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A spy on a mission. A run in with an ancient god. A life of being milked and bred.

Isadora is a spy tasked with infiltrating Bullwood Manor during a decadent milky party to uncover the secrets of the hucow elixir. Yet when she descends into the bowels of the mansion she finds a secret much darker and more ancient than she had ever imagined. 


Chapter 1

Wedding Vows

"And do you, Jocelyn Greenvale, take Alasdair Albright's hand in marriage, to have and to hold, until death do you part?"

I swallowed, chasing away the last of my nervousness and took one final look around the aisle. My girlfriends were sobbing, my father was trying to stand there, stoic. My mother was holding back tears.

And then I looked back to him. Alasdair. The perfect husband. Those dark blue eyes, commanding yet so inviting.

"I... I do."

"Very well. By the power vested in me by His Majesty King Udder V of the Kingdom of Lactia, blessed be his name, I now pronounce you husband and wife." The priest turned to Alasdair. "You may now kiss the bride."

And just like that, his lips sank into mine. His firm hands on my shoulders were reassuring. I leaned into the kiss, welcoming his warm lips.

Gods, he was handsome.

My mouth parted, welcoming his tongue. He held me like that for ages, until I forgot who I was and where I was. And then he disconnected.

"I now pronounce you husband and wife."

The room erupted in cheers.

I looked up at Alasdair. He smiled back at me warmly. My new life as his loving bride was just beginning.

Or so I thought.

◆◆◆

After the ceremony, we gathered in the banquet hall. Lords and ladies from all over the land had gathered to wish us good luck. Alasdair was the heir to one of the richest houses in the land after all.

Yes, this was an arranged marriage. I had known I would be marrying Alasdair since I was little. But I couldn't be happier. I was worried before we met. But in our first meeting, he was such a gentleman. We had spent a wonderful day in the city, and I had truly fallen for him. And now here he was. My husband.

His family was richer than mine, so I would go live with him. His father had recently died, so he had inherited the estate and now lived alone in the mansion.

"I would love to fill this big house with kids as soon as possible," he had told me, laughing as my face turned bright red.

I looked across the room. Even now he was playing the lord. Mingling with the guests. All important dignitaries from all over Lactia. I sipped on my wine.

Whatever. I would have him all to myself later tonight.

"So, Jocelyn. Is the wedding all you were hoping for, you little princess?" I heard a voice behind me.

It was Carmine, the daughter of our live in maid. And my best friend. With her unrefined manners and modest upbringing, she stood out among the nobility like a copper coin in a pile of gold. Father had opposed her presence at such a prestigious event, but I had insisted—refusing to celebrate without her by my side. I was beginning to regret my decision. She was already drunk.

"Carmine, staying out of trouble, I hope?"

"This wedding is so boring! Where is the dancing, where is the street orchestra and the moonshine..." she rolled her eyes. I chuckled. She meant it.

"We have the finest delicacies in all of Lactia. Alasdair's a big shot, you know? See this?" I gestured towards a platter. "That's Bullwood cheese. The most expensive dairy product in Lactia."

"Bullwood? That's the place where they turn girls into cows and milk them? That's what I heard down at the tavern." Carmine chuckled.

My face went red. I had heard the rumors too. But this was a wedding.

"Carmine! I told you. I'm happy you're here, but please behave."

She rolled her eyes. "Yeah, yeah. Why isn't your loving new hubby here with you anyway?"

"He has to greet the guests, you know, a lot of formalities... There he is now."

I looked at him. He was talking to an older gentleman with silver hair. On his black and gold suit was the insignia of Bullwood Creamery—a single proud bull with its curved horns framing a single star in the sky. For a second they turned to me, and I felt the man's eyes sizing me up. Then they both waved warmly at me.

"Who the hell is that creep?" Carmine teased.

"Carmine! That's... He's of Bullwood Creamery. Look at that insignia!"

"Oh, so he's one of the perverts turning girls into cattle and milking them?" Carmine teased.

"Carmine!"

"Ok, ok. No fun and no rumors allowed at your wedding. Got it.” she rolled her eyes, “Say Joce, are  you nervous?" she asked with a mischievous grin.

"Nervous about...?"

"Don’t play coy…Your first wedding night. In a couple of hours Lord money bags over there will be deflowering my sweet little Jocelyn. You haven’t been fucked yet, have you?"

"Carmine!” My face went bright red, “No, I haven't..." my voice went to a whisper, "done it. Keep quiet, Carmine. And if you must know, of course I'm nervous."

"I figured," Carmine laughed. "So here, have this. A wedding gift from me." She produced a small vial from her purse. Inside it, a pink liquid glowed softly.

"What is this?"

"Succubus' Heat. The most potent alchemical aphrodisiac for women on the market right now."

"What...?"

"You want to enjoy yourself, right? Take care of the nerves? Show that rich prick some wifely devotion? Just drink and wait a little. You'll see."

"I…I don’t know." I whimpered, looking at the vial glowing an alchemical pink.

"It’s my wedding gift, Joce. Just trust me on this one, you’ll thank me later.” she laughed, “Now, if you'll excuse me, there were some rich noble boys that I promised to meet behind the chapel for a bit."

I chuckled. There was no way to know if she was kidding or not. She was impossible.

I held the vial in my hand, gripping it tightly.


Chapter 2

The Bride and Groom’s First Night

The reception finally ended. I kissed my teary-eyed mother goodbye and gave daddy a firm hug before getting in the carriage with Alasdair.

Tha carriage ride was marked by silence. He was so jovial during the wedding! Did I disappoint him in some way? Should we talk about something? My mind raced through potential topics, none seeming interesting enough. What if he found me dull? All my life I had been trained in proper etiquette but now, sitting next to my beautiful husband, on our way to our new life I had nothing to say.

"The... the weather was lovely for our wedding," I ventured, immediately cringing at my own banality.

“Quite.” He glanced at me briefly, then turned his attention back to the passing scenery outside the carriage window.

"Did you enjoy the feast?" I tried again, smoothing my dress with sweaty palms. "I thought the roast duck was exceptional."

His silence stretched on, making my heart sink. Perhaps this arranged marriage was a mistake after all. Perhaps he was already regretting his choice.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he cleared his throat. "I apologize for my quietness," he said, his deep voice filling the carriage. "The wedding was a bit... overwhelming. Even for me." His mouth curved into a slight smile.

Relief flooded through me. He wasn't disappointed in me—just tired. I returned his smile, feeling the tension in my shoulders ease slightly.

◆◆◆

We arrived at his manor as dusk settled over the countryside.

What splendor!

The Albright estate was breathtaking—a grand mansion with gleaming windows and stone carvings adorning its facade. Manicured gardens stretched across the grounds, dotted with fountains and shaped hedges.

"This is... this is where we'll live?" I whispered in awe.

"Your new home," Alasdair nodded.

Servants in crisp uniforms emerged from ornate double doors, bowing deeply as our carriage stopped. Behind the main house stood a barn. So stark, so simple compared to the splendor of the rest of the manor. It felt out of place.

"My father used to be a little bit of a hobby rancher before he passed. Too much money, too much free time. I have a…different use for it in mind," Alasdair commented, noticing my gaze lingering on the ornate barn.

He took me on a tour of the mansion.

"The east wing houses the library," he continued as he helped me down. "And the western rooms catch the sunset beautifully."

Even in the dimming light, the wealth on display was staggering—my family was one of means but this was on another level. Surely amongst the richest families in Lactia.

Alasdair stopped in front of a heavy mahogany door on the third floor. "And here is the bedroom." He pushed the door open to reveal a chamber that took my breath away. A massive four-poster bed dominated the center, draped in crimson red silks and piled with plush pillows. The giant bed seemed to beckon and intimidate me all at once.

So this is where I will... he will... where we will…make me a woman. I thought, heat rising to my cheeks.

"I would... like to take a bath first." I said, flustered.

"Very well," he said, his voice softening. "Just ask the servants to direct you to the baths.Take your time. Relax.” he flashed me a reassuring smile.

Gods, he’s beautiful.

◆◆◆

I sank into the steaming water but it did nothing to alleviate my anxiety. “What if he found me lacking? What if I couldn't satisfy him as a wife should?”

After bathing, I carefully slipped into the delicate lace lingerie Carmine had insisted I buy—scandalously sheer in places, exposing my pink nipples and my slit. "To smooth things along," she had said with a knowing grin. Standing before the ornate mirror, I hardly recognized myself. I had just turned eighteen but my body was already that of a woman.

My hips were full, wide, almost obscene- my mother's words echoing in my head. "You better bear him an heir as soon as possible." I ran my hands over the flare of my hips, down to my thick thighs. Is that what my purpose was? To be bred by him?

I cupped my heavy breasts, watching them overflow my palms. They were already so sensitive, nipples pink and stiff in the cool air. Would he want to suck them? To squeeze and knead them?

Would my body please him?

I was still so nervous. That’s right! The vial that Carmine gave me...

I pulled it from my belongings and held it up to the candlelight. The pink liquid inside seemed to shimmer with an unnatural luminescence, casting rose-colored patterns across my fingers. I turned it slowly, watching how the thick substance clung to the inside of the glass before settling back down.

I removed the tiny cork and cautiously sniffed the contents. A sweet, heady aroma filled my nostrils. The scent alone made my cheeks flush. I looked at it hesitantly, running my thumb over the delicate engravings on the glass. What exactly would this do to me? Would I still be myself, or would I become some wanton creature I wouldn't recognize?

Courage Joyce! You are his wife now! What man wouldn’t want his wife slick with desire on their wedding night.

I steeled myself, gulped down the elixir and headed towards the bedroom.

◆◆◆

I took a deep breathe before opening the bedroom door still wearing a bathrobe to conceal the embarrassing lingerie from the house servants scurrying about.

I pushed open the heavy oak door. The potion coursed through my veins like liquid fire, making my breasts feel heavy and swollen against the silk of my robe. My nipples were so sensitive that even the soft fabric made me whimper.

Alasdair stood by the window, still in his formal attire minus the jacket. He turned to look at me, those commanding blue eyes drinking in my form.

“Take off that bathrobe.” he commanded. His voice was cold, domineering. His earlier warmth completely gone. His tone made it clear. I belonged to him.

Hesitantly I let the slide off my shoulders, pooling on the bedroom’s carpet.

He simply stood there, eyeing me like I was a piece of meat. I could barely think straight. The elixir was working its magic and I could feel myself getting wet from his gaze alone. How I wanted him to swoop in…To take me.

I squirmed in place. My breasts felt like they might burst, begging to be squeezed and sucked. "The potion..." I gasped. "Carmine gave me something..."

Alasdair drew in closer. My breath hitched. My husband…He was finally going to…

Unceremoniously, he planted his hands on my breasts and squeezed through the thin white fabric of the lingerie. I let out a soft moan, the sensation of his rough fingers on my soft flesh sending shivers through my hole body. The aphrodisiac was definitely working.

“Yes…Yes…Good…A lot of potential. We’ll just need to administer the serum and get these teats leaking…” He murmured, squeezing me roughly.

The serum?!

I kept moaning softly as his hands slowly made their way down to my hips. He squeezed my ass and parted my ass cheeks with his hands. I leaned into him, hugging him and letting me explore my body. My body that was now his property alone.

“My…My love…Aren’t you going to…kiss me?” I managed through moans.

Without a word he roughly grabbed my hair, yanking my head back as his mouth crashed against mine. This wasn't the gentle kiss he gave me in front of the priest-  he was hungry, possessive. His tongue forced its way between my lips as he devoured me, his other hand still roughly kneading my ass.

I melted into him, whimpering into his mouth as he bit my lower lip. The potion made every touch feel electric. My nipples were so stiff they ached. He broke the kiss suddenly, leaving me gasping.

"On your knees," he commanded. "Time to see if that pretty mouth is good for more than moaning."

Through my arousal I still felt a little shock. I expected him to be more…gentle. He was taking me, using me as if I was property.

His cock sprang free as he undid his pants. I gasped.

That’s supposed to fit in my mouth?

I had never seen a cock before, just blushed at Carmine’s stories. He stood there proud and erect, thicker than my elbow, twitching slightly. I noticed a little saliva dribble down my chin. The potion was making me hungry.

"Open wide, my pet," he commanded, gripping my hair. I parted my lips obediently as he guided himself into my virgin mouth. I moaned around his shaft, savoring the taste.

His grip tightened in my hair as he began thrusting. "Look at me while you suck," he ordered. I gazed up at him with tear-filled eyes, lips stretched wide around his girth. His gaze was cold. Even through my aphrodisiac induced ecstasy I could tell… I am a toy to him. A new toy. Not a partner.

"That's it, take it deeper," he growled, slowly feeding me more of his length. "You are mine now isn’t that right?” he pushed my head away, his thick head popping out of my mouth, a string of saliva still connecting it to my swollen lips.

“Yes…my love.” I whimpered.

“Yes, master.” he corrected me.

“Yes, Master.” it sounded so wrong yet so right.

My pussy was dripping, thighs slick with need. I couldn’t take this anymore. The aphrodisiac was at his peak. The taste of his cock was intoxicating.

“Please…Master…”

“Please what, my dear bride?” he chuckled. I was an animal in heat. My pussy juices dripping on the carpet. He knew what.

“Please…make love to me…” I whimpered, shaking my hips like a dog as I kneeled in front of him.

He smirked. “Love? You’re not making much sense my little pet. Try saying that properly.”

My face flushed red. He was toying with me. But I didn’t care anymore. I needed him to pierce my virgin hole, to take me. To use me. I snapped.

“Please, Master, fuck my virgin hole and fill me with your seed.” I rolled on the soft carpet and got on all fours, thrusting my ass up in the air towards his cock, shaking it frantically. I stretched my asscheeks wide. “Please fuck this virgin slut and fill her up with your seed. Make me a mother! Fill me up and get me with child.” I was screaming so loud that I was sure the servants had heard us. I didn’t care.

And then I felt it. Alasdair’s finger on my slick crotch.

“My, my. You truly are soaked, my little pet,” he said, gently caressing my folds. I leaned into his touch, savoring it.

“Please, with your…cock…ram it in me.”

“Not tonight.”

"What?" I gasped, shocked. Before I could process his words, I felt his thick cockhead pressing against my virgin asshole.

"I will be using this hole tonight," he growled, pushing forward relentlessly.

"But why not my-AHHH!" I screamed as he entered my virgin asshole.

It’s my wedding night. My first time being intimate with a man. With the man of my dreams. And he’s fucking my ass.

His thick veiny cock stretched me wider than I thought possible. The aphrodisiac dulled the pain, quickly turning it into pleasure as I savored the sensation of his girth sliding in and out of my ass.

"Such a tight little hole," he groaned, spanking me roughly. I clawed at the carpet unconsciously, overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled. Alasdair’s cock seemed even bigger like this, stretching me to my limits.

He thrust in and out mercilessly.

And here I was thinking he would go easy on me on our first night.

He gripped my hips, already red-raw from the spanking,  with bruising force. Each savage thrust made my breasts swing wildly beneath me, my hard nipples dragging against the soft fabric of the luxurious carpet.

"Such a perfect ass," he grunted, spanking me hard. "Already taking my cock like you were made for it." he spanked me again. “Scream louder, slut! I want all the servants to hear!”

“Yes! Thank you for fucking my virgin ass!” I screamed so loud that the birds in the nearby forest must’ve surely heard.

He continued mercilessly. After a while I could only moan in response, drool dripping from my open mouth and pooling onto the carpet. The potion had transformed the burning stretch of my asshole into waves of pleasure. My pussy was gushing, so lost in the sensation that I felt my self let go, warm liquid trickling down the carpet.

“My little wife made a mess on the carpet. Seems like I’ll need to train you better!” he grunted as his hand came down hard on my red-raw ass cheek.

“I…I’m sorry, Master…”

His pace grew frantic, brutal. "I’m Going to fill this tight ass," he growled. "Mark you as mine before I breed you properly."

"Yes! Please!" I screamed, pushing back against him. My whole body shuddered as he hilted himself deep inside me with a final roar. Flooding my ass with his hot seed. I collapsed forward, trembling and panting, his cum leaking from my gaping ass down my thighs as he pulled his still twitching cock out roughly.

I laid in a messy heap on the floor covered in my own juices, utterly used.

Is this what being his wife will be like?

Alasdair hovered over me, admiring his handiwork as I lay there used and gasping. My asshole gaped obscenely, still pulsing from the assault, his thick cum dribbling out of it. Yet my pussy ached with emptiness, desperate to be filled next.

"My love... master... why didn't you fuck me properly?" I asked weakly.

"Oh but I will, my dear wife.” he said with an almost gentle tone. “But before I can claim your maidenhead there’s something I require of my wife first." he said calmly.

"Please, I'll do anything!" If he could make me feel such pleasure from violating my ass, I couldn’t even fathom how much pleasure his cock would give me buried in my pussy. “What is it, master? What do I have to do?”

“You will have to…” he paused briefly, savoring the words, “Become a hucow.”

"A...hucow?" I whispered, his cum still leaking from my stretched hole.

"Mmmm," he purred, running his sweaty trembling breasts. "Those beautiful tits of yours, already so full...it will make them bigger. Heavy and always lactating. Leaking sweet cream. Aching to be pumped and milked several times a day."

I moaned as he squeezed my breasts. "But why?"

"I need a wife that is obedient. One that I can use freely and that can give me pleasure. The special Bullwood Creamery elixir…" he pinched my nipples hard, making me gasp, "produce sweet cream constantly. Your body will change...your hips wider, breasts larger, mind focused only on being bred and milked."

I moaned at his touch. I should have resisted but at that moment that sounded like the dream life.

His hand slid down to my dripping pussy. "This needy cunt will be mine to breed whenever I wish. You'll be in constant heat, begging for my cock, desperate to be filled with my seed. What do you say, my dear?" he asked warmly, his blue eyes locking into mine

"Please…Make me a hucow." I moaned.


Chapter 3

A Trip to Bullwood Creamery

The rest of the night was went by in a haze. Alasdair never penetrated me, never so much as touched my aching virgin pussy but he made sure that the aphrodisiac didn’t go to waste.

He made me touch myself in front of him, chuckling at my clumsy technique.

“Yes, spread it wide. Show me that pussy that pink virgin pussy that’s gonna birth me my heirs…” he said, stroking his cock until he was rock hard.

Then he took my ass again, fucking me so roughly I nearly passed out, spraying his hot seed on my bright red, aching asscheeks.

For the third round he made me pleasure him to completion with my mouth. I gagged when his third load exploded in my throat. All my holes were leaking my husband…my master’s cum…All except one, that is.

Finally, around early dawn I must have finally fallen asleep from exhaustion, well-used and claimed yet still aching with desire. 

Any illusions I had held about the gentle lover he might be were completely gone. The man I had married was a beast. And the beast needed his breeding cow.

◆◆◆

“Rise and shine, my dear.” I heard his warm voice. I woke up on the bed still hungover my body heavy and sore from the way he had used it the night before. He was already dressed, immaculate.

“I’ve had the servants prepare the carriage. We are going to Bullwood Creamery! Your transformation into the perfect wife begins today.”

I showered and dressed quickly and within an hour we were off to Bullwood Creamery.

Bullwood Creamery? That's the place where they turn girls into cows and milk them?

Carmine’s words echoed in my head. Turns out the rumors she had heard were right. And I was about to become one of these cows. For him. For my husband.

The trip took about four hours. Alasdair didn’t speak much. He would look out of the carriage’s window and occasionally absent-mindedly fondle my aching breasts. I was his now. He didn’t care for time and occasion. My body weas his plaything.

“We’re here.” he said when the carriage finally stopped. I stepped out of the carriage hesitantly. What I saw took my breath away.

I was expecting a ranch. A farm. This looked like a castle. White stone walls stretched in either direction and in front of us a heavy wooden gate stood. Above it an insignia-  a proud Bull’s head with its curved horns framing a single star in the sky.

Bullwood Creamery Operating By Royal Decree, the sign read.

“Cassius Bullwood has been so kind enough to invite us to have supper with him before we commence…” he looked my body up and down, drinking it in, “the transformation.”

I swallowed.

The gates opened. Beyond the towering white stone walls, Bullwood Creamery stretched as far as the eye could see. Rows of immaculate barns dotted the rolling pastures, their massive doors left slightly ajar, revealing glimpses of soft, curvy figures shifting in the dim light, the quiet hum of milking machines filling the air. In the distance a mansion loomed, larger and grander than even Alasdair’s estate.

And standing at the gates to greet us with a warm smile was the man himself.

Cassius Bullwood.

He was older than Alasdair, but carried himself like a man in his prime. His silver-streaked hair was perfectly groomed, his beard neatly trimmed. Dressed in a black and gold suit, his frame was broad, powerful. His eyes flickered over me, assessing me with the same coldness that Alsadair had done the night before.

I remembered. He was at our wedding. He was talking to Alasdair…Were they planning this all along?

Cassius Bullwood smiled a warm, practiced smile.

"What an honor to welcome the newly-wed Lord and Lady Albright to Bullwood Creamery!" Cassius said smoothly, "Please follow me inside."

The grand doors of the Bullwood Manor swung open. As I stepped inside my I stepped inside, my breath caught in my throat. The estate was staggering—polished marble floors, high arched ceilings, and golden chandeliers. But it wasn’t the wealth that unsettled me. It was the artwork.

The walls were adorned with oil paintings of women…Nude on all fours in beautiful sunny fields. Their swollen breasts hung heavy, dripping milky white onto the lush grass below. Others showed noblemen reclining on plush chairs, drinking directly from their supple teats, their expressions one of utter satisfaction.

Is this what a hucow is?

Alasdair stood admiring them. “Truly stunning work. The detail, the technique—it captures such… devotion.”

Cassius smiled. “Thank you, Lord Albright.” he said warmly. “Come, let’s not keep dinner waiting.”

◆◆◆

The dining hall was no less extravagant. The long, polished table was set with silver plates, crystal goblets, and golden cutlery. Roasted meats, candied fruits, and fresh-baked bread filled the room with an intoxicating aroma.

“I must apologize,” Cassius said smoothly as he took his seat at the head of the table. “This visit was rather short notice, so we couldn’t prepare a proper feast.”

I blinked. If this wasn’t a feast, then what was?

“We have pheasant, a selection of seasonal salads, our Bullwood cheeses and of course today’s milk will be provided by…Clarissa.”

Cassius clapped his hands twice. A door at the back of the hall swung open, and from the shadows a woman crawled in on all fours, her naked body glistening in the candlelight.

I stiffened, my stomach twisting.

The woman—no, the hucow—she was young, soft-bodied, her breasts impossibly large, full, and heavy, swaying with each movement, droplets of milk dripping onto the marble floor below. She knelt beside Cassius’s chair, her head bowed in reverence.

“Right on time, Clarissa,” Cassius murmured, running a hand through her silken hair. “She has been with us for about a year now. We bred her early, and she has already given birth. Her milk is still particularly rich as a result. But you know how it is—gotta keep them constantly bred while they’re young.” He turned his gaze to the woman beside him. “Just nineteen and already on your second breeding! And it’s scheduled for today, no less!”

Eighteen? This creature…This hucow is as old as me?

The hucow lifted her head, her eyes glazed with warmth. “Yes, Master.”

My hands curled into fists beneath the table. My mind screamed that this was wrong, unnatural, monstrous. But my body… my body reacted with some strange fascination.

“Go ahead, Clarissa,” Cassius instructed. “Give our guests a taste.”

Clarissa crawled forward, her massive breasts swaying as she stood beside Alasdair. He lifted his goblet, watching as she cupped one of her swollen teats and squeezed, a thick, creamy stream flowing into his cup.

Alasdair took a sip, his expression one of pure pleasure. “Marvelous. So creamy. So rich. Is this what hucow’s milk tastes like after she’s been bred? You are exquisite, my dear.” he praised the hucow. A pang of jealousy hit me.

Clarissa beamed. “Thank you, Master.”

Alasdair licked his lips, then turned to Cassius. “Lord Bullwood, do you mind if I partake directly?”

Cassius chuckled. “A true connoisseur of hucow milk knows its best straight from the teat. Be my guest!”

I watched, frozen, as my husband leaned forward. His lips latched around the hucow’s stiff pink nipple. The obscene suckling noises filled the silent hall, Clarissa letting out a soft, pleased moan.

Jealously burned inside me. Jealousy. And something else. A dark, insidious thrill. I wanted to give him this bliss too.

Cassius’s voice pulled me back. “Do you care for a taste, Lady Albright?”

I swallowed hard. “I…I’m alright.” I lifted my goblet hesitantly.

Alasdair, wiping a drop of milk from his lips, smiled. “No, my dear. You have to. Trust me—it’s better if you drink it directly.”

My entire body burned with shame. Drink directly? From this woman’s breast?

Cassius chuckled softly. “Go on, my dear. Don’t be shy. You’ve been eating Bullwood cheeses all your life. Clarissa’s cheese was at your wedding banquet. There’s nothing to be shy about.”

My hands trembled as I leaned forward. Clarissa cupped her heavy breast, presenting the stiff, leaking nipple to my lips. I hesitated, staring at the warm, pearlescent drops beading at the tip.

Then, slowly, I opened my mouth, latching on like a suckling babe. The two men watched me intently.

The taste was unlike anything I had ever known—thick, impossibly rich, a decadent warmth that coated my tongue and sent a shiver down my spine. I swallowed deeply, my cheeks burning as a soft moan escaped my lips.

Is this what I am to become too?

Cassius smirked. “It seems like she’s got a taste for it. Good, good…”

The rest of dinner passed in a surreal haze. They spoke of politics, trade negotiations, and noble affairs, but at any given moment, Clarissa was being summoned to kneel beside one of them—either to refill their goblets, or to present herself for direct indulgence.

I sat in silence, unsure how to react, unsure how to process the night’s events.

Then Cassius set down his goblet. “This dinner has been a delight,” he said, “but Clarissa is on a tight schedule. Her next breeding is soon.”

I stiffened.

Cassius’s gaze flickered to me, dark amusement in his eyes. “Would you care to watch? Breeding a hucow is truly a remarkable sight. And besides, Lady Albright, it might give you an idea of what to expect.”

His smirk deepened.


Chapter 4

A Breeding Demonstration

Cassius led us through the sprawling estate toward a massive barn, its towering doors already open in anticipation. The scent of hay, warm milk, and something deeper—earthier— filled my nose as we stepped inside. Clarissa crawled obediently behind us, her massive, leaking breasts swaying with each movement.

The interior was unlike anything I had imagined. Rows of pens lined the barn, each one filled with a reclining hucow. Some lay in plush piles of soft hay and pillows, their heavy, engorged udders leaking into troughs below them. Others were visibly pregnant, their swollen bellies glowing under the lantern light. A rhythmic, mechanical hum filled the space—the sound of milking machines at work. The sight left me breathless… terrified… and something else.

Cassius turned to Clarissa, gesturing to an open pen. “Back to your stall, little Clarissa. We've prepared the breeding harness for you.”

Without hesitation, Clarissa obeyed, crawling inside the pen before kneeling in place, her ass raised high in the air, her breasts resting against the hay beneath her.

Cassius clapped his hands. “And now for the bull… Ah, right on time.”

The barn doors opened once more, and a giant of a man strode inside. Broad, muscular, his body carved from stone—but his expression remained stoic, controlled.

Clarissa let out a delighted moan. “Master, who is my bull today?”

Cassius smirked. “Your bull for today is Taur, little Clarissa.”

Her eyes gleamed with excitement. “Thank you, Master!”

Taur stepped forward, already disrobing. The moment his pants slid down, I gasped. It wasn’t human.

I had seen Alasdair’s cock before—it was impressive, thick, powerful. But this? This was something else entirely. Massive, throbbing, already slick at the tip. My thighs clenched together involuntarily.

Cassius chuckled beside me. “Ah, yes. Our bulls are also given special alchemical concoctions to ensure… maximum virility.”

My breath came in short gasps as I watched Taur approach Clarissa, positioning himself behind her. She wiggled her hips eagerly, offering herself to him.

“You may commence.”

Taur gripped her hips roughly, his sheer size dwarfing her. With one fluid motion, he thrust inside her, filling her completely.

Clarissa let out a deep, trembling moo, her fingers clenching into the hay beneath her.

I should have looked away. I should have been horrified. But I wasn’t. I was transfixed.

Alasdair’s hands slid around my waist, his breath hot against my ear.

“I can tell you’re wet already.”

I gasped as his fingers brushed over my clothed clit, teasing me through the fabric. My body betrayed me, arching into his touch.

“Not to worry…” His voice was smooth, knowing. “You’ll soon become a cow. Just like Clarissa.”

His hand slipped lower, fingers tracing lazy circles over my most sensitive spot. My knees nearly buckled. “And I will keep you…” He paused, savoring the moment. “…stuffed with me. Always popping out babies for me. Always leaking.”

A shudder wracked through me as pleasure built, tight and overwhelming.

I moaned—loudly. Cassius was watching me. He was chuckling.

Just then, Clarissa let out a long, guttural moo, her body shuddering violently. Taur roared, burying himself deep as he spilled inside her. I watched in stunned silence as Clarissa trembled, her body wracked with pleasure, her belly twitching as if accepting its fate.

Cassius nodded approvingly. “Great job, Taur. Now hang her up so the seed takes.”

Taur didn’t even hesitate. He lifted Clarissa with ease, securing her into a harness that left her suspended—hips high, legs spread, her freshly-bred pussy dripping onto the hay below.

Cassius turned to me, smirking at my stunned expression. “So that the seed doesn’t spill,” he explained casually. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t breathe. My body was still trembling from my own climax. Is this a hucow’s fate?

Cassius sighed contentedly. “I hope you found the demonstration… enlightening, Lord and Lady Albright.”

Then his dark eyes locked onto mine. “And now, my dear…” He stepped forward, extending a hand. “Time for you to become a noble hucow. Follow me to the induction laboratory.”

My breath hitched. My fate was sealed.


Chapter 5

Becoming a Hucow

Cassius led us away from the breeding barn, deeper into the estate. The building we entered next was different—it felt clinical, almost ominous. A long hallway stretched before us, lined with thick wooden doors, each one bearing a small brass plate engraved with a number.

“Typically, we process our girls in batches,” Cassius mused as we walked. “Efficiency is key, after all. But this… this is an unorthodox request. A noble’s wife being inducted? A rare privilege. Bullwood is, of course, happy to comply.”

I swallowed hard as he stopped before one of the doors, pushing it open.

Inside, the room was dimly lit by torches, casting flickering shadows along the walls. Shelves lined the perimeter, filled with vials, syringes, and strange silver instruments I could not identify. And at the center…

A leather table. My breath hitched.

Cassius turned to me, his expression smooth, controlled. “Now, my dear Lady Albright, if you would be so kind as to disrobe and hop onto the table, we can begin your transformation.”

I froze. Disrobe? In front of Cassius?

Alasdair’s voice was firm. “Do as he says.”

Trembling, I began peeling away my clothes. Layer by layer, my dignity crumbled. When I stood fully bare, I could feel Cassius’s gaze dragging over my body like an appraisal.

“An excellent choice, Lord Albright.” Cassius circled me like a buyer inspecting livestock. “Those hips… And tell me, my dear, how old were you again?”

His hands grasped me roughly, squeezing my flesh as if testing its firmness.

I burned with humiliation.

“We married a month after she turned eighteen,” Alasdair answered smoothly. “What do you make of her breasts, Lord Cassius? Excellent, aren’t they?”

Cassius chuckled, palming one of my soft mounds and rolling my stiff nipple between his fingers. “Indeed. But the Bullwood Elixir will make them… even larger. Even fuller.” He released me with a final squeeze. “Now, lie down on the table, my dear.”

I turned to Alasdair, desperation in my voice. “My love, I’m scared.”

Alasdair stroked my cheek. “Honey, this is your destiny. You want to become my perfect wife, don’t you?”

I swallowed. Then, slowly, I crawled onto the table and lay back.

Cassius retrieved a syringe filled with a shimmering amber liquid.

“The first injection is a Bullwood aphrodisiac.”

Aphrodisiacs? Again?

As if reading my thoughts, Alasdair murmured, “The Bullwood Aphrodisiac is much stronger than what you had yesterday. The formula is a closely guarded royal secret.”

Cassius smirked. “Indeed.”

I gasped as the needle pierced my thigh. The effect was immediate. Heat exploded through my veins, turning my skin feverish, my nipples achingly stiff, my core soaking wet in seconds.

“Seems like it’s working,” Cassius observed. “Lord Albright, if you would do the honors. Just a slight touch to test her receptiveness.”

Alasdair leaned down, his lips brushing the side of my neck. It was earth-shattering. I moaned loudly, my body arching into him involuntarily.

“Yes, indeed… It’s working perfectly.” Cassius chuckled. “And now that your body is receptive, my dear…”

He produced a second syringe, this one filled with a faintly glowing milky-white liquid.

“The Bullwood Serum.”

I blinked up at him, panting. “My love… what is happening? Why does your touch feel so nice?”

Alasdair kissed my forehead. “You’re doing great, honey. Just bear with it. You’ll be perfect soon.”

Another sharp prick. Another flood of warmth.

Then—tightness in my chest. I looked down, eyes widening in shock. My breasts were swelling before my eyes. They were growing larger, fuller, heavier by the second. The sight was mesmerizing and terrifying all at once. Each passing moment they expanded, straining outward, flesh stretching and growing impossibly bigger.

“The serum is quite efficient,” Cassius remarked casually. “Her breasts will swell for another minute. Now, we must coax her first milk.” He turned to Alasdair. “If you would assist me…”

They both began kneading my breasts, squeezing and massaging the sensitive flesh.

Each touch sent electricity straight to my core. I writhed, moaning helplessly. I could feel it building.

My nipples began to tingle and throb. The pressure built and built until I thought I would burst. Then - a bead of pure white formed on my left nipple, growing larger and larger until it finally broke free, rolling down the curved expanse of my breast.

"There it is," Cassius purred. "Your first milk. How does it feel, becoming a proper dairy cow?"

Alasdair wasted no time. He swooped down, latching onto my nipple, suckling deeply.

I screamed in pleasure. The sensation of milk leaving my body, draining into his throat, was… intoxicating.

I was on the verge of orgasm from his mouth alone.

Cassius smirked, wiping a drop of milk from my other breast. “And with that… the transformation is complete.”

Then he paused. “Of course, there is one more step.”

Alasdair pulled away slowly, a drop of my milk still glistening on his lips. His eyes were dark with lust. "You mentioned another step, Cassius?"

"Ah yes," Cassius smiled coldly. "The most crucial part of the transformation. A newly created hucow must be properly mated with.”

I whimpered, legs rubbing together frantically. "Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs shamelessly. The need was overwhelming.

“Virgin hucow milk is an exquisite delicacy, but as you can see,” Cassius chuckled pointing towards me, “the poor things get so needy right after transformation.”

I was writhing on the table, touching myself frantically, delirious with need.

“I can arrange a room for you in the mansion if you’d like—”

“To hell with it!” I screamed, my voice raw with desperation. “Fuck me now, Master! Breed your bride! Milk me and fill my belly with your seed.”

“Oh, my…” Cassius laughed, “seems like our new hucow has no concern for privacy anymore.”

He was right. All I wanted was for Alasdair to take. To fill my dripping virgin cunt with his seed.

That’s all the invitation my husband needed.Alasdair groaned, his fingers hastily unfastening his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and swollen, twitching with need. His gaze was locked onto my newly enhanced body—my massive, leaking breasts, my wide, trembling hips, my soaking, aching cunt.

“Time to claim what’s mine,” he growled, gripping my thighs and dragging me closer. My heavy, swollen breasts swayed as I shifted, the sensitive peaks dragging against the cool leather table, sending electric shocks straight to my core.

“Please,” I whimpered, my body alight with raw hunger. “Make me yours completely.”

He positioned himself, teasing my slick entrance with the fat head of his cock. I quivered, desperate. Then—

With a single, punishing thrust, he buried himself inside me.

I screamed.

The force of his entry sent my enormous tits bouncing, thick jets of milk spraying over the table. His cock

“Look at those udders swing,” Alasdair groaned, reaching around to grab a handful of my swollen breast, squeezing hard. A fresh gush of warm milk streamed from my nipple, dripping down his fingers. “Such a perfect cow you’ve become.”

I was losing my mind. My entire body had become a hypersensitive, overstimulated, milk-leaking mess.

"Yes! Breed me!" I sobbed, my voice breaking as he tugged roughly at my nipples, forcing another spray of milk to shoot out. “Fill your cow with your seed! I’m just livestock now!”

“That’s right,” he grunted, pounding harder, deeper, each thrust making my udders splash milk in thick spurts. “That’s all you’re good for now—being my breeding heifer. Just a dumb cow to milk and mount whenever I please.”

I moaned shamelessly, my body bowing beneath him. “Yes! That’s what I am!” Another gush of milk spattered onto the table. “Just your breeding stock! Your mindless cow! Please fill my empty womb!”

“Look at those fat udders,” he growled, twisting my nipples cruelly, making my back arch. More warm cream gushed down my front. “Not even human anymore—just a beast in heat, desperate to be bred. Is that what you are?”

"Yes, master!" My voice was high-pitched, wrecked with pleasure. “Just your brainless cow! Made for breeding! Only good for making milk and taking your seed!”

His fingers tangled in my hair, yanking me back. “That’s right—you’re property now. Nothing but farm equipment. A walking set of holes and udders for me to use.”

“Please! Use your cow! Breed your livestock!” I sobbed, milk splashing everywhere as he fucked me harder. “Fill this stupid heifer with your calves! It’s all I’m good for now!”

His pace turned savage. Every thrust made my swollen tits jerk violently, releasing fresh streams of milk that dripped from my nipples onto the floor.

He flipped me roughly onto my stomach, my massive udders squishing against the cold leather. The pressure made them spray wildly, sweet milk pooling beneath my chest. My nipples were so sensitive that even the table's texture had me moaning like a bitch in heat.

"Show Cassius how thankful you are for your transformation."

I turned my head, panting, milk dripping from my lips. Cassius had already freed his impressive length. The aphrodisiac coursing through my veins made me salivate at the sight. I was nothing but a brainless cow now - what did pride matter anymore?

"Please," I begged, opening my mouth wide. "Use your cow's throat."

They took me from both ends, their thick domineering cocks pumping in and out of my mouth and pussy in a steady rhythm.. My tits made obscene squelching sounds against the leather, milk spraying with each thrust. I moaned around Cassius's cock as Alasdair hammered my pussy, loving how they used me like breeding stock.

"Flip the heifer," Cassius ordered. "Want to see those udders bounce while I fuck her throat."

They manhandled me onto my back. I felt the leather of the table, already wet my own milk. Cassius straddled my chest, his cock pressing against my lips while Alasdair spread my legs wider. My head hanging off the edge of the table. Mercilessly, Cassius plunged his cock deep into my throat. I savored his length as he pushed in deeper,, making my throat bulge.

"Another bonus of the Bullwood serum. No gag reflexes. You can fuck her mouth as roughly as you fuck her pussy." Cassius groaned as Alasdair's thrusts made my breasts bounce wildly.

Cassius grabbed my tits roughly, aiming the spraying nipples at my face. "Shower in your own milk while we use you, cow."

Milk splashed across my face and chest, running down my body in rivers. The leather table was soaked beneath me, squelching with each brutal thrust.

"Such a good little milker," Alasdair grunted, reaching to twist my nipples. Fresh streams of milk arced through the air. "Taking cock and producing milk - that's all you're good for now."

I gurgled in agreement, throat stuffed full, loving how they played with my sensitive udders while using me. Every squeeze and pinch made me spray more, until I was practically bathing in my own milk.

Alasdair slammed in deep, grinding against my cervix. "Here's your first breeding, cow. Take every drop like the good heifer you are."

"Mmmphh!" I gurgled around Cassius's cock as hot seed flooded my throat. But it was the feeling of Alasdair's cum painting my womb that sent me over the edge completely.

"That's it," he growled, still pumping. "Better take root nice and deep. Want to see you swollen with my calves soon, your udders even bigger."

My enhanced body convulsed wildly, milk spraying in all directions as the most powerful orgasm of my life wracked through me. My pussy clenched rhythmically, desperately milking his cock for every drop of breeding seed.

"Such an eager little breeder," he panted, still grinding deep. "Your womb better be fertile, cow. Want you pregnant by morning. Going to keep you constantly bred - that's what these enhanced bodies are for."

I could only moan in agreement as both holes were flooded, my body trembling with aftershocks. The thought of his virile seed taking hold, of my belly swelling along with my udders, had me cumming again.

I collapsed in a puddle of milk and cum, completely ruined. My holes gaped, leaking their seed. My swollen breasts still dribbled steadily.

“The milking machine is already being shipped to your estate, as we agreed…” I heard Cassius say just before passing out from exhaustion.


Chapter 6

A Young Couple Entertaining Guests

Alasdair took me home the next day and we began settling into our new routine.

Whatever I had imagined married life to be like it most certainly wasn't this.

First of all there were the milkings. Since that day at Bullwood Creamery, every morning the servants would come to the bedroom wheeling in the milking machine. They would attach the suction cups to my swollen nipples and turn the machine on.

At first I was ashamed.

“Can’t you do it Alasdair?” I had asked after the first time one of the butlers came in the bedroom with the instructions.

“I’m a busy man, dear.” he said simply, “And besides, what use does a hucow have for modesty.”

I hated to admit it but he was right. The shame quickly faded overpowered by the overwhelming need to be milked. My teats would grow heavy overnight. I leaked so much on the bed the first night that Alasdair had to figure out a way to seal me up at night. It worked and it kept the bed dry but I would wake up every morning with my udders so tender, so swollen, so thirsty for release.

After the first day I would welcome whichever servant came into the bedroom, offering my swollen teats eagerly and losing myself in the pleasure of being milked. I would fill up a gallon, sometimes even more with my milk. Then I was free to go about my day. I would sit at the breakfast table with Alasdair and he would nonchalantly point to his coffee mug.

“Some cream, please.”

And just like that girl I had seen at Bullwood manor I would go and milk myself into his cup obediently.

And of course, the most essential part of being a hucow, of being his bride. The breeding. Alasdair was busy, securing his father’s estate and mingling with the nobility of Lactia. But every day that he was home he would invariably breed me. My body with my tits now obscenely large, my hips wider, my swollen nipples constantly leaking, seemed to light a fire inside him.

Every night he would fuck me like an animal until I was a sore, sobbing mess full of his seed. In the morning, if he had time he would take me while I was on the milking machine. Sometimes he’d ask whichever servant came in to wheel the milking machine that day to stay and watch. The young maids that tended to the house…Those poor beautiful things. They’d sit there and watch as he pounded me from behind mercilessly while the milking machine drained my tits of every last drop of milk.

“Are you getting excited, Rosalinda.” he’d ask the pretty little blonde maid, that was about my age, “Are you getting wet seeing me breed my cow of a bride?”

“No…I mean…” the poor thing would stutter, “Yes, m’lord.”

“Show me then.” he’d say and little Rosalinda would lift up her uniform, pleasuring herself while watching my husband give me my morning dose of his seed.

A part of me screamed with embarrassment but it was quickly getting overpowered by the sheer overwhelming pleasure that my daily life entailed.

Within less than a month of this I felt it. I was with child.

◆◆◆

Seven months had passed since Alasdair had transformed me into a hucow. My belly was taut and round. I still had two months to go but I already looked like I was about to burst. My milk production had increased, the cream itself thicker. My form seemed to please Alasdair as well.

With a final grunt he emptied himself inside me and collapsed on the bed.

“My dear cow wife. Tomorrow is a special day and I will need your help with entertaining guests.” he said, watching his thick seed lazily drip down my thigh.

“What do I have to do, my dear?” I smiled, still in a haze. It was so rare he had me appear in public.

“Just be your usual obedient self. It should come naturally.” he smirked. I nodded before falling asleep with exhaustion. What did Alasdair have in store for me?


Chapter 7

The Banquet

The next day the milking machine didn’t come in the morning.

I looked at Alasdair puzzled. Desperate to be emptied, to be milked like the good slutty hucow that I had become.

“I need you full for tonight, my little pet.” he had said, “now go meet Rosalinda in the baths. She’s instructed to wash you thoroughly. I need to prepare. And with that he left the bedroom.

I was perfectly capable of washing myself, but somehow since the transformation, having other people handle me, take care of me…It felt more natural. 

“How do they…feel, Mistress.” Rosalinda asked innocently while lettering up my massive pregnant belly.

“It’s amazing Rosalinda. Indescribable. And the milk…The milk is so delicious.” I said proudly. I could see her looking at my fertile form, ripe with milk and child. She was my age but slender, lithe. Her body a far cry from the obscenity of my curves.

“Would you like a taste?” I asked her, with a mischievous grin.

The poor thing turned bright red. “But…But Master said to not…to not milk you today.”

“Just a little sip. I’m so full, no one is going to notice if it’s just a little.” I teased her. I could tell she was curious. She was always so eager to watch Alasdair breed me. Rosalinda the perverted little maid.

“If…If it pleases mistress.” she said, trembling. I held up my udder invitingly. Hesitantly, she latched on. Her tongue swirled tentatively at first, then with growing eagerness as the first drops of my rich milk flooded her mouth. I moaned softly, cradling her head against my heavy breast.

"That's it, sweet girl," I cooed. "Drink your fill." My nipple was so sensitive, each gentle pull of her mouth sending welcome relief through my milk-laden body. I could feel the pressure ease ever so slightly as she suckled. She was so gentle, so easy to compared to the violent suction of the milking machine that would leave my nipples raw and aching.

I dug my fingers into her hair. She made the most delightful little whimpers, her hands coming up to cup my breast as she drank more deeply. The relief was divine.

"Mmm, enough darling," I finally whispered, gently pulling her away. Her lips were wet with milk, her eyes glazed with desire. "I have to stay full for tonight. Master's orders."

She wiped her mouth, blushing furiously. "It's... it's so sweet, Mistress."

"I know," I smiled, running a hand over my swollen belly. "Now help me finish washing. And this can be our little secret. If you’re a good girl maybe I’ll let you drink again."

◆◆◆

I finished washing and prepared myself for the dining room. I was wearing the outfit that Alasdair had instructed. A cowprint suit that left my engorged udders exposed, hugging my swollen belly tightly.

I opened the doors to the dining room, steeling myself. A part of me still felt shame. These people were my equals. Lords and Ladies, dignitaries from around Lactia, some of which I recognized from my wedding.

The moment I crawled into the room as instructed the quiet conversation in the dining hall ceased. All eyes were on me.

Finally one of the guests spoke:

“So this is what you’ve turned your blushing young bride into, Alasdair? I didn’ think you’d actually go through with it. Hells, I didn’t think she’d actually go through with it.”

“Indeed,” I heard my husband reply. “Isn’t she simply marvelous. Cassius Bullwood worked his magic.”

“I can see you’ve wasted no time putting her to work,” a noble lady chuckled pointing at my round pregnant belly, “She looks about ready to burst.”

I was red with embarrassment. They were talking about me like I wasn’t there. Like I was a piece of property.

Another Lord spoke. “So, if you’ve transformed her at Bullwood and you now have your very own personal hucow slave…”

“Hucow wife.” I heard Alasdair correct.

“Of course, of course. Hucow wife. Does that mean, we, your guests can expect Bullwood hospitality?”

Bullwood hospitality?  My mind flashed back to Clarissa back in Bullwood manor. How she was kneading her breasts into goblets and mouths without as much as a word of protest. Is that what was expected of me as well?

Alasdair chuckled. “But of course. I’ve not had her milked today. Drink your fill everyone.” he said smoothly.

This was all the invitation that the nobles needed. Suddenly I was beset by  curt commands.

“Fill my goblet, girl.”

“Straight into my mouth. Spray it.”

“Just a little on my plate, I find it enhances the flavor.”

Obediently I went from table to table, servicing them all as instructed. Alasdair watched me quietly. Approvingly.

The dinner conversation veered off into other topics. The minotaur war. Politics. Trade.

It all seemed so irrelevant to me. All that mattered was the sweet relief I received when I sprayed my milk into one of the thirsty guests’ goblet or straight into their mouth.

Hours passed and wine bottle after wine-bottle was emptied. Alasdair’s guests got more handsy with drink.

A middle-aged noble had me sit in his lap, greedily suckling on my teat while his wife toyed with my pussy. I moaned as her slim fingers entered me gently at first, then violently plunging into my unquenchable cunt.

"Say Alasdair..." the noble withdrew from my breast, milk dripping down his chin. "Since the little cow is already bred, there's no harm in..."

"I was wondering when someone would ask," Alasdair cut in smoothly. "But let's hear from my dear wife. Jocelyn, would you like my guests to use all your holes like the mindless breeding cow you've become?"

Heat flushed through me, shame warring with pure animal need. "Yes, my dear..." I caught myself. "Yes, Master. Please use your cow."

They descended on me like wolves. Strong hands lifted me onto the polished wood of the dining table, spreading me wide. I moaned as the first cock entered me, then another filled my mouth. Someone else was already sucking greedily at my swollen teats.

"Careful with her belly," one lord cautioned as they repositioned me. "Poor cow looks ready to burst. She’s carrying Lord Albright’s child, after all."

I moaned around the thick cock pumping my throat as rough hands mauled my milk-heavy tits. Someone was pinching and pulling my nipples, making me spray wildly.

"Such rich cream," a noblewoman purred, catching my milk in her wine glass. "And so responsive when you squeeze her udders. Truly Bullwood stock."

Three men were taking turns with my pussy now, stretching me wide. Each thrust made my massive tits bounce and spray, coating the dining table in sweet milk. The lord from earlier laid down on the table.

“In your ass, cow. Sit on it. Now!” he commanded.

"To make it go down easier," he chuckled, pouring a glass of milk…Of my own milk, over his thick shaft as I carefully lowered myself. I gasped as I felt his cockhead stretch my asshole before plunging in deep. His hands steadying my pregnant hips, guiding me down inch by inch.

"Mind if we double stuff her, Alasdair?" another lord called out, cock already prodding at my dripping pussy.

"Be my guest," my husband's voice came smooth.

I moaned deeply as he plunged his cock inside my pussy, my hole now stretched impossibly wide. The man beneath me ran his hands reverently over my swollen belly. "Such a good breeding cow. Your husband is a lucky man to have such fine stock."

They established a rhythm, one pushing in as the other withdrew, my heavy udders swinging and spraying milk all over the table, all over my pregnant belly.

"Look how her cunt grips," one groaned. "Like she was made for this."

"Milk the whore while we fuck her," the man beneath me commanded. I felt rough hands squeezed my udders, milk spraying wildly in rhythm with the cocks thrusting in and out of my cunt and asshole.

My holes clenched around them as an orgasm approached, my pregnant body trembling.

"All her holes at once, that's what these hucows need," another lord growled. "Look how wet she is - she loves being used like livestock."   I came again and again as they used every hole, marking me inside and out with their seed.

They turned me around, disconnecting and directed me to the floor on all fours. This position felt so natural now. The noblewoman from earlier straddled my face, grinding against my tongue while she toyed with my leaking teats. "That's it cow, drink my juices while they breed you."

My body was slick with my milk and their cum. One by one, Alasdair’s guests took turns flooding my holes while others painted my body. The last man standing was now fucking my tits. His cock gliding through their softness through the mess of milk and cum.

Through my pleasure-hazed vision, I caught sight of Alasdair in his chair, watching intently. Rosalinda perched in his lap, his hand working between her slim thighs.

That little perverted bitch.

A flash of jealousy pierced through me, but I pushed it aside. Let him play with the maid - she could never give him what I could. She'd never produce the sweet Bullwood milk that made me so precious.

The thought made me arch and cum one final time before the exhaustion and pleasure finally took hold and I passed out right then and there.


Chapter 8

The Perfect Hucow Bride

Since the banquet my wifely duties have expanded significantly. A lot of Alasdair’s guests often request for me and he’s happy to oblige. He still breeds me of course, I am still his wife. But I can tell that this was his design from the very start. He wanted an obedient wife. One that he could use freely. Share as a pet. Have her pump him out kids.

I still loved him but I understand that his desires cannot be quenched by me alone. My body was changing, becoming more obscene with each day of the pregnancy.

Soon, sleeping on the bed became impractical. No matter how thoroughly I was milked and how much care I took to secure my teats, every morning the sheets would be soaked with milk.

“I’m…I’m sorry my dear. I can’t help it.” I apologized to Alasdair.

“You have nothing to apologize for, my love.” he said warmly, “I knew this day would come. You are becoming more and more of what you are meant to be. But that also means that you must embrace the life of a hucow.”

It was that night that he took me to the barn for the first time. Inside, a pen was prepared for me. Lined with soft pillows and hey.

“I furnished it for you. This is your new home from now on. Of course you are free to come to the mansion whenever you want. But a proper cow needs a pen, not a bed.

I wanted to protest. I wanted to say I was being reduced to livestock. But it all felt so right. I simply crawled inside, my pregnant belly and my udders heavy. I curled up and murmured…

“Thank you, Master.”

◆◆◆

I finally gave birth. A beautiful child. She has Alasdair’s eyes. Of course, she’s staying in the mansion and being taken care of properly. My milk is now so thick, so plentiful. Alasdair is busy with the child so he cannot take care of my needs every day.

Alasdair waited a month and began breeding me again.

“Like a proper cow this time.” he had said as he wheeled in a breeding harness into the barn, instructing me to strap in before pumping me full of his seed. This went on every day until I got witch child again.

After which Alasdair declared that the mansion’s servants are now allowed to relieve me as well. A couple of days ago the gardener came in and used me while I was getting my morning milking. The butler and the cook came on their lunch break and shattered me.

A few months passed like this. I was now being taken by the staff more often than Alasdair. Yet his child was growing inside of me. And the pleasure of being used was the same. I was a happy cow.

Then one day he walked into the barn. And behind him…Rosalinda. Except, her delicate frame was gone. In its place were giant udders, almost as big as mine.

“Jocelyn, my dear heifer. Allow me to introduce you to your new hucow companion. I figured the barn was getting lonely. My herd grows.”

END

Hope you enjoyed that! Follow my author page to get notified about future releases. Grab this FREE Hucow X Tentacle erotic horror story set in the Bullwood universe that’s a tad bit too spicy for Amazon by signing up for my newsletter.

I am working on a continuation of this story that will focus on Rosalinda’s journey to becoming Lord Alasdair’s hucow maid. Make sure to stay tuned for that if you want to see the innocent little maid’s corruption arc.

May Milk Flow Eternal. - Parsia


Breaking in the Bratty New Hucow

[image: ]

Teach this bratty little hucow her place. Milk her dry and breed her. 

Spoiled brat Eleanora has signed up to become a hucow. But she must learn discipline. Master Cassius Bullwood- the older, dominant proprietor of the Creamery - will make sure she learns her place by any means necessary.


More from Bullwood Creamery…

The First Five Tales Of Bullwood Creamery

[image: ]

Bullwood Creamery. Purveyors of the Finest Dairy in All The Realm.

Welcome to Bullwood. A Fantasy World of Milk And Magic.

This bundle collects the first 5 stories of the series set on the fantasy hucow ranch.

Whether it's village maidens willingly becoming part of the ranch's stock and submitting to milking and mating, alchemists experimenting with the properties of hucow milk or decadent milky parties for the elite of the kingdom, this collection has something for any and all hucow enjoyers.

Over 250 pages of Milky Submission, Spells and Dark Fantasy Twists! FREE on Kindle Unlimited!


[image: ]

Deep in the heart of the kingdom of Lactia lies Bullwood Creamery, an elite estate where only the finest stock is raised, nurtured, and perfected to satisfy the most discerning clientele. Nobles, warlords, and alchemists alike seek its legendary products, knowing that Bullwood’s cows are trained to serve, eager to please, and always overflowing with sweet creamy indulgence…

Each standalone story in the Tales of Bullwood Creamery cycle follows a new, innocent maiden as she’s drawn into a world of pampered luxury, rigid discipline, and complete submission to her purpose. Whether it’s an eager girl offering herself willingly, a noble prize selected for the king’s personal collection, or a captured warrior learning her new role under a powerful master—at Bullwood, every hucow finds her true calling.

They say once you taste Bullwood’s milk, nothing else will ever satisfy you again.
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