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Chapter 1

The Noble Brat’s Arrival

Couldn't Father have at least arranged for a better ride?

The carriage was packed—servant girls, peasants, farmer's daughters by the looks of it. The air inside was thick with dust, the smell of dried sweat clinging to my clothes. I shifted uncomfortably in my cramped space.

Surrounded by these… peasants. All girls my age, sure, but they were not my equals. They had tried to make small talk, but I had done my best not to mingle with the help.

"So… what's your name?" A very insistent, chatty girl in a plain white dress sitting next to me asked.

"I'll have you know I am Eleanora Carwile," I said, trying to muster all my noble dignity.

"Oh, the Carwile family? Those big traders up in Moloko?" Her eyes lit up. "Isn't your family among the richest in the kingdom? My father used to work as a gardener on your estate," she inquired, staring at me like I was some curiosity.

"Yes, the Carwiles are renowned traders of great means. I am Eleanora Carwile, Ernest Carwile's only daughter," I mustered. Why was I explaining myself to these peasants?

She furrowed her brow. "Then… What are you doing here? On the way to Bullwood with the rest of us?"

What am I doing here?

◆◆◆

It was only two weeks ago. I was shopping at the Market Fair in Moloko. The Duke was hosting a banquet—I had to look my best. A fine silk dress from the southern kingdoms, fitted to cling to my curves. Jewelry—an exquisite ruby necklace and the shoes to match. Our butler, Jerome, trailed behind me, carrying all my purchases. Such an exhausting day.

When I returned to our estate, my father was sitting in the living room, looking like he had seen a ghost. My mother clung to his arm, desperate for reassurance.

"Father! Mother! I just finished shopping for the Duke's ball! Wait until you see the sho—"

"Eleanora, sit down."

Something was off.

"What's… what's wrong, Daddy?" I asked in my most coquettish voice.

"Our trade route… the minotaurs took control of the territory. We cannot do our imports anymore," he began explaining. I let out a sigh. He knew I didn't care about the business. My mother clung to him even harder.

"So?" I asked, a little annoyed. What did this have to do with me? I just wanted to show them how glamorous I would look for the Duke's banquet.

"You don't understand, Eleanora!" Father raised his voice. He never did that. "No trade route means we have no way of paying off our debt. We're sunk! We're done! I'm ruined!" His voice was shaky; he looked like he was about to start crying.

Done?

Suddenly, realization washed over me.

"Daddy, does this mean… I can't have the dress? Or the shoes?" I panicked. "Please let me keep them! They weren't that expensive!" I began protesting, stomping my foot, tears welling up. That always worked on him before. "We can… we can dismiss Jerome!" I said, desperate, pointing at the aging butler holding all my shopping. "I can make do! I can carry my own shopping!"

"You stupid girl! Don't you understand? We are dismissing Jerome! You are returning the clothes! We are selling this mansion!" He gestured around our opulent living room.

I stood there, frozen.

"But… but… it will still not be enough… to stay afloat. To even have a chance…" his voice was barely a whisper now.

My mother chimed in, her voice stern. "Eleanora, Elly… we'll need you to make some sacrifices. Your brother is already married off… your father, he pulled every string he could. We found a suitable partner for you. Lord Armin has agreed to marry you. In exchange, he will shoulder most of our debt."

"Lord Armin!" I was screaming. "Lord Armin? Isn't he like sixty? That fat old pervert that tried to pinch my ass at the last banquet?! How could you do this to me?" I stomped my foot.

"We don't really have much of a choice, Elly," Father explained. "It is that or… Lord Cassius Bullwood. Of Bullwood Creamery. He was in town yesterday. He mentioned that he's always looking for new girls to join his operation, and he'd be happy to take you in and help us in our time of need. But…"

Lord Cassius Bullwood? Of Bullwood Creamery? I remembered him from some banquets—a handsome, middle-aged gentleman. Silver hair, a devilish beard. And those cheeses were to die for! And a job sounded better than being—

"I will go to Bullwood then!" I blurted out.

◆◆◆

The choice had been laid before me: marry a bloated, lecherous noble who would wipe my father’s debts clean, or work at Bullwood Creamery.

Before I could respond to the girl beside me, the carriage jolted violently, coming to a complete stop.

"We've arrived," the driver announced. "Welcome to Bullwood Creamery. Your new home. Everyone out."

The doors swung open and for a second I was in awe, taking the estate before me. Rolling green pastures dotted with barns and other buildings. And in the distance- a mansion.

Three stories and so grand! It looked like something out of the city. Something like the Duke’s estate where I had so longed to go for the banquet. “Surely, that’s where I’ll be sent to work!” I thought to myself. “I am a Carwile, after all.”

Then my gaze fell on the man waiting for at the gate. There he was.

Cassius Bullwood. I had seen him once or twice when he had visited the city for the Duke’s parties when I was but a child. He looked like he hadn’t aged a day. His silver hair caught the morning light as he stood there, his broad shoulders draped in a fine, tailored coat. As old as my father, maybe even older but, oh Gods! His aura. I felt myself blushing.

I shook my head, dismissing the thought.

A Rancher playing at nobility. Nothing more.

"Welcome to Bullwood, ladies," he greeted smoothly. "We’ll make sure you’re well cared for. But first—" his gaze flicked over all of us- young, scared girls. "The road was long. First we must wash you. Then the inductions can commence."

Wash us?

As the ranchers led us deeper inside the estate, I rushed towards Cassius. I would make him acknowledge me. I wasn't just some random peasant like the rest of these girls! Surely he would know me. I ran forward towards him as he was slowly making his way away from our group!

"Lord Cassius! It's me, Eleanora Carwile!" I greeted him excitedly. Calmly, he turned around.

His eyes raked over me, assessing me. He lifted an eyebrow, "Eleanora Carwile, Ernest's daughter?" he smiled warmly. "My, how you've grown. I remember you as a wee child. And glad I could help your father in his time of need. He's always been such a good friend of mine..."

I knew it! The Carwile name still carries weight!

He turned around again, suddenly disinterested. "Now if you'll excuse me, you have your washing to attend to, and I have the... morning milking to oversee."

Morning milking? I didn't care. He knew who I was. He would treat me with the respect I demanded.

"Lord Bullwood, I was wondering if I could get a position... treatment... worthy of a Carwile?"

"Worthy of a Carwile?" he scoffed. "Don't misunderstand, my dear, you being here is the favor." His voice suddenly cold, his smile a mocking smirk. "Now let's get you washed. Go back to the rest of the group."

"But... but..." I refused to yield.

"Don't be difficult, my dear Elly."

Something snapped. Who was he to call me Elly? Some cheesemonger? I was Eleanora Carwile! I would be as difficult as I wanted to be.

"You there, hurry up. You're holding the group up. To the washing facility."

I puffed up. Being ordered around by ranchers? How could I put up with this? Whatever.

A bath sounded good. Maybe they had some of those special bath salts that were all the rage in the city


Chapter 2

Washing the Brat

"Strip," the bull of a man commanded.

"What the hell do you mean 'strip'? Do you know who you're talking to?" I stomped my foot.

The ranchers had led us into a stone building. Inside, a massive bath big enough to hold our entire group of a dozen or so girls stood in the center, surrounded by small stools. It looked nice. A shared bath, sure. But after a week of traveling, I could use it. Now if those giant men would just leave us alone...

And then the command came.

"Strip."

I looked around. Some of the girls hesitated slightly and then began disrobing, laying their soft bodies bare. Animals? Do they have no shame?

"I refuse."

The man looked at me with the same annoyance that one looks at a small barking dog. "Strip," he simply repeated.

I puffed my cheeks. "I will do no such thing! I demand privacy. I am no common peasant! To strip in front of everyone like... like cattle..."

The man just sighed deeply. The next second, his hands were on my body. He pulled at the fabric of my dress, tearing it apart like it was paper.

"Hey! What the hell!" I protested feebly, but it was already too late. My breasts, small and perky, were already exposed. The rest of the girls, already nude, were all staring at me. I looked at the torn fabric pooled at my feet, already wet from the damp floor. There was no point in resisting.

"Now sit." He commanded us, directing us to the small wooden chairs lined up. Shaking and struggling to conceal my young, nude body, I sat down. Resisting was pointless.

I sat in a row with the other nude girls around me.

The men moved down the row of nude young bodies with efficiency, scrubbing them down roughly, the sponges getting into every crevice. I watched in horror as their lithe bodies got lathered up with a rough sponge before a bucket of water was thrown over their heads to rinse them off. We were not being bathed. We were being washed. Like livestock.

Then, finally, my turn came.

I clenched my fists, pressing my knees together, glaring up at him. "I'll do it myself!" I snapped, attempting to seize some measure of control over the situation.

The man merely snorted, unimpressed. "You'll do as you're told," he said flatly. Before I could protest further, his large hands grabbed my shoulders, forcing my small body upright.

The coarse sponge was pressed against my skin, dragging roughly over my arms, my collarbone, and down to the soft swell of my breasts.

"Hey, at least be gentle about it...you oaf!" I protested weakly.

My body tensed, heat rising to my face in humiliation. The sponge dipped lower, scrubbing over my stomach, before—

"Stop that!" I hissed, twisting and fidgeting, futilely trying to clamp my thighs together. He simply ignored me. The sponge slid between my legs, rubbing against my inner thighs, scrubbing them roughly, and then going down...to my most sensitive areas. Efficient, impersonal.

My face burned as I tried to twist away, but there was nowhere to go. His firm grasp held me in place. My nails dug into my palms as I tried to summon what little dignity I had left.

“S..Stop that! I command you!”

“Stay still, cow!” he muttered, not stopping for a second, the sponge, rough against my intimate flesh.

“What did you just call me?” I shrieked, indignant.

“You’re right.” he smirked, “You’re not a cow…yet.”

Before I had time to protest the final humiliation came- he grabbed a wooden bucket and upended it over my head. The lukewarm water crashed over me, running in rivulets down my bare skin, soaking my hair, trickling between my legs. My mouth opened in outrage, but no words came.

"Next," the man called, already moving down the line, leaving me sitting there, dripping, stripped of everything but shame.

He…He called me a cow! That should cost him his job!

Another man was making his way down the line. He kneeled in front of the girl next to me. "Spread your legs he commanded." I watched in shock as the poor girl obediently opened her soft thighs, still glistening with water. Unceremoniously, the man took his middle finger and pressed it between her legs. Softly at first, as if he was prodding. The girl, a simple farmer’s girl by the look of it squirmed in…terror? No, no.

He began flicking his wrist, driving his finger in and out of her..

"Mngh..." A soft moan escaped the girl's lips." as she bucked her thighs. She was enjoying this. Like an animal.
Then unceremoniously, the man stood up leaving the poor thing quivering.

"Number 5. Caroline. Nineteen. Not a virgin. Good tightness. Good response. To consider for free use cow role." he announced.

I gasped. They were checking us.

I stood to run away but the very next moment he was kneeling in front of my stool. I clenched my thighs tightly.

NO WAY! NO WAY!

"Number Six. Spread them." he commanded.

"I will do no such thing." I mustered the last shreds of my dignity, "If you really need to know, you oaf, I am a virgin. Now write that down and keep going down the line." I screeched at him.

Unimpressed, he grabbed my ankles, spreading my thighs wide. The firmness of his grip digging into the soft flesh of my thighs was so unwavering that I immediately understood resistance would be futile. And then—

His finger was on me. I gasped as the rough hand made contact with my soft pink slit. I felt a shameful heat pooling between my thighs.

I haven't...I haven't been touched there before, you bastard.

Slowly, gently he drove his thick rough finger into my tight virgin hole. A dull pain shot through my body as he pushed against my hymen, pressing on it lightly. Against my better judgment, against everything, I let out a moan. I wanted him to...to continue to drive it in, to—

Just as unceremoniously, he pulled his hand back. I clamped my lips shut, cheeks burning, my breath coming in gasps.

"Number Six. Eleanora...That's a mouthful." he announced, "A virgin. Expect heightened milk production. To report to master Cassius." he declared and moved on to the rest of the group. I wanted to say something but I simply stood there dumbfounded.

No way. I thought I was going to be working at a ranch? What had I gotten myself into?


Chapter 3

Pampering the Brat

We spend some time drying ourselves off. Thankfully for this, they just handed us towels.

"What about my clothes? You tore my dress!" I huffed, "That was expensive you know."

"You don't get clothes anymore," he said curtly.

"What are we? Animals?" I asked, outraged.

"Follow me. Now." he commanded, leading us out of the bath and back onto the estate grounds.

He motioned us into a building. "Into the induction facility," he barked. It was sprawling. Inside was a hallway lined with heavy wooden doors. One by one the girls were led into the rooms -each one marked with a brass number. From some of the rooms, faint screams? Moans? Could be heard.

"Number 4, Cassidy. Room three for induction." One by one the rancher would call girls and I watched them disappear behind their designated doors, some casting nervous glances, some going in eagerly.

I stood at the back of the line with my arms crossed tightly, tapping my foot impatiently against the stone floor, trying to hide my nervousness. Finally, when I was the only girl left , a rancher approached me, " Master Cassius says he will conduct your induction personally. Room five."

Special treatment? Finally, Being treated the way I deserve. Perhaps Cassius had come to his senses.

Squaring my shoulders, I stepped into Room Five.

Inside, the chamber was warm, lit by soft candlelight. A leather table lay in the middle of the room, the walls lined with various vials and instruments.

Cassius stood near the table, his hands clasped behind his back, as composed as ever. He turned to greet me with a slow smile as if he was greeting me at a soiree. I fidgeted, struggling to hide my nude form from his piercing gaze. But it was no use. I could feel his eyes on me, tracing the curves of my young body.

"Ah, Lady Carwile!" he said, warmly, "Hope you enjoyed the cleaning! Now if you were to step into the..."

"What the hell was that?" I exploded, "There was a misunderstanding surely? Treating me like I'm...I'm..." I huffed, unable to find the right words.

"Cattle? But Eleanora, that's precisely what you will become," he said with a satisfied smirk.

My stomach tightened. "What do you mean?"

He gestured to the vials. "This here is my induction facility. Where I take young, pretty..." he stopped himself drinking my body in again, lingering on my hips, "...fertile girls like you and turn them into something greater! Bullwood Creamery's Hucows."

I shook my head sharply. "A whocow!?"

Cassius chuckled, stepping forward. He towered over me. I felt so naked and vulnerable in his domain. I felt something stir inside me.

Gods, he's so handsome! He's older than my father but he's so handsome!

"Tell me, dear Elly…Your family is..." he hesitated. "...was one of means. Surely you remember all those cheeses you ate at the grand banquets? The fine cream, the decadent spreads? You've heard of Bullwood’s legendary dairy, haven't you?"

I frowned. "Of course. No noble's party is complete without a Bullwood spread."

He stepped even closer, cupping my chin. "And you've never wondered where it comes from?"

I shook my head. I really hadn't. It was just another luxury. Another status symbol. I didn't really care, as long as we had it.

"It comes from my wonderful, wonderful hucows. Young fertile things like you," he said tracing his hand along the curves of my hips, " girls who have embraced their higher calling. And now, my dear, you will be transformed." he grabbed my breast, squeezing it tightly. I let out a shrill squeak.

“What are you!? Lord Cassius?!”

"My how you’ve grown. These cute tiny tits of yours…Absolutely beautiful.” he continued ignoring my squirming protest. Deep down, his touch was melting me, “They will become forever full, forever longing to be emptied, producing that sweet, sweet cream renowned across the realm."

For a moment, the words didn’t register, floating meaninglessly in the air between us. Then, realization slammed into my chest like a hammer.

He wants to turn me into livestock!

I swatted his hand away and made for the door. Cassius merely stood there, smiling.

"I refuse. I'm leaving. You are insane. This place is insane! Do you know who I am? DO YOU KNOW WHO MY FATHER IS? ERNEST CARWILE."

Calmly, he replied, "Yes, the esteemed Ernest Carwile who lost his trade routes and squandered generations of wealth on gambling and...other pursuits of the flesh."

I stood there, glaring.

"Don't you dare talk about my family like that! I am important!" I screamed at him.

"Oh, my dear,” he chuckled, “Of course you are. I am not forcing you into anything. You are free to leave at any point…”

An escape… I jumped onto it immediately “Ok! Prepare a carriage. And I want a private one this time! No more riding with filthy peasants.”

Cassius simply continued, “You're free to leave now. I'm sure Lord Armin would be thrilled to have you as his wife.” he smiled.

Armin again? That fat pervert. The rumors about what he did to his maids. His proclivities…I shuddered.

“I'm not marrying that fat swine!”

“My my, disrespecting your fellow nobles. Very well, in that case, we can send you off to the nearby village. Of course, no one can know your title...You’d be a regular village girl…”

Anything but that! Anything but having to be on equal standing with those…commoners.

“But stay here, girl. Become one of my herd. Be one of the select few. Be special!” he said with a mad glimmer in his eye.

I considered it.

"No, no...I can't go back. I can't marry that fat old swine…" I mused, “Becoming a commoner…an even worse fate…And if I stay here? If I become a…hucow?”

“Then you will lead a carefree life of purpose and luxury.”

I hesitated. Finally, with a deep sigh, I said “Ok. But I'm not some common livestock! I demand respect. I will not live in...in a barn... I will be kept in that mansion…” I hesitated, blushing, “And tell your men to handle me with more care! They were so rough with the wash.”

"But of course dear. You are a Carwile after all!" he smiled, “Now if you would be kind enough to get on the table. Your special treatment is about to begin.”

My heart pounded in my chest. But I had come this far. I had made my choice, I wouldn't let him see me tremble now. I climbed onto the leather-bound table. Cassius wouldn't harm me. He had known me since I was small. And something about him, his demeanor, his poise. It made me want to obey him.

Cassius moved beside me. "Now, Lady Carwile, the transformation process is simple. We start with a potent alchemical aphrodisiac to ensure the experience is… pleasurable. The serum itself will follow."

Aphrodisiac?

My stomach tightened. "Why would that be necessary?"

He tilted his head, smirking. "Well, my dear, the body reacts to the Bullwood serum best when it is at its most receptive. Wouldn't you like to enjoy this, my cute little Elly?" His finger traced my navel playfully as he said this. I shivered.

I scoffed, trying to brush off the way my skin prickled under his touch. "This is absurd. Just get on with it."

He chuckled, shaking his head. "As you wish."

A glint of metal caught my eye. The needle, full of some murky liquid, glowed a lazy pink. My breath hitched, and I instinctively shifted on the table, trying to put distance between me and the gleaming metal.

"If you're going to squirm like that..." He pressed a firm hand against my wrist. "Let's ensure you don’t fidget, shall we?"

Before I could protest, he began fastening leather straps around my wrists and ankles, securing me in place. A new rush of unease washed over me.

"Now be a good girl, a Carwile," he murmured with a calm, almost paternal smile. "This will only hurt for a second." I nodded stiffly.

Slowly, he pressed the needle against the soft flesh of my inner thigh.

"Ouch!"

The sting was sharp, but then, almost immediately, I felt a slow, spreading warmth. It crept through my limbs, spreading through my entire body like wildfire. I arched my back, struggling uselessly against the restraints.

"There we are," Cassius murmured, gently wiping away the area where the prick had been. "How does that feel?"

"What the hell is in thi..." I began protesting, but the words refused to come. A heat unlike anything I’d ever known simmered beneath my skin. My body squirmed just at the touch of the cotton swab on my inner thigh.

"Ahh, quite receptive. Good girl," Cassius murmured. His fingers traced my stomach, lightly cupping my small, perky breasts. A gentle flick of my nipple was enough to set every nerve ending alight. I bucked my thighs, arching my body against the restraints, trying to force more of my breast into his hand, to feel more of his touch.

"Excellent, excellent," Cassius mused, leaning over me, his breath warm against my skin. "My men tell me you are untouched. If you would allow me the honor..."

A rush of panic broke through the aphrodisiac's daze. "You—what? No—I—" I screamed, trying to force my thighs shut, my delicate little ankles straining against the leather restraints.

Cassius knelt between my legs.

"It will truly be an honor. To taste such a beautiful young flower. And a Carwile, nonetheless," he murmured, the air from his lips palpable against my folds. And then his tongue was on me, pressing into me with precise, efficient pressure. I moaned loudly.

"Such a sensitive little thing," he murmured, the vibrations of his voice traveling down my core, sending jolts through my whole body. "You have a bit of an attitude, but you truly are exceptional."

His tongue applied merciless pressure to my clitoris. My thighs twitched involuntarily, bucking into his face.

"Oh... yes..." The words escaped my lips involuntarily. My hands struggled against the restraints, but they didn't seek escape. They wanted to grab his head and bury it further between my thighs until his whole face was smeared with my juices...

"Ahh, so receptive," Cassius purred, dragging his tongue in slow, torturous circles. "Such a desperate little thing... No need to fight it. Just let go."

I clenched my fists, nails digging into my palms. I gasped, shaking my head, desperate. His movement was relentless. Then, without warning, I came undone, waves of release crashing over me.

Cassius watched me writhe with a satisfied smirk. Finally, he stood up. "Forgive me for this little indulgence. It's not every day I get to taste a Carwile. Almost makes me sad you'll be turning into a hucow. I say this as a man, not a rancher."

Was he praising me? I didn't know, nor did I care, as I lay there in my post-orgasmic haze.

"Now, it seems like your body is more than ready for the serum.” he smirked, “I say we continue with the second phase."


Chapter 4

The Brat,Finally Leaking

Still gasping for breath after my mind-shattering orgasm, I saw him as a smudge in my peripheral vision—standing there, holding another syringe. The liquid inside it was thick and milky, glowing faintly in the torch-lit room.

"Now this, my dear," he said with evident pride, "is the Bullwood Serum. Just one prick of this, and you'll be changed—leaking, ready to serve..."

"Even though my Bullwood hucows are my pride and joy," he mused, reaching out to cup one of my small, perky breasts, "I always had a fondness for a modest maiden's bosom." His thumb brushed over my nipple, sending a humiliating shudder through me. "I will miss your pretty little tits, Lady Carwile."

Before I could protest, he slid the needle into my skin, pricking my other thigh.

I gasped, arching against the restraints as a wave of warmth spread through me, moving slowly through my whole body before concentrating at my chest. I could feel my skin tingling, stretching, transforming...

I looked down.

My chest. My modest, elegant breasts.

They were swelling before my eyes. The soft mounds of flesh expanded, ripening into full, heavy orbs. They felt uncomfortable, itchy, heavy as they kept growing and growing. For a second, I thought the shape looked nice—a fuller bosom was not a bad thing.

But then they kept expanding, swelling almost grotesquely.

"Any minute now..." Cassius murmured. "The Bullwood Serum has been made even more potent by the Royal Alchemist Alaric."

And then the itching stopped. Mercifully, they had stopped growing—more engorged udders than breasts now.

I... I look like livestock.

And then I felt it. A different heaviness. Something welling up inside my chest. Cassius's hands were on me then, kneading my newly swollen udders, flicking my puffed-up nipples, each touch sending jolts of electricity through me. I moaned wantonly.

"Ah, there it is! Like clockwork," Cassius said with a satisfied grin.

I looked down. A single drop of white liquid beaded at my nipple. It rolled down the curve of my swollen udder, warm against my skin. Cassius squeezed on my engorged breast harder, and a spurt of milk shot up from my nipple, spraying like a fountain in numerous directions.

"There we go, excellent, Lady Carwile. You are on your way to becoming one of Bullwood's finest!"

"Shut..." I protested weakly through my moans. "Shut up, you old fart!"

"As you wish," he said with a smirk as he swooped down, his hungry mouth latching onto my nipple. I moaned as I felt his teeth graze the sensitive puffed-up flesh gently.

And then he began suckling. I felt it. Each pull was maddeningly delicious, the relief of being emptied out mixed with the excitement of his tongue on my udders.

"More...Drink more..." I moaned against my better judgment.

My entire body trembled with pleasure and humiliation as he drank deeply, draining me with each pull. My body was no longer my own.

Cassius pulled away with a satisfied sigh, licking his lips. "Exquisite, my dear. Simply exquisite."

No, don't stop.

I turned my head, cheeks burning, squeezing my eyes shut, embarrassed from my own desire. I had been turned into a thing. A thing that produced. A thing to be consumed.

"Lady Carwile," Cassius murmured, tilting my chin so I met his gaze, my milk dribbling down his beard. "I discourage the stock from drinking their own milk. But for you? I think we can make an exception."

My stomach twisted. "I— What are you—"

"Just a sip," he said, grabbing one of my engorged udders and bringing it to my mouth so that my own nipple grazed my lips. Just mere minutes ago, I wouldn't have been able to do this.

Cautiously, hating myself for it, I let my tongue flick out, capturing the lingering droplets that had pooled on my nipple.

Warm. Sweet. Thick. Creamy.

Caution out the window, I took my whole breast into my mouth, pulling wantonly, my own thick milk going straight from my tits into my belly. I must have been such a sight! Nursing at my own engorged tits.

"Good girl," Cassius purred, watching me with perverse satisfaction. He began undoing my restraints.

"And that," he said as he unfastened my left ankle, "concludes your transformation. Congratulations. You are now officially a Bullwood Cow. I will call my men to send you to your quarters to recover. The mansion, of course, as we agreed. I will arrange a milking machine to be brought. You must be feeling so full."

I simply kept suckling at my own breast, desperately devouring each drop of milk. But those last words broke through my milk-crazed haze.

This was... this was it? It was over? I needed more. Something more...

"You can't… You can't just—"

Cassius arched a brow. "Hmm? What is it?"

I bit my lip, my face suddenly red with embarrassment. What was I doing? Had I completely forgotten my pride? I couldn't say it. I shouldn't. But my body burned, unfulfilled.

He waited, watching, his patience unwavering. "What more can I do for you, my dear Elly?"

Take a hint! Old fart!

"FINE!" My voice broke. "TAKE ME! BREED ME LIKE A COMMON BARN ANIMAL! ARE YOU HAPPY NOW?!"

I stood there, shocked at my own words. What was I saying? This man was... older than my father. He treated me like property. Yet... I wanted him. His body against me, his... his...

"That's all you had to say," he said with a smirk, disrobing.

I gasped as I saw his cock, hesitating again. "THAT'S SUPPOSED TO FIT INSIDE ME? NO WAY, NO WAY!" I shook my head vigorously.

"Relax, my little heifer," Cassius murmured gently. He leaned down and planted his lips on mine.

My first kiss. My first kiss with a man more than twice my age.

Yet still… my tongue sprang out to meet his, desperate, inexperienced. I wanted him. Milk was spurting from my engorged tits onto his torso as I arched my body into him. I felt the tip of his cock caressing my tight, untouched entrance—already slick, already hungry.

"Seems like you’re ready, Elly..." he whispered into my ear, and with no further warning, he thrust deep into me, his massive cock tearing through my maidenhood.

I moaned as the dull pain quickly turned into pleasure—the work of the alchemical aphrodisiac, no doubt. My legs wrapped around his waist on instinct, my mouth sputtering gibberish.

"The little noble lady Carwile, reduced to nothing more than an animal in heat," he groaned, staring at me with a satisfied grin.

The bastard! I wanted to say something back, but before I had time to process this humiliation, his hands were on my engorged breasts.

I moaned as his strong hands dug into my soft, swollen flesh, thick, creamy milk spraying like a fountain with each squeeze.

"Look at you!" he groaned as he thrust into me wildly, still squeezing milk out of my engorged tits, draining me and filling me at the same time.

"The bratty little Elly Carwile, reduced to nothing but one of my milk cows…" he continued, thrusting harder and harder, squeezing tighter. His cock was now reaching deep inside me, the pain of defloration completely replaced by the overwhelming pleasure. Each thrust brought me near the brink, my mind fighting to cling to shreds of pride and dignity.

"Say it, Elly… Say you are my little cow!"

The nerve! His words reawakened my pride.

"I…" I moaned, struggling to get each word out, "I won’t."

"Ahh… How disappointing..." he sighed. And then I felt him pulling out, leaving my pussy dripping, desperately empty.

"No!" The word escaped me, my soft thighs feebly clinging to his waist, trying to scoop him back inside me. I felt the tip of his throbbing cock hovering above my slick pink entrance. But he wouldn’t budge.

Cassius smirked. "I need you to say it, Elly."

I shuddered, my pride crumbling around me. "I'm your little cow," I whispered, turning my head away in embarrassment. All I wanted was for him to pierce me again.

Yet, he stayed still. Just the tip of his cock caressing my lips, promising relief. My breasts ached, still full, still needing to be emptied. My cunt ached, desperately needing to be filled.

To hell with it!

"FINE! I AM YOUR LITTLE COW. NOW PLEASE, FUCK YOUR LITTLE COW SILLY!"

"Atta girl!" he smirked. Almost instantly, I moaned as his cock, rock hard and throbbing, plunged into me again. But… but… it wasn’t enough.

"Please… my… my…"

"Your what?"

"My breasts…" I moaned out, "No, my udders. Please."

"Ahh, finally learning the proper terminology," he said, the rhythm of his thrusts not breaking for a second. "How about you do it yourself for a change, you spoiled little brat?"

As he said that, his hands grabbed my udders and guided them to my mouth. My own nipples grazed against my lips. A moment of hesitation. And then I opened my mouth, taking both of my puffy pink nipples into my mouth, suckling greedily on my own nectar.

"Good girl. Now hold them yourself," he said as he released his grip. Instinctively, my own hands shot to my chest, desperate to keep the creamy nectar flowing straight from my tits into my throat.

My moans, now muffled, turned into screams as I felt him push harder. Each thrust filled me completely, to the brim, my pulls syncing with his thrusts. I felt an unbearable heat building—slowly at first. Cassius Bullwood increased his speed. I could feel his cock twitching inside my pussy, untouched mere minutes ago, already so hungry.

And just like that, I shattered. The orgasm came suddenly, sending my whole body jolting, my frame arching on the leather examination table. My tits spilled out of my mouth, spraying milk in every direction.

Then he gave me a final thrust, a final sampling of this maddening pleasure. With a guttural groan, he pulled out, his thick cock twitching as the first hot rope of his seed splattered across my stomach. Another spurt followed, even stronger than the first, streaking up to my breasts, slick with warm milk.

I lay there, slick and marked, panting, the scent of milk and sweat heavy in the air, his seed dripping down my newly engorged breasts.

"And that, my dear cow, completes our induction. Welcome to Bullwood," he said with a smirk, almost immediately back to his regal self. The bastard. He then adjusted a little collar around my neck with a polished brass bell on it. "This marks you as Bullwood property."

Property!

But I was too tired to protest. To give him attitude.

"I’ll have Vartek escort you to your new pe—living quarters. In the mansion, as promised."

I could only nod. Finally, I was getting treated the way a young noble lady should.

The mansion.


Chapter 5

The Brat, Milked

The mansion my ass!

His assistant came and cleaned me afterwards.

“You are to walk on all fours at all times now, unless otherwise instructed. Is that clear?” this Vartek, Cassius’s right hand man, had explained curtly.

“I do as I please.” I stomped my foot defiantly.

The mountain of a man simply shrugged. “Then you do not get the mansion pen.Not until you learn some obedience at least.”

Pen? Whatever. If it meant I’d get to live in that mansion and not in those…barns. I would do it. Reluctantly, I got down on all fours, my udders still dripping.

◆◆◆

He led me to mansion.My eyes lit up as I saw the entrance, the heavy wooden doors that screamed wealth.

Finally. I might be nude, my body might be transformed but at least I’d get to live in that luxurious manor.

…And then he kept walking.

“But..But…” I pleaded.

“In the back.” he said curtly.

He led me to a small little building in the back.

“This is not mansion.”

“It’s the height of luxury for a hucow.” he said, leading me inside.

Luxury?

The inside was nice and clean, a big window and a single pen with a wooden fence. The pen itself was lined with cushions and hay.

“What is this?” I protested. “I was promised the mansion.”

Cassius’s assistant sighed, annoyed. Not as annoyed as me.

“It’s the closest a hucow gets to the mansion. Apart from Master Cassius’s private quarters, of course…Now get inside. Udders over the railing. We need to drain you.” he said, gesturing at the pen.

I wanted to protest but draining me? Suddenly I was aware of how heavy my breasts were. Cassius had squeezed them, I had suckled on my own milk greedily, yet they were still so, so heavy. I craved the relief. Is this what being a hucow was going to be like?

“F-Fine. Get on with it, you oaf.” I stuttered, trying to hide my desperation as I crawled into the pen, the cushions soft against my knees.

He wheeled out a contraption. Two tubes protruded from it and a jug was attached on the other end.

“Be…Be more gentle.”I shuddered as he attached the suction cups to my udders that swung obscenely over the railing.

Then he flicked a switch on. What magic powered this, I do not know. But the second he flicked that switch I felt an intense suction, a massive relief as the tubes began to fill with my milk.

“Good. You should be fully drained soon. Future milkings will be in the morning.” said, matter-of-factly, “I will come to collect soon. Be a good cow now.”

◆◆◆

I woke up the next day, cuddled in the soft cushions and hey of the pen. Was it all a dream? Then I looked down at my body, my breasts, still grotesquely engorged and…leaking again.

It had only been half a day and I was already so full. The milk had left dark stains on the cushions where I had laid sleeping. I needed the relief again.

The doors of the barn swung open. And there he was- Cassius Bullwood.

“Good morning, my dear Elly!” he said warmly. “I trust you slept well.”

The nerve on him! “What’s the meaning of this. I was promised the mansion!”

“But my dear, this is the mansion. Only a select few hucows get to share my living quarters. Your pen is the nicest one in the whole ranch. Fitting for a Carwile, I would say.

I simply stood there, unsure of what to say.

“Now, my dear Elly. It’s time for your morning milking.” he smirked, “I will be overseeing personally, seeing how you’re oh so special.”

I wanted to spit in his face! To demand clothes and a nice room in the mansion. To recite all my family’s titles to him. But that word.

Milking.

I needed the relief. Meekly, my cheeks burning from embarrassment I assumed the same position as yesterday, my udders swinging over the railing, dripping drops of creamy milk onto the stone floor.

“My, my! Already so full.” he said, pulling up a small stool and sitting next to me and positioning a bucket under my tits.

“But…Where’s the machine from yesterday?” I asked, confused.

“Oh, my little Elly. You get special treatment as a Carwile.” he said, “I will do the honors of milking you today. Besides, I need to make sure we take just the right amount…”

The right amount?

Before I could protest, before I could ask questions his hands were already on my udders, squeezing them. Softly at first, digging into the flesh as if to get a feel for the milk inside. Then he began kneading methodically, his  forefinger and thumb guiding the spurts of milk into the bucket.

I couldn’t help but moan.

“Excellent, Elly. I was worried you wouldn’t have enough yet but it seems you’re full enough for both my breakfast and…tonight.” he murmured as he massaged my udders, slowly filling the bucket.

“To..night?”  The breakfast thing was embarrassing enough.

“Oh, but yes! You’ll be on mansion duty tonight. There is a little soiree at the creamery, distinguished lords and ladies from around the realm will be staying overnight. Just a small gathering is all.” he chuckled.

“What?” I managed to huff through moans,”You expect me to work as a maid? Me! Eleanora Carwile?”

“Oh, but my dear. It’s a great honor. And simple work. You just have to attend to our guest’s needs, make sure they are nourished.”

“I…” I struggled as he kneaded my breast, sending a thick jet straight into the bucket below. “I refuse.”

“Oh, Elly, you’re being difficult again. You are the one who requested she be put in the mansion. This pen comes with its duties. If you refuse there are dozens of cows who’d be willing to take your place eagerly. But I’d have to send you to the regular pens.

The regular pens? With those commoners? No! I was special.

“FINE! I'll DO IT.” I said, my face flushed with embarrassment. 

Cassius smiled, “Excellent. Excellent. We will prepare you shortly.” he gave my left tit one final expert pull, “That should be enough.”

“But...But I'm still not empty.” My breasts still felt so heavy, so in need of release.

“Oh, but my dear Elly. We need to make sure you can deliver. Tonight. I’ll leave you to it now. Be a good girl.”


Chapter 6

The Brat at the Milk Manor

I spent the rest of my day in my pen. Some assistants came to bring me food. They took me out and washed me again. They handled me as roughly as last time, but I... I enjoyed it more.

Then evening came. The assistant, that mountain of muscle called Vartek, entered the barn carrying a box.

"Master Cassius has instructed that you wear this," he said in his usual curt tone, handing me the box over the fence of the pen.

Finally! Some clothes. Perhaps fine silks so I could dazzle the nobles?

My heart sank as I opened the box. The fabric was nice, yes, but... the costume—it was cow-print and obscenely revealing. It left my thighs exposed, and as for my chest... well, there was no fabric there. It would leave them hanging, completely exposed.

"I refuse. This is obscene!" I huffed at Vartek, standing up in my pen and tapping my foot.

"Back on all fours, cow! And you must wear it if you want to go to the mansion."

I sighed. All I wanted was the mansion, the comfort of luxury. Reluctantly, I put the outfit on. It felt even more demanding than being naked. I felt like an animal on display.

When I was done changing, Vartek led me into the mansion. I gasped as we entered through the front entrance. The foyer was more opulent than the Duke’s mansion! Luxurious antique furnishings and gleaming marble floors.

He’s rich. Richer than I had imagined possible.

Enormous paintings lined the walls, intricate watercolors, giant canvases, each depicting pastoral scenes that made my cheeks burn. Young women, completely nude, posed on all fours in lush fields. Hucows. Like me.

“Ah, Vartek and Elly! Just on time!” Cassius greeted us as I crawled into a massive dining room. Servants were already setting up a lush feast on the table. “The guests will arrive in about half an hour.”

He dismissed Vartek. “Okay, Elly. Your job tonight is simple. You are to remain by my side, kneeling. When a guest instructs you or asks for you, you must cater to their demands. Is that clear?

“Cater to their demands?! So I am a servant!”

“Much more than a servant, Elly. You will be the heart of the celebration. You will see, trust me.” he grinned a devilish grin.

“F-Fine.”

◆◆◆

Soon, the guests started coming. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment. These were lords and ladies. Some of them I recognized. Some of them I had talked to. About a dozen people had come in.

And then, he walked in. Armin. The fat perverted noble from Moloko. The one who was willing to take my hand in marriage. The one I came here to avoid! My eyes darted to the floor, refusing to meet his gaze. For a second I could feel his eyes brush over me.

And then the feast began. My presence was not so much as acknowledged. I simply knelt by Master Cassius’s sight as instructed. Trying my best not to be noticed, even though the cowprint outfit and my tits hanging obscenely from it made that impossible.

I can feel their gazes on me.

“Your cheeses these year truly are exceptional, Cassius.”

“Thank you, the intake of new cows has been quite good. I’ve been more hands on, trying to give it more of an artisanal touch.”

The conversation was the usual chipper of politics, trade and finance that I had learned to politely nod through and ignore growing up as a noble.

And then, the command came.

“Fill my goblet, cow.” The voice was a woman’s. I looked up- a lady in her forties dressed in fine silks. Was that Lady Valmont?

“Go ahead, Elly.” Cassius nudged me. I wanted to refuse, to crawl in a hole in the ground.

“Now, Elly.” Cassius barked, seeing me hesitating.

Trembling, I stood up and walked to her, the bell around my neck ringing slightly with each step.

“To the brim. Quickly.” She simply held up her fine silver goblet.

Confused, I looked at Cassius. His gaze was stern, expectant.

Hesitantly, I positioned my heavy breast over her cup, my nipple stiffening from the contact with the cold silver. And I squeezed. Almost immediately the milk came flowing, filling the goblet slowly. I felt the conversation in the room die down slightly. They were all looking at me, appraising me.

He is looking at me. Armin.

“That’s enough. Don’t let it overflow.” Lady Valmont said sternly. I stopped kneading my breast and stood there watching as she took the silver goblet full of my cream to her lips and drank deeply.

What a bitch! To talk like that to a Carwile.

Angry and embarrassed, I made my way back to Cassius Bullwood. Kneeling by his side as instructed.

◆◆◆

As the evening went on, more commands came. Each time, I stood obediently and followed the instructions, red with embarrassment.

“My meat is a bit dry. Straight into the plate.”

“Careful not to spill.”

“Pour a little in my rum… Yeah, that’s it. A Bullwood treat.”

Eventually, the embarrassment died down, mixing with a building anger each time I knelt back at Cassius’s side.

I am their equal, yet they treat me like an animal. Like I barely exist apart from my… my milk.

Ignoring me completely, the evening grew more lively. The liquor flowed, and tongues were loosened.

“Say, Cassius, my friend,” a voice cut through the chatter. “That little house cow you have for us today… Is that Eleanora Carwile, perchance?”

Hearing my name, I looked up. It was Armin. His rolls of fat strained against his fine clothes, his chins jiggling as he talked.

“Why, yes. She is indeed,” Cassius said, all politeness.

“Ya know… She was supposed to be my wife…” Armin slurred, already drunk. I shuddered. “Was gonna pay a pretty penny to get her gambling addict of a father out of debt, but worth it for a pretty little flower like that. Your elixir’s done wonders to her tits though…” He chuckled. I wanted to punch him.

“Say, Cassius…” he continued, “Do you mind if I… sample her?”

“But of course! Be my guest. She might be a Carwile, but she’s a Bullwood girl now, first and foremost.” Cassius’s gaze turned down to me. “Go on, Elly, show Lord Armin some Bullwood hospitality.”

“But… but…” I protested.

“No buts, Elly. You are a Bullwood girl now.”

I stood up, shaking as I approached the fat tub of lard that was Armin. He was grinning widely. I held up my breast with both hands to his goblet.

“Oh no, my sweet,” he chuckled. “I like to drink straight from the source.”

And just like that, his fat, grubby hands grabbed me and pulled me into his lap. I was shaking with anger as I felt his fingers grope my body, lingering on my breasts. I shuddered as I felt him harden against my silks.

Then he began suckling. The now-familiar sensation—so warm, so pleasant. But… but not him. Not this perverted swine.

“Excellent! Really a shame I couldn’t wed you, you sweet little thing…” he said, disconnecting with milk dribbling down his fat chin. Then he latched onto my other breast, pulling greedily, drinking my milk, draining me.

I felt his stiff cock straining against his breeches as he started grinding on me softly while suckling. I wanted to die from embarrassment.

And then…And then his hand brushed between my thighs, prying them open.

Enough is enough!

I stood up, pushing the table, spilling drinks. Plates shattered. He stood there, shocked. That stupid pig. I slapped him, his fat face jiggling at the impact.

“Don’t touch me ever again, you stupid pig! Show some respect!” I screamed at him, all the welled up anger coming to the surface in a single moment.

Suddenly, the whole room was quiet. Every gaze was on me. Lord Armin stood there shocked. His shock then turned to anger.

“Cassius! What is the meaning of this? I thought your house cows were well trained?” he exploded.

“My dear Armin,” Cassius began, his tone apologetic.”I apologize deeply for this incident. Please don’t let it sully the rest of the evening. I will arrange for my finest hucows to come to your quarters tonight. Then his gaze shot at me, sending shivers down my spine. Anger swam in those eyes, barely concealed by his usual calm demeanor.

“Vartek, take her away and bring in Lilly.” he said with a terrifying calmness.

“Eleanora Carwile.” he said coldly, “I will deal with you later.”


Chapter 7

Punishing the Bratty Cow

Vartek took me away immediately. I waited in my pen for hours, too nervous to fall asleep on the comfy cushions and hay.

Then the door creaked open. It was Cassius Bullwood. His expression sent a shiver down my spine. He was not trying to hide his anger anymore.

“You spoiled little brat!” he exploded. “I humored you! I gave you mansion duty after a single day! And this is how you repay me.I don't mind my cows being a little feisty but to show our patrons disrespect. That's on another level.”

“Who are you to talk to me like that? No way would I let that pig touch me!” I shot back at him, my own anger unabated. 

“Oh, you stupid little brat. When will you get it through your thick head? I am your master now. You are Bullwood property. I let you get away with so much because…” he hesitated.

Because what?

Recomposing himself he continued,  “Regardless, it seems that a spoiled little brat like you will only learn through punishment.”

Punishment? He stepped into my pen. And that’s when I saw it. He was brandishing a massive wooden paddle.

“Present. Ass up.” he commanded coldly. His usual slick voice was gone, he was pure domination. Pure anger.

“But…But…”

“NOW. ELLY.” His voice left no room for question. Shaking I dug my head into the pillows, sticking my naked ass out high.

“Twenty. You will get twenty. One for each year you’ve been alive and living as a spoiled little brat.” I felt the cold wood brush against my buttocks, “And then another two for the disrespect you showed tonight.”

And then, without further warning I heard the wood whoosh through the air, connecting with the flesh of my ass. I cried out in pain. But somewhere in that pain, a longing. I didn’t hate this.

“One.” Cassius counted. Then immediately, the paddle was on my other cheek with a loud smack.

I cried out so loud that Lord Armin could probably hear me from his quarters in the mansion. And then he spanked me again. And again. And again.

And again.

Each time I cried out and each cry of pain grew more indistinguishable from a moan of pleasure.

“Twenty.” He announced and he laid down the paddle again, my ass already bright red, sore, screaming in pain.

“More!” the words escaped my mouth before I could process them, “Punish me more!”

Cassius paused, “Oh, the little brat was also a masochist? I should’ve been able to tell. Your pink pussy is already drenched.”

“Please, I’ll be a good girl…A good cow…Just please…” I gasped each word out, “Please fuck me again, I’m begging you…”

“Oh, no, Elly. This is supposed to be a punishment. But we can come to a… compromise.”

A compromise? I stuck out my ass more, just praying he would put it inside me. And then I felt him. His hard cock brushing against my eager lips, his hands grabbing the swollen flesh of my ass. Yes…I was going to get…

“No! Not there!”

Without warning, mercilessly, Cassius plunged his dick inside my ass. The pain, the new sensation. It was overwhelming.

“Why would I reward a disobedient cow with my cock? Take it in the ass, you little brat!” he grunted, spanking me as he stretched my tightest entrance, digging deeper and deeper with each thrust.

I gasped as Cassius continued plunging in and out of my tender ass. Each thrust mixed pain and pleasure in equal measures. Tears ran down my cheeks as I shuddered in ecstasy.. His hand came down hard on my reddened cheeks, each sharp sting marking me as his.

"You like this, don't you, you filthy cow?" he growled, his grip tightening on my hips.

I could only moan in response. Cassius's pace quickened, his breathing ragged. I felt the familiar tension building within me, a tightening coil of pleasure ready to snap.

"Oh, you’re gonna cum from this? Truly the filthiest cow in my herd!," he growled landing another stinging blow. My body convulsed in intense release, pushing against his cock driving him into my ass, all the way up to the hilt.

And then with a final groan, he exploded inside me, thick ropes of his seed shooting up deep inside my tight hole. Filling me.

He pulled out, leaving me drenched, his seed dripping out of my gaping asshole.

Was this it? Was this the punishment?

“I’m not done with you yet.” he said coldly.

“What? What are you doing?” I gasped as I felt him secure my hands behind my back in a binding.

“The greatest punishment for a hucow. You will not be milked. Not until you’re truly sorry.”


Chapter 8

A Special Bull for a Special Bratty Cow

I woke up on the familiar hey and cushions, other hucows slowly waking up around me.

The ranchers had moved me to the common barns.

The restraints, now familiar, still felt uncomfortable. My pillow was dry. Cassius had put some kind of fabric above my nipples.

“To ensure you don’t leak a single drop. Not until you’re sorry. This is your punishment.”

How long has it been? Two days? Three days? My breasts felt heavy, ready to burst. Every morning the ranchers would come and hook up the rest of the girls to the milking machines. The barn would fill with their moans as the machine extracted all their sweet cream, relieving them. And there I was, just forced to watch.

My udders felt so heavy, ready to burst at the slightest touch. But I was bound, I couldn’t even coax the milk out myself.

All I could think about was release.

And then I saw him walk into the ranch. Cassius.

◆◆◆

“Elly,” he greeted me curtly, ”have you had time to reflect?”

This was the first time I had seen him since that night. I wanted to tell him to fuck off and release me. To just let me go. But no. No, I just needed to be milked.

“Please, Cassius…Please Master…” I pleaded desperately, “I will do anything. I will let Lord Armin fuck my ass if he has to…Please just…just let me have release…I am about to burst.

Cassius stood there, looking at me. Then his face twisted into a smile. “Good girl. Seems like you’re finally learning some Bullwood discipline.” he walked into my pen and started undoing my restraints.

My eyes lit up. Was I finally going to get milked?

“But before we let you feel relief, I want you to show me your devotion,” he murmured.

“Yes…Master…I’ll do anything!”

“That’s the spirit, Elly! I actually have some good news for you. It’s time to breed you.” He explained.

Bred? Like common livestock?

“And since you are a Carwile, after all, I had to secure the best bull for you.” he turned to the entrance of the barn and shouted. “Jaron, come in!”

The heavy wooden doors creaked open. My fingers tightened uselessly against the soft hay beneath me. My heart pounded against my ribs, a frantic staccato that betrayed the icy glare I tried to maintain.

Then, I saw him.He was massive.

A mountain of muscle and power, larger than all the muscular ranchers I had seen come and go. His skin dark as polished onyx, glistened in the morning light His eyes, sharp and unreadable, raked over me.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. He was nothing like the pathetic little suitors who had groveled for my attention back home. No, he was here to breed me.

"You’re trembling," I heard Cassius from somewhere behind me, his voice laced with dark amusement. “Ok, I will take off the fabric, you are free to leak. But first the breeding.”

I shuddered as Cassius peeled off the seals on my nipples. Almost immediately cream started flowing down them, dripping into the hay.

The relief from the release mixed with the nervousness. I was about to be bred. I refused to look at this Jaron. Refused to acknowledge the way my body betrayed me, my swollen, aching breasts leaking "Afraid, little thing?"

Afraid? Me? As if.

I wanted to sneer at him, to spit something biting and clever back in his face. But before I could force the words out—

Jaron…The bull stepped closer.

The heat of him was suffocating. My gaze flickered downward before I could stop myself—and my breath caught in my throat.

Oh .Oh, no. He was… enormous.

Cassius was thick but this was on another level. The heavy length of his cock hung thick and full, impossibly large, already hardening as he took me in. My stomach twisted, my body locked in place as an involuntary shudder ran through me.

That’s supposed to fit inside me?

My mouth opened, some retort—some demand—forming on my tongue, but before I could speak, a strong hand gripped my chin, forcing my gaze upward. Cassius. His fingers pressed into my skin, guiding me to meet his gaze.

"He’s truly a specimen isn’t he? We got him from the Southern Kingdoms." he explained, his thumb brushing over my trembling lower lip. "A special bull for a special little brat."

I wanted to deny it. Wanted to shake my head, to sneer at him, to hold onto some final defiance.

But then the bull's hands were on my hips. Large. Warm. Unyielding.

A low, approving rumble vibrated from his chest as he adjusted me, positioning me beneath him like I weighed nothing at all. My breath stuttered, my fingers curling into fists behind my back as I felt the blunt heat of him pressing against my entrance, thick and unrelenting.

No, no, this isn’t happening. This is impossible. I’m too small. He’s too big. This is ridiculous. I refuse—

The first push stole the air from my lungs.

A sharp noise escaped me before I could stop it, my thighs trembling as my body stretched to accommodate the sheer size of his monstrous dark cock. My head fell forward, forehead pressing into the wood as my entire body trembled from the intrusion.

"Oh, you’re not a virgin anymore but Jaron will sure make you feel like one," Cassius chuckled, his fingers trailing down my spine in lazy appreciation. "Look at her struggling. You feel that, little one? That’s what happens when a brat finally learns her place."

I whined, humiliated by the sound of my own slickness, the way my hips shook to invite him, to pull him deeper despite the burning stretch. He groaned behind me, his grip tightening, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my hips as he pushed forward, sinking another thick inch inside me.

“Oww…”

I gasped, my body arching, heat flooding through me in uncontrollable waves. The pain blurred into something else—something hotter, deeper. His hands were on my breasts now, his black flesh kneading my milk white skin, each squeeze coaxing massive spurts of milk. The sweet relief of being emptied while being filled. I was lost in ecstasy.

"She’s taking it so well," Cassius murmured, his hand sliding up to fist into my hair, tugging just enough to make me whimper. "Go on, little thing. Tell us how it feels."

Bastard! This is all I want and you know it!

All I could manage as a retort was a strangled moan.

Cassius chuckled, victorious. "That’s what I thought."

The bull gave a final, brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

My body broke around him, milk spilling from my swollen breasts as a helpless, broken cry escaped my lips. And just like that, my last shred of resistance shattered.I was being bred.

Cassius walked inside the pen, gripping my head as the bull took me from behind.He yanked my head back until my gasping mouth was exposed. His other hand traced down my cheek, his thumb brushing over my parted lips.

"Look at you," he purred. "A trembling, obedient little thing. I think you need another lesson."

His fingers slid lower, undoing his belt. He freed himself, thick and veiny before me. A familiar sight now. A welcome sight. Cassius’ cock. Master’s cock

"Open," Cassius ordered, his voice a low growl of command. "A brat like you needs to learn how to serve properly. Show me how grateful you are."

I hesitated, my final pride as a Carwile being drowned out by this overwhelming need to please I opened my mouth wide, my lips trembling, then parted them slowly, tongue flicking out hesitantly.

Cassius smirked, pressing the tip against my mouth. "Good girl. Now, don’t keep me waiting. Look at me while you serve, little one. A brat should learn proper manners."

His grip held me in place as he pressed deeper, filling my mouth. I looked up at him, trying and failing to look defiant,  my tongue curling around his shaft, licking and teasing as he thrust further. My body betrayed me again, the humiliating thrill of obedience tingling through me, sending waves of heat down my spine.

"Is it tasty?" he mused, watching my cheeks hollow as I sucked harder, my eyes flickering with something between resistance and desperate need. I wanted to glare, wanted to bite down But Jaron’s thick black cock thrusting inside me and the milk, build up from three days spilling from my swollen udders…All I could do was nod shamefully. I was truly his now.

He chuckled. "That’s my good girl. Keep going."

“Daddy’s little princess, kneeling in the dirt with her mouth full. If he could see you now…” Cassius purred, threading his fingers through my hair, holding me in place as he thrust deeper.

He groaned, his grip tightening. My lips stretched, my tongue desperate to keep up with his demanding pace. My face burned.

A shuddering breath escaped him as he tensed. “Swallow it all, little one.”

Warm, thick heat filled my mouth, coating my tongue in his essence. I gagged, my eyes fluttering as the final degradation consumed me. A few stray streams escaped, dribbling down my chin. Cassius pulled back, his thumb wiping the mess away, smearing it across my cheek.

“Such a filthy little cow now,” he mused, tilting my head up so I had no choice but to meet his gaze. "No more noble pride. No more attitude. Just a trained little thing, taking what she’s given. Are we clear?"

"Yes, Master."

"What are you?" he asked.

"Your…” I struggled, moaning each word as Jaron mercilessly stretched my pussy, his pulsating black cock filling my hole, “Your…cow.”

“That's right. Know your place. Open your mouth.” he commanded. I obeyed, the taste of his seed still on my tongue. He spit warm on my outstretched tongue.

“Drink up.”

Obediently, I closed my mouth letting Cassius’...Master’s gift down my throat. Behind me Jaron was rutting mercilessly, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

The height of orgasmic joy drove me insane. My pussy clenched around the thick black cock as I came, milk spilling from my engorged udders from his squeezes.

“Thank you, Master! For giving me this pleasure. For letting me be bred and milked!” I screamed out, lost in a haze, “I am your slutty cow. Thank you for allowing me to be bred.”

“That’s right.” Cassius chuckled, “Jaron, seems like she’s at her peak. You can release it.”

Almost on command I felt Jaron’s massive cock bury itself inside me up to the hilt, twitching, pulsating. Then the seed came, spilling inside me, filling me up, stuffing me like an injection. Precise, unrelenting.

He held on to my body, keeping his cock buried until the last spurt was safe inside. Then, still not disconnecting he flipped me over and secured my legs above my head with restraints.

“This is to assure the seed takes, my dear.” Cassius explained, “You are prime fertile Bullwood material. We need you to get pregnant as soon as possible. Now stay like that and I will bring the machine. Seems like you are in need of a proper milking. You’ve learned your lesson, Eleanora Carwile.” he said proudly.

Eleanora Carwile? Who’s that?

I am Elly, a Bullwood cow.

END


Hey there, thanks for reading! Parsia here!

Did you enjoy that little taste of Bullwood Creamery? I sure hope so.

If you’re like me and enjoy your hucow stories wrapped in a fantasy world with lore and politics... Well, you’re probably a bit weird. Just like me.

But you've found a kindred spirit! Characters will be recurring and the lore of the world will be consistent.

...But hey! If that's not your thing and you just want creamy milky debauchery and girls submitting to their fate as hucows, don’t worry! Each story is intended to be read as a filthy milky standalone!

If you enjoyed it, drop me a review and make sure to follow my author page to get notified for new releases. I am still working on setting up a newsletter but in case you want to get in touch feel free to email me at parsia@bullwoodbooks.com

Thanks :)
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Keep reading for more Tales from Bullwood Creamery…


More tales from Bullwood Creamery

The Witch’s Hucow Transformation

Of Milk and Magicka Obscura
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A proud alchemist disgraced. A milky experiment. A life of lust and submission.

Cassandra, disgraced royal alchemist, longs to restore her standing. Her research leads her to one conclusion, one ingredient for her revolutionary serum - hucow milk.

But with pure hucow milk being the monopoly of the King’s Bullwood Creamery she has no choice but to become her own test specimen. She imbibes the Bullwood elixir for the sake of science.

The elixir leaves the once proud witch little more than a hucow in heat, yearning to be milked and mated.


Shared Before My Eyes at the Hucow Tavern

Of Milk, Lust & Loss
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Drink Deeply. Submit Fully. Welcome to Bullwood. 


Bullwood Creamery is hosting a party. An exclusive event where only the cream of the crop of the city is invited to. 


Trystan, a scoundrel and petty criminal, has managed to secure an invitation for him and his beloved Helen Redford. But what he doesn’t suspect is that the night of milky indulgence will change his Helen forever.

The air at the party is thick with the scent of sweet cream and sin. This awakens something in Helen. A desire to be transformed into an obedient creature that exists to give pleasure, to be shared…To be milked…Mated… 



More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

The  Magician’s Hucow Experiment

Milked and Mated at the Magician’s Estate
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He needed to create a powerful elixir. The main ingredient? My Milk.

When the eccentric Magician Alaric hires Penelope as his "assistant" she doesn't know what to expect. Yet his designs become clear very quickly as she’s set up to be milked and mated into the perfect hucow.

The maiden Penelope arrives in his mansion and agrees to the terms of his contract.
The magician's experiments and plans for her breeding will push her boundaries and transform her forever.
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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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