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Chapter 1

Katey stumbled home after another fourteen-hour day of classes and working the drive-thru. She was physically and mentally exhausted, and couldn’t wait to collapse on her bed. She never felt safe walking home alone at this hour but didn’t have many other options.

She had walked home this way hundreds of times, but something was different. The streets lost their usual familiarity. Katey looked around, trying to get her bearings. Nothing looked the same. The alley she found herself in was almost pitch black, with only one anemic light flickering off and on.

Katey looked behind her, swearing she heard something. She couldn’t make out anything in the suspicious shadows. Swallowing her fear she continued walking faster, only to stumble into a man she hadn’t even seen.

“You’re in a hurry,” came his ominous, deep voice. Katey apologized and tried to laugh off the mistake, but the man grabbed her arm. His hand was like a vice.

“Why don’t you come with me? I have a fun time planned.”

“Let go of me!” Katey shouted.

“Or what? Will you scream? No one cares, sweetheart.”

To emphasize his point, he grabbed her other arm and pressed her against the wall.

“No, please!”

“We could gag her.” Another voice offered, almost casually. Katey looked around wildly, but couldn’t spot the second man. In truth, she could barely see the first. He wore dark clothing, and the shadows masked everything except his dark, predatory eyes.

“Do we need to gag you girlie?” The man asked, the scent of liquor on his breath. “Maybe tear off your shirt and shove it in your mouth?”

“No.” Katey heard herself say as she stopped struggling. “I-I’ll be good.”

“See? She’ll be good.” The first man laughed.

“I believe it. Just look at her. She’ll be good all right.”

Katey instinctively shielded herself. She had never been the tallest, but with her long blond hair and fair skin, she turned more than one head in college.

Typically though, boys weren’t looking at her hair. Being short in no way diminished her well-endowed chest.

Jeremy, her recent ex, had the unique and singular pleasure of squeezing those breasts. They were far too large for just one hand, but he had made a valiant effort. She remembered how her supple flesh bulged through his fingers. How soft and pliable she felt under his touch. How he grazed her nipples with his fingertips.

It was all they had, that and making out since Jeremy had been obsessive about his chastity. Katey had no such compulsions. Despite her gentle requests and occasional begging, he had never acquiesced.

Now, she was about to lose that virginity to someone she didn’t even know—possibly two someones.

She felt terrified, but also oddly thrilled. She was naturally submissive, and the way the man held her against the wall and forced her to obey was turning her on. Jeremy would’ve never done something like this. She could feel her heart pounding, and she knew it wasn’t just from the adrenaline.

“Take off your shirt.”

Katey obeyed, grabbing the hem of her shirt and pulling it over her head.

“I like what I see.”

“She’s hot. But how’s her ass?”

Katey felt a pair of hands on her body, and before she knew it they had pushed her pants and panties down. Her bottom was exposed, and she was forcefully spun and pushed at the wall.

“Very nice.”

“Bra too, sweetheart.”

Katey fumbled with her bra with shaking hands, the lacy black fabric falling to the ground. Her small, eraser-nub tits were fully erect, rubbing against the rough cold brick of the wall.

She heard him unbuckle his belt. Her heart thrashed in her chest as he leaned in closer, pressing his warm body against hers.

Suddenly her phone started ringing. Katey’s eyes opened blearily, her heart sinking as the dream faded.

“I have to do everything myself.” Katey groaned, cock-blocked even in her own dreams.

She fumbled with her phone, knocking aside a pair of unused fuzzy handcuffs as she turned off her alarm. She reached for her vibrator. Except, after the last session she hadn’t remembered to charge it, and the damn thing was dead.

“Fuck me.” Katey groaned, frustrated and pent up. A typical start to a normal day in hell.

Katey wasn’t in college anymore. She had graduated a few months ago after a humiliating six years of constant near-failure. Balancing school and work had been nearly impossible. Now that she was done, somehow life had gotten even harder. Her mother was sick, she was constantly behind on rent. Her diploma apparently counted for zilch when getting a real starter job.

Katey hated coffee but poured herself a mug anyway. She struggled not to cry as she started another useless day of job hunting. Katey had each and every major job searching website bookmarked and went through each listlessly. She hated herself and the world just a little bit more with each scroll of her mouse.

Towards the end of the day, as she was scraping the bottom of the Craigslist barrel, she spotted an entry position with an impossible $33/hr starting rate. Thinking it was a scam, but being too bored and curious to really care, she opened the link.

It was an advertisement for a farmhand position at a place called ‘Happy Cow Husbandry’. Along with the impressive salary, the position also boasted a stunning healthcare package. Even more impressive, the ad also expressed that no farmhand experience was necessary. What sealed the deal was a link at the bottom promising an interview for all who applied.

Katey still didn’t buy it but began filling out the application anyway. It started normally - attaching a resume, then filling out all the information manually that’s on the goddamn resume - but slowly got a bit stranger. It asked about her height, weight, dress size, and then cup size. It asked if she had a primary care doctor. Then, if she would feel comfortable sending over her medical history.

“What the fuck…?” Katey asked, glossing over the next few questions. Had she ever had kids? What were her sexual preferences? Was she claustrophobic?

She scrolled down further, and it only got stranger. Was she okay with ‘FDA and non-FDA approved chemicals’ in the workplace? Could she name five emergency contacts?

On the bottom was a 96-page NDA. It was impossible to proceed without checking the little ‘I agree’ checkbox under it, along with answering each and every question.

Katey did it. What else was there to do? If this was legit (fat chance) it meant an end to the constant rent scares. Her mom could afford her medication. Plus it meant she could buy a vibrator that could last more than ten fucking minutes on a single charge.

And if it wasn’t, it would just be another potential employer ghosting her. Nothing new.

She submitted the form. She checked the time, then kicked herself for submitting a job application at fucking 11:32 pm. Nothing like a future employer knowing you’re desperate.

She sat down with a bowl of cereal, the familiar sense of helpless despair dragging her down. Suddenly, her phone vibrated.

It was the job!

Katey’s eyes boggled as she read the email - sent after midnight! - asking if she was available for an interview tomorrow morning. They even offered to pick her up.

Katey found herself laughing. She had been ready to wallow like every other night, but it looked like whatever this was could be legit.

She wrote a quick acceptance email and sent it out. Then Katey set out her interview clothes. A classy black pencil skirt along with a red top and blazer. Then, she realized she had nearly nothing to wear under it. She swallowed and set out the only clean underclothes she had. A detailed front-clasping bra - the same lacy black underwear she wore in her dream - and matching panties.

Just holding them made her remember that murky black alley, and those strong faceless men. She would’ve given anything for just five more minutes of that dream. She hoped, maybe even more than succeeding in the interview, that she’d enter that dream again.


Chapter 2

The man who picked her up was younger than she expected. Despite his lab coat, he didn’t look like a scientist. He looked like someone she’d see power-lifting in a gym, not researching, well, whatever they researched at Happy Cow Husbandry. He had a short, military-style haircut, and cold blue eyes that barely registered her.

Katey introduced herself, but the man just pointed at the car. Swallowing, Katey climbed inside.

It was a nice car, freshly washed and polished to a simmering black sheen. Katey had never been a car person, but she did notice a curious lack of a noticeable brand on the vehicle.

The man got in and, without a word, began driving.

The silence was deafening. Katey had an odd sensation that this was somehow part of the interview process. A part she was currently bombing.

“So, uh, what’s your name?” Katey attempted, desperate for some type of conversation to break the silence.

“Doctor Loyd,” He said, in a voice so deep it seemed to rumble in her chest. He was white, but she couldn’t place his accent. His cold eyes regarded her from the rear-view window, then returned to the road.

“What do you do at Happy Cow Husbandry?” Katey attempted. Perhaps if he returned the question, she could talk about her credentials?

“Science.” Came the terse, single-word reply.

Katey gulped, getting the message and shutting her mouth. Dr. Loyd looked at her again and gave her a shark-like smile.

“Apologies. They don’t keep me around for my scintillating conversational skills.”

He was an attractive man. As pent-up as Katey was, she thought she would have the hots for him. Something about his eyes and demeanor made her shiver, though. He didn’t look at her like she was a person. More like she was cargo.

“We’re about twenty minutes from HCH, but I need to stop and grab some coffee first. What do you prefer?”

“Black is fine,” Katey responded immediately, despite that being the furthest thing from the truth. He looked at her again, as if seeing right through her polite lie. Again, he gave that disturbing, knowing smile.

“Simple enough.”

“Yup! I’m easy,” Katey agreed before her brain could catch up. The man chuckled darkly, and Katey cringed at her double entendre.

They rode in silence until he pulled into a coffee chain, parked the car, and walked inside. Katey sat in the car awkwardly, again wondering what the hell she should be doing. Should she have followed him in? Why the hell didn’t he use the drive-thru?

After a torturous twenty-minute wait, the man returned and handed her a cup of black coffee.

“Enjoy.”

“You’re, uh, not going to get yourself anything?” Katey squeaked.

“Oh. I guess I forgot.” He started the car and began driving once again, on a route she hadn’t taken before.

Katey swallowed, not sure what to make of the situation. Had she been rude in asking for the coffee? Was this part of some sort of test? She thought it would be the height of rudeness not to accept the drink, so she did, taking a large pull. She wanted the caffeine to help her focus, and desperately needed something to do to distract her.

The first taste was strange, like the coffee had been sweetened with something like honey. Katey looked at the cup and noticed some sort of reddish-pink stain on the lid, almost like lipstick.

Katey tried to restart the conversation, but whatever question she was about to ask faded on her lips. She couldn’t remember what she was about to say. The world felt fuzzy, and her mind felt cocooned in pillows, slowly drawing her eyes shut. She dropped the coffee all over the foot well, and her arms and legs went slack in the seat. She tried to apologize, but couldn’t remember what for. Then, the world went black.

⁂

Katey awakened in a bright chrome room.

She had no idea how much time had passed. There was no clock, no calendar, no windows. There was just a large bed, a silver tray table, and what she thought were a collection of cabinets.

She was also naked.

Well, pretty much naked. Her front-clasp bra was undone. It left her breasts completely exposed. Her lacy black panties were pulled halfway down her hips.

“Hello?” She asked, her voice cracking. Her mouth was dry and tasted like that strange honey flavor. She hoped that meant she hadn’t been out long. Had she been drugged? Had they done something to her?

She tried to move, but her limbs felt like they weighed ten times more than normal. She could sort of wiggle and move her neck, but that was all.

Still, she felt like she was in control of her mental faculties. That was something, at least.

“Help,” She croaked.

She tried to survey the room more and eventually craned her neck to see the rest of the strange chrome room. A lab. There was a medical table with a variety of tools, from scalpels to syringes. There were capsules with a red-pink viscous liquid that she could almost recognize.

“Hello?” She tried again, her voice a strained nervous whimper. She could almost feel a presence behind her. She wasn’t sure what she could say to convince them to help her, so instead she said the first thing that came to mind. “Uh, is this part of the interview?”

Laughter. And laughter from more than one man.

The two men circled her, one with a clipboard and the other wearing glossy blue gloves. Both were wearing the same style lab coat that Dr. Loyd had been wearing. They gave lecherous stares at her exposed body. They looked from her chest to her exposed privates, then from her ass down her pale pink legs.

“Decent breasts,” The man with the clipboard noted, scribbling something down. “Smaller than we would normally prefer, but the procedure should fix that soon enough. Mind testing the sensitivity?”

“Do you mind?” Gloves asked, with a certain smile that implied he didn’t quite care about the answer.

“You can do whatever you want to me if you’re serious about that job offer,” Katey laughed nervously. She wasn’t sure if this was real, or just another dream that would end the second things got ‘good’. She wished she could pinch herself.

“Consider yourself hired.”

Just then, the gloved man reached out and pinched her nipple. Hard. Katey cried out in surprise and pain. So, not a dream then. She looked up at the man in disbelief, perhaps hoping to see some type of remorse or discomfort in his eyes. She only saw cruel indifference.

“Weight is acceptable for the procedure,” Clipboard noted, “though a bit on the low side. We should see that increase fairly quickly, but she should still be monitored. Especially if we’re going for a calf in the first year.”

“C-calf? What!?” Katey asked, looking between the two men as fast as her sluggish body could allow.

“This doesn’t require your input.” Gloves glared down at her.

“Um. Sorry?”

“Spread your legs so we can get your measurements.”

“Uh. Yes sir,” Katey swallowed, fighting the strange heaviness of the sedative to do as she was told.

“Yes sir,” Clipboard mocked, getting out a prying metal measuring device.

“At least this one is obedient.”

“I said she would be a keeper.” A third, resonating voice added. The two men both snapped their heads left, looking at someone outside Katey’s peripheral view. She didn’t need to see him though. She would remember that deep, goosebumps-inducing voice for the rest of her life.

“Dr. Loyd!” Clipboard said, almost dropping his namesake. “We were, ah, just finishing up.”

“Don’t let me stop you. Get the measurements.”

Katey watched as the man stepped closer to her, placing the cold metallic device just above her slit. She felt a bit more lucidity return to her as her cheeks began to burn. No man had ever seen her naked before, especially at this angle. She had always thought if she sent a sext to someone it would be classy, like a vintage pin-up or a shot from behind. Maybe something from the waist up, with a coy smile and a hand bra covering her breasts. Certainly not a close-up shot of her vulva, like Gloves was currently getting.

Katey felt mortified as Gloves moved lower, slotting the top half of the device right over her clit. She felt terrified and helpless, but even more so, she was extremely aroused. In her fantasies, she had always been restrained, not paralyzed, but the effect was the same. Seeing all three men inspecting her with that strange clinical detachment was too much. She could feel her clit getting hard just from the light metallic brush of the device.

“Damn. Look how wet she is.” Clipboard said, taking the end of his pen and rubbing it across her bottom lips. A thin strand of her dampness clung to it.

“I told you she’d be perfect.” Dr. Loyd smirked down at her. “Drank the sensitive right up like she wanted to ask for more. I didn’t even need the gun.”

Clipboard shook his head, color draining from his face. “Sir, I uh, I don’t believe she’s a candidate. Her measurements are much too small. Combined with her weight, I’m not sure she would make for good breeding stock.”

The massive, muscular doctor waved him away. “I wrote those guidelines. Don’t worry; after the procedure and providing a bit of stress relief for the staff she’ll be right in line. Won’t you, love?”

Katey nodded quickly, desperate to get on these men’s good side. She wasn’t sure how she could escape from this insane situation, but figured it would start by not pissing them off.

“Good girl. Now, let’s work on getting those breasts to a respectable size for our work, hmmm?”

The Doctor put on gloves and squirted some sort of clear white substance in his hands. Then, he grabbed Katey’s breasts and started massaging them.

“Oh my god,” Katey mumbled, squeezing her eyes shut. She hadn’t been touched like this in over half a year. The doctor was surprisingly gentle, rolling her mammaries up and down with practiced ease. He squeezed and pulled her, not quite painfully but still fairly hard. He rubbed the strange sort of lotion all across her breasts, with the notable absence of her tits.

It was almost too much. All the men were staring at her with lecherous eyes, sometimes at her breasts, and sometimes between her legs. Katey could feel how wet she was, how much she needed them, but didn’t dare speak up.

Then, the doctor applied a different sort of ointment on his gloves and pulled each of her tits.

She wasn’t sure if it was the mysterious ointment, all the strange men around her staring at her nakedness, or just the Doctor’s masterful manipulation of her nipples, but Katey felt the humiliating sense that she was actually about to cum. It was typically pretty hard for her without a partner, but with three Katey was terribly aroused. She tried hard not to moan, but the Doctor simply didn’t stop. He rubbed them up and down, circled them, pulled them, slapped them, then pinched them.

Her moans were small at first. She writhed on the table, gripping the edges as hard as she could. Her pussy clenched down around nothing, and her juices dripped out of her. She felt a few droplets land on her thigh. She started to quake as her body prepared for release.

“Ah, ah. That’s enough of that. Wouldn’t want you to lose control, would we? At least, not yet.” The Doctor said, his sardonic voice echoing in the small room.

Katey groaned in frustration, not even able to hide her disappointment. Even now she couldn’t finish! Her breasts were sore, swollen, and felt heavier than before.

“Patience.” The Doctor smirked. “If you’re just as cooperative during your little procedure, I’ll let you cum. Once. How’s that?”

“W-what are you going to do to me?” Katey choked out, fear and arousal hopelessly intertwined in her mind.

“Today?” The Doctor inquired. “Today we’re planning on applying a special type of embrocation, along with a few quick injections. That’s all. Nothing to worry yourself over.”

Katey had no idea what an ‘embrocation’ was. Her panicked brain latched onto what she did comprehend. “W-what’s in the injections?”

“I’m glad you asked.” Dr. Loyd smirked, moving lower.

He still had the strange translucent-white gel on his gloves and ran a finger down her slit. Katey had never had someone’s, well, anything down there before. She shivered, wondering if he was about to put whatever that gel was inside her. A big part of her wanted him to, as long as it meant she was getting fingered.

“It’s a special brew of my personal creation.” Dr. Loyd answered, putting his finger over her entrance but refusing to go further. “You graduated in Environmental Science, correct? Are you familiar with CRISPR technology and the way it affects self-replicating RNA?”

Katey’s mind was blank as she struggled not to hump the doctor’s hand like a needy slut. “Uh. N-no?”

“Never mind the complexities.” The doctor waved away her ignorance with a dismissive brush of his hand. “The main takeaway is that the injection contains a very special sort of virus. One that will reprogram your genetic code.”

“W-what!? Why?”

“To make you the very best cow you can be, love.”

Katey’s blood turned to ice. “What? Turn me into a cow? Like, eating grass, being milked cow!?”

She realized that when the other men said calf, they weren’t referring to a part of her leg.

“It won’t be so bad.” The Doctor assured, gently penetrating her with a finger. Katey felt that familiar warmth in her core. Even though the doctor had just started touching her there, she already felt like she was about to cum. It was humiliating how her body responded to his touch like he already owned the most intimate parts of her. “No more worrying about debts. Of lonely nights. Of juggling jobs, and worrying about your mother’s health.”

Katey’s breath caught in her throat. “H-how did you know…!?”

One of the lab techs chuckled and showed off his phone. It displayed her public Facebook account.

“It doesn’t take a psychic.” The doctor said, slowly grinding his finger in and out of her. His finger was large and warm, and Katey could feel her walls contracting around it.

“You’ll…you’ll still get me the job though, right?” Katey asked, dazed by the revelation. “You’ll make sure my Mom’s okay?”

“I will.” The Doctor promised.

Gloves stepped away from her, two empty syringes in hand. Katey numbly registered that he must’ve injected her, but she had never felt the needles enter her. Just as panic threatened to overwhelm her, the Doctor grabbed her chin and forced her to look at him.

“Are you going to behave for us now?” He asked, pinching the tip of her clit. She gave a startled yip in surprise and nodded quickly. “Good girl. Focus on me, not them. They’re not the ones about to make you cum.”

Katey swallowed as the doctor circled her sensitive clit. She wished more than anything that he would rub her harder and faster, like how she got herself off at home. Instead, he seemed almost painfully slow, rubbing lazy circles around her sensitive pink nub. Any time she got close he would reduce his pace, leaving her right on the edge, still unable to cum.

“Please!” She begged, trying to push her hips against his finger, desperate for any more stimulation.

“Please what?” The Doctor mocked.

“Please, please fuck me!” Katey looked Dr. Loyd in the eyes, rubbing against his hand as hard as she could with her sluggish body. She just couldn’t take it anymore. It had been months since a man had made her cum, and with Jeremy it had always been above the waist. Her tits were sensitive, but those orgasms had been far from satisfying.

Now a man was touching her most vulnerable areas, his bulge obvious to her hungry eyes. And with the two others staring at her giving her their full attention, her voyeuristic heart fluttered. It was literally the stuff of her dreams.

She stared at Dr. Loyd as that predatory, shark-like smile returned as he unbuckled his belt.

“Well, since you asked nicely.” The Doctor unsheathed his cock, which was nearly as big around as her fist. She swallowed, rapidly reconsidering her position as he rubbed his goliath dick across her drenched, needy lips. The Doctor grabbed her calves roughly. He forcefully repositioned her with her hips up, and her legs dangling in the air. The position was humiliating, especially with the others watching her dripping, exposed sex.

Then, he entered her.

Katey couldn’t help but gasp. She was so wet that he was technically able to slide in, filling every space of her small virgin hole. She didn’t know if it was her arousal or something to do with the injections, but the expected pain just didn’t come. As he thrust into her, her poor hole stretched to its absolute limits. After three thrusts she was a panting, pleading mess, and after five she was right on the edge.

“You like that, slut?” The Doctor asked, his deep voice reverberating through her body. “Tell me how much you want this.”

“God, yes, please!” Katey begged. Her back arched as she finally found release, clamping the Doctor’s thick cock inside her. Bliss overrode every sense. Katey had cum before certainly, but never like this. Her eyes squeezed shut as a moan tore itself from her throat unbidden. All she felt was pleasure from every one of the Doctor’s thrusts. He slammed into her with wild abandon, his large balls slapping her ass and thighs.

It took her a moment to realize that the Dr. Loyd was about to cum too. She felt him pulse within her, once, twice, before releasing a hot spurt of cum deep inside her womb. Katey’s pussy quivered, a second smaller orgasm following on the heels of the first. Katey panted as the Doctor’s cock slid out of her, leaving a trail of his seed behind.

“Told you she was a keeper.” Dr. Loyd smirked at one of his techs, wiping the tip of his rod on Katey’s thigh before redressing.

Both techs were visibly aroused by the explicit display. Neither dared correct their boss.

“Let’s get her to the barn then. Meet the other cows, get her settled, all of that.”

Katey moved to stand, but although the sedative was wearing off, she still wasn’t in full control of her body. She leaned over too far, falling off the table directly on her hip. The techs laughed at her pain, while Dr. Loyd just shook his head.

“If you can’t stand, I’m going to make you crawl.” He threatened, slipping off his belt and holding the metal buckle like a whip.

Katey tried getting to her feet, but her abs and legs just wouldn’t obey. The doctor smacked her ass with the belt, making a loud cracking sound and causing Katey to yelp. She was more surprised than hurt. The sound was incredibly loud, but in his grip the stinging pain wasn’t too intense. What Katey was really frightened of was that he could cause much, much worse pain with that belt. If he choose.

Unable to stand or flee, Katey took the only option available to her and started crawling. The techs laughed as she slowly, on her hands and knees, tried to make it out the door.

Dr. Loyd sighed, did something with his belt, and fit the loop of leather around her neck. Katey tried to protest, but the makeshift leash suddenly went taught. It pulled her forcefully in the other direction by her neck.

“This way, cow.” The Doctor snarled, pulling her down the cold, sterile hall.


Chapter 3

Dr. Loyd dragged her through the facility. Katey tried to get a look around, but couldn’t. The Doctor’s long-legged gait combined with the lingering anesthesia meant all she could do was crawl for her life. Her belt-leash was constantly choking her, and her knees and palms began to hurt badly. Every so often she snuck a glance up, trying to get the attention or help of any of the staff, but none obliged. Even the female techs looked at her with annoyance and disgust, as if she was far beneath their notice. Any cries for help were ignored, and begging the doctor to slow down only tightened her leash. She felt like crying, crawling naked with no one to help her or care.

“Please!” Katey begged. “Do something!”

“Normally I would belt a disobedient cow for that.” The Doctor sneered, pulling the leash harder. “You’re lucky my belt is currently being used.”

“You can borrow mine.” One of the female lab assistants offered, glaring at Katey and offering the Doctor her belt.

Dr. Loyd thanked her, then folded the belt and smacked her bare ass. This time, he was much more forceful. Katey cried out. Her head thunked hollowly against the cold, unforgiving tile, and she looked as meek as she could. The Doctor didn’t stop. He hit her plump white ass over and over until red streaks formed across each cheek.

It was a moment she had always fantasized about. Someone really smacking her like she meant it, but she had never thought about it happening like this. In her fantasies, she was always with someone she trusted. The type of soft yet firm dom that would do things like consent checks and gentle encouragement. She liked being spanked and choked, more than she ever dared admit. But this was way too intense, even for a BDSM-curious masochistic sub like her.

Finally, he stopped. Katey was led outside the haunting, sterile chrome of the Happy Cow Husbandry facility. She had never been an outdoors person, but the bright blue sky and lush field of grass almost felt like freedom.

And for the first time, Katey saw other prisoners too! Several nude women, also on their hands and knees, milled about in the sunshine.

Almost on instinct, Katey moved towards the women, only to get choked by Dr. Loyd’s belt. He sneered at her, then frowned when he saw the tears budding in her eyes.

“You get one.” He said, kneeling so they were eye to eye. “You want to go over there and talk to the other cows? Fine. But you fuck with me one time, try to run off or whatever, and I will break you. Understood?”

Katey nodded hastily, understanding all too well. The overwhelming horniness from before had faded. It left her only with fear, humiliation, and guilt over what had happened.

What she had done. What she had asked for.

Still, the idea of being able to talk to someone, anyone, felt like a gift. Maybe they were in the same position and could relate.

She wasn’t focused on escape. The Doctor was sadistic, possibly as sadistic as they came, but she believed him. He said he would get her mother the money, and she was willing to do what that took. Whatever horrors awaited her, she knew that it would be worth it. All she needed was a bit of comradery, just one friend to talk to, just to make everything feel a bit more sane.

Dr. Loyd released her collar, and she croaked a ‘thank you’ before crawling to the other women in the field. The dirt and grass were soft under her knees and palms, giving her a bit of respite from the hard linoleum floor.

As Dr. Loyd discussed disturbing medical procedures with the farmhands, Katey made her way to the other women. There were five, each just as stark naked as she was. Each had enormous, pendulous breasts, far beyond anything approaching normal.

Katey had never really encountered anyone with breasts larger than hers. Even in high school, she often wore baggy sweatshirts to hide her breast size from leering boys and envious girls. Now though, it was hard not to gawk at the other, well, cows wouldn’t be an inappropriate word to describe them. Their tits almost touched the grass. Their nipples were oddly elongated, almost like a pinky.

“Hi!” Katey began with a bright smile, introducing herself. It was probably obvious to anyone with eyes that she had been crying. If anyone saw her backside, they’d see red streaks across her ass, and cum and other fluids leaking out of her exposed pussy. Still, there was every possibility these women had been exposed to the same treatment. Plus, she needed friends.

Two of the women didn’t acknowledge her in the slightest. They simply stared ahead with happy, dopey smiles on their face and a glassy, far away expression.

“They’re in the clouds.” One of the women frowned, introducing herself as ‘Brianna’.

“Sorry?”

“When a hucow acts up too much, they get the belt.” Brianna gave Katey a pitying look. “Any more, or if they become unmanageable, and they put your mind way in the clouds.”

Katey felt her stomach begin to knot. “What does that mean?”

“They drug you to the point where you no longer care. Anyone could have their way with you and you’d be content and high as a kite. Too much though and, well, the effect becomes permanent. Melissa tried to escape and bit one of the techs. That was weeks ago, but she’s still like this, and I don’t think she’ll ever go back. It robs you of everything that makes you, well, you. She’s just a hucow now.”

“W-what the fuck?”

“It’s what we’ll all be in the end.” One of the other women added, her head held low. Melissa, not picking up on the fear or distress of the others in the slightest, gave a contented moo.

“Hucow, like, as in…human cow?” Katey asked, feeling a wave of cold terror wash over her. “They’re really doing that? Why!?”

Brianna just shook her head. “Vegan milk? Cheaper breast milk? Advances in genetics? I don’t know.”

Katey knew bits and pieces, but the the memory of that chrome lab felt surreal. They had told her this, didn’t they? Something about a calf?

It was hard to recall, but what came much more easily was how she had begged her kidnapper to fingerfuck her. And then she came on his cock. Gods, had he cum inside her? Was she going to get pregnant with some kind of calf? And was whatever virus Dr. Loyd was talking about already inside her?

Katey struggled to breathe, losing her composure and trying to get to her feet. When her legs still didn’t obey, panic rose in her chest and she started hyperventilating. Suddenly the sky and the grass seemed too vibrant, too oversaturated, too perfect. What had they done to her? What else did they have in store?

Without really having any sort of plan, Katey just bolted, crawling for all she was worth as fast as she could. The pain in her palms and knees went forgotten as adrenaline took over. She booked it toward the only thing that looked like a possible exit: a short, four-foot-tall metal fence.

Dr. Loyd strolled up to her, walking faster than usual, but not bothering to jog. The Doctor’s boot found the small of her back and pressed down, forcing her to the ground. Katey cried out in pain. He took out a sleek, black pistol out of the inner pocket of his jacket, then shot her right in the ass. Katey felt the dart pierce her cheek, and she looked up at the man in horror.

“You remember what I said about one chance?” The Doctor sneered.

Katey nodded meekly, her vision doing black around the edges.

“Well, you won’t soon enough.” He laughed, that dark, deep sound reverberating in her mind as she lost consciousness.


Chapter 4

Katey awakened, her mind feeling fuzzy and distant. She wondered why she wasn’t in her bed, and why it felt like she was lying on her stomach. Her eyes registered yellow hay under her, which couldn’t be right.

Katey tried to move, but her arms were locked in place. She tried again harder but to no avail. She tried to move, wiggle her hips, kick out, but nothing happened.

“What the fuck?” She whispered, trying to crane her neck to see what was restraining her. Memories of the past day came rushing back, but her mind rejected them as if she was still in a dream. This couldn’t be real, could it?

A hard, cold steel bar kept her aloft, fitting between her breasts, down her abdomen, and between her legs. Each leg had two leather cuffs, one for her thighs, and one for her ankle. Her arms were likewise restrained, one by her shoulder and the other by her wrist. She couldn’t see what locked her to the central bar from her position, or what locked her neck in place.

It felt cold and ridged. Immovable.

As much as she didn’t want to believe it was real, it couldn’t be denied.

Katey lay like that for hours. She struggled, writhed, and contemplated any possible way she could escape. She quickly found some sort of straw-like plastic feeding tube on one side, with a water tube on the other.

She ignored both. The memory of her stupidly drinking the coffee Dr. Loyd offered played through her head. That, along with the abuse and humiliation of being fingered and fucked by the man. Then crawling through the facility. Naked.

She shook her head to clear it. She could still do that, at least partially.

The hunger was bad, but the thirst was far worse. She had wiggled and pulled and pushed and done everything she could think of to get free, and she was dying for a drink.

Seeing no other hucows - women, she reminded herself, real human women! - or any other farmhands or techs, she realized she’d likely die without the water. She couldn’t see what time it was, or how long she had been struggling.

Reluctantly, she took a sip.

It tasted fine. Fresh. It didn’t have a strange aftertaste or have that strange, sickly-sweet honey flavor.

She drank. She felt guilty doing it, but what other choice did she have?

The water sated her thirst but only made her more hungry. There was so little to do she felt like she was going to go mad. The feeding tube just sat there, taunting her, the only other option she could select.

Eventually, she decided to risk it, just a taste. It was sweet and savory, almost like liquefied French toast. It was the first thing she had eaten in what felt like days, and after she started, she didn’t want to stop. It was easy to eat, requiring almost no chewing. It was a pleasant, smooth, even texture.

It went well with the water. She switched between the two, feeling good about her choice to keep her strength up. She didn’t feel hungry anymore, but the food didn’t quite seem to fill her up. She ended up eating a lot and dozing off with the tube in her mouth.

⁂

“Good girl.”

Katey startled awake and tried to turn to face that cold, baritone voice, but the collar prevented it. Dr. Loyd casually strolled into her line of sight, putting a faux comforting hand on her head.

Katey tried to speak, but her words came out slurred and wrong. Katey tried again and realized the ability was totally outside her control. What had she been trying to say anyway? Something about escaping? She couldn’t remember.

“Simple girls like you don’t need to struggle with complicated things like language and thoughts. You’re right where you need to be.”

He entered her pen, and she suddenly felt extremely vulnerable. Her exposed breasts hung to either side of the steel beam, and her rear hung in the air. She was suspended partially by the beam, and partially by the leather cuffs around her thighs. She would’ve considered the position humiliating, but the concept of humiliation felt distant. Hadn’t she always been like this?

She tried to rebel, writhing and twisting in the restraints. If Dr. Loyd was alarmed he didn’t show it, instead electing to pat her on the head.

“Deal…?” Katey managed, barely managing the word as slobber ran down her chin.

“I’m a man of my word, don’t you worry.” He assured. “Your mother will have her insulin, and we’ll send the occasional letter to her on your behalf. She’ll be well taken care of with the money from this.”

Katey sagged, relieved. Whatever concern she had, or whatever semblance of resistance was left evaporated. Her mom would be okay, and she would be okay.

For the first time in so long, she had absolutely nothing to stress over. No money problems, job issues, or health scares. She was right where she needed to be.

Her eyes glazed over. She had done it.

It was like a door to her mind had been opened. A terrified, locked door bound in chains of ‘shoulds’ finally lost its strength. She had, and she did. Now that door was open, and she could do whatever she wanted. She was physically bound, but her soul was more free than ever. She could feel whatever she wished.

And maybe, in her hazy, drooling state, she wanted to get railed.

Dr. Loyd reached and squeezed one of her breasts. Katey let out a groan, not expecting the sudden sensation. Dr. Loyd scared her, but suddenly, she realized that this was the only way she was going to get any stimulation. She tried to talk, to ask what was happening, or maybe try to encourage him, but all that came out was another low moan.

“Relax. You’ll get what you want soon enough.”

Katey was surprised at how much she enjoyed his touch as he caressed and fondled her. The way he massaged her made her want so much more, and he just didn’t stop. After nearly ten minutes she was so wet she thought it might drip down onto the hay below her. When he finally pressed his tongue to her tits she felt like she was about to orgasm right then and there. Hot milk dripped onto the Doctor’s tongue, sweet and creamy. He licked his lips, checked a box on his clipboard, and moved to leave.

No! Katey thought desperately, begging him for more with insistent, needy grunts. The doctor grinned and complied, grabbing and twisting her nipple savagely. Katey gasped in shock, overstimulated to the point of orgasm with nothing inside her. It was intense, painful, pleasurable, and deeply unsatisfying. Her thighs quivered as she leaked a few more drops of milk out of her tits.

“Good girl.” The Doctor praised as her small orgasm subsided, and she mewled in pain and desire. “You’ll be production-ready in no time.”


Chapter 5

Some time had passed, but Katey had no way of knowing how much. Even the concept of time felt strange and unwieldy. She realized something was gone, something precious, but without the words it slowly felt less and less important. Her anxiety and fear also seemed to evaporate, and what replaced it was a strange sort of excitement. She was curious what the new day would bring. She hoped she would see her friends in the field again, or maybe that cute doctor. She got a warm, pleasant buzz in her core whenever she thought of him. It made her drink even more of her tasty eggytoast-smoothie. He had come last time she had consumed it and called her a good girl. Maybe drinking even more would cause him to come again?

She liked her personal feeding and watering tubes. The pain from laying on her steel beam had oddly lessened until she really couldn’t feel it. The only part of her that was uncomfortable was her udders. She looked down at her beach-ball sized, engorged breasts and felt something like confusion, if not exactly anxiety. She flailed her hooves - had she always had hooves? - and looked at her front legs more closely. No, not hooves, hands. Someone had bound those hands in black electrical table. They had wrapped each multiple times, and each did sort of resemble hooves. Something was also causing her to squeeze those hands as tightly as she possibly could. Instead of them cramping or feeling tired it was a pleasurable sort of massage on her head. Like whatever she was doing she was meant to be doing, and all of this was natural.

A sickly sort of fear entered her mind as she saw black and white fur coming out of those hands and down her arms. She could see it across her shoulder too. It continued presumably to her neck, just a bit of fur where there was normally white skin. But as her panic rose a different feeling came, like she was floating.

The massage felt soft and light, like a cloud, and she could feel it on her head, her breasts, and her slit. She noticed that she felt wet as well, but she didn’t feel embarrassed, guilty, or anything like that. She wanted boys to see! Maybe one of them would touch her like the doctor did, or even put their fun bits inside her too. She would really like that.

The doctor came in, and Katey mooed, content to see him again. Dr. Loyd scratched her on the head, and she groaned, leaning into the familiar contact. She took a big whiff of him, enchanted by his familiar masculine scent. He asked her a question, but words had more or less lost their meaning. He rewarded her with a gentle pat and walked around her, writing something down on his clipboard.

She hoped he liked what he saw. She hoped he would finish his work quickly and pet her some more. Preferably in the wet sticky place between her legs. He walked around her and looked directly at her tingly, buzzy backside. He ran his hands up and down her thighs and over her rump. His touch felt good against her sensitive, yearning skin, and she mooed loudly.

He didn’t ask for permission, but Katey would’ve given it in spades. His fingers slowly traced across her wet lips. She pulled on her restraints as much as they would allow, leaning into his touch. When his finger entered her it was bliss, and she craved so much more. He gently thrust in and out of her, rubbing the bottom of her tunnel as he did so.

Lost in a haze of pleasure, Katey barely registered the sound of the Doctor’s belt buckle coming loose. She did feel it though as his large, thick cock ran across her lips. It was so warm, and she was so ready to get filled and railed. She wanted to earn his praise and feel that warmth inside her.

Katey came as his tip slid inside her, the sensation of his girth stretching her open too much to take. She felt the heat of his cock, and the way it pulsed and throbbed inside her. She wanted him to use her, and the idea of it combined with the stimulation made her cum again. He grabbed her by her horns and held her in place as he slammed into her, fucking her like the animal she was becoming. He was ruthless, and she loved every second of it.

Dr. Loyd was not kind. He rammed into her with feral ferocity and used her cunt like his personal toy. The higher mind of a human had all but left her, leaving little more than the animal instincts of a hucow. The fear, guilt, and humiliation she had felt were replaced by pleasure and joy. Her owner felt pleased by her!

“Oh fuck,” The doctor gasped, his thrusts becoming erratic.

He was getting close. The doctor’s cock twitched, and the sudden increase in pressure pushed Katey over the edge again. She came, her walls convulsing around the doctor’s length, squeezing him as hard as she could. Dr. Loyd slammed into her one final time. His balls rested against her thighs, his seed shooting deep inside her.

The doctor gave her another nice scratch on the head before putting his cock away. Katey wasn’t done, not by a long shot, but Dr. Loyd had something else in store as well.

He returned with two metal buckets and began massaging her breasts. Instead of pleasure, Katey’s overstretched mammaries registered more pain and discomfort. That was, until his tongue touched her sensitive, thumb-shaped udders. A long stream of milk flowed out of her, and a long, heavy ‘Moooo!’ tore from her throat as Dr. Loyd pulled, stretched, pinched, and pulled. He switched from one teat to the other, and Katey’s orgasm crashed over her.

Her milk was sweet, and Dr. Loyd didn’t stop massaging her as her body went rigid. His mouth still latched onto her tit, his hands pulling at the other one. He collected a large amount of milk but drank no small amount of her delectable cream himself. Katey came over and over, helpless in his hands as the buckets filled. He had nearly filled both buckets and placed them on a tray on wheels.

“Good job.” He said, rewarding her with another scratching session.

Katey’s head lulled to the side as the doctor left, spent and yet still somehow wanting more.

Katey was a good cow. It was all she wanted to be.


Chapter 6

Katey had been a good hucow. The Doctor had seen fit to move her to a new stall! She could see the sun, the bright blue sky, and the beautiful vibrant green grass. She was still restrained like before, but she didn’t mind. Her friends were close by, and every so often they could roam the field together under the sun. When she was in her stall she had everything she needed: tasty food, clean crisp water, and a comfy sleeping spot.

Her breasts were large, larger than any other hucow on the farm. They reached past the length of her front legs as they hung below her. The Doctor was very pleased with her production.

One day, the doctor came in and rubbed a strange sort of jelly on her bulging tummy. Then checked it with a strange sort of machine. She had never seen before. She was excited to get milked or possibly fucked again, but this felt different.

Whatever it was, the results seemed to please Dr. Loyd greatly. He had even brought in a special new toy just for the occasion. Katey was thrilled as he walked behind her, goosebumps running up her arms. She fantasized about what he was going to do back there. Instead of her usual fingering, she felt something new clamp onto her clit. At first, it was uncomfortable to the point of being painful, but then he turned it on.

Katey went ridged, instantly pulling on each of her restraints to the very limit. The buzzing on her clit was intense, and she was instantly drowned in extreme pleasure. Her eyes squeezed shut and she could barely breathe.

Then, he got to work on her tits.

Katey wasn’t aware of the low, guttural moos she made as he gave her elongated tits long, slow strokes. Cream poured in steady streams each time he pulled. The Doctor filled bucket after bucket but got greedy after the third and had to have a taste for himself.

As he tasted her creamy tit, Katey came so hard she dislodged the vibrating clit-hood ring he had placed inside her. She mooed in dismay as her intense orgasm lost a bit of its fire, but the Doctor wasn’t perturbed.

He walked around, jammed it a bit harder and a bit deeper around her, then opened her wide. Katey was back to a panting wet mess, drooling from both lips as she shivered in anticipation.

She felt the Doctor’s cock press against her clit, then slide across her lips as it sought her slick, hot entrance. Though she was heavily pregnant, her heat hadn’t dissipated in the slightest. He entered her, and she groaned in relief and pleasure. The intense buzzing on her clit flowed to her core, making it feel like the Doctor’s dick was a vibrator. She came hard on his cock, again and again. She felt like she was crushing it in the sopping wet, vice-like grip of her loins but his massive length still rammed into her again and again.

He picked up speed just as Katey was losing herself entirely, lost in a black sea of pleasure. Her eyes were as shut as she could be, and her mouth was only good for the moans and moos of pleasure. She wasn’t even aware she was making noise. Each thrust was another wave of pleasure as one long, continuous orgasm pelted her over and over. She loved this. She loved being his completely, being owned by him, abused by him, used by him, and pleasing him. She felt herself grow warm as he came in her and felt his seed ooze down her backside.

“Good girl.” Dr. Loyd purred, smacking her ass hard and causing her to shiver with pain and pleasure. The vibrating ring was still inside her, causing her to come again and again. “We’ll get a few hundred gallons out of you yet, at least until you’re spent. I think you have four or five calves left in you after this one. What do you think?”

“Mooooo!” Katey said excitedly, reaching as far as her restraints would allow. She tried to get closer to the Doctor, the one who had done such unspeakable things to her. His words were lost on her completely.

“It’s a pity we’ll need to replace you after. Hybrid bodies aren’t as robust as what you’re making inside you now.” He said, rubbing her heavily-pregnant belly. “But your sacrifice will be worth it. You’ll make many more happy cows, Katey.”

He scratched Katey behind her large floppy ears. Her tongue lolled out with excitement and pleasure as drool leaked down her chin.

She wasn’t nervous or scared in the slightest. She was right where she wanted to be.

She was a good cow.


Author’s Note

Hi, it looks like you reached the end! I hope you enjoyed Katey’s story. Writing scary hucow stuff can be intense!

Thank you so much for reading! If you enjoyed yourself, please consider rating and reviewing. There’s more Domesticated by the Doctor coming soon!

Love,

Heaven ♥️
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“You fantasized about being bred like a cow?”

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

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

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