Jessica walked her street, swaying her hips seductively. Beside her Maria strutted. It was a comfortable evening, but had still been slow. Jessica had given an old fart a blow job for twenty bucks, but that was it. Maria hadn’t seen anyone.

They were both successful sluts. Jessica had beautiful strawberry blond hair. Her gorgeous blue eyes and very well endowed body made her very popular with the customers. She wore tall heels, cheap knock-offs of Stilettos. She also wore a very mini mini-skirt, no panties; they slowed her work. Her tube top revealed a little too much, showing the semi-circles of her nipples. Of course, she didn’t notice. She was still on a buzz. The only twenty dollars she had made immediately went to some coke, which she shared with Maria.

Maria was Puerto Rican, a recent immigrant. She had come to New York to start a modeling career. Her first couple of months had gone well, but then a fellow model gave her a snort of cocaine. That began her spiral downward. The once promising model was now a woman of the street, turning tricks to feed her coke and meth habits. She was a stunning Latina woman, her very dark eyes, and mane of raven black hair combined with a very well endowed body. Scars on her once flawless skin exposed her drug habits. 

They both turned when they heard the vehicle pull up hind them. It was a full size Chevy van, very plain in its white paint. They passenger side window buzzed down and the driver called across to them.


“Hello honeys. Need a ride home?” he said it in a tone that implied he didn’t intend on taking them home.

Jessica answered, Maria’s English was poor. “Hey hot stuff. Sure could use a ride. Think you can handle the both of us?” When the two women came to the open window they cut the crap.

“What your plans, sweet heart?”  Jessica asked. Even from the window it was too dark for her to see his face.

“A quick blow for me, from the Mexi…”

“Puerto Rican.” Maria quickly corrected.

“Whatever. Then we’re goin’ to head to NYU. Got a couple frat parties you might be in.”

“Great, how much you paying?”

“Twenty a blow, and forty for the cunt.” He answered.

“Sounds good. You want Maria’s tongue in the van or somewhere else?” Jessica asked.

“Uhh…. Nah not in the van. It ain’t mine. Better leave it clean. I know a good alley we can duck into. You’re a good looking chick yourself. Maybe I’ll let you work me over.”

“Sure, it’s still twenty bucks, no matter how much you flatter me.”

“How about a snort or two of crank?”

Jessica’s eyes lit up. “I’ll fuck you twice for that.”

“Great, I need some. Get in.” Maria pulled open the door and pushed seat forward and climbed in. Jessica climbed into the seat next to the mysterious man. As soon as he put the van in gear and the van drove off, Jessica heard an “Hhhhmmmph”. She spun about to see what was wrong with her friend. She saw a huge black man, one arm around Maria’s graceful throat, the other holding a cloth across her face. Jessica panicked. She began franticly grabbing for the door handle. Locked! The bastard had locked it! She kicked and screamed as the other man grabbed her, trying to pin her writhing body to the seat. She fought valiantly, biting his hand when he tried to put the cloth across her face.

He managed it, he was very much stronger then she was. The cloth was shoved violently into her face, giving her a bloody nose. She tried to hold her breath, to avoid breathing whatever was on the rag. The man was too strong. She couldn’t break free soon enough not to take a breath. As soon as she took in her first breath, she felt dizzy, by her second everything was fuzzy, and by her third, she blacked out.
Jessica slowly wakened. Her throat was so dry. When she tried to swallow, she found that she had a ball gag in her mouth. She quickly learned that her hands were cuffed and her feet tied. She whimpered, weeping at her predicament. 

Then she heard a voice. “Hey, Bill, the white bitch is awake.”

“So? I need to drive and your yakking ain’t helping. Do you want to explain why we have two whores tied up in the back of a van to the cops?”

“All right, all right, but I’m getting a bit of a reward for the trouble this bitch gave me.”

She heard the big man stumble over to her, struggling to keep his balance in the moving van. He placed a huge hand on her inside her thigh, and rubbed, each time getting closer to her cunt. She was sobbing by the time he entered her. She had had the most disgusting things done to her before, but always it had been with her permission, her choice. After he finished, when he ejaculated in his pants, she guessed, he slapped her bare bottom, hard, and then tossed her skirt over her welt.

It was fifteen minutes later by the time the tears left her eyes allowing her to see. She looked around her environment. Her head was near the two big doors near the end of the van. To her left she saw Maria, still unconscious, lying next to her. She probably didn’t even know their mess. 

The van took a sharp turn and then Jessica heard gravel crunching under the tires. They were probably taking them to their hideout, where they would be raped, and then murdered. Jessica realized that she was going into withdrawals. She needed a fix bad! 


Maria’s eyes opened when they slammed over a hard bump. Those very eyes filled with panic and she let out a muffled scream through her gag. Jessica did her best to let her friend know that she was there, suffering with her.

Panic gripped both their stomachs when they pulled to a stop. This was the end. When the rear doors were pulled open, light poured in. As Jessica’s eyes adjusted to the light she saw that it was a porch light over a big steel door. Then she heard the voices once again. They spoke to the side of the van, just outside of the girls view.

“How many did you get?” a new voice asked, one different from Bill’s or the other man’s.


“Two. It was a slow night. We drove around for an hour and a half before we found these two. I thought I’d bring the girls we got back to you before we tried to find more.” Bill answered.


“Good call. I’ve been bored out of my mind. That Russian girl… what was her name? Natalya! Her transformation was quick. Became a beautiful bay filly, she’s in stall number 67 if you’d like to see her. What happened to your hand, Bruce?” the new voice said.


“Huh? Oh. The white girl decided to cannibalize me. Do you think it needs stitches?”    


“Hmmm… Go to my office and I’ll look at it. Take the Latina girl to the green room and the white girl to the padded room.  I’d like to change her first.”


“Okay, Doc!” they said in unison. When they pulled Maria from the van she kicked and writhed, Bill and Bruce did not appreciate that, judging from their cursing. The other man jumped into the van and squatted down next to Jessica.  


“You’re a pretty one aren’t you? Let’s get that gag out of there.” He undid the snap and rolled her over on her back. After licking her lips she spoke.


“You… you bastard! What do you want with us? Are we your sex toys?”


“Feisty too. No, you’re not going to be sex toys. All though we enjoy what we do. I won’t lie to you and say what you’re about to go through is in the name of science, that you’re some test subject or some such thing. We enjoy it. In fact most of the girls enjoy it after a while as well.  For most of the sluts, it’s a big step up in life. Around 95% of the girls end up enjoying their change.”

“What change are you talking about? You are goin’ to give me a lobotomy or sumpin’?”


“No. Your going to become a horse.” He said with a straight face.


“What!” Jessica nearly laughed, “Are you out of your fuckin’ mind?” 


He didn’t look amused. “Don’t believe me, eh? Well I guess you’ll find out soon enough.”


The heavy steel door swung opened again, and two men emerged, who Jessica assumed were Bill and Bruce. The big black man had gauze wrapped around his left hand. Bruce picked up her feet, while Bill adjusted her hand-cuffs, moving them from her back to her front where he could use them to carry her. 


They went through a corridor; it closely resembled a hospital, though it wasn’t as well lit. Jessica was able to glance to the sides, where big doors were positioned at regular intervals. Her heart sunk when she heard a muffled cry from one of the rooms, then pounding at the door. Perhaps that was Maria, unless they had an entire house of horrors here, full of girls. Jessica didn’t want to think about either scenario.

Just as the pressure on Jessica’s arms became painful, they reached their destination. The doctor fiddled with a large ring of keys. Bruce whistled in boredom. Finally, he found the right key and then held the door open for them. Bill and Bruce gently set her down, and helped her get into a sitting position.


Jessica studied her new surroundings. The walls were heavily padded and looked like it was out of an insane asylum from the movies. What really puzzled her was the floor. It was made out a tough rubber material with an odd texture on it. Instead of a trim along bottom of the wall, there was grate. Bill and Bruce left leaving Jessica with this so called doctor.

She glared at him. He didn’t seem to notice. He paced the room, seemingly waiting. The door opened and Bill returned pushing a cart. Jessica couldn’t see what was on it since she was sitting down.


The doctor picked up a syringe. Jessica eyes widened. He saw her panic.


“Yes, I am going to give you an injection. I recommend it getting it in the bum. Much less painful. I suggest you lean over and take it. You’ll get it no matter what, so let’s do it the pleasant way, hmmm?” Jessica sighed and lay on side, exposing her pretty bare bottom. She felt a little prick and then felt the doctor rubbing her buttocks, which wasn’t all that bad, really.  

A warm sensation overtook her body as the doctor undid her restraints. He patted her ass and said, “That’s a good girl. I usually watch the girls, but I have to attend to Bruce. You did quite a number to his hand. See the dark glass balls in the ceiling?” he pointed. “I don’t have to tell you that they contain cameras. If anything goes wrong we’ll know and we can help you.” He stood up and left, making sure to lock the doors. 
Jessica moaned. Her loins tingled, like an orgasm that was stuck deep inside her sex. In her present state she did not notice her rump swelling and growing fleshier. Her face began pushing slowing forward. Her moaning became more guttural. She came out of her stupor when her clothing became uncomfortably tight. God, her tube top was hurting her! 

She tried desperately to remove it, but her fingers were stiff and beginning to ache. It was getting very difficult to breath. With a loud pop and a soft whinny the spandex gave way. She screamed when she saw her breasts, her scream half equine, half human. Her once beautiful breasts were now gone, and the nipples were quickly fading away.


Her hooves tore at her mini-skirt, partly because it was hurting her, but she also wanted to see what was going on. Her swelling body did it for her. She began weeping when she saw what had happened to her mammary glands. Two equine teats. 

     
Equine instincts took over as her palomino coat grew in. She used her hind feet to scratch her itching body, just like a horse. Soon a small palomino filly, just like any other stood in the room. She lifted her tail and a long steam of urine poured from her cunt. It ran into the grates, draining such things away. 


Three men came into the room and forced a bridle onto her. The man in the white coat lifted her tail and probed her pink cunt. She groaned with delight. The men holding the halter laughed, but she didn’t care. It felt good.


She did not enjoy the rectal exam. It made her take dump, which the man did not like.   
