursed her lips, but she couldn’t come up with another question that the superhero was likely to answer.

Finally, she shook her head. “I trust you,” she said hoarsely. “If you want me to come see what’s going on, I’ll come.” She peered at Sally and Alice, who were following along behind Bright Girl. “I don’t trust them, though. Keep them on a short leash.”

Bright Girl smirked. “Oh, don’t you worry about that. They know what will happen to them if they step out of line.” Her expression became more serious. “I know this seems odd, but just wait and see. I didn’t agree with this either until they revealed the full truth. Believe me, this is for the best.”

Rebecca shook her head. “Okay,” she said slowly. “If you say so.”

The superhero looked like she wanted to say more, but she clamped her lips shut and nodded, turning to face the former villains. “Come with me,” she ordered, clasping their shoulders. “We’re going to have a little talk before take off.”

Sally rolled her eyes, but surprisingly, Alice seemed a little intimidated. The three of them marched up the aisle, leaving her alone with the two cow women.

Still feeling a little uncomfortable, she sat down in her seat and looked at her luggage. It seemed like a lifetime ago when she had first gotten up, and her need to be milked had only gotten more urgent. Leaning over, she unzipped her carryon, reaching in to retrieve two small plastic cups that she could slip under her bra for inconspicuous milking.

“What do you have there?” asked Allison, causing her to lose her grip on one of the pads.

Fortunately, it dropped into her lap, but she was all out of sorts. Shifting her hips, she frowned at Allison, but her resentment instantly turned to astonishment. “What are you doing?” she whispered, trying to avoid a scene.

Both of the cow women’s t-shirts and bras had been removed, exposing their large busts. Their breasts jiggled as the two of them laughed, the image of their enlarged red nipples seared into her brain.

They were topless. Did neither of them possess a sense of decency?

“Look at her face!” choked Kara, her face flushing red with mirth. “She’s completely scandalized!”

“Shhh,” hissed Allison, raising a hand. “Look at her. She has a nose ring and needs to be milked, but she’s not like us at all.”

Allison took one of the breast pump cups out of her hands, examining it closely. “This looks pretty neat, how long did it take you to find a workable solution?”

Stunned at her brazenness, Rebecca’s mouth dropped open. “A couple of weeks,” she replied, confused. “I tried a bunch of products, and this was the most discreet one I could find.”

She frowned. “Hey, could you give that back? I still need that.”

Kara shook her head. “No, you don’t!” she said brightly, her large breasts slapping against each other as she leaned over. “This plane has a built-in milking system!”

“It has a what?” Rebecca asked, sweat beading on the back of her neck. She shifted her shoulders, trying to relieve some of the tension that was building up.

Allison nodded. “Yeah, that’s why we’ve gone bare chested. It makes it way easier to hook ourselves up once we push back from the gate. In fact, I think we might be about to get started!”

The overhead lights flickered and a low bell sounded. The entire plane lurched as it began to roll backwards, flight attendants walking down the aisles to make sure that everyone was buckled in securely.

Rebecca relaxed back into the chair, though her shoulders were still stiff. She was committed to finding out what was going on, now. There would be no turning back.

That being said, she wasn’t as free wheeling as the other two cows. She buckled herself in, leaving her shirt tucked under the belt loop.

The curved surface of a plastic cup was thrust under her nose, and she grabbed it, turning her head to look at Allison. The cow woman appeared contrite, her eyes squeezing in concern.

“Here,” she said. “I can tell you need to be milked. You might not be able to wait long enough to use that, though. They don’t allow you to use any personal electronics until we hit cruising altitude.”

Leaning over, she reached under the seat in front of her, unlatching a rectangular box. A door fell open towards her, revealing two plastic cups with associated tubing hidden inside. “If you wish to join us, you can start getting your milk pumped right away. It’s okay if we use these during all stages of the flight, as long as they’re strapped on securely.”

She demonstrated by separating the two cups, which were sewn together with a rubber strip, a long strap dangling below them. She lifted this strap over her head, settling it around the back of her neck, pressing the cups over the top of her enormous breasts.

Kara assisted her with the two remaining straps, pulling them tight around her back and snapping them into place. Allison tugged on the tails situated on each side to cinch the entire harness tight.

“It’s not the most comfortable thing, but it won’t matter once we start the program,” Allison announced, her hands wrapping around the cups as she pressed them against her chest.

Her torso wiggled back and forth in excitement. “I purposefully skipped my last milking so I could properly enjoy this,” she confessed, running her upper teeth over her lower lip. “I’m so glad I changed my mind and became a cow.”

The plane rocked a little as it began to turn, light from the windows suddenly flooding the interior, highlighting the cute little horns that jutted from Allison’s head.

“How did that happen?” asked Rebecca. “As long as I knew you on the island, you seemed vehemently against it.”

Allison turned to Kara, helping her friend to put on her own milk harness. “After they milked me to orgasm on the island, I realized a few very important things. Nobody wants to be alone. Friends, relationships - they’re everything we have in this world. My obstinance put me in very real danger of losing those I love the most.”

She clicked the harness shut around Kara’s back, turning back to Rebecca. “You feel the same way, I know you do. You’re not willing to give up on your sister, even though she might be a horrendous villain. You still want to save her, even if that’s impossible.”

Rebecca turned the milking cup in her hands, feeling the conical ridge inside. “You’re right,” she said slowly. “I’m just… having a hard time accepting that we should be okay with acting like cows.”

Allison giggled. “I don’t know why you’re so worked up about it. Everything has been so much easier since I stopped pretending to be a human. Being a cow is my true self, and avoiding the truth has only hurt me. Why not embrace it?”

She turned and gave Kara a quick kiss on the cheek. Surprised, her friend placed a hand over the spot, breathing out a low moo.

This was weird. Almost too weird for her, but the longer she waited without doing anything, the more likely she’d mess up her shirt. She could already feel her bra getting a little wet, letting her know that her time was almost up.

“Okay, I give up,” she said. “Help me get this hooked up before we take off.”

Allison made an excited squeal, reaching down to open up the compartment in front of Rebecca to retrieve a set of milking cups. Rebecca sat up straight, pulling the bottom of her shirt out from under the seat belt and gripping the bottom lip, pulling it up and over her head.

It was as she expected. Her milk was coming, the creamy stain spreading. If she removed her bra, there wouldn’t be much time to get the cups on before the milk would begin to leak down the front of her chest.

A blue latex clad hand reached out in front of her, clutching a white towel. “I know we haven’t been on the best of terms,” said Alice sharply, her eyes pinning Rebecca into her seat as if she was a bug. “However, it’s my duty to ensure that this operation runs smoothly. I will serve you in any capacity you require.”

Allison sensed that the words burned her mouth, but she appreciated the help, nonetheless. Taking the towel from the woman, she placed it in her lap, watching as she folded her gloved hands over her corseted waist. “Can I help you with anything?” she asked primly.

This woman had attacked her earlier, but she still deserved at least some form of civility from her. Even if she disliked her immensely. “No, I’m fine,” she replied, setting her lips together so that nothing rude could escape.

“Very well,” said the blue latex clad woman, eyes glancing over the other two cows. “Please let me know if you need anything else,” she continued, adjusting her military cap to make sure it was straight.

It, of course, was. Rebecca was familiar with the type. Straightlaced, by the book, strict. She hated the woman.

At least she meant what she said. She just wasn’t entirely certain what rules the woman was playing by, now. Had she really been reformed by the Blue Stars, or was she a snake in their midst?

There was no way for her to know. What were the higher ups thinking? She was definitely going to give them a piece of her mind after she toured this new facility.

She stared at Alice, but said nothing, waiting for her to give up and go away. The woman gave her a sharp nod, turning and walking briskly towards the back of the plane.

Once she had left, Rebecca sighed in relief. If that was going to be her reaction every time, this was going to be a long flight.

“You don’t like her, do you?” asked a voice politely from her left.

She looked over the aisle, spotting a short, stocky woman. She was wearing a beige crop top, with two hoof prints situated over her breasts. The woman next to her was similarly muscled, with a narrow face, her breasts constrained by a strict looking harness. The lack of horns immediately marked them as ponygirls.

“No, I don’t,” admitted Rebecca. “She’s part of the system that tried to brainwash me and turn me into a cow.”

“Not her,” denied the woman, her brown eyes glimmering as her neck bulged against a leather collar. “She doesn’t usually deal with any of the cows outside of the training flights. She grooms and drives the ponygirls. Like me.”

Rebecca blinked. This situation was more complicated than she had originally thought. Of course, there must have been a lot of staff to keep her sister’s organization running, and she only had personal experience with a few of them.

“She’s not a cruel taskmistress,” continued the ponygirl, a faint smile lighting up her face. “Without her assistance, someone very special to me would have been killed. Her quick thinking saved both him and me.”

The woman next to her placed an arm on her shoulder. “You don’t have to defend Alice,” she said in an alto voice, giving Rebecca a grim stare. “She’s a superhero, and their minds can be quite closed off. Very little we can say would change her mind.”

“I wouldn’t be so certain about that,” Rebecca laughed shakily. “My mind has been changing a lot lately. Do you know that it was my sister running your organization?”

The two ponygirls shook their heads, their manes rippling down their backs. “It’s true. And now we’re being taken to a secret location. You all have more experience with this than me. What’s going on there?”

The first ponygirl shrugged. “There’s not much to say. Every month, we have the option to take a trip to the Center, where we can be properly treated like the ponies we are.”

“It’s a little like a sexual fetish,” explained the other ponygirl. “I can’t imagine pretending that I’m a human full time. They allow us to be who we really are while we’re there. We can pull carts, run races, and do as much physical labor as we like!”

It was just like the cows she had spoken to earlier. That certainly corroborated their story. “Do they make you do… anything sexual?” she asked.

Both of the ponygirls grinned at her. “Only if we want to,” said the first one.

The other ponygirl rolled her eyes. “She’s taken up with a bull. Of course they’re doing sexual stuff. I rather wish I had one all to myself, like she does.”

Ah. None of that seemed very suspicious. She was still convinced that there was something sinister happening underneath the facade of happiness, but none of the animals she had talked to so far would admit it. She would have to see for herself.

“Thank you,” she said, tilting her head forward. “This has been a very useful conversation.”

The ponygirls giggled, clasping each other’s hands. “You don’t have to be so formal. Look us up after the flight, we’ll show you what ponygirls do!”

“I might very well take you up on that offer,” she said, setting the towel over her knees. “I need to deal with this now before it becomes a larger issue.”

The first ponygirl gave her a small wave in acknowledgement, and she refocused her attention on her bra, which was beginning to get sopping wet. She twisted her lips. It needed a good washing, but she didn’t think that would be possible for a while.

Reaching between her breasts, she undid the clasp, letting the fabric pull apart to either side. Shrugging her shoulders, she removed the cups and stacked the wet fabric on top of the towel. Lifting up an edge, she sopped up some of the remaining liquid, but it was leaking from her breasts faster than she could clean it up.

Allison offered the milking cups to her, and she took them gratefully, pressing them over her breasts. Her thick flesh squeezed inside, sliding easily against the interior. They must have been coated with some kind of lubricant, and they were pleasantly warm.

Overall, the fit felt much better than with her portable milking device. It was hard to accept, but she missed being milked in this way. It was all so much easier!

Allison said nothing as she helped her with the straps, getting them strung around her shoulders and cinching them together over her back. It was a massive relief when everything settled naturally into place.

She sat back, her nipples tingling as they pushed deeper inside. Some of her milk was sliding over her pert orbs, collecting against the bottom swell where her breasts pressed into the cups. Fortunately, the seal was sufficient to prevent any leaks, but if this went on for too long, the cups would fill entirely!

“Are you ready?” asked Allison. “Let me help you with your program.”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” confessed Rebecca. “Doesn’t any of this feel strange to you?”

Allison leaned over and punched a rectangular button on the seat back display. The screen blanked, coming up with different menu options.

“How so?” she asked. “I mean, yeah, it was weird for a while, but I’ve had a few months to settle in. The milking took a lot longer at first, but now it’s easy to get all this setup and running.”

Rebecca gasped as her flesh was drawn forward into the milking cups, the level of suction ramping up until her nipples were squeezed into the spherical orbs at the tips. Some of the milk collecting at the base of the cups was pulled up and out into the tubing, running down under the bottom of the seat back.

“Where does it all go?” she asked in wonder.

“There’s a collection tank in the cargo hold below,” explained Allison. “I caught a glimpse of it once while I was watching them load our luggage. “Don’t ask me what they do with it all, that’s not exactly clear.”

She studied Rebecca for a few moments. “Maybe you could ask your sister?”

Rebecca’s face shuttered and she leaned back in her seat. “I have a lot of questions for her,” she muttered, “but I’d much rather talk to the director of the Blue Stars. They should have shut her entire operation down, not replicate it!”

“I’m glad they didn’t,” said Allison seriously. “Otherwise I’d be on my own with the milking, and I wouldn’t be able to share this experience with my friends.”

Rebecca paused, realizing that Allison meant what she said. The serious expression on her face gave her the sense that she included Rebecca in that circle as well.

Her heart lurched. She felt a little touched. She had so few friends, and these days she was questioning whether they really were still her friends.

Friends with a cow. She almost wanted the thought to be derogatory, but she couldn’t find it in her to feel that way. Friends were friends, you took them where you could.

Besides, even if Allison had gone over to the other side, she still had a mental Talent that could help Rebecca if things went south. Best not to throw any shade on her current lifestyle.

It wasn’t her place to judge, anyway. Just look at herself! She was wearing a thick nose ring and getting milked, too. The only thing she lacked were a pair of horns, and she suspected they would give her a pair if she asked for them.

That was the temptation, wasn’t it? To stop being afraid of what others were doing, and instead to embrace the opportunities and pleasure sitting right in front of her. It would only require her to pretend that she was a farm animal.

It was a little terrifying to her that this was becoming increasingly desirable. She simply didn’t want to think about it, though that was practically impossible while she was in the middle of being milked. The pressure on her breasts felt so good.

“Okay,” she gasped, giving Allison a little smile. “Stop teasing me. I want to be properly milked.”

Allison nodded, a strand of blue hair dropping over her darkly mascaraed eyes. Damn, that look in combination with her horns and nose ring was cute. No wonder she enjoyed being a cow.

Her new friend punched in a few commands into the display and the cups on her chests began to jerk, first the left, then the right. Her breasts jiggled, the remaining milk trapped inside splashing up towards the collection tubing.

It was all being taken away from her, drained. The tugging friction immediately made her nethers juice up, but she was wearing pants and was securely buckled in. She wanted it, but this would be a terrible time to play with herself.

Allison exited out of the pumping menu, bringing it back to a vaguely tropical looking title screen. She turned her attention to her own screen, setting up her pumping with similar parameters.

Sighing, she leaned back and smiled at nothing, a dumb look settling around her eyes. “I can’t believe I resisted this for so long!” she exclaimed.

“You were just being stubborn, as usual,” replied Kara, giving her an affectionate look. “I knew you’d come around eventually.”

“You certainly didn’t!” chuckled Allison. “I was really against this whole thing. I didn’t start changing my mind until they freaking drugged me and ran me through the wringer. Nothing replaces personal experience!”

Her breasts jumped a little, the pumps suckling at her nipples. Splashes of milk burbled out into the tubing. “I can’t get enough of it now, and my breasts have increased several sizes!”

Rebecca frowned. “I’ve noticed the same problem. How large will they get? I’ve had to swap out my bras for larger ones more than once.”

“How long have you been at your current size?” Kara asked seriously, her horns dipping as her breasts dangled in the cups.

“It’s been a few weeks,” Rebecca said. “At first, I felt like I was getting bigger every few days.”

“You should be okay, then,” said Kara. “Everyone is different, of course, but if it’s stabilized recently, you should expect that this will be your maximum size.”

She pressed the sides of her breasts together, the cups clicking against each other as they continued to pump. “I’m considered to be fairly large for my frame, and I do love them, but it’s kind of a silly thing to brag about. Breast size is a poor predictor for production. There are some cows with smaller breasts that can beat even me! It’s amazing how much they can produce.”

“I hope that isn’t me,” Rebecca said sourly. “I have enough problems keeping up as it is.”

“You wouldn’t say that if you had easier access to the milking machines,” said Allison. “You could do your milking whenever you want without any fuss!”

“It’s not like going to the bathroom,” protested Rebecca. “I have work to do. I can’t take time off to get milked all the time!”

Allison laid a hand over her shoulder. “Look, your body has changed,” she said gently. “You have to take care of yourself. Don’t allow your work to define you.”

She nodded, looking away. It was easy enough for her to say, but Rebecca wasn’t like that. She was driven. If she allowed herself to act like a cow every day, nothing would ever get done.

Clasping her hands together, she twiddled her thumbs. Maybe that was the biggest problem here. She couldn’t convince herself to give up the stress of her work, because of the fulfillment she got from accomplishing her tasks.

Damn, she was a workaholic!

The insight was a true revelation, but it presented her with new problems. Was there any other way to be fulfilled outside of her work?

She flicked her eyes back up to Allison, who was settling back in her chair with a dumb grin. Why couldn’t she relax like her?

Folding her arms under her chest, she pushed up her breasts, her milking cups jiggling as they tickled her nipples. The pressure was starting to feel good.

“Look, they’re about to run the safety video!” exclaimed Allison.

The screens in front of them lit up with an image of Alice, dressed in blue latex, the material stretched obscenely tight over her chest. She was flanked on either side by more latex clad women. The one on the left had horns and a bell attached to the collar around her neck, while the other had a corset attached to a strappy harness. Cows and ponygirls, as expected.

As Alice began the usual pre-flight safety talk, the two animal women buckled a seat belt around her waist, stroking up her sides to her breasts with their glossy gloves.

Rebecca frowned. This was rather more sexual than she was expecting. That was certainly one way to make sure the passengers paid attention!

Alice stepped to one side, airplane seats appearing in the background filled with lots of bare chested cows. The woman proceeded to explain that electronic devices were prohibited, but the milking cups were allowed. Some of the ponygirls scattered throughout the seats looked a little jealous, though at least one of them was working her arms with free weights before a flight attendant asked her to stow them under her seat back.

This was followed by the usual information on safety lights and exits, along with where the flotation devices were stowed. Rebecca zoned out a little during this portion of the presentation, as there wasn’t anything unusual about it.

The video proceeded to show the oxygen masks dropping from the ceiling of the airplane, Alice demonstrating how to fit one over her face. These weren’t the standard yellow masks you would normally see on an airline, however. Made of black rubber, the half masks were bulkier, with straps you could use to secure them over the top of your head.

Moreover, she didn’t seem to be talking about putting them on if the aircraft experienced a depressurization event. It was almost as though the passengers would be wearing them the entire flight!

Sure enough, when the video ended, a sharp crack sounded from above them, a jumble of tubing and masks dropping in front of their faces. Surprised, Rebecca pulled back, hitting her head against the headrest.

Allison reached forward and took hold of the mask, pulling the egg shaped mouthpiece towards her face as if this was the most natural thing in the world. The rounded rubber lip pressed into her face, providing a solid seal against her soft skin.

“What are these for?” asked Rebecca, eying her mask as if it was a scorpion.

Kara looked at her in surprise. “It’s a continuous feed of oxygen and a calming gas. Helps to get you in the right mood for a smooth flight, filled with pleasure.”

She pressed the mask against her face and took a long, deep breath, her eyes crossing as she moaned. It took her a few tries to get the straps secured over her skull, her eyes glowing a faint fluorescent green.

The color instantly made Rebecca suspicious, her eyes flicking up to inspect the plastic tubing. A faint green tinge swirled downwards, a puff of green emanating from Kara’s mask as she exhaled.

Jasmine’s milk, aerosolized. It had to be. But why had the Blue Stars allowed it to be used when they must know that it had psychedelic properties?

“You should put it on,” said Allison, pressing the mask against her mouth and taking another deep breath. “It gives you a spacey feeling that helps to push all your worries away.” Her pupils widened as she took another draw.

“That’s exactly what I’m afraid of,” said Rebecca dryly. “I think I’ll pass.”

Allison shrugged. “Your funeral. Could you help me get this on? My arms are feeling a bit rubbery.” She gigged, the mask loose in her hands.

Rebecca frowned, not sure she wanted to be a party to this behavior, but she did like the girl, and hated to see her so helpless. Grumbling internally, she pulled the straps over the top of Allison’s head, carefully threading them around her horns.

Her wrist bumped against one of them, forcing Allison’s head back. The cow woman didn’t react to the hit, but Rebecca got the impression that they were securely attached to her skull. They must be implants. She couldn’t imagine that they had grown naturally.

Allison stretched, her elbow smacking against one of Rebecca’s breast cups, breaking the seal on the right side. Fortunately, the next pulse of the pumps seated it again, but some of her milk leaked out, trickling down her chest.

Ignoring the discomfort, she pulled the final strap into place as quickly as she could, annoyed at the interruption to her smooth milking. Now her cups didn’t fit quite right, and she was finding herself unable to get back into the groove.

Sighing, she used her towel to clean up the mess, trying to shift the cups with her hands. Nothing was working. It still didn’t feel right.

“Do you need some assistance?” asked a brisk voice, Alice’s buxom figure looming above her.

Rebecca glanced at her, wanting to say no, but that would just be silly. “Yes,” she replied, her voice grating. “My cups need an adjustment.”

Alice nodded, reaching over to tap a command into the display. The cups stopped their incessant pumping action as the program halted.

The woman then turned her attention to Rebecca’s harness, pulling the straps down the sides of her shoulders. This, in turn, relieved some of the pressure on her milking cups, allowing them to be pulled a tiny bit off her chest.

Alice deftly tucked her flesh back inside the cup with her gloved hands, ensuring that the base would get a good seal. Pushing the cups back into place, she adjusted the straps again, making sure everything sat comfortably.

Throughout this process, she was silent and efficient. If she sensed the animosity Rebecca felt towards her, she did a good job of ignoring it.

“Are you ready?” she asked courteously, waiting for Rebecca’s nod.

Her fingers worked quickly, navigating through the menus with ease. Rebecca groaned as her pumps started again, the delicious suction beginning to extract more of her milk.

Alice glanced at the dangling mask, taking it in her hands. “I highly recommend that you use this. It will make your flight far more comfortable,” she suggested.

Rebecca shook her head. “I want to keep my head clear. I won’t allow you to brainwash me again.”

The woman’s forehead creased, but she shrugged. “I won’t force you, but you might change your mind once you see how good your friends feel.”

Rebecca leaned back, giving her a hard stare. Alice pursed her lips, but gave up trying to convince her. “Is there anything else you would like? A pillow, perhaps?”

Rebecca shook her head.

“No? Very well, then. Enjoy the flight.” Alice turned to the next row, chatting with the group of happy cows seated there.

“You look tense. You should relax,” recommended Allison, her eyes half closed in bliss. She yawned. “I’m so sleepy!”

Kara was curled into the corner of her seat, her eyes completely closed, her chest pulsing as the cups worked on her. Did the gas have a somnolent effect?

“No thanks,” Rebecca said acerbically. “I prefer to stay alert.”

“Your loss,” mumbled Allison. “This feels great.”

The plane began to turn again, the seatbelt light popping on. Alice and the other flight attendants walked briskly down the aisles, ensuring that everyone was buckled in properly, in preparation for takeoff.

That couldn’t happen soon enough, as far as Rebecca was concerned. On one hand, she feared what she would find at their destination, but on the other, she needed to know. There were far too many loose ends that needed to be addressed.

The floor rattled as the airplane came to a halt. The calm before the storm.

She snuggled back in her seat, eyeing the swinging mask in front of her with trepidation. It was far enough away that it shouldn’t hit her in the face, but she would have been far more comfortable if it had been properly secured.

She was sure the others would give her a sly grin and suggest that the problem was easy enough to solve; all she had to do was strap it to her face! That wasn’t going to happen, though. She refused to let herself be seduced by the untold pleasures that breathing the gas could bring.

Her body pressed back into the chair as the engines roared. Through her seat, she could feel the aircraft’s wheels rumbling along the runway, the scenery flashing past them through the exterior windows.

She stared at the black mask as it swayed towards her, the symbol it represented making her shiver. Cow. Milking. Obedience.

The words echoed in her skull, forcing her to examine herself objectively. All told, not as much separated her from the other cows on this plane as she would like. She hated to admit it, but she loved being milked, and her portable milkers did a terrible job compared to the machine she was hooked up to now.

It was becoming increasingly difficult to stop herself from reaching out and pressing that mask to her face. She knew within a short few breaths she could give up worrying about what was waiting for her at the other end of the flight. All her concerns would fade into a cloud of bliss that she wouldn’t have to surface from until they reached their destination.

This must be what an addict felt like when drugs were in the house. Nothing was stopping her except for sheer force of will, and that could only stretch so far. She hoped the flight wouldn’t be a long one.

As the aircraft continued to climb, the roar of the engines began to moderate, the sensation of acceleration beginning to fade. The displays on the seat backs blossomed into a spiraling display of colors, a warmly feminine voice filling the cabin.

“Welcome to the start of your journey to a better place,” the woman’s voice said breezily. “The Center for Rehabilitation was built for people like you. To help you find your place in this world. A lifestyle for livestock. Or, perhaps, something more? The choice is yours.”

Rebecca almost choked. That was her sister’s voice! Why did it seem so… calming?

The colors on the screen pulsed in time with the rhythm of her words, swirling from one color to the next. If she allowed her eyes to relax, they tended to sink into one of the spirals, breaking through to another layer where a different pattern swept her along.

“Once you have completed our program, you will be cured of your addictions,” continued Jasmine. “Free to pursue life to the fullest. If that is what you want.”

Her voice chuckled, liquid crystals rattling inside Rebecca’s skull. “You can always spend more time with us,” she hissed.

A sudden languor settled over her limbs, her eyes fixed on the display. Grinning like an idiot, she strained to listen to the voice. She loved listening to what the woman was saying.

The woman chuckled, her voice settling over Rebecca like a warm blanket. “Tune out, space out. Let yourself fly free, in the friendly skies, while our staff takes care of you. There’s nothing to fear when you’re with us.”

Rebecca nodded, agreeing with her, her eyes squinting as she stared at the colors. The tension in her neck wouldn’t go away, though. Something was wrong with her, and she couldn’t quite figure it out.

A pair of gloved hands took hold of the black mask dangling in front of her, pulling it up against her face. She took a deep breath as the woman worked to attach the mask to her head, rubbery straps cinching tightly around her skull.

This improved her view of the display, making it easier to get lost in the colors. The cool gas rushing down her throat made a nice counterpoint to the warmth of the voice in her ears.

Smiling, she laid back in the seat and enjoyed herself as the tension began to drain. That was so much better!

She had been worrying about something, but that something was being removed by the pumps tugging at her nipples. It was flowing away with her milk, leaving her relaxed and happy.

Drifting off into a haze, her hands clutched at the arm rests. She loved being milked.


Chapter Twenty Five

She was coming here!

Jasmine carefully schooled her expression into a slight smile, nodding at a crowd of passing cows. Giggling, they paid little attention to her as they crowded through the door into the dairy.

She admired their glossy purple asses flexing in their latex cow suits. Another group of trainees, working their way towards becoming true cows.

There weren’t many of those, these days. Her ability to recruit had been severely restricted by a layer of bureaucracy that threatened to completely smother her operation. She spent more of her time managing the management than her personnel, these days.

Funding, equipment, goals. It was all a necessary part of keeping the business running as its CEO. She didn’t particularly enjoy the work, but it was a far sight better than what she had been dealing with before. There was much less danger that she would be directly attacked now that she was running under the aegis of the Blue Stars.

Plus, all her mundane duties would be worth it if she could reconcile with her sister. There was still a large question mark hanging over their relationship in her mind.

She doubted Rebecca would be pleased to find that the operation she had worked so hard to destroy had been recreated under her nose. Quite a lot depended on whether she could accept the idea that being a cow wasn’t a bad thing.

Indeed, there were quite a few days when Jasmine found herself indistinguishable from some of the cows out on the milking floor. Like them, she had to milk herself often to keep her Talent in check.

If she didn’t, not only did her milk make a mess, but everyone around her would suddenly start losing their inhibitions. This had proved awkward more than once back in school until she had figured out what was going on. Fortunately, nothing terrible had happened to her, but there had been several near misses.

That was why most of her outfits had built-in milking cups. Today, she was wearing a sheer latex dress, the bulbous orbs of the cups hidden under the thick material, disguised to make it look as though she was several cup sizes larger than she actually was.

The milk extracted from the cups ran through internal lines in her suit, safely dripping into collection containers attached to the belt at her hips. Today, she had opted for the more sexy version of the outfit, a cut out diamond exposing her belly button, the material stretching tightly over her privates.

It was purple, like the cow suits, but styled more intricately. There was nothing wrong with being a cow, but she did like to distinguish herself from the others. Pure vanity, perhaps, but at least it made her feel good.

Stepping past the utilitarian metal walls of the dairy, she made a left, feeling trepidation as she approached the conference room ahead. Hopefully, there wouldn’t be any new demands on her time before her sister arrived. She wanted her calendar clear so that she could fully focus on that problem.

Wrapping a gloved hand over the door handle, she took a step inside, holding it a little longer than was necessary as she scanned the empty interior of the room. Everything was set up as she had expected, nothing out of place.

She was perhaps being a little paranoid, but she hated relying on others for her own protection. A little bit of prudence went a long way.

She toggled the shutters and lights, putting her laptop on the table as she sat down. Setting her shoulders, she turned on the projector and made the call.

The video feed on the screen popped up with a washed out view of a darkened chamber. A spotlight lit the bald head of the man at the head of the table, leaving the others in shadows. Heroes could keep secrets, too.

The man folded his arms, golden cufflinks rubbing against the table. “We wish to speak to you about your sister,” he began in a rumbling voice. “There is some concern that her visit could potentially upend the balance we are striving to maintain. It is our consensus that, under no circumstances should she be pressured to support your efforts. If she cannot come to an understanding, she will be given an assignment that assures the two of you will not cross paths.”

Jasmine nodded heavily. “I accept this burden. That part is out of my hands.”

She leaned forward, shoulders hunched. “I will try to convince her otherwise. I’m hoping that she can come to terms with what we’re doing here, but to do that, I can’t keep secrets from her. Please, let me bring her in on this operation. I believe she can help us, if we tell her the truth.”

There came a long pause, then the bald man tilted his head a minute amount, his red tie shifting slightly within his pinstripe suit. “We have already discussed this as well, and that is acceptable. She may be briefed on the situation.”

Jasmine’s shoulders slumped, and she breathed a sigh of relief, giving them a genuine smile. “In that case, I expect I will be able to give you a positive report in a few days time!”

“We very much hope so,” said the bald man gravely. “Now, onto other considerations.”

He shifted his gaze to the empty area next to her at the conference table. “We know that you’ve been helping her,” he said briskly. “You may stop this charade and reveal yourself.”

The air next to her appeared to visibly flex as a man in a black trenchcoat appeared out of nowhere. Jasmine remained focused on the call, well aware of his presence.

They had been inseparable since being removed from the island, though he had operated more as a silent partner, doing whatever she couldn’t while she was busy with administrative matters.

There had been other benefits as well. Ones she couldn’t share in polite company.

“So? What of it?” asked Dark Cloak truculently. “If you want to arrest me, you’ll have to find me first.”

The bald man chuckled, folding his hands. “That is not our intent,” he rumbled, his forehead wrinkling. “We’re not here to castigate you. We’re here to commend you. We are well aware that the success of her operation would not be possible without your presence to grease the wheels.”

Dark Cloak crossed his arms, levelly returning the man’s gaze. “I rather thought a hero organization like yours would be more interested in jailing villains and punishing them. Why have you tolerated my presence?”

“Besides the fact that you possess a Talent that allows you to vanish into water vapor? You certainly didn’t hang around very long after you voluntarily gave yourself up back on the island.”

The bald man chuckled, his potbelly pressing against the table. “Setting aside the resources necessary to contain someone of your caliber, our reasons are far more philosophical in nature. All of us have the ability to be a hero or a villain inside us. The only question is which path you will choose.”

“At the present, you are for us, but that doesn’t mean you won’t be against us again in the future, at which point we’ll re-evaluate our relationship.”

“How very practical,” replied Dark Cloak, curling his lip. “What about all those ideals hero organizations tend to brag about? Where is your moral high ground?”

The other figures hidden in shadow laughed uproariously, though the bald man kept his expression grim. “Ideals mean nothing when you are all that prevents civilization from being extinguished. Practicality trumps utopia.”

He shifted his arms on the table, opening his hands wide. “Utopia is meaningless anyway. We should not fool ourselves into believing that it is something obtainable when everything we do is essentially flawed.”

Jasmine leaned forward. “We’re getting off track,” she said, watching the bald man carefully. “You must have known this for a while. Why are you calling him out now?”

“It’s quite simple,” said the rotund man, his thick cheeks dimpling as his beady eyes locked onto Dark Cloak. “We wish to make a deal with you. Sweeten the pot, as it were. Give you even more reason to continue supporting Mistress Moon. The board has voted to bring you on with full salary and benefits.”

“And if I refuse?” asked Dark Cloak, his back stiff.

“You shall not,” growled the bald man, blue sparks shooting through his eyes, revealing a hint of his power.

“You are aware that if I accept such an offer, I will be marking myself as an employee of a hero organization. Doing such a thing would preclude me from being able to move in villain circles in the future.”

The man nodded, the blue sparks fading out. “While your Talent is well suited for spying, we do not intend to issue any assignments that might test your loyalties. We are quite happy with where you are now.”

Dark Cloak whirled, pacing next to the table, his hands clasped behind his back. The tip of his cape flicked upwards, revealing the scarlet interior. “You are asking a lot,” he said, tight lipped.

The bald man nodded, reaching over to pick up a cigar. Cutting the end off with a cutter sitting next to his elbow, he lifted it to his lips, holding his left hand out in front of him in the shape of a gun.

A puff of flame burst from his index finger like a blowtorch, sizzling the end of the cigar. Holding it in place, he took a few experimental puffs as he courteously waited for Dark Cloak to finish.

Dark Cloak turned, clamping his hands against the edge of the table. “I won’t ask for guarantees, as I know you can give none. I am only considering this at all because of her,” he spat, lifting a hand to point at Jasmine.

Puffing happily, the bald man nodded. “We know,” he said with finality. “Very well. Take some time to consider it, but do be aware that we cannot tolerate an unaffiliated Talent within our midst for much longer.”

Pulling the cigar from his mouth, he clenched his flat teeth together, a plume of smoke shooting from between his fat lips. “The details of our offer will be sent to Mistress Moon. Please, don’t disappoint us.”

His gaze shifted back to Jasmine. “That is all. Carry on.”

The screen blanked, and Jasmine sighed. “He’s not a man to take lightly,” she warned Dark Cloak.

Dark Cloak laughed. “He’s not a man at all. He’s a freak of nature!”

“One you would do well not to cross,” said Jasmine seriously, studying her lover.

It was hard to get a read on what he was thinking, but that was pretty typical. “Are you going to take the offer, Jon?” she asked, feeling as nervous as a schoolchild.

Dark Cloak stopped his pacing, staring at her. “You’re everything I want in this world,” he declared with intensity. “I don’t give a damn about what the heroes or villains think of me. I just want to be with you.”

Jasmine melted into her seat, her fingers flexing against the keyboard. “You’re not just saying that to flatter me?” she asked, a little uncertain.

“Of course not!” he said impatiently. Rubbing his hands through his scruffy black hair, he sighed. “I admit, when I first met you, the goal was to gather intelligence on you.”

She raised her eyebrows. She hadn’t known that.

“As time went on and I grew to know you better, I got out of that business.”

She gave him the look, and he sighed again.

“Yes, I did have an ulterior motive when coming here, beyond watching over you. I thought, ever so briefly, that some organizations might pay well to know what the heroes are up to.” He raised his hands. “I’ve changed my mind since then. These heroes aren’t messing around!”

“You would do well to remember that,” said Jasmine primly.

She eyed her paramour, trying to decide whether he should be punished for keeping this from her. “I’m still not sure whether to forgive you for being so sneaky, but if you satisfy my needs, I might consider it.”

Leaning back in the office chair, she pressed her gloved hands over her chest, sliding them around the milking cups as she stared at him with desire. “Now, let’s talk about you accepting that contract,” she said sultrily, moving her hands down over her belly, around the diamond cut out in her suit.

“Forget about the damn contract!” grumbled Jon. “We can deal with that later.”

Taking a step forward, he seized her by the shoulders and pulled her to her feet, his eyes fiery. “Teasing has consequences,” he hissed.

A thrum tickled her collarbone. She gritted her teeth and matched his gaze. “I’m willing to face them.”

Dark Cloak’s hands dissolved from her shoulders, reappearing around her waist. She moaned as he began to stroke the latex over her pussy, gasping harder as a finger slipped inside.

At first, she thought that his finger had somehow phased through the material, but as he increased his strokes, she realized that a patch had been entirely removed. “I didn’t know you could do that!” Jasmine exclaimed in astonishment.

“It’s prudent for one to keep some secrets in reserve,” chuckled Jon, stopping his stroking to wrap his hands around her ass.

Lifting her up, he sat her hips on the edge of the conference table, spreading them wide. “I hope you don’t think that this is a bribe,” he continued. “Every choice I’ve made so far has brought me down this path, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I love you.”

Jasmine’s cheeks blushed as he fumbled with his trousers. “I love you, too,” she said softly. “It sounds like a cliche when I say it, but I really mean it.”

“I know you do,” growled Jon. “I will destroy anyone foolish enough to come between us.”

Jasmine’s nostrils flared as she took in the scent of his aftershave, burrowing her head in his chest. “It won’t come to that,” she whispered, shifting her hips closer to him.

She moaned as his pulsing length entered her, slipping into her welcoming pussy. As he began to thrust, she wrapped her arms around him, pressing her milking cups into his chest. Lifting his arms, he grabbed at the latex sealing them inside her suit, giving the cups a good squeeze.

Looking up at his intense gaze, Jasmine smiled brightly. “I would have taken off my harness if you had given me some extra time.”

Jon grunted, shifting his hips as he increased the speed of his thrusts. “I couldn’t wait. You’re too beautiful.”

“Flatterer! I should feed you some more of my milk and make you my docile servant.”

Jon kissed her forehead. “But I already serve you, milady,” he said, exaggerating his accent. “You don’t need to use your Talent to win me over. Besides, I prefer to drink it right from the source.”

Jasmine’s eyes flashed. “You do? There’s an easy solution for that, then. Use your Talent.”

Bracing himself against her, he swirled his fingertips over the milking cups. “I wouldn’t want to ruin your outfit,” he said quietly. “It would be a shame to wreck something so stunning.”

Jasmine hissed, knowing full well that she was about to put her libido ahead of common sense. “I don’t care!” she exclaimed, shuddering as her pussy clenched around his hard rod. “Damn the consequences, we can figure out the cleanup later! I have plenty of spares!”

“That’s a lot of things to push off into the future,” chuckled Jon, “but if you wish it, I would hardly deny you.”

He wrapped his fingers over the top of the milking cups, his eyes churning as they faded into miniature black holes, purple light leaking out around the edges. A strange sensation tickled her nipples, and suddenly, they were free, pushing into his fingers.

She shuddered with pleasure as he gripped them firmly, squeezing them possessively. Tilting one of them upwards, he brought it into his mouth, his tender lips pressing against her flesh. Grinning, he suckled lightly, flicking her sensitive tip with his tongue.

Her body was aflame, on the cusp of release, and he just kept teasing her! Intolerable!

This was a little too much for Jasmine. “Stop it!” she pleaded. “Finish me off!”

He didn’t stop. Very cheekily, he rubbed the tip of her other nipple with his thumb as he sucked on her other breast. Milk trickled from the tip, running down over her belly button.

Breathing hard, face flushed, she moaned continuously. “I’m making a mess!” she complained.

“You are a mess,” growled Jon. “A hot mess.”

He began thrusting into her with even more energy, her entire body shifting against the table. Tossing her head back, she screamed her ecstasy, throwing all caution to the wind. If any cows passing the conference room heard her, let them.

She knew when she was too close to stop, as her inner core clenched down hard around her lover’s length. Teeth rattling together, she gave into the pleasure, falling limp against Jon.

He held her against him, grunting primally as he pushed into her. The warmth of his ejaculation sprayed her interior, a trickle leaking from her snatch. This mixed with some of her milk, the fluid leaking onto the floor.

Mouth drawn, she looked at the mess they had made of the carpet. “Uh,” she began, a little embarrassed. “How are we going to explain that?”

Jon laughed uproariously. “That’s what you’re worried about?”

He pulled out of her, leaning over to press his fingertips against the carpet. Small sparkles swirled, the dark spot vanishing. “There, it never happened.”

Jasmine’s eyes widened. “I guess we don’t need a maid when you’re around!” she said, returning her loving gaze to him. “I just hope you don’t decide to make me disappear next!”

“Stop being foolish,” said Jon seriously, giving her a solid kiss on the cheek. “I would never do anything to hurt you.”

“Even if I told you that I stopped birth control several months ago?” she asked, searching his face.

“You what?” Expression blank, his hands shook around her shoulders. “Does that mean what I think it means?” he asked, his voice wavering.

Jasmine nodded, resting her hands over her belly.

A wide smile blossomed on Jon’s face as he collapsed into the chair. “I guess I have to accept that contract now, since I’m going to have a family to support.”

He paused, tilting his head as he raised a hand to his chin. “It looks like there’s another celebration that will need to be planned shortly.”

Jasmine’s breath caught in her throat. “What are you talking about?”

Dark Cloak shook his head, his body beginning to disintegrate in front of her eyes. “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise.”

The last thing that vanished was his grin, just like a cheshire cat. Damn that man.


Chapter Twenty Six

Suzy sighed as she walked down the set of aircraft stairs, taking in the scenery. There were grasslands as far as she could see, interrupted only by a few solitary trees. Rocky mountains with glacial caps were evident off in the distance, but otherwise, there was practically nothing.

It was a far cry from the tropical scenery of the island where they had previously been gathering, but somehow this location felt more secure. More accessible, more real.

Her companion took a deep breath. “Doesn’t it make you want to run free?” asked Hailey, clutching at her carryon. “It gets so stuffy on an aircraft!”

Suzy nodded, whickering. She was definitely up for a bit of stretching.

The cows were nice women, but they weren’t good company for ponygirls. They spent most of their time getting their minds emptied by the milking machines, not outside exercising. They couldn’t understand the draw their muscle bound brethren had for a good race course or a well equipped weight room.

As it was, they had to make do with free weights, following a customized program fed through their headphones from the in flight system. It wasn’t a great substitute.

She felt excited. That was all over now. They had some free time to do whatever they wanted before they were scheduled for group exercises.

“Let’s go check out our equipment!” Suzy declared. “I want to make sure everything is prepared before we go get dinner.”

Hailey chuckled, leaning in to bump against her shoulder. “I sense an ulterior motive. Are you looking for someone?”

Suzy shrugged. “You got me. Of course I want to run into Dan.”

Trotting forward on autopilot, she imagined the cleft of his chin and intense eyes, buttressed by his darkly dangerous affect. It was enough to make her swoon.

Hands gripped her shoulder tightly, slowing her down. “Girl, are you paying attention? You almost tripped over that post! Damn, you got it bad.”

Hailey was right. She did have it bad.

All of her dreams were filled with images of his chiseled body. She had been embarrassed to find herself wet more than once after waking up, necessitating a quick bathroom trip.

It had only gotten worse after the last time she had been to the facility. She needed to do something about her desires soon, or they were going to eat her up!

A wisp of fiery red hair blew into her vision, interrupting her lascivious thoughts. Hailey strode in front of her, giving her a concerned look. “I hate to pry, but you’re seriously distracted. Have you done it with him yet?”

Suzy nodded, a dumb smile lighting up her face. “The last time was after we met up after the first race, and uh, I rode him for quite some time.”

Hailey rolled her eyes. “I don’t need to know the details, but I’m glad to hear it. I can’t imagine what would happen if his affections went unrequited.”

She sighed, pulling Suzy aside as a group of lowing cow women passed nearby. They were off the main taxiway now, so they were safe from motorized traffic.

“I worry about you,” she said bluntly, the afternoon sunlight highlighting her narrow face. “It’s not healthy to be so obsessed with a person. It could be dangerous if they don’t feel the same way.”

“I know that,” replied Suzy, a little irritated. “He seemed pretty enthusiastic, though.”

“That’s true,” nodded Hailey, “there certainly does seem to be plenty of chemistry. Has he opened up yet, told you anything about his past?”

Suzy frowned. “No, we haven’t really had the time. Wouldn’t it be cruel to ask about his dead wife?”

“No, no, I wasn’t suggesting that.” Hailey paused, taking her by the arm as they walked past the airport terminal. “But that past is going to color everything about this new relationship. You should be circumspect, but you need to know.”

“Know what, exactly?” asked Suzy.

“You want to make sure that he’s not confusing you for her. She’s dead and gone, but he might still be longing for her. You can’t replace a dead person.”

Suzy shook her head. “I don’t think that’s what this is. So far, we’ve just been having sex.” She couldn’t stop herself from smiling again. “Wild, glorious sex.”

“I get it. I’m not trying to be a party pooper here, I just want to make sure that you’re both being honest with each other.”

Suzy’s smile faded. “Are you… jealous of us?” she asked seriously. “You’ve never been this interested in my personal life before.”

Hailey’s cheeks flamed as red as her hair, her feet shuffling as she recovered from a stumble. “Yeah,” she admitted softly. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with someone like that.”

“Huh,” said Suzy, processing this fact as they passed another block of buildings. “Aren’t there any stallions that have caught your eye? You’ve been a ponygirl a lot longer than I have.”

Hailey dipped her head, embarrassed. “I haven’t asked any. Rarely, they would bring one out to service us when we got a little too much in heat, but that was more of a transaction than a relationship.”

Suzy groaned and stopped, placing her hands on Hailey’s shoulders. “Look,” she said firmly, “as a favor to you, I’ll ask him if there are any stallions that have their eye on you, but this investigation into my relationship with Dan has got to stop. Prying into our private lives can’t be healthy for you, either.”

“Okay,” her friend replied softly. “I got it. I’ll swallow my pride. I certainly am no bastion of relationship advice.” Face drawn, she made a high pitched laugh.

“Fuck, I’m sorry, Hailey,” sighed Suzy. “I can see I’ve touched a sore spot. Let’s just shut up about this topic for now.”

Looking up, she realized that they had arrived at their destination. Like most of the buildings in the complex, this one certainly wasn’t going to win an award for architectural design. A steel and glass monstrosity, it was definitely imposing.

At this moment, Suzy didn’t really care what it looked like. She just wanted to get off the street and out of this uncomfortable conversation.

Skipping up the steps, she pushed open the door, holding it for her friend to pass. “Why are we both so depressed?” she asked Hailey. “We should be excited! We’re finally back where we can live as ponygirls full time!”

Hailey visibly swallowed, wiping her hands on her shirt as she took a step inside. “You’re right. I don’t know what came over me. Let’s go get dressed and forget about everything for a while.”

They passed through a series of cheerfully decorated spaces, spotting a few groups of ponygirls exercising in small break out rooms. Wearing headphones, they were pumping weights and smiling as they watched dancing ponygirls on large displays.

Suzy noticed that her eyes were beginning to be drawn to the display, quickly readjusting her attention to the hall ahead. It would be rather embarrassing if she were to lose all sense of self before she could change!

It was hard to stay focused, as she was hoping for a glimpse of the stallions. She had seen none of them since entering the building, but that wasn’t too unusual. There were far fewer of them than there were ponygirls, and they tended to keep to themselves.

She wasn’t certain what they did with their time, but she wouldn’t be at all surprised to find them drinking beer and playing video games. She only hoped they weren’t making crude jokes about her or the other ponygirls… but now her mind was wandering down a bad path again.

She groaned - she must really want to stay angry!

She prodded at her emotions, trying to figure out why. It wasn’t Hailey’s jealousy, per se. That was only natural when the population of stallions was so small. Most ponygirls were fine with finding boyfriends in the outside world, though many of those relationships failed because they couldn’t come to terms with the fact that their girlfriends wanted to spend a good portion of their time training.

After some more introspection, she decided that it was because she was offended - on the behalf of Dan! Deep down, she truly felt that her friend’s allegations towards the stallion were unfair. The man was simply ready to open up with another. This had nothing to do with his dead wife!

Of course, she had no way of knowing this for certain, as she hadn’t really asked him. That made her emotions entirely irrational, but she couldn’t stop herself from feeling them.

That didn’t mean they should control her actions, though. Putting on a fake smile, she matched her steps with Hailey, examining her shoes. A line of pink ran around the side, right above the sole, a small horseshoe charm securing the laces to the lip.

“Nice kicks!” she said brightly. “Where’d you get them? They’re cute!”

“Oh, these?” asked Hailey, bringing herself out of the fugue state she had slumped into. “I found them searching online. They weren’t cheap, but there’s a lot of options out there if you do some searching. If you like, I could show you.”

“I would like that,” grinned Suzy, “though you know me. I’ll be pretty focused on training while I’m here.”

Hailey sighed. “And any time you’re not, you’ll be fucking Dan.”

She stopped herself, a quick succession of expressions running over her face, finally settling on one of pure pain. “That was ugly and uncalled for. I’m sorry. I… think I need to be alone for a while to get myself sorted out. I’ll see you in the tack room later.”

Squeezing her eyes shut to prevent tears from spilling out, she increased her speed, not stopping even after Suzy called her name.

Perhaps it was for the best. She fingered the strap of her carryon, sighing. Maybe her friend needed to see a therapist. She might suggest that the next time she saw her.

This definitely wasn’t good. They would need to work this out, or it would endanger their ability to work as a team.

Feeling gloomy, she continued on to the tack room, trying to figure out a way she could resolve the situation, but she kept coming up blank. It was far beyond her experience or abilities.

It wasn’t like she knew much about relationships in the first place! Dan was her one and only. That’s why their affair was so intense!

Grumbling to herself, she pressed through the door, taking in the welcome smell of sweat and leather. After spending so much time training, she associated the two with hard work and satisfaction.

Unexpectedly, the room was empty. She had been one of the most eager ponygirls on the flight, but Hailey and her hadn’t exactly moved quickly after they had exited the plane. Maybe the first rush had come and gone already?

As she examined the room more closely, her suspicions were confirmed. Several of the harnesses and hoods were missing from the shelves. If she didn’t get a move on, she’d be late!

She wouldn’t really be punished for it, though, since they had just gotten off the plane. She knew they wouldn’t bother being strict until tomorrow, though she hated being called sloppy.

Determined, she approached the wooden shelving, looking for her name. Naturally, she spotted Hailey’s right away, but she had to spend a precious minute or two to find hers all the way at the end.

A neat package of orange latex was bundled up along with a leather harness, the pony hood sitting on top. She was familiar with this outfit from the island, and she groaned a little when she saw the hood.

There were definite pluses and minuses to wearing it. It did help her to get more into the mindset of being a horse, but it was also incredibly restrictive and stuffy. She would definitely save that for last.

Taking the gear, she turned and set it on one of the benches. Randomly choosing an open locker, she stuffed her carryon and jacket inside, commencing to strip off the rest of her clothing.

Soon, she was nude, unconcerned with the fact that someone else might see her in a state of undress. They were all animals here, and the Center made sure to satisfy everyone’s prurient interests. There was very little chance of harassment, and of the few cases she had heard about, the Center had dealt with them swiftly.

To her knowledge, their reeducation program had never failed to resolve the problem, though sometimes it wasn’t just the perpetrator that needed to go through the process. She shuddered just thinking about it.

Fortunately, nothing like that had ever happened to her, and she imagined the danger was similar in regular society anyway.

She picked up the latex suit while she ruminated, working on getting her feet through the leg holes. This process was quite familiar by this point, and she used very little conscious thought to get the sticky material smoothed against her legs.

This particular outfit had all the usual considerations made for long wear time, including stirrups for the feet and a crotch zipper for access. Still, sweat could still be a problem, but at least they weren’t expected to sleep in the outfits.

The breast cups were nicely cut, but they weren’t large. They didn’t have to account for the sheer bulk that the cows possessed. Also unlike the cow suits, there were no zippers, either, as access wasn’t needed while they were dressed.

Instead, she had a series of harness straps to untangle and put on. This was always the most difficult part, even though she knew how it should all look when she was done.

To start with, she laid the most obvious leather straps over her chest, using her bust to keep them in place as she ran two of them up and around her neck. The others flipped around her sides, with the intent that they would be secured at her back.

This presented her with a bit of a problem, as she needed some assistance to complete this process. Usually, there was an attendant, or another ponygirl nearby that could lend her a hand.

However, the room had been empty when she had arrived, and she didn’t know when or if Hailey would be back.

Hissing, she held onto the straps, annoyed that all her work would have to be done again, when a low, rumbling chuckle sounded from behind her. “You look like you could use some help,” the man said, rough hands wrapping over her latex clad shoulders.

Her heart leaped in her chest. “Dan, when are you going to stop surprising me when I’m alone?” she asked, curling her neck to get a look at him.

A black, hooded head loomed over her, the polished latex dotted with flashes of white from the overhead lighting. His wide nostrils flared as he took in a deep breath, the detailed veins on the mask’s nose flexing as he leaned in.

“Until it isn’t a surprise any longer,” he riposted, his masculine voice caressing her ears like velvet.

His hands moved steadily, pulling the straps taut across her back. Linking them together, he ensured that they were properly in place, wrapping one of his warm hands around her side.

Pulling her in close, he pressed his body against hers, the frisson of the contact running up her back. Strong, steady, reliable. All of these feelings pressed against her. Above all, she simply felt safe.

A moan of satisfaction burst from her lips as she leaned against him, his hooded nose curling over her shoulder. She didn’t need to say anything. He knew exactly how she felt.

Unfortunately, this moment couldn’t last forever, and she had problems that needed solving. She huffed, wrinkling her nose. This topic was going to be difficult.

“Hailey seems to think that you’re taking advantage of me,” she began, rubbing her index finger against her thumb. “She believes that our affair has been a little too intense, almost as though you’re trying to make up for lost time.”

She purposefully left out any mention of his past wife, loathe to bring up the topic. It was impossible to completely avoid, but she could sense his pain every time he talked about her. The poor woman was best left to the past, if at all possible.

Dan’s hand tightened around her waist. “I think she should keep to herself, and stop trying to interfere with our relationship,” he said tightly.

Suzy nodded. “I feel the same, but it’s not so simple. Jealousy is a difficult emotion to exorcize. The only real solution I can see is to find her a boyfriend so that she has something more useful to occupy her time.”

She turned, placing her hands on Dan’s sculpted chest. His muscles bulged underneath the black latex covering his skin, the thin coating emphasizing every ridge. A single, solid gold ring sat over his breastbone, tying together four leather straps that wrapped around his belly.

Her fingers curled around the straps, holding on tight as if he were a solid tree in a windstorm. “Do you know of anyone who might be interested in her? I know it’s a long shot, but I hate to see her like this.”

Dan’s chest tightened as he leaned back. “There’s certainly a possibility. A couple more young stallions are in the stables now, and they’ve been nosing around. Maybe one of them might catch her eye?”

Suzy sighed. “It’s not much, but I guess it’ll have to do. It’s not healthy for her to obsess this much. We’re partners, and we need to be able to work together without this getting between us.”

“Mmmhmm,” murmured Dan. “It’s not healthy for you to obsess this much, either. Let’s stop worrying about her. What about us?”

“What about us?” asked Suzy coyly, running her hands over his chest. “I haven’t seen you for a month, and you’re not ripping my clothes off. I’m starting to wonder if there’s something wrong with you.”

Dan chuckled, the latex around his neck flexing as his hot breath flowed over her forehead. “I don’t see any need to remove any of what we’ve just added. You look ravishing in latex.”

Suzy’s face blushed. “Thanks,” she replied, feeling secretly delighted.

His hands slid up her sides, reaching under her shoulders. “We just need a little change of scenery,” he said thickly, lifting her off the floor. “I’ve set up a little spot where we can… get to know each other better.”

“Oh?” asked Suzy, her heart thrilling. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

“I’ve made a few arrangements,” Dan admitted, leaning her against his shoulder. “It took some convincing, but I’ve made certain that we won’t be bothered.”

Suzy stared at him with suspicion. “What else have you been up to?”

“I applied and received permission,” Dan said mysteriously.

“Permission for what, exactly?” asked Suzy, getting a little excited.

“Oh, you’ll see,” chuckled Dan. “Just wait and I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

Moving smoothly on his hoof boots, he carried her over to the back of the room. Gathering one arm under her legs, he set her down gently in a swinging chair.

Curious, Suzy looked up, noting the suspension points attached to the ceiling. Strips of purple latex fanned out from the top, becoming wide sheets that gently cupped her back and ass.

Her legs were suspended over the wooden floor, her bare feet skimming the surface. In this position, her hips were tilted a little upwards. If she spread her legs, Dan would have easy access to her privates. She frowned, getting an inkling as to what this was about.

Looking around, she noted similar chairs on either side of her. The entire back corner of the room had been outfitted with sex swings, the alcove glowing with multicolored mood lights.

“Did you happen to ask for… breeding rights?” she asked, a little thrill jumping in her belly as a light blue spotlight played over her body.

Dan rested a hand on one of the swing’s attachment points, giving it a little push. “Indeed,” he said slowly, the straps of his harness flexing against his solid chest. “It, of course, depends entirely on whether you are willing, of course.”

Suzy sat forward, hands on her knees. “Of course I’m willing,” she replied, a wide grin lighting up her face. “I thought we’d need to wait longer, though.”

She shot him a sudden glare. “Though there’s something else that really should be done first, before we conceive,” she said acerbically.

Dan seemed unperturbed. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he said, his voice distorted under the mask.

Suzy made a low noise of annoyance, but said nothing further. He’d definitely be hearing about that later. For now, she was getting increasingly hot and bothered, and she wanted him to do something about it.

Reaching down to her crotch, she unzipped her privates, pulling the latex aside to reveal her swollen snatch. She was wet already, her clit peeking out from behind its hood.

She pressed a finger inside, hissing as heat blossomed through her interior. “Hurry up before I change my mind,” she grumbled, shifting her legs aside to give Dan access.

Dan grunted, undoing the straps leading downwards from his belt so that he could flip open his codpiece. Underneath, his large, swollen mass flipped forward, the tip gleaming in the light.

Staring at it, she moaned and rolled her hips, grabbing onto the swing so that she could present herself fully. “Don’t tease me,” she said hungrily. “I’ve been waiting far too long for this.”

Closing the gap between them, Dan set his gloved hands on her shoulders. “Are you ready for this?” he said darkly. “I won’t hold back.”

“You better not!” returned Suzy. “I want everything you’ve got.”

“Very well,” said Dan, moving his hands over to her neck and squeezing lightly. “Prepare yourself. I’m going to fill you up.”

He pulled her towards his erection, ramming his swollen head inside her. She moaned as his girth began to fill her, tilting her head back in satisfaction.

This was what she had been waiting for. Nobody else could plug her up the way he could.

The chair pulled back and his dick pulled out of her, leaving her a little empty. Dan didn’t leave her like that for long, however, swinging her back against him, his penis cramming a little farther inside.

This continued with each rocking motion, until he was fully reaming her core, her interior flexing as she took his enormous length. Closing her eyes, she cried out, unable to contain herself. This truly was heaven.

“Suzy?” came a familiar female voice from the far side of the room. “What are you doing?” There came a little gasp. “Omigosh, I’m so sorry!”

Eyes popping open, she spotted Hailey, her mouth open wide as she clutched her bag. Whatever Dan had done to reserve the room must not have reached her friend.

Shit, this was awkward. She couldn’t imagine anything more embarrassing than walking in on a friend being intimate. She wracked her brain, trying to find a way to smooth things over.

That was extremely difficult to do, as Dan hadn’t stopped his fucking, the fire in her loins burning its way from her womb up to her nipples. At this rate, it wouldn’t be long before she exploded, and she wasn’t really in a good state to have a serious conversation.

“I’m sorry,” Suzy gasped, letting out a little squeak of satisfaction. “I wasn’t expecting this, but he had everything set up. I couldn’t possibly refuse!”

“I can see that,” said Hailey blandly, backing away. “Why don’t I leave you two lovebirds alone?”

“You could do that,” rumbled a different masculine voice. “Or, we could join them.”

Who was that? Squinting, she looked around, surprised to find that another stallion had entered the tack room. How many more people were going to show up to interrupt her fun? She squirmed with embarrassment.

A lanky man dressed in black latex and a horse harness had stepped up next to Hailey, a shock of red hair accentuating his broad face. His shoulders flexed as he studied her friend, his eyes lingering on her chest perhaps a little too long.

“Ah, this was one of the new stallions I was telling you about,” rumbled Dan, his horse mask twisting as he looked at the newcomer. “Bret, come over and introduce yourself!”

Suzy almost went cross eyed as the man ambled over, his hoof boots clacking against the wooden floor. “Nice to… meet you,” she gasped, her face moving from a grimace to a smile and back again.

She began to jerk uncontrollably as an orgasm flashed through her body, her lips thinning as she held back a cry of ecstasy. Her eyes refused to focus on the stallion, her mind being continuously drawn back to the throbbing flesh being rammed into her pussy.

“She’s a fine piece of horseflesh!” declared the new stallion. “I can see why you’d want to lock her down!”

Dan grunted, his hands clenching tighter around Suzy’s neck. “Too tight!” she wheezed, her body vibrating as the pleasure took over. “Fuck, yes.”

“Please do not insult my future wife,” Dan said in a low growl, one his feet lifting and smashing against the floor.

The stallion blanched, taking a step back. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it that way,” he apologized, sweat beading on his brow.

Suzy ignored his consternation, focusing on the words that mattered more. “Wife?” she squeaked, her body shaking as she clenched down on his penis.

Dan made a curious noise, his dick jerking as he ejaculated within her. Thrusting deep, he held himself inside as his throbbing rod finished its business. “I didn’t mean to let that slip,” he hissed, his hands shaking.

He raised an arm, pointing at Bret. “Go get the box from locker thirty five.”

Bret straightened up. “Absolutely!”

He glanced at Hailey as he moved towards the lockers. “Don’t go anywhere,” he said softly. “I still want to talk to you.”

“Yes, it’s best if you stay,” affirmed Dan more strongly. “Suzy would want you to be here for this.”

She would? There was an awful lot going on around her, and she wasn’t sure she understood any of it.

What she did know was that her privates were completely exposed, a trickle of Dan’s cum leaking from her well reamed hole. Her tunnel had been stretched from the recent fucking, and was only slowly returning to normal. Hailey could see everything.

Her face flushed red as she stared at her lover’s horse mask. “Do you have a towel?” she asked in a soft voice.

Dan moved in front of her, hiding her from view. “Bret?” he asked sharply.

“I’ll go get one,” sighed Hailey, setting her bag down on the bench. “Though we’ve seen each other nude plenty of times.”

“He hasn’t,” said Suzy, looking anxiously to see whether the other stallion was watching her.

“That’s true, but I don’t know anyone foolish enough to mess with Big D’s intended mate,” said Bret, averting his eyes as he returned with the box. “You weren’t around to see how he ended the last fight. It wasn’t pretty.”

“The big… D?” choked Suzy. “They really call you that?”

Dan’s shoulders slumped. Reaching up, he worked to unlace his hood, his breathing coming heavily through the built in nostrils.

His fingers were sure, and it didn’t take long for him to loosen the laces and pull the hood over his head, revealing his muddy brown hair. His face was a ruddy red, eyes crinkling at the corners. He was embarrassed!

“They do,” he admitted softly. “On account of… well, you just experienced it.”

Suzy began to laugh, the absurdity of the situation getting to her. “Your nickname is… big dick? You’re kidding me!”

He shook his head, taking a white towel being proffered by Hailey as he gave her his hood. “There’s no kidding going on here.”

Spreading it out, he lowered the towel over her privates, hiding the mess he had made of her. Bret handed Dan the box, taking in Suzy’s latex covered top.

“I meant what I said earlier,” said Bret, a faint twang coloring his diction. “She sure is a beaut! You had best not let her get away!”

“I don’t intend to,” growled Dan, shooting him a glare. “Now, shut up. This is a special occasion.”

His expression melted as he turned back to Suzy, groaning as he lowered himself onto one knee, the ornate box close to her face. Placing his hands on the top and bottom of the box, he opened it slowly.

“Suzy,” he said carefully. “Would you consent to being my one and only mare? Forever and always?”

Suzy held her breath, gasping as the sparkling light of a sapphire met her eyes. The multifaceted oval gem was surrounded by five intricate silver flowers, mounted in a star shape.

“Where did you get this?” she asked, breathless. “It’s gorgeous!”

He stared at her, lips clamped together as his eyes watered. “Oh yes, of course, I’m being silly,” she chuckled. She held out her hand. “I would be delighted.”

His large face broke into a wide grin as he slid the ring onto her dainty finger. “Then, betrothed, submit yourself to me and become my broodmare.”

“That sounds oddly formal,” Suzy laughed, “but we’ve already done it once, so haven’t I already fulfilled that criteria?”

“That doesn’t mean I don’t want to do it again,” growled Dan, snapping the box shut.

“Not in front of the others,” hissed Suzy, peering up at Hailey, who was giving Bret an admiring glance.

“Why not?” Hailey asked suddenly. “The sex swings have been set up next to each other, and we’re all animals here. Why can’t we have a little fun?”

Bret’s eyes scanned over Hailey’s body as if he was undressing her. “Is that a proposition?”

“You’re damn right it is!” she declared, eyes flashing. “If I have to hear about Suzy getting fucked one more time, I’ll go mad. Do you have any idea how horny I’ve been getting through all this?”

Suzy shook her head. She truly hadn’t realized how torturous it must have been for her friend. She struggled for a moment, trying to figure out whether she could tolerate being fucked next to Hailey.

She had never really considered herself a prude, but at this moment, she desperately wanted privacy. If she demanded that, though, she might hurt her friend further, which she didn’t want.

Groaning, she took hold of the towel, pulling it off her privates and handing it to Dan. She blushed as Bret got a peek, but he quickly averted his eyes.

Getting publicly fucked hadn’t been a part of the plan when she had arrived, but now that she was committing to it, she found herself getting increasingly excited.

“I hope you’re ready for another round,” she grinned at Dan.

Dan rolled his shoulders and cracked his neck. “Do you think I would disappoint my betrothed?” he asked rhetorically, looming over her.

“No,” she said, her eyes flicking towards Hailey, who had flicked off her heels and was urgently stripping off her pants.

Running a thumb under her panties, Hailey pulled them off, too, letting her clothing fall to the ground in a rumpled mass. Turning, she made a little hop as she placed her ass in the swing, looking up at Bret expectantly.

Her prospective lover had been busy, too, unbuckling his belt to allow his erection room to breathe. Suzy wasn’t interested in his dick, however.

Suzy looked back at Dan, taking in his swollen, veiny length, which was slowly engorging again. “Don’t you have to wait a while before you’re ready to go a second time, though?”

Dan grunted. “Yes, that’s normally true, but I still have plenty more in me. When I was turned into a stallion, I was given far more stamina than any random Joe off the street.”

His bulky body moved in to cover her. “Let me prove it,” he declared, slowly pressing his dick back into her willing pussy.

Suzy wiggled in the swing, pressing her head back against the springy material. “Fill me up,” she hissed. “Pump me full of your babies.”

A satisfied chuckle rumbled from within her lover’s chest. From her position in the sex swing, she had a perfect view, the glossy latex flexing as he began to thrust harder.

A cry of pleasure rang out from the seat next to her. Bret must have begun his assault as well, the wet slapping of balls against their pussies filling the air.

For the next few moments, all she could hear was grunts and moans, her mouth opening involuntarily to contribute. Sliding back into the rhythm of fucking, her face slackened, a big dumb grin taking over.

“Give it to me!” she whispered. “I’m your mare slut.”

Dan’s large hand smacked against her side, making a sharp crack. The momentary pain mixed with her pleasure, sending her to new heights.

“Mine,” groaned Dan, his eyes piercing her soul. “Mine.”

Lost in the primal motions, she forgot about her friend. Forgot about everything. All that mattered was her mate, and his throbbing dick.

Leaning back in her seat, she howled, her leather straps creaking as he increased his speed. Her voice mixed with Hailey’s, intertwining together in the conjoined music of pure sex.

They cried out together, rocking in their swings as their stallions made them their own. Suzy couldn’t imagine anything better.


Chapter Twenty Seven

Rebecca felt pleasant, though her mind was hazy. She was walking down a sunlit corridor, enjoying the view of the ocean lapping at the shore outside.

A warm languor suffused her body as she leaned against the railing, sighing with pleasure as she soaked up the afternoon rays.

She could stay here forever, but there was something stuck in the back of her mind that she needed to remember. Something about the reason why she was here in the first place.

She prized at the memory as if it was a loose tooth, trying to free it so that she could address it and get back to being relaxed.

She imagined wrapping the tips of her fingers over the edge, pulling with all her strength. It refused to budge. Why was it stuck?

The more she worked at it, the less she was enjoying herself. Her surroundings took on a fake veneer, as if they were movie props. She wasn’t really on a warm, sunlit vacation. Something was wrong.

She suddenly became dizzy, her chest smashing against the railing. She clung on for dear life as the world spun around her, the sky above streaking into the ocean below.

The entire miasma combined in a way that made her chest heave, then suddenly vanished. Her body was in motion, warmed by the sun, but those were the only similarities.

The air around her was cold, and she was walking on a sidewalk, her hand held by a woman dressed in a skintight scarlet body suit. Wobbling, she squeezed the hand, surprised to find twin cool, blue eyes staring back at her. “Are you okay?” asked Bright Girl. “You seemed pretty out of it.”

Rebecca sighed. “I was,” she said muzzily, working on regaining her balance.

The world finally stopped spinning, the cool breeze whipping around her shoulders snapping her back to the present. “I’ve been brainwashed again, haven’t I?” she said wryly, more confused than anything. “Why have you allowed this? You know that my sister is the only one who can control me.”

Bright Girl nodded. “That’s exactly right. You’re our canary in the coal mine, as it were.”

“I’m a.. what?”

“The board has decided that you’re going to be our barometer to determine how far Jasmine is willing to go. We’ll be watching you closely to make sure she’s adhering to our agreement.”

Rebecca’s mouth gaped, speechless. “I’m being treated like… a liability?”

Bright Girl’s eyes narrowed. “Please don’t complain about this decision to me, I’m not the one who made it. There are a lot of good reasons to keep ‘Mistress Moon’ on our leash, and we need you to keep her in check. She’s doing a lot of good for us and the world, and we’d hate to lose her.”

“What could she possibly be doing that you’d allow her to mentally dominate me and… an entire town full of impressionable women?” Rebecca spluttered. “This is entirely immoral, from top to bottom!”

Bright Girl shook her head. “There is a certain percentage of ‘livestock’ from the island that need to be taken care of in perpetuity, and this facility ensures that they are treated with the highest standards. Even so, that’s only a cover for the real operation.”

Rebecca stiffened, a tingle running down her spine. “Just what is going on here, then?”

“Nothing less than the survival of humanity,” Bright Girl said sadly.

She trotted over to a vending machine nestled next to a set of stairs. “Do you want something? It’s on me.”

Rebecca frowned. “You can’t just tell me that there’s a civilization level threat hanging over our heads and leave me dangling. What on earth are you talking about?”

Bright Girl punched a few buttons on the vending machine and the display blinked, two plastic bottles falling to the bottom with a thunk. Crouching, Bright Girl retrieved them, offering one to Rebecca.

She took it, glancing at the label. Chocolate milk, cold. Not exactly the sort of drink she wanted in the current breezy climate.

Bright Girl didn’t seem to care, though, popping off the top and taking a swig. She closed her eyes, savoring the taste, a hint of brown cream gracing her lips.

Shrugging, Rebecca screwed off the top of her own bottle. She was a little thirsty, so why not?

Placing the mouth of the bottle between her lips, she threw her head back and took a long draw. Wow, that tasted amazing! Creamy, chocolatey perfection.

There was a familiar hint in the undertones of the drink, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. As she took a second swallow, a cold sweat beaded her brow as she felt a strange tension in her breasts. Shaking, she looked at the label a second time.

The logo on the front contained the image of a woman with a seriously large bosom, leaning over in a suggestive pose. Caldwell’s Creamery, said the label in stylized red letters.

She knew what this was. Shifting her gaze back to Bright Girl, she gasped as she spotted the tell tale hint of fluorescent green glowing in her eyes. “They got to you, too,” she said sadly.

Bright Girl sighed. “I didn’t give them much of a choice. I was threatening to destroy their entire operation.” She took another drink, her face settling into a dumb smile.

A generalized lassitude settled over Rebecca’s limbs, her mouth mimicking Bright Girl’s smile. It was too late now - she might as well enjoy herself. Taking another drink, she paid special attention to the satisfying feeling the sweet drink created as it settled in her belly.

Feeling bubbly, she giggled. “What made you change your mind? Other than the drink, that is?”

Bright Girl paused, doing her best to force her face into a serious mien. “Are you aware that your sister has been… manipulating powerful people for quite some time?”

Rebecca licked her lips. “I got the sense that was what was going on. Wasn’t she entertaining them in some way? Enabling them to indulge in their… stranger sexual fetishes?”

“That’s only half the story,” said Bright Girl, having a hard time keeping herself from giggling. 
“Your sister has secretly been controlling heads of state with her milk since she came into her prime, preventing them from getting into foolish wars by dealing with their impulsive urges.”

“Have you ever wondered why there’s been comparatively few conflicts in the last ten years?

Rebecca shook her head, taking another sip of her rich chocolate milk. “I guess I hadn’t really thought too much about it.”

“Well, you don’t want to know just how close the world was to nuclear war before she showed up on the scene. Suddenly, peace deals started being brokered all over the place, and nobody could figure out why.” She began to walk down the sidewalk. “Come on, follow me, I’ll fill you in on the way.”

Rebecca trotted over to her, walking at her side. “It was ‘Mistress Moon,’ wasn’t it? She’s been playing them like puppets.”

“That’s right. Through her influence, she’s kept a lid on things. Her control isn’t perfect, but there are more than a few incidents that have been resolved discreetly by her. She’s saved millions of lives, and from all accounts, is a goddamn hero.” Bright Girl spat the words. “That’s why it’s so hard for me to accept her questionable methods. The ends shouldn’t justify the means, yet here we are.”

Rebecca swallowed hard, suppressing a latent instinct to start skipping. “There’s one more thing I don’t understand,” she complained. “Why are the Blue Stars letting her get away with this?”

Bright Girl tilted her bottle up, finishing it off and tossing it in a nearby garbage can. “It’s very simple. She’s been working with them all along.”

This revelation should have hit her harder, but she found herself rather unsurprised. “She’s… been a hero the entire time?”

Bright Girl laughed, her feet lifting off the ground a little as she lost control of herself. “I wouldn’t say that, no.”

She stumbled as she made a turn to the left, settling her feet down on a marble staircase. “Was there ever a time in your life when you discovered that everything you believed in was wrong?”

Rebecca climbed the stairs next to her, reaching her hands out to steady the woman as the superhero swayed on her feet. “No, I can’t say that I have.”

Bright Girl brought her hands up to her face, rubbing her eyes. “It happened to me,” she said in a low voice. “Growing up, I saw the Blue Stars as a bastion of truth, justice, and honor. It hit me hard when that illusion crumbled for me.”

She set her shoulders. “Well, it doesn’t matter. Every organization has some level of corruption, but I truly believe that the Blue Stars is a force for good. They’re just not… as pure as I would have liked.”

She gave Rebecca a strained smile. “I’m still coming to terms with that, and probably will be for a long time. That’s why I don’t mind drinking her milk. It helps to strip away my violent impulses.”

She continued to climb the stairs, the two of them entering through a set of double doors into a wide library with a high, vaulted ceiling. “I didn’t know it could do that,” remarked Rebecca, who was starting to feel like she didn’t know very much about anything at all.

“It’s pretty versatile, but I’ll let your sister explain,” said Bright Girl, exchanging a glare with the librarian at the counter.

She touched Rebecca’s shoulder gently, whispering into her ear. “Over here.”

Bright Girl led her to a gleaming elevator, neatly trimmed with mahogany. Leaning over, she pressed the call button, which lit up with a gleaming white circle.

She said nothing as the two of them waited, giving Rebecca time to think up more questions. She wasn’t sure she liked them, but they needed to be asked.

The elevator doors opened with a clank, revealing a deep box with intricate rectangular panels. No expense had been spared, and the overall effect rather reminded Rebecca of a college setting.

As they stepped inside, Bright Girl turned and hit the penthouse button on the panel. The doors rumbled shut, the sound of hydraulics working somewhere below as they began to move smoothly upwards.

“How… high up in the organization would you say my sister is?” she asked. “She certainly is getting treated nicely.”

“For a good reason,” grumbled Bright Girl. “Imagine what would happen if she decided to go work for someone else!”

“For a criminal, she sure seems to be doing well for herself,” said Rebecca bitterly. “I could work for years and years and never get this kind of support from the Blue Stars.”

Bright Girl’s head tilted, cool blue eyes studying Rebecca. “I don’t think you understand quite how serious all of this is. If they were foolish enough to treat her like dirt, she might try to flee or go to the villains, at which point not only would we lose national stability, but she would shoot to the top of their hit list.”

“Surely not!” exclaimed Rebecca. “They’re heroes, they don’t… kill people.”

Bright Girl’s lips drew into a thin line. “If you don’t think they’d do it, think again. There’s a lot of things they don’t tell the rank and file. I’ve been doing research since they brought me under their control. They don’t seem to care now that I’m addicted to your sister’s milk.”

She sighed, leaning against the elevator wall. “Are you aware who runs the Blue Stars?”

“It’s the Board, isn’t it?” replied Rebecca, rubbing her fingers together nervously. “It’s made up of the top ten superheroes. They discuss various events and come to decisions democratically.”

“The Board is part of it,” agreed Bright Girl, “but it’s not a democracy. They always do what the ancient one says.”

“Stop being so mysterious,” grumbled Rebecca. “Who the heck is the ancient one?”

“I can’t help it,” blinked Bright Girl. “That’s where my research hit a wall. All I know is that he’s been around forever, and everybody does what he says. If I was a suspicious person, I’d begin to suspect that he was a supervillain.”

She twisted her lips. “Except, who has ever heard of a supervillain acting to keep the world from self-destructing? If there’s any ulterior motives behind his actions, I certainly couldn’t find them. And I doubt the other heroes would follow a villain, anyway.”

She tilted her hips, examining her nails. “I wouldn’t worry about any of that. It’s far above our pay grade. All I’m saying is that it would be a bad idea to cross someone of his caliber. Before you decide to do anything stupid, have a long sit and think through everything. Your life may well depend on it.”

Frustrated, Rebecca slammed a fist against her thigh. “What do you think I should do, then? Have a tea party with my sister and… become a freaking cow?”

Her teeth chattered as she became very aware of the fabric of her bra chafing against her chest. Drinking that milk had been a mistake. She needed to be milked, soon, or she was going to make a mess again.  Yet another mark against her sister.

“Only if you want to,” grinned Bright Girl. “Oh, come on, it’s not as bad as you might think. Just look at all the happy women wandering around campus!”

Rebecca gave her a suspicious look, her eyes roving down to peek at her chest. “You sound as though you’ve been in the pumps yourself, but your breasts aren’t that large. Have you?”

Bright Girl folded her arms, giving her a sharp stare. “So what if I have? It’s not a crime, is it?”

“You’re just as corrupt as the rest of them, then,” sighed Rebecca. “How can I possibly take any of your advice?”

“Very well, be that way,” chided Bright Girl, turning up her nose. “If you want to learn from the pain of personal experience, don’t let me stop you.”

Unable to think of a reply, Rebecca studied her while the elevator came to a stop. “My first impression was that you were a fiery heroine with a powerful moral compass who took no bullshit. It’s strange to see how far you have fallen.”

Bright Girl’s eyes lit up, sparking with thunderous energy. “If you are trying to insult me, you’ve succeeded,” she said icily. “You’ve done nothing so far to demonstrate that you possess the moral high ground in this matter.”

“Children!” interrupted a low, masculine voice.

A man dressed in a button up shirt and a cape appeared as if out of nowhere, his legs shimmering as he stepped towards them. “I see you bicker just as effectively as your sister,” he said, glancing at Rebecca.

A fiery anger roiled within Rebecca at his presumptuousness. “Criticism from a fop wearing a top hat? I’m absolutely devastated,” she said sarcastically.

The man blinked, bringing himself up short. “I’m wounded, truly, but your anger is misplaced. Save your rapier sharp wit for someone who deserves it.”

He made a little bow, lifting his top hat off his head. “For purposes of introduction, you may call me Dark Cloak.”

“Dark Cloak? Do you have a real name?” asked Rebecca, suddenly becoming very tired of the masks superheroes and villains liked to wear.

His expression closed down. “Yes,” he drawled, “but only one person has earned the privilege to know it.”

Somehow, she had already managed to touch on a sensitive topic. Great, just what she needed. She was certainly making a lot of friends today!

She made a concerted effort to control herself. “I’m sorry,” she said, doing her best to show contrition. “I just found out that everything I’ve believed in my whole life was a lie, and I’m not taking it well.”

Dark Cloak grunted. “I forgive you, but you should watch your step. Your sister means the world to me, and I won’t stand seeing her denigrated. She works hard, and she doesn’t deserve your scorn.”

“Very well,” said Rebecca tightly. “Please, take me to her. I want to hear what she has to say.”

Dark Cloak nodded, turning briskly on his leather booted heel to lead them down the hallway, his dark gray cape slashing in a half circle. Rebecca glanced at Bright Girl, but there would be no help for her there, as the other hero looked thoughtful.

She gave up trying to say anything, as she had already been foolish enough. Worse, her breasts were starting to get itchy, a tell tale sign that she needed to be milked. Jasmine should have a milking apparatus she could use, surely - there were plenty of cows on campus.

Dark Cloak led them down a carpeted hallway, past several oil paintings that commemorated various heroic events. There was an image of Action Man holding back a collapsing wall, Bright Girl facing down the tentacles of Octopus Prime, and an unusual one depicting an immense dragon flying above a cityscape below.

“Did that really happen?” asked Rebecca suddenly. “I know there’s a lot of missions in the Blue Stars that are dealt with without much fanfare, but paradoxically some events turn into legends. How far do they usually stretch the truth?”

Bright Girl sighed, stopping to look at the painting. “I was never that close to him during the final battle,” she explained, “but yeah, it was kind of like that.” She shuddered. “I prefer not to talk about it too much. Those slithering tentacles give me nightmares.”

She turned to Rebecca and twisted her lips. “I know there’s a complaint that those who work in the shadows rarely receive recognition, but believe me, the problems are still there if you’re on the front lines. It’s just different.”

“Huh, I guess I never understood that,” replied Rebecca, adjusting her opinion about the other woman. “I thought the glory would make up for the shittier parts of the job, but I guess that isn’t true.”

It was far too easy to get tunnel vision on her own problems, forgetting that everyone had their own set of issues they needed to deal with. She would do well to keep that in mind while meeting with her sister.

Bright Girl tossed her head, strands of red hair sparkling in the light. “The fame that comes with being a hero is a double edged sword. My personal life practically doesn’t exist any more. I suppose that’s another reason why I’m not fighting this as hard as I usually would - here, at the Center, I can be anonymous if I wish to. Just another cow hooked up to the pumps.”

“I can see why that might be attractive,” said Rebecca, frowning as her breasts became more insistent, small droplets of milk soaking her bra. “I’ve experienced how relaxing it can be to be pumped, to not think about anything, but there’s a huge downside. They’ve made it so addictive that they can control what we think and do, simply to experience being milked again.”

“Hmmm,” murmured Bright Girl in agreement. “You still seem to think that’s a bad thing. Do you have any evidence that they’re using their control over us for evil purposes? I’ve been searching for a while, believe me, and I haven’t been able to find anything.”

“So far that you know,” groaned Rebecca. “That’s just my objection, though. With complete control comes great responsibility, as the temptation and ability to use that power for abuse grows exponentially.”

“That just loops back around to the question of who you trust,” argued Bright Girl. “I admit my trust has been shaken, but I still believe the Blue Stars are our best hope for the future. They seem to trust your sister to do the right thing, so - do you trust your sister?”

Rebecca chuckled. “I never expected to hear an argument like that from you.” She paused, considering. “Trust is earned. I guess I don’t know Jasmine well enough to say.”

“In that case, your course should be clear,” said Bright Girl. “You should spend time with her and find out whether or not she’s evil.”

Rebecca focused on the carpet in front of her, various conflicting thoughts running through her mind. Finally, she looked up at Bright Girl and gave her a strained smile. “You’re right. I guess I have pre judged her from my previous mission. I haven’t really seen her do anything bad with the women she’s abducted. They all seem to be really happy with being ponygirls and cows.”

She ran her hands over her waist under her breasts. “I still feel violated from the changes she’s made to me, though. That’s making it difficult for me to give her the benefit of the doubt.”

“Is that because you dislike the changes?”

Rebecca thought over the last month. Milking herself all the time was certainly inconvenient, but she couldn’t say that she didn’t get a rush every time she did it. It wasn’t all bad.

“No, I can’t say that.” She sighed. “I’m starting to feel like you’re my therapist. Fine, I’ll stop attacking you and her. I’ll keep my reservations to myself until they’re confirmed one way or the other.”

Bright Girl grinned. “I guess that means I win, then?”

“If it’s that important to you, then, yes,” said Rebecca, making a face at her.

Bright Girl chuckled, shaking her head. “It’s not, but at least we aren’t bickering any more.”

It was true. Rebecca felt a lot better about that. “Do you think we could be… friends?”

Bright Girl’s smile widened further. “I think that would be nice. You can call me Nova.”

“Alright, then, Nova, let’s get to know each other better after this.”

“Sounds like a plan! I’m sure we’ll be spending plenty of time together. I’ve been assigned to the Center to keep an eye on things, just like you.” She made a little hop, emphasizing her bust. “Though, to be honest, we’ll probably be spending a lot of our time getting milked.”

Rebecca groaned. “Don’t remind me. I’m already going to burst. I’ve got to keep my hands away from my breasts, or I’m going to have milk trickling down my front.”

“It sounds like you’re off your schedule,” said Bright Girl, looking sympathetic. “We need to get you into the parlor, stat.”

“Yes, but we hardly have time for that,” mumbled Rebecca, slowing down as Dark Cloak took up station next to a paneled wooden door, looking at the two of them sternly.

“Now, I don’t want the two of you bothering her too much,” he admonished. “She’s been working long hours lately, even though I’ve told her to relax several times. She seems to be under the mistaken assumption that the safety of the world rests on her shoulders.”

“Who gave her that impression?” asked Rebecca sharply, wanting to corroborate what Bright Girl had told her.

“Your organization did,” he retorted. “I haven’t yet decided whether I want to work for them.”

Yet another data point to digest. The picture was becoming clearer now.

“I’m starting to get the distinct impression that we’ve all been railroaded into this,” groaned Rebecca. “Very well. I don’t agree with what she’s doing, but I’ll do my best to not be too harsh with her.”

Dark Cloak folded his white gloved hands. “That is all I ask. I will leave now, but I shall be watching you,” he said darkly.

With that, his body began to dissolve, from the middle outwards, a hole appearing in his chest into which his shirt and vest flowed like a liquid. As it spiraled in a circle, soon, all that was left was his feet and head, which seemed to distort and compress the closer they came to the hole. He continued to stare at Rebecca as his face disappeared, leaving behind a faint impression of a mouth which drew into a smile.

“What an eccentric person!” exclaimed Bright Girl, moving forward to examine the spot where the man had vanished, prodding the carpeted floor with the toe of her boot. “He’s completely gone!”

Rebecca nodded. “I’ve heard of this man. He’s a dangerous one to cross, and it appears that he’s somehow involved with my sister. Come on, let’s go in. We can ask her about him.”

Stepping up to the wooden door, she rapped her knuckles against the exterior. “Jasmine? Are you in there?” she said loudly. “I’m coming in!”

Seizing the golden door knob, she cracked the door open, gasping at the lush opulence of the interior. Large, oak tables dotted the floors, interspersed with tall bookcases. The ceiling was decorated with wooden panels, a large rectangle in the center containing a renaissance style painting, likely done by one of the old masters.

It was something she would have expected to see in a college in England, not here.

Piles of papers were strewn over the tables, though there was one large, neat stack in the IN box. Picking up a sheet, Rebecca flipped through it.

Expense reports, detailing the minutiae of running a large operation. Leases, rentals, supplies, amortization charts for large purchases. The sort of detail only an accountant could love.

Throwing the papers back on the desk, she turned around, trying to spot her sister in the wide open chamber. “Jasmine?” she called out. “Are you here somewhere?”

A faint grunt sounded from the rear of the room. Curious, Rebecca followed the noise up a series of steps, her brows rising when she spotted a diminutive woman curled up in a blanket at the rear of an enormous desk.

Jasmine blinked steadily, taking a long draught from the tea cup near her wrist. Her cheeks were puffy and red, a smudge of ink decorating her chin.

She burped and set the cup down with a clink, a small splash of tea drenching the papers in front of her. “Damn and blast it!” she exclaimed, trying unsuccessfully to dry them out with the corner of her blanket.

Rebecca burst out laughing, unable to restrain herself. Jasmine’s neck jerked upwards as she spotted her sister. “What are you laughing at?” she asked sourly.

“From evil mastermind to… goody two shoes pencil pusher? I’m sorry, the juxtaposition is just too much.” Rebecca clasped her chest, wheezing.

“This isn’t too different from what I did before, you know,” said Jasmine pointedly. “Large organizations don’t run themselves.”

Her sister groaned, shifting her shoulders to free herself from the blanket. Underneath, she was wearing a tight purple latex bodysuit with the familiar zippers over her breasts. The material was slightly transparent, but all that was visible was the strict boning of her sister’s black corset.

“I see you’re still wearing that tacky fetish clothing,” Rebecca said dryly.

Jasmine eyed her back. “And I see you’re still choosing the most boring outfits known to man.”

They both broke into laughter, but Rebecca quickly became serious. “You know what?” I thought this would be all stiff and formal, but it’s really a breath of fresh air. I’m glad I came to see you.”

Jasmine blinked her eyes, the red soreness around the rims giving Rebecca an inkling of what she had been doing earlier. An unexpected anger grew within her. Who or what was making her sister cry?

It really wasn’t her place to protect her sister, but she couldn’t stop her built-in instincts. The real surprise was that she still felt this way after everything Jasmine had done to her.

It was time to address the elephant in the room.

Rebecca pulled out a chair and sat, leaning towards her sister. “I want to hear it straight from you, Jasmine. What is this all about?”

Jasmine blinked slowly. “That’s a rather vague question, but I think I get your meaning.”

She settled back in her chair, bracing herself against the blanket. Her eyes flicked up towards Bright Girl. “How much does she know already?” She paused. “How much is she authorized to know?”

Rebecca glared at Bright Girl, resting her shoulder on the table. “Nova?” she asked, restraining her anger.

Nova shrugged. “Why are you looking at me like that? Every important organization has secrets that require access controls.”

She turned to Jasmine. “At any rate, there’s nothing to worry about. You can tell her everything - though I’ve given her the basic gist of it already.”

“Well, if that’s the case,” sighed Jasmine, “why don’t you just ask me your questions? Unless there’s something you don’t understand about what I’m doing here.”

“I have a better idea,” said Rebecca, drumming her knuckles on the table. “I’ll tell you what I think is happening here, and you can fill in the holes.”

Jasmine nodded her acceptance, folding her hands.

“Okay, let me start from the beginning,” said Rebecca. “Your Talent, as you told me on the Island, is capable of removing a person’s inhibitions. You’ve used this to insinuate your control into the highest echelons of major governments world wide… how, exactly?”

Jasmine’s expression shuttered. “I haven’t been telling you the whole truth, there,” she said reluctantly. “Once someone has drunk enough of my milk, I can… push them towards accepting and normalizing their true desires. That’s why it’s so important that I figure out exactly what they want, which is why Sally is an invaluable member of my crew. With her Talent, I can pinpoint exactly where to set my lever to get the result I want.”

“That explains a lot,” said Rebecca, clenching her hands into fists. “Is that what you did with me?”

Jasmine’s face went sallow. “No. Absolutely not. You have to believe me when I say I didn’t use such tactics on you.”

“She really didn’t,” interrupted Bright Girl. “That’s built into her contract with the Bright Stars. She is only to use the full extent of her powers against accepted targets. Heroes like me and you might be addicted to her milk, but she’s not allowed to deepen our desires.”

The sick feeling in Rebecca’s chest didn’t quite go away. “I’m not sure that’s much better. If she got the okay, she could twist us and we couldn’t stop her. We’re too deeply under her control.”

“Only if you wanted it,” protested Jasmine. “I cannot create something that isn’t already there.”

Rebecca shifted in her seat, unhappy about what that said about her own desires. There was something else that was bugging her about this, though - Giving people what they wanted wasn’t a crime, was it? Unless what they wanted was criminal.

“What do you do if your… clients possess truly depraved desires?” she asked. “Surely you’re not indulging them.”

Jasmine nodded. “You’re right, of course. There are plenty of desires which simply aren’t acceptable. For those cases, I simply don’t encourage them. It’s easy enough to promote those desires that are useful, while leaving others to languish.”

“Okay, that all makes sense, then, more or less,” sighed Rebecca. “I already know why you’re doing it, and I suppose it’s kind of noble in its way, even if I don’t approve of your methods. Setting that aside, why haven’t you stopped the recruitment of new cows and ponygirls? Surely you don’t need them to keep control of a bevy of politicians.”

“That’s the key to the whole operation!” exclaimed Jasmine, jumping up from her seat, her hands flexing as she leaned over the table. “There is no greater temptation for humans than sex. None. Don’t you think I’ve looked for it?”

Rebecca gave her a look of distaste. “And there it is. It all comes back down to sex.”

Jasmine rolled her eyes. “Of course it does. Isn’t that the case for almost everyone? Sex makes the world go round.”

She turned and paced, showing off the glossy latex that gripped her ass. “There are more people than you might think out there who enjoy being told what to do. Being submissive is a common quality.”

Rebecca leaned back in her chair, glancing down at her enlarged breasts. “So?” she asked. “Just because I like to roleplay in the bedroom doesn’t mean I want to live it twenty four seven.”

“No? It’s easy to tell yourself that, if you’ve never had the experience.”

Jasmine stopped her pacing, striding over to where Rebecca sat. “Don’t you see? I can give them what they want here. They can abrogate all control over their bodies in a safe environment, exchanging their false sense of freedom for true pleasure.”

Rebecca looked up at her, finding her fanaticism a little terrifying. “I’m not sure I’ll ever agree with you. Don’t people deserve to make decisions of their own free will?”

“Of course!” declared Jasmine. “As long as those decisions keep this world safe from destruction!”

Rebecca shook her head. “I still find the idea a bit abhorrent, but if the Blue Stars is endorsing it, I don’t have it within myself to oppose their wishes.”

“You do understand. That’s a start, at least.” Jasmine suddenly grinned. “I can’t say I don’t wish you’d take one step further and support me in this, but I wasn’t really expecting it. Bright Girl isn’t exactly enthusiastic, either, so you’re in good company.”

Bright Girl folded her arms. “Don’t bring me into this,” she said sourly. “I’d arrest you right away if our situation was any different.”

“Good, good,” said Jasmine breezily, her mind already somewhere else. “Since you’re all here, would you like to experience a new milking device I’ve been working on?”

A sharp knock came at the door. “Come in!” Jasmine said loudly.

The large door to the study swung open, revealing a group of giggling cow women, escorted by a number of burly men. The women were dressed in a variety of differently colored latex cow suits, while the men wore black rubber masks to hide their faces.

Rebecca recognized Allison leading her two friends. Her pale, ivory skin, and golden nose ring combined with dyed blue hair gave her a striking appearance. This reminded her of the solid ring sitting comfortably on her own upper lip.

Though she had asked herself several times why she was still wearing it over the last month, it never seemed right to remove it. Most of the time, she even forgot it was there, as if it belonged.

Now that she was here, she was beginning to understand why. She had been permanently changed by her experiences on the island, bringing her closer to being a cow than she had originally thought.

As the cow women approached, she studied the men further, looking over their bodies with blatant curiosity. They were dressed similarly, in loose rubber pants which terminated just above their large hoof boots. Large, molded plastic codpieces were mounted over their privates, snapped on top of their pants.

She couldn’t stop herself from fantasizing about being taken by one of the muscled men, though the large horns that protruded from the top of their masks made her feel a little weird. Allowing herself to be reamed by one of these bulls would surely push her farther down the path towards becoming a cow, and she wasn’t certain she liked that idea.

On the other hand, what would it really hurt? She folded her hands over her chest, squeezing her thighs together as she tried to squelch the thought.

Jasmine rounded the table, a beaming smile on her face as she reached out to shake Allison’s hand. “Welcome, everyone! I’m so glad you could come!”

Rebecca frowned. “What is this all about?” she asked, confused at the new arrivals. She had thought that this was going to be a private interview.

Jasmine turned, eyes lit with excitement. “I’ve invited them all here to test out my new device. Come on, let me show you what I’m talking about!”

She adroitly ran up the stairs past her desk in her kitten heels, opening another door at the back of the chamber. Rebecca looked at the others, who appeared bemused, but the group slowly began to filter up the stairs.

Shrugging, Rebecca joined them, sliding in next to Allison. “How are you doing?” she asked. “I haven’t seen you since the island.”

Allison grinned and wrapped an arm around her shoulder, pulling her in tight. Rebecca glanced down at her bust, where Allison’s bulging breast squished against her shoulder.

“Too true!” Allison bellowed. “I can’t believe they haven’t brought you in sooner! True cows should stick together, am I right?”

Suddenly, Rebecca found herself feeling really uncomfortable, but the others didn’t give her an opportunity to escape, crushing in on her other side. “You have fine milking breasts, but where are your horns?” asked Kara, eyeing her forehead.

“Your skin is so pitted, too!” exclaimed Joyce. “Haven’t you been following the treatment plan?”

“Treatment plan? What?” asked Rebecca, taking in the woman’s polished face. “Why is your skin so pale?”

Joyce reached up and touched her check, her ruby red lips spread in a cherubic smile. “I’m using a special cream provided by the Center to make myself look more like a cow, of course. Do you like it?”

“Oh,” replied Rebecca, her heart sinking. “It’s very nice,” she said to be polite, not sure if she should be encouraging such behavior.

“Isn’t it?” continued Joyce, not noticing her reluctance. “All three of us are doing the same regimen together. When we’re done, we’ll all look like we belong to the same herd!”

Kara peered at Rebecca seriously. “You should think about joining us. We’d welcome another, wouldn’t we, girls?”

Allison and Joyce mooed in affirmation, dipping their heads. Feeling a little outnumbered, Rebecca shot Bright Girl a pleading gaze.

The superhero laughed and shrugged. “It’s totally up to you,” she said in her cool voice. “Maybe you shouldn’t turn them down right away, hmm?”

“That’s right,” exclaimed Allison. “I’m sorry, we came on a little strong. You can always make up your mind later!”

The other cows nodded their heads, mooing again, though Joyce hid a hurt expression.

Rebecca sighed, starting to get the feeling that she was disappointing them. Ridiculous! She wasn’t like them, and she didn’t want to be like them!

“I’ll think about it,” she said slowly, not wanting to disappoint them when they were crowded so closely around her.

They’d probably try to pressure her further, and she wasn’t up for dealing with that. Why did she feel so emotionally fragile? Right now, if someone tapped her with a hammer, she’d explode into a million pieces.

Allison squeezed her arm. “We won’t push you further, but just think of how much fun we could have together! An entire stall, full of identical looking cows, being milked to our heart’s content!”

“That’s rather what I’m afraid of,” Rebecca said drolly. “Despite the fact we all need to pump frequently, I’m not convinced pretending to be a cow is the right solution.”

“Why not?” chirped Kara, her brown eyes glistening with barely restrained fervor. “We are cows.”

“Calm down,” said Allison, sounding a little disappointed. “It’s clear she hasn’t accepted it yet. That’s okay. We’ll be here for you once you’ve committed.”

Joyce’s face brightened. “That doesn’t mean we can’t be milked together!” she declared, skipping up to the top step, turning to give the group a little bow to show off her swollen breasts.

Her doll-like face and small, twisted horns gave her a bit of a devilish affect. A sudden grin magnified the dissonance, making her both dark and cute. “If you want, we can be fucked together, too!”

Rebecca’s chest lurched. “Excuse me? What the hell are you talking about?” she asked sharply.

Joyce’s face settled into an anxious frown. “You don’t want to? I thought every cow liked being fucked. It’s all I’ve been able to think about all day!”

“I’m not a cow,” protested Rebecca. “I just need to be milked… multiple times a day.”

Allison tugged on her arm. “She doesn’t want to, Joyce, you know what that means.”

Joyce nodded. “She doesn’t have to do it, even if she’ll be missing out.” She shrugged. “Maybe she’ll change her mind?”

Her face brightened back into a wide smile as she looked at the bulls climbing the stairs behind them. “I know what I want!”

“Stop ogling the men and get in here!” called Jasmine from somewhere beyond.

Joyce made a face, but she turned and entered the door, clearing the way for the rest of them to follow her. As a group, they walked up a white metallic ramp, the walls on either side dotted with lighting at chest height.

Moving forward, they broke out into a large, circular room that resembled a toroid, the ramp they were on leading up to a flat platform in the center. Great, arching walls surrounded them on all sides, a flat strip of blue lights running around the ring.

The entire room was made out of the same, white metal, giving it a futuristic vibe, entirely different from the room she had just left.

“It’s huge!” exclaimed Rebecca, craning her neck to take it all in as they walked up the last few steps.

As they reached the highest level, they passed a padded railing that circumscribed the platform. Around the edges, there was a series of molded blue furniture bolted to the floor. She examined the odd shapes for a few moments, trying to figure out what they were for.

Twin circular cutouts with rubber seals would likely hold someone’s bust. The horizontal platform that swooped down at the rear could hold a torso. A large V at the back could hold a set of legs with knees cushioned gently by rubber pads. These were futuristic chairs, like nothing she had seen before.

Jasmine was standing at the center of the platform, surrounded by a collection of cylindrical silver tanks. She held her arms out to encompass the room. “Welcome to my experimental milking parlor!” she declared enthusiastically. “It contains the most sophisticated milking equipment the Center has developed to date, ensuring proper milk product and… pleasure.” Her voice descended into a low purr.

She looked over the group of women, her gaze settling on Kara. “I need a volunteer to demonstrate how this works. Would you be willing?”

Kara nodded eagerly, her large horns dipping perilously close to Allison’s. Slipping out of her coat, she dropped it on the floor, showing off the tight, emerald green cow suit she was wearing. Taking a step forward on her hoof boots, she waited patiently next to one of the odd chairs.

“These can be used with or without a cow suit,” Jasmine announced, “but if you opt to go without, you’ll by necessity need to be naked. Those of you who find that idea uncomfortable will have an opportunity to dress in a cow suit after this demonstration has concluded.”

She glanced over at Rebecca, clearly having her in mind with that statement. Rebecca stood stolidly, trying to sort out her emotions. She still wasn’t certain she wanted to participate in this at all, never mind the idea of stripping or dressing in a cow suit.

Jasmine didn’t notice her consternation, moving on to unzipping the flaps over Kara’s breasts. She reached in, spreading the latex wide as she expertly pulled out the cow woman’s flesh, exposing her aroused nipples.

“There!” she said, her gaze lingering on Kara’s chest. “You have impressive milkers,” she exclaimed.

“Thank you!” replied Kara, preening. “What’s next?”

“Climb onto the platform here, and slide yourself all the way forward until your chest matches up with the cutouts.” Jasmine stepped over to the nearest chair, pointing at the horizontal slab.

Kara obeyed, balancing on her forearms as she climbed into place, her knees cupped by the concave surfaces that had clearly been built to contain them. Leaning over, she hissed as she hung her arms over the sides of the chair, pressing her breasts through the holes.

In this position, her head was hanging horizontally, which looked rather uncomfortable. Fortunately, she wasn’t forced to keep it there for long.

Two curved plastic pieces with built-in padding rose from beneath, cupping her head on either side. Kara relaxed into the headrest as two rounded discs slipped into place over her ears, clamping her down.

At the same time, two more sections unfolded around her back and waist, pressing gently into her cow suit until she was secured in place. Kara was able to wiggle her limbs, but otherwise she couldn’t move.

The entire chair, if it could be called that, began to rotate, raising her torso until her head was pointed at the center of the room, her hips tilted downward, legs splayed apart. This provided easy access to her breasts, which Jasmine availed herself of, pressing large, domed milking cups on top.

With a moment’s work, they were secured to the cow suit, which had built in attachment points around the cups which Rebecca hadn’t spotted earlier. Curious, she made surreptitious glances towards Allison and Joyce, confirming that their cow suits were the same, extra boning installed around the sides of their breasts. This must be a newer version of the suit than the one she had worn on the island.

The tubes attached to the tips of the cups flopped towards the ground, leading off to the nearest silver tank, which was attached to a box she imagined contained the milking device. Despite the futuristic styling, it looked fairly simple, in execution. What was experimental about all this?

The cups jerked, popping as they sucked themselves onto Kara’s breasts.  Streaks of creamy white liquid streamed from the tips, shooting down the plastic tubing. The woman mooed loudly, seemingly quite comfortable as she settled in to be milked.

“It’s that simple,” declared Jasmine. “The rest of you can join us, but if you don’t feel comfortable stripping naked, come with me, and I’ll get you sorted.”

She strode confidently back down the ramp, the group of cow women and bulls splitting up to give her room. She gave Rebecca a sharp nod as she passed, her latex suit glistening.

Rebecca gulped, and turned to follow, not wanting to be left behind with the other cow women, who would certainly take this opportunity to try to get her to join them.

Bright Girl sidled up to her elbow, whispering in her ear. “I’m not sure I’m ready to be milked while facing a bunch of other cow women,” she said. “I’ve always been by myself or in a stall before.”

“Yeah, it’s a little weird,” replied Rebecca, not bothering to keep quiet. “What are you planning, sis?”

Jasmine’s head turned a little, cast in shadow as she entered the short hallway. “You’ll have to wait and see,” she said mysteriously. “But I can guarantee that you’re going to have fun with this.”

Rebecca wasn’t so sure, but at this point, if she said anything, she’d sound like she was whining. She sealed her lips as they moved back into the first room, surprised again at how different it looked from the chamber they had just left.

Jasmine puttered over to a safe built into the wall behind her desk, dialing in a combination. When the latch clicked open, she reached inside, retrieving a stack of glossy rubber, which she dropped onto the desk.

As she grabbed the outfit on top, Rebecca realized that there were two glossy cow suits, both of them in purple. “I didn’t know what your favorite colors are,” apologized Jasmine. “This was the best I could do. The computer used the sizes it had on file, so they should mostly fit you, at least.”

“Computer?” asked Rebecca. “Did you bring that with you from the island as well?”

“Of course,” replied Jasmine, holding out an outfit to her. “It would be wasteful to throw such advanced technology away. Cassia helps me to monitor the Center and handle any emergencies that might arise.”

A scintillating ball of light appeared in the center of the desk, coalescing into the form of a latex dressed gynoid. She placed her hands together and bowed low. “I am at your service, too, Rebecca, Nova,” she said in her electronic voice. “Please let me know if there’s anything I can do for you.”

“No, thank you,” replied Rebecca, giving the AI a suspicious glance.

She was starting to get the distinct impression that the Blue Stars had transplanted her sister’s operation wholesale, and she didn’t know how she felt about that. What if they had missed something nefarious going on in the AI’s programming?

She took the polished rubber suit from Jasmine, looking at it skeptically. Was she really going to do this? Her need to get milked was rising rather rapidly, and she badly needed something to relieve some of the tension building up in her chest.

Resting a hand over one of the breast cups, she stroked the silky material, turning over her options in her mind. It took her a long while, but finally she came to a conclusion. If Bright Girl was willing to do it, so was she.

Amusingly, she didn’t even need to ask the other woman’s opinion, as Nova had already grabbed her suit and had left to go change behind one of the bookshelves. Rebecca shrugged and looked around, but nobody else was in the room.

“If you don’t mind,” she said, looking meaningfully at her sister.

Jasmine smirked, but turned away, gesturing at the floating hologram of the AI. Cassia waved and vanished into a cloud of sparks, giving her the privacy she requested.

Rebecca laid the cow suit on a chair, shrugging out of her vest as she proceeded to strip down to her lingerie.

“I’m not hurt that you don’t trust me,” began Jasmine. “In fact, I anticipated it. I just hope we’ll be able to get beyond it eventually.”

“That depends entirely upon you,” said Rebecca, shivering as her enlarged breasts bounced free, her nipples starting to become wet with more of her milk. “It sounds like I’m going to be around for a while. We’ll have plenty of time to screw up our relationship further.”

Jasmine laughed. “I’d like that. Not the screw up part, the relationship.”

Rebecca grunted, shoving her legs into the suit. “I don’t think we can avoid the screwups. Part and parcel of being human. Why don’t we start by being nice to each other?”

“I’d like that,” said Jasmine in a low voice, turning around to look at her struggling with the suit.

Rebecca glared at her, folding her arms over her breasts. “Did I say you could look?”

Jasmine ignored her indignation, walking around behind her to grab the wrinkled latex near her ass. “I thought you might want some help,” she said smoothly, pulling the material up and over her back.

Rebecca’s annoyance faded as she rolled the fabric over her front. The sooner she got this done, the sooner she got milked. Jasmine was her sister, anyway - what did she care if she got a closer look at her body?

“It looks good on you!” Jasmine declared brightly as she helped to zip up the shoulders. “Let’s get some boots on you and we can go back in.”

“There are boots, too?” asked Rebecca, trying to get used to the slippery feel of the latex.

She frowned as she ran her hands under the bottom of the breast cups. There was more boning underneath than she recalled during her stint on the island, and it didn’t appear to be related to the extra connection points built into the suit.

The thick areas acted like a stiffener, pushing her breasts upward as if they were sitting on a shelf. It wasn’t too uncomfortable, but it would take some getting used to.

A sharp pinch of pain spiked from the bottom of both of her breasts, lighting up her brain. “Ouch!” she declared, blinking as she rubbed at her tender orbs. “What the hell was that?”

Jasmine was busy retrieving two pairs of hoof boots from the safe. “What are you talking about?” she asked as she turned to set them on the table.

Her forehead creased. “Do you not like your suit?”

The pain quickly faded. “It’s not that, it’s just… maybe the new boning jabbed into my chest at an awkward angle?”

Jasmine grunted. “It’s possible there’s still some kinks to work out. You and Bright Girl are some of the first people to try out this new design.”

Rebecca rolled her shoulders. “It’s better now. Why don’t you help me figure out those boots? I never wore any while I was on the island.”

Her reluctance to join the group milking was beginning to fade, replaced by a rush of endorphins. She was really starting to like the idea of pretending to be a cow with the others.

She pulled out the oak chair and sat down, admiring the boot closest to her. The surface was a polished, glimmering black, a material she recognized as patent leather. The top reached up to her knees, pretty standard for this type of boot,

What wasn’t standard was the rounded hoof at the bottom, made out of a harder material she didn’t recognize. Picking it up, she tapped her finger against the rounded front horn. “It’s… tough!” she exclaimed, turning it around to examine the heel.

The rounded front tucked in at the rear, curving back around in a keyhole shape to provide a solid circle of material for her heel. This wasn’t just a fetish boot; it had been designed for daily use.

“We’ve been using these for a couple of years,” said Jasmine. “If the hoof part wears too much, we can replace it. Far more economical and useful than other designs we’ve tried.”

She picked one up. “Come on, let’s get these on you so we can get back in there.”

Rebecca giggled. “You just want to see me getting milked,” she said coyly, coiling a lock of hair between her fingers.

“I’ve seen a lot of cows being milked,” Jasmine said wryly. “I have to milk myself all the time. Even though you’re my sister, you won’t be that different from the rest.”

“Really? Am I not special to you?” Rebecca pouted.

Jasmine shook her head. “I didn’t mean that.” She hefted the boot up in front of her. “Stop stalling and give me your leg.”

Rebecca complied, pursing her lips as Jasmine unzipped the top, giving her a good view of the dark interior. She tilted her foot forward, slipping the end into the embrace of the boot. “No socks?” she asked.

“They aren’t necessary, though you can certainly add some later if your feet start getting cold or sweaty,” explained Jasmine, tilting the heel up so that the sole pressed against the bottom of her foot.

Reaching around behind, she pulled the two halves of the shaft together, zipping it up until the boot wrapped snugly around her ankle. Returning to the front, she tugged the tongue until it was situated appropriately, adjusting the decorative laces so that they were orderly.

As she went to retrieve the second boot, Rebecca rolled her ankle, surprised at the weight. She let it drop to the floor, the heel hitting with a loud clack. “Will it be difficult to walk in these things?” she asked. “It’s so heavy!”

“You’ll get used to it,” said Jasmine, her face crooking into a half smile. “You aren’t the first cow to be dressed like this, you know.”

Rebecca nodded seriously, her face breaking into a grin. Her hands drifted down to her breasts as Jasmine knelt to put on the second boot.

“I’m feeling squishy and oozy,” she complained, lightly squeezing her breast flesh. “I’m going to make a mess of my new suit!”

“If you’d stop moving around, I’d finish faster,” warned Jasmine, tugging at her foot. “There. We just need to deal with Bright Girl, and we can go get you taken care of.”

Rebecca stopped playing with her breasts, a tinge of curiosity causing her to look towards the bookshelf where Bright Girl had gone to change. “Nova!” she said in a sing-song voice. “Stop hiding back there and give us a peek!”

The superhero rounded the corner, looking a little sheepish in her sheer purple latex cow suit. The material cupped her curves, emphasizing her sleek body. “I don’t know why, but I feel more exposed in this than when I wear spandex,” she giggled, her face red as she pressed a hand to her lips.

“Why are you embarrassed?” asked Rebecca. “You’re dressed just like me!”

She stood on her new boots, gesturing at Bright Girl. “Take a seat, let’s get these boots on you so we can get milked!”

Bright Girl hesitantly walked up the stairs, turning to face Jasmine as she sat in the seat. “I feel really good,” she confessed. “Like I could float away into the sky.”

“Don’t do that yet,” chuckled Jasmine, picking up another glossy boot, unzipping the rear. “Hold off until we get you in the milking machine. Then you can indulge yourself.”

Rebecca danced on her boots, feeling impatient. A heat in her chest was continuing to grow, and she was having trouble containing herself. Clasping her hands over her breasts, she closed her eyes as she clenched down, hard.

A soft tingle thrilled through her privates. She needed more. Now.

Breathing quickly, she opened her eyes, glancing over Jasmine, who was putting on Bright Girl’s other boot. She wasn’t looking at her, and they’d need to be unzipped to be milked, anyway.

Face flushed, she turned towards the stairway and began to fiddle with the zippers on her suit, pulling them slowly open. It was embarrassing to do this with the others so close, but it shouldn’t matter, right? They were all pretending to be cows, and cows loved being milked.

She slipped her fingers under the rubber, fondling herself as she tugged at her flesh. It was a little fiddly, but she managed to get the bottom lip of the internal gasket pushed underneath the bottom swell, giving them more support as her pert nipples rolled out to kiss the air.

She hid a little cry at how tender they felt, frowning as she tweaked them. They usually were a little more sensitive when they needed to be milked, but right now they were downright ready to explode! Their size had grown more than she had expected, too. Filled with her wonderful, lustrous milk. Mmm.

She stroked a finger around one of her bullet hard nipples, coating it with a streak of milk that was beginning to well up from within her. She lifted it to her mouth to taste, closing her eyes as she savored the creamy sweetness.

In this moment, she was taken out of herself, focusing solely on the lingering taste in her mouth as she swallowed. Being a cow could be orgasmic in these little moments.

A hand touched her shoulder and she jumped, making a little noise that sounded suspiciously like a moo. Jasmine’s knowing eyes were watching her, glancing down at her revealed breasts. “You’re an eager little cow,” she said. “Come, let’s get you hooked up.”

Rebecca wanted to respond, saying that she wasn’t a cow, but with how she currently looked, that seemed rather academic. Dressed like the others, with leaking udders spilling out of her suit, she could hardly protest otherwise.

Instead, her face widened into a dumb smile. “I feel stupid,” she confessed. “I can’t think about anything other than being milked.”

“That’s only natural when you’re carrying so much milk,” said Jasmine gently. Her hand tightened around Rebecca’s shoulder. “Follow me and I’ll take care of you.”

Rebecca nodded, feeling warm as she followed her sister up the stairs. Her feet were heavy, but they felt stable as she climbed, her breasts flexing within her suit.

Milk, milk, moo!

Her mind ran in circles, making her feel even more like an animal. She could barely spare any mental power to wonder at how Bright Girl was doing, though she could hear the heavy hoof falls of her fellow cow following close behind her.

They clomped down the short passage back into the shiny chrome room, moving steadily up the ramp towards the milking stations. In the time they had been missing, Allison and Joyce had both lain in milking chairs of their own, the cups attached and pumping in rhythm.

A bull had lined up behind each of the cows, grunting heavily as they rammed their dicks into their submissive mates. The cow’s faces were scrunched up in pure pleasure as they rocked softly in their restraints, mooing loudly.

Shocked, Rebecca spotted Allison’s pleased expression as they focused on each other. The other woman seemed incapable of human speech, her breasts rocking forward as spurts of milk were carried away into the collection cylinders.

The lowing of cows combined together into a background hum of happiness, and she got the sense that soon, she would be joining them. From where she was now, that didn’t seem like such a bad thing. This room would be filled with the pleasure of their milking.

The only downside was that all this was making her horny. Being milked should give her some satisfaction, but without the raw friction of fucking, she wasn’t certain whether she’d be able to get herself off.

Her breath caught as she spotted two more bulls waiting patiently at the side of the platform. Could she? Would she?

She trembled as they approached the last three vacant milking chairs, trying to make up her mind. She hadn’t had a partner for a long time, and she had needs. That didn’t necessarily mean that she wanted to be fucked by an anonymous bull, though their flexing chest muscles looked so heavenly.

She gulped, her chest buzzing as Jasmine turned and folded her arms. “All you need to do is get in,” she explained. “There’s no pressure. Remember, everything that happens here is by your choice.”

Turning, she walked around the periphery, taking up position at the milking chair at the far side. Unzipping her cups, she pulled out her enormous breasts efficiently, as if this was a common task. Leaning forward, she made a little hop, sliding her chest forward until her breasts lined up with the cutouts on the platform.

The restraints folded around her, the chair tilting into position. “I’ll be here with you,” exclaimed Jasmine. “We’ll all be milked together. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

Rebecca couldn’t see what happened after that, as one of the bulls approached her, hiding her sister from view. She studied his masked face, his ugly, molded visage looking fierce. His nostrils whistled as he breathed, thick horns sprouting from the top of his head.

“Do you want?” he asked in a dark voice that tickled her ears with a promise of pleasure.

Licking her lips, she ran her eyes over the man’s thick codpiece, the enormous size making her tremble. Did she really want to say no?

No. This was for her.

“I do want,” she said huskily, wiping her sweaty hands against her thighs.

The bull grunted. “Get into the chair, and I will serve you.”

Knees knocking, she did as he suggested, lifting a leg over the platform as she eyed the cutouts for her breasts. She was going to be milked and fucked by a bull. It would be difficult to turn back after this.

Gaining sudden awareness, she sought out Bright Girl, wondering how she felt about all this. Surely, she would be able to break out of this cult-like display, seeking freedom like a true superhero.

A wide grin spread across Bright Girl’s face as she whispered to the faceless bull next to her. She giggled, her eyes flashing green as she turned to climb onto the platform, her breasts flopping through the pockets on her suit.

She wasn’t putting up any resistance either. How odd.

Shrugging, Rebecca leaned over and pressed her chest into the two open circles in the platform, shifting up a little bit so that the boning below her breasts would fit into a little slot that had been cut for it.

She was barely thinking at all as she laid her head on the rest, waiting comfortably for the curved restraints to fold around her body. The headphones snugged into place, the soft material wrapping around her ears as a hissing noise infiltrated her brain.

Warm hands pressed against her thighs, sliding down to pull her legs apart until they were entirely supported by the chair. Her arms hung towards the ground, spinning in lazy circles as she made a popping sound with her lips.

She felt goofy, and she wasn’t sure why. Getting milked always got her excited, sure, but it had never put her in this frame of mind before.

She teased through her memories, trying to figure out what had happened as the chair began to shift, moving her head upright.

There was that telltale green tinge in Bright Girl’s eyes, which was a sure sign of her sister’s influence acting upon her, but that could be explained away by the milk they had been drinking earlier. Was that what had affected her so strongly?

She nodded her head in the restraints. It was certainly a possibility. She was feeling so dopey now that her thoughts began to slide away from her again. A problem for another time, perhaps. She was going to get milked!

In her new position, she was able to see the others as their bulls moved around, unhurried, preparing to hook them up to the pumps. From this angle, she spotted Allison to her right. The woman was being pumped hard by the cups dangling from her breasts, her brow sweating as she grunted.

Her body slid forwards and backwards minutely as the bull behind her fucked her thoroughly, her eyes flickering as she stared at nothing. A position of pure pleasure for any cow.

Her thighs tingled as her bull returned, sporting the dual milking cups that were about to bring her into communion with the others. She swallowed, the hissing in her ears making her feel as light as a kite. She must have been drugged somehow, and the soft words tickling her ears were taking advantage of her altered mental state. Delightful!

She clamped her lips together as the plastic milking cups were pressed over her breasts, each of them clicking softly into place against her cow suit. This was far more convenient than the milking harnesses!

Her sensitive flesh squeezed deeply into them, a trickle of milk dribbling from her nipples. The bull grunted, giving each of them a strong tug to confirm that they were properly attached.

Then, he vanished somewhere around the side of the chair, and sudden suction began pulling at her nipples, her flesh being pulled towards the tip of the cups. The milking had commenced!

Her excitement at being treated this way was unimaginable. Locked in, her breasts were exposed as she was milked in front of the others. All of her concerns washed away as she felt a sense of community with them.

She glanced at one of the other cows, locking eyes with her. It was Kara, her soft eyes conveying the absolute pleasure she was experiencing. At that moment, she felt more connected with the other cow than she had ever felt with anyone else.

The sensation faded quickly as fingertips tickled her privates. She giggled, looking at the floor as she was unzipped, her inner lips feeling cool as they were exposed to the bull’s questing fingers. This was really going to happen, and she wasn’t going to stop it!

The hot tip of the bull’s penis probed at her snatch, surprising her. She pressed her chest into the milking cups, groaning as she spotted her sister climbing into her own chair.

She didn’t have a bull to attend her, though. How was she going to get hooked up?

The light between them appeared to bend, and suddenly a dapper man dressed in a white shirt and coat tails appeared from the ether. With a wicked grin, he leaned over and gathered a set of milking cups, turning to present them to Jasmine.

Her sister shot Dark Cloak a sultry smile, her eyes following his as he knelt, pressing the cups into place. The pumps immediately started to work, her exposed breasts filling the interior as green milk squirted into the collection system.

Her eyes followed the colored liquid as it spiraled through the tubing over the top of the cylinders connected to the other cows. The end terminated at a large, golden tank situated in the center, which made perfect sense. Mixing Jasmine’s milk with common cows would make it difficult to dilute for other uses.

Out of curiosity, she looked at the tubes leading from her own cups, her milk spiraling around and around as it… went into the same golden tank as her sister’s.

Wait, that was odd. Shouldn’t she have her own collection cylinder as well?

Her mouth opened in a big O as the bull behind her shoved his dick into her pussy. Her muscles clenched as she welcomed his presence, her tunnel flexing as he rammed himself home.

She had never experienced someone with his girth before, but it didn’t hurt. Far from it - her pussy was as wet as it had ever been.

Her body rocked as he set up a regular rhythm, fucking her in time with the pumps. It was a natural place to be, the two of them rolling and sliding together in the music of sex.

Milked and fucked. Milked and fucked.

Maybe she really was a cow? She certainly couldn’t imagine being anything else.

She wasn’t the only one enjoying herself - Dark Cloak had moved around her sister’s chair, his top hat wobbling as he lined himself up with her ass. From this angle, she couldn’t see what he was doing, but it became obvious when Jasmine’s face flushed, her mouth opening wide to gasp in bliss.

They were all being fucked. How glorious!

Soon, the chamber was filled with their moos of pleasure and the wet slapping of bull balls impacting against cow hips. She could barely contain herself as the bull increased his speed, her interior humming with the ecstasy of each wet thrust.

The pleasure slowly built within her chest as she was fucked, her breasts bobbing as the suction pulsed and teased at her nipples. Any inkling that this was strange or wrong flew out of her head, replaced with the utter joy of being used.

Two sharp pinches twinged against the bottom of her breasts, but the pain was quickly lost in the gestalt of sensations. She could barely concentrate on anything over the sound of the other cows mooing in her ears, enhanced by the headphones she wore.

She began to lose herself, mooing as she joined the others, becoming one with them. Brainless, milking, cows.

She was an animal, being controlled by the suction tugging at her breasts, by the dick being thrust into her depths. She needed nothing more.

There was more, though. Much more.

The lights on the ceiling above snapped off, leaving them in utter darkness. It didn’t even occur to her to be afraid, as the bull didn’t stop his pounding.

She gasped as stars began to revolve, high above her. They slowed, her view tilting to show her an enormous gas giant as it whooshed past her.

Staring in wonder, she almost forgot her bondage entirely. It was a planetarium, built into the dome!

The sensation of movement gave her a sense of wonder as she floated among the planets, the view shifting so that she could gaze down upon the blue marble of the planet Earth. Clouds drifted lazily over the sphere, as if she was seeing everything happen at an enhanced rate of speed.

She had never seen anything like it. The darkness of the room combined with the ethereal soundtrack in her ears made her feel as though she was really there, floating above everything.

Stars in her eyes, her body began to jerk uncontrollably. She was quickly building to her first orgasm, and she literally felt stellar!

She choked and laughed at her own joke, finding the experience overwhelming. Her cries reached a distinctly higher pitch as the bull kept reaming her, the unbelievable pressure on her breasts increasing further.

Without warning, her body exploded into a full fledged orgasm. She vibrated against her restraints, a great gush of milk flowing from her nipples. Her production was so immense that the cups could barely contain the amount she was producing, back pressure from the fluid jolting against her breasts.

This only served to push her pleasure higher, her voice coming in short gasps as she screamed her satisfaction.

Dazed, she rode the orgasm, the rhythmic contractions of her pelvis somehow synching up with her pulsing breast cups as they drained away her excess milk. Sweat beaded all over her body, causing her rubber outfit to squeak as she was pummeled by the bull’s continued thrusts.

Mind blank, she vibrated, taken to another plane of existence by the swooping display. She was approaching Earth’s atmosphere, now, orbiting the planet at a high rate of speed. The continents were laid out below her like a board game, her eyes taking in the familiar shapes dotted with deserts, plains, and lush forests.

Just as she began to think that her mental state would remain colored by pleasure forever, the paroxysms that had seized her body began to fade. Her brain began to work again, a moment of clarity piercing her thoughts.

Something had been done to her - she never would have agreed to such a thing when she had arrived at the Center. In a matter of hours, her mind had been changed, and she had been convinced to act like a cow. To be fucked like a cow.

“What did you do to me?” she groaned at her sister, knowing that her words would be lost in the cacophony of ecstasy.

The dizzying view suddenly vanished, a figure standing in front of her. A gloved hand reached out and rested on her cheek, stroking her gently. “Only what I had to do, my beloved sister,” said Jasmine in a husky voice.

Rebecca narrowed her eyes, trying hard to concentrate. For some reason, she didn’t feel like she’d get another opportunity to have her questions answered. “Why?” she choked out, her vagina on fire from the bull’s thrusts.

Jasmine’s fingers wrapped around the base of her jaw, squeezing softly. Even at this distance, Rebecca was unable to see her sister’s face, but she could hear the stress in her words. “I was commanded to bring you into the fold,” she explained slowly.

“Bright Girl and you are too dangerous to leave lying around as possible loose cannons. The board has given me orders to ensure that both of you will support this endeavor. To do so, I have injected you with a sufficient amount of my milk to make you suggestible.”

She sighed. “I argued with them, but I couldn’t get them to agree with me. As a result, I’ve put you into this state so that we can get this done. I only hope you don’t hate me after I’m finished with you.”

“Wait!” breathed Rebecca, straining to understand. “Can’t we discuss this first?”

Jasmine squeezed harder, forcing Rebecca’s jaw open. A rounded orb of flesh pressed against her lips, wet creaminess being slathered over her tongue. Milk!

“I’m afraid the time for discussion is over,” Jasmine said severely, pressing her nipple deeper into Rebecca’s mouth. “You’re going to accept your new role as one of my cows, and join the herd along with the others.”

Rebecca did her best to keep the milk in her mouth without swallowing, but it was futile. She gurgled as some of it sank down her throat, having a hard time breathing with her nose pressed into Jasmine’s flesh.

“Stop struggling,” said Jasmine in a low voice. “From our past session, I know you want this. You only need to take the final step.”

Perhaps this was inevitable. Perhaps her deepest desire was to become a cow, if that allowed her to get closer to her sister.

She hadn’t expected to get this close, though! She groaned as her lips pressed around her sister’s nipple, the milk streaming more freely into her mouth.

“Don’t worry,” chuckled Jasmine. “You won’t change… much. I’m only going to enhance your existing desires.”

It was useless. She could try to spit it out, but most of it was going to go down her throat anyway. At the rate things were going, she might as well enjoy herself.

Groaning, she relaxed, allowing the milk to flow without restriction. It tasted so good.

It was hard to think about resisting. Instead, she’d just relax and rock to the beat, her sister’s sweet milk a nice counterpoint to the regular, pulsing tugs on her nipples. The bull had slowed his thrusts, too, sinking her deeper into a trance.

She wanted this. To give in.

Pursing her lips, she sucked harder on her sister’s teat, drinking her milk as fast as it was  produced. Her mind was spiraling down, down, until she could only focus on the physical.

Pulse, pulse, tug, suckle, swallow, jerk, wet, fuck, yum.

A hand patted her head as calm voices whispered into her subconscious from the headphones. It was changing her to want this even more.

She loved that her sister was doing this to her. It was so freaking hot to be dominated by her while being fucked by a bull.

Whether or not this was caused by her sister’s milk, or her brainwashing program, she didn’t care any more. She wanted to be brought deeper, to be controlled more. So that she’d never think of breaking free, ever again.

“My little cow,” murmured her sister. “You have accepted the truth. What we want often doesn’t make sense, and there are many who regret the outcome once they are given everything they ask for.”

She wrapped a hand around her breast, squeezing it a little to ensure the flow into Rebecca’s mouth remained steady. “The beauty of this is that you won’t regret anything. You’re going to love who you become.”

She grunted, pulling away so that she could swap breasts. Rebecca’s tongue played around the corners of her lips automatically, locating every last droplet of milk to ensure that she drank it all.

“More,” she croaked like a robot.

“I can tell that I’m going to love this, too,” moaned Jasmine, pressing her other breast against Rebecca’s mouth.

Rebecca burbled against her breast like a baby, unable to come up with anything intelligible. Her heart sang at the knowledge that there would be more to come.

They would be together. They would love each other.

She would be a cow.

Rebecca climaxed again, losing all track of reality.


Epilogue

Rebecca giggled as she took a small bite from her sandwich, the milking cups built into her suit pulsing at her sensitive nipples. A small spurt of milk flowed from both of her breasts through discrete tubing, around the side of the cups and out towards the silver collection cylinders at her waist.

As she had spent more time at the Center, she had found herself needing even more time to be properly milked. This, combined with the interval between milkings consistently decreasing, forced her to find another solution. Fortunately, her sister was quite helpful with the development of a new cow suit that could accommodate her increasingly needy breasts, resulting in the permanent cups and catchment system she now wore.

At first, the extra weight was a pain, but she soon found that the convenience outweighed the discomfort by far. Whenever she started to feel full, she could flip on the pumps via a switch at her belt. The batteries were recharged nightly, though she did find it necessary to empty the collection containers throughout the day.

The woman sitting across from her was wearing a similar suit, though she didn’t have to milk herself quite as often as Rebecca. Bright Girl’s breasts were just as large as hers, but she simply produced less.

If Rebecca had to guess, this was probably due to an unintended side effect of combining Jasmine’s powers with her own. They had certainly found the result to be interesting.

Jasmine’s scientist friend, Joan, had run several tests with the results, discovering that Rebecca’s Talent of nullification acted to strip the subjects of any resistance they might have to Jasmine’s milk. This greatly increased the effectiveness of those undergoing treatment, allowing the Blue Stars to move up their infiltration schedules with several targets.

She hadn’t heard many details around that, but they certainly watched her production, making sure that she deposited all of the milk she produced.

None of that concerned her, really. It was outside what she needed to worry about as a cow. Her primary goal was simply to enjoy herself and produce as much milk as possible.

To that end, the Center extended to her as many courtesies and luxuries as they could provide. Daily bull sessions, if she so chose, and as much time as she liked to spend with her friends and family. It was a lazy, if satisfying way to spend her life. She loved being a cow.

She finished swallowing the bite of her sandwich, surreptitiously studying Bright Girl as she reached out to pick up a glass of milk. Her face had been heavily made up in porcelain white, her thick lips colored a blushing red. Elaborate horns curled up and out of her forehead, a delicate bell nestled at the hollow of her throat which rang softly whenever she moved.

The other superhero hadn’t put up any resistance after their session together in the planetarium. Jasmine’s milk had been quite effective, though she suspected this may have been enhanced by the addition of her own. They certainly hadn’t hesitated to use it once they had discovered its special properties!

She pursed her swollen lips around the edge of the milk bottle, closing her eyes as she took a deep drink of the sweet liquid. The texture was smooth, but the flavors were complicated.

She knew this was a new proprietary formula created by Joan, and she simply couldn’t get enough of it. Throat bulging, she tossed the bottle back, sucking it down as fast as she could.

As the thick liquid coated her esophagus, she set the bottle back on the table with a distinctive clink, closing her mouth to roll her tongue over her cheeks. Once every last drop had been tasted, her lips popped open and an unbidden moo erupted.

The bell at Bright Girl’s neck tinkled as she mooed too, their low calls mingling with each other. Bright Girl gave her a coy look as one of her hands sneaked down towards her privates.

As she touched the zipper hiding her snatch, a hand reached in to grab her wrist. “Not now,” ordered Jasmine, her face severe. “The rest of your herd is about to arrive, and I don’t want a mess in my sitting room.”

Bright Girl mooed in protest. “At least you’ve had some time with your man,” she said cattily. “I haven’t been properly serviced in days.”

“Calm down, Nova,” exhorted Rebecca. “You know the bulls are being overworked. That’s no reason to be jealous of her.”

Nova frowned, but she subsided. Leaning over, she grabbed another bottle of milk and popped off the top, taking a swig as the pumps pulled at her breasts.

Rebecca sighed. “She has a point. I’m feeling rather on edge myself. I feel like we’ve been running through too many experiments lately, with not enough time to relax between them. Is there anything we can do to stretch out the schedule?”

Jasmine grinned. “You’re in luck. We’ve finally confirmed that our current formula is working as expected, and it’s already gone into production. In fact, that’s what you’re drinking now,” she continued, nodding at Nova.

Nova finished a gulp, pulling the bottle from her lips with a wet pop, her eyes glowing a faint green. “It’s incredibly addictive,” she declared, pressing it back against her mouth so that she could finish it.

“Yes, it’s our best effort so far,” declared Jasmine, her green eyes going soft as they gazed at Rebecca. “We never could have gotten this far without you. I’m grateful.”

“Grateful enough that you now regret turning me into a cow?” asked Rebecca sharply.

Jasmine’s lips twisted. “That’s not fair. I didn’t really have a choice.”

Rebecca’s face slid into a smile. “Gotcha!” she laughed. “I don’t care about my old life any more. I love being a cow.”

It was true. She barely thought about who she had been. Alone, isolated, few friends, shitty missions. There hadn’t been much to write home about.

Now, though? She had friends. Many friends. She should be thanking her sister.

Jasmine still seemed a little melancholic. “That might be true, but I regret the necessity.”

Rebecca slid off the sofa and stood easily on her hoof boots, approaching her sister with long strides. Wrapping her arms around Jasmine’s shoulders, she pulled her into a hug, their pulsing breast cups clacking against each other.

“That necessity is what brought us together,” she said softly. “Without it, we’d still be seas apart from each other.”

She kissed her sister on the cheek, then frowned. “But there’s absolutely no way I’m drinking your milk from the source in the future. That was a bit too weird.”

Jasmine broke into a grin. “That was a spur of the moment thing. It was simply the fastest way.”

“Does that mean you… did the same with Nova?” Rebecca whispered.

Jasmine tilted her head slightly. “I don’t think she remembers,” she whispered back. “You might want to keep that a secret.”

“What are you two blabbing about?” asked Nova. “The reason we’ve had so many problems up to this point is because of everything we’ve kept from each other, right?”

Rebecca kissed Jasmine again and let her go. “It’s private,” she replied. “Just sister things.”

Bright Girl rolled her eyes, setting her empty milk bottle on the coffee table. “Suit yourself,” she grumbled, “but I’ll be noting this on my next report.”

“You do that,” said Rebecca, shooting her a fake smile, “and I’ll tell them that you’ve been stealing my milk.”

Bright Girl bristled. “I’ve been doing nothing of the sort.”

“Haven’t you?” asked Jasmine, walking over to the other cow woman, resting a hand on the back of the sofa as she loomed over her. “Must I remind you that all of my quarters are under remote surveillance? It’s a good thing I have them well in hand, or you, my dear, would have been reported a long time ago.”

Rebecca’s mouth dropped open. “What is going on here?” she asked, completely confused.

“Nova here isn’t as goody two shoes as she would like you to believe,” announced Jasmine, folding her gloved hands. “She’s been stealing samples from our experiments.”

Under the makeup, Bright Girl’s face became even paler. “I… don’t…” she began, then leaned back, folding her arms under her pulsing breasts, her bell tinkling as her face flushed red. “I’m not going to explain myself,” she declared. “You wouldn’t believe me anyway.”

“I don’t have to believe you,” rejoined Jasmine patiently. “I’m going to sit here patiently, and you’re going to tell me why.”

Nova’s mouth opened and closed like a fish. “I am going to tell you why,” she said in a monotone, her eyes going dull.

“I still don’t trust you,” she confessed in the same blank tone of voice. “I took the samples to an independent laboratory to get them analyzed.”

Jasmine took a step back, fear blooming on her face. “This is a more serious breach than I had thought,” she said, her voice shaky. “Where are the samples now?”

Nova settled deeper into the sofa, her eyes staring into nothing as tears began to gather in the corners. “They never made it to the lab,” she said thickly. “I drank them all before I could execute the plan. I’m a terrible superhero.”

She craned her neck to look up at Jasmine, her voice becoming rough. “That wasn’t the worse part, though,” she croaked, her hands squeezing the edge of the sofa. “The worst part was that I liked it. What have I become?”

An upwelling of sympathy pulled Rebecca towards her. She sat on the sofa next to Nova, who was now crying, taking her hand. “You’re one of us,” she said gently. “A cow. No more, no less. You don’t have to be anything else.”

“Does that mean I’m not a hero any more?” she asked plaintively, tears streaking down her cheeks.

Rebecca stroked her fingers, giving them a firm squeeze. “That’s not what I meant at all,” she said firmly. “I’m just saying that you’ve identified yourself with your work so thoroughly, you can’t imagine being anything else - but you’re more than just your work. Look at me.”

Bright Girl sniffed, the golden ring in her nose sparkling as she lifted her head to look at Rebecca. Her chin quivered as more tears squeezed from her puffy eyes. “You’re so beautiful,” she cried. “Nothing at all like me. I’m ugly, inside and out.”

This was more serious than Rebecca had originally thought. Nova was experiencing a complete mental breakdown.

“Oh, honey, that’s not true!” exclaimed Rebecca. She grabbed a napkin that Jasmine was holding out, dabbing at Nova’s eyes. “Why would you say that? You look just like me, and I’m not ugly, am I?”

Nova shook her head, sniffling, but now that the tears had started, they wouldn’t stop. Rebecca sighed, giving her the napkin so she could pull the other woman into a hug. “Shh,” she said calmly. “It’s okay. It’s natural to experience some confusion. Look at me! I was confused for a long time. I only recently came to accept that I belong here, as part of the herd.”

“You have your sister here to help you through it, though,” blubbered Bright Girl. “I… don’t have anyone. I’m all alone.”

Rebecca slapped her shoulder. “What am I, boiled chicken? You’ve got us!”

Nova’s lips quivered. “It’s not the same,” she said petulantly.

“I get it,” nodded Rebecca. “Your heart hurts, and you wish you had a special someone to share your life with. Even though we’re getting to be close friends, we can’t really replace that sort of relationship.”

She shifted, placing a hand on Nova’s knee. “Look at it this way, though. Your chances of finding someone here are way higher than if you were going out on missions all the time.” She lowered her voice conspiratorially. “I know for sure that several of the bulls are sweet on you.”

“Really?” asked Nova hopefully. “You’re not just saying that to cheer me up, are you?”

“Really,” confirmed Rebecca, giving her knee a little shake. “We can’t let Jasmine have all the fun, now can we?” she said, giving her sister a knowing look.

Jasmine threw up her hands. “I hardly have any control over when Dark Cloak shows up,” she complained. “He could even be here now, for all I know.”

A sharp knock came at the door, interrupting their conversation. The latch clicked open, a cacophonous babble of voices filling the room.

In the lead was a bored looking ponygirl, her brown mane falling over the left side of her head. “You need to stop lazing around here and come with us,” she commanded. “I can’t stand waiting around listening to the inane conversation the other cows are having about their nails.”

She stopped when she saw Nova, who immediately tried to hide her smeared makeup with the napkin. “Ah,” she said succinctly. “We can come back later if it’s a bad time.”

The rest of the group filtered into the room, a cow woman with a blue mohawk making a short cry of dismay. “Novy!” she shouted. “What have they done to you?”

As the woman dressed in green latex approached, Nova lowered her napkin sheepishly. “It’s alright, Lucy,” she said, trying to placate the woman. “I just had some things I wanted to get off my chest.”

Lucy sat next to her, wrapping her hands around Nova’s arm as she stared daggers at Rebecca. “What did you say to her?”

Rebecca shook her head. “It’s as she said. This isn’t my fault. She’s just having a hard time adjusting to her new life at the Center.” She sighed. “It’s good that you all arrived. I think she’d benefit from taking her mind off of everything for a while. What do you have planned?”

Allison split out from the pack, a wide smile on her porcelain white face as she balanced easily on her hoof boots. “We’re having a party!” she declared, her bell tinkling gently. “A bunch of us have decided to get our cow tattoos, too!”

Kara held her hand, sporting an even wider grin than her friend. “She’s going to be cow Forty Eight,” she blurted. “We’ll be a matching set!”

Allison gazed at Rebecca. “Are you coming with us?” she asked eagerly. “We’ve booked enough artists for all of us.”

“I’d love to,” replied Rebecca, “but I have a few things I need to finish up with Jasmine. You all should go on ahead and I’ll join you later.”

Allison pursed her lips, her nose ring bulging outwards. “You had better not chicken out!”

Rebecca chuckled, shaking her head. “We’ll see,” she said mysteriously.

Nova closed her eyes, leaning her head into Lucy’s shoulder. “I’ll take her with me,” declared the cow woman. “In this state, it wouldn’t be good to leave her alone.”

“In that case, let us help you,” suggested Suzy. “Hailey and I can provide the muscle. We can join the party later.”

Lucy nodded, and the pony girl dipped her shoulder, taking one of Nova’s arms. Whinnying, Hailey stepped in to support her other side. Lucy stood, approaching the remaining crowd. “Come on girls!” she said. “Let’s give these two some privacy!”

Murmuring, the milling women slowly turned around and moved back out into the hallway beyond, the door clicking shut behind them.

Rebecca closed her eyes and massaged her temples. “I do love them,” she said, “but sometimes their enthusiasm overwhelms me.”

Once the tension had eased, she turned her attention to the milking cups, which were still suckling at her chest. The flow of milk had finally finished, so she flipped a switch on the box at her belt, turning off the suction.

She popped off the clasps keeping them secure against her chest, folding them into each other as she attached them to her belt. Standing, she clopped over to the large bay window overlooking the Campus below, tucking her breasts back into her suit. Pressing the tip of her hoof boot against the baseboard, she leaned over, taking a good view.

From her height here in the penthouse suite, she had an excellent view of the gothic architecture of the other nearby buildings making up the core of the Center. The early morning sun was bright, but came from behind, illuminating the neat streets and parks.

She could even catch a glimpse of the racetrack off in the distance, a crowd of people gathering to view the ponygirls, no doubt. Suzy and Hailey must have today off.

She thought it was quite beautiful. She wouldn’t have thought so a few months ago, but her mind had slowly been changing. It would be easy to attribute that to her milk consumption, but she wasn’t so certain. The influence of the milk wasn’t difficult to detect, and she knew exactly which desires it was promoting.

No, this was a sea change within herself. She was truly starting to believe in what her sister was doing. That made her morally questionable herself.

She shook her head. Their mission was sound, she reminded herself. It simply required a lot of human… or cow intervention, as the case may be.

“Do you have our next dossier? Who’s our next target?” she asked as she turned away from the building below.

Jasmine tossed a file folder onto the coffee table, picking up her cup to give it a good stir. Tea, sweetened with milk, of course.

“She’s the daughter of a powerful politician,” she began. “Our goal is to bring her here and turn her into one of our cows.”

Rebecca trotted over to the table, bending her knees to nab the folder. Flipping through it, she noted the fine cheekbones and wide hips. She’d make for an excellent cow. “Why is she the target?” she asked. “Shouldn’t we be going after her father directly?”

Jasmine shook her head, taking a sip of her tea. “It would be no good. He’s highly protected and knows of our operation. Our plan here is to demonstrate that, despite how powerful he is, we can still get to him.”

She paused. “Sometimes to pull the fly into its web, the spider must hide its strands until it’s too late.”

“That’s an awfully strained metaphor, even from you,” said Rebecca, her lips quirking into a smile.

She traced her fingers over the woman’s golden brown hair. “Do we need to hide our influence, then? To get her addicted to our milk, then exert pressure from there?”

“No,” replied Jasmine, facing her as she took a seat on the leather sofa. “The more physical alterations, the better. We want him to know what we’re doing to her. This is a message - that if he continues to resist our demands, we’ll take him apart, piece by piece.”

Rebecca closed the folder, dropping it back on the table. “An awfully drawn out plan just to hit one target,” she said neutrally. “Is it the same for all of your missions?”

Jasmine chuckled. “Of course. That’s the nature of the game. The power we possess isn’t flashy, but it gets the job done if you know where to apply it properly.”

Rebecca sighed and took a seat next to her. “I’d complain, except I suspect you want me involved on this one. What should I do?”

“Oh, nothing too flashy,” grinned Jasmine. “I simply want you to be her milking friend, and help her to fit into the herd.”

“I’m sure I can accomplish that much,” drawled Rebecca, studying her sister’s face. “That leads me to another question, though. Why don’t you look more like the rest of the cows? Like me? You certainly milk yourself often enough to fit in.”

Jasmine folded her hands together, her smile fading as a red blush lit up her neck. “I don’t know whether Dark Cloak would like it if I made myself look more bovine,” she confessed softly.

Rebecca digested this, looking seriously into her sister’s hazel eyes. “Are you in love with him?”

The blush spread to her sister’s face, making her look even more cute. “Yes,” she confessed. “I think about him all the time.”

“Well then, since you seem embarrassed to ask him yourself, why don’t I pop the question?”

“Which question is that?” murmured Jasmine, suddenly becoming evasive.

Rebecca shifted herself closer to her sister, pressing her bust into Jasmine’s side. “You’re going to marry him, aren’t you?”

The blush was enhanced by shame. “He’s already asked,” she confessed. “I just can’t seem to find time to get the marriage scheduled.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “You’re putting off the most important event in your life for more.. work?” she asked, astounded. “Girl, you’ve got to get your priorities straight!”

Reaching around Jasmine’s back, she pulled her sister into a soft hug. “I’m here for you. Delegate a little more, and do less yourself. You don’t want to work yourself to death!”

Jasmine blinked rapidly. “Stop saying things like that, or I’m going to cry just like Nova,” she said, her voice a little strained.

“Perhaps you should,” grinned Rebecca, feeling pleased that she had this power over her sister.

She leaned in and gave her a soft peck on the check. “The mastermind evil villain, laid low by mere words,” she declared, trying to inject some levity into the conversation.

Jasmine shifted, her lips trying to creep up into a smile. “I’m so glad we’re finally together,” she whispered. “It’s been lonely without you.”

Rebecca tightened her hug around Jasmine, loving the soft feel of her feminine form. “Me too,” she said delicately. “Together, as cows, we’re unbeatable!”

She smiled wide as she thought about the future. “Let’s make some more.”

Jasmine nodded as her breast cups suckled out more of her hypnotic milk.


Author’s Notes

I’ve written several short stories about humanoid cows in the past, ‘Cowed’ and ‘Atonement’ among them. There’s something about humans devolving into and being treated like animals that really gets me going.

Still, I don’t like being cruel to my characters, which is why I decided that people in this novel should only change if they want to change. The power of choice is awfully important, and it makes it all the more exciting when one chooses the strange and taboo.

It also restrains the story a little and prevents the so-called villains from being particularly evil, which I think makes for some interesting encounters. Of course, I’m not beyond a little bit of encouragement to ensure that everyone has a fun time.

It was only once I neared the end of this novel that I realized that my initial progression for this story had been inverted. While Allison and Rebecca are both important characters in their own right, Jasmine is equally if not more important than the two of them!

That doesn’t necessarily make her the main character, but in the end, this story is about her, and what she’s trying to accomplish - to make the world a better place by turning humans into animals.

In the end, we’re all really animals anyway, aren’t we?
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